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Editor’s Note




Anaïs Nin
was born 110 years ago the day this journal, our landmark 10th
issue, was released, so we have two reasons to celebrate. Ten years
ago, I, for one, had no idea that A Café
in Space would ever reach such a milestone,
and so I must pay tribute to those who have made it happen: our
contributors and our readers. Without you, there is no journal on
Anaïs Nin some 36 years after her death. It is our aim to continue
spreading her words, to enlarge the circle, welcoming new readers
and scholars from around the world. I certainly am honored to
facilitate this forum for as long as possible, but I am also well
aware that this is only a continuation of those who came before us,
including Under the Sign of
Pisces, edited by Benjamin Franklin V and
Richard Centing, and ANAIS: An
International Journal, edited by Gunther
Stuhlmann. Without such formidable models, this journal would not
exist in its present form.

Speaking
of the roots of Nin scholarship, one of its key members, Duane
Schneider, whose work on Nin led to Anaïs
Nin: An Introduction (1979) and
An Interview with Anaïs Nin (1970), which was reprinted in Vol. 5 of this publication,
died in December 2012. A long-time teacher of English, publisher,
author and scholar, he will be missed by his loved ones, his
students and the Nin community. His old friend and “partner in
crime,” Benjamin Franklin V, pays him tribute in this
issue.

One of the 20th century’s
greatest men of letters, Gore Vidal, also died in 2012. His
connection to Anaïs Nin has long been one that attracts both
interest and controversy, especially in light of his vitriolic
attacks on her character even long after her death. It seems
fitting, then, that we present three looks at Vidal, one of them by
Anaïs Nin herself, and try to uncover the truth of their legendary
relationship.

The Vidal
excerpt from Nin’s unpublished diary also serves as a “preview”
of Mirages: From the Unexpurgated Diary of
Anaïs Nin 1939-1947, which is slated to be
released in late 2013. This diary, the first to be published
since Nearer the Moon in 1996, reveals how Nin’s forced return to New York nearly
destroyed her personally but also helped her become a prolific and
mature writer. In a style of which only Nin is capable, she details
the ends of her relationships with Henry Miller and Gonzalo Moré,
her futile bonds with increasingly younger men, her publishing
woes, and redemption in the form of Rupert Pole, the young, ardent
lover who lured her to California, thus beginning her bicoastal
double life.

The work of Anaïs Nin,
which has by now been largely digitized, is beginning to spread
around the world as electronic reading devices become more popular.
In the past year or two, Germany, the UK, Italy, France, Spain,
India, Japan, Canada, and Brazil are all serviced by popular ebook
portals such as Amazon.com, and anyone with a computer, smart
phone, tablet, or one of many other devices can now download Nin’s
work, making it widely accessible in new locations.

It should be noted that
because of file size limitations, certain images have been removed
from this edition, including the manga version of “Under a Glass
Bell” by Joel Enos and Fiona Meng.

 


A Café
in Space is an annual publication, and we
welcome submissions of articles or proposals having to do with
Anaïs Nin and her circle. See the next page for more
details.

Our
website, found at http://www.skybluepress.com, allows users to browse the contents of past issues of this
publication. Our blog (http://anaisninblog.skybluepress.com)
is a place where readers can browse or make contributions. It is
our sincere hope that with the journal, blog and website we will be
able to form a “café” in which Nin scholars, readers, and those
with parallel interests will gather. Nin study is hampered by a
lack of communication between those of us who engage in it, and
this is a way to address the problem. We encourage you to “spread
the word” so that we can build a strong central base of Nin
scholarship and readership.
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Kim Krizan

 


Gore Vidal’s
Lie

How he distorted his
relationship with Anaïs Nin

 


The lying begins on page
98 of Gore Vidal’s memoir, underneath the famous 1940s photo of
Anaïs Nin and a very young Vidal who sit at a dining table, both
smiling brightly:

 


“One of her biographers
says that I, at twenty, proposed marriage to the lady, aged
forty-three. She was, the biographer invents, to be my ‘front.’
Needless to say, I never wanted to marry anyone, certainly not
someone who was to me, in my ageist youth, a very old
woman.”

