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LOVE, AND THE ART OF
LOVING by Anais Nin




From the typed transcript
of the original diary

 


One of the perpetual
problems Anais Nin faced in the process of preparing her writing
for public exposure was self-censorship. Although her diary was an
essential source and vital manifestation of her art, she always
perceived a strong need to protect friends and intimates from the
“hot lava” of emotions, reflected experience, and ruminations which
flowed so relentlessly into her ever-present journals. The “truth”
she sought to tell in her art, a kind of veracity of the soul, drew
its inspiration and strength entirely from absorbed personal
experience. It was embedded neither in imaginative fictional
constructs nor in reportorial observed “reality.” The primary
subject of such protective concerns, obviously, was Hugh Guiler,
the husband to whom she stayed married for more than fifty years,
until her death in 1977, and who remained under such shielding
until his own death in 1985. The present excerpts are drawn from
Anais Nin’s own typed 213-page transcript of Volume 68 of the
original, hand-written diary. It covers the period from April to
November 1945, and bears her own title, “The Transparent Child.”
Once again, it also demonstrates Anais Nin’s ongoing struggle with
personal “truth” and the editorial need for “falsification” she so
deeply resents, but which seems so obvious a necessity given the
historical time and her personal circumstances. The Guilers then
occupied a fifth-floor walk-up on West 13th Street in New York
City, and their Gemor Press was located on the same street, just
east of Fifth Avenue. William (Bill) Pinckard, a freshman at Yale
University, had been introduced to Anais Nin by his French
Literature teacher, Wallace Fowlie. Pinckard was about to be
drafted into the U.S. Army and on his visits to New York often
stayed at the apartment of Tom and Frances Brown. He appeared as
“Leonard” in Volume IV of the edited Diary. Hugh Guiler, still employed in
the banking world, used the pseudonym “Ian Hugo” for his own
developing work as an engraver. Ed.

 


New York, May 10,
1945

LAST NIGHT WHILE I WAS
WRITING, Bill came back, unexpectedly. He had left his home, and
walked in the way he does, possessively, with the key he had made
at the very beginning. And he was not remote but tender and playful
and demonstrative. Hugo was out working on his engravings. Bill and
I wrestled, he teased me, tried new tricks, until he got me on the
floor. It is a kind of sexual game, like that of a young animal. If
he hurts me, he kisses me. Like a young animal too, he seeks to
hurt. It gives him pleasure. Then we read together. After this I
feel peace, peace and confidence. I was able to work this morning.
Reread my essay on Otto Rank with profit and a new understanding,
and my essay on the woman creator. Frances [Brown] remains the
woman who most completely sees me without being like me

sees through my illusions,
loves me really as Hugo does. And I her.

 


May 12, 1945

One sees new facets. That
of Hugo’s almost continuous depressed states, greyness, dimness.
His silent, subconscious way of making me feel guilty for my
expansions. His weapon is guilt over the money spent. Now when it
is jealousy and fear of losing me, I understand and sympathize. But
this does not apply only to Bill (or whoever he is jealous of) but
to all my friends. He does not evince interest in any, in anyone,
in nothing, not even in his fellow engravers. In fact, he has no
friends, but me. He wants to come home, eat quietly, read his paper
and go to sleep (sometimes right after dinner). After a week of
this (when he is not well) I get ill and desperate and restless. I
love people. How can I reconcile this radical difference in our
temperaments. Eliminating Bill is not the solution. (After years he
[Hugo] is glad of the collaboration with Gonzalo, likes to work
with Gonzalo.) It doesn’t solve my wanting to talk to Frances, to
laugh with Thurema [Sokol] and Jimmy, to see Russian movies with
Gonzalo, to dance with Pablo [Mendez], to write with writers, to
walk down a sunny Fifth Avenue with Lanny [Baldwin]. Now what
compels me to expand is stronger than any oppression. The lack of
air with Hugo, his tightness, chokes me (I have been choking for
three days and nights). When it is jealousy I feel compassion and I
am ready to surrender all. But when it is what drives him to say I
should not publish my D.H. Lawrence book because he will be
disgraced at the Bank, what drives him to like bourgeois life, then
I lose my compassion and begin to suffocate. When he takes flings
he gets an apartment at Mamaroneck such as his family would get, he
buys a car and a motorboat. He did this one summer when we first
came back from Europe and I was too despairing to protest, the
summer I became completely neurotic again. A tight, middle-class,
dull, prosaic, ugly place and life and people. I have been in
bondage to Hugo, dependent on his kindness, and his tyranny,
submissive emotionally, and each step of my liberation was a
painful one. Expansion and contraction is a normal rhythm, like
depression and elation. But Hugo is all contraction, and all
depression. I’m willing to have flings and then contract, work, pay
debts, etc. But the outgoing I will not surrender. I have given
Hugo the largest portion of my life, the basic one. He gave me all,
but he demanded a sort of annihilation.

