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PREFACE




The original diary
material used to put together A Joyous
Transformation consists of approximately
1,500 pages, some written on loose paper, and the rest found in
Anaïs Nin’s bound, handwritten diary volumes. The diaries were
found at Nin’s home in Los Angeles, which she had shared with her
lover (and literary executor) Rupert Pole, after Pole’s death in
2006. Some of the correspondence and other materials were also
found at the Los Angeles house, while the rest was collected
elsewhere and inserted chronologically into this volume.

During the period of time
that A Joyous Transformation
covers, Nin often kept more than one diary at the
same time, which means that some passages were written concurrently
or overlapped each other. Therefore, in the effort to provide the
reader with a smooth chronological narrative, text was sometimes
drawn from more than one original diary—and the occasional external
source—within the same edited passage. And, since some of the
materials had become scattered during the years after they were
written, Pole’s meticulous photocopying of the originals served as
a valuable guide in assembling this volume.

A note about Nin’s final
two bound and named diaries: initially, she intended to record the
ravages of cancer in “The Book of Pain” and her contemplations of
music, which acted as a psychological balm for her illness, in “The
Book of Music.” The initial entries from each of these diaries are
so noted in A Joyous
Transformation. However, as time went on, Nin used the “pain” and “music”
diaries for other purposes, sometimes even convoluting the original
themes, so the distinction between them becomes blurred. For the
sake of chronology and flow, such passages are blended and
incorporated into the rest of the text without notation of the
source.

 


Paul Herron

State College,
Pennsylvania

December 2022


INTRODUCTION




A Joyous
Transformation concludes the publication
of the diary Anaïs Nin (1903-1977) kept from age eleven until a
month before her death. One of the most voluminous of all journals,
it was published in nineteen volumes over more than half a
century.1 Not merely a log of
daily activities, it records, among other topics, the author’s
thoughts and actions, dealings with friends, successes and
failures, and reflections on herself. She expresses her beliefs,
including the importance of relationships, the significance of the
inner life, the superiority of emotion to intellect, and that
personal liberation results not from collective action or politics
but rather from individual growth. That is, the Diary tells the story of Nin’s life
from her perspective and details her convictions. The early volumes
in particular attracted a large readership and inspired many women
to consider Nin an ideal, a person worthy of emulation, though such
adulation has not been sustained. Because the journals were
published in three series in a non-linear manner (the first book,
published in 1966, begins when Nin was twenty-eight years old;
volumes dealing with her life from 1914 to 1931 appeared later) and
because the volumes originally published came out subsequently in
radically altered form, explaining their evolution is in
order.

For three decades
beginning in the mid-1930s, Nin wrote fiction—stories, novellas,
novels, and a work generally characterized as a prose poem—that is
experimental in the sense that it is mainly psychological in nature
and little concerned with surface reality. Consequently, she had
difficulty finding publishers, especially for the novels. When they
appeared in print they attracted few readers; some reviewers
derided them.2 In commercial terms
they were a failure, though in time they became valued. After
writing her last fiction in 1964, Nin focused on finding a
publisher for the diary.

No later than the 1930s
Nin believed that the record of her life as presented in the
journal merited publication. In 1937 a book of excerpts was
announced as forthcoming, but it never appeared. Not until the
mid-1960s did Nin find a publisher interested in it. On the
recommendation of Hiram Haydn, one of its editors, Harcourt, Brace
& World agreed to publish a single volume of selections from
the typescript. First, issues had to be resolved, such as
determining with which episodes to begin and end the book,
establishing the editorial process, and deciding not only on the
material to be included but also on the content that must be
omitted for various reasons, especially legal ones. When all
parties were satisfied, Harcourt—in conjunction with the Denver
publisher Alan Swallow—published the book in 1966 in a modest press
run of 3,000 copies. Spurred by many commendatory reviews, notably
one by Jean Garrigue on the front page of the New York Times Book Review, it sold
so well that a second printing was soon required and a contract was
signed for another Diary
volume, which appeared the next
year.3 These two books, which
document Nin’s activities in Paris from 1931 to 1939, formed the
basis for the usually positive notice Nin received then and, less
consistently, for the remainder of her life.

