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Introduction

For more than three decades, Anaïs Nin's monumental diary, or journal, has been the object of much rumor, gossip, and conjecture. Since the early 1930s, when she showed sections of the journal for the first time to some of her close friends and associates in Paris, the word has spread that here was one of the unique literary documents of our century. In an often-quoted article in the English magazine Criterion, in 1937, Henry Miller ventured the opinion that the diary would "take its place beside the revelations of St. Augustine, Petronius, Aboard, Rousseau, Proust." Others, who over the years watched the diary grow to its present state of some 150 volumes—adding up to more than 15,000 pages in typewritten transcript—contributed their share to the growing legend surrounding this remarkable, lifelong undertaking. 

Anaïs Nin herself has often stated that the body of her published, artistic work—the five novels which make up the roman fleuve, Cities of the Interior, and her other books and stories—were merely outcroppings of the diary, and that her real life, as a writer and a woman, was contained in the pages of the journal. "I have a natural flow in the diary," she wrote more than thirty years ago, "what I produce outside is a distillation, the myth, the poem." And after an argument about one of her early works of fiction, she noted in the diary: "Sometimes when people talk to me, I feel that I have done all they ask of me here, in the journal, when they ask me to be authentic, passionate, explosive, etc."

Much of the speculation about this legendary work, no doubt, derived from the fact that Miss Nin, in her intense and multileveled life, moved freely, and sometimes mysteriously, in the cosmopolitan world of international art and society. "Friendships, relationships, and travel," she has said, "are my greatest pleasure. The world I live in, in every city, is that of writers, painters, musicians, dancers, and actors." As a child, born in Neuilly, a suburb of Paris, she had accompanied her famous father, the Spanish composer-pianist Joaquin Nin, on his glamorous concert tours through Europe. As a youngster, she had escaped from the poor gentility of her Danish-born mother's rooming house in New York into the enchanted gardens of her fantasies, and eventually had become an artists' model and, later, a Spanish dancer. As a fledgling writer, she had, in the 1930s, re-entered the intellectual and social climate of Paris, captivated, and influenced, by Proust, Lawrence, and Giraudoux. In 1929, she had settled in Louveciennes, and there—as, after the outbreak of World War II, in her studio on the edges of New York's Greenwich Village—had provided a gathering place for many "unknown," and often subsequently "famous," creative people. Indeed, the roster of those who appear, at one time or another, in Miss Nin's diary represents an impressive cross-section of the literary and artistic life of the past forty years. 

But those who may have set their sights merely upon the usual "exposures" of famous lives, the "tell-all" confessions of an insider, will undoubtedly be disappointed by this long-awaited first publication of a section of Miss Nin's diary. To be sure, Anaïs Nin writes at length, and often with startling candor, about her relationships, her friends and acquaintances, the "famous" and the "ordinary" people who have crossed her path. She is, indeed, "authentic, passionate, explosive." But her concern is not that of the literary gossip. She does not simply treat us to another "keyhole" view of the literary life.

The true significance, the uniqueness, the "revelation" of her diary is of another kind. Certainly, Miss Nin provides much important and valuable biographical, and autobiographical, detail to our knowledge of an artistic era, she portrays and records with flashing insight people, conversations, events. Yet in the end it does not seem to matter that the struggling writer she befriends is Henry Miller, that the tortured poet who confides in her is Antonin Artaud, the propounder of the "theatre of cruelty," or that Dr. Otto Rank is her psychiatrist. The "revelation" of Miss Nin's diary, essentially, lies in the fact that here, for the first time, we have a passionate, detailed, articulate record of a modern woman's journey of self-discovery.


"What I have to say," Miss Nin writes, "is really distinct from the artist and art. It is the woman who has to speak. And it is not only the woman Anaïs who has to speak, but I who have to speak for many women. As I discover myself, I feel I am merely one of many, a symbol. I begin to understand women of yesterday and today. The mute ones of the past, the inarticulate, who took refuge behind wordless intuitions, and the women of today, all action, and copies of men. And I, in between..." 

Indeed, Miss Nin's diary is more than the whetstone of an emerging writer, though she is always aware of the artistic problem of "what to include, what to tell, how to tell it." It is more than a notebook of ideas, dreams, and experiences, though, as she has stated, much of her conscious literary work is drawn from the pages of the diary. And it is more than a mere record of her days, her conversations, her encounters, though she captures them with vivid immediacy. The diary is the log of her journey through the labyrinth of the self, of her effort to find, and to define, the woman Anaïs, the real and the symbolic one who balances "between" action and contemplation, involvement and self-preservation, emotion and intellect, dreams and reality, and who sometimes despairs of ever reconciling these disparate elements.

There is an entry in the diary, in the mid-1930s, which may explain not only Miss Nin's attitude to the "outside" world—to the gathering political and economic storms which, much to the dismay of her critics, found no direct reflection in her artistic work—but also the basic, underlying function of the journal itself. "What makes people despair," she wrote, "is that they try to find a universal meaning to the whole of life, and then end up by saying it is absurd, illogical, empty of meaning. There is not one big, cosmic meaning for all, there is only the meaning we each give to our life, an individual meaning, an individual plot, like an individual novel, a book for each person. To seek a total unity is wrong. To give as much meaning to one's life as possible seems right to me. For example, I am not committed to any of the political movements which I find full of fanaticism and injustice, but in the face of each human being, I act democratically and humanly. I give each human being his due. I disregard class and possessions. It is the value of their spirit, of their human qualities I pay my respect to, and to their needs as far as I am able to fulfill them. If all of us acted in unison as I act individually, there would be no wars and no poverty. I nave made myself personally responsible for the fate of every human being who has come my way." 

The diary is Anaïs Nin's book. It is her created life, the filter through which she strains her experience into a meaningful pattern. It is also her shield and her confessional.

The diary had its inception on the boat that brought Anaïs Nin, her mother and two brothers, from Spain to America. At the age of eleven Miss Nin already was possessed by what she later called "an immediate awareness," both "terrible and painful." Her father, the idol of her early years, had deserted the family, had turned his attention to another, a very young woman. At first, she tried to win back her father: "The diary began as the diary of a journey, to record everything for my father. It was really a letter, so he could follow us into a strange land, know about us." But the "letter" was never sent (her mother told her it would get lost), and the diary became also "an island, in which I could find refuge in an alien land, write French, think my thoughts, hold on to my soul, to myself."

Isolated from her father, from her European childhood, from the supportive strictures of her early Spanish Catholicism, forced to adapt to a new country, a new language, Anaïs Nin rapidly acquired a sense of her own separateness. "My dear diary," she wrote at the time, "it is Anaïs who is speaking to you, and not somebody who thinks as everybody should think. Dear diary, pity me, but listen to me."

As the fanciful youngster blossomed into a vivacious young woman, "possessed by a fever for knowledge, experience and creation," Anaïs Nin also began to build for herself an "image," a "persona" which enabled her to face the world. The sense of drama, the imagination she had displayed as a child, now asserted itself, instinctively as well as consciously, in her adult life. Like the characters in her fiction, like Sabina in A Spy in the House of Love, she gave herself wholeheartedly to the "roles" she felt she was expected to play—daughter, wife, artist, enchantress, bohemian, friend, caretaker, etc.—to the expectations and demands that others made upon her. 

"There were always, in me," she noted soberly at the age of twenty-nine, "two women at least, one woman desperate and bewildered, who felt she was drowning, and another who would leap into a scene, as upon a stage, conceal her true emotions because they were weaknesses, helplessness, despair, and present to the world only a smile, an eagerness, curiosity, enthusiasm, interest."

While the world watched with fascination the gay, charming, intelligent, mysterious Anaïs, the other women in her—the shy, the strong, the practical, the unsure, the observing, the detached, the childish—clamored for recognition in the pages of the diary. It is the gathering place of her fragmented self, her retreat from the demands of living.

"This diary is my kief, hashish, and opium pipe. This is my drug and my vice. Instead of writing a novel, I lie back with this book and a pen, and dream, and indulge in refractions and defractions ... I must relive my life in the dream. The dream is my only life. I see in the echoes and reverberations, the transfigurations which alone keep wonder pure. Otherwise all magic is lost. Otherwise life shows its deformities and the homeliness becomes rust ... All matter must be fused this way through the lens of my vice or the rust of living would slow down my rhythm to a sob."

Her escape into the diary, she realizes at times, is fraught with danger ("You have hampered me as an artist") and she fears that in "talking to this friend I have, perhaps, wasted my life." But even when her sense of isolation and despair of ever meshing the various aspects of her self into a meaningful whole prompt her to undergo psychoanalysis, she balks at being without her crutch, without her diary.

"I only regret that everybody wants to deprive me of the journal," she wrote in June, 1933, "which is the only steadfast friend I have, the only one which makes my life bearable, because my happiness with human beings is so precarious, my confiding moods rare, and the least sign of non-interest is enough to silence me. In the journal I am at ease."


Tenaciously, she hangs on to her diary. Like a talisman, she carries it with her. She writes on trains, at café tables, while waiting for an appointment, and as soon as she returns from an excursion into "life," she turns to the journal. The "lens of her vice" not only allows her to filter her experiences ("When I write afterwards, I see much more, understand better, I develop and enrich"), it also gives her writing its rare sense of immediacy. 

"I live more on time. What is remembered later does not seem as true to me. I have such a need of truth. It must be that need of immediate recording which incites me to write almost while I am living, before it is altered, changed by distance or time."

This vivid freshness, coupled with her enriching reflection, seems to have determined not only the marvelously natural flow Miss Nin has achieved in her diary ("Writing for a hostile world discouraged me. Writing for the diary gave me the illusion of a warm ambiance I needed to flower in"), but, to some extent, also the nature of her material. In an essay "On Writing," published in 1947, she wrote: "The diary taught me that it is in the moments of emotional crisis that human beings reveal themselves most accurately. I learned to choose the heightened moments because they are the moments of revelation."

Anaïs Nin's passionate pursuit of truth, her peeling away of the many layers of a character in search of the illusive human core, often strikes her as painful and dangerous. "It hurts me to be giving myself away." The woman in her wearies of the ultimate exposure. "What kills life," she had written, "is the absence of mystery." Even when she decides to show her father, whom she had seen again in 1933, some of the childhood diaries originally written for him, she has her doubts. "These days," she wrote in a letter to him, "I feel like abdicating as a writer. It suddenly seems monstrous to me to expose the feelings one has, even those in the past, even the dead ones."

Though many of her friends and admirers had urged her for years to begin with the publication of what they considered her true life work as a writer—see, for instance, the recurring references in Henry Miller's Letters to Anaïs Nin (Putnam, 1965)—Miss Nin, for various reasons, hesitated. There were problems of personal privacy, legal hurdles, and there was the enormous bulk of the manuscript, which made a chronological, complete publication of the work an economic impossibility. So the original manuscript remained in Miss Nin's iron strong-boxes, first in France (where, in the turmoil of the early days of World War II, the whole diary was lost, for some time, at a rural railroad station), and subsequently in the United States. Maxwell Perkins, the editor who had struggled with the manuscript coffers of Thomas Wolfe, once suggested to Miss Nin a one-volume condensation of the diary, but quickly changed his mind and protested that nothing should be cut. Alas, a complete publication of the work, even today, remains impossible. We can only hope that some day the entire diary will be made available." For the moment, we must be content with, and grateful for, the possible. 