 


And thus opens the chapter
in which Gore Vidal publicly effaces the truth of his relationship
with his former friend, the diarist Anaïs Nin.

Vidal’s Palimpsest: A
Memoir, published by Random House in 1995,
ascribes to Nin “monotonous self-love” (171) and states that lying
was her “first nature” (107). Nin had passed away in 1977, but
almost twenty years after her death Vidal paints an image of a Nin
who “canters, on her donkey” (108), before claiming to remember her
body odor. He then goes on to describe her as “a relentless chicken
hawk” (28), a slang term that suggests pedophilia. Vidal’s attack
is followed, somewhat incongruously, by his explanation that he
himself had “had more than a thousand sexual encounters”
(121).

Ironically, an entire chapter of Vidal’s memoir is devoted to
Nin, whom Vidal accuses of rewriting diary portraits to match “new
necessities” (like Stalin, he says), and he writes that she
“reinvents everyone” (107). But a “palimpsest” is, according to the
dictionary, “a manuscript on which the original writing has been
effaced to make room for later writing”—and perhaps this is a hint.
Vidal states that while he felt some minor, juvenile affection for
her, Nin’s “hope” turned “to a chagrin
d’amour” that eventually became a
“fureur,” leaving
the impression Nin loved Vidal unrequitedly, was disappointed when
he ultimately rejected her, and then was furious, bitter, and
malicious (105).

But, taking a cue from his
memoir’s title, has Vidal effaced, obscured, hidden, or otherwise
attempted to rewrite the real story?

Having
read both Nin’s published account of meeting Vidal in
The Diary of Anaïs Nin: Volume IV 1944-1947 and his version
of events in Palimpsest, I’ve always wanted to know the backstory of the writers’
cataclysmic falling out. What precipitated Vidal’s rancor towards
Nin?

Shortly after Vidal’s
passing on July 31, 2012, I examined boxes containing Anaïs Nin’s
voluminous raw diaries, many files holding many thousands of pages,
as well as letters, theater programs, newspaper clippings, and
other papers.[1] My intent was to unearth the real relationship
between the two writers, the one neither romanticized by Nin for
her published diary, nor satirized by Vidal for his memoir. What I
discovered is that Gore Vidal lied about his relationship with
Anaïs Nin.

 


[image: tmp_bc4828d0ae61575e61c79f7a6bb225ae_f_B6aT_html_m6203c49.jpg]

Anaïs Nin and Gore Vidal, New
York, ca. 1946

 


Anaïs Nin and Gore Vidal
met at a lecture on love held in New York City on November 19,
1945. Nin may have been the forty-two year old wife of banker Hugh
Guiler, but she was also a dedicated diarist, an avant-garde keeper
of the surrealist flame, and a romantic in search of satisfying
love. Vidal had grown up in the elite political climate of
Washington, D.C. as the grandson of a senator; he was about to
become a published novelist and was a postmodernist, a homosexual,
and only twenty years old.

Anaïs Nin’s handwritten
diary pages describe meeting the young man who would play a
shifting role in her life[2]:

 


I was in
a sad mood, so I dressed as Mary Stuart, who had her head cut off
by a jealous Queen Elizabeth, in a tight black dress with long
sleeves half covering the hand, a heart shaped black hat edged with
pearls, and a white veil. Kimon lectured at the head of a long
table. At the foot of the table one chair was empty, and I took it
(Hugo had to sit behind me). Next to me sat a handsome Lieutenant,
who, after I had leaned across him to speak to Maya Deren, spoke to
me. “Are you French? I am a descendent of troubadour Vidal.” His
voice is like Bill’s.[3] He is luminous and manly. He is nearer to
the earth, not nebulous, but clear and bright. He talks, is active,
is alert and poised. But he has the same tall and slender body, the
same clear skin, and the same full, sensual mouth. He is twenty
years old. He is one of the editors at Dutton, and his own novel is
appearing in the spring. He knows Under a
Glass Bell and had guessed who I was. He
asked when he might visit me. I said I would be home that evening
or on Tuesday evening. He said he would come on Tuesday as he was
not free that evening. But after a moment, he said: “I’d like to
come this evening if you don’t mind.”

