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Anais Nin

 


BREAKING THROUGH THE
“IDEAL” BARRIER

From the unpublished
Diary, October 1931

 


In early October 1931,
Hugh P. Guiler and his wife returned from a trip to New York to the
house they had rented a year earlier, outside of Paris, at 2 bis
Rue Monbuisson, Louveciennes, Seine et Oise, which they were to
share for some years to come with Anais Nin’s mother, and her
younger brother, Joaquin. For Anais Nin, it marked the beginning of
a new “cycle,” as she called it, in her life and her marriage and,
as usual, she faced this new situation with energy and enthusiasm.
The pages here reproduced in their entirety are from the
unpublished manuscript of her Diary for October, 1931. Originally
numbered Volume 31 of “Mon Journal and Note Book,” the volume was
re-numbered “32" and names that had been blanked out were restored
or ﬁlled in in Anais Nin’s handwriting. A selection from these
unpublished diaries, dealing more fully with the early 1930s, her
marriage, and her relationship with June and Henry Miller, is
scheduled for publication by Harcourt Brace Jovanovich for the fall
of 1986. Ed.

 


21/10/31.
Louveciennes

THE ASTONISHING EXPANSION,
relaxation and fulﬁllment of my being these days makes me realize
that I had never before known such a state—a condition of inner
power and tranquil, sure energy, of richness and deep fullness. Up
for the ﬁrst day and already constructing, as usual, ﬁrst by order
and organization. My “office” is ready. The new curtains are being
sewn. My accounts are done. I have read and studied
An Outline of Abnormal
Psychology, which enabled Hugo and me to
ﬁnish the analysis of his double poet-banker life. He is a new man:
he is all there, he is alert, decisive, quick-witted, supple—even
though tired. We lie abed reading. He is reading
Freud on Dreams. That is
our common interest now. He is always keen on that.

I am dreaming of the studio
over the garage which is soon going to be started according to the
plan I made in Mallorca; of[cousin] Eduardo’s ideas and studies: he
has a genius for collecting ideas and coordinating them; of
Joaquin’s few but decisive pages in his journal to which I must
return. And the joy wells. Lucidity is coming back, and health, and
also, for a reason I do not understand, erotic dreams. I accept now
the contraries in myself; my duality, the dissociations of my
desire and interests, because I know they are all to be consciously
fulﬁlled and held together by my work. The demon now is fully awake
and shameless and true; there is a greater closeness to
reality—there is an utter absence of self-idealization, an absolute
maturity, and an absolute fearlessness.

In my two dreams, I don’t
know why, I transpose my interest in Eduardo’s and Joaquin’s sexual
experiences into a personal sensual contact with them. I take the
place of the others. I feel in the dream as if I were an immense,
passive sensual earth every moment—I am not a frail-looking and
slight person, but a vast formless sensual feeling tuned to
everybody who approaches me. In the daytime it is all a vast,
inﬁnite understanding. At night it is the personal participation.
This seems to indicate to me that I have a strong desire to
participate and am not satisﬁed with passive understanding (or
psychoanalytical practice, for instance). I go to sleep and, as a
compensation for my impersonal sympathy for Joaquin and Eduardo, I
dream of orgies. This is a warning I intend to take seriously. I am
going to fulﬁll every impulse in myself, close no doors, from now
on. Sometimes the only thing I’m afraid of is that having suffered
so desperately over John [Erskine] and Hugo, I may be from now on a
bit more blunted—less sensitive—and that my experiences may not go
in so deep. I was not afraid of pain, but I am afraid of the
disintegration at the end of each cycle. I feel that from now on I
am not going to give so much.

 


22/10/31.

