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PREFACE

 


 While readers were made aware that Anaïs Nin
(1903-1977) had an adult-onset incestuous affair with her father
Joaquín Nin (1879-1949) with the release of Incest: The Unexpurgated Diary of Anaïs Nin
in 1992, the events were observed from one point
of view: that of Anaïs herself. Excerpts of correspondence between
Anaïs and her father were published in some of the diaries, but the
existence of a true collection was doubted—at least one Nin
biographer1 believed that Joaquín and Anaïs destroyed each other’s letters
after reading them during the 1930s. Reinforcing this notion was
the fact that there was no trace of the letters in the Anaïs Nin
archives at UCLA or seemingly anywhere else.

After Rupert Pole, Nin’s
“west coast husband” and literary executor, died in 2006, I was
asked by members of the Anaïs Nin Trust to help clean and organize
Anaïs’s Los Angeles studio, which had fallen into serious
disrepair. Among the treasures I found during the cleanup was a
manila folder tucked in one of the many crammed shelves with the
simple words “Father Letters” written on the cover in Anaïs’s
hand.

The folder contained a more
or less chronological group of original handwritten and typed
letters from Joaquín to Anaïs, beginning in 1933 (the year the
affair began) and ending in the late 1930s. I also discovered a
separate folder of Anaïs’s letters to her father—some of them were
carbons of typewritten letters, while others were handwritten. Why
these collections of letters were not included in the UCLA archive
is unknown.

An English translation of a
few excerpts from this collection, which were originally written in
French by Anaïs and in French and Spanish by Joaquín, was published
in volume six of A Café in Space: The Anaïs
Nin Literary Journal in 2009. Now, the
entire collection appears for the first time in any
language.

While the letters begin
just before Anaïs and Joaquín reunited in 1933 after a twenty-year
estrangement, the story begins much earlier—Joaquín abandoned his
family, including the ten-year-old Anaïs, in 1913. This act defined
the course of Anaïs’s life in terms of her behavior, her
relationships and her writing. The correspondence and related diary
excerpts help readers to understand why Anaïs acted the way she did
throughout her life, why she chose certain topics in her fiction,
why she was committed to a life of introspection and analysis, and
why she waged a never-ending battle to feel loved, appreciated and,
perhaps most of all, understood. The reader is also provided a look
at Joaquín that would otherwise be impossible; his wit, charm,
eloquence and vast knowledge create a slick façade in his letters,
as in life, but beneath the surface lie caprice, self-delusion,
falseness, egoism and weakness.

The collection is not
complete: there are references to missing letters, but with the
help of excerpts from Anaïs’s original and published diaries, the
gaps are partially filled. In all, there are 135 letters in the
collection: 68 from Joaquín; 60 from Anaïs; five from Maruca,
Joaquín’s second wife; one from Angela Castellanos, Joaquín’s
mother; and one from Hugh Guiler, Anaïs’s husband. All of these
letters appear in this publication; the only omissions, indicated
by ellipses in brackets ([…]), are repetitive or irrelevant
passages. Other incidences of ellipses, which are not in brackets,
are from the authors themselves.

When dates are not
indicated, they are either labeled as [Undated], or, in some cases,
the best estimate of a date is indicated in brackets. Sometimes
footnotes are used to clarify why a certain date was indicated or
if there is evidence that the author wrongly dated the
letter.

Brackets are also used to
indicate words or phrases that have been inserted by me, the
editor.

To alleviate confusion
between the two Joaquíns (Anaïs’s father and brother), the Spanish
diminutive “Joaquinito” is used for Anaïs’s brother; to avoid
confusing any of the Nins with each other, first names are
used.

Unless otherwise noted,
quotations from Anaïs’s diary are from the original handwritten
volumes, all of which were originally written in English. No
editorial changes were made to the diary passages except for
blatant grammatical and spelling errors and the omission of
repetitive or irrelevant material; Anaïs’s use of anglicized
spellings (“mould,” “marvellous,” etc.) have been
retained.

All 60 of Anaïs’s original
letters are in French. Of Joaquín’s letters, 49 are in French, and
19 are in Spanish. French translations are by Paul Herron; Spanish
translations are by Anaín Bjorkquist.

 


—Paul Herron, Editor, Sky
Blue Press

Germantown, Maryland,
October 2018


I was born at 7 Henrion
Bertier, Neuilly/Seine, but I was conceived on the Ocean, on the
way from Cuba to France that is over the Atlantide.—Anaïs
Nin




INTRODUCTION


 


José Joaquín Nin y Castellanos was
born in Havana, Cuba on September 29, 1879. His father was Joaquín
Nin y Tudo, a Spanish cavalry officer stationed in colonial Cuba,
and his mother, Angela Castellanos y Perdomo, was born in Cuba. In
1880 Joaquín was baptized in Barcelona to circumvent having been
born in a Spanish colony, a status that would render the quality of
education and privileges that Spanish-born children enjoyed
difficult to attain.

The young Joaquín’s musical talent
quickly became apparent, and his father enrolled him at the
Atheneum in Barcelona, where he excelled at the piano. His first
public performance was in 1892, and in 1897 he performed his first
full-scale recital.

In 1901, having
seduced one of his piano students, Joaquín fled Spain for Cuba
after the girl’s father threatened his life. He stayed with his
Castellanos cousins, who were wealthy and kind enough to
accommodate him. For about a year, Joaquín performed in Havana with
a violinist, Juan Torroella, and a singer, Rosa Culmell y
Vaurigaud, whom he married in 1902. Eight years Joaquín’s senior,
Rosa was the eldest daughter of Thorvald Christensen Culmell, a
wealthy Danish businessman whose wife, nee Anaïs Vaurigaud y Bourdin, had
deserted him for a series of lovers and an independent
lifestyle.

The absence of a
mother in the family left Rosa with the role of substitute mother
to her four sisters, Juana, Anaïs, Edelmira and Antolina, and two
brothers, Thorvald Jr. and Theodoro; there were two other brothers
in the family, Pedro and Enrique.
Rosa was unmarried at the age of thirty, which
was unusual in Cuba at the time.

When Rosa met Joaquín, she became
infatuated with his charm and handsomeness. Joaquín recognized the
fact that Rosa came from a wealthy family and could support his
musical career, which he intended to continue in Paris. The two
were married in Cuba in 1902, and soon they departed for
Neuilly-sur-Seine, an upscale Paris suburb. On February 21, 1903,
Angela Anaïs Juana Antolina Rosa Edelmira Nin y Culmell, thereafter
known as Anaïs Nin, was born.

The contrasts between
Joaquín and Rosa were sharp: he felt entitled to a luxurious,
elegant life, while she was obsessed with economy and running a
tight household; he was a veritable snob, whereas she was down to
earth; he was a womanizer, whereas she was religious and
monogamous. These dichotomies fostered rifts in the marriage from
the very beginning, often resulting in robust battles, the
intensity of which was only equaled by that of their
lovemaking.

