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 Anais Nin

 


INSIDE THE
JOURNAL

From the unpublished Early
Diary, 1927-1931

 


In 1927, Anais Nin and her
husband, Hugh Guiler, who had been assigned to the Paris branch of
the First National City Bank two years earlier, were living in a
studio apartment at 11 Rue Schoelcher. As their fortunes increased
they moved on to fancier lodgings, ﬁrst at 13 Square du Port Royal,
then to 47 Blvd. Suchet. But by the fall of 1930, pressured by the
spreading economic crisis, they retrenched to the by now famous old
house in Louveciennes, together with her mother and her brother,
Joaquin. During this period, Anais Nin struggled with her
infatuation for the writer John Erskine, reassessed the foundations
of her marriage, discovered psychoanalysis, and earnestly tried to
go public as a writer, preparing the groundwork for her study of
D.H. Lawrence and germinating the seeds of her ﬁction contained in
her diary, especially House of Incest. She also became more
conscious of the functions of her own journal, and the nature of
diary writing in general, which then was practiced widely among her
family and friends. The present selection has been drawn from her
own typed transcripts of diary volumes 24 to 31, which will be
published, with an introduction by Joaquin Nin-Culmell, by Harcourt
Brace Jovanovich as The Early Diary of
Anais Nin, Volume 4, 1927-1931. (Copyright
© 1985 by Rupert Pole as Trustee for the Anais Nin Trust.)
Ed.

 


October 3.
Saturday evening we had Irving Schwerke to
dinner. After dinner we all sat in a circle, and each one of us
read from his journal. Irving began with a description of his visit
to a singer who had such a brilliant career and is now blind, old,
and poor. He wrote with feeling about her; with sarcasm about some
teas he attended; with spirit about famous people. He had some
clever aphorisms and epigrams. Joaquin read a description of the
sea which was beautiful and poetic, and Byronic (though he has
never read Byron); a comment on Don Quixote, which had insight and
romanticism; and a description of a walk, which moved us like the
best poetry. It was so profound that Hugh said, “I don’t think you
realize what you have written!” …Hugh read pages from his journal…
I read my “Three Old Countesses,” which also made everybody laugh.
Irving was rather surprised by everything. “We all write well!” he
said. The lasting value of that evening was that it inspired
everybody; gave each of us a sense of the journals’ importance and
charm.

 


October 4.
…Joaquin shows in writing, and in calm
tête-à-têtes, an inclination for philosophy, and a quick
discernment of truth, which may in the end win out. But I fear to
see him in the hands of enemies. I fear the decisions of his mind
in moments of passion. So few people are going to understand my
little “tracked animal,” so few will find the gentle way into his
head, so few will know the words he did not mean from the true
ones, so many vain ones will take offense at his pride, which is
such a thin shield for his sensitiveness. Fortunately his journal
now will be his favorite confidant. It makes him reflect and
meditate—exemplifying all the miraculous properties of journal
writing which I have described in pedantic essays, in speeches, and
most effectively in my own Journal (didn’t I convince
myself?).

 


October 11.
I will do my best writing, my truest writing,
while it remains unknown, unappreciated, and unpublished. Afterward
will come self-consciousness, vanity, adulation and, as in the case
of [Sherwood] Anderson and [John] Erskine, material comfort. And
then? Anderson has ceased wandering and has settled in a stone
house; he is less naive. Erskine is also settled in a stone house,
and writes Adam and Eve instead of poetry. No, I do not believe in
writing for any one. I never have and I never will.

 


October 13.
…I write on the tea table, which gives that
symbol of insipid friendships a new character. And then I boast a
lot and do nothing! But, as usual, I am bursting with thoughts:
useless thoughts, fantastic thoughts, illogical and incredible
thoughts. As for example: Why not put my Journal into a book? I am
tired of writing just for myself. It is like talking to a wall,
like smoking in the dark. I know I could make others cry and make
them infinitely, desperately, divinely alive. I know I say what
they wish to say and cannot say. And some, if my writing reached
them, this writing that I have done walking alone, would know that
there are several of us walking alone, and that it is good to know
it.

