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Anais Nin




JOURNAL D’UNE
EPOUSE

From the
Diary of a Spouse,
1923-1924

 


Evening, March 30,
1923. Outside the March wind howls, beating
furiously against the window panes. Inside, sheltered from life’s
cold and bitter windstorms, after having whirled and whirled in its
sweeping, dizzying journey, weary of both joys and sorrows, I rest
in the contemplation of a warm, all-pervading peace.

In the same room which held
my youth’s virgin dreams, bathed in the same soft light which threw
a rosy radiance about my fancies, reflected in the same mirror into
which I gazed, in girlish expectation, questioning and wondering,
now sits Hugo, my husband.

Though I pleaded many days
ago, crying out to rife that it may not flow so swiftly, I was
mercilessly swept by its most powerful current, and for days made
to live with the most devouring intensity, and only now permitted
to pause, and to seek the significance of the purpose.

A little more than a month
ago I was in Havana, still taking part in social life, still the
butterfly with gorgeous colors on her fluttering wings, inwardly
beginning to tremble at the approach of half-veiled
changes.

Feelings, before subdued,
as they were throughout that period of comparative insensibility,
only burst into flame at the coming of my love.

All things, from that
moment, seemed to work out in unity towards the same end; obstacles
were overcome before we had time to face or know them. The powers
of the material all slaved in the service of strong forces, far
above our understanding, and somehow, out of a confusion of
practical and logical reasoning, of romantic impulses, of decisions
forced by circumstances, Hugo and I emerged one morning,
married...

Sun-gloried Havana, social
pleasures, adulations, friends and acquaintances, luxury and
idleness, the last fragments of a brilliant and short season of
veritable girlhood, all seemed to melt away with the last vestiges
of land while our ship sailed out into the open sea. And on deck
Hugo and I sat, beginning our life together in the tender sunlight
and to the sound of the waves.

Days at St. Augustine, days
of traveling, our arrival at New York, were all steeped in
unreality, in a dazed wonder which nothing could dispel. Joys and
sorrows, deep and strong, were yet veiled to the half-awakened
understanding of both our souls, because, being young, we still
associated life with our dreams and could not separate
them.

Now we live under the
deepening shadow of Mother’s sorrowing spirit, and our life is
difficult, but we are strong together, and our love is each day
more enduring and creative, blossoming as it is beneath the most
thoughtful aspects of life and tending to aspire, growing towards
the sustaining visions of the ideal in the very midst of its
unsatisfactory surroundings.

 


March 26, Evening:
The Hugo I have described in the past is not the
one whose wife I am now. In the first place I described him as I
saw him with my girl’s eyes and misplaced idealism. I did not know
him then. Afterwards I understood him, but at the time when he was
at his worst. Now he himself has truly changed—and changed greatly.
So that whatever I write now alone counts and is alone true. I need
to say this because I love to muse on his character and disentangle
the discoveries I make day by day.

And Hugo has above all else
the quality of constant variety. He changes and evolves
continually, so that I can understand him without knowing all of
him.

As this is the very
emphatically stressed inclination of my own nature I foresee at
least the exclusion of one generally accepted misfortune befalling
the married ones—we shall escape monotony!

 


March 27, Twilight:
My work is done; and just as I so often sat to
rest and dream, longing for I know not what, writing to ﬁll my
aching emptiness and vain expectation, I now sit, watching for the
sound of his footsteps upon the gravel path. How sweet it is to
meet after a long day of separation, how sweet to rest from work
together.

Each day I long for the
evening, when I may hear his voice again and be folded in his arms.
It is only when he is with me that I am contented. As I sit here
watching the twilight and waiting for him I can now say I want
nothing else, and my life is complete, and that I know its end and
purpose now...at last!

Could I aspire to anything
higher than this consecration of myself to a worthy love, I who am
so truly woman?

Evening: Too often now I
hesitate before my opened book, tempted to retrace the broken web
of my most wondrous past, and at the same time thrilled by the
immediate present and wishing it would not slip between my ﬁngers
as those other well-loved days did.

There is not a day in the
past, however bright, which does not suffer from the fading touch
of time, and however vividly I may recollect the feeling of the
actual moment it must elude me in writing later.