After Anaïs was born,
Joaquín became jealous of the attention Rosa paid to their child.
He also began to discourage her singing professionally and
effectively ended her career. Joaquín’s concert tours took place in
Europe and Cuba, and sometimes the family accompanied him for
extended periods of time—they lived briefly in Germany, Belgium and
France and returned to Cuba for concerts. The family grew: Thorvald
was born in Havana in 1905, and Joaquín Jr. (Joaquinito) was born
in Berlin in 1908. For Joaquín, the expanding family was a burden,
and he often left them behind when he performed. Because Joaquín
was dashing, charismatic, handsome and displayed impeccable
manners, he was constantly surrounded by admiring women. Years
later, Anaïs reported in her diary that this phase of their life
was filled with jealous scenes by her mother, who rightly suspected
Joaquín of having numerous extramarital affairs, prompting Anaïs to
dub him “Don Juan.”
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Anaïs Nin in Uccle, Belgium, ca. 1909.

 


Shortly after Thorvald was
born, Anaïs became ill with typhoid fever, one of the many serious
illnesses that would leave her ravaged, gaunt and, at times,
hairless. As an admirer of beauty and elegance, Joaquín began to
call her the “ugly little girl.”

Early in the marriage,
Joaquín acquired a passion for photography, and his subject was
often his toddler daughter either nude or in various stages of
undress. In spite of the photos, he marveled out loud how ugly she
was, a comment that would haunt Anaïs for many years and is perhaps
one of the reasons she took such meticulous (and, one could argue,
obsessive) care for her appearance as she grew older.

Anaïs exhibited her
literary gifts at an early age, writing poetry and stories and
producing several volumes of her own homemade “magazine.”
Joaquinito, un enfant terrible
who enjoyed terrorizing the family, was musically
gifted and took up the piano. Thorvald, although musically
talented, was introverted and studious; he was more passionate
about math and science than music, which would ultimately estrange
him from the otherwise artistic family.

The jealousy-fueled battles
between Joaquín and Rosa became increasingly vicious, and Rosa was
able to hand out verbal abuse just as hurtfully as her husband.
Joaquín began to beat her while the children were locked in their
rooms, but since Rosa was strong enough to endure his cruelty, he
took the children up to the attic and beat them while Rosa was
locked out and screaming with terror on the staircase. These
dreadful episodes had an enduring psychological effect on her and
her brothers. In a 2003 interview, some ninety years after the
fact, Joaquinito was still able to recall the horrors that occurred
in the attic.

In late 1912, Anaïs nearly
died from an operation on a ruptured appendix in Brussels, the
incision site having become seriously infected. She lost weight and
became very weak, but somehow she managed to survive the ordeal
after spending most of the winter in the hospital. Afterwards, her
doctors recommended that she be taken to a milder climate. Since
Joaquín’s tour schedule took him to Arcachon in the south of
France, he brought the family with him and rented a house built
around a crumbling castle called Les Ruines in early 1913. There,
Joaquín befriended Gabriele D’Annunzio, an Italian writer, and
landed a lucrative sponsorship from the Cuban cigar titan José
(Pepín) Rodríguez Fernandez and his wife Altagracia—they also paid
Joaquín’s rent at Les Ruines, and in return he began giving piano
lessons to their daughter María Luisa (Maruca), who was buxom and
beautiful although not yet sixteen.

Rosa suspected her husband
was having an affair with Maruca, which prompted more scenes and
domestic violence, some of which Anaïs witnessed. At one point, she
tried to intervene, fearing her father would kill her mother. Years
later, Anaïs wrote that the aura of terror and violence was always
present in the household; no one could completely relax or feel
entirely safe.

Enthralled with Joaquín,
Maruca professed her love to him and naïvely told her parents, who,
naturally, were horrified—after all, he was a married man eighteen
years older than their daughter, whom they still regarded as a
child, and who was Anaïs’s occasional playmate. Despite the fact
they continued to sponsor Joaquín, they Rodríguezes arranged a
marriage between Maruca and a young man of whom they approved.
Maruca, being under age, had no say in the matter. Perhaps to
convince the Rodríguezes that he was serious about Maruca, Joaquín
abruptly abandoned his family in the spring of 1913, an event that
would forever scar Anaïs and greatly influence the woman and artist
she would become.

After Joaquín left, he told
the family to stay with his parents in Barcelona, where they could
live gratis, but under his control. With no other viable options,
Rosa and the children took a ship to Barcelona. Perhaps Anaïs felt
that staying with her grandparents would be a way to remain
connected to her father, although he never once visited the family
there. She loved her gentle grandmother, Angela, but feared the
stern, austere grandfather.
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Rosa in Barcelona,
1913.

 


Joaquín sent instructions
on how the children were to be reared, but by 1914, his parents
were no longer able to support themselves and the family,
especially given the fact that while Joaquín was enjoying a healthy
stipend from the Rodríguezes, he sent nothing to Barcelona. Rosa
turned to her sisters for help. They offered to pay for her and the
children’s passage to New York and to help support them once they
arrived. On July 25, 1914, they departed Barcelona on the
Monserrat, where Anaïs
began her diary in a notebook given to her by Rosa, who hoped that
writing would provide a distraction from the trauma of not only
losing her father, but her way of life in Europe in favor of the
vast unknown of America.

Adjustment to American life
was easier for Anaïs’s brothers than for her. She resisted
Americanization, writing her diary and letters to her father in her
schoolgirl’s French even after her English had improved greatly, a
fact that pleased Joaquín, since he loathed America, which he
considered uncultured and ignorant.

Anaïs was influenced by her
father’s attitudes—he once declared that the two most tragic events
in human history were the birth of Jesus Christ and the discovery
of America. Rosa, on the other hand, was a devout Catholic who had
been educated in a New York convent, which helped her feel at ease
in the United States. Anaïs was caught between her parents, and
because her father appeared ideal at a distance compared to her
“plain, prosaic” mother, she began to rebel. Anaïs left the Church
as a teen; she also left public education at the age of sixteen,
feeling that she could educate herself better than any system.
While her mother was against these decisions, she eventually and
reluctantly accepted them.

As the years passed, the
letters from Joaquín arrived less frequently, and eventually Anaïs
became resigned to the fact that they were totally
estranged.

In 1920, Anaïs began
writing her diary in English; no longer limited by her stunted
French, her ability to express herself soared. Perhaps the switch
to English was also a symbolic break from her father.