 


In
Palimpsest, Vidal
describes meeting Nin and claims her description of the event as
published in The Diary of Anaïs Nin
got the details wrong (for he was not a
lieutenant, but a warrant officer), but as for the possibility of
his flirting with her, he admits: “Maybe” (109, 110). Vidal writes
that he “was ensorcelled—a favorite Nin verb—by her for a time”
(106):

 


I sat
next to an exotic, silver-taloned woman with brown-red dyed hair
(in those days dyed hair was not as universal as now); she wore a
hat like that of Mary Stuart in the famous portrait.
(105)

 


He also wrote that she
had

 


tweezed
eyebrows in the twenties manner. Beautiful hazel eyes; unbeautiful
black upper gum (dead teeth), which she was careful not to show.
The body was that of a dancer, very slender, with a long waist;
small breasts with pink nipples. (110-111)

 


The addition of the nipple
description is a tantalizing detail, since Vidal includes it
without explanation, dangling it, perhaps, to suggest that he might
have seen them with his own eyes. In fact, Vidal had a habit of
hinting that he might have had heterosexual encounters, though I
can find no evidence in Nin’s diary for one with her. (And, Reader,
had Nin had a sexual encounter with Gore Vidal, she would’ve
written about it.)

A relationship developed
quickly. Within days of their first meeting, Nin recorded in her
diary:

 


I like his aristocracy,
his French ancestry, his intelligence, his manliness, his poise,
his greater worldliness. He is wealthy and free. […] When Gore
Vidal says he will be the President of the United States, I believe
him. He walks in easily… His eyes are […] clear, open, hazel. They
are French eyes. His face is square.

 


According to Nin’s
handwritten diary, almost immediately Nin and Vidal fell into
emotional intimacy, though the ghost of his mother loomed over the
new friendship:

 


He came Sunday afternoon.
Then this evening we sat at the Number One bar and talked. His
father is a millionaire. His grandfather was Senator Gore. His
mother left them when he was ten to marry someone else. “She is
Latin looking, vivacious, handsome, her hair and eyes like yours,”
he said, “beloved of many.”

 


And
in Palimpsest,
Vidal states that after his mother, Anaïs Nin was “the next woman
to come seriously my way” (18). Nin continues creating his
“portrait” in her handwritten diary:

 


The boy-man is lonely. He
rejects homosexual advances. He says: “In the army, I live like a
monk.” He is writing his novel. He is clear minded, but emotionally
confused and vulnerable. […] He has the courage to say: “May I
come?” He telephones, he can command a taxi. […] Gore talks about
his childhood: “When my mother left me I became objective… I live
detached from my present life… At home our relationships are
casual. My father married a young model. I like casual
relationships. When you are involved you get hurt. I do not want to
be involved ever…” Gore’s sudden softness envelops me.

 


Nin’s handwritten diaries
go on to reveal she was concerned about her tendency to develop
friendships with young men. She discussed this with her analyst, a
Dr. Staff, who told her that because of her fear of being
controlled and betrayed, she was excited by “boys” who provoked no
fear. But it seems that one of the boys was also excited by her,
for by December 5th Nin’s diary reports that Vidal comes to visit
regularly and they enjoy “fine talk.” He takes her to dinner and
is, she believes, “no ordinary man”:

 


Today he called me up:
“This is troubadour Vidal.” His voice is lovely, musical. He is not
homosexual, he says, but he doth protest too much. “Oh, Anaïs, I am
happy, but I want a manly lover.”

 


By January 9th, 1946,
according to Nin’s handwritten diary pages, she and Vidal are
behaving like jealous lovers. Vidal takes Nin by the waist and
kisses her, “fraternally, warmly,” and tells her he’s upset that
her husband has returned from a trip. Nin tells him she wishes to
have no “deception” between them—a sure sign of the depth of her
desire for closeness:

 


I told him the truth about
Hugo’s position, how we spend our money, everything. I explained my
prison break, how I made it, and why. That story surprised him. “It
gives me courage to do the same thing,” he said. “A break is
forthcoming. I can’t be an artist and a senator, or a president. I
must choose.”

