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WITH ANTONIN ARTAUD by Anais Nin


 


From the unedited
transcript of the original diary

 


ANAIS NIN’S encounter with
Antonin Artaud, in the spring and summer of 1933, falls into the
period she later often called her “season in hell.” She obviously
knew about the controversial actor-poet before they met, since
Artaud, for many years, had already been a patient and protégé of
Dr. René Allendy (and his wife, Yvonne), with whom Anais Nin had
begun her first analysis a year earlier. Moreover, as an avid
movie-goer, and a devotee of the theater, she might well have seen
him on stage, or in some of his memorable character parts in films
by such renowned directors as Abel Gance, Carl Dreyer, or G. W.
Pabst, though there is no mention of this in her diary. In the
interconnected intellectual world of Paris, the lapsed Surrealist,
inevitably, also was acquainted with many of the writers and
critics—like André Breton, Jacques Rivière, Léon Pierre-Quint,
Pierre-Jean Jouvet—who influenced Anais Nin’s own creativity. In
fact, it was Artaud who, in May 1934, would create the stage
lighting at the Salle Pleyel for Helba Huara, whose dance of “the
woman without arms” would become the ultimate metaphor in
House of Incest, Anais
Nin’s literary stocktaking of this wrenching period in her life.
When they met, Artaud probably did not realize how precariously the
thirty-year-old Anais Nin was juggling a set of complex
relationships: with her husband, with Henry Miller, with her cousin
Eduardo, with Dr. Allendy himself, and, finally, with her re-found
father, the perpetual Don Juan. “With his extraordinary instinct
for the secret resources of the soul,” as the critic Maurice
Saillet once described Artaud, after his death in 1948, he may have
discerned in Anais Nin’s intense receptiveness the kind of extreme
sensitivity, the “mind’s almost morbid penetration,” he had once
found a decade earlier in the young editor of the
Nouvelle Revue Française, Jacques Rivière, but apparently seldom since. (“I am quite
aware that I bore everybody,” he had written to Allendy in 1927,
“that no one is interested—but what am I to do, since I am alive?”)
Obviously, Anais Nin was not bored by Antonin Artaud. Yet once
again she faced a painful dilemma when she tried to separate the
artist, who had inflamed her mind, from the reality of the man;
when the woman stood in conflict with the creative
spirit.

The present text has been
taken from the unedited, typed transcripts of the three original
diary volumes for the period March to August 1933. Some of the
letters to Artaud, published here for the first time, were written
in French and have been so identified. They were translated by
Nyuka Laurent, who also provided English language versions of the
surviving letters from Antonin Artaud, which appeared in Volume 1,
1983, and have not been repeated here. Readers of the first
published volume of The Diary of Anais
Nin, 1931-1934, will realize how much of
the essence of the relationship was already conveyed in that
“expurgated” version, though many details then had to be
suppressed, and those familiar with the story of “Pierre”—”Je suis
le plus malade des surréalistes”—first published in 1941, can here
once again trace in detail the emergence of Anais Nin’s fictions
from that indispensable sourcebook, her diary. This text represents
all entries on Artaud in the original for the period
covered.

 


[March, 1933]

MONDAY. THE VISITORS have
left. I’m sitting alone in the studio. A stifling, choking timidity
ruined my evening, because it meant so much to me, because the
expectation was too immense... To have René Allendy and Antonin
Artaud here. Parts of it were like a dream, where I let my house
speak for me, the garden, the crystals. How we walked through the
moon-drenched garden and Artaud was strongly moved to a romantic
mood: “The beauty we think lost in the world is here, the house is
magic, the garden is magic. It is all a fairytale.”

“And you are the
magician,” said Mrs. Allendy.

I was sad and
lonely—disconnected again, choked in my mood. Oh, the effort, the
effort at connection! The heart-rending effort.

René blossomed however! He
made me happy. It is all a matter of rhythm. Artaud talked ardently
about legends, myths, cabbales, magic. He resents René’s
psychoanalytical explanations! We did pillory Marie Bonaparte.
Artaud’s eyes now weary, malicious, his gaunt face so
keen.