I wanted people. You only
want to be alone when you are working, or going through an
experience which cannot be shared (like mine with John), or busy on
some intellectual concentration, or upon imaginative living. But
after you have suffered much, or worked much alone—the return to
normalcy, or the end of your experience, brings with it a renewed
interest in others. I have dreams of entertaining, of meeting new
people. I realize it is a sign of health because there is such a
difference between my feelings on board ship, going to New York,
from those I had returning home. Going, I loathed people, I had no
interest in them, I was hypersensitive and self-conscious; I had a
terror of entering the smoking room, which was always very crowded.
I shrank into myself, I hated them. Coming back, I was not
conscious of them in any way; they did not bother me. I walked into
the smoking room nonchalantly. I did not seek solitude, nor the
refuge of my cabin, from a state of physical and mental sickness. I
do not choose to be ill or in good health. They are phases.
Normalcy for me is fulﬁllment, contact with reality as well as with
my imaginative world. But these days, feeling so blissful,
fulﬁlled, and rich, I have been afraid of solitude, because in
solitude I suffered torture. In other words, I try to cultivate
almost purposely the life of reality which I desire when I am
happy, to keep my joyous mood as long as possible. But it’s
useless. The old mood will return. It is now the most persistent,
the most powerful of the two. The other does not last long. Today,
I ﬁxed up the house as for Christmas day. We were having company. I
helped to set the table—I was interested in every detail. There
were beautiful flowers everywhere. The ﬁres were burning. The new
curtains were up. I was all dressed up. I remembered everything. I
was happy. The people came. I was well, well, well. Then in the
middle of it, because the talk was not profound, I became
dissociated from the whole scene, and I became ill again, isolated,
isolate —I didn’t want people anymore. The mood was
passed.

So I went to the telephone
and I called up Eduardo.

Joaquin said that this
afternoon, two or three times, I made remarks which were not on the
level of the conversation, and that he knew by them I was again in
my own world and he felt sorry I should waste time saying things
which went over the heads of everybody.

 


This is not a very
intelligent way of living a dual life. I should do what I advise
Hugo to do: come out of my poet world and be just everyday, wholly
and naturally. It is just as if I could only breathe one kind of
air. I hate my own intolerance and inadaptability.

What I said to Hugo about
his split personality—banker and poet—was: that there should be no
interference between them. He has had a terrific fear of
speech-making because he feared the revelation of his poet self.
But the poet self would never reveal itself accidentally, and
irrepressibly, if it were fulfilled outside of the bank. He should
have conﬁdence in the possibility of achieving both roles
successfully (he used to dread their effect upon each other). He
should not let the poet gain access into the bank. He should be
conscious of the dissociation, and have no sense of fear or
confusion or of being pulled. All this seemed to relieve him,
especially when I said I would help him to fulfill the banker self
which I admired, and not arouse in him a hostility or hate of the
bank which sorely distressed him. In short, to help him fulfill
both sides rather than create a division. In this way he should
lose his fear of speech- making, and he has already begun to talk
much more and better.

 


23/ 10/ 31.

What a difference between
yesterday and today! Eduardo came. We talked six hours. He read me
his diary about Julian, which was beautiful and tragic. I read him
mine. He was overwhelmed by all the new problems we presented to
each other. He analyzed all I told him. He came to the one
conclusion I had come to also: that I need an older mind, a leader,
a father, a stronger man than me, also a lover who would lead me in
love, a man stronger than I, because all the rest was too much a
self-created thing. The impetus to grow and live intensely was too
powerful in me. I could not resist it. I will work, I will love
Hugo, I will fulfill myself in all directions.

Now Eduardo suddenly began
to tremble, and he took my hand, and showed himself upset. He said
nothing could take it out of his head that I belonged to him from
the very beginning; that some obstacle stood between us: his fear
of impotence, because I had first aroused ideal love in him. He
suffered from the realization that we were both seeking an
experience which we might have given to each other. It seemed
strange to me too. The men I wanted the experience with, I couldn't
have. But I am determined to have it when it comes my way. That for
me is the only stability: multiple fulﬁllment in various
directions.

Eduardo’s turmoil upset me
a little, more than a little. I had trained my tenderness so well.
I tried to turn his mind back to Frances, who is his girl just now,
by making a date with him ten years from today. He kissed my hand
many times and accepted: 1941.

This proves nothing at all
except that clear Eduardo has a sense of what should be, rather
than of a less satisfactory reality. Also my diary revealed to him,
in accents he could not mistake, my livingness, and he desired that
quality, and after the rather extraordinary interplay of our minds
it seemed a pity he should not have it.