That same year, Maruca, now
of age, divorced her husband and resumed her relationship with
Joaquín, who told Rosa of this development in the hope of prompting
a divorce. Rosa resisted, perhaps to spite him. There is little
question that she was furious about the fact that Joaquín had
turned her world upside down, forcing her to struggle to put food
on the table, and it is reasonable to believe that jealousy
contributed to the anger.

As an adolescent, Anaïs’s
beauty began to emerge—the “ugly little girl” was no more. In her
teens, she began to model for artists and in department stores to
bring in much-needed money for the household. At the age of
eighteen, she met Hugh (Hugo) Parker Guiler, whom she described as
a “poet-banker,” a man who came from a prominent Protestant family
and had an appreciation of the arts as well as a passion for
finance. When, in time, he announced his intention to marry Anaïs,
his family threatened him with disinheritance, because not only was
Anaïs born a Catholic, she was a “foreigner.” Panicked and unsure
about what to do next, Guiler sailed to Scotland, ostensibly to
mull over his options.

Anaïs was crushed by
Guiler’s departure. Rosa, consumed with the idea of having her only
daughter marry into a wealthy family, sent Anaïs to Havana, where
she became a debutante, a celebrity of sorts, in search of a rich
Cuban husband. When Anaïs wrote to Guiler and informed him of this
fact, he quickly got over his ambivalence and sailed to Cuba, where
they married in 1923.

Once they were back in New
York, the sexually inexperienced couple realized that they were
physically incompatible (he was too large for her), a problem that
would haunt them for the rest of their lives.

The young Anaïs worked hard
to be a proper wife, eschewing her nascent writing to mend socks,
clean house, cook dinner and entertain her husband’s bank clients.
Buoyed by Guiler’s financial support, Rosa sold the house she had
bought with the help of her sisters, and in July 1924 she moved to
Paris with Joaquinito, whom she had enrolled in the prestigious
Schola Cantorum, where Joaquín once was a teacher and honorary
professor. Thorvald left for Paris in October; Guiler arranged a
transfer to the Paris branch of his bank, where he could be with
and support the entire family.

 Shortly after arriving in Paris, Rosa was
served with divorce papers. In December 1924, just after the
Guilers had moved to Paris, Joaquín made overtures to his children,
trying, as Anaïs put it, to “win our affection”
(Early Diary Three, 81). Anaïs continued: “The
problem is this: he is divorced from Mother and about to marry an
heiress.2 It would appear that he would have no need of us, but instead
of that he seeks eagerly to win our affection and our occasional
companionship. We have reason to believe that his interest is not
fatherly love. […] Thorvald believes that he has the following to
gain by our allegiance: Social standing, which he needs as an
artist much in the public eye (if we refused to see him, people
would know it and conclude the fault was his); and the power to
humiliate Mother, who had humiliated him” (81). The awkward, brief
meeting did not result in reconciliation, but, rather, served only
to prolong Anaïs’s estrangement from her father, which would last
for nearly another decade.

After Joaquín’s marriage to
Maruca, the Rodríguezes continued to support him through their
daughter, and Joaquín enjoyed a luxurious life. He also enjoyed a
stellar musical career.

Because Rosa needed extra
money to put Joaquinito through school, she had implored Thorvald
to give up his dream of studying engineering and to get a job to
help with expenses, an act that would forever embitter him towards
his family. Hugh found Thorvald a low-level bank job, but by 1925,
he had grown weary of life in Paris and left for Cuba, where he
felt more comfortable. In his 2003 interview, Joaquinito said that
Thorvald felt that he, Joaquinito, was the family favorite, the
“artist,” while Thorvald’s own gifts were ignored and even
discouraged. The departure of Thorvald from France left Anaïs
distressed—to her, it was another abandonment.

After having rented various
flats and hotel rooms in Paris, the Guilers finally settled into a
new apartment building at 11 bis rue Schoelcher, where Rosa shared
a unit with Joaquinito, and Hugh and Anaïs shared another. But the
height of luxury for the Guilers was the upscale apartment they
rented on Boulevard Suchet in 1928, which Anaïs decorated
lavishly.

In 1929, Anaïs had a failed
romantic encounter with Guiler’s former literary professor and
popular writer John Erskine, who was on an extended visit to
France. It was a bold act for the formerly demure Anaïs to initiate
an affair, and it would become an act that would be repeated for
decades with dozens of men of various ages and
backgrounds.

When the economic crash of
1929 left much of the world staggering, Guiler, who suffered
financially, rented a large but more economical house in the Paris
suburb of Louveciennes.

Anaïs had become engrossed
with the work of English novelist D. H. Lawrence, the writer of
ground-breaking and banned erotic novels, and who died in 1930, not
long after she had discovered him. Her interest in Lawrence led to
her first published book—D. H. Lawrence: An
Unprofessional Study (Edward Titus, 1932).
It was a mutual interest in Lawrence that served as a catalyst for
the beginning of a long association and intimate relationship
between Anaïs and the rebellious American writer Henry Miller, whom
she met in Louveciennes at the end of 1931.

Miller introduced Nin to
the “seedy” side of Paris, the bawdy, the risqué, the back streets,
the whorehouses and cafés, and she incorporated some his gritty way
of speaking and writing into her diary and early
fiction.

Anaïs began psychoanalysis
with René Allendy, and her friendship with avant-garde playwright
and actor Antonin Artaud was beginning to deepen.

It was in early 1933 when a
mutual friend, Gustavo Durán, told Anaïs that her father wanted
desperately to reconnect with her. Anaïs told Durán: “Write to him
that I will see him when he comes to Paris.”

Shortly thereafter, Joaquín
composed his first letter to Anaïs in years, which is where the
correspondence begins.

 





CHAPTER 1: PRELUDE


April 5 to June 22, 1933

 


 


In April of 1933, Anaïs Nin was
living at 2 bis rue de Montbuisson, Louveciennes, France, a large
stone house that, records seem to indicate, served as lodgings for
workers at a nearby plantation or vineyard in the early 19th
century. Anaïs, as was her habit, transformed the cold, dank house
into a wonderland of color and exoticism, which seduced those who
entered. American novelist Henry Miller, whom Nin had met in late
1931, called it the “laboratory of the soul,” as he and several
others gathered there to discuss and debate life and art. Anaïs was
now well into her second year of a full-blown romance with Miller;
she also had sexual encounters with her analyst René Allendy and
failed attempts with Antonin Artaud and her cousin Eduardo Sánchez,
both of whom were homosexual. In 1932, Anaïs had her first book,
D. H. Lawrence: An Unprofessional Study, published by Edward
Titus in Paris.

Joaquín Nin, Anaïs’s father, was
at the height of his career as a pianist and composer; he and his
wife Maruca owned a house in Paris, but at the time he was enjoying
an extended stay at his favorite hotel in Valescure, in the South
of France. He had only seen his daughter once since he abandoned
his family in 1913, and nearly a decade had passed since then. The
fact that Anaïs had responded positively to Joaquín’s request to
see him inspired a flurry of letters that, at first, seemed to
address and heal the wounds of the past.
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Coirier’s Grand Hotel, Valescure, France.