The present volume—the first in a projected series drawn from the body of the work—begins in 1931, at a time when Miss Nin herself is about to publish her first book, an appreciation of D. H. Lawrence, which gained her first public recognition as a writer. It seemed a logical starting point. It ends, in the winter of 1934, when Miss Nin leaves Paris for what turned out to be a brief stay in New York. The present text represents approximately half of the material contained in the ten original manuscript volumes (No. 30 to No. 40) covering this period. In preparing this volume for publication, Miss Nin, and the editor, still faced certain personal and legal considerations inherent in the nature of the diary. Several persons, when faced with the question of whether they wanted to remain in the diary "as is"—since Miss Nin did not want to change the essential nature of her presentation—chose to be deleted altogether from the manuscript (including her husband and some members of her family). The names of some incidental figures have been omitted or changed, since, as any reader will soon see, the factual identity of a person is basically unimportant within the context of the diary. Miss Nin's truth, as we have seen, is psychological. The dates in brackets, given by the editor, also are merely intended to indicate the flow of time (or date a specific event), and do not always correspond to the numerous dates in the original manuscripts, where retrospective entries sometimes confuse the actual chronology. Some excerpts from the earlier childhood diaries have been translated from the original French and included by Miss Nin to provide background information and facilitate the understanding of certain situations, notably Miss Nin's relationship to her father. A short bibliography of Miss Nin's books is given elsewhere in this volume. 

"I believe literature, as we have known it, will die, is dying," Anaïs Nin noted in her diary many years ago. Yet in creating this diary she has, perhaps, already given us a new kind of literature: her own articulate record of an individual past which, in its timeless, universal validity, provides us with a blueprint for our own future. "We are going to the moon," Anaïs Nin has written. "That is not very far. Man has so much farther to go within himself."

GUNTHER STUHLMANN

New York

October 1965





[Winter, 1931–1932]

Louveciennes resembles the village where Madame Bovary lived and died. It is old, untouched and unchanged by modern life. It is built on a hill overlooking the Seine. On clear nights one can see Paris. It has an old church dominating a group of small houses, cobblestone streets, and several large properties, manor houses, a castle on the outskirts of the village. One of the properties belonged to Madame du Barry. During the revolution her lover was guillotined and his head thrown over the ivy-covered wall into her garden. This is now the property of Coty. 

There is a forest all around in which the Kings of France once hunted. There is a very fat and very old miser who owns most of the property of Louveciennes. He is one of Balzac's misers. He questions every expense, every repair, and always ends by letting his houses deteriorate with rust, rain, weeds, leaks, cold.

Behind the windows of the village houses old women sit watching people passing by. The street runs down unevenly towards the Seine. By the Seine there is a tavern and a restaurant. On Sundays people come from Paris and have lunch and take the rowboats down the Seine as Maupassant loved to do.

The dogs bark at night. The garden smells of honeysuckle in the summer, of wet leaves in the winter. One hears the whistle of the small train from and to Paris. It is a train which looks ancient, as if it were still carrying the personages of Proust's novels to dine in the country.

My house is two hundred years old. It has walls a yard thick, a big garden, a very large green iron gate for cars, flanked by a small green gate for people. The big garden is in the back of the house. In the front there is a gravel driveway, and a pool which is now filled with dirt and planted with ivy. The fountain emerges like the headstone of a tomb. The bell people pull sounds like a giant cowbell. It shakes and echoes a long time after it has been pulled. When it rings, the Spanish maid, Emilia, swings open the large gate and the cars drive up the gravel path, making a crackling sound.


There are eleven windows showing between the wooden trellis covered with ivy. One shutter in the middle was put there for symmetry only, but I often dream about this mysterious room which does not exist behind the closed shutter. 

Behind the house lies a vast wild tangled garden. I never liked formal gardens. At the very back is a wooded section with a small brook, a small bridge, overrun with ivy and moss and ferns.

The day begins always with the sound of gravel crushed by the car.

The shutters are pushed open by Emilia, and the day admitted.

With the first crushing of the gravel under wheels comes the barking of the police dog, Banquo, and the carillon of the church bells.

When I look at the large green iron gate from my window it takes on the air of a prison gate. An unjust feeling, since I know I can leave the place whenever I want to, and since I know that human beings place upon an object, or a person, this responsibility of being the obstacle when the obstacle lies always within one's self.

In spite of this knowledge I often stand at the window staring at the large closed iron gate, as if hoping to obtain from this contemplation a reflection of my inner obstacles to a full, open life.

No amount of oil can subdue its rheumatic creaks, for it takes a historical pride in its two-hundred-year-old rust.

But the little gate, with its overhanging ivy like disordered hair over a running child's forehead, has a sleepy and sly air, an air of being always half open.

I chose the house for many reasons.

Because it seemed to have sprouted out of the earth like a tree, so deeply grooved it was within the old garden. It had no cellar and the rooms rested right on the ground. Below the rug, I felt, was the earth. I could take root here, feel at one with the house and garden, take nourishment from them like the plants.

The first thing I did was to have the basin and fountain unearthed and restored. Then it seemed to me that the house came alive. The fountain was gay and sprightly.

I had a sense of preparation for a love to come. Like the extension of canopies, the unrolling of ceremonial carpets, as if I must first create a marvelous world in which to house it, in which to receive adequately this guest of honor. 

It is in this mood of preparation that I pass through the house, painting a wall through which stains of humidity show, hanging a lamp where it will throw Balinese shadow plays, draping a bed, placing logs in the fireplace.

Every room is painted a different color. As if there were one room for every separate mood: lacquer red for vehemence, pale turquoise for reveries, peach color for gentleness, green for repose, grey for work at the typewriter.

Ordinary life does not interest me. I seek only the high moments. I am in accord with the surrealists, searching for the marvelous.

I want to be a writer who reminds others that these moments exist; I want to prove that there is infinite space, infinite meaning, infinite dimension.

But I am not always in what I call a state of grace. I have days of illuminations and fevers. I have days when the music in my head stops. Then I mend socks, prune trees, can fruits, polish furniture. But while I am doing this I feel I am not living.

Unlike Madame Bovary, I am not going to take poison. I am not sure that being a writer will help me escape from Louveciennes. I have finished my book D. H. Lawrence: An Unprofessional Study. I wrote it in sixteen days. I had to go to Paris to present it to Edward Titus for publication. It will not be published and out by tomorrow, which is what a writer would like when the book is hot out of the oven, when it is alive within one's self. He gave it to his assistant to revise.

As soon as I go to Paris too often, my mother looks disapprovingly out of her window, and does not wave good-bye. She looks, at times, like the old women who raise their curtains to stare at me when I take Banquo for a walk. My brother Joaquin plays the piano continuously, as if he would melt the walls of the house.

I take walks along the railroad tracks on bad days. But as I have never been able to read a timetable, I never walk here at the right time and I get tired before the train comes to deliver me from the difficulties of living, and I walk back home. Does this fascination for a possible accident come from the traumatic time when I missed such a death as a child? We had a servant in Neuilly (when I was two years old, and my brother Thorvald just born). My father must have seduced her and then forgotten her. Anyway, she sought revenge. She took my brother and me on an outing and left the carriage, and me beside it, in the middle of the railroad track. But the signal gateman saw us, and as he had seven children of his own, he took a chance on his own life and rushed out in time to kick the carriage out of the way and carry me off in his arms. The event remained in our memory. I still remember the beds covered with toys for the seven children of the man who saved our lives. 





Richard Osborn is a lawyer. He had to be consulted on the copyrights of my D. H. Lawrence book. He is trying to be both a Bohemian and a lawyer for a big firm. He likes to leave his office with money in his pocket and go to Montparnasse. He pays for everyone's dinner and drinks. When he is drunk he talks about the novel he is going to write. He gets very little sleep and often arrives at his office the next morning with stains and wrinkles on his suit. As if to detract attention from such details, he talks more volubly and brilliantly than ever, giving his listeners no time to interrupt or respond, so that everyone is saying, "Richard is losing his clients. He cannot stop talking." He acts like a man on a trapeze who must not look down at the public. If he looks below he will fall. He will fall somewhere between his lawyer's office and Montparnasse. No one will know where to look for him for he hides his two faces from all. There are times when he is still asleep in some unknown hotel with an unknown woman when he should be at his office, and other times when he is working late at his office, while his friends are waiting for him at the Café du Dôme.

He has two recurrent monologues. One is patterned after a trial for plagiarism. It seems that a great many people have copied his novels, his plays, and his ideas. He is preparing a long brief to sue them. "They" always steal his briefcase. One of the novels stolen from him is now published, and one of his plays is being acted on Broadway. That is why he does not show his present novel to me or to anyone.


His other monologue concerns his friend Henry Miller. Henry Miller is writing a book one thousand pages long which has everything in it that is left out of other novels. He has now taken refuge in Richard's hotel room. "Every morning when I leave he is still asleep. I leave ten francs on the table, and when I return there is another batch of writing done." 

A few days ago he brought me an article by Henry Miller on Buñuel's film L'Âge d'Or. It was as potent as a bomb. It reminded me of D. H. Lawrence's "I am a human bomb."

There is in this piece of writing a primitive, savage quality. By contrast with the writers I have been reading, it seems like a jungle. Only a short article, but the words are slung like hatchets, explode with hatred, and it was like hearing wild drums in the midst of the Tuileries gardens.

You live like this, sheltered, in a delicate world, and you believe you are living. Then you read a book (Lady Chatterley, for instance), or you take a trip, or you talk with Richard, and you discover that you are not living, that you are hibernating. The symptoms of hibernating are easily detectable: first, restlessness. The second symptom (when hibernating becomes dangerous and might degenerate into death): absence of pleasure. That is all. It appears like an innocuous illness. Monotony, boredom, death. Millions live like this (or die like this) without knowing it. They work in offices. They drive a car. They picnic with their families. They raise children. And then some shock treatment takes place, a person, a book, a song, and it awakens them and saves them from death.

Some never awaken. They are like the people who go to sleep in the snow and never awaken. But I am not in danger because my home, my garden, my beautiful life do not lull me. I am aware of being in a beautiful prison, from which I can only escape by writing. So I have written a book about D. H. Lawrence out of gratitude, because it was he who awakened me. I took it to Richard and he prepared the contracts, and then he talked about his friend Henry Miller. He had shown my manuscript to Henry Miller and Miller had said, "I have never read such strong truths told with such delicacy."


"I would like to bring him to dinner," said Richard. And I said yes. 

So delicacy and violence are about to meet and challenge each other.

The image this brings to my mind is an alchemist workshop. Beautiful crystal bottles communicating with each other by a system of fragile crystal canals. These transparent bottles show nothing but jeweled, colored liquids or clouded water or smoke, giving to the external eye an abstract aesthetic pleasure. The consciousness of danger, fatal mixtures, is known only to the chemist.

