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DREAMS by Anais Nin


 


A selection from the
original diaries, 1932-1934

 


For Anais Nin, the concept
of “the dream,” so closely woven into the texture of her recorded
life, and her art, carried many meanings, ranging from aspirations,
imaginings, poetic reveries, to the secret messages and projections
of the subconscious. Stimulated by some of the artistic theories of
the Surrealists and her growing involvement with psychoanalysis, in
the early 1930s, she began to record in her diary some of her
actual dreams, and to explore their significance with her friends
and with Dr. René Allendy, her analyst. Juggling a multiplicity of
emotional relationships—with Hugh Guiler, her husband; with Henry
Miller and his wife, June; with Eduardo Sanchez, her cousin; with
Allendy himself; with her family and various ardent admirers—her
“chaotic” dreams, as she later called them, “clustered around the
feelings of my life at the time.” The dreams here collected are
from the typed transcript of Anais Nin’s original diaries and the
dates given are those under which each entry appears in the text.
With the ongoing publication of previously unpublished material,
which began with Henry & June
in 1986, these dreams will be included in the
forthcoming volume, A Journal of
Love, which parallels the published volume
of the Diary for
the years 1932-1934. Ed.

 


October 29,1932

DREAM: I am attending
someone’s wedding. I attract the attention of a tall, gray-haired
man. He invites me to dinner. Talks about his love. Some women are
imitating my way of dressing. Wonderful caresses from the man.
Awake bathed in moisture and palpitating.

 


October 30, 1932

Dream: Hugh and I are
walking in a foggy night. Together. I leave him. I enter the house
and lie in bed. I am aware that he is seeking me, that he is
becoming frantic, that he is running madly in the fog, swimming in
it. I am inert. I know I am at home. That he has not thought of
looking for me in bed. I lie untouched by his despair. I am at the
same time the fog. I am the night around Hugh, my body is lying on
the bed. I am space around Hugh. In this space he is running,
looking for me.

Morning. My tenderest love
is for Hugh—something inalterable, unchanging, fixed: the child. He has
the securest place, the softest. Dream: I am walking on a rough
road. I notice glassware strewn about. I pick up a perfume bottle
of Bohemian glass, a powder box, other lovely things I have been
craving. A man is watching me. At first I think he is going to tell
me that the objects belong to him and I will lose them, but instead
he gives me more. He gives me perfume. He seems to own perfumes. He
showers gifts upon me. I realize he is in love with me. He has blue
eyes. I elude him. I am staying in a hotel. I am dancing. He dances
with me and begins to kiss me. I am moved, although I did not want
to be.

I don’t recognize the man.
The bottles were blue. I had been craving things I saw in the
Printemps department store. I have often dreamed of finding things
on the road. Beautiful things. I am experiencing a release of my
repressed desires for things. Instead of sacrificing, I give myself
things.

 


November 16,
1932

Dream: A young man brings
me huge branch of white blossoms— atmosphere of English-poet Spring
scenes—classicism. [Cousine] Ana Maria and I are buying watches—I
look at them. They are of a complicated. mechanism, the hours
passing like beaded chess figures, piano notes, the minutes racing
on wires like mounted soldiers, processions of tall ebony women
with gongs (statues in collages in “The
Blue Angel”), and I feel I cannot figure
out time and I do not buy them. I crave some beautiful figs split
open in which the red portion lies unglued from the skin, like a
ruby in a velvet coffre. A woman is ordering a roast for five
people (aunt or mother), asks me to write the address down and I
say I know the name but not the address. My pencil point is bad.
There is a procession passing. I find that mother has placed the
chairs way down the hill, in a quiet field by the river. I drag
them back to where the crowd is sitting, that is on the back deck
of a big ship. The crowd. I am at ease. Steward says: “You may be
sure this is the best place because the crowd is here,” and I agree
with a sense of mischievous discovery and certainty. I love the
feeling of crowdedness.