This morning we wept,
quarreled, got hysterical. Hugo feels guilt for having constantly
put the brakes on me, and for wanting what I get by expansion,
simultaneously. I feel guilt for having spent his money on my life
(since he separated himself from all I did—Jean [Carteret] was the
only one we shared). My only freedom came out of his travels. Since
we lived in New York he not only does not travel, but he never
leaves the house in the evening. I can’t always meet my friends
outside. If I go out I must be home by twelve, apparently not to
disturb his sleep which he needs, but actually when he has fallen
asleep and I have accidentally arrived late, at one, he awakens to
look at his watch and to say: “You are late.” As I left in the
evening to go out with Gonzalo twice a week, he plays a game,
apparently to make me feel that I abandon him.

This fear of losing me was
never open and clear in Hugo. We lived for twenty years on the
assumption that I was the fearful, unstable one, and Hugo was the
confident one, not neurotic. Lately I have rebelled, in many ways.
have ceased to feel guilt even for the money I spend or give, for I
could be spending it on clothes, playing cards, or as Hugo’s mother
and sisters spend theirs: on chichi comforts, luxuries, etc. Or for
my way of life. Twenty years ago Gonzalo chose his way of life and
nothing could stop it, nobody, no love, no human being. Henry
[Miller] made his choice, ruthlessly. I have tried to be human. I
have admitted interdependence and interrelation. Hugo and I needed
each other. Neither Hugo nor Martha [Jaeger] nor anyone can
imprison me. No one. When Bill hurts me now I feel detached. I
don’t feel it. I move away. What remains in me is Hugo’s pain. The
tension grew so great, he packed his bag and left. And he
telephones me to come to his hotel room at midnight, as a mistress.
Can we give each other freedom? I haven’t given it to him either.
When he was attracted to Mari this summer I suffered intolerably.
How sad this is, to fight to be one’s self, free, while
loving.

Bill and I get into all
kinds of dissonances. When he is uneasy (he does not feel well, or
does not feel equal to the situation) he suggests we call Frances.
“Frances and Anais take care of each other.” I get hurt because he
has just arrived and I want to see him alone. So I say: “You go to
Frances and I have something else to do.” Then he feels I don’t
want him, and he becomes sullen. If he reads on the other hand, he
won’t talk. He is full of small cruelties. He burns my hair with
his cigarette. His power is expressed in cruelty and autocracy, in
arrogance and demands. He has hardly any compassion, very little
sympathy for others. A great deal of detachment. I need detachment.
I need to see the evil and the weakness. In myself too. I have
gained in this. One afternoon, the time I heard Bill say: “This is
my last afternoon. I will come at four.” And I said: “Don’t come at
all. It is your last afternoon, you should have spent it all with
me.” And then when he came and was detached from my anguish, I
ceased to feel deeply, wholly, I broke away. I take the pleasure
but I am not in bondage. I became freer. I rejected the intensity.
I am free in between, and far from him. You achieve this by not
exacting, not idealizing. Slowly my power to exalt will be killed
and I shall hate those who helped to kill it.

