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Le Temple de I’'amitié et le salon de Natalie Clifford Barney au
20 rue Jacob 75006 Paris

Gertrude Stein par Djuna Barnes

« D’you know what she said of me? Said | had
beautiful legs! Now what does that have to do with
anything? Said | had beautiful legs! Now | mean,
what, did she say that for? | mean, if you’re going to
say something about a person...l couldn’t stand her.
She had to be the centre of everything. A
monstrous ego »

In Andrew Field, Djuna: The Formidable Miss Barnes,
1985.

Djuna Barnes et
Natalie Clifford




MARCH, 1922

A Portrait of the Man Who

HERE are men in Dublin who will tell
Twu that out of Ireland a great voice has
gone; and there are n few women, los
to youth, who will add: “One night he was
singing and the next he wasn't, and there's
been no silence the like of it!™  For the sing
ing voice of James Joyee, author of The F
1g Man and of
cses 15 =aid 1o have been second to nong.
T'he thought that Joyce was once a singer
may not come as a revelation to the casual
reader of his books; one must perhaps have
spent one of those strangely aloof evenings

or

i

it of the JArtist as a Yo

with him, or have read passages of his Ul
as it appeared in The Little Review to have
realized the singing quality of his words. For
tradition has it that & singer must have a touch
of bravado, & joyous putting forth of first the
right leg and then the left, and a sigh or two
this side of the cloister, and Joyce has none of
these.

I had read Dubliners over my coffee during
the war, I had been on one or two theatrical
committees just long enough to suggest the pro
duction of Exiles, his one play. ‘I'be Portrait
had been consumed, turning from one elbow
to the other, but it was not until 1 came upon
his last work that I sensed the singer,  Lines
like: "So stood they both awhile in wan hope
sorrowing one with other™ or “Thither the ex-
tremely lurge wains bring foison of the fields
spherical potatoes and iridescent kale and
onions, pearls of the earth, and red, green, yel
Jow, brown, russet, sweet, big bitter ripe pomil
lated apples and strawberries fit for princes
and rasphberries from their canes,” or still het-
ter the singing humour in that delicious execu-
tion scene in which the “learned prelate knelt
in & most Christian spirit in a pool of rain-

S5C8

water.'

Yes, then I realized Joyce must indeed have
begun life as a singer, and a very tender sing-
er, and—because no voice can hold out over
the brutalities of life without breaking—he
wrned to quill and paper, for so he could ar-
range, in the necessary silence, the abundant
inadequacies of life, as a laying out of jewels

—jewels with a will to decay

Joyce, the Man

ET of Joyce, the man, one has heard very
little. I had seen a photograph of him,
the collar up about the narrow throat, the
beard, heavier in those days, descending into
the abyss of the hidden bosom. I had been
told that he was going blind, and we in Amer-
ica learned from Ezra Pound that *“Joyce is
the only man on the continent who continues
to produce, in spite of poverty and sickness,
working from eight to sixteen hours a day.”
1 had heard that for a number of y: Joyee
taught English in a school in Trieste, and this
is almost all of his habits, of his likes and his
dislikes, nothing, unless one dared come to
some conclusion about them from the number
of facts hidden under an equal number of im-
probabilities in his teeming Ulysses.

And then, one day, I came to Paris.  Sitting
in the caié of the Deux Magots, that faces the
little church of St. Germain des Prés, T saw
approuaching, out of the fog and damp, a tall
man, with head slightly lifted and slightly

James J oyce
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is. at Present. One of the More Significant Figures in Literature

By DJUNA BARNES

JAMES JOYCE  ttwma v wik v0n
A sketch made by Mina Loy in Pariv of Joyce, who, in
exile from his mative Ireland, has continued, in xpite of

all but impossible difficulties, to produce work of whose
permanent significance there can be little doubt. ““Cham
ber us!

sis frail volume of verse, contains lyric
ne, but of irreproachable loveliness. *“Dub
15, his volume of short sketches, was compared with
the best of de Maupassant, “The Portralt of the

as a Young Man.” on whose perfecting he Iab
years, brought to the novel an interest

_ It represents, in form,
tion of that method which Jayce firs

5 n m
to0 far for colicrence and common

turned, giving to the wind an orderly distemper
of red and black hair, which descended sharp
Iy into & scant wedge on an out-thrust chin.