Installation in life
produces (this note for scientists) an extraordinary sleepiness. I
slept five hours yesterday afternoon and twelve hours last
night.

 


November 27,
1932

Dream: Sitting at a
restaurant table with strangers. A disagreeable woman next to me is
constantly asking the waitress to fill her carafe with water, the
carafe is always half empty. In front of me there is a big bottle,
brimming full. I help myself to a great deal of water, and the
bottle does not get empty. The waitress mocks the woman behind her
back and smiles understandingly at me, showing herself ready to
wait on me but refusing to wait on the other woman.

Constant dreams of victory,
of an enraged and helpless June, of a Henry [Miller] belonging
wholly to me.

 


Dream: I am Henry. I touch
my eyes and I feel their smallness, the exact touch of them (as I
have felt them when I have kissed them). I feel the contour of
Henry’s face with my hands—the gnome-like features and even the
age. I am Henry, and I am aware that someone wants to throw
me—Henry—into the sea, as a prank. I have already been thrown in. I
say: “Listen, don’t push me in. I am tired. I may not be able to
come up again.” And I feel a terrible sadness.

Association: Immense pity
when I noticed Henry’s tiredness the other day, which disarms me.
Violent desire yesterday to have him here [at Louveciennes],
protect, love him. Realization that I am again feeling too
possessive, that as soon as I let go I want to live very close to
Henry, enwrap him, serve him. Fear of this. Identification with
Henry complete. He is a part of my own being. I suffer that he
suffers.

 


Dream: I am in a big
clinic. [My brother] Joaquin has been operated on. I want to see
the doctor. I arrive at the door by an aerial route, like a
mountain-suspended funicular (second time I dream of elevators
running hung on wires). I am told doctor can only see me at seven,
and even at seven there are many other people ahead of me. I am
keenly disappointed. I see a list of doctors: I see the names—but I
cannot remember them. I see a name beginning with “H” and two “n”—I
say: “Not this one, he is too expensive.” I find bedbugs on the
bed. Clinic like the hotel on the Mallorca shore. Association:
None—except that I have been fearing loss of [Dr. René] Allendy who
will be angry when he discovers I love Henry.

 


A dream which reveals my
activity: I find myself on a ranch with wild animals. Some are kept
in the house. I am not afraid of them. I open the door to a
panther, and she is tame with me, gentle, like my own dogs. I am
asked by the owners to give them a sum of money—$250,000—and I
refuse very firmly, saying: “I know they intend to cheat me.” Then
I go around selling wine. I wear my simple raincoat and black hat.
I decide to enter the very imposing house of the Vanderbilts. I am
met by the maitre
d’hotel. He is very affable, and he orders
sixty-two bottles. I take the order down. A woman. comes and is
extremely interested in me. Begins to talk to me, to confide in me,
to show me photographs of herself (I remember one photograph—erotic
pose in flowing dress—unrecognizable). We become friendly and go
out for a walk. I then confide to her that I sell wine but I really
care about writing and I tell her about my book.

Associations: Sum of money
is what Hugh used to mention as necessary for his retirement—I had
wanted to help him. Instead, the other day, I gave Henry the first
cheque I received on the sale of my [Lawrence] book, to be spent
all on things he needed. At the time I remembered, with a sense of
guilt, my old desire to help Hugh.

House of Vanderbilts looked
like a house of Louise de Vilmorin, which did not intimidate me as
it would have before my analysis.

I know wine is
Life.

I don’t understand the
friendship with woman, except that I felt I interested Louise V.
the other night by my wealth of work.

