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“WHAT THE WRITER HAS SEEN HE NEVER FORGETS” by Anais
Nin


 


Another glimpse of the
unedited Diary, November 1932

 


At various times Anais Nin
began to transcribe sections of her handwritten diary into
typescripts. Once the thought of publishing selections from her
intimate journal had taken hold, particularly under the urgings of
Henry Miller, these transcripts became the basic texts for her
attempts to find ways to publish some of this material without
exposing her husband, and her friends, to hurtful and embarrassing
revelations. We know that much of the childhood diary was typed in
the Clichy apartment of Henry Miller and Alfred Perlès. But as the
ongoing entries began to deal with her relationship with Miller and
his wife, June, some segments, apparently, remained untranscribed.
The present text, preserved only in the original handwriting, was
recently discovered by Rupert Pole, the executor of her literary
estate, and is made public here for the first time. While much of
its substance appeared in the first published volume of
The Diary of Anais Nin,
this new and complete transcript of an early, unedited segment
allows us once again to observe the process of refinement and
selection which, without the loss of essential truth, eventually
raised a raw text, or one of its extant variations, to a level of
artful presentation in the published work. It also demonstrates
anew the enormous impact the world of Henry and June Miller had
upon Anais Nin at the moment she was still trying to emerge from
the shelter of her youthful idealism into what seemed then the very
exciting but also dubious and perplexing adventure of the “real”
world.

 


MY BEAUTIFUL VOYAGE ended in
a sea of vomit. For the first time in my life I understood the
sublimity of measure, which I scorned, to be able to stand on the
edge of drunkenness without drinking enough to vomit, drinking
enough to enjoy one’s drunkenness. It was not I who vomited, June
did that for me. She vomited all the putrid food which I had
overestimated and embellished with a vicious illusory alchemy. She
vomited the termination of adventure, she vomited the finality of
acts which defeat themselves by absolutism. Absolute drunkenness
cancels the joy of drunkenness, absolute drunkenness annihilates
drunkenness, intense living destroys intensity, reality destroys
reality, a dream finally pushed out of the womb in an abortion.
Everything beautiful is what remains suspended and unfinished.
These are aphorisms because I have not even enough enthusiasm left
to retrace the course of our voyage. All the scenes reduce
themselves to vomit. I vomit before I have eaten the night which I
cannot assimilate. I reject it violently even before it has entered
my body. And I only tasted it by proxy, or proximity, the worst
lucid tasting of all—lucid, sober, by smell and vision and
hearing—ineffaceable, through each scene now effaced by my violent
desire to expurgate it before I even trace it down. I vomit first,
and what I write down here is precisely what my journal will vomit
now out of its pages for the rest of my life. The reality of
adventure, the heavy hand on me, before mist-woven nights... I
vomited the desire for drunkenness, high color excess...

It began with the
drunkenness of talk, of sallies, of duels of
words—la plus belle des
ivresses—in which June did not
participate. June heard Henry and me duelling with abstract
intoxicants and felt lost, and so she took concrete intoxicants and
soused herself in the only manner she can reach vertigo. I reached
vertigo while we talked about André Gide, René Lalou, and while I
defended my language; June reached it only when she lay inert on
the floor, rolling in her vomit. My drunkenness with ideas, my
effervescence, my fermentation rose keener, while Henry was
stupefied, and June’s body loosened and coarsened visibly, so
visibly that even my eyes, my blind eyes, saw it. Henry toppled and
fell asleep, June became a whore, and I femme de ménage. I gave them the
last sad insult of my sympathy. And I kept what is left me today: a
great divorce from the animal world which cannot live in space and
must sprawl on the earth. I will only sprawl on the earth for
strength, but at all other moments I move away.

 


WHAT FIRST delineates
itself clearly is June’s treachery. I offered her the other day, as
a perfidious gift, my anger at Henry’s incapacity to love as if it
were anger at an incapacity to love her, whereas I was hurt for
myself only. Here was one treacherous gift. I flared up against
Henry’s immediate and facile generosity, in a revolt born of
fatigue and disillusion. This she immediately reported to Henry in
her joy of my humanness, my one lapse from Olympian
objectivity.