How excerpts from the
diary would have been received in the 1930s cannot be known.
Circumstances for a warm response were ideal in the decade
beginning in the mid-1960s, however. It was a time of questioning,
of challenging social realities. For much of this period society
was in upheaval primarily because of protests—including violent
ones—against the Vietnam War and racial inequality. This was also
the era of second wave feminism, when many women reacted negatively
to sexism, a word that was then new. Rather than being limited too
frequently to traditional domestic roles, they wanted to pursue
their interests and develop their skills. They thought that working
women must be paid what men earned for performing similar work.
They craved sexual freedom, including access to birth control and
abortion. They wished to determine their own economic destiny. And
more. That is, they sought liberation from social restrictions.
They were ready for—and were soon inspired by—The Diary of Anaïs Nin, which
depicts a woman, Nin, leading a free, adventurous, romantic, and
fulfilling life apparently on her own, without depending on a man
for support.

 


Treating the years
1931-1974, the first series of the Diary was published from 1966 to
1980. In the first of the seven volumes, covering the years
1931-1934, the persona/narrator named Anaïs Nin meets and becomes
friendly with the impoverished budding novelist Henry Miller, with
whom she discusses writing and literature. Committing to a literary
life, she quickly writes a study of D. H. Lawrence that was
published in Paris. She desires experience, which Miller—he of
voracious appetites—helps her attain. Among others who introduce
her to new realities are Miller’s wife, the beautiful and
mysterious June, to whom Nin is attracted, and the psychoanalysts
René Allendy and Otto Rank, who help her understand herself, as
well as the actor and writer Antonin Artaud. In this book, then,
Nin is in the process of self-discovery, which continues in the
next volume.

Miller and Rank are also
important associates in the second book, which deals with the years
1934-1939, while new personalities enter Nin’s life. Most notable
are a married couple identified only as Gonzalo and Helba, and
Lawrence Durrell, like Miller an aspiring novelist. The Peruvian
Marxist Gonzalo introduces her to the world of politics; Nin,
Miller, and Durrell support each other’s work to the degree that
they refer to themselves as the three musketeers and commit to
publishing a series of books, one by each of
them.4 Secondary friends
include the writers Michael Fraenkel and Alfred Perlès, along with
the astrologers Jean Carteret and Conrad Moricand. Nin remains
dedicated to writing, as evidenced by her producing two manuscripts
that were published in Paris. The House of
Incest, her major work of fiction,
appeared in 1936; The Winter of
Artifice, which comprises three novellas,
in 1939.

Alone and together, the
first two Diary volumes are enhanced by a geographical focus (mostly in and
around Paris), by the presence of Nin’s engaging friends, and by a
plot: What will next happen with Nin? The reader is curious about
the people with whom she associates, the nature of her
relationships with them, and especially about her character and
behavior. In discussing the events and acquaintances depicted in
these books, Nin charts her development from living a relatively
ordinary life to one of excitement, from aspiring writer to
published author, from innocence to experience.

The next five volumes are
generally less artful and appealing than the initial two largely
because the main characters are less interesting than the Millers,
Allendy, Rank, Artaud, Durrell, and others; because the texts are
more diffuse than those in the previous books; and because in time
they rely increasingly on correspondence to drive the narrative.
They may be summarized as follows.

 


In volume 3 (dealing with
the years 1939-1944) Nin discusses her return to the United States
and her attitude toward New York City (too harsh, yet redeemed by
Harlem, jazz, and Greenwich Village), her establishing and
operating the Gemor Press to publish her books (but also works by
others) when commercial publishers were not interested in them, and
her writing of erotica that would be published
posthumously.5 Among her friends are
Caresse Crosby, Robert Duncan, and Luise Rainer.

In the next installment
(1944-1947) Nin treats the Gemor Press; her relationship with Gore
Vidal, a young editor at E. P. Dutton who was instrumental in
having his firm publish several of her books; her befriending of
young men partly because they are not prescriptive and stultifying,
as is such a mature admirer as Edmund Wilson; and her discovery of
and trips to the American West. She continues her involvement with
Gonzalo, whom she employs at the press.

Because in the fifth volume
(1947-1955) Nin travels back and forth between New York and
California and visits Paris and Mexico, the book lacks focus.
During this period both her parents die, her father in 1949, her
mother in 1954. She engages the psychiatrist Inge Bogner in New
York, is so frustrated by publishers’ indifference to her fiction
that she considers the yet-unpublished diary to be her major work,
and takes LSD in a controlled environment. A tumor is diagnosed.
Her friends include James Leo Herlihy and Maxwell
Geismar.