 


May 14,1945

The tension grew so high
between Hugo and me that I resorted to my usual way of subtly
shifting the emphasis. The problem was not one of jealousy of Bill,
but the old one of freedom, which is true, but which I have not
felt so keenly. Finally Hugo went to a hotel, to rest from all the
tensions and I spent the day with Bill, and went to see Hugo at
midnight “like a mistress.” At the same time I maintained my
rebellion against Hugo’s oppression. The next day I saw Bill very
little, he had to see his parents, and in the evening we all went
to a dance recital. Hugo left for his hotel. And Bill left me at
the door, and would not come upstairs with me! The pain of this was
unbearable. When I am not free he wants me. When I am free he
perversely shrinks back. He kissed me goodnight, multiple kisses,
like those of a child, and left me. It is the kind of thing he does
(after every hour of passion he has ambivalence, retractions) but I
could not accept it. He associates me with his passionate outgoings
and also with his withdrawals, instead of sharing peace and
tenderness. I was completely shaken. And for this I was making Hugo
unhappy. (He was at the hotel for our other problem, of giving each
other more air and space to live in, but I knew I had wished him
there to be with Bill.) I thought I could live alone, without Hugo,
and at a child’s act I crumbled. I could not face the empty night.
I went out at one-thirty to get Gonzalo to call on Hugo’s hotel as
it was a hotel for men only and I could not have gotten in. I
explained to Gonzalo that Hugo and I had had a quarrel, and that I
wanted to make up. The sordid setting Hugo chose overwhelmed me.
What masochism. I was not even allowed inside. It was practically a
hobo hotel. But my inquiry over the telephone before leaving the
apartment had brought Hugo down. I spied him, turned the revolving
door fast and shouted into the lobby: “Hugo, come home!” He smiled
with happiness. With Hugo back, I could sleep. Battered, defeated,
I asked his forgiveness. He asked mine for so oppressing me. This
morning I went to awaken Bill. He was unaware. Puzzled.

 


Any illusion of happiness
with Bill gone. “La passion est dure comme
l’enfer.” I have not been hard enough. In
passion one must be hard, not deep. I will learn. Today I was
strong. But with Hugo there. So I have no illusions about my
strength. None.

 


May 15, 1945

Why do the young always
link Henry’s work and mine and continue to marry us? Is it because
he is Mars and I Venus? Masculine and feminine principles. Is it
because he is realism, and I the dream? Is it that we are
complementary for them? People write to him, and to me.
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Hugo at the New York
apartment: Caught between revolt and protection

Photo: Collection of Anais
Nin

 


May 17, 1945

Bill stayed long enough to
break the illusion of nearness, understanding. His behavior gives
me anguish, his whims, his changefulness, his fears, his
selfishness, his insincerity. There was a fascination there, mutual
and not human, another mirage. His élans of passion and his
withdrawals, his many acts of cruelty. When he paints a picture he
tacks it over one of Frances’ paintings, or one of Hugo’s. He reads
Diary One and Volume 31 where Henry appears. But what I feel all
the time is what I dreaded to believe and see: That the future of
America is schizophrenic. The youth has been born dead at the
roots, the roots of feeling. They can think, they can desire, take,
absorb, but they cannot feel, or give. They are automatons, born of
Puritanism, of loneliness, of hardness, and callousness of American
life. Their soul is atrophied. Miller was the first symbol of this
I had encountered. Should I say America? My father was a
schizophrenic. But it is America. Then what am I? An exaggerated
feeling nature, captured always by the non-human, by my compassion
for the isolated, the lonely, the cripples, the lost, and paying
heavily. I cannot answer this ever, it is the mystery of my
life.

Does my constant
dissatisfaction with love given to me proceed from my lack of
confidence, or is it in reality less than what I give? Why do I
feel Hugo is the only one who loves me as I do, and that even Hugo
loves me as he knows me, not as I am. Why did I feel Henry’s love
less than mine, and all the others, yet anyone who looks into my
life will say that I was greatly loved? I can see in my early
diaries the disparity between the facts I note faithfully and my
reaction to them. I can see that. Then what is it I don’t see
today? Is it neurotic of me to suffer because Bill has not been
passionate for many days, or because he did not stay the other
night when Hugo was away? Will I continue to suffer from anguish,
uncertainty, because last night he said it was crazy for Thurema
and Jimmy to marry because of the difference of age as she would
get old and withered? His ego is like Henry’s. He takes, he feeds,
he absorbs.