 


How I came to this decision
of absolute obedience to all my impulses I don’t know. At least I
don’t know the progression. All I know is that I stepped on the
soil of France with a new energy, a new courage. Every one of my
actions since I arrived has been a positive, decisive one. I have
acted, chosen, selected, decided—easily and with sureness. Before I
left Paris, I suffered terribly from indecision. Now I am again in
my normal state of knowing exactly what I want and heading for it
directly. The illness was no set-back. Spiritually it made no
impression on me. I feel my will ruling the house, even down to the
servants. I feel a tremendous energy, and an overflow of
tenderness, of power. Eduardo upset me but he could not topple me
over. When he said with his most beautiful accents: “You don’t know
how many times I have dreamed of taking you up in my arms and
carrying you away, you don’t know what a suffering it is to be
always on the verge of doing such a thing and then fearing my
impotence.” I did not tell him how often I myself had imagined such
a scene. I pitied him, but I did not react so profoundly and
imaginatively, because once before I did react deeply and wholly to
such a scene, and this time, this time I do not want such a
measure—a small measure, half imagination, no, I want a tremendous
answer to my measure! Je cherche à respirer un air plus intense, plus
illuminé, plus chaud aussi.

“In my body,” I said to
him, “sensuality is a secret power, a hidden and not obvious force.
Someday, however, it will show in health and in ampleness of being.
Wait a while.”

Or is this an illusion—is
this not the secret of the obstacle between us. His type is the
large, buxom, ample woman, heavy on the earth. Shall I ever be such
a type? No. I will always be the virgin-prostitute, the perverse
angel, the two-faced problem, the sinister and the saintly woman.
Perhaps someone beside Hugo will understand that. Eduardo has
understood it intellectually. I cannot forget his turmoil. It was
sweet for me. Frances, large and buxom and carnal-looking, awaits
him, while I slip into his being like an inﬁltration and touch the
same source of desire. She will conquer. Desire is rarely aroused
by inﬁltration and subtlety. I know that. It may only happen once.
It was sweet, that moment.

And then, it seemed to me,
we had begun to break through that infernal ideal-barrier, to make
contact with each other’s real being, at last, to grasp the reality
of each other’s being. I love that contact, now however rare. It is
a deeper one, it smells of earth and ﬂesh. It is the
blood-consciousness, not the head-consciousness.

 


24/10/31.

For a whole week Hugo has
come home very late, and I kept cheerful and unconcerned, as I had
promised myself l would. Then Hugo got worried over my unconcern
and asked me on Friday: Do you realize it is twenty minutes to
eight—that I’m very late. Say something about it. And we both burst
out laughing. He did not like my indifference to the hour of his
home-coming.

Par
contre, our quarrels, when they come, seem
harder and more emotional. Why? Are all our emotions stronger now
that we give vent to them? There is a desperation in our
reconciliations, a new violence both in anger and in love. There is
just more power in us.

 


I have begun to copy my
journal from the very beginning, that is from eleven years old on.
I just roar with laughter over it. I often have to stop copying.
Remarks: independence of thought: I was told Cadiz was a famous
city, but it didn’t appear so to me and I say so. I also observe I
would never stay in Valencia because the women there only go out
for Church or to see the corridas. Such moeurs seemed foolish and unbearable
to me.

 


25/10/31.

A strange life I’m leading,
because copying out the first part of my journal I seem to be
spinning the whole web out from the beginning while at the same
time working on the end.

The end is more and more
honesty about ourselves, each day. Hugo used to judge a woman only
ethically, with his head: Three months ago Ana Maria [Sanchez]. my
Cuban cousin, did not seem pretty to him because, he said, he
could see her
selﬁshness and inanity. Yesterday, he says: After all, Ana Maria is
very pretty. Had I changed his point of view by arousing the purely
aesthetic observation there is in myself—how did such a change come
about? In Hugo, it seemed to me, the ethical man was alone
conscious and active—was there another current? He admitted there
was. He suddenly realized himself that he been trained to judge
intellectually, ethically, but that unconsciously he did realize the
beauty of Ana Maria independently of her value. I had merely made
him more honest with himself. Now he was conscious of both currents
of feeling: one, that Ana Maria as a being, was devoid of value,
but that Ana Maria plastically, was admirable.