 


April 5, 1933

Coirier’s Grand Hotel,
Valescure

[From the
French]

 



Anaïs, my daughter!

The ring I
sealed this letter with has a saying on the inside: “United by
nobility.” This was our motto during the happy times. We are united
by the nobility of the clear, brilliant feelings that have guided
you towards me, by placing yourself above human hatred and
violence, which were—whether legitimate or arbitrary, we do not
have the right to judge—certainly harmful and
destructive.

Benevolence, generosity, kindness and “nobility” are the
foundation upon which humanity can be elevated and dignified.
Without them, no life is possible, no love, no
tenderness...nothing…there would be nothingness, emptiness all
around us, in every place, in every thing.

 Alas! You already knew this; you practiced these
divine laws with infinite finesse…but the day came when, for a
moment, a frightful moment, you forgot everything, my darling...
And that day3 you
did me more harm than even death could do... For death is a logical
phenomenon, natural, necessary to create and recreate life;
death...sometimes one even wishes for it! If a human being—whoever
it may be—is seriously violated by an act that replaces the laws of
nature with the absurd, it is a gesture that is without beauty,
without logic, whose consequences can be irrevocably disastrous not
only for the victim, but also the perpetrator. Often evil exceeds
its intent and overwhelms our loved ones, those who are the
closest, the most intimate. And that’s what happened! We were not
“alone,” Anaïs, my dear. By the grace of your intelligence and
sensitivity—so fine, so acute—you were the axis of a movement, a
force, an action that not only affected me, but also your brothers
with regard to your own mother. On the other hand, I was the axis
of a parallel but opposite action that—with the moral support of
María Luisa,4 whose
innate goodness and nobility are infinite and inexhaustible—could
be used harmoniously and rhythmically because I despise violence
and vulgarity. In that moment of madness you considered me an
isolated “entity” you felt justified in attacking...and the legacy
of this sad moment was years of pain and sorrow, most of it for me,
who received the hardest blow...and a little bit for everyone else,
starting with yourself. Because, please understand, Anaïs, that I
always thought that at the core of your being you could not be held
responsible for this gesture and that the day would come when you
disavowed it.

I still
have the image of your letter before my mind’s eye, as if it were
written with strokes of fire. And I have waited, always, for your
hands to come and erase it.

A
thought torments me, darling, beyond what I can express here. Are
you unhappy, Anaïs? My joy was so immense to read your brief lines,
but… Is it by your own pain that you could judge mine? Is it
through your own pain that you understood mine? My joy, then, would
turn to mourning.

 I was very unwell
this winter: overworked, overworked. I am now trying to make up for
lost time in this charmed, quiet and relaxed corner of the earth. I
will return to Paris at the beginning of May, only to leave a week
later for Spain.5 In
principle, I have to leave Valescure on May 2 and drive back to
Paris. The days are long, so I think I can cross the distance that
separates us in two days, weather permitting. So I think I will be
able to come to Louveciennes for an afternoon, around May 4 or 5: I
will let you know. But in the meantime, tell me about your daily
life, about everything that concerns you, about everything that
stirs you. Tell me about your health, which I know is delicate.
There is no longer a question of “forgiveness” between us. We all
need some indulgence so we can do better! A simple call is enough for me, because while I have
the letter that hurt me very badly, I also have all the others: they were so sweet, so
beautiful! They did me so much good then! When I get to your
doorstep, will you start the conversation with:
“Bonjour,
Papa!”...and then
we will speak of the future, will we not? Is Hugh aware of all
this?

One day, long ago, I said to you,
“Adieu.”
Today, what a joy that I can say “À bientôt”!

May the
Easter bells ring for you, my darling, as clearly as they will ring
for me this year, thanks to your loving message. May all the azure
blue of the Mediterranean I see from my balcony descend upon you
and flood your path with light. May your thoughts be as lofty and
proud as the tallest pines around me, but also as
generous.

May
your heart be, for those you love and who love you, the healing cup
for all their burdens. May your love, finally, one day soon, shine
upon me, as the sun shines on the old oaks in the
forest.

Tenderly, close to you,
always,

Joaquín

 


P.S. María Luisa is in
Paris. Your note, which I have sent her, has given her the one joy
she had lost.

 


 


April 29, 1933

Coirier’s Grand Hotel,
Valescure

[From the
French]

 


Joaquín Nin

 27, rue
Henri-Heine, Paris, 16e6

Téléphone Auteuil 12-93

 


Anaïs, my
dear daughter!

 Your letter, your
beautiful letter, and the reading of your [childhood] diary (a
marvelous offering!) were for me, not a revelation, but the
justification and the raison d’être of the faith that I had in you, the hopes and the illusions
that I have for you, of the bond of my soul with yours, and all
this happens at the same time the tears you wept over my absence
were like rain for Poël’s symbolic tree.7

You
are not just my daughter...you are my daughter twice over, one by
flesh and the other by spirit. There are similarities between our
childhood diaries, some of which are troubling and others that fill
me with joy. Like you, I sought the sort of solitude that
liberates, and I wept over secret, indefinable sorrows. Like you, I
found the ways of the world absurd. Like you, I hated school,
because its dogma clipped the wings of my imagination. Like you, I
loved flowers, books, music, worms, the sky, the stars, the sea,
the sun, the trees, the meadows, the snow and the
claire de
lune...benevolent
confidantes of my secret life.

Like you, I hated lies. Betrayals by my schoolmates literally
made me sick with grief and despair, or so furious that I wanted to
beat everyone senseless at once. For me, life seemed to be an
impossible farce, a sinister game impossible to play without
leaving all reason behind...and then I lost my courage. Like you, I
tried to offer my heart to God himself, who, I believed, by some
miracle, could hear every word I said. I was thirteen when,
suddenly, a spiritual crisis threw me into prayer, which I believed
was the only possible consolation for my distressed heart, my lost
soul. At night, I spent hours and hours kneeling on the floor of my
tiny room, reading and reciting prayers in order to protect myself
and my loved ones from attacks of evil. The night before my first
communion I almost fainted at the feet of the stone-faced priest,
in whom my father had entrusted my religious initiation. Like you,
I had a double life, mysterious, ardent and secretive; I spent
fantastic hours, hours of ecstasy, in a world of dreams where all
was just, beautiful and gentle.