 


October 15.
Erskine was the first to find the key to my
writing and character: he said I was “reticent.” For a year I have
struggled with this reticence. Occasionally I have conquered it.
Erskine’s own writing liberated my intelligence from scruples and
hesitations. Then Sherwood Anderson liberated my feelings and
dreams from timidity and self-consciousness. I had so many fears,
fear of hurting people, fear of ugliness, fear of being bad,
impure, not aristocratic, not ideal. Now my freedom is complete. I
write exactly what I think. Dancing has liberated my body. For the
first time I am almost continuously myself. Last year such a
freedom came only spasmodically. I still write reticent letters.
There is no doubt that I am still afraid of Erskine.

 


December 29.
…When I was younger, in Richmond Hill, I imagined
my dancing, my writing, my marriage, though not quite like the real
one, which surpasses the conceptions of a child. My imagination has
been my lamp. I have only to desire wisely and intensely, and with
my will, to fulfill.

Is this an illusion, a
conceit of my will’s power, so newly discovered that perhaps it has
intoxicated me? It is so new for me to have an active will after
years of merely imaginary activity. Even last year, walking down
Boulevard Montparnasse, I asked myself what could happen if
suddenly I said and did exactly what I wanted to say and do. I
foresaw cataclysms. Yet I tried it. And the result? Nobody hurt—a
few scandalized; more, pleased and proud; even more, influenced and
enlivened by my activity. Every day I feel surer of myself, my
desires soar higher, I feel power in myself, conviction. If it is
conceit, a vast empty bubble of vanity, an illusion as false as my
old modesty was false; if l am deceived, intellectually, by
the ﬁreworks of my life, of its
ascension is the ascension of self-glory; if there is no spiritual
value and philosophical significance to my life, then there is no
truth and no sincerity in this world, because no woman ever looked
down into herself with as much cold criticism, no woman ever
analyzed her ideas and actions more carefully, none was ever more
doubtful of herself, more self-deprecating, more fearful of
hypocrisy, more terrified of lies, more eager for truth, than I.
You, my journal, alone, know that.

 


January 3, 1928.
I fear I am becoming enslaved by the movement of
my life—that is, its routine and its chain of activities are
beginning to push me when I should be pushing them. For example:
today I wanted to write. I have been boiling thoughts in my head
for many days; they were ready today. Tomorrow they will be
spoiled. This morning, housekeeping, because I am saving money this
month to steady our ever-tottering Budget…

And I would like to be
writing.

 


February 3.
…I was tempted today to keep a double journal,
one for things which do happen, and one for imaginary incidents
which pass through my head as a result of some insignificant
happening on which I embroider. I live doubly. I’ll write doubly. I
have been living through queer days, possessed by my book, writing
in the Metro on my way to and from Paquito’s studio, dancing every
day, observing Miralles and his pupils, feeling myself split into
two women—one, kind, loyal, pure, thoughtful; the other, restless
and impure, acting strangely, loosened, wandering, seeking life and
tasting all of it without fear, without convictions, without
restraint, without principle, a demon whom I will call “Imagy,”
after the origin of its curse, imagination. For this demon I am not
responsible. I don’t love it. It is free and uncontrollable. Imagy
lives mostly in images and unrealities. I want to follow her doings
because they are the ones which haunt my writing.

 


March 12.
…A new enemy, or, rather, my oldest enemy
attacking me in a different way. Reticence. First of all it was
reticence in writing, which Erskine discovered and lamented. Now it
is reticence of physical expression. My real feelings do not come
out. In dancing I am gaining a little headway, but I still give an
impression of sweetness, of delicacy, not of intensity. I am not
free yet. When will I be? I am twenty-five, and not yet a fully
matured woman, still “insaisissable” and elfin. Savagery,
intensity, sorrow are deeply buried behind gentle and timorous
manners. What a tiresome struggle! But I have won in writing and
will win out in other ways too. I tell everything and let the mask
of delicacy, sweetness, and softness drop from my face and from my
body.

 


March 21.
…I am working on my little stories again. In my
own life, I live dramatically. I am, in reality, equally impulsive
and thoughtful. In Writing, only thoughtful. My stories won’t be
complete until they contain both elements of life.