The minute I had achieved
my revelation of Hugo to himself, I had a very womanly set-back. I
had a pang of jealousy. I had awakened Hugo to new appreciations,
and before, he would have been so slow, so slow to realize it, or
remain entirely unconscious. However, because of our new frankness
I confessed my jealousy. Hugo had noticed it: he has become so
bright, and aware of everything. We laughed it off. The problem of
jealousy alone remained, and a very serious one: it is the one
obstacle to our complete freedom. Intellectually, it is all solved.
In reality, jealously on both parts interferes with our plans. I
cannot even talk of a wish I had to go to a cabaret together where
we could dance with the professional dancers. At the same time I
would never think of regretting the past. It is true that
psychoanalysis has loosened our animal nature—and that jealousy has
become a stronger problem—but at the same time the muddied
condition of Hugo’s nature before was due to lack of clearness,
honesty, and awareness, and it has been so wonderful to see its
muddiness give way before clarity, courage, and positivism, that I
can only consider the new honesty, however painful, a far higher
state of being.

It is only lately, and
through [C.G.] Jung, that I have realized the dangers of
psychoanalysis. Eduardo said I would not have died on board ship
due to the conflict between my feeling for Hugo and my feeling for
John, but due to the awful
condition self-knowledge brings on, despair
and instability.

 


Mother succeeds in
depressing me by an ignorant and narrow attitude towards
psychology. Today, she came home and found Joaquin lying down with
a sick headache and I massaging his head gently to relieve him.
Immediately, her mental association was: healing, Christian
Science, [her sister] Tia Juana, Eduardo’s abnormality, my madness…
And went into a temper which is now shaking the whole house,
overﬂowing on the poor maid, etc. It is terrible, and it affects me
nervously, so that I lose all my control over life. I cannot write
properly while Mother makes a scene at the maid. This may be a
weakness in me—but I can’t change it.

To live with a wholly
irrational person is the greatest torture I know of.

Eduardo’s life is permeated
with fear—paralysis of his powers, whether sexual or creative,
through small “hitches.” Hugo’s life was permeated with
obscurantism and mistiness, because there were so many things he
did not want to clarify, or face, or remember. Joaquin’s is not
fully developed yet. Mine is clear and fearless, but arrested
occasionally by two emotions: pity, and over-developed imagination.
Pity paralyses my strength. Imagination prevents me from accepting
ready-made life, ready-made people. I make exaggerated demands. By
it, however, I have created one being, myself, who alone could
satisfy an equally imaginative being—like Hugo.

I mean that by perpetually
imagining higher states, or rather, more interesting states, I
create them. I am now creating something which will someday come to
some marvelous climax, by more intensity of aspiration: a being and
a mind which will not easily connect with most people, but which
will connect meteorically, explosively with a few.

Like [D. H.] Lawrence, I
don’t want to feel exaltation going up, but down—Everything that
goes to my head I dislike. I am looking out now for a man who will
not exalt me but arouse me. In short, I now understand Lawrence’s
“mindless sensuality.” Note that this exaltation of the mind, which
is the idealist’s reaction, is what Lawrence combated with
furor.

I dream a lot, but I cannot
remember my dreams. This, according to Dream Psychology, is a bad
sign.







 


 Joaquin
Nin-Culmell

 


HUGO, MY
BROTHER-IN-LAW

 


HUGH PARKER GUILER, better
known to his family and friends as “Hugo” and to the engraving and
film-making world as “Ian Hugo,” was born in Boston, on February
15, 1898. Years later he would say of his birth date, With an
unfailing twinkle in his eye, “When the Maine blew up, I blew in.” He claimed
that he was of Scotch, Irish and Spanish descent, but the Hispanic
strain has yet to be verified.

At the age of one and a
half, Hugo moved with his parents from Boston Io San Juan de Puerto
Rico, where the senior Guiler—Hugh Cheyne Guiler—occupied himself
with the designing, building and industrialization of sugar
plantations. Soon thereafter Hugo acquired a younger brother,
fair-haired Johnny, and the two boys became inseparable. As Hugo
put it: “We were two little savages running around with a minimum
of clothes in the garden of Eden." Like all such gardens, the one
in San Juan de Puerto Rico planted the seeds of a nostalgia for the
primitive, the uninhibited, and for the intuitive in Hugo, which
later bore fruit in his copper engravings and ﬁlms. As a child, he
sought the safety of his father’s protection against the land crabs
and the frightening masks of the local carnivals.
“No tengo miedo, ”
he would say to his father in Spanish, “pero dame tu mano” (“I’m not afraid,
but give me your hand”). More often both Hugo and Johnny would take
refuge with the local Blacks at the plantation. Not only were the
Blacks experts at the painless removal of chiggers from the boys’
feet, but they had a special way of making the two little savages
feel welcome.

