
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 A CAFÉ
IN SPACE

The Anaïs Nin Literary Journal

Volume 14, 2017

Edited by Paul Herron


 


 


Published by Sky Blue Press at Smashwords

 


Copyright © 2017 Sky Blue
Press

 


http://www.skybluepress.com


Texts by Anaïs Nin
and photos of Nin, unless noted otherwise, are
copyright © The Anaïs Nin Trust.

 


All articles, reviews, and
other writings are copyright © by their respective authors or
estates.

 


Cover photo: Anaïs Nin,
1960s. Photograph: Christian Dubois Larson.

 


All rights are reserved.


Table of Contents

Acknowledgments

Copyright
Information

Editor’s Note

Paul
Herron: Introduction to
Auletris: Erotica

Anaïs Nin:
“Life in Provincetown”—An excerpt from
Auletris: Erotica

Kazim Ali: Painting—from Anaïs Nin: An
Unprofessional Study

Kastoori Barua:
Hysteria, Creativity and Identity—Anaïs Nin’s
quest for the self

Jean Owen: The
Sting of Incest—Kathryn Harrison’s father-romance in
The Kiss

Eduardo
Sánchez, Joaquín Nin-Culmell, Anaïs Nin: The problem of family in The Diary
of Anaïs Nin

Simon Dubois
Boucharraud: Anaïs Nin and the Visual
Poetry of “Trance Films” (1945-1965)

Jessica
Gilbey: Navel-Gazing into the
Light

Casandra Lim: Is
That Oedipus in Anaïs Nin’s Diaries?—Understanding Nin’s work
through Sigmund Freud’s theory

David Green:
Out in the Midi Sun—Adventures in Lawrence
Durrell country

Tristine
Rainer: Remembering John
Ferrone

Lana Fox: L’Étalion—Erotica inspired by Anaïs Nin’s Auletris

Danica
Davidson: Another Birth: A
Story

Chrissi Sepe: Caramel Macchiatos and Conversation

Katie
Doherty: Sky Bound

Steven Reigns:
Poverty

David Wilde:
Duggans: I

Kennedy
Gammage: The Apotheosis of Fat 1 and Fat
2

Changming Yuan: Poems

Harry Kiakis:
The Room of Forgetfulness

Items of Interest

Notes on Contributors

More from Sky Blue
Press

 



 


 Acknowledgments

The Editor would like to thank the following
for their assistance in the realization of this issue:

The Anaïs Nin Trust for permissions to use
quotations from Anaïs Nin and for photographic material.

Sara Herron, without whom none of this would
be possible.

Cover: Anaïs Nin, 1960s. Photo: Christian Dubois
Larson.

The photograph of John Ferrone and Anaïs Nin
courtesy of the John Ferrone Estate.

Agape Editions for a review
copy of Anaïs Nin: An Unprofessional
Study.


 


 Editor’s Note

 


The coming year looms large for Anaïs Nin’s canon as we await
the publication of her fifth unexpurgated diary, one that is
perhaps more anticipated than those in the past,
Trapeze, which covers the
beginning of Nin’s bicoastal life, traveling between her two men,
husband Hugh Guiler in New York and lover Rupert Pole in
California. There is a reason why volume 5 of The Diary of Anaïs Nin is so slim
despite covering an eight year period (1947-1955), which is because
when it was published both Pole and Guiler were still alive, and
Nin could not reveal her secret life for fear of harming them. And
the secret life is exactly what Trapeze contains. It is an amazing
document that chronicles not only the daunting logistics of such a
life, but also the toll it took on all three involved—physically,
mentally and psychologically. Did Nin really find happiness in this
way? Or was it a matter of survival, that no one man or one life
could possibly satisfy her needs? The answers are in the book,
which will be released as a co-publication between Sky Blue Press
and Swallow/Ohio University Press in May of this year. For an
excerpt and the introduction to Trapeze, refer to volume 13 of this
publication.

Also being released this
year is Anaïs Nin: An Unprofessional
Study, an analysis of Nin’s work by Kazim
Ali. We are happy to provide both an excerpt from and a review of
this new title in this issue.