This makes me regretful. I
am one who respects the past, who reveres it, and who cannot pass
thoughtlessly from one year into another without paying a tribute
to what so many abandon on their way. In the peace and quiet of the
evening a thousand pictures return to me. I see Havana once more; I
see society and luxury and beauty of environment, of manners... I
pass again by the seaside in our soft-rolling car... I move again
in the sunshine, in the soft, languid atmosphere. I gallop again
along the white road at dusk, seeing the palm trees outlined
against a fire-colored sky; I meet the peasants and answer their
humble greetings; I visit their little huts and witness their
abject poverty; and then again I dress in fine, delicate, colorful
things and set out to a tea in some luxurious place, deeply struck
by the contrast, outwardly the fluttering butterfly, inwardly
passing from one deep thought to another. Strange life. I lived
incomparable as a spectacle, incomparable in every way to my mind
for which it proved so novel and varied and valuable an
experience.

Through the mist of
recollections which has enveloped me Hugo’s voice reaches me, and
as I look into his face I feel something calling to me: Live in the
present, live in the present!

 


March 28, Morning:
“To labor and to love is the sum of existence.”
Twilight: I used to lay great stress upon Hugo’s quality of
decision, of character. In my hours of profound discouragement I
looked up to his strength and self-conﬁdence. It is a curious
example of the irony of fate to find that he does not possess these
things. I, in my weakness, am the stronger of the two. He gives me
happiness, understanding, devotion, the truest companionship, all
that I have ever wished for and dreamed of, all but support. I had
hoped for that support and leadership; when it failed me, like some
frail plant, I swayed and trembled, then suddenly I held my head
high and held myself straight and ﬁrm, and in one moment realized
that I had learned to stand alone and struggle alone. Where shall
this lead us? I, who believed myself made to cling, thrown upon my
own strength...

 


March 29:
Struck by the manner in which love transforms the
most humble work. What once revolted my far too sensitive “artistic
sense” has now become invested with sacredness, not for what it is,
or means in itself, but for its ultimate end or purpose. Whatever I
do is done for him. And I love him, so that the ugly becomes
beautiful and the coarse ﬁne, only because it is for
him.

Might it not be the same
with life? When discouraged by the flaws, the low, the mean, the
false, might we not see beyond the details to the ensemble, holding
thereby the end in view? And the end, being high, might beautify
the whole which so revolts us only when we pick it to pieces,
seeing, so to speak, only the crude actuality stripped of the glow
of hope or faith. The prosaic seems no longer contemptible to me.
The homely, the natural, the practical even, are falling
harmoniously in place in the scheme of things as I see it now. What
joy for me to prove that a mind inclined to occupy itself with
elevated, creative thought, to dreaming and solving, to
philosophizing, can yet hold sway over the necessary “machinery” of
life and equally apply itself to the humbler labor.

This is new language you
are listening to. You have listened to my ravings and my raptures.
So shall you listen now to my wise and sober discourses upon my
preoccupations and interests as woman (woman still a
“prosateur” and
still enamored of her books and pen). All this, again, I add by way
of final classification, the decided portrait of ambitious will.
For none of this was ever in my nature before, but I desired
it.

Hugo often talked of these
things which he does not possess, and I now understand it is
because he thought of them so continuously and strongly. And I used
to feel intimidated by his emphasis on them because, as I looked
into my own heart, I found them lacking!

Is it not perhaps after all
a blessing that it should be thus? What he might have had in his
nature he may have exacted of me, expected. While now he is
admiring what is in me, and perhaps I love him more when he
confides and clings to me than when he seemed apparently so
self-sufficient and self-assertive.

How strange the contrast
with what I believed of him and what truly is! How strange our
marriage, where union is based on likeness and accord. We begin by
similar roots; we both feel deeply, think continuously, we have
moods and dreams and visions—and there the similarity ceases, for
the results of these, the effects outwardly, the reaching out, the
actions and manner of living are strikingly different. Thus we
begin by understanding each other. We meet in a feeling or thought.
In acting we branch out, each his own way, but we do not lose each
other. We criticize and explain each other, we reason, we seek to
influence each other—we still understand even while we do not
approve. If one strays from the path of reasoning, the other gently
leads him back. In turn he is lost and helped to return. If one
loses courage the other upholds him. Love seems to inspire in each
the power to sustain, console and strengthen at the moment of the
other’s need.

