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INTERMEZZO by Anais
Nin




From the transcript of the
original diary

 


In the summer of 1941,
Anais Nin spent several weeks vacationing in the small beach
community of Provincetown, at the tip of Cape Cod, which had a
long-standing reputation as an “artists’ colony.” Her husband, Hugh
Guiler, joined her occasionally when he could get away from his
work in New York, and she was accompanied by Gonzalo Moré and his
wife Helba, who also had escaped from France after the outbreak of
World War II. The present text is drawn from the typed transcript
of the original diary volume number 64. Readers of Volume Three
of The Diary of Anais Nin,
1939-1944, first published in 1969, can
now see how Anais Nin condensed this raw material into about six
printed pages, applying her craft as a writer and eliminating the
then “unpublishable” erotic and personal aspects while retaining
much of the detail and the emotional essence of the original. Her
Provincetown “intermezzo,” of course, is also reflected in her
novel, A Spy in the House of
Love, where “Siegfried” has become the
character “Philip.” Ed.

 


 


[Provincetown] August 16,
1941

THE NIGHT GONZALO AND I went
to the “Flagship,” there stood at the bar a magnificent man. So
magnificent, so arrogantly handsome, a blond Nordic Viking, that I
made fun of him to Gonzalo. I said: “There is the
gallo, the cock. Such
wonderful Don Juan plumage.” But I did. feel: Here is a MAN. The
MALE.

The next morning he arrived
at the beach, walked in front of us. He expanded his chest, held
himself as if in a state of euphoria. I was still mocking his
magnificence. But as he passed, with a free, large, lyrical walk,
he smiled at his male companion, so brilliant a smile, so wild, so
sensual, that I felt a pang. He was the Sun Man smiling. He
stretched himself near us. Beautiful skin, not pale but golden.
Curled golden hair. Something so noble, royal, that it shattered
all the rest of the people around us. From the first I felt him
aware of me as I was aware of him. I wondered at his solitude. I
felt: He is foreign to America. He does not mingle with them. The
next morning I awakened so gay, so irrepressibly expansive. I met
him on the street. I smiled at him. I broke away from the dinners
with Virginia [Admiral] and Bob [DeNiro] and their friends and ate
alone at the “Flagship” in hopes of meeting him there. I ate alone
and was exalted by the music and candlelight and thought: if only
the people were interesting. There is nobody but him. How well he
answers what in me wants music and dance. There is music in him.
Yesterday: same place at the beach. When Gonzalo moves away we
smile at each other. Walking home, as I reach my place, he reaches
his a few doors away, moves forward extending his hand, introduces
himself. We talked a little while. “I knew you were European,” he
said. His teeth were dazzling. His smile exactly like my father’s,
with the milktooth protruding mischievously. I said, when he asked
me what I was doing, I was having dinner alone at the “Flagship.”
He said: “We’ll have it together.”

Beautifully dressed in my
Morocco-blue jacket, in the candlelight, we created a sensation
together. All the women were pursuing him. “But American girls,” he
said, “I can’t be with them.” A delightful gay dinner. He was
Viennese, and a singer of opera. Subtle and full of nuances and
beautiful manners. He flirted so delicately. Said I had a beautiful
figure. And I discovered he had been observing me all along,
everything I did. Observed that Gonzalo read the newspaper at the
beach and deducted that we were married. At nine-thirty, having to
meet Gonzalo, I left. He was disappointed. “I thought we could to
the ‘White Whale’ nightclub together.” I said I would try to join
him at eleven, when Gonzalo leaves me. At eleven Gonzalo left me.
But two things deterred me from going: the fear of discovery (the
nightclub is right next to Gonzalo’s house and he prowls about when
he can’t sleep) and the feeling I should not appear, leaving the
taste of a brilliance at dinner and then making him, Edward
Graeffe, feel my absence. He missed me. The next morning he was
watching for me on his porch. I said I might be free to go to the
beach with him (it was Helba’s turn to be taken to the beach by
Gonzalo). But Gonzalo came. I insisted that he had come with me for
four days, that it was Helba’s turn, and sent him away. My heart
was beating.