I feel like a well-appointed laboratory of the soul—myself, my home, my life—in which none of the vitally fecund or destructive, explosive experiments has yet begun. I like the shape of the bottles, the colors of the chemicals. I collect bottles, and the more they look like alchemist bottles the more I like them for their eloquent forms.





When I saw Henry Miller walking towards the door where I stood waiting, I closed my eyes for an instant to see him by some other inner eye. He was warm, joyous, relaxed, natural.

He would have passed anonymously through a crowd. He was slender, lean, not tall. He looked like a Buddhist monk, a rosy-skinned monk, with his partly bald head aureoled by lively silver hair, his full sensuous mouth. His blue eyes are cool and observant, but his mouth is emotional and vulnerable. His laughter is contagious and his voice caressing and warm like a Negro voice.

He was so different from his brutal, violent, vital writing, his caricatures, his Rabelaisian farces, his exaggerations. The smile at the corner of his eyes is almost clownish; the mellow tones of his voice are almost like a purring content. He is a man whom life intoxicates, who has no need of wine, who is floating in a self-created euphoria.

In the middle of a serious discussion between Richard and Joaquin, he began to laugh. Seeing the perplexity on Richard's face, he said, "I'm not laughing at you, Richard, but I just can't help myself. I don't care a bit who's right. I'm too happy. I'm just so happy right at this moment, with all the colors around me, the fire in the fireplace, the good dinner, the wine, the whole moment is so wonderful, so wonderful..." He talked slowly, as if enjoying his own 
words. He installed himself completely in the present. He appeared gentle and candid. He admitted he had only come because of Richard's promise of a good dinner. But now he wanted to know the whole house, everyone living in it, what each one did, and asked question after question with casual unrelentingness. Henry Miller talked with Joaquin about music, about his compositions and his concerts. He went to shake my mother's hand, he visited the garden, looked over the books. He was full of curiosity. Then, sitting by the fire, he began to talk about himself: 

"Last night I spent the night in a cinéma de quartier. I had nowhere else to go. Richard was entertaining his girl. I watched the film three times because the actress reminded me of my wife, June. Then I slipped down into the seat and went to sleep. They never clean up the place until morning and even then the femme de ménage only grunts when she sees me and lets me off. Did you ever stay in a movie house when it's empty? Films are like a dose of opium, then as you come out in the street it's a shock, and you are brutally awakened from your dream. But when you stay, you never wake up. The dream goes on working. I would fall asleep for a while and then see images on the screen, and I could not tell the difference between the film and a dream. I saw my wife, June, as she looked when she announced to me one morning in New York: 'You always wanted to go to Paris and become a writer, well, I have the money. But I can't go with you. I'll follow you later.' The story on the screen was about a woman who lied, she lied, and damn it, she made the lie come true. She wanted to become an actress so she invented that she had a love affair with the best known of all the actors, and publicized it so well, in such heightened colors, that the actor himself came to confront her. Then she explained to him why she had done it, describing at the same time the 'scenes' which had taken place between them, with such charm that he stayed on and fulfilled all she had invented as if it had been a prophecy. My wife, June, can confuse me in this way. She stayed in New York to earn money for my trip. Don't ask me how she earns money. Every time I tried to find out, I ran into such complicated stories, intrigues, miraculous barters, that I gave up trying to understand. Everything she did had that air of prestidigitation. 'You want to go to Paris, Henry? I'll find a way. The rent is due. Let me see the landlord.' She reminded me of the gypsies I saw in the south of France. When they come home, they lift up their skirt and, presto, there's a chicken or two they have stolen. I felt that June's stories were lies, but I could not disprove them. I felt that her bargaining power came not from objects or ingenuity but from giving herself. She would tell me to keep on writing and forget about all this, but I could not write. I spent all my time trying to figure out how she solved these problems without going to work like everybody else. She never answered direct questions. She reminded me of the Arabs who believe that true intelligence consists of concealment of your thoughts. But damn it, you conceal your thoughts from an enemy, not a husband, lover, friend. She always said she concealed her thoughts from me because whatever she did tell me, I would turn around and caricature. But I only do this when I'm angry. If she read a book, sooner or later I would discover it had been given to her by somebody else and that her opinion of the book belonged to the giver. Other times she even told people that it was she who had first made me read Dostoevsky and Proust. I don't know why I am talking in the past tense. She's coming in a few weeks." 

The two sides of himself showed simultaneously: acceptance and passivity in life, rebellion and anger at whatever happened to him. He endured, and then must avenge himself, probably in his writing. The writer's delayed reaction.

June is an irritant. He turns away into the uncomplicated worlds he enjoys. "I like the prostitutes. There is no pretense there. They wash themselves in front of you."

Henry is like a mythical animal. His writing is flamboyant, torrential, chaotic, treacherous, and dangerous. "Our age has need of violence."

I enjoy the power of his writing, the ugly, destructive, fearless cathartic strength. This strange mixture of worship of life, enthusiasm, passionate interest in everything, energy, exuberance, laughter, and sudden destructive storms baffles me. Everything is blasted away: hypocrisy, fear, pettiness, falsity. It is an assertion of instinct. He uses the first person, real names; he repudiates order and form and fiction itself. He writes in the uncoordinated way we feel, on various levels at once. 

I have always believed in André Breton's freedom, to write as one thinks, in the order and disorder in which one feels and thinks, to follow sensations and absurd correlations of events and images, to trust to the new realms they lead one into. "The cult of the marvelous." Also the cult of the unconscious leadership, the cult of mystery, the evasion of false logic. The cult of the unconscious as proclaimed by Rimbaud. It is not madness. It is an effort to transcend the rigidities and the patterns made by the rational mind.

Henry has a strange mixture of all these things. He can be swept off his feet easily by a book, a person, an idea. He is a musician and a painter.

He notices everything, the fat-bellied bottles for the wine, the hissing of the damp logs in the fireplace. He selects from everything only what can be enjoyed. He even enjoys Emilia's slightly crossed eyes. She reminds him of figures in Goya paintings. He enjoys the colors on the wall, the oranges and the blues.

He finds joy in everything, in food, in talk, in drink, in the sound of the bell at the gate, the liveliness of Banquo, who comes in slapping the furniture with his tail.

He thinks I must know a great deal about life because I once posed for painters when I was sixteen. The extent of my innocence would be incredible to him. I tried to look up in the dictionary some of the words he uses, but they were not there.





After he left I destroyed my enjoyment, thinking he would not be interested in me, that he had lived too much, too roughly, too completely, like a Dostoevskian character, the lower depths, and he would find me inexperienced. What does it matter what Henry thinks of me. He will know soon enough exactly what I am. He has a caricatural mind. I will see myself in caricature. Why cannot I express the fundamental me? I play roles too. Why should I care? But I do care. I care about everything. Emotionalism and sensibility are my quicksands. I am fascinated with the "toughness" of Henry and June. It is new to me.


It takes great hatred to make caricature and satire. 

I have no hatreds. I have compassion. Everything with me is either worship, passion, or else compassion, understanding. I hate rarely. But I respond to Henry's fiery rebellions. His angers. I can't fathom the paradox of his enjoyment and his angers. My rebellions were concealed, inhibited, indirect. His are open revolutions. He laughs at my concern for Emilia's feelings. I did not want her to hear him laughing at her head being out of proportion to her body. I never hate enough to mock, caricature, or even describe what I hate at length. I am more preoccupied with loving. I can't rave as Henry does against conventional novelists. I picked out D. H. Lawrence and devoted myself to him. I don't rave against politics. I ignore it. I elect something I can love and absorb myself in it. I am absorbed by Henry, who is unsure of himself, self-critical, sincere, and carries within him some great force. I am very busy loving. What does he need? Everything. He is almost a hobo. Sleeps anywhere, at a friend's house, a railroad-station waiting room on a bench, in a movie house, in a park. He has hardly any clothes. They are not his own.

He is rewriting his first book [Crazy Cock], He lives from day to day, borrowing, begging, sponging. He wants a set of Proust. I add railroad tickets to them so that he can come and see me when he wants to. He has no typewriter. So I give him mine. He likes big meals, so I cook sumptuous ones. I would like to give him a home, an income, security so that he could work.





Henry came again today. He talked about his second wife, June. June was full of stories. She told him several versions about her childhood, birthplace, parents, racial origins. Her first version was that her mother was a Roumanian gypsy, that she sang in cafés and told fortunes. Her father, she said, played the guitar. When they came to America, they opened a night club, mostly for Roumanians. It was a continuation of their life in Roumania. But when Henry asked her what did she do in that environment, did she sing, did she tell fortunes, did she learn to dance, did she wear long braids and white blouses, she did not answer. Henry wanted to know where she had learned the beautiful English she spoke, like English spoken on the stage by English actors. He took her to a Roumanian restaurant and waited for her response to the music, the dances, the songs, to the swarthy men whose glances were like dagger thrusts. But June had forgotten this story by then and looked on the scene with detachment. When Henry pressed her for the truth, she began another story. She told him that she was born on the road, that her parents were show people, that they traveled all the time, that her father was a magician in a circus, her mother a trapezist. 

(Had she learned there her skill in balancing in space, in time, avoiding all definitions and crystallizations? Had she learned from her father to deal in camouflage, in quick sleight of hand? This story, Henry said, came before the one in which she asserted her father had been anonymous. Not knowing who she was, he might turn out to be the man she most admired at the time.)

Henry said that another time she had told him her father was a Don Juan, that it was his faithlessness which had affected her childhood, giving her a feeling of impermanency, distrust of man. He reminded her of this when she talked about her "magician" father. This did not trouble her. "That was true, too," said June. "One can be a faithless magician."

From the very first day I could see that Henry, who had always lived joyously and obviously outside, in daylight, had been drawn into this labyrinth unwittingly by his own curiosity and love of facts. He only believed in what he saw, like a candid photographer, and he now found himself inside a row of mirrors with endless reflections and counter-reflections.

June must be like those veiled figures glimpsed turning the corner of a Moroccan street, wrapped from head to foot in white cotton, throwing to a stranger a single spark from fathomless eyes. Was she the very woman he had been seeking? He felt a compulsion to follow her, from story to story. From a mobile, evanescent childhood to a kaleidoscopic adolescence, to a tumultuous and smoky womanhood, a figure whom even a passport official would have difficulty in identifying.

Henry has the primitive urge of the conqueror. From the first day, he was trapped by what he believed to be a duel between reality and illusion. It was difficult to conquer and invade a labyrinth. The 
brain of man is filled with passageways like the contours and multiple crossroads of the labyrinth. In its curved folds lie the imprints of thousands of images, recordings of a million words. 

Certain cities of the Orient were designed to baffle the enemy by a tangle of intricate streets. For those concealed within the labyrinth, its detours were a measure of safety; for the invader, it presented an image of fearful mystery.

June must have chosen the labyrinth for safety.

In seeking to understand Henry's talk about June, and his obsessional curiosity, I gave him the feeling that I understood her. Yet he said, "You are not at all the same."