But, unfortunately, daily life, harsh, difficult, fierce even,
destroyed all of this, piece by piece. I learned to work hard, to
fight, to strike back, to use my fists to settle arguments just
like the others around me. I suffered the harmful effects of a
collective madness; at first, I lashed out to defend myself, and
later to defend my ideas, my
concept of the world, of life, of society. I fought against my
companions with the exaltation of illumination so they would no
longer lie or betray, so that they would be just, and not harm
animals, steal, rip flowers from the neighbors’ gardens, use curse
words, or make fun of God or the poor, whom my father taught us to
love and respect. But at the same time, I sought by every means
possible and imaginable to perfect myself because I was always—like
you—filled with defects, was ugly, weak and poorly-conditioned in
every way.

I wonder if
you have continued your diary. It would be fascinating to see when
your first significant reactions to the reality of life occurred
and the meaning they took.

But I am a
“man”… Our lives were destined to diverge in their essence, while
preserving the only unique “fundamental” possible: Universal Love,
because in saying Love, we say Justice, Harmony and Beauty. But no
matter...we were destined to meet again at the end of each major
chapter of our diaries, whether real or unreal. (Mine is
approaching its epilogue.)

Basically, Anaïs, we did not have the opportunity to know each
other very well... And I could even say that hasty interpretations
and snap conclusions led to catastrophic mistakes, as you well
know. The inevitable disaster of 1913, the day I left Arcachon—how
you clung to my neck! How you kissed me! How you cried! Did you
have a premonition of the great pain we would bear from that point
on? My wayward life, the work that has completely consumed me, the
meager time you spent with me between your arrival in Paris from
New York and my departure for Spain (what a terrible memory!)…how
poorly all this served us.

We
separated at Arcachon in 1913 under the sign of pain, but we will
meet again in a few days, twenty years later, in pain again,
because more and more I have the feeling that you are not happy,
Anaïs, and that weighs heavily on my heart.

Work—always, sadly—will delay our meeting for a few days. I
leave Valescure by car on May 8, early in the morning. Except for
unforeseen circumstances (I am a rather good driver) I should be in
Paris on the night of the 9th. Do you want to see me on the 10th,
around five o’clock, at Louveciennes? I am leaving for Spain on the
12th, I think, and will be there for fifteen or twenty
days.

I feel that
when I see you for the first time after all these years, you will
be a more complete human being for me, more serious, deeper and
closer. Time will now work in our favor and permit the intimate
communion of our wounded souls...

 See you soon,
Anaïs, darling!8 Around your image and my memory of you I weave garlands of
tenderness, and I throw my trust to the heavens that separate
us—the beautiful azure heavens of France—the soft murmur of my
grateful heart, the clear message of the love of your
father,

Nin

 


 


Diary entry:

May 10, 1933: I expected the man
of the photographs, a face less furrowed, less carved, more
transparent. I found it so heavily engraved, stony, and at the same
moment I liked the new face, the depths of the lines, the power of
the jaws, the femininity of the smile all the more in relief
against the tan, almost parchment-toned skin, a smile with a
forceful dimple! The neatness of the figure, compact grace, the
vital gestures, ease, youthfulness. A gust of imponderable charm,
false charm. A supreme, frank egoism. Webs of lies, of defence
against accusations, preoccupation with opinions of others, fear of
criticism…susceptibility; continuous, inevitable distortions…wit
and linguistic facility; violence of images; childishness;
disarming charm. Always charm. The predominance of charm. The
undercurrents of falseness, puerility, unreality. A man who has
pampered himself, cottoned himself against the true pain, yet
occupied with my own essential problem—expansion, explosivity, fear
of destructiveness. A passion for creation, and at certain moments
a deep, inevitable cruelty. No psychology: “It is Nin,” he
says, the sudden darts of cruelty, the sudden explosions.

Source of feeling dried by
overacting, by self-consciousness, by egoism. My double! My evil
double! He incarnates my fears, my self-doubts, my faults! He
caricatures my tendencies. Something human and warm in me fights,
fights against his coldness. I seek the differences. I see that he
cares for money, that he is self-interested. I breathe with relief.
I am clear of that. Also I see through myself. That is my
sincerity. I know my insincerities. I am finished with any
ideal image of myself. Father still carries this image. He
must appear to himself as kind, charitable, generous,
altruistic. He is not, and why does he dread to admit it, recognize
it?

I look at my Double, and I see in
a mirror: my punctuality—a stressed, marked characteristic. A
demand for punctuality. A need of order, like a carapace around the
possibility of disorder, destruction, self-destruction.

[…] When he walks up to me
talking and laughing, I am unsettled, not as if he were my father,
but a man, a youthful man of infinite charm and fascinating
falseness, labyrinthian, fluid, uncapturable as water.

We are gay, playful. We flirt
like lovers. I remind him that I have left traces of rouge on his
cheeks that María Luisa will see. I am seductive, and he says, “You
have never looked so definitely Spanish as you do now.”

[…] He frightens me only at the
moment when I remember that when I was a child he always seemed
severe, displeased, discontented, and that his criticalness,
hardness terrified me.

[…] My Double, from whom I have
always run away, in great terror, wanting to be different.

 I asked
Hugo9 plaintively: “Am I selfish?”

I have lived not to be my
father.

[…] At night I dream that my
father caressed me like a lover, and I experienced an immense joy.
I awoke to find it was Hugo. I also thought at night of the many
resemblances between my father and Henry. But Henry has broken the
chains of my servitude and devotion to my father by being greater
than my father within his own realm.

[…] Amusing, when he walks up and
down, firing questions:

“What about religion?”

“What about politics?”

“What are your ideas on
morality?’

[…] He tells me, “You have
become beautiful. Lovely, that black hair, green eyes, red mouth.
And one sees that you have suffered, yet the face is placid. It is
made beautiful by suffering.”

I am standing against the
mantelpiece. He is looking at my hands. I jerk backward suddenly
and push the crystal bowl against the wall. The bowl breaks and the
water splashes all over the floor. The meaning of this I do not
know.

He had been saying, “In June,
when Hugo goes away, you must come to the Riviera with me. They
will take you for my mistress, that’s true. It will be
delightful.”

 


 


May 13, 1933

 10 Avenue des
Peupliers, Villa Montmorency, 16e10

[From the
French]

 


Anaïs
darling, my best friend!

To you I
owe the most beautiful, the most profound, the most complete day of
my life.

I leave
thoroughly penetrated by you, and so moved...

I found you
whole, adorable, filled with sensitivity, a lyre with a thousand
strings vibrating at the slightest breath. Yesterday, as the veils
draped over you by the years lifted, I discovered your luminance. I
see it, I feel it, and I divined it all, secret but strong,
penetrating, human, charming. Thank you, Anaïs. The pact is sealed
by the best friends in the world.

To
you all my thoughts and fervor.