This is an almost divine
alchemy—two souls diffusing the essence of life’s most subtle gifts
and most sorrowful struggles and offering them with their
aspirations as tribute to the gods. And with eyes fixed on the
heavens and hands extended in supplication, we await the
achievement of our labor and the end of our sufferings: we await
the Ideal!

Love is not blind to
faults. Love does not turn away from them nor does it weaken or
pale in the face of them; nor does it criticize or condemn. Love
sees, and loves but more, because it is needed. And love forgives
in the same breath as when it discovers—or before,
perhaps.

He knows not love who fears
to detect a flaw in the object of his worship, saying that he
cannot lose his illusions and foreseeing the dissolving of the weak
fancy he dared to term love!

Oh, love is strong and
forgiving and forgetful of self and great-hearted, so that when it
takes someone into its arms it is the whole of it, half-human,
half-divine, and it is willing to suffer at the hands of the first
to be compensated by the second.

The other is worshipping a
sickly image of perfection which is all that his pallid nature will
accept, being too weak for the real, and too small for compassion
and forgiveness and understanding.

 


April 3rd:
That very quality of changefulness which is so
saddening when it relates to beautiful things, that very passing of
all things which we lament when it is worthy of regret, is at least
justly and equally attached to sorrow. It is because of that hope
that even sorrow must exhaust itself and pass, that life becomes
bearable.

Now after days of
unspeakable torment—for even when agony is mingled with joy the
soul writhes—I feel the balm of spring’s tender awakening, and I
watch on Mother’s ravaged face the first signs of fleeting
happiness. Her expression too often clouds at mention of the
future, but at least the pain of the first days is softened into
the first awakenings of resignation.

Evening: Hugo teased me the
night I wrote of Havana for he said I did it because I loved to
dwell on the warmth, it being so cold here. So, without knowing it,
on a cold, crisp March night I wrote about Havana to keep myself
warm! If I could be happy by writing about happiness!

As I slipped into bed
tonight, with you, I asked myself why both Hugo and I are ever
crying out: I want, I want! With the only difference that now we
ask things of life for each other. We dream for each other even as
we work and live for each other altogether.

But for some reason or
other I always come to your pages cold, and I write of warmth to
forget... Or if I write about the cold, it is to end it by
comparing it to warmth and longing for it.

Oh, it is sweet to be
contented, but in the moment when the pain of it does not blind you
it is far more thrilling to be ever dissatisfied and reaching out,
for who knows how far and where a great thirst may lead
you!...

I look up to see Hugo
smiling reproachfully at me. He is a little jealous of you. Little
journal, it is true I should tell all things to him, and I am
willing, but how can I when we are together so few hours, and I
have so much, so much that even you are not enough, and most of it
is turned into soliloquies.

 


April 7:
Hugo was teasing me and among other things said
that one could not spend all one’s time writing in a diary. He
little knows how near that phrase lies to the truth which torments
me. Why can I not do anything else? Why can I not find the class of
writing that I am suited for? Am I like Amiel, only capable
of this?

I long every day to be
capable of something else! Our life is slowly being moulded into a
close resemblance to our dreams. We have spent two evenings
listening to entrancingly fine music. We have renewed our literary
talks with Eugene Graves and John Erskine. We have taken walks in
the woods by day, and once in a misty evening. Our evenings are
restful...

The thought of Mother alone
enshadows me and I can have no taste of happiness without
intolerable pangs of regret and self-reproach. I should have
sacriﬁced love for her sake.

 


April 13, Evening:
Among a thousand other things I ask myself if it
is possible to find completeness in human companionship. It would
be curious and certainly not conventional to state that it is not
sufficient and ample, when I am expected to find no lack or feel no
dissatisfaction because of my love. In contemplating love I foresaw
the abandonment of my diary, for the vision of it ﬁtted my life to
overflowing. In fulﬁlling love I still cling tenaciously to these
pages. The reason I need you is to receive the emotions and ideas
which overflow from my being. I must be a shallow shell when so
great a part of what comes to me is too strong to remain within me
and flows outwardly with the power and intensity of a swift
current. Are there natures capable of absorbing without
reflecting?