"Perhaps she felt," I said, "that once her stories were finished, you would lose interest."

"But it was just the opposite, I felt that the day she would tell me the truth I would really love her, possess her. It was the lies I fought."

What was she seeking to conceal? Why had he assumed the role of detective?

Henry seems so candid. He talks without premeditation. He seems the incarnation of spontaneity. He seems direct, open, naked. He never withholds what he thinks or feels. He passes no judgment on others, and expects none to be passed on him. But he is a caricaturist. June may have feared his sense of caricature.

Even I could see the danger of his angers. He paints savagely those who do not give him what he asks of them, whether it is the truth, or help. He is suspicious of poetry and beauty. Beauty, he seems to say, is artifice. Truth only lies in people and things stripped of aesthetics.

Was he the lover of June's body but curious about its essence? And frustrated in the knowledge of this essence?

While he talked, I remembered reading that the Arabs did not respect the man who unveiled his thoughts. The intelligence of an Arab was measured by his capacity to elude direct questions. This was true of Indians, of Mexicans. The questioner was always suspect. June must have been of such races. Did she truly originate thousands of years ago from the people who veiled their faces and 
their thoughts? Where does she come from, that she understands well this racial dedication to mystery? 

Henry has a habit of asking naive questions, of prying. When his curiosity is satisfied he seems to be saying, "You see, there was nothing behind that." He is one who would walk behind the magician's props; he would expose Houdini.

He hates poetry and he hates illusion. His own savage self-confessions demand the same of others. This passion for unveiling, exposing, must be the one which compels him to enter June's smoke-screened world.

When he first talked, it seemed like the natural preoccupation of a lover: does she love me? does she love me alone? does she love others as she loves me? does she love anyone?

But there is more. He marks in Proust the passages referring to Albertine's habit of never saying: I love, I want; but others wanted, others loved her, etc.; thus she eluded all responsibility, all commitments.

He treats the whole world as men are said to treat prostitutes, desiring, embracing, and then discarding, knowing only hunger and then indifference.

He is a gentle savage, who lives directed entirely by his whims, moods, his rhythms, and does not notice others' moods or needs.





We sit at the Viking Café. It is all of wood, low-ceilinged, and the walls are covered with murals of the Vikings' history. They serve strong drinks which Henry likes. The lighting is dim. One has a feeling of being on an old galleon, sailing Nordic seas.

Henry talks about June and I listen and seek to understand.

Was he a very hurt man? Hurt men were dangerous, like wounded animals in the jungle.

June may fear to see a distorted image of herself in him. He has already written about her in a way which I would find intolerable. Without charity, without feeling. I see distorted images of others in his talk. They are all like Hieronymus Bosch. Only the ugliness appears. I can understand, when I listen to him, the Oriental fear of letting others paint you or photograph you.


Poor June is not like me, able to make her own portrait. Henry, I can see, is already suspicious of my quickness of mind, my pirouettes, even though I answer his questions directly. 

While Henry is so concerned to know whether June has other lovers, whether she loves women, or takes drugs, it seems to me that he overlooks the true mystery: why are such secrets necessary to her?

In spite of the seriousness of these talks, pondering the mysteries of June, each meeting we have is like a holiday. Henry arrives in a workman's suit one day, another time in Richard's discarded suit, which is too big for him.

He shows me the black sooty angel who guards the house called The Well. It is a round house with a small medieval courtyard, dark as a well and as dank. The angel is all black with time. The rain can only clean his eyelids, and so he stares at the darkness with white eyes. Henry is in love with Mona Paiva, a reigning courtesan of a hundred years ago whose photograph he found on the quays. His pockets are full of notes on the meals he would like to eat one day:


Merlans à la Bercy

Coquilles de Cervelles au Gratin

Flamri de Semoule

Galantine de Volaille à la Gelée

Anguilles Pompadour

Selle de Mouton Bouquetière.



I don't think he knows what the dishes really are. He is fascinated with the sound of words. He notes fragments of conversation on menus, toilet paper, envelopes. He takes me to the Mariner's flophouse to eat an omelet with pickpockets. He plays chess at the café where old actors meet for a game to the tune of tired classical musicians playing quartets. At dawn he likes to sit and watch the tired prostitutes walking home.

He has an eagerness to catch everything without make-up, without embellishment, women before they comb their hair, waiters before they don artificial smiles with their artificial bow ties. His quest for naturalism must have come to a stop before June's heavily painted eyes, and I can well see her as he talks, a woman whom daylight cannot touch.


"She hates daylight." 

In Henry's glaring, crude daylight upon externals, and in her preference for the night, I can see the core of their conflict.

From his novel I see, too, that until he met June, women confounded themselves in his mind; they were interchangeable; his desire never became a desire to know them intimately; they were faceless, without identity except as sexual objects.

He was never concerned about the identity or individuality of his women, but because June would not acknowledge any, he began to search for one.

Why did she fix his attention? Did she have a more voluptuous body, a more penetrating voice, a more dazzling smile than other women? He paints her in his novel in opulent colors.

I wonder if it is not so much that June hides a great deal from him, but that he fails to see what is there, as I begin to see a June who does not baffle me. Perhaps when she talks so much about the others who love her, it is not to conceal whether she loves them or not, but because this is what interests her. Her desire to BE loved. Among the chaotic confessions, the rambling talks, the flow of fiction, I detect a June who escapes direct questions but who offers other clues.

His first letter to her was delirious. She showed it to her mother. June wanted to know if Henry was a drug addict. This question startled Henry, because his intoxications come from images, words, colors. It occurred to him that June must have taken drugs if the idea of wild flights of imagination was linked in her mind inevitably with the use of drugs.

He asked her how the idea had come to her. As an artist he held the proud notion that every image came out of his own spontaneous chemistry, not from any synthetic formula.

June eluded the question. "She often talks about drugs but never acknowledges any intimate experience with them." This became one of Henry's obsessional mysteries to unravel.

I can see that, up to the moment of his encounter with June, he was at ease in his physical, evident world, and how she made him doubt all of it.

They must have been drawn together by his need to expose illusion, her need to create it. A satanic pact. One of them must triumph: the realist or the mythmaker. The novelist in Henry turned detective, to find what lies behind appearance, and June creating mysteries as a natural flowering of her femininity. 

How else to hold his interest for a thousand nights? And I feel he is already drawing me into this investigation.

I can see her symbolic resistance to the revelations of her thoughts and feelings creating in Henry a suspense similar to that of the strip-tease women who expose on the stage certain areas of their bodies and vanish when they are about to be seen completely nude.

He enters the labyrinth with a notebook! In her place I might close up too. If he annotates enough facts, he will finally possess the truth. His notes: black stockings, overfull bags, missing buttons, hair always falling down or about to topple down, a strand always falling over the eye, hasty dressing, mobility, no repose. Will not tell what school she went to, where she was raised as a child. Has two distinct manners, one refined, gracious, the other (when she loses her temper) crude like a street urchin. They correspond to her attitude about clothes. At times she has holes in her stockings, wears unwashed jeans, uses safety pins to hold everything together. At other times she rushes to buy gloves, perfume. But all the time her eyes are carefully made-up, like the eyes on Egyptian frescoes.

"She demands illusion as other women demand jewels."

For Henry, illusions and lies are synonymous. Art and illusion are lies. Embellishment. In this I feel remote from him, totally in disagreement with him. But I am silent. He is suffering. He is a man with a banderilla stuck in his body, a poisoned arrow, something he cannot rid himself of. He sometimes cries out, "Perhaps there is nothing at all, perhaps the mystery is that there is no mystery at all. Perhaps she is empty, and there is no June at all."

"But, Henry, how can an empty woman have such a vivid presence, how can an empty woman cause insomnia, awaken so many curiosities? How could an empty woman cause other women to take flight, as you tell me, abdicating immediately before her?"

He notices that I smile at the obviousness of his questions. For a moment his hostility turns against me.


I said, "I do feel that perhaps you did not ask the correct questions of the Sphinx." 

"What would you ask?"

"I would not be concerned with the secrets, the lies, the mysteries, the facts. I would be concerned with what makes them necessary. What fear."

This, I feel, Henry does not understand. He is the great collector of facts, and the essence sometimes escapes him.

From his notes for a future novel:


June brings to the studio a treasure house of curios, paintings, statues, with vague stories as to how they had been acquired. Just recently I found that she had obtained a statue from Zadkine saying she would sell it and, of course, never did. She makes use of the soft part of the bread for a napkin. She falls asleep at times with her shoes on, on unmade beds. When a little money comes in, June buys delicacies, strawberries in the winter, caviar and bath salts.





[December 30, 1931]

Henry came to Louveciennes with June. 

As June walked towards me from the darkness of the garden into the light of the door, I saw for the first time the most beautiful woman on earth. A startlingly white face, burning dark eyes, a face so alive I felt it would consume itself before my eyes. Years ago I tried to imagine a true beauty; I created in my mind an image of just such a woman. I had never seen her until last night. Yet I knew long ago the phosphorescent color of her skin, her huntress profile, the evenness of her teeth. She is bizarre, fantastic, nervous, like someone in a high fever. Her beauty drowned me. As I sat before her, I felt I would do anything she asked of me. Henry suddenly faded. She was color and brilliance and strangeness. By the end of the evening I had extricated myself from her power. She killed my admiration by her talk. Her talk. The enormous ego, false, weak, posturing. She lacks the courage of her personality, which is sensual, heavy with experience. Her role alone preoccupies her. She invents dramas in which she always stars. I am sure she creates genuine dramas, genuine chaos and whirlpools of feelings, but I feel that her share in it is a pose. That night, in spite of my response to her, she sought to be whatever she felt I wanted her to be. She is an actress every moment. I cannot grasp the core of June. Everything Henry had said about her is true.

By the end of the evening I felt as Henry did, fascinated with her face and body which promises so much, but hating her invented self which hides the true one. This false self is composed to stir the admiration of others, inspires others to words and acts about and around her. I feel she does not know what to do when confronted with these legends which are born around her face and body; she feels unequal to them.

That night she never admitted, "I did not read that book." She was obviously repeating what she had heard Henry say. They were not her words. Or she tried to speak the suave language of an English actress.


She tried to subdue her feverishness to harmonize with the serenity of the house, but she could not control her endless smoking and her restlessness. She worried about the loss of her gloves as if it were a serious flaw in her costume, as if wearing gloves were enormously important. 

It was strange. I who am not always sincere was astonished and repelled by her insincerity. I recalled Henry's words: "She seems perverse to me." The extent of her falsity was terrifying, like an abyss. Fluidity. Elusiveness. Where was June? Who was June? There is a woman who stirs others' imagination, that is all. She was the essence of the theatre itself, stirring the imagination, promising such an intensity and heightening of experience, such richness, and then failing to appear in person, giving instead a smoke screen of compulsive talk about trivialities. Others are roused, others are moved to write about her, others love her as Henry does, in spite of himself. And June? What does she feel?