He ware a blue v coat, too young it
seemed, partly because he had thrust its gathers
behind him, partly because the belt which cir-
cled i, lay two full inches above the hips

At the moment of seeing him, 2 remark made
to me by @ mystic flashed through my mind “A
man who has been more crucified on his sensi
bilities than any writer of our age,” and I said
to myseli—"this is & strange way to recognize
a man I never laid my eyes on.

Because he had heard of the suppression of
The Little Review on account of Ulysses and
of the subsequent trial, he sat down opposite
me, who was familiar with the whole story,
ordering a white wine. He began to talk at
once. “The pity is,” he said, seeming to choose
his words for their age rather than their ap-
ness, “the public will demand and find a moral
in' my hook—or worse they may take it in
some more serious way, and on the honour of
a gentleman, there is not one single serious
line in it.”

For a moment there was silence.  His hands,
peculiarly limp in the introductory shake and
peculiarly pulpy, running into a thickness that
the base gave no hint of, lay, one on the stem
of the glass, the other, forgotten, palm out, on
the most delightful waistcoat it has ever been

Purple with alternate
The does, tiny scarlet
out over blond

my happiness t
doc and dog h

tongues  hanging or lips,

t wool, and the ¢

downed in o li < 110 more
xl animal

r through the seven

than any

ferocious or an the scen
who adheres to his mi
changy

He saw my admiration and he smiled
“Made by the hand of my grandmother for the
first hunt of the season ¢
other silence in which he arranged and lit
cigar

Al great talkers,™ he said softly, “have
spoken in the language of Sterne, Swift or the
Even Oscar \ He studied
the Restoration through o microse the
morning and repeated it through in
the evening,”

And in Ulysses?” T asked

*I'hey all there, the
answered, “them and the th
In Ulysses T have recorded, simultancously,
what a man says, sees, thinks, and what such

cyeles ¢

re Was an

tilkers” he
they forgot

seeing, thinking 5, to what you

Freudians call the subconscions—but as for
psvchoanalysis™ he broke off, “it's neither more
nor less than blackmail,”

He raised his eyes.  There is something un
Tocused in them,—the same paleness seen in
plants long hidden from the sun,—and some-
times a little jeer that goes with o lift and
rounding of the upper lip.

His: Appesrance

DEOPLE say of him that he looks both sad
and tired,  He does look sad and he does
look tired, but it is the sadness of a man who
has procured some medieval permission to
sorrow out of time and in no place; the weuri-
ness of one seli-subjected to the creation of an
1oe in the limited
isked whit seemed to be the most
of James Joyee I should
that of the head; turned farther away than
ust and not so far as death, for the wm

over abun
If I were
characteristic

di
of displeasure is not so complete, vet the only
thing at all like it, is the look in the throat of
i stricken animal,  After this 1 should add—
think of him as a heavy man yet thin, drink-
ing o thin cool wine with lips almost hidden
in his high narrow head, or smoking the cter-
nal cigar, held slightly above shoulder-level,
and never moved until consumed, the mouth
brought to and taken away from it to ¢ject the
vellow smoke.
use one may not ask him questions one
must know him, It has been my pleasure to
talk to him many times during my four months
in Paris, We have talked of rivers and of re-
ligion, of the instinctive genius of the church
which chose, for the singing of its hymns,
the voice without “overtones”—the voice of the
cunuch,  We bhave talked of women, about
women he scems a bit disinterested. Were 1
vain I should say he is afraid of them, but 1
am certain he is only a little skeptical of their
existence.  We have talked of Ibsen, of Strind-
berg, Shakespeare. “Hamlet is a great play,
written from the standpoint of the ghost,”
and of Strindle “No dramua behind the
hysterical raving

(Con

mued on page 104)
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James Joyce par

Djuna Barnes in Poe's Mother:
Selected Drawings of

Djuna Barnes, ed. Douglas
Messerli, avril 1922.
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Thelma Wood