She even told him what I
had said—that deep down Henry hated women like June and me, exotic
or intelligent—that his real love was for servants.
“Le fiancé des bonnes”...so my loyalty to June was from then on unnecessary. She
had none. She used my anger to bring into relief a sudden tolerance
and understanding, reversing our roles. Henry in all this plays no
definite part—the struggle concerns him without bringing from him
any resistance or defense. He is wild, good, bewildered, and begs
me simply not to turn against him as one begs a Mother. He has no
consciousness of wrongdoing. He expatiates, reveals his innocence,
and the greater his innocence the greater his inadequacy as a man
appears, and I cannot attack the fundamental Henry—I am old enough
now to know when to accept. I accept Henry and his innocent egoism.
I am old. It is all very unimportant. When he pleads in the kitchen
I take refuge in silence... I understand too well the fatality, the
inevitability of the other face of Henry’s flowingness. It is his
own self-impetus, and always the habit of flowing unthinkingly. The
same élan which makes him fuck me while M. Arnaud is upstairs in my
studio is what makes him pay an inconsequential debt out of my
great strained work.

We are eating in the
kitchen, and for the sake of fermentation Henry attacks my English
(after his former capitulation) and we give June a brilliant
interplay where I know the phrases were deft, and my stubbornness
more engraved than ever before. Vigorously we discuss, launching
phrases which June misses. She has even lost her power to talk, and
when she talks, it is irrelevant to all subjects. She gives color
more than substance. I am tragically sure of myself, of my voice
and my ideas—a new experience. Toughness to toughness. I remain
unvanquished. Fred darts in, waspily, but he is full of my early
journal (age 16). He has been copying the manuscript and thereby
has become enslaved to me. He is saying he wished he had been in
the place of Enric Madiguera when I loved him so much. Henry, the
chained bear, makes big bear gestures against me. It is a wonderful
display—introduced by a dream. I report that in the dream mushrooms
grew all over me, which certified Henry’s conviction that June and
I are monstrous, mythological, mineralistic, botanical,
insecticidal. We banter about mushrooms and correct English. I feel
impregnable, and the more I defend my ego, my imperfections, the
more I am aware that June is disturbed by the keenness of the
discussion and is drinking, drinking. When talk springs on bedtime,
I suggest sleeping with Fred which he takes seriously and which
offends June. Henry, bon
enfant, is also impregnable, but for
different reasons. Il n’a pas
d’antennes, no fins... He will never hear
the overtones. Besides, he is sleepily drunk. He is a bear any
gypsy can lead. He would dance and grunt for us. His mind is in
darkness. June’s is fermenting with inexplicable hostility,
savagery. Our cleverness is driving her to suicide—a final,
elaborate way of converging our attention to her. Talk is spoiled
because Henry is pale and dizzy and must get some air. While he
wanders down for cigarettes, Fred lures me to his room and steals a
kiss. In his skin-deep way he is in earnest. My skin-deep
sensibilities play a game—pity always mixed with a deviltry...in
the dark hallway he holds me as might be described “passionately,”
and I kiss him because the night before Henry’s caresses had deeply
aroused me, and then Henry’s proximity in the taxi ride, and
because any man at this moment in a dark hallway would have culled
the explosion of a pent up sensuality. Fred culled the kiss, that
is all. When I return to the kitchen (I have drunk one glass of
white wine) June is restless. Henry is in bed and June cannot
persuade him to drink something she believes salutary. She sends
me, masochistically, to try. I sit on the edge of Henry’s bed and
he kisses me. It is then he melts and says so extraordinarily
simply, “Don’t you turn against me, don’t abandon me.” So simple. A
biological need. Food. Substance. Life. Love. Faith. In short,
food, whether of one kind or another. Always food. Fred and June
are in the kitchen talking while Henry and I are kissing. June is
restless and keeps saying “What are they doing in there?” June, who
in her darkest being knows what we are doing and who is drunk,
kisses and lets Fred kiss her for almost the same reason I let him
hold me in the dark hallway: fermentation, jealousy, revenge (if
Henry had only taken me then, oh, at that moment when his caresses
roused me!). I go to the kitchen and see the two heads through
the porte vitrée.
When I come in I hear the rustle of separation and I observe
closely, closely, realistically, the rouge off June’s mouth and her
drunken sprawlingness. Fred leaves. June is absolutely drunk; I
stand there and so severely I say: “I don’t like you when you are
drunk.” She raves: “Anais, I love you, I love you. You’re cruel and
clever, you have been so cruel that is why I got drunk—I love you.
You’re cruel. I’m terribly drunk.” I hold her, but she is lurching
forward, sprawling with watered eyes. I try to hold her up and take
her to bed. She is too heavy for me. We totter into Henry’s room.
He awakens. I manage to install June on the bed. She laughs, weeps,
vomits, vomits. She throws the wet towels at me. She raves: “I
always wanted to be drunk, Val (her name for Henry), as drunk as
you. Now I am—I’ve taken your drunkenness away from you.” But in
reality she is not drunk enough to stop thinking. And what rises to
the surface of her loss of will are her fears, her doubts, her
childish call for protection, her self-condemnation: “Val, Val,
Anais, you are both too clever and cruel. Clever and cruel. I’m
afraid of you both. Oh, Robert, where are you Robert, I’m not
afraid of you (Robert the beautiful man without mind, without
judgement). I’m so terribly sick. I’m putrid. Leave me alone Anais,
don’t come near me—the smell—you, you’re an aesthete—this is
terrible, I’m so terribly sick, and tired—I want rest—won’t you
give me peace. I want peace. Anais, Anais, I love you. You’re
cruel... Wipe my face clean. Give me a cold towel. Go away,
Anais—this smell, this lousy smell, foul.” Henry is tatteringly
wiping up the floor—rinsing towels. Drunk, stupid, diffuse, Henry
looks imbecilic, and I profoundly strangely serious. Terrible
seriousness. June was aware of it. Not as she believed, a moral
seriousness, but a soul sickness, a sorrowfulness—I was vomiting
illusions, fantasies, absolutism, grandiose gestures, dramatic
exaggerations, I was vomiting adventure, drink, orgies,
extravagances, vertigoes, suicide, sensations...so terribly
seriously, noiselessly. June was making the noise. She was rolling
on her vomit in her black satin dress.