 


Nin then asks Vidal where
he is happiest. He replies:

 


Here with you. And
you?

Here with you.

 


With a remarkable candor
not typical of her, Nin goes so far as to confide her deep
dissatisfaction with her marriage and describe her search for a
more fulfilling love:

 


I teased him: “Are you
going to help me find a man like you?”

“With all my traits but
one.”

 


These words seem to
indicate the sincerity and depth of their early
friendship.

But then, in what augurs
ominously for their future, a shadow falls on the relationship. Nin
writes in her diary that Vidal has told her he is “cynical,
suspicious, and does not like people.” When Nin gives her husband
an excuse so she can stay out with Vidal, her diary records Vidal’s
words:

 


“I don’t like this. It
makes me think you have done it before.” And he became severe. […]
In an effort at reconciliation I took his hand, but he did not
respond. We talked of other things. When I explained my remarks
that I like freedom, but not destruction, he said, “Oh, no, I like
to break things.”

“What are you going to
break, Gore?”

“The Diary and the group
around you.”

 


After this conversation,
Nin became deeply depressed because of the “impossible situation,”
the “jealousy and no fulfillment.”

Still, it appears from
reading Nin’s diary that the pursuer was Vidal and, in response,
Nin was uncharacteristically candid. When Vidal asked her, “When
are you going to leave Hugo?” she answered, “Not until I find the
One.” Later, Nin encourages Vidal to undergo psychoanalysis. His
response? “Then I would become normal and take you away from
Hugo.”[4] Nin writes: “He is always sad and sincere about this, but
I must free myself from it.” Nevertheless, according to Nin’s
handwritten diary, the connection between them grows
deeper:

 


Oh, the bond with Gore,
the feeling that even from across the room, we make no movement
that is not felt by the other, have no thought unknown to the
other. Our glances meet at the same moment…I felt his eyes clinging
to my face. […] We play with the desire, the fear to be somewhere
together. The bond is undeniable, inescapable.

 


But by
1947, after over a year of intense friendship, Nin’s feelings for
Vidal are cooling. Her diary describes him as “not vital” and she
reports he “carries his limited supply of sensuality to an Irish
boy.” But the relationship was not
cooling for Vidal, who traveled to Guatemala,
lived there for months, and sent Nin increasingly anxious letters,
which are included in her raw diary files. These letters from Vidal
complain that it “takes your letters forever to get to me.” And
when Vidal returns from Guatemala, his ardor for Nin, as described
in her diary, seems even stronger:

 


And then he said: “I made
a house for us.” And then he said: “I have not been as happy for
two months as I am right now.”

 


Nin, on the other hand, is
pulling away:

 


I stayed
away from the party where Gore was because there is no physical
effusion there and my body is frustrated. So I deserted him as the
most painful of all relationships. We are happy alone as then we
give each other the illusion of possessing each other but in the
world it is clear we do not, since any stranger can lay hold of our
bodies.

 


Finally, Nin’s remaining
feeling of kinship and closeness with Vidal is shattered by what
she describes as “shocks.” She writes:

 


Gore saying he made a
wonderful portrait of me in his 3rd novel—ideal woman—and seeing a
caricature, a cheapened, superficial, distorted image in his own
terms.

 


The
manuscript Nin read was for Vidal’s novel, The City and the Pillar. It is the
story of a young man named Jim who is obsessed with a homosexual
encounter he had in high school with another student named Bob.
After high school, Jim goes on to have relationships with a
Hollywood actor, a writer named Paul, and a woman named Maria
Verlaine. Maria is described as an exotic, sophisticated woman who
travels to the Yucatan with Jim and Paul. Paul suspects Jim and
Maria have a sexual relationship, but they do not—a fact that
saddens Maria. Because Jim and Maria do not have a physical
encounter in spite of her willingness, Jim is convinced he is most
definitely homosexual. Maria goes on to start an affair with
another man and this makes Jim profoundly
jealous.