Edward had waited longer
than he had said he would wait. I knew everything as it would be.
It was a fantasy I had often indulged in. A beautiful man, the sand
dunes, the sun, sensuality and no sorrows. This fantasy I would
have liked to fulfill with Gonzalo. But he never did. Since St.
Tropez I had wanted it. Edward flung his long legs, singing. His
gorgeous torso naked, his golden curls shining, his steely blue
eyes gay. Euphoria. A long tramp through the sand dunes. I had
grown a little shy. His big hand now and then falling on my
shoulder or neck. It was romantic, to an amusing degree. I in my
St. Tropez pareo,
Hawaiian sea shells on hair and neck.

In the heart of the sand
dunes he threw himself on the sand. I fell at his side. Lying back
he began with the most delicate caresses of my fingertips and
wrists. Such delicacy. And now and then he smiled at me. Slowly I
got undressed as his hands searched for buttons and bows.
Afterwards, his nakedness as he stood in the wind, laughing. Truly
godlike in his physical magnificence. The waist and hips slender,
not thick, the torso marvelously ample, shoulders wide. A golden
blondness. If only I didn’t have the usual stagestruck feeling, it
would have been magnificent.

Last night: Secret meeting
at the “Flagship.” He will make his debut in Siegfried at the
Metropolitan. Taking a bath, preparing for him, I laughed to
myself: Siegfried was lacking in my collection. I must have all the
mythological figures: The son of the Inca Sun Gods, the Lord of
Essex, the Demon of Literature, Henry [Miller]. A sensual romantic
fantasy fulfilled. His free, swinging walk, conqueror. Man of
aristocracy. And power. He was once the leader of the Olympic
skiers and nearly married the daughter of an English
Peer.

Next morning he waited for
me. I was not free. Gonzalo took me to the beach. On returning from
the beach I found Luise Rainer and Dorothy Norman looking for me.
With other friends we drove around and stopped at the “Flagship”
for coffee. I went to get Graeffe because he knew Luise. We had a
most animated party, with everybody watching Luise and asking for a
photograph. Luise and I had one intimate talk while I changed into
my dress. She said beautiful things about my writing. Someone in
the street said: “They are sisters.” Then they drove
away.

 


IT IS STRANGE to choose
someone blindly, intuitively, and then to begin to discover the
world he lives in, details one likes. In this brilliant moment he
fitted in so well. “He looks like a god,” said a French singer who
had come with Luise. Physical royalty. The blue eyes charged with
lightning, the teeth incandescent, the gold curls so smoothly
brushed. His hands are long and aristocratic, smooth, well groomed.
He dresses beautifully. He carries a Spanish leather hunting bag,
with its niche for bullets and a beautiful net pocket which he
fills with oranges. A thick wide leather belt for his money and
keys.

“My father was a
general.”

How like a fantasy to have
him for a dancing partner, talking by candlelight, listening to
music. Now and then he sings, a fragment. A rich, colored, free
voice. Another Caruso, people have said. He is thirty-two but he
looks manly, a man really, with poise, savoir faire, polish,
finesse, humor. He is playful. He remembered a few Spanish words
(his mother was from Málaga) when we part, he thunders after me,
amplifying his voice: “El Barón de la Mantequilla saluda la Condesa
de la Santa Burro,” rolling the words as if he were saying: “La
Duchesse de Guermantes.” We laugh a great deal. He is exuberant,
gay, poised, joyous. Luminous, brilliant atmosphere. The nightclubs
are transfigured by charm and desire. As we dance I feel against
his leg, in his pocket, the hard little French leather case of his
watch. He laughs and says: “It is only my watch. I regret to
disillusion you.” But soon, when he has taken out his watch at my
request, he ceases to disillusion me and we have to stop dancing.
The misty lights of nightclubs. Mystery. When we move from one to
the other, he has to go ahead to see if Gonzalo is not about.
People are stunned by us. The homosexuals had all tried to interest
him (because when he first came he was with a man friend). He is
taller then Hugo or Gonzalo, taller then anyone here, holds himself
erect and proud. Talking. Drinking. At one o’clock all the places
close (New England). He walked with me. Before my door in the black
night he began to caress me. We entered. I didn’t turn on the
light. Naked in bed. His caresses, from the lightest to the most
violent. I cannot yield entirely yet, but what pleasure I feel,
what voluptuous currents of sensations. I say laughingly that I
being Ondine, instead of catching him by my singing, was caught by
his singing.