Eduardo [Sanchez] ill, and
wanting my care. And as they leave I have a great feeling of
being only the victim of a
mood, that they have left me contented,
carrying images—that perhaps they too lost their confidence because
they felt themselves in exotic surroundings. When René first came
in he said: “I feel here as in a very distant country.” He became
poet, or the poet predominated. In poetry he lags behind
Artaud!

All alone I begin to
laugh, because I remember the good things. René smoking one of the
blue cigarettes, with a knowing smile, as if saying: I
noticed them! Artaud
saying there was a bevy of books on Ulysses—Ulysses in Paris,
Ulysses’s son... I said: Ulysses en
pantoufles. Artaud’s talk: the actor in
him. The marvels of his theater...

When I gave Artaud the
manuscript of “Alraune” [Early manuscript drafts of what eventually
became House of Incest. See also the section on the making of House of Incest in
Anais, Vol. 5, 1987, pp. 102-123. Ed.] I wrote this for
him:

“You who have used the
language of the nerves and the perceptions of nerves, who have
known what it is to lie down and feel that it is not a body which
is lying down, flesh, blood, but a hammock suspended in a space
swarming with tentacles, bristling in the inundation of
hallucinations, may find here an answer to the constellations and
fragmentations of your words, an interweaving, a parallelism, an
accompaniment. The confrontation of two uncoalescenses, an echo, an
equal space in vertigo, a resonance.

“A resonance without
finition to the fever of your ‘grande
ferveur pensente,’ to ‘une fatigue du commencement du monde,’ to ‘le sang vegetal et
tonnant,’ to the contractions and
shrivelings of your being, to your unlimited horizons, unlimited
sensations.

“What is essential to our
livingness, after the creation, is the dispellment of the void into
which some of our words fall. What I mean is that not one of your
words has fallen back into its unique mould, self-nourishing. I am
gathering them. And you can see perhaps in these pages how I
prepared the absence of walls, the absorbing lights, the reflective
crystals, the expectant air, the monstrous elements, the drugged
downs, the nerves, the eyes to receive them.

“That is all. An effort at
coinciding diapasons.”

 


The journal as
itinerary. Artaud did not understand why I
preserve the journal (in iron boxes). He is the very opposite.
Henry Miller, when I met him, owned nothing. Artaud owns nothing. I
have a sense of destiny, time, direction. Henry says he would no
longer have the courage to travel penniless on the open road. He is
tired of adventure. His intense seriousness delights me, amazes me.
His jealously amuses me, for he is concerned about Artaud, etc. We
laugh about it all.

 


Observing how the only book
I became interested in at the [American] Library was one which
(although on the medical shelf) fitted into Henry’s philosophic
scheme and my universe (philosophically created by Henry), whereas
I could not find the material for Allendy because I do not
understand his scientific world of fact, even if he handles and
visualizes and interprets that world transcendentally. I became sad
and realized our apartness—as I realized it too the other night
when he and Artaud discussed the meaning of a poem by Gerard de
Nerval...

 


March 16.
Awake this morning to receive a book from
Artaud, L’Art et la
Mort.

Henry is worried by Artaud.
But he will not oppose Artaud, or say mean things about him. We
accept each other’s enthusiasms. Henry wanders, as I do, loses
himself, explores, dissolves, forgets me, superficially, in a great
imperative movement which I understand. Each one of us possesses
his own soul: respect each other’s ego, though we may suffer
tortures, humanly.

Great sadness when I left
Allendy yesterday, an Allendy tortured by jealousy, and so
passionate. I was overwhelmed and I could not talk. He is amazingly
intuitive, and my lies are useless.

As I advance into greater
and greater complications (“Everyone loved you the other night,”
said René), it is the other’s jealousy which now concerns me,
because I know the horrors of it. And it is getting more and more
difficult to make four men happy.