 


MY GOD, why did I suddenly
see everything, why did I miss nothing, nothing? Inexorable vision.
Vomit to the very last of all emptiness. And emptiness, the sorrow
of emptiness, the sorrow of grotesque reality, the sorrow of
vomiting June and all exterior ecstasy, all color, flamboyance,
form, appearances, all the movements and faces and literalness of
adventure, the loud-speakerness of adventure, the real ship, the
real wine—cafés, movement, lights, substance...literalness—the
fulfillment on earth of artificial intensity, artificial
drunkenness. I craved at this moment the supreme drunkenness of
abstractions, of creation, of philosophy, of contemplation, of
sublimination. I was hungry for the port—for an anchor, for that
room I saw through an open window lined with books, suspended over
life, touching it only far enough to handle astrology instead of
dregs, enough to move vertiginously without falling into
vomit...

Seriousness. The
seriousness of a landing, atterissage...not of reproach. June
is reproaching herself, sick with herself...seeing in my
seriousness an image of her severity toward her own
childishness.

Pity prolongs my life.
Automatically I place the cool rags on her forehead. I make Henry
go to sleep in Fred’s room. I wipe the floor. June is snoring. I
lie all dressed, coat and all, next to her, in the smell of
vomit.

Fred brings us coffee in
bed. When June awoke it was a pleasure to lie close to her. She
made me get under the covers. But it was only a body under the
covers. Flesh. Just flesh. Warm and pleasurable to touch—but like
any other body. No more June. Touch a body so and it is like earth.
Lie on it. It is earth. It is good. But it is earth. Earth. Earth
is that which our feet must tread in movement. But the effulgent
end of our movement is not earth. I was eager to move away, to
walk, to surge again, to ascend, to soar. Eager, eager to separate
myself from the earth, the clay, to shake my sensual roots free of
their sensual clasp...to be free. Oh, so eager.

“You will come
tonight?”

“No.”

I want my solitude, my
peace, my suspense in air, the balance I despised—I want to find my
lightness and my joy again—expansion, song, ecstasy—an ecstasy
without vomit...an ecstasy which is continuous...not one which
fills my being with poison which I must eject afterwards all over
the place where I have been dancing and singing.