Another monumental addition
to the ever-growing list of Nin titles occurred in 2016—the release
of Auletris: Erotica, which had been unknown to the public (and scholars alike)
until a copy surfaced in a university archive. It contains two
major erotic stories by Nin, one of which had never been published
in any form—in this issue of A Café in
Space we offer readers a chance to learn
the history of Auletris
and to see an excerpt from the first story. I
should add that the book was not published without difficulty.
Amazon, the world’s largest retailer, made the book unsearchable
because, as they stated, it contains “adult content.” This
banishment drew attention around the world, beginning articles from
news.com.au and The
Guardian, both of whom blasted Amazon for
modern-day censorship. The day after the Guardian article appeared, Amazon
reversed its decision, and Auletris
is now easily found on its website. I personally
want to commend all those on social media and the news agencies who
added their voices to the cause, and Amazon for “seeing the
light.”

Speaking of Nin erotica,
the editor of the bestsellers Delta of
Venus and Little
Birds, John Ferrone, passed away last
spring after a long battle with Parkinson’s Disease. His genius,
kindness and generosity will be missed. I thank him for his help in
the editing of Mirages: The Unexpurgated
Diary of Anaïs Nin (2013, Sky Blue
Press/Swallow Press), the first such diary in seventeen years. His
credo was: “Be bold. Do not be afraid to make changes, major
changes if necessary. Anaïs deserves the best, and you need to rise
to the occasion.” Episode 15 of The Anaïs Podcast is dedicated to
his memory, as is an article by Tristine Rainer in this
issue.

 


Sky Blue Press is proud to
announce that it will be publishing a print version of Britt
Arenander’s Anaïs Nin’s Lost World: Paris
in Words and Pictures 1924-1939, a look at
the Paris Anaïs Nin and Henry Miller once inhabited. Publication is
set for the fall of 2017.

We are currently hard at
work on the transcription and editing of the next unexpurgated
diary, which will cover the years 1955-1966, the era that could be
called the “pre-fame years.” It begins after Nin’s bigamous
marriage to Rupert Pole and ends just before the publication of the
book that would vault her to fame, The
Diary of Anaïs Nin, volume one. These were
very difficult years for Nin as she struggled to escape obscurity
and rejection in the American literary world. It was a time when
she, after having several titles published by bona fide publishing
houses, resorted to self-publication of Solar Barque (1958) and
Cities of the Interior (1959). It was a time of great frustration and humiliation.
But it was also a time when Alan Swallow, Nin’s first dedicated
American publisher appeared. Around this time Henry Miller
reappeared in Nin’s life, after his banned books were finally
published after the famous obscenity trials of the early 1960s; he
was suddenly—and literally—“rich and famous.” Miller granted Nin
the proceeds of his Letters to Anaïs
Nin (1965), as a repayment of all the
support she had given him during his destitute years. The book not
only helped her financially at a time when she desperately needed
it, but also put her name in the spotlight as she was preparing to
take the great leap of publishing her diary. These years are almost
the opposite of the Paris years in the 1930s when it was Nin who
fed Miller, encouraged him, inspired him when he was at the
threshold of his own first major publication. This volume is
tentatively called The Diary of
Others.

The Anaïs Nin Podcast has
had some fabulous guests this past year—Barbara Kraft, whose
Henry Miller: The Last Days was published by Sky Blue Press; Henry Miller himself, being
interviewed by Kraft in 1979; Cindy Shapiro, the force behind the
wildly successful Anaïs: A Dance
Opera; Gayle Nin Rosenkrantz, Anaïs Nin’s
niece; and a panel discussion about Auletris with erotica
editor/writer/podcaster Rose Caraway, writer/publisher Lana Fox,
women’s issues expert Anaín Bjorkquist, and Nin scholar Jessica
Gilbey. For a complete list of this year’s podcasts, see the index
at the end of this issue; for earlier episodes, refer to volume 13
of this publication.
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 Introduction to Auletris: Erotica by Paul
Herron

Anaïs Nin is considered by many as the godmother or, as Nin
herself put it, the Madame1 of feminine erotica, and in
writing for a collector at a dollar a page she risked arrest,
conviction and imprisonment because of the draconian obscenity laws
of the 1940s. In spite of the danger and the much-needed income,
Nin didn’t take her erotic writing seriously—she said that she “was
writing to entertain, under pressure from a client” and that she
believed her “style was derived from men’s
work”2—but when it was finally published as Delta of Venus and
Little Birds in the
1970s, it became her bestselling work and gave her name a notoriety
that has survived for a generation.

