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PREFACE




Mirages
is the untold story of Anaïs Nin’s personal
struggle to keep alive what she valued most in life—the dream—in
the face of the harsh, puritanical climate of 1940s New York. It is
a record of a journey across what Nin called the “desert before me”
and witness to her painful rebirth as a woman and writer. It is the
story missing from The Diary of Anaïs
Nin, particularly volumes 3 and 4, which
also cover 1939 through 1947.

This book finally answers what readers
have been asking for decades: What led to the demise of Nin’s love
affair with Henry Miller? Just how troubled was her marriage to
Hugh Guiler? What is the story behind Nin’s “children,” the
effeminate young men she seemed to collect at will? How was it that
Nin wrote so prolifically during such a tumultuous time? What is
the truth about her mysterious relationship with Gore Vidal? And
what was it about Rupert Pole that seemed to assuage all the pain
Nin had endured?

In 1939, shortly after
fleeing wartime Paris for New York, Nin wrote: “Over and over again
I sail towards joy, which is never in the room with me, but always
near me, across the way, like those rooms full of gayety one sees
from the street, or the gayety in the street one sees from a
window. Will I ever reach joy?” By 1946, her search had devolved
into agony: “The greatest suffering does not come from living in
mirages, but from awakening. There is no greater pain
than awakening from a dream, the deep crying over the dying
selves…”

As World War II spread
across the world, Nin waged her own war against a reality she found
so horrifying that she repeatedly contemplated suicide and sought
temporary salvation in numerous doomed love affairs with an
assortment of men, ranging from the staid critic Edmund Wilson to
seventeen-year-old Bill Pinckard, searching for the “One” who could
respond to her, not only sensually, but completely. When none of her many
lovers could live up to her ideal, she exclaimed to the diary: “Oh,
someone, someone love me as I have loved.” It was only after
abandoning her quixotic quest that Nin met Rupert Pole, the ardent
lover who seemed to answer her needs—and who would eventually
prompt her to swing back and forth across the continent between him
and her husband for the rest of her life.

Nin wrote in 1943, “I feel like
rewriting the entire diary in two columns: the actual diary as it
is and its completion à la Proust—filling, rounding, objectifying,
encircling, encompassing all.”

While Nin never actually
put her diary into two columns, this aspiration was achieved, to an
extent, in her publication history. She published the “objectified”
version in the form of The Diary of Anaïs
Nin, but with one major omission: because
her husband and some of her lovers were still alive at the time,
she was forced to excise an entire side of her character—the
erotic—from the text. While Mirages
could have been a simple accumulation of what was
left out of the Diaries, the higher aim was to assemble the most meaningful material
from the missing “column” and reconstruct Nin’s story, and what a
story it is.

Here, the hazy, almost
imagined images and the vague angst of the Diary snap into eye-searing focus,
cast in a strong, sharp, defining light, laid bare for the reader.
It is sometimes shocking, sometimes beautiful, sometimes agonizing,
with little left to the imagination. The personages of the
Diary become real people
with real flaws and real problems; the transformation Nin undergoes
is made brutally clear.

Mirages
is a document of heartbreak, despair, desperation,
carnage and deep mourning, but it is also one of courage,
persistence, evolution and redemption.

Paul Herron,
San Antonio, Texas, March 2013

[TOC]


INTRODUCTION




Anaïs Nin’s diary is a remarkable work
of art. Because she believed “the topsoil of our personalities is
nothing,” her diary chronicles her interior life, the “uncensored
dream, the free unconscious,” and it unspools like a tickertape. It
is a deeply personal document, one that not only reveals the
psychological topography of one woman, but one that unveils
something of the interior life of all women, all people.

This new uncensored diary is
particularly explosive. It will no doubt enflame the usual brigade
of outraged moralists who have heaped scorn upon Nin for daring to
live by her own moral code, write about her adventures, and then
allow that writing to be published for all to read. The vitriol
with which she has been attacked proves her diary hits a nerve, but
as H. G. Wells said, “Moral indignation is jealousy with a
halo.”

We know that in the great experiment
that was her life, Anaïs Nin did things few of us would admit—or
even consider. Most of her secrets involved her sex life, an area
women have fought to control on their own terms. Nin had what
appears to have been an incredibly full and exciting life, but she
believed she suffered from “neurosis” or “sickness,” and she fought
to understand its cause. In the meantime, and without even a high
school education, Nin forged a modern art form that will finally
find its place in this century of internet communication, full, as
it is, of personal confession. But Nin was decades and light-years
ahead, trailblazing the exploration of an area of human life so
mysterious, so elemental, so beyond politics and social mores, so
personal, and yet so universal. To Nin’s detractors one must ask,
“If one’s lens is too small to fit the mysteries of one complex
life, if that life must be condemned, what in the critic’s own
complex psyche do they condemn and attempt to destroy?”

Nin’s story must begin with her
father, Joaquín Nin, a respected Spanish composer who abused his
children and then abandoned his family, leaving them nearly
destitute while he married a wealthy young music student and toured
in luxury throughout Europe. Nin, her mother and two brothers were
forced to sail for America in 1914, and while on board the ship
eleven-year-old Anaïs began writing a letter to lure her father
back to the family. This letter was never sent, but was the
beginning of her diary—a letter to the world, a
sixty-three-year-long cry from the heart.

Mirages
opens at the dawn of World War II when Nin fled
Paris where she lived for fifteen years with her husband, banker
Hugh Guiler. She had married “Hugo” in 1923, and though he loved
her and she trusted him, she found the union deeply unsatisfying.
In spite of this, the 1930s had been an idyllic period for her and
she continued her diary. At a time when it was considered shocking
for her to have done so, Nin wrote a book-length analysis of D. H.
Lawrence’s fiction, including the infamous Lady Chatterly’s Lover, and had it
published. She also wrote a long, surrealistic prose piece
entitled House of
Incest.

In what proved to be a
dramatic turning point in her life, Nin met writer Henry Miller and
his wife June in 1931. As is detailed in Nin’s first unexpurgated
diary, Henry and June, Nin and Miller championed one another as writers and began
an affair. Nin and Guiler also supported Miller financially and
paid for the printing of his ground-breaking novel,
Tropic of Cancer. Then in
1933, after a twenty-year separation, Nin met her father again.
Daughter and father were strangers, he a notorious Don Juan and she
a thirty-year-old woman. They fell into a brief, incestuous affair,
which Nin unflinchingly described in her second unexpurgated
diary, Incest.
Shortly thereafter, Nin sought psychoanalysis from Otto Rank, a
close colleague of Sigmund Freud, but he too fell in love with her
and this story was revealed in the following unexpurgated
diary, Fire.
In Nearer the Moon, Nin told the story of her intense relationship with Left
Bank Marxist Gonzalo Moré, with whom she is still deeply involved
at the outset of Mirages.

Mirages
begins in 1939 with Nin’s arrival in America and
ends in 1947 when she meets the man who would be “the One,” the
lover who would satisfy her insatiable hunger for connection. In
the middle looms a period Nin describes as “hell,” during which she
experiences a kind of erotic madness, a delirium that fuels her
search for love. As a child suffering the loss of her father,
little Anaïs wrote, “Close your eyes to the ugly things,” and
against a horrifying backdrop of war and death, Nin combats the
world’s darkness with her own search for light.

Mirages
is just that: a series of mirages that dance
tantalizingly on the road, one after another, promising refuge and
water, but then cruelly evaporate like so many hopes and dreams. As
with all artists, Nin’s fodder was her feelings, and she created
from the vantage of shattering pain originating with her father’s
rejection. In this volume, Nin writes movingly of her “sickness,”
puts herself through repeated self-and professional analyses, and
comes what seems perilously close to annihilation. In the end, this
book serves as a 20th century Persephone’s journey through the
underworld.

The reader who wishes to cross this
particular desert with Nin must be willing to trust that an oasis
will be found at the end. Finally, after meeting Rupert Pole in
early 1947, Nin will enjoy a fulfilling relationship at last, one
that will end her frantic search for love, though it will not
conclude her story. Instead, she will then embark on a “trapeze”
life in which she swings between Rupert Pole and Hugo Guiler for
years—a nearly impossible feat and one of the most gripping periods
in her story.

Out of abandonment, tremendous pain
and “great hunger,” Anaïs Nin created a lifelong work of art that
is unparalleled, one that breaks the false barriers between fiction
and non-fiction, diary and novel, conscious and unconscious,
societally-sanctioned and the unsanctioned, public and private. It
took courage for Nin to write about that which exists beyond words
in a period of such censorship that society demanded that fictional
characters be seen paying for their “sins.” She seemed to foresee
what we today take for granted in the 21st century: that
consciousness is a streaming tickertape of words and images
spooling from us as long as we live, and something to be shared.
For those who dare to ride along the precipitous twists and turns
of Anaïs Nin’s fantastic story: proceed.

Kim Krizan,
Los Angeles, California, February 2013
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AGAIN TOWARDS
AMERICA


Will I ever reach joy?

 


Aboard the seaplane
Clipper, December 7, 1939

I carried you above the clouds in a
little blue cloth bag—you and the volumes not yet copied. So fast
we fly over the distance I no longer feel the pain of separation.
So fast we fly, it is a dream and not reality, and in the dream
pain is short-lived and soon dissolved. Again towards America, as
during the other war. From high above the life in Paris seems so
small and dark, and I ask myself why I wept so much.

I am still baffled by the mystery of
how man has an independent life from woman, whereas I die when
separated from my lover. While all these threads of desire and
tenderness stifled me, I climbed into a giant bird and swooped
toward space. Up here I do not suffer. Distance is magically
covered. It is a dream. It is an inhuman bird that carries me to a
new destiny. I rise. At last, like Henry, I know detachment, enter
a nonhuman world. For this voyage I threw out a great deal of
weight, to permit myself to rise. Constantly I am throwing out
ballast. I never keep bags or old papers or objects I no longer
love. It is not masochism. A spiritual nature is aware of its
faults and seeks to perfect itself, and can only achieve this by
suffering and accepting. I needed to be humanized. I keep nothing
that is dead, only what I wear, love, what is my living décor, my
living symbols.

About a week ago I awakened
with strange fears. Gonzalo had delayed his trip. I said, “I am
afraid now it is I who will leave first.” Two days later Hugo
telephoned from London: “Get ready to embark on the
Clipper Tuesday from
Lisbon. Be ready to take the train to Lisbon Saturday
night.”

This was Wednesday at three. When
Gonzalo came to see me, I was weeping. Guided by a premonition, I
had dressed beautifully for him. Instead of shopping for his winter
coat, we went to the United States Lines, to the Portuguese
Legation, to the Spanish consulate. All this hurts me less up here
in the light, but in Paris, on earth, I suffered to leave Gonzalo
behind, Gonzalo with his gift for tangles, his love of difficulties
and darkness. I felt too the wrenching from Henry. I had hoped to
go to Greece after Gonzalo left for New York and wait there for
sailing time, but Hugo fulfilled my wishes with such speed and
power. Henry cabled me that he would sail for New York
later.

Until I took the plane I felt every
cell and cord snapping, the parting from Paris a parting from a
form of life, an atmosphere, from rue Cassini, the oriental niche,
from a rhythm, a mystical life, from mysterious nights, the menace
of war, the sound of antiaircraft guns, of airplanes passing, of
sirens...

The time on the train was so long and
sad, with a glimpse of the tragic face of Spain, its hunger, its
ruins, walking into a square at Fuenterrabia and feeling that there
many had died, and seeing afterwards the bullet holes and stains on
the walls of the caserne.

The diaries were not examined at the
frontier. Jean Cateret had predicted it. “No one can put heavy
hands on you, no one can touch you.” No one opened the blue cloth
bag where lies hidden the story of four years. In Lisbon, when I
felt so uprooted, torn, split, I reread two volumes, and I felt the
grandeur and the force of my life, the fire of it. I warmed myself
to my own flame because I felt small and sick and powerless at that
moment.

Just before taking
the Clipper I
suffered from nervousness, fears, confusion, doubts, intangible
insecurity.