He gives nothing. Yes, he
is enchanted, as Henry was, but for his own pleasure and
delectation, for his vanity, and his pride, for his future, and his
creation. How can I ever enjoy my loves with this anguish corroding
all? I don’t want to believe that this anxiety comes from the deep
knowledge of illusion, of mirages, for it seems to me that my
mirages often created miracles. What I pursue which others do not
believe in has often materialized. If I surrender my power of
illusion I surrender my power of vision into what others do not
see. The difference between my illusory projections and reality is
so difficult to determine. Then why, when I see again the men I
have violently desired, do I ask myself: why? They seem feeble and
unimportant. Now I come to the critical break with America. If I am
convinced that the youth is schizophrenic and therefore dead at the
roots and incurable, then I should not sacrifice myself to that.
Now I feel near to breaking with America. I want to leave
it.

It is comical and
ridiculous too, to see Frances and I, twice Bill’s age,
intelligent, wise, intuitive, baffled by Bill’s difficult behavior.
Frances admits how impossibly difficult he is. I can never guess
his reactions or understand his acts. He is hermetic, closed, full
of lies, evasions. He likes to pry people open, discover,
investigate out of curiosity (Henry’s curiosity) but he doesn’t
confide, open, admit, yield.

 


May 18, 1945

If you are not neurotic you
are not fixed, caught, trapped in suffering. It does not become
geological, pressing and oppressing the flesh into frozen layers,
crystals of defenses, petrifying, arresting life. If you are not
neurotic, the pain washes through you, absolute and terrible, from
head to toes, dissolves and flows out again. You either die
instantly, as people like Helba should die, wholly, or you return
to life. I have learned not to suffer, without dying. The being
becomes accustomed, yields to the grief, cries, sinks, and then
lives. What helped me was Bill’s letter, like Henry’s letter,
without expression of feeling or love. His child’s letter quieted
me, and revealed the disproportion (oh, not in age, for at
seventeen I was capable of pain, grief, loss, abandon to 8
feeling). So I wrote him with a tender lightness, not fully
charged, my love, but gentle emanations, allegories, symbols. And
then I returned to the surface. To the sun, to the summer. I opened
the coffre with summer clothes, I gave away old dresses associated
with old pains (the green dress in which Albert [Mangones]
possessed me for the last time). I began to live in the future, to
surrender the depths where all suffering lies, the depths of
attachments, its intensity. I have learned to suffer and to flow
and live.

 


May 22, 1945

Il y a des soufrances
vrais. They purify like the excesses of
passion, like the orgies of creation. I have moods. When I receive
his child’s letters their coolness subdues me, detaches me. When I
went out to the East 13th St. of New York I was suddenly stabbed by
the vivid image of his luminosity. The day he walked with me to get
cigarettes on 3rd Avenue. He wore his white silk scarf negligently.
It was a grey, cool day. He walked with me to the Press. I saw him
cross to the other side and walk away. He was the very symbol of
poetry.

So I have floating
anxieties, not schizophrenia, but hysteria. Then I must act. I
either act, or I use writing to prevent the explosions. Great
tensions, anxieties. The need to sexualize. Sexuality causes my
anxiety, also relieves it. Sadomasochistic tendencies. Creation
used also by neurosis. Idealization of pains inflicted on me, I
give mystical explanations of my roles and destiny, mystical
reasons for my sacrifices. I hold a romantic image of myself as of
another world. Delicacies. It is this self I fear to open to the
world. When I do give it, open it, it gets shattered. I have no
defenses against pain. No hostilities. In this alone I am passive.
Wanting life and contact I found no other way but that of pain (my
ecstasies are rooted in pain—are all ecstasies, dreams, rooted in
pain?). get shattered. Then my intellect comes to the rescue. Or my
capacity to yield to the direction of others (I yielded to my
analyst, recently to Frances when Bill’s father threatened me
because I felt lost in a dream, a myth). Or my creativity in which
I manifest great strength, active strength. But there is a strong,
modern today’s woman in me, if it could act directly in the world,
instead of obliquely. I did not face the world squarely, but
created a legend and obscure legendary writing. My protection is
mystery and feminine elusiveness. There was a moment after analysis
when I almost became the woman captain, integrated and strong, when
I began to put my strength in writing, but then I met Lanny and
Bill, and again my strength dissipated in anxiety and in this
painful love of the feminine man. Will Bill be my last romantic
love? When Bill left I fought my pain with activity. I also
accepted the pain, wholly, emotionally, when it came. But I faced
reality, problems, debts, the Press, etc.