After the publication of
Nin’s erotica, Harcourt editor John Ferrone declared that only
unpublishable scraps of the original
remained.3 So how, then, is it possible that a major work of Nin erotica
included in this volume has remained unknown to the public and Nin
insiders alike for decades?

Auletris
was originally typed on latrine rag (onion paper)
with four carbons, making a total of five copies, which were bound
into books by the Press of the Sunken Eye (Carmel) in 1950. It
consists of two stories. One of them is the unedited version of
“Marcel” that appears in an abbreviated form in Delta of Venus, and the other is
“Life in Provincetown,” which was unknown to Nin’s literary
executor, editor and literary agent, all of whom had a deep and
vast knowledge of her work. There is no such manuscript in Nin’s
archives. Here is how, based on the facts we now have, I
believe Auletris came to be.

It is widely known that Nin
began writing erotica in the early 1940s for a collector or
“patron” whose agent was a man named Barnett Ruder in New York.
According to Nin’s diary, Henry Miller met Ruder in 1940 and was
offered a job that would pay him “one hundred dollars a month to
write one hundred pages or so especially for [Ruder]—mostly on
sex.”4 Miller was in serious need of money, so he accepted. He began
writing with the understanding that Ruder was sending his work to a
collector who financed the operation, although Miller suspected
that Ruder himself was the actual
collector.5 The writing soon became drudgery, and Miller felt enslaved.
When Doubleday offered him a contract for a “book on America,”
which eventually became The
Air-Conditioned Nightmare, Miller dropped
the erotic writing altogether.

Nin, who was Miller’s
longtime lover and patronne, agreed to finance Miller’s
tour of America for the new book. To raise funds, she suggested
showing Ruder a revised version of her 1932 diary, which contained
the sexually charged passages about the beginning of Nin’s
relationship with Miller and his wife June.6 She also “pasted one of [her]
most becoming Louveciennes photographs on the
cover.”7 The package was given to Ruder, who said he would see if his
patron, an “old millionaire down south,” approved. Not
surprisingly, he did, and Nin’s career of literary prostitution, as
she called it, began.

Between 1940 and 1942 Nin
produced at least 850 pages of erotica, not including what was
written by a group of literary friends she gathered together to
increase the page count. Nin, who rarely destroyed any of her
writing, kept the carbons for more than thirty years. In the 1970s
her Los Angeles lover Rupert Pole felt there was a bestseller
wasting away in her archive.8 Nin, who discounted the
erotic writing as imitative of male pornographers, nixed the idea
of publishing it, fearing it would damage her standing in
literature. But Pole was persistent, and after a long period of
cajoling, he persuaded her to let John Ferrone offer a professional
opinion.9

It was nearly a year later
that Ferrone read the story “The Hungarian Adventurer” on a visit
to Pole and Nin in Los Angeles. He was convinced that Pole was
right about the erotica and that Nin was wrong. Ferrone told Nin
that her erotica was not imitative of male writing at all, but
uniquely feminine, rich, beautifully written, literary and
ground-breaking. Nin agreed to let Harcourt publish the erotica and
told Ferrone he could edit it however he thought
best.10 Ferrone took the entire
collection with him back to New York and set about the massive task
of unraveling the complicated and entangled tales and make them
into cohesive stories. Because Nin was seriously ill with cancer by
then, Ferrone wasn’t able to ask for her opinions or explanations
and was completely on his own.