 


New York Savoy Hotel, Room
1410

We landed at the Azores. So true it is
that an island is isolation that I felt absolutely severed from all
the world. Our giant bird rested on this fragment of the Atlantide,
made of black sand and black rocks, and pastel-colored houses which
look uninhabited. People on islands are always ready to disappear.
They do not suffer because the separation is already made and they
are accustomed to isolation. Walking there I felt like a being
whose legs and arms were cut off because Gonzalo was in Paris and
Henry in Greece. A misty rain fell on us. The sea was rather
stormy. The women who passed us wore long dark capes with enormous
stiff hoods, large enough to shelter several heads.

The takeoff was difficult. The bird
seemed too heavy, its flanks colliding with the waves, but finally
it rose with much faltering and trembling. Everyone went to bed
early. Hugo’s bunk was over mine. At midnight I saw lightning
illuminating the wings of the plane and the masses of dark clouds.
It was then I felt the full loneliness of space and sea and danger,
the loneliness of man, his smallness. All the diaries lying at the
foot of my bed, encasing so much suffering and passion, so fragile
in the immense night, carried by the wings of man himself, made
small by lightning and hail. How the plane trembled. I felt its
weight struggling against the wind, the strain of its body piercing
the storm clouds. I lay back feeling light and unreal and fragile,
without fear, only aware of great darkness, of fatality. No fear of
death, just awareness. I looked again and I saw the wings emerge
from the black clouds as if tearing through them and capturing
enormous stars. I thought the plane had lit its lanterns, the way
they fixed themselves on the tips of the wings. Then I lay back and
slept because of my faith in the stars.

Over and over again I sail towards
joy, which is never in the room with me, but always near me, across
the way, like those rooms full of gayety one sees from the street,
or the gayety in the street one sees from a window. Will I ever
reach joy? It hides behind the turning merry-go-round of the
traveling circus. As soon as I approach it, it is no longer joy.
Joy is a foam, an illumination. I am poorer and hungrier for the
want of it. When I am in the dance, joy is outside in the elusive
garden. When I am in the garden, I hear it exploding from the
house. When I am traveling, joy settles like an aurora borealis
over the land I leave. When I stand on the shore I see it bloom on
the flag of a departing ship. What joy? Have I not possessed it? I
want the joy of simple colors, street organs, ribbons, flags, not a
joy that takes my breath away and throws me into space alone where
no one else can breathe with me, not the joy that comes from a
lonely drunkenness. There are so many joys, but I have only known
the ones that come like a miracle, touching everything with
light.

Bermuda should have appeared at dawn,
but it only came five hours later because of the storm. The next
day the plane took off again and, to elude the stormy area, rose
very high above the clouds. We came down gently at Port Washington.
Mother was there. My brother Joaquín was in Boston giving a
concert. I landed with my diaries but without my soul. I feel like
a ghost. I enter a palace of Byzantine luxury. New York. The Bank
for the moment takes care of us, so we live in great luxury. The
luxury lulls me, but at the same time it makes me more aware of my
misery, as a sick person under exceptional care is more aware of
his fragility. The more comforts, warmth, luxurious baths,
abundance, service, cleanliness, the lonelier I feel, as one can
only feel in a palace. Bathe her, scent her, let her feet rest on
soft carpets, let her eyes rest on shell pink lamps, let her
seashell jewels lie on top of an ivory dresser, let her bells ring
for tea, for a regal breakfast, for a letter to be mailed…but she
will die. It is a hothouse of magnificence, but my life, my roots,
are elsewhere. This is the vase for the marvelous, the rootless. Of
course, the Princess is ill. Send for the doctor. I need a medicine
man who will demand the return of my soul into my body. He doesn’t
sense the missing flame, the empty body. He is too used to the
brilliant emptiness of America. It is a grippe, he says. Perhaps, I
write to Gonzalo, I will begin to live when you come.

 


December 12,
1939

I made a superhuman
struggle and plunged into activity. I saw Thurema Sokol all aglow
with her love for a Spaniard. I saw Frances Steloff, the gentle
Jewess who bought all my D. H. Lawrence books and
House of Incest. I saw
Dorothy Norman, who published my “Birth” story in
Twice a Year. I met
Alfred Stieglitz the photographer, who admires the “Birth” story. I
looked at the Babylonian splendors in the shop windows. I unfolded
the wings of coquetry and vanity.

I feel nothing. I did not feel the
death of Otto Rank, which happened a few weeks ago. It was unreal
because I live only in the depths. When I come to the surface for
pleasure, I don’t live. I live only in passion, pain, depths,
darkness. But I try to breathe above of the deep ocean of
sensation. New York gives me fever, the great Babylonian city.
Byzance. All gold and glitter and sumptuousness.

The Winter of
Artifice is selling, the copies which
escaped censorship. I work on the Albertine story (the Mouse) which
does not belong in the houseboat book, and which I want to print
separately. Gonzalo thought it should be printed in Russia because
it revealed the suffering of servants and the injustice of abortion
laws.

It is snowing.

 


December 20,
1939

The telephone rings while we have
breakfast in shining silver and starched linen. Engagements.
Receptions for French War Work, vernissages, the French Ambassador,
cocktails, dinners, lunches at the Cosmopolitan Club. Flowers
arriving constantly, a package of Pall Mall cigarettes offered
graciously at every breakfast with compliments. Steaming radiators,
soft rugs, an array of enough starched towels to last a month,
immaculate waiters. Blanche and James Cooney telephoned me from
Woodstock. We’re going there Saturday. It is a
merry-go-round.

Cable from Henry—the consulate advised
him to leave Greece, and he is sailing this week. This is a dying,
dying love, I know it now. I am desperate for news of Gonzalo. It
is now three weeks that we have been separated.

I shook off my anguish. I look
beautiful. Luxury enhances me. My body needs it—the hot baths, the
care, the soft water, the perfume, the warmth. I take on the colors
of the flowers, the bloom, the delicacy. It becomes me. It is true
my astrakhan fur coat is molting with old age, but I can look
dashing in it.

The shops are a feast, the Christmas
decorations are fantastic. The whole spectacle is regal, but the
Americans are not—they are the common, commercial types who created
this but who cannot wear it. The women yes, they all look like
mannequins, but they do not reign over this luxury. They obey a
uniform order and all wear the same things. Each work of art is
made to be multiplied to infinity and killed, so a million fur
coats walk the streets, all shaped alike, a million tiny hats worn
low over the nose.

Think only of today. I cannot be as
Henry is, a separate entity, fully alive, without the presence of
my love Gonzalo.

 


January 1, 1940

Great sadness last night as I heard
the New Year celebration from my bed—I have lost a world of deep
feeling and found one of mere noise and matter. Ever since I came I
have lived as you do when you are visiting a fair. I only felt the
gravity and harmony of Dorothy Norman, the holy and humble life of
the Cooneys, and a moment of cosmic religious emotion before a film
of the people of Ceylon, in which they are walking up the mountain
to worship a reclining Buddha. Everything else is terrifyingly
empty. I did feel, at Kay de San Faustino’s, talking to Yves Tanguy
and Caresse Crosby (whom I met with Hugo, who forgot she is the
woman I was supposed to have known intimately in Paris and to have
stayed with in the country), the poignant regret for the dying
France. There was a real sorrow in all of us, Kay wishing she had
died there, with them. More of us met at the Gotham Book Shop and
admitted how we all had run away from America and now we want to
conquer it. But how is it possible to conquer this desert of
inanities, this ocean of vulgarity, this abysmal
immaturity?

 


January 1940

Henry sailed from Greece on the 27th
and Gonzalo the 5th from Marseilles—I fear their being on the same
boat. I feel such anguish that I cabled the Peruvian consul,
begging for the name of the ship on which Gonzalo
sailed.

The visit to the Bank was a nightmare.
Before the black marble entrance I felt that this is a prison, a
tomb of marble, steel, iron, oppressive. In the vaults I was shown
a billion dollars in paper bonds. I said I would prefer to see
gold, that paper meant nothing to me. The head of the vault must
have thought I lacked imagination. Seeing all these heavy, complex
iron doors closing upon so much paper gave me the feeling of an
illusory, unreal possession, a false, fake, empty activity of man
reduced to paper. It all seemed like ideological superstructures,
something without humanity or substance, a man’s game, leading
always to great disaster.

Hugh sailed for Europe on business
January 17, and I moved to the George Washington Hotel. His
departure affected me. I feel anxiety about the war, the
possibility of danger to him. I broke down when he left.

Arrival of Henry. I waited for his
telephone call quietly at the hotel—he landed in New Jersey four
hours late, and I didn’t want to wait there in the cold. When I
heard his voice I got nervous, and I rushed down to his hotel,
nervous but passionless. Henry received me with a passionate
embrace and desire, and possessed me quickly, impatiently. I only
felt tenderness, but at the same time, I knew I was beginning to
live again, deeply. As I was driving down to meet him, New York
seemed transformed—it was as if everything else I had been doing
was peripheral, that only now was I beginning to feel again. We
fell into our familiar rhythm—deep talks.

In a few days Gonzalo will arrive. All
his letters are filled with doubts at each delay of my letters,
imagining the worst, reproaching me because he met someone to whom
I had sent a card when on the same day he had received nothing. “I
must sail soon, and put an end to this torture, and all the things
I imagine you are doing when I get no news of you. I am angry, I am
suspicious, I am jealous, I am sorrowful, I am full of
love.”

Letter from
Hugo:

Was broken-hearted to leave you this
morning but it was better not to come to the steamer. It was very
cold, and the departure was silly and formal. I ran into a rather
nice fellow from Paris whom I knew there so I will be with him a
good deal. I have one of the deluxe cabins and will be terribly
comfortable—only wish you were in the other bed. What a connection
there is between us—the most delicate—and yet the strongest of all
threads, unbreakable, my darling, and partings like this always
prove it to us again. I think of you so delicate and so strong. I
love you deeply, deeply. Forgive me for leaving you. It is only to
come back again soon, soon, remember that and think of when you
will be coming to the pier to meet me. I kiss you tenderly, my
love, my only love, my sweet one.

I met Robert Symmes
(Duncan) and Virginia Admiral, a painter. He invites me to send
writing to the Ritual and says: “In your House of
Incest which I read just this last fall I
was inspired by the courage you have for the intense visionary
experience, the new ritual…I wrote the uncompleted poem ‘Arctics’
after I read your House of
Incest… if there is a chain between your
story ‘Birth’ and your magnificent House
of Incest, it is that, in the profound
sense of ritual in the act and in all experience.

 


January 29,
1940

The other morning I awakened at
six-thirty to meet Gonzalo’s boat in the freezing cold, half sick.
I waited two hours. He didn’t arrive. I was stunned, then anxious,
then desperate. I sent cables to Paris, Milan, to Genoa. Then I
came back to my room very ill with bronchitis and a fever. Dr. Max
Jacobson took care of me. I couldn’t sleep. Gonzalo’s answer only
came two days later, “Leaving Monday.” No explanation why he didn’t
give me news for nearly a month. What pain, and anger too. What
happened, I don’t know. His last letters were full of jealousy.
When I thought I had lost him it was like death.

Hugo arrived safely in
London.

I rewrote “Houseboat,” the
barge story. As I write it, it gets dehumanized and becomes a fairy
tale, another House of
Incest. It is a process of
evaporation.

 


February 4,
1940

Last night I was able to go to White
Plains with Thurema. I packed my valise. We went to dinner
together. My chest began to ache again and I came back and went to
bed. I have no energy, no desire to go anywhere. I stayed alone all
day. I inserted pages on my father’s downfall in my old diary, a
development which belonged there.

I felt physically weak but mystically
strong. I faced my eternal problem—I want to publish, to give, to
communicate, but I can’t publish the diary. I have reached an
impasse. I brood over my relationship with Henry. The last two
afternoons he took me into his bed, I responded fully, though there
is no passion, no tenderness even. Henry is remote, dehumanized. I
yearn for Gonzalo’s fire, tenderness. Yet I cannot break the
mystical relationship with Henry. His attitude about me is fixed,
unmovable. He acts as if it is natural I should always be there. He
has a faith which baffles me—Henry, the man of change.