 


May 29, 1945

Self-discipline. Bill’s
letters helped to kill the terrible meltingness, softness I feel
for him. All but Hugo and Gonzalo, the men I have loved were
schizophrenic, or unemotional. My father, Henry, [Edward] Graeffe
[See “Intermezzo—A Summer in Provincetown,” Volume 17, 1999.
Ed.], et al. I understand
myself better too, by separating the elements of which I am made.
My nature: emotional, primitive, child-like, impulsive, desirous,
lustful, yielding, giving, expansive. My nature was matched to
Gonzalo, satisfied with Gonzalo. My mind is like Hugo’s, Frances’s,
developed, lucid, mature. My mind rejected Henry’s confused and
contradictory thinking. Judged it. My mind judges Gonzalo’s
confusions and blindness. Only, as Frances said, my mind does not
rule my nature. It merely creates, organizes, constructs, over what
my nature lives out, seeking balance. It is because of my mind that
I choose Bill rather than Pablo (who has intelligence but no mental
vastness or clarity). My mind appreciates Hugo’s fine mental
balance, justness. But my nature always suffers: It suffers when I
marry according to my nature, because then the men don’t think at
all (Henry or Gonzalo). It suffers when I marry those who think as
I do, because they subdue or sacrifice the nature altogether (Hugo
living too wisely, too detachedly, and Frances living only
analytically). Conflict always. Now I find it more important to
live by nature than in intellectual worlds. Bill’s intellectuality
made him a perfectionist and intolerant. Pablo. With Pablo it is a
climate of the same nature, seeking expansion, movement, life,
motion, the dance, music, color, impetuous living, drama, love,
relationships. It is pleasurable because we are not in love. It is
free and easy and natural. When he smiles I feel I smile as I can’t
smile with Bill or with Hugo. I feel like an open flower. This
flower feeling has come with the acceptance of my nature. I find it
difficult to make great efforts. I like ease and
relaxation.

For a while I enjoyed a
loverless world, the peace of it. Now I feel restless again. Anais.
Work. Work at the Press from one to five. And have patience. The
lover will come, has always appeared, has come and will
come.

 


June 7, 1945

What a bottomless infinite
there is in one personality. Certain elements get buried,
dispersed, lost, forgotten. They lie there. Suddenly a mood brings
them to the surface. I awakened desiring change and adventure,
awakened with a violent attack of wanderlust and said to Hugo: “I’m
going to hitchhike to Mexico.” Hugo said: “What about your health,
what about money.” “I’ll be healthy if I do what I want. I’ll wash
dishes for my meals.”

The same day Frances said
to Martha: “Anais is a nomad. I dreamt of her as a gypsy, but a
kind of poetic, refined gypsy whose wanderings have a spiritual
significance.” Adventure. Suddenly out of the past I extricate a
lost thread. My first writing was adventure stories, dime novels
full of adventure, difficulties, action. No spirituality adventure.
I ran away from home when I was five years old. Then this spirit
was lost. Repressed. A great uncontrollable hostility and rebellion
has been aroused against Hugo. I have refused to see his
destructive side. Because he was protective, I was blind to the
stifling, oppressive aspect of this protection. Any mention of
trips brought discussions of budgets. Every expansion was feared,
restrained, suppressed. My nature was completely suppressed by
Hugo, except for what I stole: lovers. But Hugo held all the nets
of guilt in his hands, by his gloom, by his quietness, by his
stagnation, and immobilities, he created the antithetical climate.
I have revolted so that I cannot bear his heavy stooped walk, his
taciturn face, his sick irritabilities and fussiness (he fusses
like an old woman over his laundry, breakfast, clothes). He is
almost continuously serious, has no humor, no play, no
expansiveness, no enthusiasm. He is dogged, intense, constipated,
contracted, grey, grey, grey.