 


April 10.
…I shouldn’t be writing because my eyes are
tired, but sometimes I could not stop writing even if I were
mortally ill. I love my writing above everything—I know it now. The
feelings I have when I slip my hand into my pocket and caress my
polished castanets are keen and overwhelming, but I feel even more
when I am alone, or sad, or overjoyed, or overfull of thoughts and
I open my journal. My truest half resides there. My mind will never
perish, and therefore neither will my writing. My dancing will
perish because it is ephemeral, a mood, an emotion, which contains
only one aspect of beauty. I oscillate perpetually between the two
lives. I will never find the center, and I will never find a
harmony between the two, because each holds me completely and
jealously. And I will never be able to stop writing my journal
until I ﬁnd peace. Ce que je ne trouverais jamais.

 


April 18. …Evening. Home from my dancing lesson. Depressed, troubled, up in dense clouds, suspended. The
Journal of Imagy is growing in my mind. It is going to be a
separate and special journal. I can’t live within reality—I must
live within stories. Then I will fuse
both and surrender the real me and Imagy
to the world as One.

 


May 28.
…The Maynards did me a lot of good that last time
I saw them. They pinned me down to certain facts about my writing
which I evade conscientiously. My journal was wonderful, but why
were there pages missing? Things too personal to be copied out. And
I told them, as an example, about my father and mother’s quarrels.
They sat and gasped at this story, which I told with all the ease I
get from thinking so often at concerts of how it might be
written.

“Wonderful things happen
to me all the time,” I ended, “but I can’t tell them
all.”

“That is wrong,” they
said. “You are a cheat in your writing. You might use all that in
fiction, give yourself more elbow room.”

“Yes, I suppose you are
right. It must have been that feeling which prompted me to begin
the journal of another person, in which I would not only be free to
tell everything but to invent as I pleased.”

“There you are—you
yourself have recognized the limitations of your
journal.”

…Of course I know I have
often come up against terrible technical difficulties, but they
never stop me. I invent what I miss, and leave out the problematic
parts, and what is left makes people laugh and cry all the same.
Richard’s theories do me good theoretically, but actually my
writing cannot be changed by them. It will remain unconscious and
unscientific and ungovernable. Perhaps I am proud of this, as of
being my own analyst…

 


August 30.
…How we talked last night. Hugh proposed giving a
high place to love, with no distinction between the spiritual and
the physical. Gustavo [Morales] talked of planes, density,
progress, and of the perfect man who achieved wisdom. …We had
promised to read him a little out of our journals. He expressed a
doubt of the truthfulness of journals. “Nobody tells everything,”
he said, “none of the bad thoughts of which they are not
proud.”

I was piqued, especially
when I have been so painfully truthful lately. So I showed him
three intimate and unflattering descriptions of myself. He was a
little startled and silent.

 


September 15.
…I’m in a bad mood merely because I am writing
badly, meagerly, anemically. Living itself takes too much energy,
too much thought, too much of one’s preciously gathered wisdom.
There is nothing left but a bad taste in one’s mouth and the strong
desire to forget. Forgetting is not my job: I choose eternal
remembrance; I choose to suffer twice, in actuality and in the
telling of it; I choose double living. And at the same time I am
fully convinced I love life so much that I find its physical
duration too short. Those who believe in reincarnation believe they
return again and again until they have found knowledge. But I don’t
think I shall ever be given another chance, because I am making so
much use of this life, and I am so intense, so alive and so
restless, that surely at sixty I shall have known and felt
everything, and I will die in exactly the way I have
lived.

…How much jealousy enters
into my thoughts and actions? I resented Horace’s [Guicciardi]
happiness because I had not created it. I am not a monster and yet
there is no doubt that I lost interest in Horace the minute I could
no longer help him. I never do harm. I write it! And then I always
discover it, atone, confess in silence, without bother to anyone,
even to Hugh. Dear journal, who keeps me out of mischief. There is
no doubt that I am jealous. I love to be loved, alone, uniquely.
But I swear that this feeling shall never harm anyone. Thank God I
know myself, and I have the willpower to rule myself.

 


October 24.
I’m sick, hooray. I can write all day today.
…While I lie here I miss only shopping with Mrs. Erskine and two
dancing lessons. I am happier brooding and writing. Yesterday I
began the Second Book drawn from my journal; it will be full of
inventions, exaggerations, Imagy’s life, unreality. I am beginning
to feel the need of ﬁction, of a disguise.