Joaquín

 


P.S. Address Tuesday to
Saturday:

Hôtel Ritz—Barcelona

After that, Hôtel Ritz, Madrid

 


Grandmother’s address:

Angela Castellanos

Valencia 16, 2o, 2a

Barcelona

 


 


May 20, 1933

Hôtel Ritz,
Barcelona

[From the French]

 


Chérie,

Just a few words because I have an insane amount of
work here. I struggle like the devil in holy water, but everything
is working out for this winter’s tour. I stay here three more days.
Drop me a note in Madrid at Hôtel Ritz as
well.

I urge you
to tell me Hugh’s plans because I am dreaming of our flight to the
sun and to be with you entirely alone for a few days. We both
deserve such a divine joy. Our hearts are consumed with flames, and
yet are reborn by the grace of the growing seed and ardent warmth
of our resurrected souls. Finally escaping a painful past, we come
to each other to repair the broken union.

The
smallest grain of the primordial soil must be fertilized by the
illumination of our love, our friendship, and become a source of
light, a constructive force, creative and inexhaustible. And for
this reason we must surrender to each other every corner of our
souls, of our spirits, all the rhythms of our hearts—good or bad,
it doesn’t matter—loyally, honestly and completely.

But this
supernatural communion will require hours and hours of continuous
overflow, here, in solitude, between heaven and earth.

The gods
will never have known greater happiness.

To
you, darling Anaïs, always.

Joaquín

 


 P.S. And Joaquinito?11 Is he coming to Madrid from
Venice?

 


 


May 21, 1933

Louveciennes

[From the
French]

 


Dear Papa:

 All the discoveries I have made about your
life and about you correspond to what I so deeply wanted them and
you to be. I realize that I searched dimly for them in others, but
you, only you, fill a great void that I found in the world. Do you
know what the shattered crystal represented? The unreal world I
lived in. The boat, the sea. I always wanted to go away, to leave
the world behind. When you came back, reality became beautiful,
completely satisfying. I broke the imitation, the dream—the
artificial, congealed, dead world. As you yourself wrote,
“Resurrected!”12

[Anaïs]

 


 


Diary entry:

May 21, 1933: How often I
have traced back my course to a beginning. Where is the beginning?
The beginning of memory or the beginning of pain. Memory delineates
a French house in St. Cloud, a garden. Pain marks another
beginning, in a castle. My father has been there for some time,
near the sea. The castle is the fancy of an old woman. A perfectly
romantic setting.

 I arrive there after an illness. We arrive.
My mother and my two brothers. I look at my father’s face when we
arrive. He is watching behind a window. I see that he is not happy.
To see us. He does not want us. I feel he does not want me. We
are de trop.13 There is no smile on his face. I cannot remember a smile on
his face for us. Only when there are visitors, music, talk. In the
house alone there is always war. Great discharges of anger, hatred,
revolts. War. War at meals. Over our heads when we are in bed at
night. In the room under our feet, while we are playing. I am
continually aware of the tenseness, and I do not know anything.
Before we came to Les Ruines we played. In the closed study and
parlor there was a great mysterious activity. Much music.
Repetitious studying. Trios. Piano. Singing. Visitors. Laughter. I
saw my father always moving, alert, tense, passionate laughter and
passionate anger. When a door opened my father radiated. It was
dazzling. A vital passage, even if he passed by me only from one
room to another. A gust. A mystery. The children seemed
mysteriously included in his anger. We were overshadowed by the
war. There was no serenity for caresses, softness. Tension. A life
pulled, ripped by dissentiment. While I played I heard, I sensed.
It hurt me. The uneasiness, the mystery, the scenes. No peace. No
complete joy because of a subterranean awareness, blind
awareness.

One day the violence was so
tremendous that I feared. An immense, irrational fear. Fear of
catastrophe. Fear. I thought my father was going to kill my mother.
Mother’s face red, flourished. Father’s face death white. Hatred. I
began to scream, to scream. “Leave Mother alone! Leave her alone!
You are wicked.” They were both frightened by the intensity of my
outburst. There was stillness…pretense of stillness. I was broken.
Pale. An anger and fear much greater than my body. Hysteria. The
body very frail. Broodings.

I stole into my father’s
library and read books I did not understand. I knew all of Bach by
heart. Music all day.

And now we arrive at the
seashore, unwanted. I shrink into myself, chilled, humiliated. Such
resentment, misery, hatred in Father’s face. No release of the
tension.

I lie in bed in the new
place and I weep all night, without knowing why.

But there is a garden, a
garden one can get lost in. And there are stones in the windows
through which one looks and sees a prismatic colored world, in
blue, orange, water green, ruby. I keep one eye glued to those
stones, for hours, looking at the prismatic world. Another world.
It is the first sight of another world. Colors. Deformations. Trees
that are ruby colored, and a sky of fire. Faces elongated like toy
dirigibles…swollen like balloons. The windows of the castle.
[Gabriele] d’Annunzio lives near us. He praises Mother for her
singing. He puts her singing in one of his stories. He has a
mistress who loves her dogs much better than her children (she
sends her children to a hospital and nurses her dogs). He had
wanted Les Ruines but my father had it first. I hear.

We are taken for carriage
rides. I meet a painter. I want to become a painter. I am ten years
old and write poetry. I draw. I make plans for the future. The
primary object is to give. I want to give. I will build orphanages,
asylums. I will take care of the children. I will disperse fortunes
to the poor. I trace a course for my life.

Father burns the
caterpillars. He killed a cat with a broom. He is always radiant,
alert, restless. He shoots from place to place, agile, intense,
purposeful. He goes away very often on concert tours. We are so
accustomed to it we barely stop playing to say goodbye.

Father is leaving for a
concert tour. He is standing at the door, trim, alert, poised,
elegant.

An immense, acute, stabbing
premonition rends me. I throw myself on him, kissing him
passionately, clinging to him, holding on to him violently. “Do not
go, do not go, Papa.” Convulsively I hold him. I have to be torn
away. My fingers, I still feel my fingers being torn from his
clothes. I weep so violently and I see my father vacillate. I see a
hesitation in him. I beg. He wavers…and then collects himself, runs
off.

Mother is surprised by my
despair.

I did not see him again for
twenty years.

 


[image: tmp_fd8b3da233b8899d75de2f75d84a5cee_qIa4iz_html_24addf69.jpg]

Les Ruines,
from a postcard sent to Anaïs’s brother Thorvald by Joaquín,
1913.14

 


May 28, 1933

Hôtel Ritz,
Madrid

[From the
French]

 


My
dear,

 Your letter brings
me a reflection of one of your innumerable faces, a face of
kindness and grace in which I feel all of woman’s pity. Never
regret the effort you made with Joaquinito or your
idea.15 You
have planted the seed, and it will flower.

Listen, Anaïs: your image, your hands, your eyes,
your voice, all your “faith” that I love and hold so strongly with
my eyes, my hands and my being create such joy for me, a new joy,
so profound and of such a rare quality that I feel unable to absorb
another, whatever
it may be.