 


I WRITE TO
ARTAUD:

“In the few lines I read
before I had divined the tone, and now in L’Art et la Mort, I have discovered
the expansion and plenitude of your writing. I have never read
anything so faradic, so fluid, so arrowed. It seems to me that you
have covered all the experiences of fiction, that you have visited
the regions we could only suspect the existence of, like those
planets unknown to our eyes. I have an almost painful impression of
the exhaustiveness of your expression—like the ultimate statements,
an absolutism of vision. I am unable to say very simply: I love
your book, because the multiplicity of intention and perception in
each of your words gives vertigo (which is what you want), fear,
too, as one has of myths. One sees so much. A vision relentless and
almost intolerably acute.

“The pages on death defy
all praise because they read like a drug or a poison. I cannot
touch them. To praise or to criticize there must be a space between
the page and me. I cannot find this space, the necessary divergence
of identity. I am absorbed, re-absorbed, and distilled (you may
want this too. It is the magic which annihilates intellectual
perception.).

“How shafted the
mockingness, the irony, the obscenities, the violence of both
language and image. Stark. How bitter the undercurrent of profound
thinking, the acrid savors, the pungent, indelible phrases. A
vigorous, agile, rich mind, and what horizon-shattering sensorial
fever. What strangely peaceful, wisdom-laden phrases in the
‘Lettre à la Voyante’—lulling, humble, balanced, fatalistic.

“For the moment I cannot
do more than this: to abdicate as a writer and return to you your
own phrases, to remind you that what you wrote about drugs applies
to the effect of your work, describes the effect of it. When I
emerge from this splendor I may say more.

“P.S. I gave you ‘Alraune’
because I talk through my writing, but I forgot to tell you that it
is not finished, that the three women who are projections of the
one, emerge from death through man, and [achieve] liberation from
the self. A trilogy of narcissism.”

 


A night! What a night! The
schoolroom hall of the Sorbonne. Artaud and Allendy at the podium.
Allendy cryptic, direct, factual. Artaud the essential poet, tense,
contracted, dramatic. The crowd half antagonistic, half amused,
mocking. Not understanding.

I was surrounded by Hugh,
Henry, Hélène Boussinesq, Davidson, René Lalou, Mme. Lalou. All but
Hugh and Henry were jeering. There were protestations, insults.
People walked out boldly, ostentatiously.

When it was all over,
Artaud walked almost directly up to me and kissed my hand. He asked
me to go to a café with him. Hugh could not go because he was
entertaining Mr. Davidson who did not speak French. So I stayed
with Artaud until he was left alone. We walked and walked through
the dark streets. He was hurt, wounded, baffled by the public. We
talked. We sat in the Coupole and talked. He forgot the conference.
He reread my [earlier] letter to him, I translating it. He liked
what I had written him. He told me he was an opium addict, for
fifteen years. Described his sensations, his fears, his struggles
to achieve work. He recited poetry. Said I had green and sometimes
violet eyes. We talked about form, the dream, his work, the
theater. My extreme timidity made me utterly calm, listening. We
understood each other, and we walked and talked for
hours.

Artaud the essential poet,
uniquely, wholly poet.

 


I wrote him [in French in
the original text]:

“I don’t know if I told
you clearly enough last night how sharp and profound the
fundamental idea of your lecture really was. It shook the world. I
could actually feel the tremors among your audience: thus the
powerful theatrical effect which arose from the very center of the
plague, just as your effect should now emerge in the midst of a
dead, sick universe, like a cry of a transcendental life, like your
own cries last night.

“These are the facts: of
nine people I knew only Lalou did not understand. you, and Lalou
does not count. I spoke with the others: it is clear that you
succeeded completely in communicating, even electrifying, in
creating an upheaval, a fever pitch. For Miller, the writer, who is
right now at work on a book about Proust, Joyce, and Lawrence,
about the Universe of Death, you have become the very symbol of
that revindication of life through the poetic stance. Believe me,
you were most inspired, and even the hostility (which seemed minor
when compared to those who clung to your words) only proves the
corrosive quality of what you said. Do you, too, see this
now?