In the period covered by the sixth segment (1955-1966), Nin
perceives of her journal as primarily a “diary of others,” by which
she means that the narrative relies heavily on correspondence,
though the persona/narrator’s voice remains prominent. She writes
the last two of her six novels (Solar
Barque [1958], later expanded as
Seduction of the Minotaur [1961], and Collages
[1964]); establishes the Anais Nin Press to make
available some of her previously published books and to
publish Solar Barque; begins valuable relationships with Gunther Stuhlmann, who
becomes her agent, and Alan Swallow, who brings her fiction back
into print; continues seeing Inge Bogner; and is disappointed with
Durrell’s foreword to the English edition of her novel
Children of the Albatross. Her fiction receives its first serious (and positive)
analysis.6 Most notably, the
sixth volume announces Harcourt’s decision to publish the diary.
Renate Druks, Jean Fanchette, and Marguerite Young are among Nin’s
associates.

The final volume
(1966-1974) documents the critical and popular response to the
early installments of the Diary. It reveals that Nin spent an
inordinate amount of time corresponding with readers who felt
connected to her. During these years and slightly later, many
feminists, including Kate Millett and Alice Walker, lauded her.
Both her fiction and nonfiction were taught in college courses, she
lectured widely, her books were published abroad, a newsletter was
devoted to her, she was interviewed numerous times, and a
documentary film was made about her. Concurrent with this success
and adulation, Nin was dealing with cancer. Not wanting to end the
account of her life with the suffering she endured in her last
years, she insisted that the published text conclude on a positive
note by recounting her 1974 trip to Bali. There she witnessed a
cremation on a funeral pyre that inspired her to embrace the
Balinese belief that death leads to “a joyous transformation” of
the spirit.

Because of the nature of
the persona/narrator and events depicted in these seven books, one
can understand readers being so captivated by them that they
overlooked issues that needed to be addressed. Specifically, these
texts raise questions they do not answer. Some important ones in
the first volume are these: What was the source of the money that
permitted Nin to live a life of seeming independence and help
friends, such as Henry Miller, financially? Was her relationship
with Miller strictly platonic? Then, who was the father of Nin’s
fetus that was born dead in 1934?

The answers to these and
other questions would be revealed in time. Before this occurred,
Harcourt published Nin’s Early
Diary.7 Appearing in four volumes from 1978 (two years before the
publication of the last volume of the original sequence) to 1985,
this second series covers the period from 1914 (arrival in the
United States) to 1931 (in Paris). These books appeal because they
portray Nin during her formative years, before becoming the woman
who committed fully to writing. They document her withdrawal from
school at age sixteen, taking classes at Columbia University, and
dedication to reading and writing. They detail her working as a
model, including posing for such notables as Charles Dana Gibson,
thereby becoming a Gibson Girl, and Neysa McMein, whose
representation of Nin appeared on the cover of the
Saturday Evening Post.8 These volumes show
that though boys found Nin attractive, she was not fully smitten by
a man until 1921, when she met Hugh Guiler, a recent Columbia
graduate. Following a halting courtship they were married, in Cuba,
in 1923. A banker, Guiler was assigned to Paris in 1924. There she
took Spanish dancing lessons from a man who tried to seduce her,
had an unconsummated affair with Guiler’s former professor John
Erskine, and became sexually voracious. At this point—as Nin, in
Paris, is about to meet people who would expose her to new ideas
and ways of living—the Early Diary
ends.

 


The questions raised in
the first Diary series began being answered in 1986 with the publication
of Henry and June, a book characterized as unexpurgated, that treats the years
1931-1932, a period already chronicled in the 1966 volume. While
the text of Henry and June
repeats some material from the earlier book
dealing with these years, most of it is new. It identifies the
source of Nin’s money: her husband, Guiler, who requested that his
name be omitted from all installments of the original
Diary sequence.9 That is, Nin was not
an independent woman confronting life without a man’s assistance.
She could not have lived as she did without the generosity and
support of her spouse. Also illuminating is the nature of her
association with Henry Miller. Nin was attracted to him because of
his interest in writing and in literature generally, but their
relationship quickly became physical. Her first adultery—which
lasted for most of the 1930s—was with him. Chiefly to avoid her and
Guiler’s distress, Nin omitted these and other possibly
embarrassing particulars from her initial depiction of this period.
The unexpurgated book revived interest in Nin, whose reputation as
a serious author had slowly declined over time. The text so
appealed to filmmaker Philip Kaufman that he made a movie of
it, Henry & June (1990).10