Hugo’s parents began to
concern themselves with the traditional Anglo- Saxon education of
their two sons and decided that the only practical solution was to
send them to school in Scotland, under the supervision of their
maternal grandfather and two maiden aunts. Hugo was six and Johnny
three when they were sent off to attend the Ayr Academy in
Halloway.

From the point of view of
climate alone the transition must have been brutal. In addition,
what seemed “natural” behavior before was now frowned upon: utter
freedom had given way to incomprehensible restrictions. Hugo
responded by cutting his classes, and was severely punished by the
local school masters. The punishment consisted of having his hands
beaten by taws, a
sort of barber strap cut into strips. Far more lasting, however,
was the imprint of what he described as the “black cloud” of
starched morality which his maiden aunts tried to instill in him.
Their silent but effective disapproval, to a child of Hugo’s
sensitivity, was far worse than any corporal discipline. And so was
their insistence that there is no matter, only spirit, and that a
gentleman looks neither to the right nor to the left but straight
ahead.

One bright spot in Halloway
was Hugo’s maternal grandfather, whom he worshiped. According to
Hugo, he was a simple sea-faring man with a large family and a
happy face, who had risen to be a designer for the largest
ship-building company in the area. Mostly self-educated, he had
written a book on astronomy and, at the age of eighty-five, taught
himself to read the Bible in Hebrew, Greek and Latin, so the family
legend went. Hugo looked up to his grandfather as a god, well
situated beyond the “black cloud” of morality established by his
aunts. He died in 1909, and shortly thereafter Hugo and Johnny were
sent to the Edinburgh Academy, where they both remained for three
years.

The elder Guilers came to
visit their sons regularly, but the long separations must have been
hard on the boys and, in all probability, equally hard on Hugo’s
mother, who complained that the aunts were over-stepping the bounds
of tutelage. Religious differences surfaced also, and there were
bitter quarrels that weakened the aunts’ authority. Besides, two
daughters—Edith and Ethel—had been added to the Guilers, and it
became obvious that perhaps the time had come to unite the entire
family. Hugo’s father decided to give up his work in San Juan de
Puerto Rico and move, with his wife and the girls, to New York.
Hugo and Johnny followed in 1912.

The last years at the
Edinburgh Academy had been less traumatic for Hugo. There was a
real rapport between the masters and their students. History was
taught by visiting the local monuments in the stimulating company
of a master whose name Hugo still remembered years later: Calard
Cash. The school offered everything from carpentry and chemistry to
Latin and recorder playing (as a basis for playing the bagpipes)
and even singing. Hugo maintained that he wasn’t much good at
playing the recorder, although the school records show that he did
obtain a prize in singing. To the end of his life, he could not
hear the blowing of bagpipes in local parades or elsewhere without
going through an emotional upheaval. Nor did he ever forget the
violet heather that grew along the road leading to the football
ﬁeld.

The Guilers had settled in
Forest Hills, a suburb of New York, and Hugo and Johnny attended
St. Paul's School in Garden City. According to Hugo, it was a
miserable place, snobbish and exclusive. Both Hugo and Johnny were
day students, and apparently their boarding classmates, at least
some of them, made the day students feel that they didn’t belong.
Nonetheless, Hugo had a short story accepted by the student
publication, earned a prize in German and eventually became the
captain of the tennis team.

In 1916 he entered Columbia
University and graduated four years later with a B.A. degree.
During his senior year he took honors courses in economics and
English literature, and among his teachers — perhaps the only one
who made a lasting impression on him—was the writer John
Erskine.

Just before graduating,
Hugo came across a little brochure circulated by the National City
Bank of New York, which turned out to be a clever call for gifted
young men to enter the bank’s training program. It offered a number
of attractions, but three stood out in Hugo’s mind and inﬂuenced
his decision to apply: training for foreign service, the
possibility of becoming an officer of the bank, and ﬁnally, the
suggestion that the applicant could become in time, an ambassador
of good-will from the United States. The ﬁrst would enable Hugo to
travel, the second would insure his economic future, and the third
appealed to his idealism. Two young men from each of the large
universities were chosen, and Hugo was one of the two from Columbia
University.