 


February 7,
1940

Again delays and frustrations—I was
all ready to meet Gonzalo’s ship, and it will be a day late,
naturally, for he is always late. I am so keyed up it is
painful.

One evening I did enjoy myself with
Brigitte and Hugh Chisholm. She is flawless, a delight to look at.
A Viking, but full-breasted, with rich hair, a rich voice, a
wonderful ease. She was sitting cross-legged on a satin divan,
wearing slacks, she the natural beauty, I the artificial one, the
created one, the one who needs a certain atmosphere, a certain
light, a certain mood. That night, in the warmth of their
admiration, I too bloomed.

Everywhere now I see people seeking
the deep current in me, that which they seek in themselves. I no
longer believe it is that they think me beautiful, or that I can
dance, or write, but that it is the deeper current they feel.
Brigitte showed me her design for a bathing suit. For this she
undressed herself completely, which affected me, enchanted me.
Later as we were going out and I was powdering in the salon, she
called me vehemently to the bathroom where she was absolutely
naked, to dress herself again. Only when she was dressed did I feel
courage enough to kiss her. I came away filled with colors,
flavors, bathed in luxury and beauty.

 


February 10,
1940

Waiting for Gonzalo at the docks I
experienced the wildest feelings and fears. I suffered the
bitterest cold for three hours, because I had seen him on deck—he
was there. I would die waiting for him in the cold. He was
detained, the last one to come out. I thought for a moment he would
not be permitted to land. I had to telephone his consulate. We
shouted at each other across the pier, looking at each other for
three hours, unable to touch each other. I was desperate; Gonzalo
was pacing the deck. And then…Helba, the trunks, taxis, hotels,
lunch. And then…Gonzalo came alone to my room and kissed me
passionately. We were so keyed up, so tense, that we went out and
walked the streets together. Later, lying in bed, I felt him so
keenly it was painful, and he was so bound up and panicky, as he
always is before a climax, that he could not possess me. But what
burning caresses, what wildness of feelings, what a bath of
passion. Last night we got into bed naked and caressed each other
wildly for hours with such hunger as I have never known, moaning
with the pleasure, but he could not take me. His emotionalism was
overwhelming. He repeated, “I am knotted, as when I was courting
you.”

I felt such violent love that I
understood the difference between my feelings for Henry and for
Gonzalo, the difference between passion and love. We were so
exalted, we walked the streets laughing, swimming in space. We
needed height. We went to the top of the Empire State Building,
looked down on this unique creation and kissed. Gonzalo said, “I
have not been happy for months.” And then: “American women look
ugly to me. Perhaps because I am with you.” I felt his love, the
fire of it. Fire. Fire. Fire. A human fire. Everything was
transfigured. All the feelings one has at the beginning of love, a
love of the whole world, ecstasy. I was ill again, with the grippe,
feverish, but I didn’t care. Now my room is filled with objects
from Paris, the Chinese lacquered chest, the Madagascar bedspread,
the African leather bottles.

Gonzalo and I together produce fire.
My power for ecstasy and his earthy fire produce this white heat
all the poets and all the lovers dream of, this raging fire, heaven
and hell.

 


February 14,
1940

We have a quarrel, and then I rage and
suffer so…I cannot sleep, and it ravages me. Then I feel my
loneliness so acutely, I go nearly mad. I stupefy myself with
aspirin because I cannot bear the long night, and I think of Hugo.
In the morning I set out in a blizzard, intending to stay out all
day, to not see Gonzalo, but then I realize, as I have often
before, that it is better to see him, to face the quarrel. I walk
back to the hotel just as he is coming to see me. I explain to him
about the loneliness, that if he hurts me I fall into an abyss. And
Gonzalo is so tender and warm, that soon we are lying in bed and
his sex is quivering and leaping at my nearness. It is over. I can
work again, sing, sleep. I can even be alone. Why such terrible
pain, such desperate suffering at a small incident?

 


March 25, 1940

During the days after Gonzalo’s
arrival, I felt the wholeness of our love and began to plan to tell
Henry the truth, to break with him. Henry was in Washington, and
when he returned to New York, I would face the danger of losing
Gonzalo, and this I could not bear. At the same time the anxiety
over Henry made me sick. I felt that there was a bond beyond the
human, that Henry was alone without me in spite of his admirers and
friends. It was while I struggled with the idea of telling Henry
that he lost the Indian love ring he had worn since our “marriage”
in New York.

The day he returned I found him so
frail-looking and sad, I could not say anything. He was anxious
about meeting with his parents, whom he had not seen for eleven
years. He was going to see them the next day. His father was ill,
and he dreaded the reunion. Perhaps they would need his help and he
could not give them any. I offered to give him fifty dollars so he
would not arrive empty-handed. He said it was not his to give and
asked why he should deceive them. I said: “You ought to give them
the illusion. Such illusions are life-giving.” But Henry would not
do it. The day he visited them, he found them as he feared—poor,
and his father ill with cancer of the prostate. Henry came home and
sobbed all night with pity and guilt. The next day when I came, he
sobbed again. He was altogether changed, human, quite broken and
soft. He said he now understood everything he had condemned in me,
my care of my mother and Joaquín, that one could not really escape
one’s karma, and that with his evasion all he had done was to
accumulate guilt. As it happened that very day, a rich collector
had given him fifty dollars for a piece of writing to order, which
Henry was now taking to his family. All Henry’s intoxication with
Greece has vanished. He suddenly began to see his family every
week, taking gifts to the three of them, visiting his cousins,
aunts, etc. We passed the days sharing his feelings and
pity.

One night I pretended to think he had
been unfaithful in Greece and teased him. He teased me about
Gonzalo, and said that if he put certain facts together about my
behavior, it might seem like treachery. I retorted that I could
analyze what he wrote and what I heard about his time in Greece.
The whole theme was once again pushed aside, and we resumed our
life together.

While visiting Caresse Crosby, I had
an intuition that her house would be a good place for Henry to
live. Coincidence. Sometime later she informed me that there was a
room for rent in the same house. I took Henry to see it and it is
just what he wants, the kind of room he can write in, large,
spacious, peaceful, secluded. Intuitive too because finding this
place dissolved his desire to travel, which would have created a
conflict in me because I would not follow him. He settled in this
room, where I am now, and began to write. I took a tiny studio on
the same street where Gonzalo lives, on West 20th, and as Henry’s
place is on Lexington and 54th, it is a completely different
quarter where the lazy Gonzalo never goes.

I sleep with Henry, enjoy him
sensually. I leave him in the morning and return to my little
studio, small and modern.

I went through a black
storm because Gonzalo would not stay all night. I discovered the
real reason—his liver trouble and its humiliating consequences.
Poor Gonzalo, paying dearly for all his drinking. During the scene,
he used the identical words Henry once used: “I’m happiest of all
with you. I’m so happy with you I no longer care about my friends.”
In my anger, I had broken the little blue veilleuse he gave me in Paris, the
one whose tiny glass lampshade broke the day we moved out of the
houseboat Nanankepichu, and which he had replaced.

When Henry was jealous of Gonzalo for
a day, I realized the terrible pattern of his destiny, how I was
acting exactly as June did, which prevented me from revealing what
does not seem right to reveal, while our relationship is still
alive.

Meanwhile Jacobson has to take care of
my stubborn anemia, and I have to accept my physical limitations. I
cannot enjoy late nights, parties, strain. After one night in
Harlem (a magnificent night of dancing until five o’clock in the
morning) I was tired for a week. As soon as I feel well and strong
I spend my strength as recklessly as I do my money. I cannot save,
conserve, reserve.

I have to learn. I refuse invitations.
I copy diaries. I waste feelings of anxiety over Hugh being in
Europe. The news of the war getting violent causes me anguish. It
drags on like a nightmare—ghostly, neurotic.

Gonzalo reads either the newspapers or
the Spanish classics and fails to notice the very world in which I
breathe.

The grotesque evenings at Mabel Dodge
Luhan’s, the self-conscious discussions. All America is still in
elementary school, with its catechism, declarations, preparations,
definitions, mere prefaces to living.

 


April 13, 1940

Once a month I get the moonstorm, and
it is madness recurring rhythmically, only each time more
violently. In a week I get persecution mania, obsession, fears,
doubts of all kinds—I feel everything I described in my novel. Each
time it is more powerful. It is a reversal of what I usually feel:
faith, sense of wonder, illusion. Everyone becomes a monster. I
trust only Hugh. Wind in the street appears malicious, people’s
slightest words a humiliation. I see desertion all around me. I
feel hatred, rebellion, resentment, loneliness. I am very near to
absolute despair. It is a lie, it is madness. With it come violent
erotic longings. I dream of whorehouses, of being possessed by many
men, of being possessed to the point of exhaustion, saturation, of
touching the depths of sensuality such as one touches only at the
beginning of passion. Strangest of all, I write, I create, and
stranger still, I am physically stronger than I have ever been. For
the first time, I have gained weight, from 107 to 114. A thread of
lucidity saves me from insanity. I see it now. I see the insanity
in my loves—the obsessions—in my need of the diary as a proof of
reality, of the reality of my life.

 


April 30, 1940

Gloomy days, darkened by Gonzalo’s bad
health, neurosis, insomnia. Gonzalo cannot conquer his laziness.
Add laziness to illness, and there is little charm left—big and
fat, lying prone on the couch, always reading newspapers and
listening to the news.

Very rarely have we recaptured the
beauty of our days in Paris. I think it is all dying from inertia
and laziness. When there is no spirit to exalt the body, to
dominate disease, to force and create, it becomes stagnation, and
soon stagnation will overpower Gonzalo—then I will cease loving him
because I hate death.

The life of Gonzalo and Helba is
nothing but stagnation. They lie like animals, doing nothing all
day, complaining, frightening themselves. Gonzalo does not get his
teeth fixed, does not answer his letters, does not see the
Communist Party or his friends. Everything rots around them in
dirt, neglect, sloppiness.

Meanwhile I struggle to write. I wrote
pages on the house of Louise de Vilmorin—the glass house. I finally
sent the manuscript to Rae Beamish, the editor. But underneath lies
despair.

Kenneth Patchen, whose work
Henry admires, moves me because his body has some resemblance to
Gonzalo’s, but he is too young, too unformed, naïve.
Il n’y a personne. I seek
escape—new passion. My life has lost its flame.

I have asked myself whether
there is something wrong with me. Henry says, “In dissolution there
is life,” but I recoil from dissolution. I struggle
against the demons—I
struggle for light—desperately—against
disease, ugliness, fears, madness, monsters,
nightmares.

 


May 4, 1940

Hugh sailed today from Genoa. I do not
feel happy at his coming, only grateful that he is out of danger. I
can only think that I will be separated from Gonzalo and Henry
because Hugh wants a vacation.

I am working on 1000 pages of the
abridged diary to give to Caresse Crosby. Dorothy Norman was
overwhelmed by it.

I am in debt again—America is
monstrous. I close my eyes and ears and I write. I wrote pages on
June’s way of talking for the diary.

Gonzalo comes to me to eat with me, to
fall asleep in my arms. He found me lacing my jacket, and began
unlacing it, gently, tenderly, but the fire has died. It lasted
four years, a great deal of time for fire, intensity, fever. In
Paris I had a superstitious fear of its transplantation, felt
something would happen if we left. Something happened to all of us
from the uprooting. Something died in all of us. I can see it in
the others. We are only surviving.