 


Friday:
A startling contrast to Wednesday’s meeting was
cousin Eduardo’s arrival from college. He invited Hugo and me to
the performance of Ibsen’s Peer
Gynt, and before that we had renewed our
former talks, marvelled at the change in each, aired our new ideas,
exchanged unexpected impressions. Eduardo is still essentially
charming and even his dealing with a more palpable existence is
clear, fresh and pure.

It seems inevitable that
the phases of youth should often include a period of hazy dreams
and vague imaginings, like timid wanderings in unknown and fragile
worlds until the ripening time, when the soul emerges into clearer
concepts and realizes the “sterner realities of existence,”
becoming part of the active and creative world, no longer
vapourously ﬂoating or drifting but having rooted itself firmly
into the homely soil.

And so those who shook
their heads when I talked and said of my attitudes that they would
pass, angering me, these, I say, must have known of that
inconsistency which is the sign of growth, and which is rather to
be desired than depreciated.

By my conviction you
sometimes reveal yourself to yourself. Jesting, I begged Hugo to
break me of the vice of diary-writing. He objected. It was rather a
privilege to be endowed with the habit of writing. Besides, he
added, it was exercise and preparatory practice.

No. I am caught in a
circle. At first I only wished to exercise, to develop, to attain
ease and fluency, but now I cannot cease. I cannot fit myself to
any kind of writing, after so much arduous and sincere preparation.
And then I long to give myself wholly to my writing, if at all. A
diary is a polite work and easily adaptable to the fragmentary
quality of time I have for it. To willfully ignore sorrow, to
forcefully guide the thoughts into detached channels—that is the
acme of mental weakness, and yet sometimes the result of unbearable
pressure. To steady myself, to retain my evenness, I sometimes
avoid the subjects closest to me. But now I may again approach
them.

It appears as if the
solution of our numberless troubles is to be found in a total
change, and realizing the state of Mother’s mind as I do, I hail as
our salvation a change of country and environment such as we are
threatened by. Hugo’s affairs may take him to Paris, the city of my
most secret and cherished dreams, long thought lost.

 


April: There is no unity in me, I am not whole. It is amusing to be
composed of fragments; there is always the hope that some one of
them may be lost. But would I like to be either purely woman or
purely writer, purely mind?

I might become bored. At
least I now may experience the enchantment of eternal variety—not
forgetting the agony of perpetual conflicts—which, as some say,
also exist for the purpose of saving us from boring
perfection.

The return of the seasons
is merely evolving without change. Each spring brings the selfsame
charms and reproduces the beauty of all other springs. But man
cannot evolve without change, and the return of a favored season
never fails to stir a new emotion and to kindle a response unlike
anything his nature was ever capable of emitting in the past. That
is the cause of peace in nature. Even its evolutions are secure in
their fundamental characteristics. And while man grows, peace is
beyond his reach or forbidden him, except when he forgets the
unfolding of his soul in watching and entering into the life of
nature. Had we no need of healing, would we consider the beauty of
nature for its own sake? We would perhaps worship it from afar, but
we would not seek a refuge in it as an unknown longing moves us to
when we are fevered and thirsty.

The one who writes feels
perhaps more grateful than the other for that mercy which provides
for the beginning of a new life with the beginning of each day, and
who bids us not to brood on our past failures, but to redeem them
by utilizing the new opportunity to the best advantage. I say the
writer because his faults are doubled in comparison with those of
ordinary mortals, and they are more difficult to efface. He sins in
acting, and sins in the writing of his sins which magnifies and
fixes them.

I quake and quiver at my
power of self-accusation! But I will not be silenced!

I often think of the man
who was thought great by his fellows, deeply revered and intensely
praised, and all because he did not talk. His silence permitted
others to interpret him, and it happened that the interpretation
raised him.

Often in silence I have won
the deepest appreciation; have heard many interpret my ignorance as
wisdom, my indolence or indifference as a wondrous peace or depth
of thought. Were I to remain silent I might retain these opinions.
Instead I thoughtlessly write my own condemnation and reveal those
faults unknown to those who love me. Is this not the first step in
the renunciation of self and vanity, and do I not owe this tribute
to Truth whom I profess to worship?

These pages reflect my
inward struggles with myself and my falls, but outwardly my life
only offers results, and for these I am loved. Perhaps after all,
the results alone count.