 


December 7, 1932

Dream: Hugh and I are
walking along a beautiful dark road. I am in my black chemise. I
say to him: When there is nobody on the road I’ll lift up my
chemise so that you can see my thighs as I walk. I see the
whiteness of my own body in the night. A wolf dog passes and he
bites my hand and I cannot shake him off. Hugh cuts off a piece of
his tail and only then does the wolf dog let me go. We walk along
and then we fall together down some sand dunes—wonderful airy
sliding sensation—orange sand, vaporous. We land by a dry sea.
Place looks arid, prehistorical. But I lift my eyes and see a
beautiful city, all cupolas, minarets, gold domes. I lead Hugh to
it. Gorgeous vegetation. It am met with a Louis XVI
travelling-chair, carried by men. Introduced to a woman who kisses
me amorously. She is beautiful, but I do not like her. As I look at
her very closely, I observe her eyes are like Paulette’s [The very
young French girl Alfred Perlès, during the previous summer, had
brought to the flat in Clichy he shared with Henry Miller.
Ed.]the same tight-lidded
corners—and I realize why I dislike her.

I am not sure who I was
walking with because sensation of falling down the sand dunes
resembled sensation of joyous meltingness and falling I experienced
in Henry’s arms. That same vaporous, orange-warm
glissement between us. I
have never felt with anyone that softness of Henry’s; it reminds me
of a description by D.H. Lawrence.

 


January 5, 1933

Dream: I am walking along a
country road in semi-darkness, between two gardens full of flowers.
I see some beautiful tea-colored roses. I want to pick them for a
woman, but René Lalou is coming along with other people and
prevents me from doing so. He leads me to a country house. I am in
a room with a big machine—enormous. I break it—interfere with its
working. As I do so it explodes and Boussie [Hélène Boussinesq] is
thrown against a couch, and her head crashes against my hand mirror
which breaks. I help to lift her up, relieved to see there is no
harm done. I help her rid herself of the pieces of broken glass.
The mirror is now a photograph frame, and holds two photographs of
my ancestors—one in full military costume—and someone tells me I
should collect them and keep them. Lalou comes and repairs the
machine with extreme will power. Lalou also looks like the man who
was interested in me the other night. We are sitting in a balcony
seat watching the machine function. It is now like a huge wheel,
heavily turning, like the wheel of a mill, made of iron and steel.
I am very near it. I feel a desire to plunge forward. I fall over
the balcony. Lalou-Millner holds me back just in time. Scolds me. I
have no money. I am in a house like 158 W. 75th in New York.
Someone gives me a pocket book. My diaries are in
danger.

Associations: My fear of
high balcony seats. Ethel [Hugh’s sister] and I passed an
excavation in the street yesterday. Workmen looked up under our
skirts.

Mood of strength these days
feeling I am running a big machine, the house, our life, my work.
Desire for mastery.

In the dream I mention my
fear of electricity. Lalou tells me it is due to my ignorance of
its principle.

Anxiety over diaries old
theme.

 


February 4, 1933

Dream: Thorvald [my
brother] and I are watching a play. The stage is an aquarium, a
gigantic reproduction of mine—the actresses slide into the water.
Dorothy, in a white dress, very lovely, sliding in. In the aquarium
they look fragile, like Kay, translucent and transparent, fluid.
Thorvald and I (or it may be Joaquin) want to buy liquor. And
liquor glasses. I look them over. I want to be given a liquor glass
for nothing, but Thorvald is made to pay 180 Francs for two big,
coarse glasses. I am shocked and furious.

 


I dream essentially of
water and glass—I either feel like a fish swimming in water with
very pleasurable sensations, or of collecting beautiful glass
bottles.

To hell, to hell with
balance! I break glasses, I want to burn, even if I break myself. I
live only for ecstasy. Nothing else affects me. Small doses,
moderate loves, all the demi-teintes, all these leave me cold.
I like extravagance, heat...sexuality which bursts the thermometer!
I’m neurotic, perverted, destructive, fiery, dangerous—lava,
inflammable, unrestrained. I feel like a jungle
animal...