June comes with me to the
station. She makes her last bid for illusion. She buys me violets.
I vomit them too. I throw them under the seat in the train. Violets
another abortion. Effacing one failure of a gesture with
another—always exterior. Bottles, violets, objects. “The world of
things” which in the end turns our stomach.

The day before I had told
Dr. René Allendy a lie which was only a lie caused by a discrepancy
in time. I mean that it was a lie at the moment I said it, and it
ceased to be a lie last night. I am always so quick! I simply got
ahead of myself, or stated as an actual fact what was to become a
fact within twenty-four hours. This is not a lie, but a historical
error in time, that’s all.

I went to see him in place
of Hugh who had gone to Berlin. I told him (it was so sweet this,
while in his arms) that I had broken with Henry, that I did love
him, Allendy, and his life, that I accepted and understood his
wisdom, that I craved strength, that I realized the puerility of
the things I had been pursuing. He was overjoyed, both as man and
as analyst. His hatred of Henry flared completely, now that he felt
he could express it—he showed immense hostility, contempt,
jealously, anger. He said if Henry ever did me any harm (by writing
about me or using my letters) he would go and beat him with a
whip!

Wonderful to see this sage
in eruption. Aggressivity, jealousy, contempt. I laughed with
pleasure, a feminine pleasure.

I cannot remember
without sursauts of desire the moment when I stood leaning against his books
and how he caressed me, knees locked, tongues flicking. I was aware
of the immense female yieldingness of my body. And diabolically, of
a certain fear in him, a fear to displease me...a certain deep,
distant, touching timidity under the hard and powerful exterior—a
man who has lived little—actually.

He sees Henry as a
dangerous mocking degenerate. He believes I will never again come
so near to a positive danger. Whereas I know Henry is not even
dangerous, except to a masochist. Ha, ha, there is the point.
I was a
masochist. Allendy saved me from the ultimate flamboyant sacrifice.
The life which would have made me saint! Thanks to Allendy I became
more intelligent and less of a sacrificial lamb. It was a great
triumph for me this morning to be called a scoundrel by
June...though I think both Henry and June have a propensity to
embellish!

 


I ALWAYS HAVE the trick of
vanishing. I leave Clichy—I disappear. I carry in my bag a love
letter from Fred begging me not to think of him as shallow: “You
are the only woman I love”...and I am thinking of all the lies I
told them about the evening at Lalou’s house. Lalou saying at
dinner: “Gide sometimes drops in.” Which started me imagining a
visit from Gide. I gathered all the details about Gide which the
Lalous revealed and exhibited them in the Clichy kitchen as issued
from an authentic interview. I colored, without falsifying, a
portrait of Gide which I feel quite adequate to make. Again a
prophetic lie, because this interview will take place...later.
Meanwhile, the truth is that I went to the Lalous without Hugh, and
that I experienced great cool joys of electrical intelligence, and
more. Besides the talk, which was a bouquet of skyrockets, there
was a current between Lalou and me. I was still sensually throbbing
from Allendy’s caresses when I arrived at this place of simple home
livingness, books, children, a roast which Mme. Lalou held by the
bone while she cut. In place of Hugh we wished we might have had my
brother Joaquin. I suggested taking a taxi and calling for him, and
Lalou, who is a man constantly sitting on the tip of a volcano,
applauded the idea because he would go with me. A curious minute. A
ridiculous plan in itself, fantastic, unreasonable to cross Paris
in a taxi while the soufflé is already in the oven. Both Lalou and
I are eager to cross the city, we flap restless wings, we rush
downstairs. To this fragment must be attached another which only
completed itself later when Lalou said at the table: “It was
ordained that you and I should take a taxi ride together. When I
heard that Hugh could not come I immediately imagined you would be
obliged to go to Gare St. Lazare at a certain hour and that I would
take you there in a taxi.” (Monsieur Lalou, if you were not so
hostile to psychoanalysis you would not have unravelled this
premeditation in your mind!)