 


December 8.
A day of exultation about my book. After a week
of thinking ﬁtfully about it, I have reached a new concept. In my
real journal I am sentimental about myself. In the book I will
laugh at myself. Because there is nothing funnier than a naturally
believing person trying to be skeptical…

 


January 23, 1929.
I have only one proof that my writing is good.
Every time I read one of my old journals I experience the same
things all over, as keenly as if I were living through them again;
and not in a personal way, but detached. Nothing seems to be
peculiarly mine, but pain, sorrow, triumph, struggle, vision, all
ﬂowing from some common, eternal source. I write for other people,
even when I say “I am alone, I am special, I am
different.”

I am so preoccupied with
telling all I am going through that I don’t have time to realize
what I am doing. Now and then someone like john praises me. I am
intensely happy for a day, then I forget about it and go to work.
Hugh and others have observed that I very rarely talk about my
writing, that most of the time I sadly assume I am not doing
anything. Now and then when I read over old things and get a little
light-headed, poor Hugh really thinks I am at last going to get
self-confident. He is disgusted with my steady evasion of
publicity. I seem to be made to encourage others to
write…

 


February 27.
I am now twenty-six and have done nothing. No
book, no stage career, a lot of unsatisﬁed desires, and a
realization that I am but half of what I hope to be. …This year
spring will kill me. The sap rising in the trees does not rise each
year with greater strength, but life rises in me each year with
greater strength, and can I endure it?…can others endure it? My
Journal? I felt spring long before anybody else, ten days ago,
lying in bed—a stillness, a softness through the frost. My eyes are
open to color as they never were before. I have always loved color,
my ﬁrst love was to be a painter.

 


May 31.
I am going to write a novel someday about a woman
who loved men while they were in trouble, defeated, unhappy,
unsuccessful, and loved them until they triumphed over life,
achieved their destiny, satisﬁed their ambitions, and after that,
lost interest in them altogether Because she was not a woman so
much as an artist—a creator of lives, occupied with struggle,
construction, not with climaxes.

 


June 1.
When I tell Hugh the idea of my novel he seems
delighted: “The ﬁrst bit of cheerful news I have had in the last
few months.” “Cheerful news?” “Well, doesn’t that idea explain you
and all your friends?”

 


June 3.
Gustavo is studying scales on my piano in
preparation for his interview with La Argentina. I came away to my
bedroom with my typewriter. I opened my journal. Am I just making
scales, too, studying for a real work? And when will I do this real
Work? Already, the praises I received are wearing off and I look at
my journal uncharitably.

 


June 29.
After writing in my journal yesterday, I dressed
up to keep a formal engagement—lunch with one of Hugh’s millionaire
clients. But after the lunch I drooped again, surrendered to my
physical weakness, came home, secretly happy, to my writing, to
solitude, to the same old keen disappointment before the empty
letter box. I worked on copying and arranging my old journals, from
1919 to 1929. Then I wrote a strange, mystical story [“Tishnar”],
which John won’t like because he admires sanity and normal
thinking, but which pleased Hugh…

 


September 19.
…The least little thing upsets my balance again.
The other night music set me off dreaming feverishly of lives I
will never know. At the same time I am lucid enough to know that
ten lives such as I image would not be worth one with Hugh—and yet
I long. I long, and all I want conflicts with Hugh’s precious
happiness; all but writing quietly at home, owl-like, mouse-like,
unseen as in a harem. I cannot live on that alone. But I’ll try. I
have yet a lot of resources: myself, small illuminations, which
give me for the moment the illusion of white heat, and spirit to go
through, cheerfully and generously, experiences which I only
criticize in my journal.

 


September 19.
What ecstasy, what sweet, excruciatingly sweet
moments I have known through my writing. The day before yesterday I
sat on the balcony with Hugh, looking over my copied journal, and
came across something rather fantastic I once wrote in Paris.
Suddenly I said: “Darling, I have an idea of how to use the
journal.”

That’s happened before, so
Hugh didn’t get worried. But I started then and there. Separate
stories, united by resemblance in personality, an enigmatic
resemblance. And tricks! I never had so many ideas. When we took a
walk I was sizzling, fermenting. I told Hugh this story and that.
All of a sudden, like a miracle, I was coagulating!

…I know I have one quality
which I owe my journal. I discard the conventional and futile
details and go straight to the center, to draw the essence, and
only the essence of my experience.