 


July 7th:
My thoughts do not linger now on lofty subjects
nor on universal problems. They do not concern themselves with
all-embracing principles and laws or truths. It is a curious phase
to study this transition between the high-pitched voice of earlier
years, criticizing, concluding, philosophizing, dealing with things
large, wide, abstractedly, and then, after much converse, much
disquietude and loud expressions of all intentions, opinions and
decisions, to be placed in the heart of true life itself and set to
act.

All that lay once before in
monstrous perspective becomes normal. Elaborate, high-spirited
conceptions are reduced to the simple tasks of a life well lived.
Vast principles are summed in the loyalty, the temperance, the
utility of every day. The highest aspirations dwindle before the
inﬁnite perfection that may be poured into the little things.
Visions of a dazzling harmony in the universe pale before the
steady glow of a harmonious little home and the thoughts that meet
and flow together as one.

The simple, humble, the
unknown, the intimate and scarcely distinguishable little things
are those which suddenly become invested with the deepest meaning
and upon which the soul feeds, within whose lights the soul
expands.

Today I was gripped by the
sharp, stunning sense of unreality and paused in the midst of my
life and work, breathless, suspended as it were, between the earth
and sky, looking down upon the earth, half enveloped by the mist of
clouds.

Looking upwards I was
flooded in my old dreams, my half-spoken dreams of love and home
and life...

Looking down I was dazzled
by the realized picture. I saw Hugo dreaming from the pillowed
depths of his armchair, watching the smoke curling from his pipe. A
jet-black kitten with glossy fur, a yellow bow around his neck, and
yellow eyes, lay on a black and yellow pillow at his feet. A soft
breeze quivered through the soft green curtains, framing trees and
sky and the far-off red roofs of other homes, a silken yellow
tassel hanging from the shade swung gently with the grace of
buttercups in the grass. A trailing plant hung from the curved
silver cup—the sunshine lay in patches over the Persian rug and the
dark furniture, and its light was reflected in a large mirror over
a bureau, and with it the books between their holders and the books
within the bookcase and the books on the table. In the mirror, too,
I saw the reflection of a vase of yellow ﬂowers, the yellow and
black lampshades... The cool, fresh room, garden-like, symbolizes
the charm of nature in our home. Fields and woods and flowers
breathe their life into the coloring...

Not far, warm, rose-walled,
grey-curtained, soft like a nest of softest feathers, is our
bedroom. We sleep in the very heart of a velvet-petalled rose whose
stem and leaves we live in when awake and wishing to read or to
write.

Extending mid-way up the
stem, the little kitchen and bathroom branch out. The first white
and dazzling has a little window with red curtains, framing boxes
of red geraniums and trailing ivy... We eat there mornings and the
sun pours into it, cheerfully; the shining plates, the fruit, the
white milk and the bread welcome him.

Again I am flooded in my
old dreams of love and home, and the fast traveling pen pays
tribute to all that has risen from the midst of them...

 


July 13:
I read of women who give as a reason for their
continued interest in work after their marriage the fact that they
become restless and bored and lonesome in their houses. I could
scarcely believe my eyes! I ﬁnd an ever-deepening joy in solitude
and have too much with which to fill my time, to read, to study, to
write, to sculpt, sing and dance—so much, I wish my days and life
were longer, and I envy those who have too much time on their
hands.

 


September 7th:
I have moments of doubt and discouragement. At
such times Hugo has faith and strength for me and he supports me.
He listens to me when I read him what I have written at night, and
sometimes I am thrilled to find that I can lift the weight of
weariness from his shoulders, that I can excite his imagination and
touch his soul.

So has love risen above my
devotion to writing, for I find that the latter depends upon the
ﬁrst and draws its élan and inspiration from it alone.

While I work I only think
of those who have faith in me, although ultimately my writing is
directed at those who have no faith in what I uphold.

 


September 17:
West Shokan, Ulster Co., N.Y.—Once more among the
mountains and not far from Woodstock. My love and I are going to
visit the place where I was at once so happy and so sorrowful, but
we are now interested because I have written of it in my book
[Unpublished first novel, Aline’s
Choice].

Its nearness keeps me in
constant remembrance of my writing which is a cause of pain for
often I do not have the heart for it and yet it seems criminal to
waste one day, nay, one hour, through sheer laziness.

 


September 25:
The desire returns; the book progresses now and it
is in its last phase of retouching and perfecting. I have crowded
into it a young woman’s whole life and many ideas, many moods and
numberless emotions—also characters that have flitted about me. If
I were asked to name my greatest difficulty I should unhesitatingly
say: omission.