June. At night I dreamed of her, not magnificent and overwhelming as she is, but very small and frail, and I loved her. I loved a smallness, a vulnerability which I felt was disguised by her inordinate pride, by her volubility. It is a hurt pride. She lacks confidence, she craves admiration insatiably. She lives on the reflections of herself in the eyes of others. She does not dare to be herself. There is no June to grasp and know. She knows it. The more she is loved, the more she knows it. She knows there is a very beautiful woman who took her cue last night from my inexperience and concealed the depth of her knowledge.

Her face startlingly white as she retreated into the darkness of the garden, she posed for me as she left. I wanted to run out and kiss her fantastic beauty and say: "June, you have killed my sincerity too. I will never know again who I am, what I am, what I love, what I want. Your beauty has drowned me, the core of me. You carry away with you a part of me reflected in you. When your beauty struck me, it dissolved me. Deep down, I am not different from you. I dreamed you, I wished for your existence. You are the woman I want to be. I see in you that part of me which is you. I feel compassion for your childish pride, for your trembling unsureness, your dramatization of events, your enhancing of the loves given to you. I surrender my sincerity because if I love you it means we share the same fantasies, the same madnesses." 

Henry hurts her but he keeps her body and soul together. Her love for him is her only wholeness.

June and I have paid with our souls for taking fantasies seriously, for living life as a theatre, for loving costumes and changes of selves, for wearing masks and disguises. But I know always what is real. Does June?





I wanted to see June again. When she came out of the dark again, she seemed even more beautiful to me than the first time. Also she seemed more at ease. As she went up the stairs to my bedroom to leave her coat, she stood halfway up the stairs where the light set her off against the turquoise wall. Her blonde hair piled high and carelessly on her head, pallid face, peaked eyebrows, a sly smile, with a disarming dimple. Perfidious, I felt, infinitely desirable, drawing me to her as towards death. Downstairs, Henry's laughter and lustiness were earthy, simple, and there were no secrets, no dangers in Henry. Later she sat in the high-backed chair, against the books, and her silver earrings shimmered. She talked without tenderness or softness to Henry, mocked him, was relentless. They were telling about a quarrel they had before coming, about other quarrels. And I could see then, by the anger, violence, bitterness, that they were at war.

Joaquin, who is reticent, uneasy before intensity, who eludes ugliness and violence, prevented their violence from exploding. If he had not been there, I felt there would have been a fierce and inhuman battle.

At dinner Henry and June were famished and ate quickly and talked little. Then we went together to the Grand Guignol, which June had never seen. But these extremes of comedy and horror did not move her. It was probably tame, compared with her life. She talked to me in a low voice.

"Henry does not know what he wants, likes or dislikes. I do. I can select and discard. He has no judgment. It takes him years to reach a conclusion about people." Secretly we were mocking Henry's 
slowness, and she was asserting the perfidious alliance of our lucidities, our quickness, our subtleties. 

"When Henry described you to me," said June, "he left out all that was important. He did not see you at all!"

So we had understood each other, every detail and every nuance.

In the theatre she sat with a pale, masklike face, but impatient. "I am always impatient in theatres, at movies. I read very little. It always seems pale and watered down, compared with..."

"With your life?"

She had not intended to finish the phrase.

"I want firsthand knowledge of everything, not fiction, intimate experience only. Whatever takes place, even a crime I read about, I can't take an interest in, because I already knew the criminal. I may have talked with him all night at a bar. He had confessed what he intended to do. When Henry wants me to go and see an actress in a play, she was a friend of mine at school. I lived at the home of the painter who suddenly became a celebrity. I am always inside where it first happens. I loved a revolutionist, I nursed his discarded mistress who later committed suicide. I don't care for films, newspapers, 'reportages,' the radio. I only want to be involved while it is being lived. Do you understand that, Anaïs?"

"Yes, I do."

"Henry is literary."

I divined her life at that moment. She only believed in intimacy and proximity, in confessions born in the darkness of a bedroom, in quarrels born of alcohol, in communions born of exhausting walks through the city. She only believed in those words which came like the confessions of criminals after long exposure to hunger, to intense lights, to cross-questioning, to violent tearing away of masks.

She would not read books on travel but she sat alert in the café to catch the appearance of an Abyssinian, a Greek, an Iranian, a Hindu, who would bear direct news from home, who would be carrying photographs from his family, and who would deliver to her personally all the flavors of his country.

"Henry is always making characters. He made one out of me."

Intermission. June and I want to smoke. Henry and Joaquin do 
not. We create a stir as we walk out together and stand in the little cobblestone street breathing the summer air. 

We face each other.

I say to her, "You're the only woman who ever answered the fantasies I had about what a woman should be."

She answered, "It's a good thing that I'm going away. You would soon be disillusioned. You would unmask me. I am powerless before a woman. I don't know how to deal with a woman."

Is she telling the truth? I feel she is not. In the car she had been telling me about her friend Jean, the sculptress and poetess.

"Jean has the most beautiful face," and she added hastily, "I am not speaking of an ordinary woman. Jean's face, her beauty, were more like that of a man." She paused. "Jean's hands were so very lovely, so very supple because she handled clay a lot. The fingers tapered, a little like yours."

What feelings stir in me at June's praise of Jean's hands? Jealousy? And her insistence that her life is full of men, that she does not know how to act before a woman? I feel like saying, as Henry does so bluntly, "You lie."

She says, staring intently, "I thought your eyes were blue at first. They are strange and beautiful, grey and gold, with those long black lashes. You are the most graceful woman I have ever seen. You glide when you walk."

We talked about the colors we love. She always wears black and purple. I love warm colors, red and gold.

We returned to our seats. She continues to whisper to me, indifferent to the show. "I know Henry thinks I'm mad because I want only fever. I don't want objectivity, I don't want distance. I don't want to become detached."

When she says this, I feel very close to her and I hate Henry's writing, and my own, which makes us stay aware, to register. And I want to become immersed with her.

Coming out of the theatre I take her arm. Then she slips her hand over mine, and we lock hands. The chestnut trees are shedding their pollen in wispy parachutes, and the street lamps in the fog wear thin gold halos around them like the heads of saints.

Does she find with me a rest from the tensions? Does she have this 
need of clarity when the labyrinth becomes too dark and too narrow? 

I was infinitely moved by the touch of her hand. She said, "The other night at Montparnasse I was hurt to hear your name mentioned by men like Titus. I don't want to see cheap men crawl into your life. I feel rather ... protective."

In the café her pallor turns ashen. I see ashes under the skin of her face. Henry had said she was very ill. Disintegration. Will she die? What anxiety I feel. I want to put my arms around her. I feel her receding into death and I am willing to enter death to follow her, to embrace her. I must embrace her, I thought, she is dying before my eyes. Her tantalizing, somber beauty is dying. Her strange, manlike strength.

I am fascinated by her eyes, her mouth, her discolored mouth, badly rouged. Does she know that I feel lost in her, that I no longer understand what she is saying, feeling only the warmth of her words, their vividness?

She shivers with cold under her light velvet cape.

"Will you have lunch with me before you leave?"

"I am glad to be leaving. Henry loves me imperfectly, brutally. He hurts my pride. He desires ugly common women, passive women. He can't stand my strength."

"I resent men who are afraid of women's strength."

Jean loves June's strength. Is it strength, or is it destructiveness?

"Your strength, Anaïs, is soft, indirect, delicate, tender, womanly. But it is strength just the same."

I look at June's neck which is strong, I listen to her voice which is dark, heavy, husky. I look at her hands which are larger than most women's, and almost those of a peasant woman.

June does not reach the same sexual center of my being as man reaches. She does not touch that. What, then, does she move in me?

I resent Henry injuring her enormous and shallow pride. Henry looks with interest at my homely maid, Emilia. June's superiority arouses his hatred, even a feeling of revenge. He looks lingeringly at stupid, gentle Emilia. His offense makes me love June.

I love June for what she has dared to be, for her hardness and cruelty, her relentlessness, her egoism, her pride, her destructiveness. 
I am suffocated by my compassions. She is a personality expanded to the limit. I worship that courage to hurt which she has, and I am willing to be sacrificed to it. She will add me to her other admirers, she will boast about my subjection to her. She will be June plus all that I am, all that I give her. I love this magnified woman, bigger than other women. 

When she talks, she has the same expression of intensity she must have while making love, that forward thrust of her whole head which gives her the appearance of a woman at the prow of a ship. The coal brown of her eyes turns to cloudy violet.

Is she drugged?

It was not only that June had the body of the women who climbed every night upon the stage of music halls and gradually undressed, but that it was impossible to situate her in any other atmosphere. The luxuriance of the flesh, its vivid tones, the fevered eyes and the weight of the voice, its huskiness, became instantly conjugated with sensual love. Other women lost this erotic phosphorescence as soon as they abandoned their role of dance-hall hostesses. But June's night life was internal, it glowed from within her and it came, in part, from her treating every encounter as either intimate, or to be forgotten. It was as if, before every man, she lighted within herself the lamp lighted by waiting mistresses or wives at the end of the day, only they were her eyes, and it was her face which became like a poem's bedchamber, tapestried with twilight and velvet. As it glowed from within her, it could appear in totally unexpected places, early in the morning, in a neglected café, on a park bench, on a rainy morning in front of a hospital or a morgue, anywhere. It was always the soft light kept through the centuries for the moment of pleasure.





We agreed to meet, June and I. I knew she would be late and I did not mind. I was there before the hour, almost ill with tension and joy. I could not imagine her advancing out of the crowd in full daylight and I thought, could it be possible? I was afraid that such a mirage could not be. I was afraid that I would stand there exactly as I had stood in other places, watching a crowd and knowing no June would ever appear, because June was a product of my imagination. As people came into the place, I shivered at their ugliness, at their drabness, their likeness to each other in my eyes. Waiting for June was the most painful expectancy, like awaiting a miracle. I could hardly believe she would arrive by those streets, cross such a boulevard, emerge out of a handful of dark, faceless people, walk into that place. What a profound joy to watch the crowd scurrying and then to see her striding, resplendent, incredible, towards me. I could not believe it. I held her warm hand. She was going to call for mail. Didn't the man see the wonder of her? Nobody like her ever called for mail at the American Express. Did any woman ever wear shabby shoes, a shabby black dress, a shabby blue cape, and an old violet hat as she wore them? I could not eat before her. But I was calm outwardly, with that Hindu placidity of bearing that is so deceptive. She drank and smoked. I was so calm before her, yet I could not eat. My nervousness gnawed me deeply, it devoured me. She is quite mad, in a sense, I thought; subject to fears and manias. Her talk was mostly unconscious. The contents of her flowering imagination are a reality to her. But what is she building so carefully? A heightened sense of her own personality, a glorifying of it? In the obvious and enveloping warmth of my admiration she expanded. She seemed at once destructive and helpless. I wanted to protect her! I, protect her whose power is infinite! At moments her power was so strong that I actually believed it when she told me her destructiveness was unintentional. I believed her. Did she try to destroy me? No, she walked into my house and I was willing to endure any pain at her hands. If there is any calculation in her whose destiny is beyond her control, it comes only afterwards, when she becomes aware of her power and wonders how she can use it. I do not think her power is directed. Even she is baffled by it. 