 


SIEGFRIED, NOT ALWAYS
ROMANTIC. He is often Rabelaisian in his speech, but grandly. All
the Americans who tried to interest me look at this couple where
all the European charms center, his and mine together. The three of
us, Gonzalo (“the motorized Inca,” Graeffe calls him, seeing him on
his bicycle), Graeffe and I, are like personages out of a myth.
People think I am an actress or a dancer. Luise’s coming heightened
everything, and all the stagnant obsessions which haunted me a week
ago have vanished. I have escaped, changed climate. The most
terrifying, tempting aspect of infidelity is how attractive it
makes you for one’s deepest loves. The afternoon I came back from
lying in the sand dunes with Edward, Gonzalo came and took me with
the greatest desire he has felt for a week. That has always
happened. Love and passion are a current which must be nourished
and sustained and renewed and re-transmitted. Fixed upon one object
it stifles and strangles itself. Desire. Twice I have known desire
free of love.

I awakened singing. It is
raining, cold, but I was singing. Strange the sage from the
sorrowful, shrunken days to the luck with money [A.N. recorded
earlier she had won ninety-five dollars at a Beano game.
Ed.], with desire, with
Luise’s visit, expansion and flight.

Gonzalo, Gonzalo, I cannot
live in the caverns of my obsessions and doubts.

It was strange and
terrible, the night Gonzalo talked to me so wisely about Helba, he
reassured me of the love, but not of the passion. It was the first
time of our reconciliations did not take a sensual expression. I
felt the love and the tiredness, the deep tiredness of the man who
is burning out, as Henry was burned out, the loss of vitality, and
my passionate youthfulness celebrating a remarriage without a night
of passion. This very night under my joy at spiritual nearness
there ran the sense of loss and separation again. And like a
floating, uncertain, rootless being, I caught at Siegfried, all
shining, and was drawn magnetically to the source of desire
again.

Brilliance again.
Music.

Luise said: “My dreams? All
my dreams are dreams of fear!” She looked so fragile, so delicate,
so sensitive. She loves the fairy tale.

Pouring rain. No beach with
Siegfried. Alone. Dreaming. Lying in bed, glad of the rest, for my
body always takes on more than it has strength for. It always
cracks when I begin to soar. So marvelous to reach for your dream
when you are outside of the nightclub and you hear the music and
you are locked out, not dancing, you are alone in a room watching
the lights of the “Flagship,” but knowing tomorrow you will be
inside, dancing, with a new lover.

 


August 21, 1941

IN SPITE OF EDWARD’S
PLAYFULNESS and the carefulness with which he preserved himself
from this relationship, as I did—the impersonality—a new element
entered into it yesterday. The day we planned to go to the beach,
it rained, so we did not meet and I have asked him not to call at
my studio. Once I passed by his house and he was out. At a quarter
to twelve I passed by the “Flagship” and he was not there (he came
at twelve and did not find me). Meanwhile friends dragged him out
all afternoon, evening, took him to the beach at one o’clock, made
him drink, etc. He came home at six. At twelve we talked. Gonzalo
was taking me to the beach. So Edward came, but sat with a friend a
few yards away. At three Gonzalo left to teach Helba how to swim. I
pretended to leave on my bicycle but I returned, talked to Edward
and we went together to the other end of the beach. And then
because he was tired from the night before, a little less
invulnerable, perhaps because I had the intuition of what he
needed, I ceased to treat him as a lover. I talked fantastically
about Peru, and later at the “Flagship” I drew him out to talk
about his life and he told me about his first deep love for an
English girl, the daughter of a Peer, whom he could not marry
because he was without money.