You
cannot imagine the void that was suddenly filled that marvelous day
when our spirits gazed upon each other, passionately, abundantly,
with real
intimacy (in every form!)
and understanding.

A false religion—false and narrow—a false world and a
false life distort all possible forms of happiness. All humanity
suffers from a lack of true intimacy
(I insist this is so), of true understanding of each other. The
human being reveals, trumpets, parades his attributes, often giving
them more value than they actually have...but on the other hand,
with the ruses of a criminal, he hides his defects or those
impulses he feels are reprehensible because they do not exist in
the stupid and cowardly “guide” that false religion and false
morality have bequeathed us.

And
thus mankind lives in permanent falsehood, false love, false
happiness and false intimacy...while true happiness is tossed
aside, misunderstood and scorned by all. And that’s how everything
collapses and how everything is bankrupt.

Remember
the afternoon in Louveciennes when—at the risk of losing you—I
began telling you about my faults (and I am not finished yet)…and I
immediately began to know yours? There was an immediate flash of
light, a signal of an absolute bond between us. Human qualities
are, so to speak, obligatory; however, some are acquired; while our
defects, which are involuntary and unable to be cured, are the true
expressions of our primitive selves, natural and absolutely
pure.

A
sudden idea, a flash of thought, a resonance of a hidden being, a
new vibration, a hereditary echo, deformations acquired by
constrictions imposed upon us by society—physical, moral,
psychological, emotions good or bad, generous or selfish, mild or
bitter, logical or absurd, monstrous or normal (such words become
useless as soon as we enter the psychic world)—all of that
is us. To try to understand and love each
other while hiding this dual nature, the only nature that is truly
ours, and of which we are neither the craftsmen nor the stewards—is
to misunderstand life, not to love it.

You are right, darling! Letters no longer suffice.
The barriers are abominable. You have a thousand and one faces for
me to discover; I have a thousand and one new things to tell you.
At Valescure, between heaven and earth, facing the sea, you and
I, alone, will
arrive at this lucid understanding, without which we could never
understand each other, love each other, nor help each other in case
of distress!

A thousand
times I have cursed this trip to Spain. You know the reason. But so
much of me has remained with you, that at every moment of the day I
come to you in your thoughts, which you will no longer have to
endure alone. I may be in Paris around the 12th; I am not sure yet.
It depends on the Minister of State here.

To
see you again! What a joy it will be!

Nin

 


 


June 3, 1933

[Madrid]

[From the
French]

 


Bonjour, Chérie!

Greetings
from the “old oak”!

I forgot in
my last letter to tell you that my mother was moved by our
“meeting,” and that she was very touched by your letter and your
memories.

The poor
little old dear! Her memory is failing, and she gives me the
responsibility of sending this letter to you...for which,
obviously, I am not responsible at all!

My business
here is dragging on, and I am fuming because I have already taken
in all the sights; I would rather do something else: go back to
Paris, see you again and run away with you towards the calm and
light—it is my obsession and my most intense desire. No need to
tell you that I am moving heaven and earth to finish here...the
paperwork, the visits to the offices, the official things! What
awful affairs, ugly, tiresome, humiliating!

I hope you
have received my last letter from Madrid.

I do not
think I will be able to leave here for at least a week. If you have
time, write me a few lines to help me pass the time before seeing
you in Louveciennes, my hand on your cheek, looking at your
beautiful eyes, sad and benevolent, to breathe in a little of your
tenderness.

Nin

 


 


June 3, 1933

Hôtel Ritz, Madrid

[From the
French]

 


My dear
little Madame, so lovely…

I just
wrote to you this morning, and your letter arrived tonight. So much
the better—now I feel justified in writing you twice in one
day.

No, my
dear. I still have to go through Paris and can be there for three
or four days, alone, probably.

The only
thing I have not yet decided is when I leave here. Monday I have to
ask the Under-Secretary of State to speed up the repatriation,
which is the only reason I am here.

I
think it would be more pleasant to leave Paris together, unless you
are too tired.

I
like beach attire when it fits properly; you have to be pretty in
order to wear it if you want to charm anyone. Valescure is not at
the edge of the sea. Your room overlooks the bay of St-Raphaël
(four kilometers away), and by car it is a matter of minutes to
reach the sea. I do not swim in the ocean (I do sunbathe), but if
you want to do either I will be more than happy to drive you there
and accompany you. In Valescure beach attire is not absolutely
necessary, but it is very practical.

Valescure
is quiet and isolated but close to everything. Coirier’s Grand
Hotel is comfortable but simple, not a snobby place at
all.

Around the
hotel there are pine trees and the sun. I understand your
impatience, especially since I am unable to temper my own.
Everything I do here since our wonderful time at Louveciennes seems
superfluous and stupid. Since Louveciennes, all my thoughts are
focused on you, and the memory of you is what sustains
me.

No,
we do not need words; we may need to invent new ones or give the
old ones a different meaning. How beautiful it will be when we do
not have to talk and just be close to each other, drunk with
communion and weary of words, your tiny, delicate hand in mine,
which can be too muscular, too strong, but true, loyal and
sensitive.

One day I
was walking with D’Annunzio in Arcachon... We talked for a long
time at his house, but then a natural silence fell over us,
interrupted only by the sound of our footsteps. The silence seemed
to last forever...I was confused because I did not know what to do;
but he took my hand and said: “Now we are true friends: we can be
silent with each other.”

For us,
this will not happen right away because we have a world of
confidences to share in order to know and love each other better.
We must explore the thousands of invisible threads between us that
served as guides to the parallel march of our souls...and these
threads, these bonds, will not be still; no, they will be the
vibrant, living, permanent vehicles of our ideal transfusion. What
an admirable task! And I cannot wait to begin!

Write me. Your letters give me a little more courage while I
await the hour of our marvelous departure. Two big, big kisses upon
your fine cheeks.

Nin

 


 


Diary entry:

June 3, 1933: Father’s
letters—so sentimental, so passionate…love on every side… I a
furnace, blazing…vertigo—loving my father obsessively as my one
intimate love…the non-resistance, the decadent melting into one
another, trustingness born of identicalness…

 


 


June 9, 1933

Hôtel Ritz, Madrid

[From the French]

 


My little
pixie from Louveciennes,

I am in a
foul mood:

1—because I
haven’t received a letter from you.

2—because
the bureaucrats require documents I never knew about placed at
their feet: certificates legalized by Spanish ministers or their
minions from Paris (for you), Berlin (for Joaquinito) and Havana
(for Thorvald!!!!!)...that is to say, a three or four month
process.

3—because I stirred up all of Madrid to avoid this delay that
is costing me a huge amount of time...and money...which will all be
for naught.