 


May 20, 1940

When Hugh returned he said:
“I want peace. No more separations. I have missed you too much.”
For a week he was extraordinarily possessive, jealous. I got
desperate. I was cut off from Gonzalo and Henry and thrown into the
bourgeois life again. The luxurious hotel, visitors, dinners,
cocktails. I suffocated because I was not wise enough to see it as
a phase. Hugh himself revolted, said he could no longer live a life
tied to routine, working on Wall Street without trips or escape.
But when all this was added to the ugliness of life in New York, I
became so desperate I wanted to die. I pulled myself out by writing
“The Prison of Fear,” the first writing I have done dictated by
hatred. I wrote pages on the bus on my way to Henry. Creatively, I
have entered the objective writing Durrell and Henry tried to push
me into long ago—but emotionally, I have entered the destruction
and dissolution from which I struggled to save others. I have
struggled too much. I have been sickened by their poison as I
sucked it from their wounds to save them from death. I
feel and understand for
the first time the pleasure in dissolution. I felt this only once
before, with June.

Suddenly I have lost my courage and
desire to struggle. I have lost all enthusiasm and faith. Perhaps
the war has done this. I suffer with Europe and participate in its
agony. Everything seems dark and futile. I have lost my appetite
for everything. I pray only for passion, a new passion. Passion can
give me life again, otherwise I shall descend into the inferno,
because I have nothing to live for. Henry is sad, Gonzalo is ill,
Helba is nothing but a burden, Hugo is grey. It seems like we are
all ending like Europe is ending, perhaps out of love and sympathy
because of our roots there. I understand what I struggle to heal:
despair and hatred. Hatred of Helba has inspired the “Rue Dolent,”
the “Prison of Fear.” May it liberate me from hatred. Dissolution—I
fought against it—always. I was the enemy of destruction, but now
it is universal horror and despair, as Henry prophesized for years.
Perhaps ours is no longer a personal despair, but a deep, universal
one.

 


May 24, 1940

Hugh falls asleep early, around ten. I
slip out noiselessly to meet Gonzalo at Park. We wander about or
sit in one of those impossible American places where the radio
jangles my nerves and the faces of the people are like those of a
proletarian nightmare. The news is bad, everywhere there is panic
and selfishness. Fear makes people evil. All New York is nothing
but a school, a clinic, a factory. In Europe there are machines
which deal death and terror. Here there are machines which have
already dealt death: Americans are robots—nothing else. I live in a
machine with robots. Robots are afraid. Robots commit crimes.
Robots write Americans books. Not a human voice anywhere, only
voices coming through the radio receiver. The dancing is a parody
of the negro’s joyous movements. It is all repulsive and monstrous.
The machine in Europe is killing people, and here it is canning
them. It would have been better for all of us to die in flames,
rather than this kind of death. Hugh is cornered in his dying
system of capitalism, and the communists utter fanatical, narrow,
crystallized statements, as many deformations and falsities as the
others, committing the same crimes for their religion as the
Catholic inquisitors did for theirs. Everyone is wrong—the
pacifists too, for they are weak. The followers of D. H. Lawrence
run away to Guatemala or Mexico. I see the twistedness in
communists too, the errors and abuses and dogmatism. In the end I
return to my mystical concepts. I see only nature, chaos and
horror, and I see only one heaven—in the eternal. I know that
communism has appealed to the weak, the bitter, and the deformed
beings, but they want it as protection, as relief from
responsibility. I see so much ugliness, so much horror, so many
monstrosities, that I return to god. The communists are those who
are born in matter and cannot believe in the eternal, and they are
utopians because there cannot be a world without cruelty, envy and
jealousy. Europe is being destroyed, but the demons are never
conquered.

 


May 30, 1940

Hugh and I took a furnished apartment
at 33 Washington Square West, which gives the illusion of a
European quarter, smaller and more intimate than the rest of New
York. We are struggling to act as if we were alive.

Gonzalo and I used to have a special
caress, like that of cats, howling our needs—his need over mine.
Now he says, “Let me lean on your neck.” He takes it like a
support. He pretends to lean on me, like this, in a caress of utter
helplessness. I am afraid I have only augmented his weakness—no
strength has come out of Gonzalo, no creation, nothing. I feel my
love dying, my passion. And this, happening now with the war,
drives me to despair. I see him in his true light, as the clochard
he loves to draw: dirty, unkempt, unshaved, sitting all day on a
bench, or sleeping, talking with other clochards. Suffering and
death everywhere.

 


June 11, 1940

The Germans are thirty-six miles from
Paris, and as if that were not enough, now Italy is invading
France. How I feel all my love for her. We are all tense, guilty,
angry, cruel to each other—selfish lives, all of ours, saving our
own souls only—why? I am absolutely ready to enter the conflict. I
would like to have died for France because of my love of it…simply.
People everywhere are at war because they do not live by simple
human feelings. I feel for the whole world. I have lived a purely
individual life, and I am ashamed, but the same laws of pity by
which I lived I can easily carry into the drama of war. In loving,
I looked for my pleasure and found mostly suffering. So war is a
drama no more terrible than the drama of love, and I am willing to
serve and die as I have served and died for the love of
individuals. My lovers have killed—at least they have killed me—and
I return to the feeling I discovered as a girl: personal life is
not important.

 


June 13, 1940

Desperate at the news. Paris is
encircled, about to surrender. Ill with pain, sympathy, a desire to
die with the past. My cousin Eduardo is saved, but we have only
saved our bodies—the darkness of the world is swallowing
us.

One still can only cling to immediate
human life, the last little bits of love and devotion. That is all
there is; everything else is darkness and chaos and horror. Gonzalo
upbraids me for not talking like a Marxist. The whole world will
soon be at war, all of us engulfed, even the innocent ones—so many
innocent ones, so many who never caused war. Henry was saying if
people only would behave with love, generosity, unselfishness, as
they sometimes do when death is near.

Gonzalo and I are in a little room,
where, in the darkness, the dream survives. I tell him I am sad
because he wants to be a clochard, and I can’t be a clocharde.
Would you like me to be one? Would you like me to become one?
Gonzalo protests vehemently, saying that being a clochard is all
right, but that clochardes are ugly. He likes lovely nails and fine
skin and perfumed hair. And I am consoled by this because it seems
to me that in his vehemence there was a little condemnation of
Helba’s unkemptness. I had been thinking how the two of them
harmonized—but Gonzalo needs a contrast to himself. I have been
feeling the death of our love because of its transformation from
passion. His bad health has made this transition bitter and cruel.
I am six years younger than Gonzalo. He is paying for his
extravagances, his excesses. He has aged. For three weeks I was
tormented by sensual desires—not satisfied with Henry’s possession,
or Gonzalo’s, I yearned for violence and fire, dreaming of negroes,
dancing at Harlem, to permit this strength to overflow in the drum
beat of the music.

[TOC]


 


JOHN

 I believe I have defended myself against suffering

 


New York, June 16,
1940

One night Caresse said,
“You must meet two
young poets who have come all the way from Des Moines to meet you
and Miller.” I had dinner with Henry first. I thought this would be
another bore—young, immature hero-worshipping. I felt lifeless and
old. We first met Lafayette Young, who looked a little like Rank
behind his big glasses, and who was stuttering with nervousness at
meeting us. His worship for John Dudley, his friend, was amazing, a
complete devotion like a woman’s. Then came John, a young man of
about thirty, looking like a young English aristocrat, tall, blond,
with a beautiful voice. I sensed vitality, a leaping quality,
faith, fervor, craziness, and great humility. We looked at his
drawings, which were interesting. I was not prepared to meet Dudley
as an equal, and his age separated us at first. I was merely
touched by his enthusiasm. Caresse had begged us to be nice to
them, so I asked them to come see me. Impulsively, I suggested we
all go to Harlem because he loves jazz and is a fine drummer.
Instead of dancing we talked, John and I. He was full of vision and
penetrations—uncannily so. We sat alone by a window and forgot
about Harlem. At the end of our talk he said, “I love you” with
great warmth and impulsiveness, but it was a love like Durrell’s. I
felt his warmth and charm. The next day he telephoned while we were
visiting with Eduardo. He was depressed by a day full of failures
(he was struggling to get help for a magazine called
Generation)—could he
come? I said come. The four of us went out and sat in a café, and
came back. By the time he left I felt moved by the force and fire
of John.

I could only talk to him, dance with
him, but I was getting a little intoxicated. The next evening, when
I went with Eduardo to see Henry, John and Lafayette were watching
for me on the stoop (they live next door to Caresse and Henry). We
again spent the evening together, listening to a beautiful talk
between Henry and Eduardo, which lifted our minds beyond the
present to its cosmic meaning again.

When we returned from the restaurant,
Henry, Lafayette and Eduardo went to get a beer, so John and I went
up to the room alone—this I felt like an explosion. I felt his
excitement, the suspense. I talked to break the unbearable tension.
Across the philosophic airiness of the conversation, our emotions
flashed signals at each other. I loved his utter absence of
passivity.

The next day, while Hugh was home,
John called up and asked, “Can I come up and draw your picture?” I
said no because we had to go to Kay de San Faustino’s housewarming,
but asked if would he come with us. He said no. I felt his
disappointment. Then Hugh decided to play tennis, which meant I
could have seen John. I felt that he would call again and come to
the de San Faustino cocktail with us just to see me. And he did.
Then I said, “You can come at five and I can pose for an hour.” I
knew he was going to come alone. And he did. We were tense. He
tried to draw. The night before I had noticed he was wearing a ring
too tight for his finger, and I said it constricted him and that I
could not bear it. He took it off and, as a symbol of his
expansion, never wore it again. We talked, but what we really
wanted was to kiss each other. He did not have the courage until we
stood by the elevator. By the time we got to de San Faustino’s
house, after wandering around dazed, we were absolutely exalted. I
forgot about age. I heard everyone saying: “We are mourning the
past in Paris as the White Russians mourned the old Russia. We are
mourning the death of France, of Europe.”

John does not feel this death. He is
outside of it, as an artist, as a youth. As I write this, it is a
half hour before I go to his room. I pray for a new passion, which
comes with the sound of his slender fingers drumming on the table
at Harlem, full of sensuality and savagery. He said I was a legend
in Des Moines, known for my glamour. He was afraid of
me.

Yesterday, after the kiss, I met
Gonzalo, who talks only of what he reads in the newspapers, who
complains of the heat, of fatigue, of pain…a Gonzalo without fire,
dull and heavy, like a sad animal.

 


June 17, 1940

John was looking for me from his
window. He was tense, highly strung, overwhelmed. We talked a
little, and then he came over and kissed me. He took all my clothes
off. He was amazed by my body, the body of a girl, yet more than a
girl…ageless. I felt his fear, but to tell the truth, I was afraid
too, as if this were my first love affair. I was intimidated
because I knew what his imagination had made of me—a mythical
figure. I knew he was overwhelmed and that I could not live up to
my reputation of an experienced European woman of the world. It
felt unreal, and I told him so. I was quiet, timid, passive,
feminine—my own humanness put him at ease. He became impulsive,
dynamic, violent, and our caresses were entangled in
strangeness.

He is truly Henry’s son, a young
savage, with the same blue eyes, same white skin, a laughing face,
but with great strength. He is only twenty-six. I pushed aside the
literary aura, the past, so that we could breathe. I said this was
something happening in space. I wanted life…and there is life in
John, an abundance of it. At first I dreaded my
age—thirty-seven—but when we talked I realized I have no age in his
eyes. John said he could tell everybody’s age, but not mine. He
knows, for instance, what his wife will look like ten, twenty years
from now, but he cannot tell about me. He feels I will live forever
and that I have had many lives, far into the past. He said many
poetic things—he is full of faith and ardor. Henry and I have
expanded the world for him. I know this is to be a creation, and
for that I am sad. I wanted something else, but I am so grateful
for John, for his worship and his youth—he is a young giant, a
force to come, full of potentialities. He is explosive, alert,
violent, active, a strong personality. I enjoy his electric youth.
It is better than living in the past, clinging to Gonzalo’s
heaviness and inertia, to the tragedy of France’s death. A few days
ago I was dying with France, dying with Gonzalo. Today I went to
John’s room and forgot all about death. I felt my own youth; there
was music again. At least my body is not dead. I told Eduardo I was
going to pose for John, and Eduardo said: “It’s dangerous. He has
his Moon over your Sun.”