“P.S. I dare write you [in
French] despite mistakes and imperfections. I am risking
everything, even the use of my banal French, because I trust, and I
feel, that you will understand me. I no longer worry about literary
style.”

 


TO HENRY I confess the
great shock it gave me last night to see a sensitive artist
confronting a hostile public—what brutality in the public, what
ugliness, because they cannot tell when they face a sincere artist
and respect sincerity.

Henry admires Artaud—was
moved by what I told him. Henry is the least petty man I know. I
was moved by his generosity, because his attitude comes with
another he confessed to me: that the moment Artaud entered the hall
Henry recognized a poet, a fine-bred one, and that he visualized in
a flash, and understood, that I might love Artaud. And as Henry
said this, how mellow he was, how moving.

Then Henry and I talked
about jealousy, how grateful he was that I did not use jealousy to
tyrannize him by pain—I do so much to preserve his security because
in this security he works, expands, finds equilibrium and himself.
That was important. He has found himself because I have not made a
slave of him. It is strange how to Henry I have been able to make
the greatest gift: that of not holding... The greatest miracle of
wise love. And it is this he has given me too.

It is this that Allendy
failed to give me.

 


Artaud’s eyes. Before the
eyelids come down, the pupils of the eyes swim upward, and I see
only the whites. The lids fall in the whiteness, a slow flesh
gesture, and one wonders where his eyes are...he the man who has
invented new dimensions of feelings, thoughts, language.

Beautifully chiselled,
tormented features, mobile, an actor’s—a voice always about to
break, always on the edge of a howl of pain.

Eyes blue with languors,
black with pain, rebellion. Gentle last night, at the end, humming
as we walked. A knot of nerves, tangled.

I must study French to talk
to him. It is very important what Artaud and I have to say to each
other.

I’m fascinated by the
mystery of human beings. I had to solve the enigma of Allendy. I
was enthusiastic to discover him. And now I have clearly the
impression of rushing on...

 


Allendy recedes into the
world of the dead, with all his beautiful supernatural
qualities.

Artaud I will follow
because I penetrate his world. It is mine, when I am dead. I am
occasionally dead!

The woman, the damned woman
in me, her head turns. Only the artist is valuable. The artist must
save me. Depths, Values. I keep them both in the foreground,
fighting my sensuality, my susceptibility.

 


April 11, 1933.
A demon. A demon in me.

Allendy will not
die. He is roused to fury and to passion
by his jealousy. He reproaches me for not noticing him at the
conference. He saw me going away with Artaud. He saw Henry sitting
next to me. He reproaches me for playing with him.

Artaud: a tortured being,
irritably racked. Stutters. Sits in a niche of wall, as on the
defense. Slowly relaxed by me and talking flowingly. So tenuous our
talk. In his presence I lose faith in my subtlety. Yet he says: “I
have never been able to talk like this to anyone. With most people
you can talk only about ideas—not the channels through which these
ideas pass, the currents of atmosphere.”

Yes, Artaud and I dramatize
the passage of ideas through sensation. We give preponderance to
sensation.

“Ce
dechirement...” I was so moved when he
explained his pains: his difficulty with writing, his excessive
impressionability, his incapacity to enjoy—everything filtered
through pain, exacerbated nerves. The weight he must lift. The
sunrise seen through a fog, a billious fog. The walls of the
absolute against which he breaks his head. He cannot live within
the relative—always the end. Always the extreme. This tearing of
the self. “In my superheated world of hallucinations, monsters,
nightmares, I am happy.”

I say: “I’m comfortable in
it. I like to be in it.”

“I cannot even have that
satisfaction. Those regions you say you reach—I get no satisfaction
from reaching them. It is all torture. I make superhuman efforts
to awake.”

But why awake?

We acknowledge a
difference. I disdain reality and I am content to sleep and dream.
I love my nightmares. I love those “houses that are falling into
the river.”