The initial
collection, Delta of
Venus, was published only months after
Nin’s death in 1977. It became an instant critical and commercial
success, remaining on The New York
Times best-seller list for thirty-six
weeks, and, as Ferrone later noted, “[m]ore royalties would pour in
from the sales of Delta
than from all of [Nin’s] previous books put
together.”11
The New York Times Book
Review called Delta of Venus “a joyous display of
the erotic imagination,” and Cosmopolitan said it was “inventive,
sophisticated” and “highly elegant naughtiness.”
Little Birds, the second
volume of Nin erotica, also edited by Ferrone, enjoyed similar
success two years later.

Ferrone said that
“[s]lightly more than half of the 850 pages ended up in
Delta,
and another thirty percent was used in the second
volume, Little Birds. The rest, about a hundred pages of fragments and trimmings,
was left unpublished.”12
Ferrone had no reason to believe that there was
any viable Nin erotica yet to be published. Then, in 1985, he
received a letter from a colleague telling him that Harris Auction
Galleries in Baltimore had approached Harcourt seeking
bibliographic information on Anaïs Nin, which was nothing unusual.
But the letter contained a bombshell: Harris claimed it was about
to auction off a book called Auletris that consisted of two erotic
stories written by “A. Nin,” and that one of them “might be a
discovery.”13
While one of the stories (“Marcel”) was familiar
to the Harcourt editors, the other, “Life in Provincetown,” was
unknown to all concerned. Could it be that somehow a major piece of
Nin erotica had been lost for four decades and was suddenly
found?

 


The volume of
Auletris Harris was
planning to auction off was copy number three of five. While there
is no definitive proof that any copies were sold, a penciled-in
price of $35.00 for copy number three indicates it is possible.
Copy number one is housed at UCLA, and number four is found in the
George Howard Papers at USC. The whereabouts of the remaining
copies are unknown.

George Howard was based in
Los Angeles in the early 1940s and was befriended by Miller. Miller
suggested that Nin send typescripts of the erotica written for
Ruder to Howard for possible sale in
California.14
According to the contents list of his archive,
Howard had copies of not only the stories in Auletris, but much of the erotica
included in Delta of Venus
and Little
Birds, as well as the stories in
Miller’s Opus Pistorum.
According to Miller biographer Robert Ferguson,
Howard had offered the stories of Opus to a friend of
Miller’s15
in 1950. When the friend asked Miller about the
stories, Miller denied writing them16, though many Miller scholars
believe he is indeed the author.

The Miller stories were
ostensibly collected in Opus
Pistorum by Press of the Sunken Eye in
1950, the same year that Howard had tried to sell them to Miller’s
friend. Press of the Sunken Eye issued Auletris during the same year. Since
both Miller and Nin had sent Howard copies of their erotica, and we
know that Howard was trying to sell Miller’s, it is probable that
he also tried to sell Nin’s and eventually found a buyer for
both.

According to Harris
Galleries’ description of Auletris, the man who retyped
Auletris and
Opus Pistorum was Milton
Luboviski17. Both books were produced by
Press of the Sunken Eye in 1950, and while they were created with
different typewriters, Harris Galleries says that “the format of
both works is very similar.”18
Both books were typed with four carbons, adding up
to five copies each, including the ribbon copy.

So we have an idea of how
“Life in Provincetown” and “Marcel” wound up in Luboviski’s hands,
but why was “Life in Provincetown” unknown for so long? Was it that
the story somehow got lost during the three decades the carbons
were in Nin’s archive? This seems unlikely because Nin was
organized and meticulous when it came to her work—the only major
item that she ever lost was a volume of her childhood
diary.19 Perhaps the typescript she
sent to Miller was the only one. It could be that she didn’t notice
this, or perhaps she sent it to Howard with the understanding he
would send it back after copying it. There is also a January 10,
1942 letter20
from Miller to Howard asking about a “missing
folder of erotica.” Could “Life in Provincetown” have been in that
folder?

Since there seems to be no original carbon
of “Life in Provincetown” in existence, how can we be certain it is
Nin’s work? And if it is her work, how do we know that Luboviski or
someone else didn’t tinker with it?