Henry and June
and the unexpurgated Diary volumes Harcourt published in
1992, 1995, and 1996 (covering the years 1932-1939) constitute the
first part of the third Diary
series.11 All four books
contain revelations missing from the first treatments of these
years. For example, the text of Incest discloses that the 1934 birth
of Nin’s dead child resulted from an abortion at around six months,
not a stillbirth, and that Nin believed Miller had fathered it.
This same book records what is probably the most shocking episode
in Nin’s life: consensual incest with her father in Valescure,
France, in June 1933. Awareness of this event repulsed some readers
to the degree that they turned against her. The final two
volumes, Fire and Nearer the
Moon, focus on her sex life, mostly with
Gonzalo More on a houseboat on the Seine, but also still with Henry
Miller plus, in Fire, with Otto Rank. In the last paragraph of
Nearer the Moon, Nin
provides insight into her behavior: “My only religion, philosophy,
system, dogma, is love. Everything else I can only betray when
passion carries me to a new world.”12 Guiler, a significant presence in all these unexpurgated
texts, remains a constant in her life, an anchor.

Possibly because the last
of these books, Nearer the
Moon, concludes at a natural stopping
point (with Nin’s departure from France for the United States at
the outbreak of World War II), perhaps because it is arguably the
least captivating of the unexpurgated volumes, conceivably because
her activities in the United States are less dramatic than those in
France, but probably because, for whatever reason, its sales were
disappointing, Harcourt published no more volumes of the
Diary.

 


Realizing that journal
entries written after late 1939 had not been published in
unexpurgated form, Paul Herron perceived the need to have them made
available in such a manner. Over time, therefore, he prepared this
material for publication in four volumes. The books he edited
constitute the second part of the third Diary sequence (the unexpurgated
texts). In 2013, seventeen years after the publication of
Nearer the Moon, the
first of Herron’s books appeared as Mirages. The next one was published
as Trapeze (2017); the third, as The Diary of
Others (2021); and the last, this present
volume, as A Joyous
Transformation.13 Among other topics, the first three of these books deal with
Nin’s difficulty adjusting to life in the United States; her
deteriorating relationships with Miller and More, both of whom had
followed her to New York; her activities at the Gemor Press; her
affairs; her involvement with Haitians; her frustration with
publishing houses that were not interested in her fiction; her
bonding with Rupert Pole (they were married from 1955 to 1966,
while she was also wed to Guiler); her trip to and residence in
California with Pole; and her flying back and forth between
California (Pole) and New York (Guiler). Nin explains her important
association with Alan Swallow. The Diary
of Others ends with the publication of the
first Diary volume.

The last book in the
third Diary sequence, A Joyous
Transformation, opens with Nin delighting in the publication of and warm
response to the first Diary
and concludes with the last entries she wrote as
death approached. It contains significant material missing from the
last volume of the initial Diary
series, including specifics about the physical
decline that followed her trip to Bali. She worries about realities
relating to a film adaptation of her novel A Spy in the House of Love, a
project that came to nothing; discusses her travels to Tahiti and
Japan; and notes that because of the success of the
Diary, university
libraries want to buy the earliest versions of the texts. (They
went to UCLA.) She charts her increasing popularity, which may be
gauged by the number of people, mainly women, who adore her, as
well as by the increasing scholarly interest in her work. Writing
in her journal on October 1, 1975 after her health began to fail,
she states that she was still at her best the previous year: “Will
I ever be what I was in 1974—vital, radiant, not looking my age,
making women feel hopeful and lose their fear of aging?” She would
not.

Who could blame Nin for
wanting her rendering of her life to end positively, not with
weakness and illness? In fact, though, good things happened to her
during her final two-plus years, despite her enfeeblement and lack
of energy. She had a rewarding though wearing trip to Paris.
Several young women became so close to her that she considered them
her daughters. Because of the sale of her letters and typescript
diaries and because she received substantial royalties from the
sale of her books, she became financially secure enough to pay some
expenses of her husband, who had underwritten her activities since
their marriage in 1923. At a local community college she served as
tutor for a successful independent study course. She received
honorary degrees from Dartmouth College and the Philadelphia
College of the Arts. Books and articles were written about her
work. She wrote forewords to books by other authors. The
Los Angeles Times named
her the 1976 woman of the year. The Journals were being translated into
several languages. She edited typescripts for the sixth and
seventh Diary volumes. In her treatment of this period, Nin reveals
attitudes she might not have felt comfortable articulating
previously. She acknowledges, for example, that she was
dissatisfied with what she termed “militant feminists.”