This has been part of my
freedom, my new freedom. Not to continue this blind love I have (I
had it for my mother, I let her trample me so that I only existed
in the diary). To see. One is afraid. It seems like loving less. It
is actually just human wishes. But for the moment, until I reach a
balance, I hate. I hate this gloom. I think in his erotic obsession
with me there is something not all good, but evil too, of darkness
eating light, of earth eating the soul, of blindness eating eyes,
of the slow and ponderous eating illumination and manna. This new
vision of Hugo at first terrified me. Hugo not all good for me, but
oppressive, limiting, bourgeois, fearful, anxious, anxious over
money. Not courageous. Fearful. I threw off shackles of all kinds.
I love less. I detached from Hugo and his crises do not overwhelm
me. I feel harder, stronger, freer. I feel right. I have loved with
weakness, abandon, yieldingness, blindness.

 


June 10, 1945

My week of strength did not
last. I was much too battered, first by Martha not understanding my
new manuscript, and persisting in saying I had shown no sympathy
for the primitive type, and then courting me with this clumsiness
(believing that life and feeling can be produced artificially);
then Frances talking to me three hours to “bring out the realist”
in me, after admitting that my intense focussing on her secret
inner delicacies caused this self to be born and exteriorized. Then
the feeling I get that everybody threatens this poet in me, who is
the very symbol of the soul, and seeks to destroy me. They do not
accept me totally, or understand me totally. They should encourage
me into purer and purer fantasy. They do not. Frances even wants me
to destroy the legend I have created. Mocks my idealizations and
embellishments, how it seems unreal that I should sit in her place
and eat, how I am never seen blowing my nose, never visibly and
messily sick, etc. Hugo explains: “You are a living reproach to
everyone. Everyone feels that they should immediately give up all
their earthly occupations and fly with you. And it frightens
them.”

People have not been with
me wholly. They have been influenced but they have fought me, hurt
me, punished me for my effect on them. Dream. A huge room where I
work. People come and there are no chairs, but dust in the corners.
It is a beacon tower. I light the fire. It is almost too strong, as
if it would burn all around it. Men are questioned and imprisoned
for communism. One is given five minutes to write a confession, but
I know he is writing a tremendous story instead, an important
document which I must steal from the police later. The policeman is
timing him. When the five minutes are up he stops him, folds the
paper, places it in an envelope and has the communist taken away.
Then he turns to me. “You didn’t control the timing,” he said. “I
let you do it. I trusted you.” The man looked into my eyes. He was
so amazed that I should trust him that the amazement dilated his
eyes as when you throw something into water, enlarging circles.
When I saw this softening amazement I took both his arms and said:
“You won’t torture him?” And the policeman promised not to. Then I
turned to the business of stealing the document. I was caught, but
persuaded the police that it was not a confession but a story for a
book of no political value, and was let off.

This is an example of what
happens to me constantly and which depresses me: Baldwin read the
“Under a Glass Bell” story and was fascinated, tried to meet me,
said meeting me was like seeing a light. Then does he subscribe
wholeheartedly to what I represent, and what subconsciously
attracted him? No, he proceeds to say the pages he admired the most
in the new manuscript were those written simply and directly about
the man (Henry Miller), that he wants to see me write like that.
“It can be smelled and touched, and seen. It is warm and human.”
They proceed to fight this spiritualization of matter to want me to
become like them. Then he admits: “Fantasy makes me uneasy. When I
yield to it I feel I am going crazy. I feel secure in reality, on
my farm.”