I see her as someone to be pitied and protected. She is involved in tragedies and perversities she cannot understand or control. I know her weakness. She is weak before reality. Her life is full of fantasies. I do not believe her relationship to Jean is sexual. I believe it is a fantasy in which she escapes from Henry's relentless inquisitions.

June's elusiveness, her retreat into fantasy, suddenly enrage me, because they are mine. A new anger and a new strength are aroused by her unwillingness to face her acts and feelings. I want to force her 
into reality (as Henry does). I, who am sunk in dreams, in half-lived acts, I want to do violence to her. What do I want? I want to grasp June's hands, find out whether this love of woman is real or not. Why do I want that? Am I driving obscure, mysterious emotions out into the open (as Henry wants to do and does constantly)? Do I get angry with her self-deceptions, which are like mine? Her subtlety makes me desire frankness; the quicksands of her evasions make me, for the first time, demand clarity. At times I feel as she does, like taking flight from selves I do not know, and at other times I feel like Henry, like pursuing and exposing these selves to crude daylight. 

Yet, in the taxi, I could hardly think clearly when she pressed my hand to her breast, and I kept her hand and I was not ashamed of my adoration, my humility, for she is older, she knows more, she should be leading me, initiating me, taking me out of smoky fantasies into experience.

She said she wanted to keep the rose dress I wore the first night she saw me. I told her I wanted to give her a going-away present and she said she wanted some of the perfume she smelled in my house, to evoke memories. And she needs shoes, stockings, gloves, a warm coat. Sentimentality? Romanticism? If she means this ... Why do I doubt her? Perhaps she is very sensitive, and hypersensitive people become false when others doubt them. They vacillate. And one thinks them insincere. Yet I want to believe her. At the same time, it does not seem so very important that she should love me. It is not her role. I am so filled with my love of her. At the same time I feel that I am dying. She says of me, "You are at once so decadent and so alive." She is so decadent and so alive. Our love would be death.

Henry was jealous and intolerant. June is the stronger, harder me. He takes all he wants, but he reviles her for doing the same. He makes love to a woman almost in front of her at a party. June takes drugs. She loves Jean. She talks underworld language when she tells stories. And yet she has kept that incredible, out-of-date, uncallous sentimentalism. "Give me the perfume I smelled in your house. Walking up the hill to your house the other night, in the dark, I was in ecstasy. I have never liked a woman Henry has liked. Yet, in this case, I felt, he had not said enough."


When I talk now, I feel June's voice in me. I feel my voice growing heavier, and my face less smiling. I feel altered facially. I feel a strange presence making me walk differently. 

In my dream last night I was at the top of a skyscraper and expected to walk down the façade of it on a very narrow fire ladder. I was terrified. I could not do it.

June's character seems to have no definable form, no boundaries, no core. This frightens Henry. He does not know all she is.

Do I feel my own self definite, encompassable? I know its boundary lines. There are experiences I shy away from. But my curiosity, creativeness, urge me beyond these boundaries, to transcend my character. My imagination pushes me into unknown, unexplored, dangerous realms. Yet there is always my fundamental nature, and I am never deceived by my "intellectual" adventures, or my literary exploits. I enlarge and expand my self; I do not like to be just one Anaïs, whole, familiar, contained. As soon as someone defines me, I do as June does; I seek escape from the confinements of definition. Am I good? Kind? Then I seek to see how far I can go into unkindness (not very far), into hardness. But I do feel I can always come back to my true nature. Can June come back to her true nature?

And what is my true nature? What is June's? Is mine idealism, spirituality, poetry, imagination, sense of beauty, a need of beauty, a fundamental Rimbaud innocence, a certain purity? I need to create, I hate cruelty. But when I have wanted to go deep into evil, this evil changes as I approach it. Henry and June change as I come near to them. I destroy the worlds I want to enter. I arouse creativeness in Henry, romanticism in June.

June, by her voluptuous body, her sensual face, her erotic voice, arouses perversity and sensuality. What is it that makes this a destructive experience? She has the power to destroy. I have the power to create. We are two contrasting forces. What will be our effect on each other? I thought June would destroy me.

The day we had lunch together, I was ready to follow her into any perversity, any destruction. I had not counted on my effect on her. I was so filled with my love for her I did not notice my effect on her.

June came to my house on Monday. I wanted an end to the mysteries, a climax to the suspense. I asked her cruelly and brutally, as Henry might have asked, "Do you love women? Have you faced your impulses towards women?" 

She answered me so quietly. "Jean was too masculine. I have faced my feelings. I am fully aware of them. But I have never found anyone I wanted to live them out with, so far. I am not sure what it is I want to live out."

And then she turned away from my questions and said, gazing at me, "What a lovely way you have of dressing. This dress—its rose color, its old-fashioned fullness at the bottom, the little black velvet jacket, the lace collar, the lacing over the breasts. How perfect, how absolutely perfect. I like the way you cover yourself, too. There is very little nudity, only your neck, really. I love your turquoise ring, and the coral earrings." Her hands were shaking, she was trembling. I was ashamed of my directness. I was intensely nervous. She told me that at the restaurant she had wanted to look at my bare feet in sandals but that she could not bring herself to stare. I told her I had been afraid to stare at her body, and how much I had wanted to. We talked brokenly, chaotically. She now looked at my feet in sandals and said, "They are flawless. I have never seen such flawless feet. And I love the way you walk, like an Indian woman."

Our nervousness was unbearable.

I said, "Do you like these sandals?"

"I have always loved sandals and worn them, but lately I could not afford them and I am wearing shoes someone gave me."

I said, "Come up to my room and try another pair I have, just like these."

She tried them on, sitting on my bed. They were too small for her. I saw she was wearing cotton stockings and it hurt me to see June in cotton stockings. I showed her my black cape, which she found beautiful. I made her try it on. Then I saw the beauty of her body I had not dared to look at, I saw its fullness, its heaviness; and the richness of it overwhelmed me.

I could not understand why she was so ill and so timid, so frightened. I told her that I would make her a cape like mine. Once I touched her arm. She moved it away. Had I frightened her? Could there be someone more sensitive and more afraid than I? I could not believe this. I was not afraid at that moment.


When she sat on the couch downstairs, the opening of her black, clinging dress showed the beginning of her full breasts. I was trembling. I was aware of the vagueness of our feelings and desires. She talked ramblingly, but now I knew she was talking to cover a deeper talk, talking against the things we could not express. 

I came back from walking with her to the station dazed, exhausted, elated, happy, unhappy. I wanted to ask her forgiveness for my questions. They had been so unsubtle, so unlike me.





We met the next day at the American Express. She came in her tailored suit because I had said that I liked it.

She had said that she wanted nothing from me but the perfume I wore and my wine-colored handkerchief. But I reminded her she had promised she would let me buy her sandals.

First of all, I took her to the ladies' room. I opened my bag and took out a pair of sheer black stockings. "Put them on," I said, pleading and apologizing at the same time. She obeyed. Meanwhile I opened a bottle of perfume. "Put some on."

June had a hole in her sleeve.

I was happy, and June was exultant. We talked simultaneously. "I wanted to call you last night." "I wanted to send you a telegram last night." June said, "I wanted to tell you how unhappy I was on the train, regretting my awkwardness, my nervousness, my pointless talk. There was so much, so much I wanted to say."

We had the same fears of displeasing each other, of disappointing each other. She had gone to the café in the evening to meet Henry. "I felt as if drugged. I was full of thoughts of you. People's voices reached me from afar. I was elated. I could not sleep all night. What have you done to me?"

She added, "I was always poised, I could always talk well. People never overwhelmed me."

When I realized what she was revealing to me, I was overjoyed. I overwhelm her? She loved me then? June! She sat beside me in the restaurant, small, timid, unworldly, panic-stricken, and I was moved, I was almost unbearably moved. June different, upset, changed, yielding, when she had made me so different, she had made me impulsive, strong.


She would say something and then beg forgiveness for its stupidity. I could not bear her humility. I told her, "We have both lost ourselves, but that is when one reveals most of one's true self. You've revealed your incredible sensitiveness. I am so moved. You are like me, wishing for such perfect moments, and frightened for fear of spoiling them. Neither one of us was prepared for this, and we had imagined it too long. Let's be overwhelmed, it is so lovely. I love you, June." 

And not knowing what else to say, I spread between us on the seat the wine-colored handkerchief she wanted, my coral earrings, my turquoise ring. It was blood I wanted to lay at June's feet, before June's incredible humility.

Then she began to talk beautifully, not hysterically, but deeply.

We walked to the sandal shop. In the shop the ugly woman who waited on us hated us and our obvious happiness. I held June's hand firmly. I commanded: "Bring this. Bring that." I was firm, willful with the woman. When she mentioned the width of June's feet I scolded her. June could not understand the Frenchwoman, but she sensed that she was disagreeable.

We chose sandals like mine. She refused everything else, anything that was not symbolic or representative of me. Everything I wore she would wear, although she said she had never wanted to imitate anyone else ever before.

When we walked the streets, bodies close together, arm in arm, hands locked, I was in such ecstasy I could not talk. The city disappeared, and so did the people. The acute joy of our walking together through the grey streets of Paris I shall never forget, and I shall never be able to describe it. We were walking above the world, above reality, into pure, pure ecstasy.

I discovered June's purity. It was June's purity I was given to possess, what she had given to no one else. To me she gave the secret of her being, the woman whose face and body have aroused instincts around her which left her untouched, which terrified her. As I had sensed, her destructiveness is unconscious. She is imprisoned in it, and detached, and bewildered. When she met me, she revealed her innocent self. She lives in fantasies, not in the world Henry lives in.

***


Henry had written of a dangerous and venomous woman. To me she confided her detachment from the realities of Henry's world, her complete absorption in fantasies, her madnesses. 

So many people had sought the way into June's true nature and had not guessed the strength and fullness of her imaginative world, her isolation, the June who lives in symbols, who shrinks from crudeness. I brought June into my world. June did not take me into her violent and harsh world because it is not hers. She came to me because she likes to dream.

All at once I knew, too, that the sensual and perverse world in which she reigns is closed to me again. Do I regret it? She came to me when I was hungry for reality. I wanted real experiences which would free me of my fantasies, my daydreaming. She turned me away from Henry, who ruled that world of earthy, lusty harsh facts. She has thrown me back into visions, dreams. But if I were made for reality, for ordinary experience, I would not have loved her. I have a greater need of illusion and dreams, then, than I have of Henry's animal world.

She said yesterday, "There are so many things I would love to do with you. With you I would take drugs."

June does not accept a gift which has no symbolic significance. June washes laundry to be able to buy herself a bit of perfume. June is not afraid of poverty and drabness, is untouched by it, is untouched by the drunkenness of her friends (her drunkenness is so different, it's more like an exaltation). June selects and discards people with evaluations unknown to Henry.

When June tells her endless anecdotes now, I understand they are ways of escape, disguises for a self which lives secretly behind that smoke-screen talk.

I think so much about her, all day, all night. As soon as I left hei yesterday, there was a painful void, and I shivered with cold. I love her extravagances, her humility, her fears of disillusion.