At this moment the romantic
Edward appeared, the one I had sensed through the delicacy of some
of his caresses. From this he passed to talking of Tristan and
Isolde, the sensuality and eroticism of the music. As it happens,
the motif of our dancing music at the “Flagship” is stolen from
Tristan and Isolde. I felt his disgust at the night before, his
desire to dwell again in music and poetry. I made the evening
beautiful. How true my instinct. He confessed to me how women
pursue and demand the lover in him. And at my door he gave me the
most delicate of kisses, mere brushings. We had lifted the
experience out of the realm of une affaire
de rêncontre, a pick up, a banal incident,
into another sphere. The other women saw only a desirable body. It
is quite a feat to construct a dream out of an ordinary seaside
flirtation, and after playing the accessible woman. But I did it. I
detected a certain regret when he said: “All this will soon be
over. I am leaving the 28th for Nantucket. Will we see each other
in New York?”

Je voyage. Je
voyage. What I trusted was his smile. There
is a Nordic fierce-ness to his eyes, a power to his neck, but his
smile opens like a feminine flower Iris. In the grandeur there is a
softness. I could fall in love with his smile. The very image of
him makes me breathe more deeply. My pride is reawakened, the
desire for beauty and elegance. I feel a curious physical euphoria.
Why does the joy of complete yielding elude me? Twice he has taken
me, and I do so want to feel him entirely.

 


August 22, 1941

WENT TO THE BEACH together
by bus. Went to the furthest end of it, opposite to where Gonzalo
was with Helba. We lay on the sand, near people at first. Edward
caressed me furtively, when no one was passing, the breasts,
between the legs. As I had told him the story of the little animal
in Peru who inserts his beak into women’s wombs, he was immensely
amused and started to call his ever-rising sex “chinchilito.” And I became
“chinchilita.” We
went into the sea. Under the water he caressed me. How beautiful
this was. I could see his marvelous body under the water and I
caressed his chinchilito
and we laughed so together. So much so that when
he came out of the water Edward looked for a secret place behind
the beach, hidden by the grasses, and there we lay naked, for a
while, until his desire grew again and we caressed and he took me
again, too quickly and vigorously for my pleasure, but the sensuous
pleasure, the feast for my eyes which he is, the erotic images of
his body a feast for the imagination and senses, gave me such joy.
I had dreamed once of lovemaking in harmony with the sea and the
sand, and here was a laughing god of the sun teasing, imitating the
growling rather sullen ways of Gonzalo, my alertness and Gonzalo’s
old tired lion manners. I in such a high mood, exalted with
pleasure, shedding radiance and full of charm. I know I enveloped
him in essences new to him. How much he perceives, feels of me I
cannot tell. I know he is enchanted.

We were invited to a
cocktail party at Peter Hunt’s together. He always says: “I would
rather be with the chinchilita.

After the cocktails we
gravitated again together for dinner. He grew talkative, more and
more expansive, telling me fantastic stories. The sensualist is
there, in a phrase here and there. Always women. More and more the
project to see me in New York appears in his talk. I never
mentioned this. I accepted his being born of the sea and vanishing
with the end of the summer. I have doubts. About love I would know,
but about pure pleasure and sensual caprice I am ignorant. Every
day I think it is ended. The story of his frustrated love is the
alibi all men and women give who cannot love ever again. He is
impenetrable to me. Because this climate without love is new to me.
Yet now and then, unexpectedly, he will press his forehead against
mine. He is mysterious to me. A new kind, proud (he was short of
money today and would not accept the smallest loan), arrogant,
independent. Yet I say to myself: Why is he so aware of the
motorized Inca? Why does he tease me so persistently? Is it a kind
of jealousy? In a climate without emotion to guide me, I am
rudderless. It is all new.

A whole day without
thoughts of Gonzalo. I went so far away from him in a few days, it
was difficult to return; to become aware again that he is
spiritless, half-ill, lifeless. We met at nine. My ebullience was
contagious, and of course, he desired me. What encouragement to
unfaithfulness. He took me. I was still talking like a drunkard,
amusing, high-spirited, impossible to suffocate again,
irrepressible. My thoughts were all centered on the charms of
Edward, his infinitely alluring smile and his hands, his
coups de belier, his
clowning imitations, his cries of chinchilita! The humor in
him.