John says poetic things about my
voice, is awake to my hair, my clothes, my skin. Is the current of
life set in motion again, by John? He is tender, worshipful, too
excited to sleep. Because he is romantic and idealistic, there is
the danger of him mistaking this for love.

 


June 23, 1940

I went to him every afternoon this
week. At first it was like a game, an electric game, but we have
transcended the phase of unreality. The second time he delighted me
with his fervor, his newfound strength, and I responded to him
sensually. His awakening, his gratitude, his chivalry, his
romanticism, his excitement, are contagious. I came dancing, always
with a pounding heart, left after a bath of love. That second
afternoon, after I left him, I felt my gayety stronger than death.
The dawns in his eyes, the wonder.

I met Gonzalo, who, of course, was
amorous again because I was turning away from him. He began to
pursue me again, was desirous, asking for a whole night with me,
because I had broken away from him after suffering the torture of
his lack of passion. One afternoon, after being with John, I went
to Henry. We went out together for dinner. I had said many things
to John about living on the peaks, how he only needs intensity,
that his going away will not matter, that this is a violent dream
in space. Then, as I was having dinner with Henry in the Chinese
restaurant, they came in, the boys. I felt a pang of pleasure, and
then a stab of pain at the thought of losing him. They had no
money; no one would sponsor the magazine, and they were in danger
of having to return to Des Moines. I cannot help them. Finally,
someone gave them a little money, and they will stay a few more
days, until Monday.

Strange boy. He is a descendent of the
Earl of Dudley, the favorite of Queen Elizabeth, of Thomas Dudley,
Duke of Yorkshire. His family owned Kenilworth, of the Walter Scott
novels that once enchanted me. And that is how he looks, like a
figure out of a novel, a darling of women, a fighter, a tyrant,
reckless, courageous, romantic. Fine, tall, white body, hair around
his head like a faun’s, curled and golden. Half artist, but a good
one who makes marvelous drawings with character. Aware, awake,
alert, luminous. When near him, after telling myself I do not love
him, I feel sensual warmth. Once I came to him in the middle of a
violent storm; I came to him on Sunday, a day when I am usually a
prisoner. He is extraordinarily aware of me. His drawings of me are
accurate and interesting. He has protective impulses and asks if I
had been hurt living with Henry, asks what he can do for me. I
said: “You rescued me from death. One rescue in a week, is it not
enough?” When he feels unequal to me, I say, “Can you say you are
less than me only because I’ve been to exotic places and you have
not?” He says: “You accept me. You challenge my strength and make
me whole. I feel stronger with you. At the same time I feel weaker
than before other women. I was an egoist. I did not consider
woman…as an equal.” He has a small, childish, dreamy wife, married
only for a year. She is even too small sexually for him…too small,
not a giant. He will be someone. He will be loved by women, by
everybody. He is already. People listen to him. With him, miracles
may happen. He is a conqueror, in a way. He is determined; his only
hesitancies are those of youth. He has strong hatreds and strong
loves. I see him as light and joy.

His worship revives me so much that I
return to Gonzalo full of charm, fancies, rid of the tightness and
bitterness of absolute dependence, the poisonous, acrid fears. I
return nonchalant, imaginative, and he falls in love with me all
over again, takes my clothes off and makes love to me all over the
body as I like it. I’m like a drunkard, drunk on love, spending
most of my life in bed, in an orgy of caresses. Mad, absolutely
mad, lying with all of them, creating, laughing, inventing,
writing. Liberated, liberated of the fears which made me clutch at
Gonzalo. What pain these last months, watching the passion die, but
then replenishment at the source of love itself, a tender, young,
passionate love, drinking there and gaining strength, sexually,
spiritually, emotionally, all in one week. A miracle. And
everything around it is nourished by the miracle, a life
transfusion of love given to all. I asked John, “Have you the
courage to live something inhuman, the poem?” But as I began to
leave him and saw the pain on his face, I yielded to a human
impulse and said, “You know there is no more passion between Henry
and me.”

Henry took us all last night to 662
Briggs Avenue in Brooklyn, where he lived nine years of his
childhood. We walked through it all, listening to him recollecting.
John at my side, silent. Jealous? The night was beautiful. The
past, so rich and full to the point of bursting, and the
present—John—walking together.

What John and I joined together were
two quick, pulsing rhythms, quickening blood, adventure.

I have infinite patience
with his youthful stuttering, his youthful errors. I tell him when
he retracts or apologizes, “Never retract with me.” When he
stumbles or hesitates, “Go on.” He asks: “Is that clear? Do you
understand?” I say: “Don’t write. You are a painter.” He only
wearies me when he tries to make it a great love instead of hunger,
electric sparks, everything but love, when he tries to carry me to
see if he can carry me away from all the
others.

Because he has no past and I had no
future, we have traded, but I feel airy and strange. Eduardo said:
“You have no center of gravity. You live outside of yourself, in
your relationships. You are really mad, in a way. Hugh is your only
foundation, which may be wonderful for poetry, but you seek only
the peaks.”

I am so grateful to John that I can
feel, laugh, and pulse again. He said to me: “Henry has something
of death in him, a greyness, Hugh too. But you are of a different
color altogether—you are barbaric red.” As an artist, he sees me as
beautiful. I see the shadowless translucence of his skin. I like
creating him sensually, unleashing him, inflaming him, opening him.
I feel his body as if I were making it with my own hands, touching
off new cells of responses, new sparks. There are flames again—they
leap in my hands.

He is full of delicacies. I have never
been served and adored like a princess. He says when I go down the
street he wants to push everyone away so I can walk alone, guarded
by him alone. When he says romantic things (almost like the ones I
said to Henry) I laugh gently, mockingly, a soft laughter. He said
after our first afternoon, “This room is now immortalized.”
Sensually he is learning; he was fumbling at first, but he is
gifted for nuances, he is gifted for love. Can I bear his going
away? Will I miss his caresses, his exaltation? He does not sleep;
instead, he spends his nights making drawings of me.

I did betray Gonzalo—oh,
not by sleeping with John, I do not consider such acts betrayals.
No, betrayal is when I brought John a piece of Japanese wood
Gonzalo stole for me once, to light and produce the most unique
incense perfume, a wood Gonzalo and I only burned for ourselves, to
make strange hotel rooms smell like us. That is betrayal: stealing
what belongs to the other, to the very soul of the relationship,
and desecrating it. My sensual gift is only a great expansion of
the self, drawing on new worlds, new senses, new experiences,
another self totally unrelated to Gonzalo. I dedicated
House of Incest to both
John and his wife (of whom I am not at all jealous), which touched
him. He places her under my protection. When I was sixteen, I used
to read Kenilworth with passion. It had a magic meaning. I shall call John
Kenilworth. John I do not like, because of the other John
(Erskine), and because it is too simple.

I often can cut through the
manifestations of anger and recognize the suffering behind it. Many
people react to suffering with anger.

Death and disintegration require
passivity like Henry’s and Gonzalo’s, which I do not have, even in
small things. Gonzalo does not know when he is hot or cold and goes
out for a week in the same costume; if it is too light and the
weather changes he gets a grippe. He suffers. He waits. One day I
said: “Gonzalo, you’re so hot in that suit. You’re suffering. I saw
fine-looking slacks in the store with light shirts.” We go and look
at them. I urge him to get them. It is I who had to help Helba and
Gonzalo find an apartment. I urge them into more expensive places
because I do not want them thrust into dark rooms again, into a
drab past.

 


July 4, 1940

Orienta Apartments,
Mamaroneck

A strange, terrifying thing
has happened to me twice now. As soon as I feel the downward curve
of love I throw myself into a new one. This time I threw myself
into desire for John, a meeting of two fires. After our fourth
afternoon together he asked me, “You have never said you loved me.”
We were separated for two days. During those two days he was like a
wild horse suddenly corralled. He rebelled against my power over
him. No woman had ever touched off such deep responses, sensually
or imaginatively. Until now he had been the loved one, and here I
had taken hold of his body and soul without even saying, “I love
you!” On one of those nights of rebellion, he saw the film
La Femme du Boulanger,
saw the handsome shepherd whom the woman eats like a beautiful
fruit. John asked himself if that was all he was to me. I was away
with Hugh during those two days, and John was to wait until Monday
to see me again before leaving. He cried out, “It hurts, it hurts.”
It was a storm of revolt against the wounding pain of passion. He
was going to leave before I returned, but Monday morning Henry told
him, “Anaïs is coming later.” My name struck John like a bombshell.
He waited. Then I came, and he told me all he had suffered, but
still I would not say I loved him. We plunged into caresses, and
his were violent, hungry. I liked the fire in him—I bathed in
it.

All the time I knew it was not love.
Then came the last day, when we possessed each other like savages.
The last evening we all went out together, Hugh, Eduardo,
Lafayette, John and I, to Chinatown. As we walked the streets I was
drunk with desire. We wanted desperately to touch each other again.
The intoxication was too strong; it was torture. I felt myself on
the threshold of doing something mad—I could not let him go away. I
promised to see him again. And suddenly, it was all unreal; the
exaltation disappeared. I did not feel his departure. I felt
nothing. I fell into an abyss. Back to the familiar loves, to human
life, grey days, sickness, bad moods, fatigue, back to aging and
dying, to sorrowing over a lost world. John left me nothing of his
goldenness, not a tremor of desire. I cannot remember his words.
Nothing he said left an echo. No caress left its imprint on the
blood. It was all a mirage.

I do not want to see him
again.

Hugh and I came to Mamaroneck for
Hugh, so that he can enjoy his boating and fishing. I hate it. I
want to run away from it.

Tonight I lie in bed hating my
bourgeois life, feeling desperate and destructive while Americans
celebrate the Fourth of July, throwing whistling bombs that remind
me of those which terrorized us in Europe.

I should learn to accept twilight,
deserts, impasses. I am liberated of my obsessive love, but not of
the love itself.

 


July 13, 1940

After four days in Mamaroneck with
Hugh, I spent a night with Gonzalo and took a plane to Richmond,
Virginia, telling Gonzalo I was meeting Hugh in Washington. Gonzalo
came to see me off after an intimate and emotional
night.

At Richmond Henry was expecting me,
with John Payne, Caresse’s young lover. We arrived at Hampton
Manor, another enchanted house, like the Grand Meaulnes or
Louveciennes, with its white columns, its deep frame of old trees,
its large harmonious rooms, its extraordinary stillness, the
enchanted sleep to the tune of whip o’ wills.

Caresse, whose life at the
Mill (the Moulin du
Soleil) was spangled with all the
personalities of her time, felt that life might repeat itself with
Henry and me at Hampton Manor. When she saw us there, writing,
talking, she felt perhaps it was the Mill again, with Harry Crosby
like a meteor, with Breton, Éluard, Frank Crane, Ernst, the
painters, the aristocrats, the wealthy, the capricious. Now she had
invited Henry, Salvador Dalí, and other artists. There are so many
currents in Caresse’s receptive being that she brings forth more
friendships, links and currents created by her life force. She sits
stuttering, rubbing her eyes, rubbing smooth the wrinkles on her
face, flicking her tongue, her small, sensual pink
tongue.

We slept through long, hot
afternoons. Henry wrote in the morning, adding many pages to
Sexus.

We received telegrams from the Earl of
Dudley that he might arrive Thursday or Friday with his wife, but I
was not stirred. Yet when Thursday evening came and Caresse took us
off to the movies I said, “Dudley will arrive tonight.” Henry said,
“No, at three o’clock in the morning” Caresse said: “Tomorrow.” So
we went to the movies, but I knew. As we were driving back to the
house in the darkness, I said: “They are there. I know
it.”

And they were.

As soon as I heard John’s voice, the
sensual turmoil reawakened. His wife is small, dead, insignificant,
lifeless. John stole a kiss from me in the dark stairway, and then
we all went to bed, Henry and I in one room, John and his wife in
another, Caresse alone because Payne is now in the army. I lay
awake desiring John, whom I do not love, wishing he had the
audacity to rise in the middle of the night, imagining how it would
feel to meet in the dark, secretly, feeling each other’s bodies, as
I read long ago in a novel which stirred me erotically at the age
of nine. Darkness and nakedness.