 


In 1921, at a dance held in
the Guiler home in Forest Hills, Hugo met Anais Nin, who was then
living in Richmond Hill with her mother and two brothers. He was
twenty-three; she was eighteen. One has only to read the one
hundred and forty-five entries in Volume Two of The Early Diary of Anais Nin (1920-1923) to realize the impact on Anais of this first and
of subsequent meetings. Hugo was interested in poetry, so was she.
Hugo was an avid reader of serious books, so was she. Hugo was a
family rebel, she too longed to free family ties. How could she
resist a young man who could quote Lamartine in French! Tall,
handsome, secure, Hugo had everything to offer. But there were
differences which Anais found bewildering, sometimes even
shattering. Anais was more easily committed, Hugo began to draw
back when he realized the seriousness of his attraction.
Nevertheless the relationship grew by leaps and bounds. Because of
Anais’s Catholic background, Hugo’s Protestant parents began to
worry about the outcome of the whole affair and sent him off to
Europe in a belated effort to break up the growing ties. Quite
apart from family pressures, Hugo had to resolve many painful
conﬂicts within himself. Was he ready for an early marriage? Could
he support Anais and her own commitments to her family? Was Anais
herself ready for an early marriage that would establish her
independence? While Hugo pondered these Questions, Anais’s Aunt
Antolina, her mother’s youngest sister, invited her for a visit to
Havana, where she felt that Anais could do some pondering of her
own. Anais was soon caught up in a whirlwind of social activities
and became, as usual, the center of attention. Her thoughts,
however, were with Hugo and letters were exchanged. The possibility
of losing Anais finally overcame Hugo's indecision and he proposed
marriage during the last days of 1922. Anais accepted, and the
marriage ceremony took place in Havana in March 1923, a few weeks
after their birthdays: Hugo was twenty-ﬁve, Anais
twenty.

Upon their return to
Richmond Hill, to be near Anais’s family, everything seemed to fall
into place. The National City Bank agreed to send Hugo to its Paris
branch almost at the same time Anais’s mother had decided to take
her younger son to Paris to continue his musical studies. They left
in August 1924, and Hugo and Anais followed in December.

In the Paris office of the
National City Bank, Hugo was soon promoted to sub-manager of the
credit department. His success in that ﬁeld was largely due to his
innate inventiveness and intuitive approach to the problem of
obtaining credit information, an approach more in keeping with
local practices, and less dependent on the usual
sources.

In the early years Anais
was ambivalent about the poetics of banking. It permitted her to
write freely and to discover a new world of literature, but it left
little time for Hugo to develop his own artistic talents. At times
she was sharply critical of his chosen profession. At other times
she attempted to come to terms with it. Hugo, she wrote in Volume
Three of The Early
Diary, “is a poet of action who works with
forces obscure to me but of equal greatness to the creative
ones.”

Hugo, the poet of action,
was able to support Anais until 1966, when the publication of
her Diaries catapulted her into fame and recognition. It was also the poet
of action who made it possible for Anais to find herself, who
encouraged her every effort, and who lent a helping and approving
hand to her many projects involving other writers and artists,
including her own younger brother. No patron was ever more
supportive, more discreet in his loyalty, more absolute in his
confidence, more unqualiﬁed in his admiration. And yet Hugo yearned
for the very freedom that he had helped others attain. Anais knew
this more than anyone, and perhaps that is why she pushed him so
hard, perhaps too hard, to become an artist and abandon the world
of business.

In one of Hugo’s periodic
visits to New York, he initiated a new activity for the Paris
branch of the National City Bank which, if properly administrated,
would beneﬁt its clients and ultimately the bank. This relatively
new service had to do with estate planning, and it soon
overshadowed Hugo’s work in the credit department. It became his
primary activity, and from then on he became a largely independent
trust officer of the bank.
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Ian Hugo: “Father”
(1941)