Alone. The enchantment of
Proust, the web of profundities. Alone. Reweaving each glance of
his eyes, each modeling of his lips. Seeing him over and over again
on the crest of the dune, wind-blown, or emerging from the water.
Neptune. He repeats for me the ice-cold, inscrutable eyes of Henry,
and the sensual softness of the mouth, in terms of beauty. His
deepest love, of which we talked, was dreamlike. The book of Age
became the book of renewal.* For once, I was not prophetic. The
beautiful adventure. To find in the physical body, in the physical
world of pleasure and sensuality always the shadow of the dream
being fulfilled, always the fantasy, always a body capable of a
dream. Never mediocrity. “Je suis
contente,” I said to him,
“d’avoir si bien choisi.” We are not in love. We are playing. It is a
fantasy.

 


August 23, 1941

SUDDENLY MY WINGS no longer
carried me. I fell. Leaving Siegfried at the beach, I suddenly fell
into an abyss. It was too impersonal, too untender, too lonely,
this brilliant affair. Though we lay for hours on the sand and
talked about his family, and he caressed my hands so delicately,
still it was not love. I cannot carry it off. I glided on the wings
of his humor, and then I fell. I wanted love, love, love. When my
exaltation fell, I saw Gonzalo ill and sad. I said: “Come and eat
with me at the ‘Flagship.”“ He said: “Restaurant food does me
harm.” But we went. I took a whiskey. Gonzalo can’t drink one. He
drank two. Then we went out for a while, to buy bicarbonate of soda
for Gonzalo. At eleven he takes me home and returns to his rooms to
hear the news. People were going to the Costume Ball. Edward had
not asked me to go to the “Flagship.” He was engaged with friends.
This caused a terrible feeling of desertion and loneliness. I wept.
Gonzalo could not understand. I cannot escape into surface living
and I wanted to! I thought I was saved, that I could leave the
caverns of desolation and regrets and little deaths, but I cannot
do it by desire alone. It must be love.

 


Siegfried said yesterday
referring to the evening before, when after our dinner together I
left him to meet Gonzalo at nine: “Change of Guards at Buckingham
Palace.”

When one says: I cannot
reach the world of pleasure one should add: You can only reach it
if it is in you. Siegfried, please lead me into the world of
pleasure.

 


August 24, 1941

CE CHAGRIN ÉTRANGE DE HIER
SOIR. This morning I met him at the coffee
place. He said playfully: “Is the Inca’s wife not well today so you
have to go with him?”

“I don’t know yet, but
whichever it is, I am free all the same.” You must not be so
revolutionary,” he said. “It will hurt him. He may need
you.”

This angered me, though it
was delicate. I said so. I left then, to see Gonzalo. He had
planned to go with me. I yielded. I returned to the coffee shop to
fill my thermos and to say: “I cannot come. Chinchilita est fâché.”

He was so soft then,
gentle. “Don’t be fâché. Will I see you later?”

“If you can
défâché me!"

I left. He told me later,
“Last night, at the dance, it was dull. An American girl
appropriated me. I cannot be with them more than an
hour.”

But why didn’t he stay with
me then? Or take me to the dance? He always says: “I prefer to be
with chinchilita.”

I do not understand
him.

 


August 25, 1941

HE WENT TO OUR PLACE on the
beach, alone, and waited. But I...I imagined him arriving with
friends, my eyes are not good for distance. I was a little sad.
When Gonzalo left me to teach Helba to swim, I stood there and
again imagined I saw chinchilito
in the water with another woman, and probably
caressing her as he had caressed me. Jealous. I turned away and
rode home. But at six o’clock I could not stay away and I called on
him at his rooming house with some pretext. Then I heard he had
waited for me. Even in playing, I spoil it with my lack of
confidence. Of course, I am not altogether unjustifiably jealous.
The night before he had made love to the American girl. And at the
restaurant he pointed her out to me. But saying: “I always return
to chinchilita,
and I would give up all the others for chinchilita.”