Nin’s prose style is
distinct, with unique terminology and phrasing. In other words, her
work is easily recognized. “Life in Provincetown” fits in
seamlessly with the stories in Delta of
Venus and Little
Birds, and there is nothing that would make
a seasoned Nin reader suspicious of its authorship. Furthermore, it
appears with an erotic story known to be by her, “Marcel.” It is
unlikely that anyone would use a Nin story with a non-Nin story in
the same book. As for Luboviski editing the story, we must consider
that he was merely trying to make money off someone else’s work.
What incentive would there have been to edit or rewrite passages?
One indication of editing would have been textual or stylistic
alterations to “Marcel,” but when compared to the
Delta version, the only
significant changes are extensive cuts by Ferrone. For this reason,
it is logical to conclude that “Life in Provincetown” appears as
Nin wrote it.

It is obvious that whoever
wrote “Life in Provincetown” was familiar with the town and the
artists’ community within. We know from Nin’s diaries that she
spent a good deal of time in Provincetown in the 1940s, and she was
sexually involved with some people she met
there.21 

The Auletris version of “Marcel” is 51
pages long, as opposed to the 17 pages in Delta of Venus. John Ferrone said
that there were two major reasons for heavy edits in the
erotica—one was that “many [stories] had to be carved out of long,
episodic narratives that contained tales within tales. They needed
beginnings and endings, and often titles as
well.”22 The other was censorship.
Ferrone says that “[i]t was clear from the beginning that Anaïs,
never dreaming of publication, had drawn on the outlines of her own
life for inspiration, as well as on the Kama Sutra and
Krafft-Ebing. It would have been easy for readers to mistake
fiction for autobiography. There were many other autobiographical
parallels, some probably close to fact. It becomes evident […] that
Anaïs borrowed heavily from her journal material, as she did for
all of her fiction.”23
Because some of the characters were based on
people still living, Ferrone felt the need to either render them
unrecognizable or to excise them altogether. Today, no such
restrictions exist.

Why didn’t Harcourt, or
anyone else, publish Auletris? It’s easy to see why no one
in 1986 would republish any version of “Marcel,” the heavily edited
version of which was already included in Delta of Venus. And perhaps because
of the odd length of “Life in Provincetown” (43 typewritten pages),
it wouldn’t make sense for a commercial publisher to release it on
its own.

 


This edition of
Auletris is reproduced as
it appears in the original, minus misspellings, typos and minor
formatting problems, allowing the reader to see Nin’s words as they
were intended for the collector, as well as providing an
opportunity to see how John Ferrone went about creating a
bestseller from the raw material.
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Notes

1 On November 4, 1941, Nin
writes: “I gather the poets around me, and persuade them to write
erotica, communicating eroticism and spreading this writing that is
usually suppressed, giving them both the poison of disintegration
and perhaps a way of purification, for all of us have violent
explosions of poetry, and we eject the purely sexual as fervently
as if we had taken vows of chastity. A purge, and not debauchery,
results from the infiltration of erotic confessions. [Harvey]
Breit, [George] Barker, Robert [Duncan]. A house of prostitution.
I, the Madame, supplying the Old Man with moments of perverse
felicity, his drug…” (Mirages, p. 81)

2 Postscript to the
Introduction of Delta of
Venus, p. xvi.

3 Ferrone, p.
56.

4 Mirages, p.
42.

5 Diary 3, pp.
56-57.

6 Mirages, p. 41. Nin
writes: “I could give [Ruder] copies of the diary in exchange for
money for Henry’s trip. Virginia [Admiral] copied diary 32, I
revised it, changed the names…”

7 Mirages, p.
42.

8 Ferrone, p.
53.

9 Ferrone, p.
54.

10 Ferrone, p.
55.

11 Ferrone, p.
59.

12 Ferrone, p.
56.

13 In a letter to Rupert
Pole dated January 16, 1986, Ferrone says that Harris Galleries had
“two of Anaïs’s erotica manuscripts, bound. One is called ‘Marcel,’
and was published in Delta. The other is called ‘Life in
Provincetown’ and appears to not have been published.”

14 In Box 1, Folder 2 of
the Howard archive, a letter dated March 26, 1941 and signed by
Anaïs Nin asks Howard if he wishes to see more pages of the
manuscripts from which Miller had previously given him a sample.
She also entreats him to suggest a way of disposing of the
manuscript in order to finance Miller’s tour of America.