I should
have stayed with you at Louveciennes: we would already be in
Valescure! The full moon will no longer be ours, sadly! And what a
shame: Valescure in the light of the full moon is a
wonder.

So...I am
going to attempt one last step (another four or five days) and I am
going home alone, probably (María will stay with her parents a few
more days here)...

Since our
house [in Paris] is closed, I will stay at the Rodriquez house in
Paris, 10, Avenue des Peupliers (telephone Antoine 63-03)...and
will take my meals wherever I can during the few days I need in
Paris before leaving for Valescure... I confess I regret not having
brought the car back from Valescure...we could have made the trip
in three stages without tiring you, I assure you.

Without
victories, life is ugly. My departure from Madrid has been stupidly
delayed. But a caress, a glance from your velvet eyes will fix
everything, even though it seems so far away.

I
love you…

Nin

 


 


Sunday, June 11,
1933

Hôtel Ritz,
Madrid

[From the
Spanish]

 


Anaïs, my
sunshine!

I leave
Thursday night and will arrive too late to phone you on Friday; I
will try, but do not worry if you do not hear from me. On Saturday
morning I will phone you to arrange seeing you in the afternoon if
nothing gets in the way. How wonderful it will be!

I have not
gotten anything done, but it doesn’t matter. You make up for
everything.

We shall
all go out together; Altagracia, Pepín, Maruca and I.

This trip
could not possibly seem any longer! And I still haven’t heard from
you: you are bad, bad, bad. But still you are my divine illusion
and my most fervent hope.

A
million kisses from your father.

Nin

 


P.S. Cariños from Maruca.

 


 


June 13, 1933

Hôtel Ritz, Madrid

[From the
French]

 


My dearest dear,

Your last
letter, which came yesterday, the 12th, moved me beyond what I can
express here. To be so close to you and unable to rush to
Louveciennes, to sit at your feet, hear your voice, listen to your
words and read in your eyes what the words cannot express because
our civilization (?) has conditioned us to distort them, to strip
them of their magnificence, their immense simplicity!

Finally, I have found a woman with whom I can
approach the abyss of hypersensitivity without fear or vertigo, a
being other than myself to whom I can think aloud and lend all my
creative power to ideas, and my sublime royalty to the soul, which
has been debased by the falsity of our absurd and nonhuman lives.
Finally, a new happiness greater than all other happiness because
it is without resistance, without prejudice, without hypocrisy...a
happiness that may seem so barbaric and primitive that it returns
to the very principles of life and existence, the original
raison
d’être, but by a
means so lofty, so sublime! We are almost reaching a biological
synthesis, in which the word “human” reassumes all its divine value
by the exorcism of the scum with which man himself had charged
himself because he rarely understood the meaning of the word love
and because he falsified his own sense of being.

Alas!
Pepín, who is under the weather, begs me to delay my return for two
or three days. It is atrocious, Anaïs, it is terrible. I should
never have left you... A great part of myself has remained with
you, and I feel amputated. It is infinitely sad to delay the joy of
being with you another few days.

But
then, our escape to the sun! Beauty, beauty!

With you more and more…

Nin

 


 


Diary entry:

June 19, 1933: I am here in
Valescure, alone. I ran away from Hugh’s mother, from Antonin
[Artaud], from Henry [Miller], to conceal the breakdown of my body.
I do not question my actions… I write love letters to Henry, to my
father, to Hugh.

[…] I am wreaking a kind of
revenge upon men…that I am impelled by a satanic force to win and
abandon them.

[…] Liar! I am almost ill
with regret because Hugh has found a note I made: “My Double
saying: ‘I should have made love to her (to a talented lesbian
violinist) to save her,’” a phrase only explicable to me and which I alone can
believe. Everybody else believes it is an excuse for an act of
cynicism, but when I realize in what spirit I went to the hotel
room with Eduardo and with Allendy, my Double’s statement is exact.
He loves to save women from lesbianism as I love to save men from
destruction by humiliation and cure them of the fear of
abandonment. It is impossible that we should believe ourselves as
to our motives because the fact remains that we do not enjoy
ourselves. It is truly quixotism!

[…] The course is traced
for me. I cannot stop myself. I recall vividly the legend of
“Alraune”! Alraune created, impelled to destruction, like one
possessed. Oh god!

 


 


[From Maruca]

June 20, 1933

10, Avenue des Peupliers, Villa Montmorency,
16e

[From the
French]

 


[Anaïs:]

You are a darling for
writing me such an affectionate letter, my dear little Anaïs. I do
not need to tell you that your words went straight to my heart.
Nothing touches me more than an expression of affection from you,
Thorvald or Joaquinito. Having known you as children, I have always
loved you, and the day I became your father’s wife, I felt such a
great affection for you, so great that nothing will ever diminish
it.

So my happiness right now
is enormous. Your reunion with your father is a blessing from
heaven, because now he will have such joy in life and will proclaim
his happiness to all!

Thorvald’s visit has filled
me with joy; I adore him because he is good and loyal; I do not
forget that he illuminated our life at a moment when it was very
mournful and sad! For four years he was my ray of sunshine; his
affection gave me courage and helped me retain my gaiety and
optimism.

We must all have the same
mission: to make your father happy, to live for him and to
compensate him for so many years of suffering; he deserves it
because of his nobility, his goodness, his intelligence, his
sensibility and his qualities as an artist and a man.

I
cannot wait to see you both; I have decided to leave here Thursday
night or Friday morning with a dear friend of mine.

Tell your father that I will write to him tomorrow. I embrace
you both with all my heart.

Maruca

 


 


Diary entries:

 June 21, 1933: Strange days. Weather bad, so
I created my own weather. I overlooked the place, the hotel. I
lived within myself, writing letters, dreaming, contented. Having
to write to Henry as if my father were here (this lie told so as
not to say to Henry: I must leave and be alone, because I am sick,
broken…) forced me to imagine beforehand what I might feel. And the
word that came to my mind was from Father’s own letter:
la royauté de l’âme.16 Royalty. Largesse.
Immensity. A royal feast, royal extravagances, royal excesses.
Father and Henry alone have the correct proportions to match mine—Henry an
intellectual royalty, a vastness, an abundance. Father of being, of
quality, of finesse. Nobility. Intellectual
nobility.

 


 June 22, 1933 [the day of Joaquín’s arrival
in Valescure]: The small touches added to
the portrait of my father: The hotel keepers all love him: “He is
so gay!” The hairdresser: “He is so stylish!” He likes this big,
bare place…solitude. He sends telegrams freely, telephone
calls—orders—in a grand style. (As I would love to do, and must do
sometimes to harmonize with my inner impatience, swiftness.) He
likes demonstrativeness; he craves it. When I arrived here I found
a telegram. Today, knowing him ill,17
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