Nightwood,
1936

Djuna Barnes et
Thelma Wood
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Romaine Brooks et
Natalie Clifford Barney

(Cynic Sal and Dame Evangeline
Musset/ Sal la Cynique et Dame
Evangeline Musset)

Lady Una Troubridge et Radclyffe Hall
(Tilly Tweed-in-Blood and Lady Buck-and-Balk /
Lady Hue-et-Dia et Tilly-Tweed-dans-le Sang)

Dolly Wilde

Doll Furious
/Dolly Dingue

Mina Loy
Patience
Sclapel

Mimi Franchetti
Seforita Fly-About
/ Seforita
Butineuse




The World Magazine, September 6, 1914

HOW IT FEELS
TO BE FORCIBLY

Clamped in a sheet,

amines
and electric lamp.

subj
steady on the table while l‘xgﬂ ex-
her nose and ith

the

artist, volun|
tendan

Englisl ils scores of militant suf/
B e ks o et e
New York M'\ﬂ} of “‘foreibly W IM

ot wnﬂ"-‘- ¥ e

h.dnnﬁnﬁub\-m-\lhu.

Mhnlll--do-l

Inserting the speculum
for the mbebyw-yofmm
< By Djuna Chappell Barnes.
HAVE been forcibly fod!
I flist what relation o e d?
For me it was an experiment. l&w—nnlywlnnyimm
offered sersatios muad-nuywn.izwwmnlmmuﬁn —-bn!ﬁm

day’s phenomena.
long and faintly lighted; 1 could hear the
confiding

The hall they took me down
doctor walking ahead of me, stepping as all doctors step, with that little
galt that horses must have returning from funerals. It is not & sad or mournful
step; perhaps it suggests suppressod satisfaction.

Every now and then one of m-(mmlhuhﬂaw-dm-dhhhmuhok
at me; & woman by the stairs nderingly—or was it contemptucusly, as |
passed.

‘They brought me lnw-mtmm -wbhlwmnd
before me. My mind sensed it pregnant with
mlu of the future—it waa the table whereon I mm

The doctor opened his bag, took out a heavy white
gown, & small, whito cap, & sheet, and laid them a
upon the table.

Out across the city, in a flat, frail, coherent yet
incoherent monotone, the song of » million
machines doing their bit in the universal whole. And
the marmur was vital and Foutoupding. S what was
bafors e knew 0o sorg. [

1 shall be strictly professional, T vt myselt.
1t it be au ordesl, it is familair to my sex at this time:
other women have sui-
forod it in acute realfty.
Surely T bave 38 much

sis-

instruments.  He took All over for one meal. Weak and faint.
ing, but nourished for a few hours.

me.
He wrapped it round and round me, my arms tight to my side; wrapped it up tomy.
throat =0 that I eould not move. Ilay in a8 long and unbroken lines as any corpse
—unbroken, definite lines that stretched
lLylkhL Mrny-wmmhlmdmy

of

me. mlmhnm‘uldmmn
the slow, crawling hands of & watch. Thnhmlmkncmlmhnﬂly.bulqlih
without compassion, one by the hesd, one by the feet; one sprawled
bolding my hands down at my bipa.
All life’s problems had now been reduced to one simple act—to swallow or to
A-lhylnp-nnnu.:m

hﬁirﬂmm— reassured myself. Y&hh—d‘bu
~~u gbaess! nimmmmmumm

ey bezond my viso, for L mw cnly the Things around began

& skyline—the walls, the,
ﬁlbe mm--—:w«mm

Mmuun.umuus-hmuu
tric bulb up and down and across mn
mnduuyﬁmzuuhmlv-hlb

swallowing.
Ho sprayed both nostrils. with a mixture of cocaine
M:{ln.heﬂn As It reached my throat, it burned

mena
mmﬂ.h!lnﬂdnuhﬂ'ﬁlﬂtmh all things

aner e had inserted the red tubing, with the fannel 3t
ﬁ.end.mm.n my nose into the passages of the
O throat, Tt is uttarly impossible to describe the anguish