“Yes,” says Artaud. “I
noticed you were satisfied in your world. That is rare.”

Suddenly I realized it
wasn’t my dream world which satisfied me, but Henry. Henry in my
dream world, and Henry the reality. I was almost ashamed of my joy
before Artaud.

But he basked in it. He
talked, warmed to it. He said tenuous things about “Alraune.” I
couldn’t remember them. He sensed great abstractions, an
orchestration in writing, a force, an intensity. Asked me to
translate parts of it because he doesn’t read English
well.

In great need of sympathy.
And we’re born under the same Libra! [Born on February 21, A.N.
actually was a Pisces, and Antonin Artaud, born September 4, was a
Virgo, which is regarded as an earth sign. Ed.]

Artaud is one of the
personages in my literary life, like June [Miller], and Louise [de
Vilmorin]. He has dramatic, theatrical qualities.

He leaves us to have his
regular Wednesday dinner with the Allendys.

 


Artaud asks me when he can
see me. Allendy wants me to meet him next Thursday. [William
Aspenwal] Bradley asks to come Monday and showers praise on me.
Artaud sent me a book he translated freely from English [The Monk,
by Monk Lewis (Paris: Denoel & Steele, 1931)].

 


May 10, 1933.
Artaud’s visit has lost its vividness, yet at the
moment it engrossed me powerfully. We talked with passion about our
habit of condensation, rigorous sifting, our quest of the
essential, love of quintessence, all through life and literature,
untiring. And not a premeditated effort, simply faithfulness to our
integrity of thought and feeling. We don’t try to condense. When we
condense and try to extract essences we are approximating the true
normal way of functioning of our minds. We discussed analysis—at
first aggressively. He is bitter about the pragmatic employment of
it, says it serves only to liberate people sexually, whereas it
should be used only as a metaphysical discipline, to reach the
Whole. We discovered he was not, in a sense, ever so much in need
of it as I was, because he has never entirely lost his equilibrium
as I did. He remains lucid about his self, objective. I am either
more naive or more emotional. I don’t know. He enjoyed discovering
that I was born mostly under water signs. Said it suited me exactly
and talked of me having a substance, but a slippery one, like that
of a fish that is difficult to catch although you can feel it! Is
that the true meaning of the title of one of my first stories: “The
Woman No Man Could Hold”? Henry alone has got a grip on
me.

Artaud also said he did not
believe I was good. I did good out of a voluptuous joy in creation.
Exactly.

He talked fluently,
easily. He had lost some of his bitterness, his delire de persecution. He has a deep
lack of self-confidence. Always thinks I don’t want him, he is
interrupting my work etc. Touched by any mark of interest, and I am
prodigal with my demonstrations.

 


Allendy certifies my
intuition that Artaud is homosexual, and immediately I realized why
he was attracted to Hugh, an attraction which at first puzzled me.
And I chuckle to myself: Always a homosexual in the
background!

 


I write Artaud, sending him
a little money.

I realized that the
pleasures of love are
nothing to me without everything else around it... Which definitely
disposes of Allendy and all other games.

Pleasure elsewhere.
Pleasure in giving Artaud relief from servitude to material needs,
and above all relief from his feeling that the world is against
him.

I remember Allendy’s jest:
“Don’t play with Artaud. He is an underdog, he is too
miserable.”

“I’m only interested in
his genius.”

“But then don’t be a
coquette. Be a comrade.”

“In literary relations I’m
very masculine,” I said.

“But your silhouette is
decidedly not masculine,” said Allendy.

 


I have carried heavy bags
full of books to be sold to get Henry the books. he needs for his
work. I wear worn sandals, and I have only two nightgowns, but I
send Artaud 200 frs. and incur Hugh’s anger by doing so.

 


Artaud suffered the other
night at Bernard Steele’s [dinner party], because he was not
himself. He wrote me the next day, saying that his mood had forced
a lying attitude upon him, a strained “fige,” unnatural tenseness, that he
hoped I had understood that he had not been himself etc.
[See ANAIS, Vol.
1, 1983, pp. 56-57. Ed.]