 


June 16, 1945

And I find reality the
enemy of experience, the enemy of intuition. Frances knowing the
end of it all, and cheating herself of experience, dropping the
stones of wisdom with emphasis upon the obstacle, the obstacles
being Bill and me for example, rather than on what is being created
in the present. They destroy the dream with their realism. Of
course Bill will go ultimately to a young girl, and I to my mature
man, but it is the present that counts, the boy who needs me as I
am today, and I needed in the center of my being this flower of his
skin and new, uncertain soul, the delicate suggestions of a newborn
portrait, not yet crystallized. “Your fantasy life!” As if it were
not the reality of my soul’s life. In mystical worlds, Bill’s age
and mine have no importance: We touched and saw each other in
space, and that is enough. I have an intuition about him (true,
very little of my intuition about him is visible in him to others,
they love him as an intelligent boy, a charming and handsome boy).
I rebelled against Frances’s extreme use of analysis to destroy my
illusions, which are fecund. I recoiled from her, Hugo, Martha, and
then they all capitulated. But I feel alone, alone, alone. The
great beauty of my life was that I lived out what others only talk
about, or dream about, or analyze. I want to go on, living out the
uncensored dream, the free unconscious. I made my concessions to
reality. I work at the Press eight hours. Then I come home and
write to Bill, as if he were my diary, but more lightly, more
fancifully. Will he become what I have seen, and then see me
totally? This destructive lucidity: analyzing all, everything,
under the microscope, is death to experience. “Bill is too young.
It is all unwise. Not good for you. Too young to give himself, to
love.” Do such words dispel the taste of his mouth, the richness of
his kisses, the silkiness of his body resting over mine, the
delicacy of his hands, the quality of his voice, his childlike
grace, shyness, the voluptuous trances we fell in together?
[Cousin] Eduardo [Sanchez] says: “Perhaps you will be the one to
reveal the positive meaning of Neptune, not as illusion, but as
intuition?”

Hugo always says: “Poor
little pussy.” And loved me weak, helpless, small. When I grow
strong he admits he does not like it. When I say: “I am no longer
the poor little pussy,” he dislikes it. I showed strength for a
week and they all battered me. Hugo didn’t want me harder. He wants
me soft. The best of human beings are cruel to each other. Hugo
wants me soft and tender yet also wants me not to do soft and
tender things (such as supporting Gonzalo, which is me, the
essential part of me). When I want to get harder to meet
responsibilities, he protests. I have sworn to pay back our debts
and to support Gonzalo myself, so as to be free of reproaches, to
unburden Hugo. I feel lost and bewildered. I have no one to turn to
who feels exactly as I do, who lives as I do, who accepts me as I
am and understands me completely. All of them, even Martha, have
been possessive, and selfish in their love.

Frances feels that until I
accept her reality: her atmosphere, background, friends, daily
behavior, I do not accept her totally. I always elude this (poker
games, writers from The New Yorker, cigar smoking lawyers) as I
elude Martha’s heavy atmosphere, because it stifles me, her
friends, etc. I feel pursued, loved, and not understood.

 


June 26, 1945

Work. Work. Work. Seeing
people with portfolios. Pasting portfolios. Writing the preface
forty times. We turned out a beautiful work [AN’s Gemor Press
handprinted a limited edition of forty copies of the five “colored,
hand-pulled woodblocks” her husband, as “Ian Hugo,” had contributed
to the first edition of This
Hunger. This special portfolio included her
original “Prologue,” foreshadowing Cities of the Interior, which
was not used when This Hunger
was incorporated into Ladders to Fire. Ed.] and it sold quickly. We paid for
the linotype and will be able to buy paper. Work. The Press. Hugo
and Gonzalo. Gonzalo or Hugo. Light dinner. Great heat. Milk. Talks
with Frances (our psychological chess games). Every afternoon I
came home from the Press hot and dirty, took a bath, wrote Bill,
beautiful flowing letters. For a week I communed with him and my
best, freest, tenderest self. And he stopped writing. No letter for
two weeks, but he wrote Frances and then Tom. Then all my pleasure,
courage, elan fell. I do not want this dependence on
love.