So Lalou and I are driving
across the city. Our talk is very spider-weaving and deft. By the
time we return there are threads between Lalou and me. And one of
these threads is that his energy, his fougue, his vitality has brushed
against my languid and turgid flesh—the smallest brushing, the
smallest detail of touch, of proximity, is like an absolute embrace
which is near exploding. Lalou came very near to kissing me, and I
to joyous receptivity. The intelligence kept us from too hasty a
commingling, but it will happen. Meanwhile the taxi ride with its
weird flashes of obscurity and spotlights, its movement which
corresponded so intimately to our swiftly moving, gliding,
obstacle—covering nature, remained like an impetuous accent in a
formal evening...a brilliant evening of intimacy not only with
Lalou’s paradoxical and swift mind, but with their friend André
Gide, Paul Valéry, their visitors Jean-Richard Bloch, Pierre
Abraham, François Mauriac, Pierre Moreau, etc. Snapshots, dedicated
books, anecdotes—quotations, scenes. Beautiful leaping talk—all to
be absorbed, all nourishment (no need to vomit!). Fecundity.
Portrait of Gide. Distressed by criticism against
Les Caves du Vatican as
charged with “atmosphere giving malaise”—his defense, sitting on
the armchair Hélène Boussinesque occupies, Lalou’s emphasis on
Gide’s courage: “I was against Proust because he promised to tell
everything about homosexuality and he didn’t, he made Albert an
Albertine.” When Gide was to write on Africa to the detriment of
the French government, the government threatened to retaliate by
revealing his homosexuality. [Gide’s travel books,
Voyage au Congo (1925)
and Le Retour du Tschad
(1927), drew public attention to certain aspects
of French colonialism. Ed.] Gide said he would take care of
this revelation himself. And he did. Gide likes the
paté de dinde truffle
made by Mme. Lalou’s aunt in Perigore—the paté which gave me the mushroom
dream.

I came home with Abraham’s
book on Proust.

My elation thinned itself
out, vaporously, sleeping in Boussie’s ascetic quarters—I was sorry
that so powerful a surge of sensual turgidness should have obscured
the finesse of the evening. It was like a superimposition of
images: one serene, and to be deeply investigated, minutely
reported, and the other, like the scene last night, obscuring the
first by its sheer brutality. Carrying an exasperated, unsatisfied,
physical appetite to Boussie’s house, I realized the leaden weight
of my earth roots and was sad.

Chaste awakening. Breakfast
in a scholarly, pleasant background. Convolutions of ideas issued
from Lalou’s talk...his genial and yet ferocious way of seizing on
truth, his dislike of artifice, his support of tradition
(literature springs from literature—Puritanism only secondary
cause—departure from the center in place of Jung’s procedure from
the dream outward), his domineeringness...

The two women he loved
were formed by him. That night what he liked was when my mind was
supple and followed the contours of his... Whatever in me was
foreign he was restless about—there were little points at which we
could have clashed—but I made detours (I admire Ramón Fernandez’s
book on Gide). I enjoyed the brilliancy of Lalou the conqueror, the
dynamic leader. I enjoyed being flexible. And on the whole we
thought in a line: Keyserling, psychic traveling, feminism,
Spengler’s division of an art for each civilization leaving us only
the cinema, and Lalou always wanted to do something with the
cinema. In the taxi I had heard already about the aridness of Jean
Cocteau’s film [“Le Sang d’un
Poète”] and imagination. He was concerned
because he thought I took drugs (allusion in pages about June). I
preceded his admission by a speech on true imagination, true
stimulation (antithesis of drug dependency). I relieved his mind. I
enjoyed his sanity, his contempt for the “modes” in literature—the
snobbism, the poses.

 


JUNE RETRACTS the story of
Herman. Said she only told me this because she was annoyed that so
many interesting things were happening to me while nothing was
happening to her just now. Last night, too, she was annoyed. She
told me this morning she resented seeing her life happening to me
now, like watching an old film. Watching the child learning to walk
was more interesting than she expected (Allendy, Lalou, the
Vilmorins, Gide!) and so she supplies inventions (to match mine!).
As a matter of fact there is only Dick and the German painter just
now—Henry too is annoyed that things should happen to us merely
because we are charming women!

It was humanly cruel of me
not to return to Clichy tonight. June taunted me by saying it was
tiredness, lack of stamina. I left them to a dismal sordid
stagnation, knowing Henry would think I was going to sleep with
Allendy. I left them in their helpless sense of inferiority. It was
cruel. Perhaps I am revenging myself, perhaps I am merely a writer,
for already around the breakfast table I had lost interest in all
of them and I was yearning for Louveciennes and my journal. I came
home after having slept only a few hours and I went to bed, and I
wrote. I ate my lunch, slept like a soldier, masturbated, and took
up my writing again.