Poor Artaud. I knew he was
tortured as I was by Steele’s flippancy (à la John Erskine), the
bantering tone. I realized he was irritated and humiliated, and in
the train I did not have time to make him understand this. The
cheap tone of the Steeles. (“Une sorte de
remord moral me pousse à vous ecrire…”
Artaud wrote.) Yes, he was humiliated before me, by the
conversation. We were all false, due to the ambiance, off key. The
mockingness of the Steeles froze me too. Steele is only real when
he talks about music.

I seem to be traversing the
most sincere period of my life. I have a need of sincerity. I
demand it of others.

 


So I write Artaud [in
French in the original text]:

“I truly understood what
happened inside of you the other night. How well I know that your
thoughts, your state of mind, can be irritated by certain.
circumstances. I know that one takes on false airs as
self-protection, to disguise a more hidden self, a far too sacred
and serious inner state. One cannot expose this self. I felt that
all the superficiality of the evening went against your nature. I
wanted to bring up this subject when I mentioned that the tone of
the conversation during dinner made me suffer. I thought and
believed you would say to me: we are out of our element. I
understand all this so much better than I can explain it to you;
that you could say and do and play a thousand roles and yet not
deceive me as to your real self, or the truth. I always sense the
fundamental core of others. And what I see and feel at the same
time, I believe in. I know that one—or a thousand—evenings with the
kind of false tone we had the other night would always be trivial
to me.

“Let us simply wipe out,
forget this evening. You are always so aware of a specific
atmosphere. To escape from the debasement created by such
conversations, you distort yourself. For instance, the way you
spoke about women was not ‘you.’ You need not worry about the
effect such false behavior might have on me since I know you
better. The same happens to me. What counts and what is important
is that when we—Hugh, you, and I—are at Louveciennes (the other
night, for instance) we can speak openly about ourselves, and not
protect ourselves with disguises, by flight. When one is truly
overflowing, the in-between-life is a torment. I intuitively
understood the uneasiness you felt that evening, and all this is
true for me, too, Artaud.”

Such an immense pity I have
for Artaud, because he is always suffering. I realize how extremely
rare are the moments of physical well-being I have known, and
equally rare the moments of absolute joy, and I want to create
those moments for others.

I know Artaud’s nerves and
sensitivities are assuaged here [at Louveciennes]. I remember what
Henry was when I met him, and now he is an exultant, joyous,
creative being. It is the darkness, the bitterness in Artaud I want
to heal. Physically, I wouldn’t touch him. But the flame in him,
and the pain, these I love.

 


June 3, 1933.
After all, I did not understand what happened to
Artaud the other night. He came yesterday and explained that his
stiffness was not caused by the Steeles’s mockery but because he
was suspicious of me. He was resisting me, and felt suspicious of
my sympathy. He was afraid. “I don’t understand,” I said. Just
before he had said this we had been talking about his life, about
the book he is writing. [Apparently, Héliogabale, ou l’Anarchiste couronné, published by Denoel et Steele in April, 1934.
Ed.] He had seemed
overwhelmed by my interest. “Are you really interested in my life?”
he asked. Later, he added: “I want to dedicate my book to you. But
do you realize what that means? It won’t be a conventional
dedication. It will reveal a subtle understanding between
us.”

“There is an understanding
between us,” I said.

“But is it an ephemeral
one? Is it just a whim, on your part, or is it an essential,
fundamental connection? I see you as a woman who plays with men.
You have so much warmth and sympathy—one can get deluded. You
appear to be fond of everybody, you scatter your affections. I am
afraid you are fickle, changeable. I imagine you interested in me
today, and dropping me tomorrow.”

“Artaud, you must trust
your intuition. All my agreeableness is superficial. In reality I
care for a few people very deeply, thoroughly. Certain essential
connections cannot change like that. I haven’t based my interest in
you on any worldly discovery of you. I read your work and I felt
that I understood you—that’s all. I was open and frank about
it.”