 


September 30.
…I thought the limits of my self-knowledge were
the limits of the universe. Dangerous thing, consciousness of self.
You forget you are dissecting a human being to see how human beings
are made. You begin to take a kind of personal interest in the
heart pulsations, a feeling of sympathy for the pain—dangerous!
dangerous! I catch myself doing it…

Today, when Gilbert
[Chase] was speaking out many minor ideas, I realized he was doing
his thinking aloud. And I also realized how I sifted my talk, how I burdened only
my journal with lamentations, over analysis, doubts, hesitations,
so that I come to others chastened, brief, and clear. I scour my
mind before I go out. I would hate to be judged by my journal. So
many bad moods and complaints are dumped in here which I never
carry about with me. Poor journal. Faithful sifter.

 


October 3.
Wrote another story, just like that, yesterday
before dinner! That makes eight stories in two weeks or so. Of
course, parts of them were already written. This one is called,
temporarily, “Fear of Nice.” And last night I couldn’t go to sleep
because I had thought of another. The rest of the things I keep on
doing, efficiently but indifferently, seem Lilliputian…

My ambition, and I know I
will reach it, is to write clearly of impenetrable, nameless, and
usually indescribable things; to give form to evanescent, subtle
and ﬂuid thoughts; and to give force to spiritual values that are
usually mentioned in a vague way, a light most people follow but
can’t really understand.

I’m going to look into that
world with clear eyes and transparent words. No dramatic
searchlights, incantations to Mysterious Omnipotence, hazy
language, witchcraft. No. Clarity. Supreme clarity.

 


April 18.
…D.H. Lawrence has loosened my own tongue so
much, broken down my reticence, given me a world to live in, a
world where I fit. Over and over again, in his description of women
I find myself. In his treatment or language, in the poetic
intensity of his prose, I find courage for my own writing. I find,
at last, a kind of home, or nook. He would have understood my
writing and me. In a way, too, by his own fervor and naturalness,
he has uncovered, crystallized, my love for Hugh. I marvel that I
should have been so long reticent about it, shy of it—though there
was no shyness or reticence about my feelings.

It was in writing about
passion that I mistrusted my usual directness and clarity of
language. Perhaps I felt, as Hugh did until now, that such things
required poetry. Hugh is as convinced now, as I am, that prose of
Lawrence’s quality has nothing to fear. Even then, Hugh would take
refuge in poetry and gasp a little at the things I write down, so
ﬁrmly and so clearly, as I Wrote down this morning’s talk. He is
all for poetry, for suggestion, indirectness and mistiness and
symbolism. Not I. And it is amusing to observe that he, who has the
direct character, loves misty expression and I, who am indirect in
nature and in my ways, am direct and clear in writing. Both of us,
Hugh says, do conceal a lot of ourselves, behind appearances. Oh we
do…

 


June 18:
My Journal is my true source of balance, my great
stabilizer. I found it so in my relations with Mother. Yesterday
and today, I found my old tenderness and demonstrativeness for her,
which had been partly withheld because of the constant struggle
between our two strong characters. Often I have wanted to be very
loving, but finding Mother in a combative mood has stopped me, just
as Mother, ﬁnding me so self-reliant and Willful, has felt the loss
of her “Little Girl.” I found this little girl in my first journal,
my cult of Mother for her courage, Motherliness, and a thousand
proofs that she understood the child and was an extraordinary
Mother to it. …There is so much one must not forget. We do forget.
That is the cause of half our crimes.

 


July 16.
I’ve been working on little things, with
Three Lives in the back
of my head all the time—not quite ready. This morning we went out
at ten to sit in the sun on a hill, and I straightaway wrote five
good pages, succeeded almost immediately in the tone, the rhythm,
and the manner of the telling.

I read one of my 1925
journals—a painful reading. Naïveté, puritanism, romanticism, and a
style not my own at all. Oh, God, what shall I think five years
from now of what I am writing today? How much I owe France for the
development of my intelligence! Am I still young, underdeveloped?
Does romanticism keep me from developing. How can it? I’ve never
thought so much, read so much, worked so much—but I did all that in
1925 and it didn’t help. …I myself was certainly not an
“enfant prodige,”
but a kind of Peter Pan. keeping a journal. Unthinkable!
Incredible!