In Box 1, Folder 3, there
is a letter dated October 11, 1941 and signed by Henry Miller in
which he says that he is sending Howard a typescript of
pornographic material done by Nin and informing Howard of an
abridged version of the Diary, which covers 1930-1935 in
Paris.

15 Ferguson cites a letter
from Miller’s friend Rives Childs in which he tells Miller the
names of the stories Howard offered him. Miller flatly denied
writing the stories. (Henry Miller: A Life, pp.
277-278.)

16 Ferguson posits that
Miller may have been “ashamed” of his role in pornography (p. 277).
Another Miller biographer, Mary Dearborn, thinks that Miller was
continuing to “distance himself from Nin in deference to her wishes
that their relationship remain secret” (p. 211). Neither biographer
questions Miller’s authorship of Opus
Pistorum.

17 Milton Luboviski, in
his “Epilogue” of the 1983 Grove Press edition of
Opus Pistorum, claimed
that Miller wrote for him in the early 1940s, which counters
Ferguson’s (and Nin’s) account that he wrote the original material
for Ruder.

18 From a rough draft of
the description of Auletris, Harris Galleries,
1986.

19 “A manuscript of the
diary covering the period from January 1918 to March 1919 was
lost.” Linotte,
p. 207.

20 The letter is in Box 1,
Folder 7 of the George Howard papers.

21 See pp. 58-85 in
Mirages.

22 The Auletris version of “Marcel”
contains fragments of other stories that appear in Delta of Venus,
including “Mathilde,” “Mandra” and “Miriam.”

23 Ferrone, p.
56.


 


 “Life in Provincetown”—An excerpt from Auletris:
Erotica by Anaïs Nin

 


One long main street running along the Bay outline, Portuguese
fishermen sitting in circles like the Italians and chatting. Behind
the houses on the main street are wharves which project out on the
water at various lengths. On these wharves are the huts, shacks,
which the fishermen once used to store their nets, tools, and the
boats to be repaired. It is here that the artists live. The roofs
are peaked and beamed. Everything is made of rough wood like the
inside of some old ship. At high tide the water runs under the
wharves, at low tide it exposes a long stretch of sand.

The walls are thin. One can hear everything.
Often the shades are not down, and one can see everything.

There are no guardians, no one to say: stop
the noise, or to see at what time one comes home. No
superintendents, house owners. Just the lonely wharves, in darkness
at night, the sound of the water, and little crooked shack-like
studios occupied by a variety of people.

The town is full of soldiers, sailors, and
beautiful Portuguese girls...and summer visitors in shorts.

There is one movie, one bar where women are
not admitted and several night clubs.

In one studio there lived one of the
artist’s models, whose mouth was so big, so full, so prominent,
that one could see nothing else. When she looked at one, one could
notice only the mouth, like the mouth of a negress. She rouged too
heavily, and then powdered her face white, so that the mouth stood
out even more and was able to eclipse the rest of the face and even
the body.

As one knew she was a model, well known in
the Village in New York, one assumed she had a beautiful body, but
somehow one only looked at the mouth. Somehow or other one imagined
the other mouth to be equally luxuriant, equally prominent. Just as
one felt that the thin-lipped mouths of Puritan women must he the
exact replicas of their thin-lipped sexuality.

This mouth wore a flaming red bathing suit
from morning till evening. She lived alone with the shades always
up. One could watch her dress in the morning. One could see her
asleep, first of all, late in the morning, sprawled on her bed in
great disorder. That was when she was alone. She was rarely alone.
Very often she lay in bed completely concealed by some heavy arm,
or a man’s body...

They slept as if they had had a bout and
were exhausted. Slept on through the morning, in each other’s arms.
Locked as they were, it was difficult to imagine that this locked
embrace was only temporary. The next evening it would be a
different man. The model had such a simple way of solving her
problem. When she saw a handsome man in the street, she slipped her
arm through his, looked up at his face, smiling, and said,
“Hello.”

It was as simple as that. Rarely was she
given a cold hello because of her mouth.