To omit was my problem, for
I had too much of everything, including adjectives and split
infinitives!

The labor of it was tedious
enough—that I cannot deny, but I cannot describe on the other hand,
the joys I derived from my own book’s favorite passages. I have
privileged chapters which thrill me, even though I have written
them myself.

Somehow now my entire
literary life hangs on the fate of this book. Its failure would
destroy it—its triumph mark the beginning of endless production for
I feel it in me to produce generously, at least, if not
wisely.

Oh, that someone may pick
it like a wild ﬂower and see in it not the perfection of the
hot-bed rose whose bloom is the fruit of care and experienced
hands, of measurements and calculations, but the vivid color of
spontaneous growth.

For this I pray, and also
that the world and the critics and the editors may not detect my
twenty youthful years—as I detect them and self-consciously turn up
my nose at the sight of them.

Why am I ambitious? Why am
I no longer content to write in my journal and for my own ears? Why
has my voice swelled and increased in volume as have my once timid
desires and purposes:

First, because the time is
ripe to fulfill my mission. Secondly, because I want to bring
happiness to Mother.

 


October 14:
Eduardo came from Harvard to read my book and
again his charm delighted me, and I find the hours
short.

Eugene the other night read
us a written criticism of the book, and the criticism was a far
better piece of writing than you could find in any of my
chapters!

Alas, I am again turning to
my old ways. For a long time I was sustained by my love’s praise
and purely reflected the faithfully-burning flame of hope my
writing has aroused in him, but now I am descending gradually and
sadly, and I no longer believe in my book which is not worth
much...

 


October 16:
I have heard it said that the sign of an artist in
literature is one who loves his writing. Can it be then I am more
of a writer (I cannot say artist, though the definition suits me)
than a woman? For when all comfort fails me, when even the tender
watchfulness of my love is not sufficient then I feel that
unreasoning sadness. Hugo has his crises too and they return at
almost regular periods, but they react upon his health, his work,
his love. Mine are inward, silent, and they consume my soul, they
gnaw within me constantly, progressing fearfully like a ravaging
fever...

 


October 18:
Maurice de Guerin describes the feeling which
assailed him after a long conversation in which he participated
whole-heartedly. It was as if he had lost something which he had
until then retained in himself, as if he had thrown away part of
his heart. That same feeling comes to me as a result of having
written a book. You give so much of yourself, you share so much of
your soul, and it all goes to people who do not understand, who are
waiting to criticize, to dissect your style, to measure the ticking
of your heart-throbs as if it were a watch, so to speak, in order
to see if it is regular and serviceable and reliable.

But I suppose this is one
of the writer’s pains, and no mission is fulfilled without labor
and suffering.

This sense of loss, of
having revealed secret and intimate thoughts, of standing naked
before the world, would be unendurable to me but for the
consolation of my journal in which I know there are still feelings
that shall never be discovered or misinterpreted. Somehow I can
shut my door upon the entire world and find an inviolable shelter
still, and the depths of my soul are mine and virgin
yet.

This is indeed not the true
emotion of an artist. An artist gives without thought of himself,
his whole soul he offers to the world and he is unselfish. I must
learn. It is that I am not yet trained in endurance. Criticism and
misunderstanding, although my mind accepts it, pushes me into my
shell again, wounded and quivering. Oh, I must forget myself and my
sensitiveness. I am here to serve the world. I want my written
words to resound far and wide, I want to speak what I have been
sent to speak and give all, all that I have in myself which is not
mine but given me to communicate and to share! I want to write
until my mission is fulfilled to the fullest measure.

But meanwhile I shrink from
the pain. I pray for courage. At night I sorrow with the weakness
of a woman, when I should exult in the struggles inward reaching
out towards its visions.

 


October 21:
Few seem to understand that all sorrows and joys
need not of necessity come as reactions after tangible incidents in
life, as a result of a contact with reality or of the discovery of
a act. They do not conceive that inward world in which dramas of
limitless intensity are forever unfolding. They do not know that
while leading the most ordinary lives things can take place in the
mind of a most extraordinary nature, things unbelievable and
fantastic and strange. Why seek always the physical roots of a
spiritual conception, sadness or rejoicing. Can one not be living
an inward life separate from the current of human activities? Can
one not lead in the world of mind a life as full and as complete in
itself as any other of a more visible kind?