The struggle for expression was not as acute for me before I met June. Her talk is like my secret writing. At times incoherent, at times abstract, at times blind. Let incoherence be, then. Our meeting each 
other has been emotionally too disturbing. Both of us had one inviolate self we never gave. It was our dreaming self. Now we have invaded this world in each other. She is too rich to be fully known in a few days. She says I am too rich for her. We want to separate and regain our lucidity. 

But I have fewer fears than she has. I would not separate from her of my own free will. I want to give myself away, to lose myself.

Before her I repudiate all I have done, all that I am. I aspire to more. I am ashamed of my writing. I want to throw everything away and begin anew. I have a terror of disappointing her. Her idealism is so demanding. It awes me. With her I feel timelessness. Our talk is only half-talk. When she talks on the surface, it is because she is afraid of the rich silences between us. In the silence, the quietness of my gestures calms her agitation. If she had wanted to, yesterday, I would have sat on the floor at her feet and placed my head against her knees. But she would not let me. Yet at the station while we waited for the train, she begged for my hand. I turned away and ran, as if in panic. The station master stopped me to sell me some charity tickets. I bought them and gave them to him, wishing him luck with the lottery. He got the benefit of my wanting to give to June, to whom one cannot give anything.

Yet I have given her life. She died in Paris. She died the night she read Henry's book [manuscript version of Tropic of Cancer], because of his brutality. She wept and repeated over and over again, "It is not me, it is not me he is writing about. It's a distortion. He says I live in delusions, but it is he, it is he who does not see me, or anyone, as I am, as they are. He makes everything ugly."

What a secret language we talk. Undertones, overtones, nuances, abstractions, symbols. Then we return to Henry with an incandescence which frightens him. Henry is uneasy. What is this powerful magic we create together and indulge in? How can Henry be excluded from it when he has genius? What do June and I seek together that Henry does not believe in? Wonder wonder wonder.

At first I protested and rebelled against poetry. I was about to deny my poetic worlds. I was doing violence to my illusions with analysis, science, and learning Henry's language, entering Henry's world. I wanted to destroy by violence and animalism my tenuous fantasies 
and illusions and my hypersensitivity. A kind of suicide. The ignominy awakened me. Then June came and answered the cravings of my imagination and saved me. Or perhaps she killed me, for now I am started on a course of madness. 





June eats and drinks symbols. Henry has no use for symbols. He eats bread, not wafers. June never liked Madeira wine before, but because I serve it at home she drinks it, and asks for it at the café. The taste of me. The tastes and smells of my house. She found a café where there was an open fire, and the burning logs smelled like my house.

When I look up at her, she says I look like a child. When I look down, I look very sad.

The intensity is shattering us both. She is glad to be leaving. She is always in flight. She is in flight from Henry. But I cannot bear the separation because it is physical, and I need her presence. It is Henry she is in flight from.

When we met for half an hour today to discuss Henry's future, she asked me to take care of him, and then gave me her silver bracelet, a part of her. It has a cat's-eye stone, so symbolical of her. I refused the bracelet at first, because she has so few possessions, but then the joy of wearing her bracelet filled me. I carry it like a symbol. It is precious to me.

June was afraid that Henry should turn me against her. "How?" I said. "By revelations." What does she fear? I said, "I have my own knowledge of you. Henry's knowledge of you is not mine."

Then I met Henry accidentally, and I felt him hostile, and I was startled. June said that he was uneasy and restless, that she only told him what would not give him anxiety because he is more jealous of women than of men. Henry, who thought me a rare person, now doubts me. June, sower of madness.

June may destroy me and my faith in her. Today I shivered when she said that when she talked to Henry about me, she tried to be very natural and direct so as not to imply anything unusual. So she said to Henry, "Anaïs was just bored with her life, so she took us up." That seemed false to me. It was the only ugly thing I have ever heard 
her say. I have seen a beautiful June. Henry's portrait is of an ugly June. 

I do not think that, in spite of the passion so often described by Henry, June and Henry have really ever fused, yielded to each other, possessed each other. Their individualities are too strong. They are at war with each other, love is a conflict, they lie to each other, they mistrust each other.

June wants to go back to New York to accomplish something, be lovely for me, become an actress, have clothes. But I don't care about all this. I say, "I love you as you are."





Hell is a different place for each man, or each man has his own particular hell. My descent into the inferno is a descent into the irrational level of existence, where the instincts and blind emotions are loose, where one lives by pure impulse, pure fantasy, and therefore pure madness. No, that is not the inferno. While I am there, I am as unconscious of misery as a man who is drunk; or, rather, my misery is a great joy. It is when I become conscious again that I feel unutterable pain.

I began to awaken from my dream yesterday.

June and I had lunch together in a softly lighted, mauve, diffused place which surrounded us with velvety closeness. We took off our hats. We drank champagne. We ate oysters. We talked in half-tones, quarter-tones, clear to us alone. She made me aware of how she eludes all Henry's efforts to grasp her logically, to reach a knowledge of her. She revealed a fluidity, a will to elude, as persistent and as shrewd as other people's frankness and self-revelations. She admires Eleonora Duse because she was great. "D'Annunzio," June said, "was only Duse's mediocre penman. Even some of his plays were born of Duse and would never have been written if she had not existed." What did she mean? That Henry was D'Annunzio and she Duse?

"But," I agreed bitterly, "Duse is dead, and D'Annunzio has done the writing, and he is famous and not Duse."

Did she want me, the writer, to make her famous? To write about her? To make her portrait so people would not believe Henry's portrait?


I am the poet who sees her. I am the poet who will write things which would never have been written if June had not existed. Yet I exist too, independently of my writing. 

June sat filled with champagne. I have no need of it. She talked about the effects of hashish. I said, "I have known such states without hashish. I do not need drugs. I carry all that in myself." At this she was irritated. She does not realize that, being an artist, I want to be in those states of ecstasy or vision while keeping my awareness intact. I am the poet and I must feel and see. I do not want to be anaesthetized. I am drunk on June's beauty, but I am also aware of it.

But I am also aware that there are quite a few obvious discrepancies in her stories. Her carelessness leaves many loopholes, and when I put the stories together, they do not fit. I formed a judgment, a judgment which she fears always, which she is in flight from. She lives without pattern, without continuity. As soon as one seeks to coordinate June, she is lost. She must have seen it happen many times. She is like a man who gets drunk and gives himself away. Was that why she wanted to drug me, intoxicate me, blind me, confuse me?

At lunch we were talking about perfumes, their substance, their mixtures, their meaning. She said casually, "Saturday when I left you, I bought some perfume for Jean." (Jean, the masculine girl she had told me about.) She told me that she had been as affected by my eyes as I was by her face. I told her I felt her bracelet clutched my wrist like her very own fingers, holding me in slavery. She wanted my cape around her body. Then we went out and walked.

She had to buy her ticket for New York.

We walked into several steamship agencies. June did not have enough money for even a third-class passage to New York and she was trying to get a reduction. Then I watched her as in a dream. I was smoking constantly because June does. I saw her lean over the counter, her face in her hands, appealing, so very close to the man's face that his eyes devoured her boldly. And she so soft, persuasive, alluring, smiling up in a secret way at him, for him. I saw her.

An intolerable pain. I watched her begging. I realized my jealousy but not her humiliation.


We walked out again. We crossed the street. We asked the policeman for the Rue de Rome. 

I told her I would give her the money she needed, all of my month's allowance.

We walked into the steamship agency, with June barely finishing some story or other. I saw the man stunned by her face and her soft, yielding way of asking him, of paying and signing and receiving instructions. I stood by and watched her. My dream had been like down around me, my dream of June's inviolateness, aloofness, nobility. I stood by and watched the Frenchman ask her, "Will you have a cocktail with me tomorrow?" June was shaking hands with him. "Three o'clock?" "No, at six," she answered. She smiled at him cajolingly, intimately, seductively. Then as we walked out, she explained hurriedly, "He was very useful to me, very helpful. He is going to do a lot for me. He may slip me into first class at the last minute. I couldn't say no. I don't intend to go, but I couldn't say no."

"You must go, now that you said yes," I said absurdly, and the absurdity of my anger nauseated me. I almost wept. I took June's arm and said, "I can't bear it, I can't bear it." I did not know what it was I could not bear. I was blind and angry. At what? Not at June. It was her beauty. She could not prevent its effect on others. But I was angry at an undefinable thing. Was it at her begging? I thought of the prostitute, honest because in exchange for money she gives her body. June gave only promises, false promises. She teased.

June! There was such a tear in the down. She knew it. So she took my hand against her warm breast. She did this to soothe and console me.

And she talked, she talked about things which did not relate to what I felt. "Would you rather I had said no, brutally, to the man? I am sometimes brutal, you know, but I couldn't be, in front of you. I didn't want to hurt his feelings."

And, as I did not know what angered me, I was silent. It was not a question of accepting or refusing a cocktail. One had to go back to the origin of why she should need the help of that man. One of her phrases came back to my mind: "No matter how badly things are going for me, I can always find someone who will pay for my champagne."


Of course! She was a woman accumulating debts which she never intended to pay as honest prostitutes do, for afterwards she boasted of her sexual inviolability. She was a gold-digger. Great pride in the possession of her own body, but not too proud to humiliate herself with prostitute eyes over the counter of a steamship company. 

She was telling me that she and Henry had quarreled over buying butter. They had no money and...

"No money? But Saturday I gave you enough for a month. And today is Monday."

"We had things to pay up that we owed," said June. I thought she meant the hotel room. Then suddenly I remembered the perfume. Why didn't she say to me, "I bought perfume and gloves and stockings Saturday." She did not look at me when she intimated they had debts to pay. Then I remembered other phrases: "People say that if I had a fortune I would spend it in a day and no one would ever know how. I could never account for the way I spend money."

This was the other face of June's fantasies.

We walked the streets and all the softness of her breast could not lull the pain.





I walked into the American Express. The fat man at the door greeted me. "Your friend was here this morning and she said good-bye to me as if she were not coming back."

"But we had agreed to meet here!"

A terrible anxiety overcame me. If I were never to see June walking towards me! It was like dying. What did it matter, after all, what I had thought the day before. But it may have offended her. She was unethical and irresponsible, but my pride about money was absurd and anachronistic. I should not have tampered with her nature. I should not have expected her to be like me, scrupulous and proud. She alone is without fetters. I am a fettered, an ethical being. I could not have let Henry go hungry. I should have accepted her entirely. If only she would come and meet me for half an hour, for a moment. I had dressed ritually for her. If she came I would never again question her behavior.

Then June came, all in black velvet, black cape and her hat with 
a feather shading her eyes, her face paler and more transparent than ever. The wonder of her face and smile, her smileless eyes. 

I took her to a Russian tearoom where, before, I had felt the lack of beauty of most people, their lack of vividness, aliveness. The Russians sang as we felt. June wondered whether they were as emotionally fervent as their voices. The richness and violence of their singing stirred us. June used the word scorch.

"At first I was afraid of being tubercular, but now I am glad because it makes me more aware of life, it has taught me to live more intensely. That is all I want now, a fiery life."