 


[image: tmp_2528288e74b810eedf4278441d56f24c_CFN9bh_html_2bc5a9ea.jpg]

On the beach: “Looking for
the one who will take me away"

Photo: José Alemany. From
the collection of Anais Nin

 


We had dinner together. He
talked expansively, about the wealthy people he knows (he is the
singing coach of one of the most wealthy of American families),
talking like a revolutionary, an independent being who is detached
from the world, as he is detached from bohemianism, and most of all
from American life. At nine o’clock, change of guards. At eleven,
the “Flagship” (for Gonzalo I appeared to be falling asleep so that
I could slip out early for Edward). At the “Flagship” he was in a
tender mood, saying: “Tonight what I would like is for you to come
to my room, undress me, and cover me, and put me to sleep!” So his
invulnerability breaks down. But in the crowded, noisy, chaotic
nightclub, he places my hand where I can see he is not asleep yet.
He walks home with me, and as before he has eluded kisses on the
mouth except at the moment of possession (which is the proof that
we are not in love—men never kiss the whore, and I didn’t like to
kiss John because I didn’t love him), now he kissed me lingeringly
on the mouth and pressed me against him so that I could feel his
desire. But he did not come into my studio out of delicacy for
Gonzalo. So that while I play and follow with Edward the capricious
outline of pure desire, at the same time I am looking for the wild
frenzy and abandon of passion and forget how this is lacking from
the world of desire and pleasure. In the world of desire and
pleasure I am in danger, in danger from my imagination which
embellishes, from my tenderness which releases in the man the cruel
tensions imposed by other women when faced with the sensual
relationship (the old Don Juan talking to Colette: “They did not
forgive me for one raté, one defaillance, they kept such strict accounts and compared notes with other
women to see if I were always at the same level). This tension of
the men chosen by women for the role of lover, unrelenting women,
as in an Olympic championship game of sexes, a night without
lovemaking is his only refuge from women’s pursuit.

Poor Don Juan. Edward is
fated to this role. Women have marked him for the stallion. They
disregard the human being, his moods, his needs, his fatigues, his
moments of detachment, everything but the erect phallus.

He talks at times
delicately: “My father was born in Samoa. He did not leave until he
was sixteen years old. When he took the boat on his way home it
snowed. He had never seen snow or cold. He thought the snowflakes
were butterflies. He tried to catch them, and was amazed to see
them melt.” Then again, he talks like my father, suddenly a
“voyou,” a
Rabelaisian language, cynical, gross, with obscene gestures, but
playful. He uses obscene words and then as suddenly becomes again
tender, delicate, or once more clownish, like Henry in his
writing.

He eluded all the women,
came to the beach alone, waited, got impatient, came to where I was
with Gonzalo (Gonzalo had just left to see if Helba had arrived).
Sat near us. Waited. When Gonzalo finally left, we went together to
the other end of the beach. I told him tenderly what I had already
told my diary, and my intuition was right. He was amazed at my
understanding of his Don Juan problems and he talked openly about
women. I heard astounding things about women. He dropped his role
completely, all impersonality. He talked about all that he is
passionate about, the development of his voice, his studies, his
feeling that he is ready as few singers are ready, not only by an
arduous, extraordinary discipline, but all of his life, being,
experience, feeling, all dedicated to the one end, his singing. He
who said that he always listened, now talked flowingly and
confessed how right I was, how he was sick of women who hated him
if he didn’t always make love. And as I leaned over with a curious
wisdom and said: “When you need a friend you do not have to make
love to, you can come to chinchilita,” the look in his eyes
was almost a look of love. Whereas for the other women he shows
brutality and cynicism and contempt. I wonder if it is because he
realizes that it is their self-love and vanity which they reveal,
in their relentless need to be made love to, more a vanity about
their power and charms than a true desire which would consider
Edward as a human being. Anyway, he gave me his sincerity. All the
other women cannot hold him for more than a moment. I am the only
one he spends hours and hours with. He told me how angry they were.
One woman whom he refused to accompany to the ball said about me:
“But she is not very young.”