Unlocking herself from the embrace of her
night visitor she would rush to her work as a model, so everyone in
Provincetown knew her body more or less intimately. The painting
classes knew it from long hours of contemplation, and the rest of
the town, from such bouts as I have mentioned.

The only one she could not lure so easily to
her room was her very own neighbor, the handsomest boy in all the
town, the son of a Portuguese fisherman, now captain of a sailing
yacht which took visitors around the Cape at night for one
dollar.

He slept next door to her. Before he had
seen her he had heard all the tumult in her room; the night before,
he had heard a particular grunt of satisfaction from some heavy
body, and then a woman’s delighted laughter, such a laughter as he
had never heard.

To begin with he had never heard of a woman
laughing while love-making. They always grew so serious and
intense, the gayest of them. He had known plenty in his sailor
life. They always grew serious. Never even smiled, as if
love-making, even with a stranger, were an intense affair, not to
be treated lightly.

Their pleasure was always like the pleasure
of an animal, dark rather, with strange sounds. Animals do not
laugh. Women became animals at night, surely, as these legends told
us. More so even than men.

But not the richly-mouthed model. She
laughed like a negress being tickled. Every caress made her laugh
obscenely. And there was a different kind of laughter for each part
of the body. Lying in the dark, on the other side of the wall, he
could almost divine where she was being touched.

At first it was her feet, surely, and it
tickled her because she giggled. It must have been only the
external portions of her body, for she laughed gaily, lightly. The
man with her must have been touching her ribs, her shoulders, her
arms, her legs. Suddenly, her laughter changed. It was modulated as
if she were being slightly hurt, and it was that she was growing
vulnerable.

He could tell. She laughed like someone
plunging into too cold water, and gasping, and then feeling the
warm reaction, and enjoying the new sensation.

She laughed as if pleasure were new and
beginning to invade her. Ah.....ahh.....came her voice in the
darkness. If he could have seen her move he would not have been as
clearly aware of her pleasure. He felt this pleasure of hers
rippling through his muscles. The walls were so thin he could feel
it all in his body. Ah.....ahh.....there was a silence. This
silence disturbed the Portuguese more than anything. What could
keep her so still, after her rippling and open pleasure? What
caress could silence her suddenly as if too profound to cause an
exterior proof of joy? He tried to divine. He knew she was naked,
for he had heard her say, “Let’s take all our clothes off.” What
was the man doing to her? No sound. The Portuguese felt ripples
covering his strong, dark body. He felt close to a mystery. He
expected her to cry out any moment from uncontainable ecstasy.
Instead there came out of the darkness, a long, prolonged low
laughter, guttural, rich, low, obscene...

The other mouth—surely the man had opened
his way into the other mouth, the luxuriant, thick, rich sexual
mouth she carried almost exposed for everyone to see in her twin
mouth of her face...for everyone to see the thickness and fullness
of her sexual feelings...ripe and open and red... Ah.....
Ah.....came the voice. The flesh indented by the attack of the man,
yielding, and with guttural cries that revealed the thrusts made
into it, each thrust accompanied by a long ahhhhhh.....ahhhhhhh of
pleasure, until her voice sank.

And then again a silence. And then the voice
came as if she were suddenly violently wounded. Ahhh........ The
Portuguese’s body was burning, tortured with desire. Each cry of
the woman raised his penis in the dark. And how it burned. All the
wind and sun that had beaten against it, the cold and heat, the
salt water, contributed to making it firm and salty and vigorous,
and now it stood raised in the dark, leaping at each modulation of
the woman’s voice. When her last cry came, he almost thought he
would come too, so feverish and taut he was, listening to this
scene and imagining all its developments...

Silence now. They must have fallen asleep.
The Portuguese could not sleep. He rose and slipped on his
trousers. He opened the screen door of his studio. There was a
light next door. The shades were raised. And there she lay, naked
and asleep, with the man fallen over her. No matter how much he
desired her, and now it was every moment of the day and night, when
he saw her walking about, so naked in her bathing suit that he
could see the curled pubic hairs protruding on each side of her
tight panties, so naked that the straps often fell from her
shoulders and revealed half of her breasts...yet he could not bring
himself to become one of those anonymous men who could all give her
pleasure.
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