 


February 21,
1933

Dream: Dorothy is in love
with me. I say to her: “I will marry you and take care of you, but
you must understand that I feel protective, that I cannot give you
more than this.” I am aware that I am talking to her in my dream
exactly as Allendy talked to me, out of an infinite, wistful
wisdom, in a divinely non-human way—stripped of my desires, of any
egoistic motive-a kind of abnegation, selflessness. A detachment
from eroticism. I touch her neck and observe it is very small. I
say: “You have such a little neck.” And I am aware of her
frailty.

I have been concerned over
Dorothy’s happiness, have felt compassion for her anxiety over
love, her misery at not finding it, the neglect of Victor, who has
not written to her. Have wished to be a man so as to give her
pleasure—just to give. Realizing that for myself I did not want
Dorothy as an object—realizing in fact that as a self I want
nothing—that I adore Henry but would relinquish him if he wanted me
to—could bear the atrocious pain of surrendering life, passion, for
an ideal, a principle. Realizing Allendy has brought me to this
elevated and detached mood—has taught me to relax my grip on life,
my willful grasp of it.

 


March 16, 1933

Dream: I enter a
luxurious Grande Maison de
Couture. I find that the saleslady is
Comtesse de Vogue. I feel I do not know how to treat her, not
wanting her to realize I am embarrassed for her, that she should be
working. I try hard to seem at ease. The mannequins are very ugly.
At the same time the showroom is the salon of Nellie and there are
visitors. I have a feeling in the dream that Nellie is very
dissipated and decadent. She shows her knees and breasts brazenly.
A big window in the room, like the window of Mélisande, giving on
sea, space. Suddenly Nellie accuses me of having stolen some rare
gold pieces. I am very angry. I say: “It isn’t that I mind being
called a thief, I believe in stealing. I stole a book from the
American Library. But gold—why should you think I would steal
gold?” An old man admits the theft with a debonair gesture. Out of
the window I see several men in a field of heather and bushes
preparing to frighten a woman with a big fake snake which they hold
up like a pole. Woman is very courageous and starts beating the
snake with a stick but falls into the hands of men who bite her.
Atmosphere of catastrophe sulphorous color. I am anxious. I feel
sorry for the woman. I empty my small black purse in her hands. I
am aware I won’t have any money to go home with, but I don’t care.
I walk. Come upon Nellie and her family in a kind of open-air
massage parlor—small rooms, bunks etc. Nellie’s father is preparing
to show a movie. Nellie sits in a bunk like in a theater box. He
says: “You must look at the movie before I sell it.” Just before
this Nellie and I were standing by the window and we saw
silhouetted against the sky an enormous, gigantic hand pointing to
the left of us—threatening. But I am aware that it is made of
cardboard and handled by strings, like the shadow figures in
Balinese theater. Now the hand travels on the horizon, unevenly,
behind mountain edges, etc., and I see that it does not move
suavely, like the sun, but like a Guignol doll, in jerks. I am not
impressed, but Nellie is. I feel as if I were in a
theater.

Just when I awake, the hand
pointing stays in my mind, superstitiously, like the hand of God,
or something like it. Hugh thinks I feel the downfall of the
aristocrats, and laugh at fatalism, the catastrophic aspects of our
epoch.

 


May 1, 1933

Dream: Joaquin has cancer
behind his eyes. To cure him his eye must be removed and whipped in
a glass until the cancer dissolves. This operation is being
performed, but suddenly it is I who holds the glass and I am
whipping the eye frenziedly, in great terror, because his life
depends on it. Cut. Mother tells me Joaquin is dead and I blame her
for it. I see Joaquin before his death.

Associations: Concern over
Joaquin’s intellectual and spiritual blindness, for which I hold
Mother responsible. Realizing the other day that Joaquin opposes my
“ideas” only because he is deeply bound to me and wishes to punish
me for my excursions, infidelities to our ideals, divorce from his
ideas. I know he is devoted to Mother sentimentally, but more even
to me, beyond Mother. Sad over our separation through knowing the
dark, secret, unbreakable bond between us. Henry interprets cancer
in the brain and vision as the blindness I lament in Joaquin. I try
the most extreme remedy to cure him, but he dies, and rightfully I
blame Mother for his death.