I made my peace with Hugo,
ceased living with a caricature of him. After living twenty years
with an idealized Hugo, I saw him suddenly at his worst, and then
reached acceptance again. But he remains the father, old and grey.
I’m full of rebellion. To reassert the dream, I bought a cotton
dress for seventeen dollars, shaped á la Recamier, and of that
peach-salmon rose which suits me, and came out in my new costume
looking as Tom said, all of fourteen years of age. And now wither?
Rebelled against seeing Tia Antolina, against going to the beach
with Hugo’s family. Writing prodigiously in my head, feeling
discouraged with the new book, discouraged by people’s lack of
understanding.

 


July 21, 1945

Days of intense emotion
over the reading of [Jacob Wasserman’s] Caspar Hauser. A passionate pity for
Caspar, a passion for him too, and my own child self. I see now
that at present I have surrendered to the deep love of the child,
the real child, not the child in man. I see the child everywhere,
because of Bill, because of Bill understand him better. I see him
in adolescence in French literature, in Aldous Huxley’s
Time Must Have a Stop.
Above all in Caspar. A story far more beautiful than the story of
Christ, for it is the story of a dream destroyed by the world, the
murder of a soul by evil, by cynicism, the death of faith and
innocence. Never was the ugliness of the world more clear. Such
pain I felt, such love. And Bill can’t read it because one day when
he opened the book at the first page and read: “Caspar died at
seventeen,” he closed it again and would not go on because he has a
great fear of death.

This surrender and
simplicity I feel now about my feelings. I want to write out of it
and I can’t, only in the diary. I want to write as I feel in volume
II [AN, in the brief Prologue to This
Hunger, had announced: “This is volume one, which deals with the
aspect of destruction in women,” and the
women who gave titles to the three sections Hejda, Stella, and
Lillian and Djuna—are “incomplete” women reflected in mirrors which
show “only what woman dares to see.” The last story also introduces
“Jay”—reflecting the Henry Miller of the diary—with, obviously,
more transformed diary material to continue these “fictions” in
future volumes. Ed.], and I can’t. How feelings now are pure and take my whole
being. I—also read Rilke’s Letters to a Young Poet, where he speaks
of this: “An emotion is pure whenever it takes up your whole
being.” I believe this has been the secret of my innocence, that I
have always felt with my whole being. Why can’t I find my true key
in writing? My own voice is here. Why not in the writing for the
world?

Wondering why I could never
show Henry my weaknesses. It was because he had appointed me the
protector, the strong one. When I showed a part of my weakness, he
either did not help me, or betrayed it. The lover and the child
take advantage of the weaknesses. I always felt that the only one
who loved me for my weakness was Hugo, but neither Henry nor
Gonzalo would have because Henry was weak and needed my strength
and the same with Gonzalo. And the same with Bill. Yet Bill and
Henry too were touched by my childhood diary.

 


July 27, 1945

Waiting for Bill all day
yesterday and all evening. Having promised myself to be calm,
detached, natural, free. But actually I was nervous. My legs gave
way when the radio played one of his most-loved Beethoven
compositions. I felt: Now he will come in. I tried to
write.

I swallowed hundreds of
pages of the Diary, amazed at its vastness, feeling I can never
surpass this, no writing can ever surpass this hot lava out of the
volcano experience flowing freely. And I am blocked because I
cannot handle any of the major themes: Henry, Allendy, June, Rank,
my father, without crucifying Hugo. And I cannot falsify either. It
revolts me. Something revolts me in both The Winter of Artifice and
This Hunger: the
falsifications. In the last one this intermingling of Luise Rainer
and myself in Stella. The intermingling of Djuna and myself which
is Frances and myself. It is false. I want to be truthful. The
truth is greater. One feels it is the truth. Wasserman is truthful,
sincere. His portrait of Ganna is like my portrait of Henry in the
diary. The novel is false. Everything is false. I don’t want to
write if I can’t write the truth. What am I to do? I don’t want to
touch the diary, mutilate it. [Miller appears as “Jay” in
Ladders to Fire,
1946. Ed.]
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