Our afternoon was so
sincere and mellow that the poor persecuted Don Juan said at the
end in a lugubrious tone: “This evening I have to go to a birthday
party.” He yields. He will always yield. The woman who will love
him. deeply will enter an inferno. Like my father he also accepts
his role and needs it. This loveless gift of himself preserves his
integrity, his independence, his equilibrium. He has the strength
of the isolated, the invulnerable. He will not be in bondage. He
will not love. Like all the stories of the whores, the frigid ones,
the narcissistic ones, the story of the first frustrated love is
said to have locked the doors for good, but it is not so, it only
served as an alibi for the nature whose course was not to love. My
first frustrated love did not keep me from falling in love anew
each time.

Tonight he may yield again.
It is always the women who attack him. Not for them the delicate
caresses, but the ferocious irony, more ferocious after the
yielding, the invincible smile, the abandon. He walks proudly, head
high, untouchable. Women can touch his body but not the core, I
touched both. After he has gone, I still see him vividly. It is a
kind of enchantment, like love. To discover his qualities,
compassion, human evaluations, his absence of vanity. I found more
delight in these, the essence contained by his beauty turning out
to be in harmony with it. So that the adventure which, for other
women, had turned out elusive, unrepeatable, unseizable, for me has
left such a dream-like taste that I feel content. I breathe more
deeply when I remember it.

 


Content. My only wish now
is that I may feel Edward once, physically completely. Why do I
resist the final abandon? A.M. The flavor remains. I awaken singing
the imitated melody of Tristan.

Where I sit, eating lunch
at Taylor’s, it is like Coney Island. I live in hope of seeing
Edward pass, like a king. Nine P.M. After missing him all day, a
rainy day, I passed by his house and he called me. He was expecting
his friends. We sat talking in the little parlor. He was tender,
caressing, delicate, mischievous, obscene, with strange gestures,
from kissing my fingertips and the hair on my temple to suddenly
taking out his chinchilito. He said over and over
again: “C’était beau, très
beau.” Then he asked me for my address in
New York. His friends are driving him away. His expression was
beautiful, radiant. The radiance of his smile unnerved me. My god,
is this an adventure? When I left his place I heard the wind
through the leaves, like the very breath of life of which he
speaks, the breath, the feeling I had the first day walking through
the dunes, of breathing largely, deeply, freely because of the way
he breathes. Why this joy? This joy? I met one of the girls, the
one of the party. I had met her in the bus. I see his face:
C’était beau, c’était beau.

It is raining. I am out of
the house of death and age. Saved by another dream. I recognize the
dream. It carries me. My feet are light. I feel imponderable. All
the little contingencies cannot touch me. This morning he was
looking for me, pursued me. While I looked for him. But I vanished.
He did not dare go to my studio. He is always aware of Gonzalo. He
said: “On this rainy afternoon I imagined you would both get into
bed and make love all afternoon.” Anais, beware. Il faut savoir jouer. Il ne faut pas
rêver.

Midnight. His friends came
so we could not meet. I waited at the “Flagship.” Then I realized
that the scene in the afternoon was a goodbye. And what I felt was
too deep. I was frightened. In a few days he filled my imagination
constantly. I felt him in everything. Et lui? Tonight I realize it
was all too powerful and dangerous. It will be difficult to forget
him. What will he remember? C’était beau, très beau...It was very
beautiful!

 


August 26, 1941

LA PETITE ANAIS NE SAIT
PAS JOUER.

I was having breakfast when
he came in with the friend--the rich woman with the beautiful voice
whom he coaches. I did not see them, my back was turned. I walked
out to mail a letter. As I passed the restaurant from which one can
look into the street he waved at me exuberantly. I smiled. I caught
a glimpse of her face. I said to myself: if she is beautiful, I am
lost. If she is rich and beautiful, she is his mistress. But the
glimpse told me nothing. Merely a distinguished woman, that was
all.