 


June 2, 1933

Dream (before William
Aspenwall Bradley’s visit—like a prophecy): I am in a castle, I am
showing Bradley the twelve guest rooms (During his [earlier] visit
Bradley had said: “You are a queen, an Egeria, like Isabella
d’Este”). The guest rooms are richly furnished, but what I notice
most insistently and point out to Bradley are the beds. Each room
has a different kind of bed. In one, there is a luxuriously
four-postered bed with a canopy (like our bed at home); in the
second, American twin beds of rosewood (like the beds we had in
Richmond Hill, N.Y., where I slept once in the same room with
Joaquin, when he was eleven years old). Only I notice that the foot
of one of the beds is taller than the other, as if it were the head
of it. (These two beds belonged to a set I bought when I married,
which I exchanged later for a double bed. When Hugh and I first
married we had twin beds and we didn’t like it because we always
ended up by sleeping together in one of them.) In the third room,
there was an immense wooden crib, like the coque of a ship, carved wood, like my
imaginary idea of a Russian peasant crib, only large, and next to
the larger was a smaller one. In the fourth room an Empire style
bed (like the bed in the hotel where I went with Henry). The rest
of the rooms became indistinct. I lost interest in Bradley. Asked
him to wait for me in the park of the castle while I took a nap.
Later, I realized I had been impolite and I walked with him to the
station. (All this has some connection with my dislike of revealing
my private life to Bradley, as was proven later by the symbolism of
the broken keys on the iron boxes [which contained the
diaries].)

 


June 3, 1933

Dream last night: I enter a
house where I have become a servant. The woman is unfamiliar. She
is at first very brusque with me, says her only objection to me is
that I look like a poule
and begs me to make up less so as not to attract
her husband’s attention. I am very good-natured and I tell her I
will powder and rouge very imperceptibly. She teaches me how to
make a dessert out of an orange. First she cuts up the inner white
skin of the orange into an algae shape and places it in an aquarium
bowl where it begins to sway like a sea anemone, to swell and sigh,
and drop and rock. The seeds, too, are thrown in and they move like
jewels. She continues to prepare the orange and teaches me how to
cook the outer rind. I learn so quickly and I am so pleased that we
become friends. She sends me marketing and I am enjoying my walking
so much that I forget to buy oranges. I stop at a bar where I see
oranges in a basket but the barman won’t sell them. I attract the
attention of two men who look like two Spaniards in the café
yesterday who were interested in me while Henry went down to the
lavatory. I snub them, but as I walk away an Apache comes up and
gives me two hundred and fifty francs, asking me to follow him to a
hotel room. He looks very much like Carco. I look at the money and
observe it doesn’t look right and I explain this by saying: “It’s
probably the new money they have been making.” I say to him,
surprised: “You give me all of that?” “More if you come along,”
says the Apache. But I begin to think that if he gives me so much
money it must be because he is diseased, syphilitic, and I
refuse.

 


September 10,
1933

Dream: I am in a train. My
journals are in a black valise. I am walking through the cars. Hugo
comes and tells me the valise with the journals has disappeared.
Terrible anxiety. I hear that a man has burned the journals. I am
furious with a sense of great injustice. I ask to have the case
brought before a court; the man who has burned my journals is
there. He looks like Joaquin. I expect the lawyer to defend me; the
judges, too, see immediately that this man has committed a crime,
that he had no right to burn the journals. But the lawyers don’t
talk. The judges are apathetic. Nobody says anything. I have a
feeling that the world is against me, that I have to make my own
defense. I get up and make a very eloquent, passionate speech. “In
these journals you can see I was brought up in Spanish Catholicism,
that my actions later on are not evil; just a struggle to react
against a prison.” I talk, I talk. I realize that everybody is
aware of my eloquence, but they say nothing. One of the judges
interrupts me to correct my language. I say: “Of course I am fully
aware that I cannot talk pure legal French. I beg you to excuse the
inaccuracies.” But this does not deter me from continuing a
passionate defense and accusation. But everybody remains inert. The
extent of my despair awakens me.