Catharsis? A need to empty
myself. Crowded with scenes. Annoyed only because I have forgotten
to record the de Vilmorin scene. Pursued by fragments of phrases,
so insistent. Unable, really, to continue to live. Cluttered. In
the end I came home only to write, though my absence from Clichy
tonight I know remains enigmatic and insulting.

I am only thinking of the
de Vilmorin’s gigantic feudal house—labyrinthian, ancient a
universe in itself the proud family, the incestuous love, the
peculiarly flavored style of the talk between the two brothers and
the sister—an incest born of harmonious intellects, knitted
indissolubly by twinships of intelligence and brilliancy. Certainly
to the outsider, but brilliancy is irrefutable. And Louise—the
pivot of this adoration, on the way to madness—an artist as intent
as I on exteriorization, expression.

As I enter the bedroom I am
immediately aware of the heavy primitive silver bracelets on her
dressing table and of the Orient-blue bottles. At this recognition
she is in ecstasy. She clasps her hands, which she tortures into
poses like the sinews of ancient trees to correspond with the
deformities of her unconscious, and says: “A hundred people have
been here, close friends, my husband, and none has noticed what you
have noticed. It is a revelation for me...”

The symbol!

I like her tenseness
now—her dangerous quartering of sensation and emotions. Her fear
and her desire to find me—to find a resemblance. Her uniqueness in
danger—yet her hunger for human approval, sympathy. As I look at
her, her tortured, thin hands, they unclasp and unfold
peacefully.

This image is again
effaced...it recedes. Her brother is sitting next to me talking
about Fernandez whom he knows. I have penetrated a little into the
impenetrable incestuous fortress because I am enough like the
sister and intelligent enough to catch the tone of their isolated
language. The inroads I made gave me joy. She will come and see me
and paint my hands.

Brusquely this fades by the
sheer attenuated tones of these civilized frescoes—the impeccable
language, the finesse, the pride—and I am struck with the vision of
June the whore of whores—June the great whore, sitting loosely in
the kitchen chair after Fred’s kiss, and again it is I who am told,
even by Fred: “You are the woman I love—I kissed June as one kisses
a whore—and I hated her drunken kiss which came when I was so full
of you and the gift you had made me.”

At what precise moment I
divorced myself from my slight sursaut of aristocratic disgust I
remember...June had ceased vomiting. I was planning to leave...but
a final acceptance, a dissolution of all separation from foulness,
an abdication of my images replaced by a human closeness, all this
happened to me in the space of a second when I said to Henry: “You
go to bed and I’ll take care of June.”

The final installation into
reality: to find myself awakening at June’s side on a drab morning
in a foul smelling bed.

 


THE WORD most frequent in
a human being’s vocabulary is a key to his desire not to his
attainment. In June the word is “glorious.” I can see now what a
renewal of poetry Louveciennes and I represented to them...and how
in return they were to enrich me with a taste of dregs. How
generous the three of us have been! June did say how she would have
hated to awaken this morning and find me gone. What a desire for
purification! Orange juice—every other word, the word purity,
purification. I squeezed the orange juice for Henry and June. I
would not take any. This is my orange juice, this!

It is the discovery of the
innocence in all criminals which has so loaded this book. There are
so few authentic criminals. It is the discovery of the wound
inflicted on all human beings, causing infection and putrefaction,
rather than any propensity to wound-making. The crime starts from a
wound received but the author of the wound is exonerated because it
also came from a wound in him a malady—no genius invention of a
monstrous mind, but simply the passing on, in the form of crime, of
a surcharged venomous content of hatred, fear, revenge. To seek the
first criminal is impossible—the chain originates in the original
sin—to guillotine the mother who enslaves and castrates her son
because her husband was treacherous, and he was treacherous because
his own mother abandoned him because and so on...

Henry is innocent even of
sadism, and if he pays Jeanne it is to obtain a temporary sense of
comfort. There is rarely any premeditation, and if there is
premeditation (the ultimate measure of a crime) it is only an
outcome of some obscure urge, an urge intended to balance the sick
being, to re-establish a compensation the weak man will pour
violence into literature and incite the world to assert
him.