Nin took
offense at this “portrait” of her relationship with Vidal.
In Palimpsest,
Vidal pinpoints the “scene” of the breakdown of his relationship
with Nin:

 


The
worst scene occurred after she had read the manuscript of
The City and the Pillar;
I expected sympathy, if only feigned; after all, my life was about
to change, and not for the better. (122)

 


Nin’s raw diary file
includes a long, typewritten letter that is not signed. It is not
clear whether it is a diary entry in the form of a letter, a rough
draft, or an actual copy of a letter given to Vidal. It
begins:

 


I am
going to try to tell you what was destroyed by your novel. […] I am
a romantic, and you are realist. It is the difference between us,
which has come now to the foreground, and not the similarity I had
imagined. This is a book without the illusion of love, without
feeling, and without poetry. […] Jim, curiously enough, kills Bob
because Bob has not romanticized the sexual relationship, has
looked upon it flatly as a sexual incident of no
importance.[5] That angers [Jim]: he has idealized the first sexual
encounter and for Bob it was nothing. So he kills him. He kills the
legend, but actually there was no legend, just Jim’s need of
idealizing reality.

 


Her letter goes on to
describe the character Marie Verlaine:

 


...she is just a woman who
has seen two wars, who has lines around her eyes and who can’t find
a satisfying relationship. When all the men have left her, as you
say, she will be ready to accept the position of mother which Jim
offered her.

 


Finally, Nin analyzes
Vidal:

 


When we were together I
often noted your incapacity to see the “wonderful” in anyone, to
love, in other words. In your eyes everything flattened and
diminished. […] All the quality and flavor comes from one’s inner
vision of things […] but you always brought out the fault, the
element to satirize. All the time I thought, oh, well, you were so
deeply injured, you lost your faith in people, your feeling about
them. But when you come to write, all the wonder disappears, and
what is left is all the negative, the grey, the failure of
everything.

 


She goes on to express what
seems to be concern for Vidal’s welfare:

 


I want
to protect you the
human being from the consequences of this incapacity to love,
heighten, or transform, this sort of nausea about people, your poor
opinion of them, for it will hurt you. […] Your mother harmed you more
than I had thought. Or I had counted too much on
my magic, perhaps. I
miscalculated. […] You must understand why a woman with lines
around her eyes can’t live with you. […] I am not withdrawing
anything. […] I need a little time to live on the wasteland, flat
land, to get used to it.

 


And here the letter ends,
though it is not signed.

Vidal
wrote his own version of Nin’s reaction to his manuscript in
Palimpsest, describing a
meeting at the Ritz Hotel for which she’d prepared a “position
paper” (presumably the aforementioned letter). He
writes:

 


The gist
was how could she—the exquisitely wise character in the book…have
been attracted to such a colorless clod of a boy as Jim, so unlike
those plumed, serpentine Mexican boys that she fancied. […]
Finally, rather densely, I realized Anaïs was concentrating
entirely on a minor character, the French enchantress with whom Jim
goes to Mexico but not to bed. “And then—worse—you say that she—that she—that
she has lines about her eyes!” In the Ritz bar, Anaïs’s fierce lines were
unlike anything that I have ever seen except the first time that I
opened my fax machine and quickly shut it not because of the
resemblance of all those wires to the wrath of Anaïs but because I
don’t like machinery. “No woman wants to read that,” she actually
hissed, “about herself!” Politely, I pointed out that she was not
exactly a household name, and though the book was, as it turned
out, read in several languages, I don’t think any reader ever
connected her with it. But she was in full flow, and I remember an
interesting verb that she used: “When a woman gets older, there is
always the fear that she may never win again.” The word
win has stayed with me.
Love was a contest as well as deception. Love meant defeat for one,
victory for the other. I thought this ugly. (123)

 


Nin’s
diary reveals that, having faced “the reality of Gore” after
reading his manuscript for The City and
the Pillar, her belief in not only him, but
also herself, faltered. She had an “inkling that I was
mad”for having believed
in Vidal. She fears she’s been “inventing people!” and calls his
portrait a “betrayal,” but she blames the misunderstanding between
the two on her “romanticism,” “sentimental-ism,” “great sadness,”
and “loneliness.” Then she describes the scene of tea with Vidal,
presumably the meeting at the Ritz Hotel detailed in
Palimpsest. In her
version, Nin forgives Vidal “because he is a very sick boy,” and
writes that

 


it would not have been
right to strike him down with the full strength of my
anger.