 


Dream the same night: Henry
says to me: “You know it is necessary for a writer, I went with
five whores this week and one woman who was not a whore, who was
rather bright, even, more like you.” He is saying this with a
puckish face, as he does sometimes when he confesses: “I am in debt
because I have bought more records.” I began to sob desperately and
then I held my temples in my hands and cried: “Oh, give me drugs,
please give me drugs, I can’t bear this.”

 


Last night’s dream: I am
going down with Allendy to a building where the elevator sinks down
many floors instead of rising. I feel a little anxious. But I am
surprised to see that after travelling downward for a long time, I
can still see the sky and a courtyard full of daylight. It seems to
be a hotel. There are workmen about. Great activity. I seem to be
talking to Allendy to distract his attention from his desire of me.
Yet I yield. Impression of mollesse.

 


October 30, 1933

Dream: I am giving a big
fête. Big dishes are served, as in the movie of Henry VIII. We are
in the courtyard, miscellaneous people and I, looking up at a house
with balconies. It is in the evening. I see a shutter opening and a
room full of people preparing for a party. I call the attention of
the people to the fact that they are awaiting someone. Right in
front of the window is grouped a trio about to play. The leader is
standing up, nearest the window. She is a small, old, thin woman.
As she gives the signal to play, a woman comes out on the balcony
and begins walking across the house, from balcony to balcony,
toward another window. The balconies are all connected. Another
shutter opens and there appears the man for whom the party is
given. He is old, he looks like Paderewski, and he is dressed like
Christ. He walks forward sonambulistically with his arms
outstretched like a blind man, following the woman. When he comes
to the window where the music is going on he passes it and walks on
toward another window, where he sees something that frightens him.
Suddenly, there is no balcony and he falls several stories to the
courtyard. I experience no emotion. I have an idea that what
frightened him is a woman with a sword. The fête in my sumptuous
house continues. I am in a room with several women. One of them has
been dancing and she is flushed and perspiring. I offer to dry her
body because I wish to enjoy her nakedness, but she refuses. No
anxiety in the dream. Mood of bountifulness.

Associations: Jeanne, the
woman Father came nearest to loving, is an orchestra leader. But
she is tall. I composed the orchestra leader in the dream out of
Jeanne and [Father’s present wife] Maruca. I thought of my Father’s
asceticism last night, reading [Wilhelm] Stekel—excessive hygiene
and food diets are a form of asceticism. He must be the Christ-like
musician of the dream. I am probably jealous of the two women and
wish him dead rather than at their party. My dreams are always very
stagey in contrast to Henry’s, which are more often realistic and
natural. Colors and details of costume, background, etc., are
outstanding. Always unreal. Does this reveal my sense of
unreality?

 


November 3, 1933

Dream at Clichy: After
living with Hugh many years we decide to have a church wedding. I
get dressed in white, with a veil. But I observe my dress is poor.
When I get to the church there is no fête. We scurry along and I
discover I have not been given the usual bouquet of flowers. I am
not sad, just a bit ironic. In the taxi, with the whole family, I
say laughingly: “It’s like a workman’s wedding.” Before the wedding
I tried to get Henry on the telephone so that he would see me in my
wedding dress.

In another dream I had to
go to live in Clichy and I was very happy.