I read the old journal,
curse it, and at the same time think to myself: Well there was
something pathetic about her, even appealing—poor thing—she was so
sincere…and someday if l write great books, people will simply say,
“Her books are bigger than she is.”

 


July 20.
…I get back to work, beginning a sort of
Book of Dreams and Nightmares, full of fantasies, of which three stories are already
written. Planning a serial story for shopgirls, inspired by our
desperate budget…

 


July 26.
Meanwhile, I have ideas, ideas, ideas. I continue
“Woman No Man Could Hold”; the same character of woman, having
passed through experiments, is now wise. I write an introduction to
the book of dreams, now called: Life on
the Moon…

 


August 20.
Submitting manuscripts to Edward Titus. …I hand
my MS to Titus’s secretary with honest trembling. Nerves so raw
that when people come in, strangers, I am like a
photographic plate and
feel physically the “impression” they make on my visual sense, on
my mind, on my nerves, all through my body. Extremely useful for
writing. This is not mere observation; it is eating people. But
from that point of view the instrument is in good order…

 


September 1.
Eduardo [Sanchez] ﬁnished reading all my stories
yesterday and said: “It is uncanny, absolutely uncanny how you have
put yourself into all your stories. I suppose it is due to your
journal writing.”

“Anything wrong with
that?” I asked anxiously.

“I don’t know,” said
Eduardo. “You are creating your own world like Lawrence, with you
at the center of it. It is a problem to know whether it should be
done thus. You rarely invent another character entirely...your
stories are interesting—everything that relates to you. But I
should think you would do well to keep all that you for your
journal, your best work, and invent in your stories, because it
seems a pity to waste yourself on little stories…”

…I was worried to have
been so transparent. I asked if I had merely copied. Had I not
transformed? Yes. I know that I am in the process of working away
from the journal, of working without the Journal. Already my last
two stories swim in their own water. I used to dive from the
journal—often came back to it when I felt unsure of my strength.
But it was so strange to have Eduardo understand my work so
completely, and understand me and the exact separation between me
and my work. It is so sweet to be really known—not to be confused
with your own talk and writing. I stayed awake for an hour last
night in the dark, purposely to savor the deep keen pleasure I
felt.

 


September 6.
…[Eduardo] said; “It makes me feel very bad, the
knowledge that you keep a diary. I am one of those persons who
think aloud—I do not always mean everything I say—”

“Don’t you think I
understand you well enough not to write down things which are not
permanently you?”

Then my own problem came
back to me and I asked him how he would feel if l published
whatever I wrote about him (he was suggesting I should publish my
journal). He was undecided. I told him my idea. I didn’t mind
anything as long as it only concerned me, because I seek the truth
and ultimately I don’t care what is known of my faults, etc. But
about others—I have already torn out something that directly
concerned John and would have hurt him if it were published. It is
the last thing in the world I want—to devour others as I devour
myself. Instructions will be left to Hugh or Joaquin to destroy
whatever concerns others if I die—unless these others feel about
themselves as I feel about myself, which I doubt. Eduardo thought
he would not care as long as many years lay between what I
published and his present self—he would not mind if l published now
my journal often years ago.

 


September 29.
…I am tired of men who are afraid of a woman’s
strength. I am tired of discussions, of trying to prove anything,
of struggling for truth… I have been so woman. I am tired of all
that. I enter my own world with relief, and joy—wide horizons, air,
space, soaring again. How sweet the freedom! Somehow I seem to be
living pages out of my own story of the “Woman No Man Could
Hold.”

 


November 4.
…And as usual I wish I had no friends—at least no
friends who can ask: “What dresses are you having made this
winter?” “Don’t you ﬁnd yourself getting careless and frumpy in the
country?” “Why do you live so far away?” “Are you writing? Well,
why don’t you dance?” Or if you say YOU are dancing they say, “Why
don’t you write?”

This is an “introduction”
to my work. I expect to begin this afternoon having gardened enough
for the morning. It is also, to be frank, an evasion. It is hard to
sit down directly and write. Especially when I have been so utterly
“abrutie” by work
that the ﬂow of thought comes rushing back incoherently and wildly,
almost painfully, and certainly awkwardly.