In the morning the current of desire
between us was so strong it was unendurable. I was leaving for ten
days in the afternoon, and John’s wife followed him every minute
with a fear of me. But Caresse took destiny in her own hands. She
took John’s wife in her car to shop an hour away. Henry was trying
to get in touch with his friend Emil Schnellock at Fredericksburg,
so I suggested lightly that he too go to town and telephone him,
and he did.

John had just finished taking a
shower. I entered his room, and he began to kiss me hungrily in
front of the window while we watched them driving away. The tension
was so acute, a storm broke out during our caresses, a violent
electrical storm. I stood by the window, John behind me. I pressed
against him and felt his desire so hard and strong. He opened my
blouse, took my breasts in his two hands and pushed them upward as
if to drink from them. The storm over our heads, all the peace
gone, fire and lightning bolts coursing through the body. We threw
ourselves on the bed, and he took me with violence.

How grateful I was to Caresse for this
moment, Caresse with her knowledge of passion. How joyous I was to
have discovered this joy divorced from the pangs of love, this
purely sensual vibration which alters in no way my deep love for
Gonzalo, a vibration which takes place only when John is there, a
drunkenness which lasts only while he is there, and of which I am
free as soon as I leave him, free of love. Yes, he is the shepherd,
and all I want is to bite into him when he is there, his flesh so
alive, the summer perspiration fresh as dew, the sensual underlip.
He is alive. Electric joys.

Nothing else about him interests me;
his atmosphere of Middle West America homeliness, the cult of the
ugly, the drinking, his dreams and talk, which I cannot even
remember. Absolutely ordinary, youthful, too simple. He is
imitating Henry. So when I leave him, the spell is broken, and I am
free.

Caresse and I were in the airplane,
talking, confiding. Caresse thought Hugh was going to meet me in
New York, but I told her Hugh did not know I was arriving, that
Gonzalo was going to meet me. Poor Gonzalo was desperately
anxious—we were an hour late due to fog. He was waiting for me on
the curb, anxiously staring at all the taxis. We spent the night in
our little room. The next day we went together to Mamaroneck, to
look for a place for him and Helba near Hugh and me. But they are
so slow they will move in by the time I am ready to
leave.

Here, in Mamaroneck, I have no
excitement or fever, so I fall into an abysm. The smallest
frustration makes me despondent. If I am thwarted I can easily
think of suicide.

This place: a bourgeois apartment
house near the bay, everything genteel and well regulated. The
husbands all go to the city in the morning. The beaches are dull,
the people stodgy and uninterested in each other. It is all plain
and homely and tidy and colorless.

Now I think coldly like a demon: John
will help me get through the summer, I will get strong, and in the
fall I will throw myself into the fullest, most hectic life
possible. I must find another love; I must get free of Gonzalo. It
is all painful and negative now.

He weighs on me heavily. I am only
made for passion; it is the temperature of love that I cannot
endure. I am afraid, and I think it is death—everything but passion
seems like death to me. Only in fever do I feel life.

 


July 28, 1940

On the train from
Fredericksburg to New York

Back in Hampton Manor again, Flo
followed John like a shadow every minute. We could not even talk to
each other alone. We could not touch each other. Tuesday,
Wednesday. He does not know ruse yet. At night when we walked—we
swayed in the dark to touch each other’s hands. Powerful currents
traversed us. At any moment we could have made a wild gesture. The
excitement mounted and became pain, the body aching with desire.
One afternoon we went to the Potomac River to swim, and when I
walked towards John in my bathing suit I saw the desire on his
face. We knew we had to act.

Thursday morning Flo was not well, and
she let John drive the poor negro, who has a tumor on his finger,
to the doctor. We sat in a café and stole kisses, the tension
growing so keen that I wanted to scream. We took the negro to the
doctor, and then we drove to a pine forest I had observed on the
way. We entered into the heart of it, walking on pine needles. We
kissed voraciously. He slipped his hands into my shirt. What
strength in John’s hands, what firmness. I felt his desire hard. We
lay on the pine needles, and we almost shouted with the wildness of
it, the ecstasy. When we returned to the house, we were gentle and
appeased. When Henry and Flo took a siesta, John and I went down to
the cellar, to the Mexican room, where he wanted me to see his
drawings. I was naked under my cotton dress. He bit my thighs.
Again delirium.

The last day we had only one hour
together. Unable to unleash our desire for each other, I was forced
to notice John’s character, and I saw the points at which we touch,
the sensuality, the electric tensions, the positive onrushing
natures, a likeness of swift, proud, domineering and active
temperament, the capacity to burn. But he has a timid, plaintive,
shrunken wife, who wants him small, who is afraid of the violence
in him, afraid of a mistress who can give him a tremendous sense of
expansion, set him on fire, challenge all his forces. The first
time John and I returned from the ride in the village, she was
weeping—and she said, without knowing anything, but out of pure
intuition: “I was thinking how it would be if someday you loved
somebody else.” The day of their wedding she had already lost him;
he was already beyond his marriage. He calls her the
waif.

Strange thing: wanting to reassure
Henry, I took a siesta with him, knowing he would take me, and I
responded fully. And it was after this I went down to the Mexican
room and could still vibrate under John’s earthy
caresses.

Mars of the earth again.

John can do something none of my other
loves could do—he can make me feel joyous, sensual, free of
pain.

I enjoy my power. I can say John’s
name in such a way that he says it feels like a knife. I can make
him tremble with desire, quaking with it, keep him awake and
tortured. He has given me what woman should value highly—a young
man’s first passion, so total, so romantic and fervent. I feel
beautiful, desirable, potent in his hands. The light in his face at
times is dazzling. After a walk in the dark when merely brushing
each other, we could create ecstasy. Even in the dark his face is
resplendent.

John, it is marvelous to arouse
desire. Do not be too hurt. So much in the world we should caress
and love only with the blood and the flesh because it is beautiful,
brilliant, alive—as we love fire. No small role—giving me pure
joy—giving me life in this body, a miraculous current without pain.
For the first time the Sun. I was never given the Sun.

Poor little Flo—she taps John’s knees
lightly with a small, helpless hand. I dig my nails into them and
he trembles like a racehorse.

 


Mamaroneck, August 12,
1940

I believe I have defended
myself against loving John, against suffering. I believe that just as in
the beginning when I still loved Henry and couldn’t yield to
Gonzalo absolutely, so have I defended myself against yielding to
John. Whenever I arrive at Hampton Manor, I am prepared not to
feel. And so it was the last time. Because there was Flo, because
John is poor and not free, because of his youth, there were
obstacles. Anyway, I arrived cold. And for a few hours all was
well, but soon the warmth returned. John may have been talking. I
saw his eyes on me. I looked at his mouth.

The next day the torment began. I
found him depressed. Flo attacked him each time they went to their
room. Her instinct is not blind: she told him: “I am not the woman
for you. Anaïs is the woman for you.” And then, more obscurely, she
fights to diminish him, crush him. She tells him he must not be
crude (when he is merely impulsive), that he talks too much, or she
attacks his work. Poor John.

All the time we were watching for a
moment together, and all through the first day it was impossible.
The next day Caresse arrived early in the morning. She sent us on
errands, which included two huge valises so that no one else could
get into the car. John and I went—and we went to the woods. The
moment was too short for me to respond fully in spite of my
excitement, but I still feel the starved kisses, the violence. That
evening, a walk in the dark with sparks burning through
us.

Caresse announced her
publishing partner was failing her. Somehow or other we all
simultaneously began to talk about doing it ourselves. Caresse was
very concrete and determined. We sat at lunch, planning to run a
press in Hampton Manor to publish the books she had intended to
do: Nadja by
Breton, translated by Jolas, a novel of Kay Boyle’s, memoirs by
Marianne Gold, Cendrars, Radiquet, etc.

We walked over to the barn,
but found it was too open for a press, and we would not be able to
get it heated later. Then we walked to the house built for the
servants, a lovely little white house all of natural wood inside,
with many rooms. We decided to install the press there. As this was
shaping into a solution to John’s life (penniless, nowhere to go, a
good craftsman, he could live on running the press), it became all
intermingled with our love. John saw it as our work. I could see him working,
incited by love, and the excitement took the form of an intense
personal joy which we wanted desperately to share together, to
share together like a bottle of wine.

While everybody was looking through
the rooms, talking, I caught John alone, walking behind me. I
turned fully on him and whispered: “I love you!” which completely
set him on fire.

That evening we were so full of
emotions, we could not talk. John is so different from Gonzalo—so
creative and not twisted. Things take form in his hands. He loves
to build, to work, invent, discover. The night before—while Henry
argued against us—we had talked about the necessity of recreating
the universe from the beginning with our own hands. John has that.
He likes to dominate matter. This likeness, this capability we both
have attracts us to each other. That night the accord between our
temperaments was so visible that Flo left the table and went to her
room.

Next morning. It is the day of my
departure. We find ourselves alone in the library, sitting far away
from each other because we are in turmoil and John says he wants to
pounce on me. Every time we look at each other we feel we are sent
reeling. The whole world is reeling around us. It is unbearable.
John comes over to me, takes my face in both his hands and quickly
covers it with kisses.

He is despondent. He feels defeated,
imprisoned by Flo, frustrated. I am depressed too, from so much
supervision and repression.

A little later when I am all packed, I
find Henry has fallen asleep. I leave the room. I go to Caresse and
ask her if she will call John for me (Flo is ill in bed) so that I
may see him a little while. She suggests I go to the little white
house and wait there. She’ll come with John later. And this she
does so deftly that Flo thinks John has been called to help Caresse
carry things to the little house where the press is to
be.

She leaves us there. My heart is
beating. We kiss. John is ecstatic. “Everything you do I love,
everything. You are perfect, marvelous! I like your audacity. I
like all your impulses. Now I am happy.”

In the train I travel with Henry, who
has to go to New York. I don’t know if it is Henry who has changed
or my image of him, but he seems faded, grey somehow. In the train
I am anxious because I fear I am going to fall in love with John,
but there are reservations in my desire for him which do not exist
in my other loves.

The night before I left for Virginia,
lying with Gonzalo, after his possession of me, he moved his head
in such a way that his long black hair brushed my breasts, and this
I felt so deeply, as if every strand of hair were tangled with a
strand of my own hair and tied around a cell of my blood. John’s
gestures do not have this sort of effect on me. The intoxication is
there each time, the need to embrace, kiss, to lie with him, but
only while he is there, and it never grows roots into my being.
Even this time, though I remember the intoxication, I do not feel
those blood roots stirring in me, the kind that makes a woman know
the man is inside her womb as a child would be, stirring at the
center of her being.

 


August 22, 1940

Saturday I discovered I was
pregnant—three months! Days of anguish over the money and the
complications I feared would arise. Jacobson put me in the hands of
a good German Jew who works for rich women. He said it would have
to be done in two operations, one to insert a bag which dilates the
womb (this is done without ether) and then a final one that is done
with ether.

I set the date for Wednesday, the
21st. I arrived at nine-thirty and was strapped like an insane
person, wrists tied, arms, waist, legs—a strange sensation of utter
helplessness. Then the doctor came in. As he began to work, he
found the womb dilating so easily that he continued the operation
in spite of the terrific pain. And so in six minutes of torture, I
had done what is usually done with ether! But it was over. I
couldn’t believe it. Hugh was so full of anguish, and
Gonzalo.

The only wonderful moment in all this
was when I was lying on a little cot in the doctor’s office and
another woman came in. The nurse pulled the curtain so that I could
not see her. She was made to undress and lie down, to relax. The
nurse left us.

Soon I heard a whisper to me: “How was
it?” I reassured her—told her how I had been able to bear it
without ether, so it would be nothing with ether.

She said: “How long were you
pregnant?”

“Three months.”

“I only two—but I’m scared.
My husband is away. He doesn’t know. He must never
know.”