 


Dream after Father’s visit:
Father and I are sitting on my big bed. We hear a deafening
noise—so loud it is torturing. I look out of the window. I see a
man about to enter the house with a heavy grass roller with which
he is going to crush me. I want to close the door of the bedroom
against him and I cannot because I am trying at the same time to
close the window. Anxiety. Distinct feeling of certain events being
closer to me—real to me, really experienced while others have a dim
quality. Would distinguish between dream-quality and
reality-quality. With Henry everything becomes warm and real. With
Hugh things are dim and mental. With Father they are also dim and
strange besides, like something happening in water or on skies.
Henry I feel with my whole body—keenly, wholly, always: sex,
compassion, mental, psychic. Father, Hugh, [cousin] Eduardo, and
Allendy are phantasmal.
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Do stagey dreams reveal a
sense of unreality?

(From a photomontage by Val
Telberg)

 


February 14,
1934

Dream: I arrive at the
apartment we have decided to take up on the Avenue Victor Hugo, and
I am beginning to settle down. [The maid] Teresa is in the kitchen
washing. I go to the bedroom and enter and find a man sleeping in
the bed. I am immensely surprised. I leave on tiptoes so as not to
awaken him. I go to the kitchen. Then two men come and apologize
for not having left the apartment, saying they will do so now, and
I say, very indulgently, that it is alright, that they don’t need
to hurry. They are very gallant with me, but I don’t know who they
are. One of them looks like Otto Rank. I feel like inviting them to
stay, but I am afraid of what Hugh will say. I look out of the
kitchen door and see that the apartment is really a house, and that
it is built on top of a river. There is a beautiful flagstone path
in front, with flowers on it, but it is under water and going
downhill so I cannot walk on it. I am told the river has come up a
little too high and covered this walk which I now see transparent
under the water, and very poetic. Then I go to the studio and look
out of the window. I look at the foundation of the house and
observe it is very solid although the river is rushing by. Every
hour or so the house turns on its foundation, like the solarium at
Aix-les-Baines, in order to follow the sun. I watch the maneuvers
and wonder how it is possible to do this so neatly in a river full
of boats and people swimming. My Father is sitting with me on the
couch and very amorous right in front of my Mother. I see that they
are beginning to be reconciled. They begin to write messages to
each other on a pad. But what they write are names of people whose
loyalty they question. Mother puts names down and Father shakes his
head. Then he writes names down and Mother looks as if she knew he
was mistaken as to their loyalty. Mother writes the word
“Alazabel,” and Father says: “No.” I am wondering when they will
quarrel, but it does not happen. Father is perspiring, and very
natural—as natural as Henry, it strikes me. There are a lot of cats
about, and the dog, Banco. I want to let the cats out but they are
afraid of the water. I think: Isn’t it wonderful that now I am not
afraid to live right over the water, with the journals and
everything, when before I would have minded.

Association: “Alazabel” is
the name of a member of the Aguilar Quartet, who are friends of
Father’s. House on water resembles the castle seen in Touraine,
built in the middle of a river rushing by, which gave me anxiety
when I saw it. I imagined it would be swept away.

 


March 16, 1934

Dream: Rank and I are
listening to a phonograph. He suddenly takes hold of the
needle-wheel and he himself guides it over the disk, forcibly,
scratching—and I admire his forcefulness. He says: “It will give
much better music.” I let him make love to me and feel very happy.
But suddenly I draw away and look. at myself in the mirror: I have
a beard.

Eduardo’s interpretation:
Record is like destiny, turning fatalistically. Rank interferes
with destiny, like a god, alters it. Then I want to submit to him.
But I see I am a man. I wish to be a man in order to be able to do
the same thing.

 


August 7, 1934

Dream: After talk with
Eduardo about my feeling of being like a mother toward him, of
being [my aunt] Tia, I come to see Tia. I find that her body has
been cut off below the shoulders, above the breasts, and nailed
down to a low platform on small wheels. Her face is vivid and
handsome. I kneel down to speak to her, trying to pretend I notice
nothing abnormal, but overwhelmed. by anxiety and horror, and the
feeling that it is me this is happening to. I am wondering how she
can be alive, since she has no heart, and how she can eat and
digest. Suddenly Tia gets hysterical. She tugs and spills over like
a scarab, with the platform in the air. Someone picks her up and
places her right. I notice the effort has made her perspire and her
dress is wet around the neck.