“But do you often write
letters like that to writers—you’re in the habit of doing
that?”

I laughed. “No, I have
never written to a writer like that, immediately. It isn’t a habit
with me. I did it on the basis of a correlation between our minds
and our work. I started on a certain plane. I met you on this
plane.”
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Antonin Artaud as Massieu
in Carl Dreyer’s La Passion de Jeanne
d’Arc, 1928

 


“You did a thing which was
magnificently unconventional. I couldn’t believe in it. If it was
done with that disregard of the world, out of an impulse such as
you describe, then it is too beautiful to believe in.”

“I wouldn’t write to
Steele like that. If you had misunderstood that I was addressing
the Artaud revealed in his writing—if you had answered me on
another plane—then you were not Artaud, and that is all. I live
constantly in a certain world where things do not happen as they
happen in Steele’s world, for example. I am aware that the Steeles
could talk about us, and my letter, as they talked about the other
women, and stories they knew. You either meet me on that plane, or
not.”

“I couldn’t believe all
this possible,” said Artaud. “I never believed such an attitude
possible in this world. I feared to understand. I feared to deceive
myself, that it should all turn out ordinary, that you should all
turn out ordinary, that you should be a woman who enjoyed writing
letters to writers, acting sympathy etc. You see,
I take things so seriously.”

“So do I,” I said, with a
face he could no longer misread. “I’m nice to people and all on the
surface. Yes. I do play. But don’t forget that when it comes down
to essentials, to meaning, connections are rare, and that it was
the seriousness in you, the transcendentalism, that I addressed
myself to directly, unconventionally, because my visions are swift
and I don’t make mistakes. I also take things very seriously. I
have already told you, I live in another
world.”

“I felt the other night
that when you talked so gently in the train I hurt you by my
withdrawn mood.”

“No, I attributed it to
your work. I explained it thus.”

“It was fear of you. The
more you showed understanding, the more I feared you. I thought you
were acting to torment me.”

“There are some things one
can’t act. I can’t pretend to feel your world, if I
don’t.”

“It was all too wonderful.
It frightens me. I have lived in such a great moral solitude. It is
easy to people one’s world, but that doesn’t satisfy
me.”

“Moi non
plus. About this, I am really
uncompromising. I don’t see many people.”

“I thought you did. Your
life seemed so theatrical, so exteriorized—your costumes—your
house.”

“But it’s not for a
public.”

Artaud liked this. I
explained it was an inner necessity.

 


WE WERE SITTING in the
garden. Artaud put his hand on my knee. I was surprised by the
warmth of it. We looked at each other openly and heavily. We both
felt unsettled. I made no gesture. I said: “You wanted not to feel
an immense moral solitude. Well, you won’t from now on. You can
trust me. I mean this.” Defining it seemed to postpone the question
of love which I saw in his eyes, and which hangs over us, shadowy,
puzzling. He withdrew his hand. We sat very still. At this moment
his eyes looked very beautiful—all the seriousness, all the
mystery, all the wonder. Poe, Shelley, the poète maudit.

I asked him to read me from
his book.

Later in the evening, while
we leaned over a book, Artaud put his hand on my shoulder. And I
liked it. He seemed much more human than I had
suspected.

He said Steele had tried to
make him appear ridiculous at his house—out of jealousy. I know
that is true. I also realize that Allendy has watched my growing
interest in Artaud with irritation. That is why the day I took him
the manuscript to read and asked to buy two copies of Artaud’s
book, Allendy was disagreeable to me.

Again it was clear that the
only route to me is by way of the imagination. Allendy is a live,
ordinarily magnetic man—and Artaud is sick, morbid, and it is
Artaud who wins out. The direct, blind, ordinary physical
connection is impossible to me.

Artaud embroidered on the
meaning of my name—said it described the external me, the Grecian,
the lovely, the luminous, not the sombre me.