 


October 25:
Fanny Davies is praised for sustaining in her
poetry a perpetual current of joy, even though they say her spirit
has known sorrows.

Both my love and I have
marked in our journals the date of our meeting with her
(ﬁguratively speaking) for she praises simple things in beautifully
simple language and her poetry of home, husband and children has
moved us both.

But as I bowed my head
before her talent I paused to reﬂect!

Her joy springs from what I
also have or will have: home and children and husband.

Yet my appreciation of them
does not take the form of expressive joy.

They do not inspire me to
pause and sing their praise. Love in me inspires a graver emotion;
it urges me to complete my searches of life’s meanings, mysteries,
and its problems; it urges me to earnest and intense labor; it has
uncovered for me sources, until then unknown to me, of inﬁnite
sympathy with the world. And lastly it has stirred me to creation,
to the communication at such things as I hope will touch men’s
hearts and rouse their minds.

In us young love has yet
stamped us both with gravity and thoughtfulness. This is its
ultimate achievement.

Of course, love is joyous,
and in between we laugh and play with love’s own lightheartedness
and feel young love’s joyous energy. Perhaps Fanny Davies’ poetry
was written in such moments and I failed to understand. Perhaps I
should not judge by my own self, because I work and write at the
other time.

One accusation brought
against Maman and which in the same breath serves as an apology for
the meagerness of her achievements is that she is first a woman and
then an artist. I would so desire my life to be a refutation of
this. Does not this seem inconsistent with my past ideas? I wrote
myself: “So has love increased my devotion to writing, for I find
the latter depends upon the ﬁrst and draws its élan and inspiration
from it alone.”

But I have also written:
“...even when the tender watchfulness of my love is not
sufficient...”

And my love, accidentally
reading it, was disappointed and begged me to assure him that his
love was consolation to all my sadness and sufficient to all my
needs.

The woman is asked to
remain wholly woman by finding love all-sufficient and devoting
herself solely to it. And in a corner the artist weeps with shame,
and failure peers at him.

Yet Hugh is of all men the
least selfish in this respect. He urges me to write, he helps me,
he inspires me, he dreams of making it possible for me to write all
day if I so desire.

Yet if I told him that my
mental activity is a source of unearthly exaltation to me, he would
ask me: “Is it as great a joy to you as our moments together?” And
I would surely kiss him and say: “No, my darling, nothing can equal
those moments.”

And the artist will again
leave me and tear his hair while failure gloats over his
helplessness.

Yes, I am woman. Yet in my
moments when the artist reigns supreme, and the ecstasy of
creation, the transporting power, communication and translation
carry me to unbelievable spheres, then I know that my soul belongs
to Art, that it is Art I worship, and Art I live for. Writing holds
my entire being in the palm of its hand. The artist triumphant sees
at last the dawn of its achievement grow near. His eyes are
brimming with divine visions, and immortality awaits him before the
golden portals holding the wreath of laurels, smiling.

Then love slips his hand
around the woman’s hand, she drops her pen and he leads her quietly
away, murmuring: “Come away with me to watch the stars and the pale
moon.”

That is why woman remains
woman while the man can be an artist.

 


October 30:
For the first time I shall feel truly settled,
with my feet firmly rooted into the ground. My whole shiftless
nature shall be riveted to the earth and joyously so.

Because we shall have a
home, a true, true home. It is situated about a block away from
Mother’s house, and it is little and red-roofed and only one story
high. Properly speaking it is a bungalow. The other name is just
romanticizing. But its third name shall be the outcome of willful
choice, made valid by registration at the post office. We have not
found it. It must be musical, literary and plausible. Those are
qualities which are seldom gathered in one name. For more details
you must wait until I move into it. I must not trust my memory and
my imagination. However, it has a fireplace and a patch of garden
and a doll-house porch and gables on the roof. Anyone in a house
like this can assuredly be very happy, provided they have a dog, a
typewriter, wood for the hearth (and food, of course) and lastly, a
husband, a nice, tall man with kind eyes and a protective air, who
comes home at night and kisses you fondly and tells you he loves
you more today than yesterday—that would complete the home. And I
have all these things...
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