This dream haunted me for
days, and the vividness and realism of it was unforgettable. Rank:
“The influence of the dream upon reality is just as great. and
apparently much more significant then the influence of reality on
the dream.”

 


August 27, 1934

Dream: Going to my Father
with my face tattooed, with needles stuck on it, for handsomeness.
Feel very handsome. But when I come home and look in the mirror and
take the pins off, my face falls apart, in triangular pieces,
shattered. I rush to my Mother: “What shall I do?” She very simply
takes out a comb and begins combing my hair which is silver-white,
saying: “It will be alright in a moment. This is all you have to
do.”


 


 



FRAGMENTS OF A DREAM by Henry Miller


 


From a letter to Anais
Nin

 


[Clichy] Wednesday [Sept.
28, 1932]

 


The typewritten copy bears
the date “Sept. 29, 1932” in Anais Nin’s handwriting, apparently
the date she received the letter, which was a Thursday. The margin
of the copy also bears a pencilled note, in Henry Miller’s
handwriting: “I made no copy of this—please hold it for me—I might
want to refer to it. There is a germ of an idea for my book in it.
Copy into dream book!” At A.N.’s suggestion, Miller, too, had begun
to collect and transcribe his dreams and eventually he compiled a
manuscript for which he designed and painted a title page, in
October 1933. Dedicated on the original typed version “To Anais
Nin,” this “Dream Book” was never published though Miller, as was
his habit, used incidents and ideas from these transcripts in other
writings. Ed.

 


I’M GIVING YOU the
fragments of a dream last night; it seems slight to me and
uninteresting, but perhaps you and Allendy can prove it otherwise.
How this man can interpret my dreams without knowing me I don’t
understand.

What I recall, then, of the
dream is this—that
I was being escorted by a stranger, a young man, to a restaurant; I
was intensely delighted to find myself in a section which I had
been to once before but had never been able to find again by
myself; it seemed to me that I was in the lower end of
Brooklyn—I
recognized the scene as from a previous dream—it was very vivid, a very picturesque
neighborhood, in which the old dominated. Why I was explaining to
the young man the reason for my being here, or searching for a
restaurant, I don’t remember—but I do recall distinctly, as if it
were quite important, that I told him I had just come from an old
tailor, a very American tailor in the lower end of Brooklyn, who
had been established for over a century—and my impression is that
that was a lie I was telling him, in order to impress him—though
why he would be impressed by a century-old establishment, going by
a very American name, I don’t understand; I believe I had the
feeling, even in the dream, that it was a little silly. The strange
thing is that when we got outside the restaurant—which was more like a French
restaurant, with a terrasse and an awning, and a bar
inside—he suddenly
stopped and began to remove something from a post, like a tall
hitching post, saying that it was time these things were removed,
that he would give them to the proprietress of the restaurant; when
I saw what he was doing I was astonished to see two silver coins
attached to the post, one smooth and plain, the other a little
larger and the edges serrated. It struck me as very absurd. When we
went inside I noticed to my disappointment that the place was
divisioned off like a market, with areas denominated “6 frs., 6.50,
7.00 frs.,” etc. and that I couldn’t bear the idea of having to eat
in that fashion, and that it was too perplexing to choose. The
interior seemed more like an old English tavern, the bar was
attractive, and in the dim background there stood a waitress, with
a towel on her arm, waiting for me to decide; she was dressed in
black and had on a white apron. She tried to persuade me at first
and then she behaved toward me as if I were a foreigner and didn’t
know any better. Going out I again was pleased that I had found
myself in this neighborhood and tried to read the name of the
street on the wall across the street, but was unable to decipher
it.
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