1—he is only 20 years
old

2—he has lived in the
cheapest worlds—society, Hollywood

3—he is not
conscious

4—He has been crippled by
his mother.

So I forgave him. He is a
lost soul. Why does he cling to me or love me […] yet he makes me
his ideal—and I am the one who can blast him!

 


After the “scene” at the
Ritz, though, the relationship between the two writers continues,
for shortly after the meeting occurred Nin reports that the
publisher Dutton “hated” Vidal’s manuscript. She writes in her
diary that Vidal pleads with her for comfort:

 


“[P]lease tell me it is my
greatest book—my biggest book[…].” A nice little monster I have
taken to my breast. […] His mother said: “You are full of venom.
You love no one. You are grey and cold.” And this is what I take to
my warm breast […]. Anaïs, tu es folle.

 


Nin then vows to return
emotionally to her husband:

 


I try again to make a
larger more inclusive relation with Hugo—whom I trust. […] Hugo is
my jailer and my lifesaver. My need of him is my own weakness. The
child in me in need of kindness is more important than the woman in
need of passion […].

 


Interestingly, this is the
point at which Vidal’s most impassioned letters and notes accrue in
Nin’s diary files, letters that prove Vidal later grossly
misrepresented his relationship with Nin. It is still 1947, some
months since Nin’s disillusionment with him and the “scene.” The
missives from Vidal begin:

 


Cherie

[…] As
for The City and the Pillar
I have done everything you asked and more. You
were never deserted, have no lines, the conversation about the
differences between men and women, all 8 pages of it, was cut and
you are not in love with the hero though he with you. The character
is Mexican though actually international, no don Quixote […]. Isn’t
that devotion? I have remade the whole book for you, something
which I would never do for anyone else in the world. Ah, to have
such devotion. It is a very much better book now. […] What other
records have you broken?

Love Gore



Then, in a stunning turning
point, Nin meets Rupert Pole, the young man who was to become her
second husband, and this brings about a convergence. Nin
writes:

 


While I lie down with
Rupert, Gore is sitting at the Blue Angel with an Irish boy who
“bores him.” At 20 he looks worn, pale, he has an infection of the
throat, his eyes are bad, he can live months without sensuality, he
wants still to marry me, lock me up in Guatemala […].

 


Later, as her connection
with Pole develops most satisfyingly, she continues to compare the
two men:

 


Gore still has the power
to melt me. It is no longer erotic, but this power to dissolve me
with compassion melts my whole body so that if he chose to take me
I would be happy. He gives me his softness. At the sight of his
face my heart is won each time. He puts on his glasses and acts
like a senator, watching my love life […] with sad resignation,
asking me to marry him, to bear his child by “artificial
insemination.” He says when no one else wants me he will still love
me. But now I can keep them separate. Even if Gore melts me, I can
leave him and dream of Rupert. Violence and life with Rupert.
Tenderness with Gore.

 


And later she
continues:

 


Then Gore calls up: he
fought for me at Dutton. And the other night during the party he
repeated, “Marry me, marry me, marry me. I will lock you up in
Guatemala and allow you only clay pigeons.”[6] He looked at me
adoringly.

 


Instead of staying close to
Vidal, Nin departs with Rupert Pole on a cross-country journey, one
that solidifies their relationship. While on this trip, Nin
receives increasingly desperate letters from Vidal. He writes the
following to “Cherie”: “I think of you as you know for you have no
competition. Like a true Celt I draw closer when I am alone.” The
letter ends “Love Gore.” Another letter states, “I think of you
often and, strangely, so newly arrived, look forward to getting
back,” and then commands “Write, Cherie.” It’s signed “All my love,
Gore.” At this point, though, Nin has begun to think of Rupert Pole
as “the One” she’s been hoping for, the man with whom she can enjoy
a fulfilling and satisfying love. In fact, she later pinpoints an
emotional “marriage” to Pole in Denver, Colorado.
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