It is terrible to admit
that the purely mythological figure of Christ could be made to
utter the sum total of all judgement and that I am forced to
concede to this banal phrase the full splendor it deserves: “They
know not what they do.” The only crimes are committed by great
intelligences, who debauch the world. Here there is conscious
pattern. What the unconscious guides forms part of a greater
domineering pattern which criminals, like visionaries, are more
susceptible to obey...a fatality.

Exactly in this proportion,
I am more a criminal than June who obeys her fear, her
self-contempt, her sense of guilt, or than Henry who obeys his
egoistical weakness, his self-contempt, his humiliated self, hungry
for revenge because I am more intelligent, I have been healed of
the wounds which poisoned by instincts... I felt this urge of deep
scoundrelism whenever I prophesized with my intelligence: I am
going to make John love me...I am going to love Henry...Allendy
will be my lover...as if I were pushing events. But, no, it is
again my swift intuition.

I have written too much. I
have lost myself in a forest of mental acrobatics. I have again run
away from scenes—from lamplight, demi-tasse, overdone steaks,
Chateauneuf du Pape, the wrinkles on June’s satin dress, the
bestial nostrils of Henry’s nose, huîtres
Marennes, money left on Henry’s desk,
Henry’s note in my cigarette case, June’s rosy cold cream, Hugh’s
telegram from London, Hematothyroidine, Tzyganes on the radio...
How I love abstractions and distilling essences, how quickly I rush
into my laboratory...I do not stay long enough in June’s bed...I
devour the moment in June’s bed, and, like a cannibal, I feel in my
entrails the slidingness of our legs’ caresses, the undulations of
my hands on her full body...absorbed. Reasoned. I am only half
human. When I leave June it is because I have given my maximum
share of human liquid. When I see that at midnight, like a
Cinderella, I become invisible, a writer, I leave everyone, to
conceal the transformation, the chameleonesque
volte-face.

When I threw the violets
under the seat in the train I was already a monster. Nobody saw me.
These violets were very touching. June, still heavy-headed, feeling
the street putrid, the morning drab, herself soiled, rushes to buy
me violets to give me beauty, to atone, to destroy the leadenness,
to preserve my life. Very sublime, those violets I threw away. I
threw them away because what the writer has seen he never
forgets—he does not want to be bribed into forgetting. The
inexorability of the recording, this is what human beings
fight. Prends les
violettes, and forget what our first night
together was. June, I leave you, so that your livingness won’t
interfere with the life of my journal.

 


 


The Little Girl in
Yellow

 


SITTING ALONE at the tennis
club (Cercle du Bois), drowsy after a game, I watched the children
playing and saw a little girl I wanted to have—an eerie child with
a secret smile at thoughts of her own, running lightly to dry her
hands which she had dipped in the lake. I must be beaten, I thought
sadly, for I am beginning to want to pass my life on to another.
Until now I never wanted children. I called them interruptions,
renunciations, knowing too well that they might be neither like
Hugh nor myself, not even perhaps an extension or a development of
our ideals, but a mere repetition of ordinary
patterns...

Yet this child fascinated
me. She drew me out of myself—perhaps that was the blessing. I
chased after her fragile self, in yellow, red, left all my
weariness far away... She was happy to have wet hands, she was
happy because the sun was drying them, she was happy to be running.
All of a sudden she stood before me, wide-eyed, startled, her arms
open, her little yellow dress fluttering. I felt a second of
struggle, as if the child were demanding a kind of surrender. And
though my body was sore with passion, with hunger, with pain, I
smiled, and she liked my smile and ran away, and ran back and
around my chair, until her mother called her back.

Jamais je me donnerais
entièrement à rien... Jamais je n’echapperais a moi-même, ni par
l’amour, ni par la maternité, ni par l’art. Mon “moi” est comme le
Dieu des croyants faibles, qui le voient partout, toujours, et ne
peuve fuire cette hantise et cette vision. [I will never give myself entirely to anything... I will
never escape from myself, neither through love, nor motherhood, nor
art. My self is like the God of those of little faith, who see him
everywhere, always, and cannot flee this obsession and this
vision.]
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