I couldn’t explain to her that my
husband knew, but that my lover had to be deceived and made to
believe I had no relations with Hugh. Lying there whispering about
the pain, I had never felt such a strong kinship with
woman—woman—this one I could not see, or identify, the one who was
also lying on a cot, filled with primitive fear and an obscure
sense of murder, or guilt, and of an unfair struggle against
nature—an unequal struggle with all the man-made laws against us,
endangering our lives, exposing us to inexperienced maneuvers, to
being economically cheated and morally condemned—woman is truly the
victim now, beyond the help of her courage and aliveness. How much
there is to be said against the ban on abortion. What a tragedy
this incident becomes for the woman. At this moment she is hunted
down, really. The doctor is ashamed, deep down, but falsely so.
Society condemns him. Everything goes on in an atmosphere of crime
and trickery. And the poor woman who was whispering to me,
afterwards, I heard her say to the doctor: “Oh, doctor, I’m so
grateful to you, so grateful!” That woman moved me so much. I
wanted to know her. I wanted to pull the curtain and see her. But I
realized she was all women—the humility, the thoughtfulness, the
fear and the childlike moment of utter defenselessness. A pregnant
woman is already a being in anguish. Each pregnancy is an obscure
conflict. The break is not simple. You are tearing away a fragment
of flesh and blood. Added to this deeper conflict is the anguish,
the quest for the doctor, the fight against exploitation, the
atmosphere of underworld bootlegging, a racket. The abortion is
made a humiliation and a crime. Why should it be? Motherhood is a
vocation like any other. It should be freely chosen, not imposed
upon woman.

And today I am home, lying down most
of the time.

Gonzalo came to make lunch.

 


August 26, 1940

Days of convalescence. Gonzalo’s
behavior has restored my faith and calmed my doubts. Finally today,
as we were resting side by side, I felt his desire stirring, and he
placed my hand over it and let me caress him. I was warmed by his
desire. I am in love with Gonzalo still. I know it now.

In utter despair at American emptiness
and homeliness, we began to dream Paris all over again. Gonzalo
told me one story after another, and I urged him to write them
down. He recreated the atmosphere for me. Listening to him and
remembering, I began to write, starting with the pages on the rue
Dolent, a fantastic story about Hans Reichel. With Gonzalo, I could
abstract myself from the American scene. It was a collaboration.
After working, I often telephone him and say: “Look what you have
done! It is your book.” His stories are terrifying. I started to
write flowingly last week, two days after the abortion. Yesterday I
wrote the pages on the café. I am working to weld it all together…
the barge story, the rag pickers.

A corrupt man is like a woman.
Corruption is a kind of passivity, a pregnable, open, yielding
element which attracts one. One feels like plunging into this
corrupt, lax, open being, through which all currents flow, raping
it, mastering it. During Gonzalo’s storytelling I suffer sometimes
to see the expression of yieldingness, of abandon, which took him
everywhere…the abandon… That must be the way a man feels about
woman, the desire to insert the hard erect knife of his will and
desire into this soft, open flesh.

Poor John. I think of him now as the
brightest son I ever had, but I love the dark one best of all, the
one who has shown ugliness, envy, fear, weakness, criminal
negligence, corruption. Corruption is revealed by a choice of
ambiance, and Gonzalo’s choice was of the darkest, most diseased
and corrupt of all, monstrous.

 


August 27, 1940

Strange days of loneliness, barrenness
and inner burning. I live absolutely in my past and partly in
Gonzalo’s. We meet like conspirators, while Hugh is fishing, and we
talk, talk, talk. Then I work. Physically I am at a very low ebb,
but spiritually I carry a demon of restlessness, hunger,
imaginings. I want a rich, multiple, dazzling life. I want
abundance, recklessness, sumptuousness and the heights of passion,
up to the hilt.

I want to be burned, to be burned. And
now I want to live out everything within the very layers at which I
am creating. I have set the climate and I must find it—but
where?

 


September 1,
1940

I must beware of my imagination. At
the moment when love becomes pale, I begin to suffer from doubts.
Gonzalo, on the contrary, has nestled in this love and does not
expect catastrophe now. He expected it during the passion. I expect
it now. Last night I told Hugh I was leaving for Virginia at
midnight, and I arranged to have dinner with Gonzalo in New York. I
told him I could leave, or not leave, whatever he wanted. He didn’t
say anything, so I finally began to tell him how, because of his
passivity, I had suffered and was detaching myself from him. He was
immensely surprised, and he laughed good-naturedly, absolutely
innocently. He said all I seemed to be missing was his tyranny, and
that he had changed deeply, felt more balanced, less crazy than
before, that he now believed in me. I said I loved our rhythm
before, when he took the active role, that now I was lost. Gonzalo
explained that all men were stupid when it was a question of ruse,
and that he had grown to depend on my ruses for our meetings. He
showed great tenderness, but I did see the change and felt that
this Gonzalo I don’t like, that I preferred the crazy one who made
scenes. This Gonzalo is old, fat and peaceful. But I have become
aware of the demon in me that is the cause of my suffering, the
demon of doubt. It may cause me to destroy the very love I want, as
I destroyed my life with Henry, because fundamentally, Henry having
made his love of June the theme of his work, I never really
believed in his love. And Gonzalo, being enslaved by Helba’s
helplessness, her deafness, I feel equally that in the end, when
the passion is over, I may lose him. I have a feeling I should make
Gonzalo jealous as I made Henry jealous by running away to New
York. But that only reassures me for a little while, and then
Henry’s egotism destroys my faith again. They clutch and cling and
howl when I leave them, but how badly they love.

It is my fault. I love with so much
devotion that I make everybody selfish… I know there is something
very wrong with me. I need proof of love constantly, and that is
wrong and cruel for the others.

All day Sunday I tortured myself
needlessly with doubt. Monday morning I didn’t telephone Gonzalo.
Then he telephoned me to say that because of the weather he thought
I should not leave for Virginia. He was afraid for me. Such a small
thing can make me happy for a day, but then an equally small act of
thoughtlessness can plunge me into despair.

To rise beyond this emotional
weakness, I worked well last week. Then Henry came and read what I
had done, and his criticism was negative. He had nothing to say
about the fragments themselves; all he could see was that they were
not woven together. He said it was bad, monotonous and static. This
stopped my writing completely. I showed it to Gonzalo, and he
responded. But why should I depend on such responses? Why must I
depend on others for everything, never on myself? I am back to
where I was years ago, before analysis, to a devouring doubt,
continuous hyper-sensitivity and fears. What can I do now? Before I
was helped by Allendy and then by Rank. Now I have to heal myself
alone. At least I realize it is all in my imagination. But the
suffering is there, continuous, haunting, like an infection. No
relief. A few hours of peace, and then the gnawing begins
again.

Anaïs, stop devouring and fearing. You
are a tortured being, you have been all your life. Come out of this
darkness and live passionately again, forget yourself. Create. You
isolate yourself with your love, and you suspect every nuance and
every word and every gesture. It is bad. You must be courageous and
ruthless and reckless. If you always need a new love because you
only believe in the new, you will lose Gonzalo, whom you still
love.

 


September 5,
1940

Hampton Manor has changed because of
the petty antagonisms that have grown between Mrs. Salvador Dalí
and Henry and John. She used Henry (she doesn’t know English), and
she has appropriated the library where we used to talk for a salon
for Dalí’s work. Meals were full of hostility and mockery. The wife
wants the entire place run like Dalí’s kingdom, and we are to be
his subjects. John and Flo feel humiliated by the conversations
entirely in French, and John is critical of Dalí’s persistent work
and gayety (he whistles and sings all day). I would not have felt
all this. I am less rebellious at being asked to help, or to being
used. John hates to serve. Henry hates Mrs. Dalí’s coddling of
Dalí. They hated everything and made crazy statements like: “Dalí
only eats lamb,” as if this were in itself a crime. Henry resorted
to his maniacal contradictions. I liked to hear Dalí talk, but it
was impossible. John was jealous when I spoke Spanish, and Mrs.
Dalí was on guard against me. Dalí liked me, lost his shyness and
retiringness when I came, showed me his work.

But Hampton Manor, the enchanted, has
vanished. John’s money is finished and he has to go home. He growls
at everything. The press plan was abandoned because Caresse didn’t
have the money for it. John would have to have done all the work,
but this I didn’t want, because I don’t want to leave Gonzalo in
New York, and at Hampton Manor I couldn’t be with John.

But again, when John and I were in the
same room, garden, or road, we felt each other’s presence like wild
magnets. We only had one walk together, the last day, and he told
me how he suffered from my absence and the fear that I should die,
how he only came to life when I arrived, how he wanted me. What
power draws us together and makes me forget Gonzalo. Desire.
Desire. Again our eyes fixed on each other each time Henry and Flo
are not looking, and again we hypnotize each other completely,
falling into the well of the other’s being, compelled, blind,
drunk. His blue eyes are firm, fixed like a virile possession, and
he takes me. At other times he is dissolved with desire, his voice
grows husky and warm, and I feel bathed in warmth and
passion.

We planned to meet again in New York,
to spend nights together.

In the evening, when Flo was in her
room and Henry was in the bathroom, I ran downstairs lightly
because I heard John locking the doors. He heard me coming. We
stood for an instant in the darkness of the porch, crackling and
burning like wild torches—he all gold and blue, I all red and
black—hearts snapping with the tension, whispering words of love.
He then became the lover, feverish with desire, with the voice and
laughter of the lover, the man one wants to be locked in a room
with.

I am grateful to have a lover I want
to be locked with in a room—a lover on fire.

I sit in the train and I still feel
him, where one should feel a lover. He says I am his only joy. I
say he is my only joy. He says I am the only one who has his
rhythm. I say, “You have mine.”

On his birthday, we found a pack of
cards fallen around the car. I picked up the ones with their faces
turned upward. I do not know their meaning, but the negress said it
was all lucky.

Sad days, the last of
Hampton Manor. We see the long, long roads before us. From afar
they look wet, but they are absolutely dry—a mirage. Many tree
branches lie wrapped in cocoons of spider webs, dead leaves and
dead insects lying tangled in the gown of white fog ribbons, the
maternal fluid weaving its cocoon pockets in the forest, silvery
envelopes, snowy white wigs of crystallized saliva. The earth is
sienna colored. The negro is singing on his horse. There is a pool
crowded with headless trees. Dalí is painting a guitar that is
loose and slack like a body without nerves and a woman’s body taut
like a guitar while the hand plays on her sex. Dalí is painting a
horse whose insides contain a woman whose child is kissing his
horse teeth while the child’s enormous horse-like sex hangs limp.
Henry is writing about Greece. John is writing about corruption and
rebelling: “Why do we take up your death theme? We haven’t died.” Why indeed, the
gold sun youth of America wallowing in our European death
chant.

“Well, can you visualize
tomorrow?” I asked. “You are
tomorrow.”

“I can’t—it’s
true.”

So they chant death with
us.

 


September 7,
1940

Tonight I suddenly realized the demon
in me, the one shattering my life and endangering my love for
Gonzalo, the demon of intensity which pushes me to feverishly seek
it wherever it lies. As soon as I left John, I fell again into a
more natural world and was sad, as when you want to play the drum
because you are taut and full of rhythm, but the drum skins
tear.

I am in an absolutely mad state,
abnormally sensitive, magnifying everything, emotional, full of
anguish and nervousness. If I am eating in a restaurant and the
music begins, I become dissolved and lacerated. If I see an
accident in the street, I am obsessed all day, jerking with pain
for the others. I feel like June—unbalanced, lost.