‘The hands above my head tightened into a vise, and like answering vises the
hands at my hips and those st my feet grew rigid and
Unbidden visions of remote horrors dant Mlldlvml‘llmiﬂ. There
arose the hideous thought of being gripped in the tentacles of some monster devil
ﬂlnﬁodlptho(lmpic-.-thlhddlk'lv”dlh'lllh.hn-
merable endless passages that seemed (o traverse my nose, my ears, the inner
Interstices of my Ihlvhbln‘ Unsuspected nerves thrilled pain tidings that
ll:hdﬁcl!-ﬁm!hulndhm Tllty-n‘lhﬂ .‘- They set
my beart at eatapultic
umm-uummmuquxnuw-ym It was fee

the meal of

mwnomvﬂﬁtdﬂk.whkhhmhdlﬂ'.ﬁb-m!:hm-l
not keep still. I.W.v-dnﬂd s the room moved. The dostor's
eyes wore always l_ m-:. Mlkmth-ﬁnlv-lﬂaﬂq, Tstruggled

of nightmare.
was a pain. ]me—“ﬂdu““lﬂﬂu“'ﬁn_
was holding me by the hipe,
Still the liquid

drop

thought wandered scross my be- Seemed

physical mechanism without mmu.-nanm--y-m.
'l‘h-ﬁl-b-tunlbnh body’s weakness. There it is—the outraged
(Comtinued on poge 17.)
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70 Trained Suffragists
Turned Loose on City

Grist of Vote-Getters Ground

Two-Week Course—Principles of Women's nghls‘
Crammed Into Heads Eager for Wisdom.

the midnight electric ligat
101}, with the hopeof becoming §00d citl-
sen.

Then came along an eminent professor
who deciared books, takes b7 (he yard.

dency 1n two woeks.
One may be very optimistio asd still

tion concerning this sulfeage courne oveC
the 'phooe. The truth was, thers
prb g

Telepbone  Proves Unsatisfactory
Means of Interviewing.

“You have the sdvantage over me.”
tho reported sald wearlly, and hung 9
the ressiver.

1t had to be done at clove ange!

Among seventy or eledty students thore
are boung to be 4oms high-minded for-
mulas for Mife. In fact the thresholds to
tnds are so bigh that one Has
eara to hurdle to got ioto thelr
hought

Migh-mindedoess s Becostary, i 18
two short weeks you are banded
couste, I, 1n two short weoks you

Jilttage (rom (be beginning €0 e

b ¢ the sulr

i develop
student face, a e et wtts
Nooks wheraon biras the Saming trath

“How SNAll we get the crowdr™ fn
oired  timid atadent who Bad been
Foundisk up an ebdurxte husband  for
Thiety oars.

How to Get llu  rved 24 Fully Bx-

“That's the .mmm question ta the
ccturer, “Duyt its

« How it feels to be
forcibly fed », The New
York World Magazine,
1914

Out of School in Rapid-Fire|

im0 of her
erfactly
e

Article et dessins sur les
suffragettes, dans le Daily
Brooklyn Eagle, 1913

oL tha right aaswer.
thrown ' tut (N6 Al 160 mu
Ty dear. ana you'l galn consdvacer

FAways Mol Up Crovd foc olheoy

et only nas um wl!vu- scbaal token

Nabded oestirs "were there |

GLIMPSES IN THE CONDENSED COURSE OF TWO WEEKS, WHERE ALL ABOUT THE SUFFRAGE COURSE WAS TAUGHT
UNDER MRS. CATT'S DIRECTION.

OMLY ONE IMEY WRI JEEN oy THE

LNTIRG TWO WEEKD R ---—”.‘

frat, never
shows your fest In
s carry away
palr of sillouetted
ltant pose;
¢ your andiénce with|
an n biseult
to have thels
fode moulded but not thelr anatomy.
e ots; yea 1

Thied,
mran dmabd Uf van laak “uieearet tol
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« The Girl and the
Gorilla », The New York

« My adventures being

> rescued », The New York
World Magazine, 1914 World Magazine, 1914 Couverture de The Trend, 1914
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A- Autoportraits
B- Livres des répulsives (1915)
C- Ryder (1928)




Djuna Barnes
en 1957

5 Patchin Place a Greenwich Village a
New York, ou Djuna Barnes passera
40 ans de savie