 


I understand in myself now
this warm spontaneity which I also showed Henry. The first day
Henry came to our house I said, showing him the imaginary studio on
top of the garage: “We could fix up this place and you could come
and work here.” And my telegram, when he wrote me his job in Dijon
was intolerable: “Come home to Louveciennes.”

In both cases these two
men, who have lived and are cynical on the surface, were affected
by my simplicity and directness. Surprised by my hospitality. If
their cynicism and experience prompted them to interpret my
invitation as sexual, at the same time my tone imposed on them a
certain more romantic and more profound interpretation. What
prompted me to seek them out is a swift sense of their timidity and
a curiously accurate intuition in me. Those are the impulses I
trust.

 


The night after Artaud’s
visit I dreamed that he possessed me and that I was surprised by
his passionateness. He pulled me away from my journal which I was
writing.

I did not write down my
exaltation which accompanied my talk with Artaud. I was brimming
with feelings. I know I was looking at him with that transparent
openness—those terrific moments of expansiveness, of emotion.
Artaud’s own intensity was so exposed, and his eyes so revelatory.
But those moments when I feel carried away are so absolute that
others may take for love what is a kind of passionate friendship.
Too much warmth—I am exuding warmth, too full of it, too full of
life and love.

I don’t want to hurt
Artaud.

What I admire in Henry is
that he has the courage to hurt, that with pain he brings
life.

Why is Artaud a drug
addict?

 


June 8, 1933.
Hugo rushes to London. Henry comes to
Louveciennes. I leave Henry to meet Artaud, who greets me with a
tormented face. “I am clairvoyant. I see you did not mean anything
you said the other day. Right after our talk in the garden you
became cold and distant—your face impenetrable. You eluded my
touch. You took flight. Oh, you are dangerous and I always knew
it.”

“But there was no question
of a human love—as soon as I spoke I felt you had given my words a
human interpretation.”

“But what was it a
question of?”

“Of non-human imaginative
ties.”

“But we are human beings!
It’s monstrous what you expect of a man!”

I forget the sequence of
our phrases. I knew I was beginning to play. I knew I did not want
Artaud, the physical Artaud. At what precise moment I stepped out
of myself I do not know. Already when Artaud said: “We walk in
step. It is heavenly to walk with someone who walks with the same
rhythm. It makes walking easier...” I felt it all to be unreal. I
knew he was watching me walk with delight. I saw my sandals
treading supplely, I saw my light dress tremble and ebb back and
forth, I saw my own bare arm, and I saw Artaud seeing it, and
Artaud, I knew, was a sick, tormented madman and I was interested
in him, but not humanly, and he being so morbid and so
hyper-sensitive also wanted the trophy which he knew Allendy,
Henry, and Eduardo claimed, and wanted it all.

I don’t know why, sitting
in the Coupole, we kissed, and I tried to prove to Artaud I was
sincere, that I was a divided being, that this was not a game but a
tragedy because I could not love imaginatively and humanly at the
same time. And slowly the story of my own “madness,” so much like
his, touched him, for human beings appear to him as spectral, and
he doubts and fears life. He said he loved my glidingness, my
alertness, my vibrancy, that I was the plumed serpent, snake and
bird, that he had never seen any woman look so much like a spirit.
Everything about me had terrified him, the enormous, exaggerated
eyes, like the eyes of a fairy, impossible eyes, so impossibly
clear, transparent, that there seemed to be no mystery, one thought
one could look through them, through me immediately, and yet there
were endless mysteries under that clarity, behind those naked
eyes.

I was stirred only like a
leaf in the wind, that is all, and the more Artaud pleaded, telling
me that he knew I had many lovers, the more strangely deceptive I
became, and the more he hunted down this deception, the more I
acted, and I sat at his side, so warm, and so mad, and so unlike
other women, and so tragic, and the kisses were of no pleasure to
me, only like more spider webs thrown around Artaud. Empty of
feeling and impelled by some demoniac force to tantalize, to act,
to give an illusion of closeness.
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