At the same time I have a
ferocious lucidity which makes me act on Hugh’s blindness and
ghostliness, and I give him a superb talk, such as Rank used to
give me on unreality—the blind man’s dog I am! At the same time, I
am aware that my gift is my curse—for as I see into others’ lives abnormally with such a keen
insight, it sometimes gives me an inhuman role to play—the wise
man’s role, so hateful, so difficult. At times some depend on my
guidance, but at other times they hate it and rebel against it, as
Henry did. And yet at other times, they ignore it, and then,
because my feelings are involved, I suffer more from their
blindness than they do. Hugh said the worst is that in anger I
utter truths which hurt. He said nobody could hurt more than I,
because I am accurate. I hate my own lucidity—I suffer as a god
must suffer when he looks down and witnesses a murder committed in
a moment of blindness. Sometimes I feel so desperate I cry out that
I will kill myself and put an end to this seeing. Oh, the torture
of eyes forever open! Close my eyes, oh god, that I may rest from
suffering. I can no longer bear my awareness. How clearly I see! I
see Hugh walking off like a ghost when I leave him, and this image
of gauntness and isolation saddens my trip to Hampton Manor. I
dwell on this and discover the significance of his
absent-mindedness, his absence.

When I returned, as we were
driving home, I told him all I know and how I have struggled to
reach the point of living fully in the present, with all my
faculties in the present moment. I poured out all that I have
attained myself with such difficulties—the presence, in contrast to the absence
of unreality.

Hugh was vitalized, touched. His gloom
and greyness passed into me after I talked, because all my strength
is used in these transmissions of life. I am weary of
burdens—burdens.

I am afraid to ask myself what John
will be for me—he will be my joy for how long? John is absolutely
poor, but unwilling to submit to the discipline of a job because he
wants the life of the artist. He is imprisoned by his wife’s
complete dependence and clutching love. She has no life of her own,
no creativity, no action. She lives vicariously through him, a
shadow—his shadow, his echo.

I am cornered. John is not
the man. When will he come? Will he have the savour of Gonzalo, but with strength…or will I have
to provide all the strength again, until I die? I await
him. It was in this exact
mood that I awaited Gonzalo a few months before he came along. I
knew then he would be a big man, not from France—I almost felt him.
I saw his eyes in Fez. And Jean de la Lune (Cateret) had said,
“Watch out for 1940.” But it cannot be John.

I think I am a little mad
with feeling, with awareness, with obstacles. Create, Anaïs. Every
word you wrote was always the golden key which opened the doors of
your prison. The Lawrence book brought you Henry. The
House of Incest Gonzalo. The Winter of
Artifice John. It is your female chant for
man, for the lover. Write. It is your ornament, your grace, your
seduction, your chant for courting.

Create, Anaïs. He will
come.
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NANANKEPICHU II


We saved the dream

 


September 12,
1940

Holly Chambers Hotel,
N.Y.C.

I spent all afternoon
walking the streets of the Village looking for a place for Gonzalo
and me, for a dream, a room that would not be just a room, a studio
that would not be just a studio, a house that would not be just a
house. I was standing at the corner of my hotel, worn out and
discouraged, about to go back in, to surrender. At that moment I
felt so vividly the kind of place I dreamed of that I continued to
walk, as if I were walking towards it. I walked to an agent, and he
took me to three places. The third place was the Place—an old red
brick house in front of the Provincetown Playhouse. Top floor—a
studio which is an echo of Nanankepichu—part of it
low-ceilinged, uneven, with small square windows, the other half
skylight, high and wonderful for drawing and writing. Old but
clean, floor painted black, a fireplace—an air of not being in New
York. A big bed and a big desk. Beautiful. My heart was pounding. I
took it immediately. The next morning, while waiting for Gonzalo, I
took over the bed cover from Paris, the same pair of sheets we had
in rue Cassini, the seashell lamp. I bought two bottles of Chianti,
two big candles, a bottle opener—and there it was!

When Gonzalo came, he was
thunderstruck. He said: “It’s the barge!” He was enchanted. The
only beautiful place in New York, with charm and strangeness and
uniqueness! He threw wine on the floor for luck.

Finding the place made me
happy. It seems to me we can find again the dream which New York
has destroyed. I was dancing with joy. Gonzalo said:
“Me voy muy contento.”

I feel more peaceful. I thought I was
going mad—such gnawing anguish, fears of every kind assailing me,
uncertainty, scruples, guilt, chaos, my nerves taut to a painful
intensity, a sense of catastrophe, of malignant demons around me. I
was impatient with Hugh’s absence, impatient with Gonzalo’s
laziness, angry at everything.

Dorothy Norman is printing
my “The Woman in the Myth.” Rae Beamish is printing
Winter of Artifice in
December. I signed a real contract.

 


September 15,
1940

Suddenly I am whole again like a
diamond. I wake up after dreaming all night of a ballet. I make
breakfast for Hugh. I go out to meet Robert Duncan. There is the
dream place, under the roof. I brought pillows and blankets, I
burned the Japanese perfume, I lit the candles. I waited. Of
course, Helba had a “crisis,” so Gonzalo came late and could not
stay, but I am beyond suffering at this—I expect it. Gonzalo’s
attitude touched me, his delight and love of the place, his lying
down at my side, his tremor at my hand passing over his stomach. My
hand slid downward when I felt the response. And he let me caress
him—I cannot be possessed yet. And today I began to write pages on
the shoemaker with a clubfoot from notes made in the diary long
ago. I am flowing again—I have lost my fears, my anguishes. I have
multiple desires, curiosities, interests. I can be
everywhere.

I am carrying you to
Nanankepichu II. True
that it is an echo, true that passion cannot last forever. True.
But I have the gift for making it last longer than most, by magic.
It can only be done by supernatural means.

 


September 16,
1940

Next day, the first act of witchcraft:
the place! We found the low bed again, the isolation and the
secrecy—Gonzalo loves the secrecy. He asks me: “You haven’t told
anybody, even Eduardo?” He wants to draw there—the light is
beautiful for drawing. Today he rearranged the furniture, my desk
and his table. We made coffee there. The dream is impossible in an
American roadside cabin or hotel room.

The second act of witchcraft:
creation, which renews the love itself. After I wrote the clubfoot
story, I took it to the place and Gonzalo read it. When I was
leaving, he said, “Leave the manuscript here,” and placed it
himself in the drawer of the desk.

It is a place where
I can. It is out
of the world.

 


September 20,
1940

Beautiful days. A rich autumn, warm,
and the sun. Gonzalo brought his drawing board and pencils to the
place. He likes to work there. After a moment of frenzied caresses
on the low bed, we got up. He sat at his table, his drawing board
on his knees, and sketched while I sat at my desk and worked on the
Artaud pages. A glowing, fervent night of many caresses, and then
this absorption in work, this out of the world dream. I am happy.
This dream gives me life. Gonzalo is eager to go there in the
afternoon, and then again on the evenings when I am not with Hugh
or Henry.

A tender night with Henry. I cannot be
taken completely, but he couldn’t wait. I am amazed Henry still
desires me. I no longer desire him, except when I get into an
erotic mood and desire everybody.

My doubts of Gonzalo’s love were
purely imaginary. I do not accept the pauses made by nature, the
ill health, phases of indifference (such as I have myself), or the
deadly effect of ugly surroundings and uprootings. Neurosis and
fear do destroy and paralyze, but everything is flowing again,
everything is illuminated. I began to think about Artaud and was
forced to sit down on a Washington Square bench and write. I feel
highly inflammable. I missed John when I went to see Henry at
Hampton Manor, missed the breathlessness I felt going up his stairs
to find him eagerly expecting me. I missed his violence.

Smooth activity. I went to call for
the diary at Duell, Sloan and Pearce. Pearce said it was marvelous,
but that it should never be published except in a limited edition.
I carried the 500 pages to Slocum, Henry’s agent, and liked him
immediately. I went home and had lunch alone. I look for Artaud
material in the diary. At four, I see Gonzalo at the place. We lie
in bed smoking, talking, and then we work. He makes the coffee
because my left hand is bandaged—I burned myself badly while
cooking.

Reconciliation with Helba
of whom my jealous imagination makes a monster—in reality she is
merely very stupidly helpless, but she has a disarming humility,
and she knows how to tease and beg me into mellowness again:
“What’s the matter, Conejito? You’ve got pepper on your
rabbit tail again. And I, who love you so much, I get mad at you
sometimes too, especially because Gonzalo is ashamed of me. He
won’t take me out. He says I’m too fat. And that’s because he’s so
used to your slenderness and your beauty. But as soon as I see your
funny rabbit nose that comes straight down, not at all like other
people’s noses, I feel such love for you. And I’ve been very sad.
You never come to see me. I ask myself what I have done. And I feel
so badly when you go on taking care of me, but without love…” I
said: “You know I do love you, or I would not have got the hearing
machine for you.”

“But maybe you did that for
Gonzalo,” Helba said cannily. All this reawakens my pity, so I
begin acting again. What is
lovable in Helba is her lack of resentment and how
she dominates her jealousy. She even tells me quite honestly how
Gonzalo irritates her by worrying about me. “He was nearly crazy in
New Rochelle—he didn’t tell me what happened to you, just that you
were sick. He didn’t sleep all night and didn’t eat. How he loves
you, Anaïs—I could get mad at you
for worrying him so, but I don’t. I know Gonzalo’s
character better than you do because you’re not dependent on him. I
blame him, not you. I think he does everything to make us hate each
other. He makes me out more helpless than I am—it is his excuse for
all he does not do. He uses me as a pretext for all his
failures.”

Their apartment has a new order and
cleanliness undreamed of a few years ago. Helba has learned to
dress herself, to fix her hair. I remember my first visit to
her.

Helba lying in a cot, death on her
face. Rags. Poverty. No lights. Cooking on coal in the fireplace.
Torn shawls. Unkempt hair, fever and hunger and weakness, Gonzalo
half blind from alcohol.

 


September 22,
1940

Evening with Yves Tanguy and Kay de
San Faustino—planning to bring over Breton, Pierre Mabille,
Benjamin Péret, Éluard. I told Hugh to bring his notebook of
drawings so they would understand a Hugh they do not know. His
drawings were admired. Yves thought they looked exactly like those
he had made himself when he had begun to paint.

 


September 24,
1940

We have moved to 215 West 13th, the
top floor of an old simple house, a big skylight studio shaped like
a peaked roof. A small, small kitchen and bath. Not American. I
bought two large pine wood tables with two benches, peasant shaped,
two beds covered with Mexican serapes, and lamps—that was all. Hugh
has his drawings, brushes, etc., on one table and I have my work on
the other. The other tenants left us a wall-to-wall carpet in dark
brown. Next to my couch is the bookcase and on top of it I have the
sea plants, shells and lamps.

Next to my bed is a crazy little
Rococo table I bought for $5 in an antique shop in Mamaroneck with
painted scenes of Spanish history, a wrought iron top, two lanterns
affixed to the sides. When Gonzalo saw it, he said it was a table
that used to be carried like a tray (it has a handle in the center)
on feast days to the entrances of the church, to sell refreshments.
It was covered with a glass holder and little iron plates and two
bottles for syrups. A little feast table! It stands in this
ascetic, simple place like my eternal note from Byzance, always a
jewel in the center of simplicity. In two days I made the place
livable, complete, but I am worn out. Gonzalo helped me with the
nailing, setting up tables, etc. Hugh complains that even when I
say, “It is going to be simple,” it still looks
beautiful.

Hugh came and found his table all set
for work. He was happy. The first night we slept here there was a
violent thunderstorm, and in my sleep I felt it was a bad omen. I
know the war is coming here. What is happening in the world is so
monstrous that I turn away. I made a home again, knowing it will be
destroyed. I bought a safe for the remaining diaries. Deep down I
feel the tragedy so I keep busy, so busy that I am worn
out.

Last night with Gonzalo in our place,
where I posed for him. The night before I slept with Henry, who
clings to me. He is preparing to leave for a tour of
America.

Tonight at home.

 


October 2, 1940

We saved the dream, Gonzalo and I. In
that marvelous isolation we have defeated New York, the ugliness.
We left the world behind again, and all the threads are rewoven,
sensuality bursts out again, there are wild moments of utter
abandon. Gonzalo kissing my sex, hurting me with the violent
caresses with eager fingers, keeping his fingers inside of me, his
mouth to the sex, losing his head, trembling, shaking, moaning and
pushing his sex into my mouth while I caress him with my two
hands.
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