 


November 26.
…I want to weave all my stories together like a
Proustian épopée.
I am always haunted by the same characters, so let them return ever
and ever again all through my writing—and all that I write will
stand together as my own world. For the two years that I have not
seen John I have continually returned to his signiﬁcance and value,
as if each day I wanted to add to my understanding, as if I could
never be satisﬁed with a ﬁnal description. And also when the truth
ends, or, rather, when I have set down all I know of the truth,
then the invention begins, the deformation, the seed of John grown
into multiple impersonations, all kinds of Johns living out his own
ideas as he may never do. A strange and profound distortion of one
truth to arrive at other truths.

 


December 11.
…The more I work into my writing the less I care
about exteriorization, the less I care about Arabian beds,
turquoise ceilings, and dancing. Writing is like digging into a
tunnel, into darkness, to ﬁnd the unearthly phosphorescence of
minerals and other abstractions of reality. With the unwarm glow of
these I am satisﬁed. When I come out of my tunnel I am blinded by
daylight, and also speechless (so that is why I cannot talk to
Titus).

 


February 7, 1931.
…Planning new work—studies of Gide and Huxley.
Have really nothing to write in my journal, and yet I feel a desire
to handle it, to read it over, to say something to it. It bothered
me that while I worked I wrote little in my journal, as if I
thought it had a value of its own for me and had to be kept alive.
I know this is so.

 


February 12.
Yesterday, I was thoroughly plucked—not a single
feather left—by an almighty schoolmarm [Miss Lemer], if you please,
who passed scholarly, academic judgment on my work. She had read
only “Woman No Man Can Hold” and the sequel (not the Lawrence
book). Did not get anything out of it, not one holy idea or
feeling, on account of the style: “Awful style—trite words or long
Latin ones—no sequence—no development.” And there followed a
complete lecture on beauty of style, the hard work necessary to
achieve it, how Conrad did it, the necessity for ten years of
rewriting, etc.

To be absolutely truthful,
the attack, made with American roughness, at ﬁrst hurt me beyond
description, then I mastered myself, overcame my sensitiveness, and
faced it, admitting much of the truth of it, since Hugh had already
said all that—truth, insofar as style was concerned—but I was
overwhelmed by the superﬁciality of the judgment. …I have a more
profound love of style than any of these people, and I am quite
willing to work desperately on the possession of English. But, oh,
God, preserve me from ever looking at writing thus, from not seeing
further. Preserve me from formality and pedantry.

 


February 22.
Tonight I felt moody, ill, and tired. And yet at
the thought that I could get into bed and write in my Journal about
last night, a feeling of pleasure overwhelmed me as keen as the
feeling of the actual experience. I would taste it all again,
alone, secretly, intensely, slowly.

 


February 23.
That idea of “understanding” which has been
haunting me is developing into a story, which may be part III of
the “Woman.” I’m attempting something very difficult in direct
response to my instinct. I’m writing as I love to write: the
relationship between the woman, Norman and Daniel exists in space,
not in reality; the three are suspended in a “universe à trois” such as is created
by states of consciousness that exclude for a period all awareness
of reality. This is my favorite state of essence. In this state
alone I feel free and happy.

 


March 7.
I think Eduardo is foolish to talk to me about
the sensuous vision of Katherine Mansfield. She had it about small
things but not about sex. I have it little about details, and
profoundly about sex. It is strange that if you write in blue,
people ask you why you don’t write in rose. To hell with every
quality in writing I do not possess. Opinions are not going to stop
me. Nothing is going to stop me. I understood Lawrence’s writing
for what it was. Someday they will understand mine for what it is.
I’m sick of hearing what it should be. I am the only one to be
satisfied.

 


April 2.
[John Middleton] Murry’s book is great—deep and
true, true to the aural Lawrence. I have found another truth, and I
also have been true to Lawrence—true to
his dream.

To be altogether wise I
still have too much faith. All day I’ve read Murry and
pondered. I have added to my introduction, which contains all of my
creed—so far. Deep inside me I am dissatisfied; I do not go far
enough—in between. In between I am superﬁcial.
Murry’s book is therefore weightier and more convincing. God, I
have a lot to learn yet. To accept everything is to deny the
dream. I cannot deny the
dream. My dream about a person is as essential to June as the
actual person. There is too much wishfulfillment in the writing of
stories, but isn’t it the most practical way to fulfill a wish?
Have I not been inspired myself by other’s stories to be what I
am?
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