As I passed on my way to
the beach they were buying fruit (always at the sight of him I
experience a shock, I miss a heartbeat). He stopped me. He came
forward and introduced me to the woman (He had already said that he
wanted us to meet). She immediately said: “Why, I know your
father’s music very well. I have often heard his songs, which Niñon
Vallin used to sing. And I have heard your brother’s concert at
Town Hall.” She asked me news of other people, Maria Cid, de Falla,
etc. which I was able to give her. She was very cordial. I felt
very proud for him because he seemed proud of me. It was all very
charming. We bowed and smiled. They went off to the beach in her
car. I was happy because she was not beautiful! Such nonsense. I
was happy. At the beach, the sea, the sand, the sun. Something to
dream and remember which has the indolence, the golden colors, the
capriciousness, the nature moods of the place. His body the color
of sand, with the sun on it, his eyes the color of the sea, and how
he lay on the beach, the bigness tapering towards slender ankles of
the aristocrat. My desire detached itself for the first time from
the body of Gonzalo and clung to Edward’s image. It finished
en beauté like a very
elegant dance, with a strange symbolic scene in which he bowed his
head over my fingertips and kept his mouth over them like an
homage.

Returning from the beach,
preceded by a flurry of autumn leaves, the sound of the sea in my
ears, I felt the flow again, the mellowness, a sense of connection
with the currents of life. I am in the dream again. Intact, as I
was at the beginning of dreaming. It is the dreaming which creates
the innocence. Evening: Haunted by mirages. I see him whole, entire
(sometimes one does not see people full length, but some part of
them, an oblique aspect of them), the very image of physical
plenitude. By a sensation: the firmness of his skin against mine,
the fineness of it and his powerful sexual thrusts. By an emotion:
the discovery of his tenderness, the penetration of his voice. I
keep the brilliance like a precious essence, fearing its
vanishing.

I say to myself: I only
want one more night. But am I deceiving myself? I wish I were not
so vulnerable or impressionable. If he loved me, were moved
equally, he would have been with me all the time. But there was the
barrier of Gonzalo ever present in his speech and teasings, like a
danger sign; perhaps I felt his own fear of ever being enslaved,
his own desire to safeguard himself against any
commitment.

So I will not know until I
reach New York whether this is to have a continuation. Yesterday I
felt on that dark rainy day that it was the end. But then I always
fear the end. With Henry, every day was the end. With Gonzalo too.
Yes, I am in love, it is a feeling that opens one like a petal,
fills one with essences that make one mobile and singing like the
wind or the sea. Even in passing, I react with a deeper
resonance.

 


August 27, 1941

YESTERDAY ANOTHER MEETING,
the lady, Edward and I in the street. He asked me to join them to
go the ocean, but I had already told Gonzalo I was going with him,
and it was the day before Hugo’s arrival, so I couldn’t, but I
asked them to meet me at the “Flagship” for a cocktail. The lady
and I found much to talk about because she knows music and
musicians, but I suffered from a paralyzing uneasiness and again
from an attack of discouragement, timidity, doubts. The
magnification of small incidents with which I torture myself. As I
had invited them I had arranged with the waitress beforehand not to
present a check. Characteristically, Edward discovered this and he
said playfully: “If I had known this I would not have asked for a
sandwich.” I replied playfully: “No, you would have asked for a
lobster!” A maladroit remark, made out of nervousness, because of
his pride. And I fancied he was hurt. When we parted, finally, it
was like the end of an ordeal. I was full of anguish.
Tout est perdu.
Everything went wrong. I was nervous. I wanted so much that she
should like me so that he would be proud of me. I walked past his
house several times in hopes of a meeting which would reassure me.
During the tea he had continually touched my knees with his, and
before she had arrived he had run in to excuse a few minute’s delay
and had said tenderly: “Chinchilita, I will see you in New
York.” But last night I thought I had spoiled it all, the dream. I,
who never hurt people’s feelings! Gonzalo was having dinner with
me. I lured him to the “Flagship.” I took two whiskeys. Then Edward
and the lady came in. We smiled at each other.
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