Russian voices and June's incandescent face. Violet rugs and stained-glass windows, dusty lights and the plaintive chant of strings. June is the essence of all these, of candles, incense, flambées, fine liqueurs, exotic foods.

The people around us seem ugly and dead compared with her.

June rushing towards death, smiling. Henry could not keep pace with her recklessness because he held on to the earth. He wants laughter, and food, and plain joys. So he holds her back. But June and I seek exaltations and the madness of Rimbaud.

I always endowed madness with a sacred, poetic value, a mystical value. It seemed to me to be a denial of ordinary life, an effort to transcend it, to expand, to go far beyond the limitations of La Condition Humaine. The madness of June at this moment seemed beautiful. I did not even say to her as one should say to a human being in danger, "You must take care of your health." If she wanted to dissolve like this, in a heightened and burning form of life, I would follow her wherever she wanted to go.

It was time to part. I put her in a taxi. She sat there about to leave me and I stood by in torment. "I want to kiss you, I want to kiss you," said June. And she offered her mouth which I kissed for a long time.





To keep June beside me, I think about her as if she were walking with me. I imagine saying to her: You are a magnificent character, a portentous character. (She was always saying she was like the characters in Dostoevsky.) You have power, freedom. You have kissed away all my scruples, guilts, conscience. Your love of Henry is masochistic. You are responsible for the greatness of his book.


When June left, I wanted to sleep and dream for many days, but I still had something to face, my friendship with Henry. I asked him to come to Louveciennes because I knew he was in pain. I wanted to offer him peace and a lulling house, but of course I knew we would talk about June. 

We walked through the forest, walked off our restlessness, and we talked. There is in both of us an obsession to understand June. He has no jealousy of me, because he said, "You brought out wonderful things in June. It was the first time June ever attached herself to a woman of value." He seemed to expect I would have an influence over June's life. When he saw that I understood her and that I was willing to be truthful with him, we talked freely.

Just once I paused, hesitant, wondering if my confidences to Henry were a betrayal of June. Henry caught the hesitation and agreed with me that in the case of June, "truth" had to be totally disregarded because she lived in fantasies and illusions. But that truth could be the only basis of our friendship.

And, as we sat by the fire later, there was an understanding between us: we both craved truth. It was a necessity to us. We should collaborate, with our two minds, in understanding June. What was June? What was June's value? Henry loves her with passion, he wants to know June, the perpetually disguised woman. June, the powerful, fictionalized character. In his love for her he has endured so many torments that the lover took refuge in the writer. The writer is like a detective. But it is the husband, the jealous and betrayed husband, who has written so ferociously about her and Jean, about his efforts to prove her Lesbianism, his fruitless attempts.

I said, "If there is an explanation of the mystery, it is this: the love between women is a refuge and an escape into harmony and narcissism in place of conflict. In the love between man and woman there is resistance and conflict. Two women do not judge each other. They form an alliance. It is, in a way, self-love. I love June because she is the woman I would like to be. I don't know why June loves me."

I gave him the one thing June cannot give him: honesty. There is a strange detachment from the ego in me. I am so ready to admit what an egotistical woman would not admit: that June is a superb 
and inspiring character who makes every other woman insipid. That I would like to live her life, but for my compassion and my conscience. She may destroy Henry the human being, but she fascinates Henry the writer, and he is more enriched by the ordeals she imposes on him than by happiness. 

But like June I have infinite possibilities for all experience, like June I have the power to burn like a flame, to enter all experience fearlessly, decadence, amorality, or death. The Idiot and Nastasia are more important to me than the self-denial of Abéard and Héloïse. The love of only one man or one woman is a limitation. To be fully alive is to live unconsciously and instinctively in all directions, as Henry and June do. Idealism is the death of the body and of the imagination. All but freedom, utter freedom, is death.

Yet Henry gets very angry and says June has no value. Her power is great but it is destructive. She has fallen into the weakest, easiest form of life, into fantasy-making. But I love her power of non-resistance, of yielding. Evil is life as well as good. I want to live without idealism and without ethics. But I am not free. I am incapable of destruction.

Henry expected me to impose my strength on June. I do not need drugs and artificial stimulation. That is my natural role. Yet my desire to do these very things with June, to penetrate the evil which attracts me, is the same which lured Henry when he first met her in the dance hall, when they made love in the park at night and she asked him for fifty dollars.

I go out into the world to seek life, and the experience I want is denied me because I carry in me a force which neutralizes it. I meet June, the near prostitute, and she becomes pure. A purity which mystifies Henry, a purity of face and being which is awesome, just as I saw her one afternoon on the corner of the divan, pale, transparent, innocent. June's real demon is a voraciousness for life, a possession by life, the tasting of its bitterest flavors. June, who lives by the impulses of her nature, would not be capable of the efforts Henry and I are making to understand her. Henry tries to impose on her an awareness which, if she accepted it, would close up this flow of fantasies, obscure impulses. He only succeeds in making her aware of a wholeness she cannot live by.


I told Henry: "June destroys reality; her lies are not lies, they are roles she wants to live out. She has made greater efforts than any of us to live out her illusions. When she told you that her mother had died, that she never knew her father, that she was illegitimate, she wanted to begin nowhere, to begin without roots, to plunge into invention. Anyone could be her father. She loved the suspense, the possible surprise. She did not want to be classified, she did not want to be associated with any race, nationality, or background either. Her pallor, her upward curving eyebrows, her cape, her jewelry, her erratic eating, her destruction of the boundary lines between night and day, her hatred of sunlight, are all escapes from rigid patterns." 

Henry said: "Nobody can ever say to June: 'Listen, listen deeply and attentively.' I did it occasionally by violence. How did you make her listen? How did you stop the nervous flow of her talk? Talking about you, she was humble."

What had I done? Nothing. Looked at her, felt in sympathy with her quest for the marvelous, her chaos which I did not seek to organize with a man's mind, but which I accepted as I accepted her courage to descend into all experience. She has that courage. She has obeyed every impulse to drink, take drugs, to be a vagabond, to be free at the cost of poverty and humiliation.

"I understand her. She cannot be considered as a whole. She is composed of fragments. Only passion gives her a moment of wholeness. Perhaps, being as she is, she may lose your human love, but she has gained your admiration of June the character."

"Compared with June, all other women seem insipid. She had tears in her eyes when she spoke of your generosity, and kept repeating: 'She is more than a woman, much more than a woman.'"

"She humiliates you, starves you, deserts you, torments you, and yet you thrive. You write books about her. I do not have her courage to hurt even for good reasons, to hurt and to be aware of hurting, and to know its ultimate necessity."

"And the Lesbianism?"

"I can't answer that. I don't know. It was not that, with us."

Henry believes me.

"Her sensuality is far more complicated than yours. So much more intricate."

***


June was always telling stories; June with drugged eyes and a breathless voice: 

"One day in summer I left my hotel room with a phonograph I was going to lend to a friend. I was wearing a very light summer dress, and no stockings because I had no money for stockings. I saw a taxi waiting before a bar and got into it to wait for the driver. Instead of the driver, a policeman came. He poked his head inside the window and said: 'What's the matter with you? Are you sick?' 'I'm not sick,' I answered. 'I'm waiting for the taxi driver. I'm carrying a phonograph to a friend. It's heavy and I didn't want to walk with it. I took the first taxi I saw.' But the policeman was worried and stared at my pale face. 'Where do you live?' I got angry and offered to show him where I lived, if he wished, and he insisted on it and carried the phonograph for me. I took him to the basement room where we lived and where Henry was still lying in bed, wearing a red Roumanian embroidered shirt which made him look like a Russian. The table was piled high with manuscripts, books, bottles, ash trays; and he could see we were intellectual Bohemians. On the table there was a long knife which Jean had brought back from Africa. The policeman looked it over, and then smiled and went away."

I sat silent and June began another story.

"A man came to my door one day and asked if I wanted M or O. I said I didn't know what he meant. He said, laughing: 'Of course you do, morphine or opium. I'll bring you ten dollars' worth tomorrow if you want it.' I said I didn't want it, but he said he would bring it anyway. The next day a man forced his way into my place and said: 'You've ordered ten dollars' worth of M and O. I'll get you into trouble for this.' 'No, you won't,' I said. And I called up a man who has influence in the government. When the man heard the name of my friend, he became frightened and begged me not to say a word, said that he would not bother me again, and went away."

I sat silent. I wondered whether her stories, like Albertine's stories to Proust, contained each one of them a secret key to some happening in June's life which it is impossible to clarify. She takes drugs, I know, and she may have had trouble with the police. Some of these stories are in Henry's book. She does not hesitate to repeat herself. She is drugged with her fictions and romances. She hates explanations. I don't know why I feel they are not true. I stand humbly before this spinner of tales and wonder whether I could not invent better stories for her. 

At moments she seems non-human, because she is so unconscious of her acts, amoral, unfettered by human considerations or hesitations. She does not hesitate to send Henry to Paris and then leave him without the money she had promised to send him. She imposed on him a sharing of their life with Jean. She lives as if in a dream, in uncalculated impulses and whims, plunging into relationships, destroying unintentionally in her fiery course. One man committed suicide for her. She is so busy just BEING, talking, walking, making love, drinking, that she can achieve nothing else. She had once thought of becoming an actress but could not take the discipline, rehearsals, deadlines, appointments, care of her hair and dressing, etc. She speaks of protecting Henry but does it erratically, spasmodically. She is baffled because she cannot satisfy him, because he rebels against her obsessions, eccentric course, irrational behaviors. In her "possessed" life she is unable to pause, to reflect. She refuses to contemplate the meaning or direction of her life. She lives within chaos.

I may be stopped on my course by all kinds of thoughts, pity, consideration for others, fears for those I love, protectiveness, devotion, sense of duty, of responsibility. But as Gide says, thought arrests action and being. So June is BEING. Nothing can control her. She is our fantasy let loose upon the world. She does what others only do in their dreams. Mindless, the life of our unconscious without control. There is a fantastic courage in this, to live without laws, without fetters, without thought of consequences.

What demonic accounts does June keep so that Henry and I, human beings, look with awe on her impulsiveness and recklessness, which enrich us more than the tender devotions of others, the measured loves, the considerate cautiousness of others.

The other side of June, I see the grandiose side of June the character. I will not tear her to pieces as Henry has. I will love her and enrich her.


The wonder and mystery of June's madness. I feel closer to her than to Henry's earthy simplicities because of my duality. Someday I may follow her to the very end of her voyage. 

Gide says: "The characters of Dostoevsky are moved fundamentally either by pride or lack of pride."

Henry's bordellos must seem laughable to June. So easy, so direct, so natural. I am sure her acts are less easily defined, more intricate, more sensuous. It is an erotic light which shines around her. Henry counts on me to understand. I must know, he thinks. It must be clear to me. To his great surprise, I say things which resemble what June said: "It is not the same thing." There is a world which is closed to him, a world of shadings, gradations, nuances, and subtleties. He is a genius and yet he is too explicit. June slips between his fingers. You cannot possess without loving.
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