Shortly after the beginning
of World War II, Hugo became the managing director of the newly
merged City Bank and Farmers Trust in London. Later, repatriated,
he became assistant vice-president in the head office of the bank
in New York where, among other activities, he was a primary mover
in the reorganization of the bank’s retirement and insurance
department. It was an unusual job but Hugo was able to bring it
about successfully, largely due to his concept of banking as an art
and not merely as a business. It is all the more amazing when one
considers that during those years he was combining his work at the
bank with the serious study and practice of copper engraving, a
disciplined and demanding art that he pursued under the tutelage of
Stanley William Hayter at the New School of Social Research in New
York. He began to exhibit with the Atelier 17 group and illustrated
several books by Anais under the name of “Ian Hugo,” a name he
adopted not so much to hide from the world of business but to begin
a new life as an artist. His “hidden life” was no longer
hidden.

ln 1949, at the age of
fifty-one, Hugo requested that the bank send him back to Europe to
round out the twenty-five years of foreign service required for
retirement at the age of ﬁfty-five. The request was denied, perhaps
unfairly, or perhaps because the bank was loath to see him go back
to foreign service. With more impulsiveness than wisdom, and in all
probability encouraged by Anais. Hugo resigned, thereby sacriﬁcing
the pension that was due him after twenty-nine years of service at
the bank. He was free at last to pursue his own artistic
inclinations, and the euphoria that he felt reminded him of his
exultations as a young man, nurtured by his love of English poetry
and, more specifically, by Matthew Arnold’s phrase about
“touchstone lines” in poetry. According to Arnold, a touchstone
line acts like a kind of tuning fork against which reality is
constantly being tested. It was not until Hugo left the bank that
he became fully conscious of his inner tuning fork and its relation
to reality.

 


He immediately bought a
secondhand convertible and a secondhand motion picture camera and
headed for Mexico with Anais. With only a few lessons from
Alexander “Sascha” Hammid and a few hints here and there from
others, Hugo made his ﬁrst ﬁlm, “Tropical Noah’s Ark,” a visual
interpretation of a little zoo on an island off Acapulco. Expanded,
the ﬁrst effort ﬁnally became Ai-Ye, a ﬁlm which won a ﬁlm critic’s
award in Paris. The full cycle from the garden of Eden in Puerto
Rico to the island of Acapulco was complete.

Filmmaking displaced Hugo’s
work as an engraver on copper. At the same time, the beckoning
siren of business enticed him to become a broker in 1956. Anais
still required considerable ﬁnancial assistance and ﬁlmmaking was
an expensive vocation, particularly when carried out with an eye to
experimentation.

After Anais’s death in Los
Angeles in 1977, Hugo continued his ﬁlmmaking, but only
sporadically. His business activities all but stopped and his
health began to deteriorate. He took an extraordinary interest in
the posthumous publication of Anais’s Early Diary and was able to read and
comment on the proofs of all four volumes, even though he did not
live to see the fourth volume in print.

Most of Anais’s readers
were aware of the existence of “Ian Hugo” the engraver and
ﬁlmmaker, but few realized that Hugo was her husband. For reasons
best known to both Anais and Hugo, he was deleted from the diaries
published between 1966 and 1980. Perhaps Hugo wanted to be accepted
as an artist and not taken for granted as a banker. Perhaps Anais
felt that her image as a liberated woman would suffer if the
marriage were made public. Both of them made statements to the
effect that the deletion was made by mutual consent, but in my
opinion Anais made the ﬁnal decision, as she always did.
Nevertheless, in Hugo’s copy of D.H.
Lawrence, An Unprofessional Study, Anais
inscribed the following: “To Hugo, my husband, my lover, my
collaborator. The axis of my life. He who made my own work possible
with much harder work than my own, whose faith breathed life into
me.” Years later Hugo wrote: “It would be difficult for any man
once planted in Anais Nin’s magic garden not to produce some green
leaves of his own.” From the garden of Eden in San Juan de Puerto
Rico to the violet heather of Scotland, from “les ﬂeurs du mal” in Paris to the
green leaves of his own artistic endeavors, Hugo was in constant
search for the poetics of life, whether as a banker, as an
engraver, or as a ﬁlmmaker.

Surrounded by the loving
care of his Haitian nurses Raymonde, Paulette and Yvette, visited
by his remaining faithful friends, Hugo died suddenly in his
apartment in Washington Square Village in New York City on Monday,
January 7, 1985, at the age of eighty-six. His ashes were scattered
over the Paciﬁc Ocean, near Malibu, as were those of his beloved
Anais eight years before.
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