One sympathizes when Nin
asks, in a December 20, 1975 letter to Inge Bogner, “Why should
cancer have come at the best moment in my life? When I had love,
honors, enough royalties to not have to lecture?” She details her
sad situation. She receives chemotherapy; wears a wig; suffers from
indigestion, incontinence, and diarrhea; endures leaking colostomy
bags; withstands pain that medication cannot moderate, let alone
alleviate; deals with cataracts; and more. She withstands these
ordeals with seeming grace, aided throughout by Rupert Pole. Though
she has occasionally been accused of being a narcissist, her
depiction of her life concludes, less than a month before her
death, with concern for another person, Pole. She wishes they could
return to Paris, not for selfish reasons but so she could expose
him to its charms, as represented by a table outside her favorite
bistro.

 


A few documents relating
to Nin are appended to A Joyous
Transformation. Most significant is the
initial correspondence between Hugh Guiler and Rupert Pole, the
most important men in her life. Despite having genuine feelings for
Guiler, their marriage so dissatisfied her that she desired what
she called “a loving release” from him. Reluctant to discuss this
issue with her husband, she wrote him a letter (undated but
probably written in December 1975) about the dilemma, but the
message was not sent. Pole, whom she met in 1947, fulfilled her
emotionally and sexually more than had any man. Contented at last,
she lived with him in California for the remainder of her life,
other than when spending time with Guiler in New York. She tried to
keep each man unaware of her relationship with the
other.14

On February 23, 1977,
approximately six weeks after Nin’s death, Guiler wrote to Pole,
presumably to open communication that would be required for
resolving estate issues. In his letter Guiler indicates that for
over a decade he has known the nature of Pole’s relationship with
Nin. The letter is a masterpiece of civility. He does not air
grievances he might have had; instead, he expresses gratitude for
the happiness Pole brought Nin and for his assistance during her
final illness. Within a week Pole responded in a similar manner,
but with even greater warmth. Greeting him as “My dear Hugo,” he
characterizes Guiler not only as the main person in Nin’s life from
the time they met until 1931, but also as having been heroic then.
He flatters Guiler by suggesting he write the forewords to
the Early Diary,
which Guiler did not do; he praises the program honoring Nin that
Guiler organized in New York; and he acknowledges Nin’s enduring
love for him. As evidenced by these two letters, Guiler and Pole
were gracious, thoughtful, and respectful men grateful to each
other for having enriched Nin’s life. With this A Joyous Transformation concludes,
as does the publication of Nin’s diary.

 


Benjamin Franklin
V

University of South
Carolina

March 2022

 



Notes

 


1. The Diary of Anaïs Nin was published
in England as The Journals of Anaïs
Nin. I use Diary and Journals (and “diary” and “journal”)
interchangeably. I distinguish between the unpublished (“diary”)
and published (“Diary”) diary.

 


2. Negative evaluations of
Nin’s fiction include Herbert Lyons, “Surrealist Soap
Opera,” New York Times Book
Review, October 20, 1946, sec. 7, p. 16;
Marvin Mudrick, “Humanity Is the Principle,” Hudson Review 7, no. 4 (Winter
1955): 610-19; and Frank Baldanza, “Anaïs Nin,” Minnesota Review 2, no. 2 (Winter
1962): 263-71.

 


3. Jean Garrigue, “The Self behind the Selves,”
New York Times Book Review, April 24, 1966, sec. 7, p. 1.

 


4. Named the Villa Seurat
Series and published by the Obelisk Press, the books are
Durrell’s The Black Book
(1938), Miller’s Max and
the White Phagocytes (1938), and
Nin’s The Winter of Artifice
(1939).

 


5. Harcourt
published the erotica as Delta of
Venus (1977) and Little Birds (1979).

 


6. Oliver Evans, “Anaïs
Nin and the Discovery of Inner Space,” Prairie Schooner 36, no. 3 (Fall
1962): 217-31.

 


7. The text of the first
volume, Linotte,
was written in French. Jean L. Sherman translated it for
publication in English.

 


8. See the
Saturday Evening Post,
July 8, 1922.

 


9. Nin does not mention
Guiler by name in the first Diary
series, though she refers to her unnamed husband
in the second volume on pp. 32, 349.

 


10. With the publication of
her erotica in 1977 and 1979, Nin again became prominent, though
not as a thoughtful writer. The movie features Maria de Medeiros as
Nin, Fred Ward as Henry Miller, Uma Thurman as June Miller, and
Richard E. Grant as Guiler. It is the first film to have received
the NC-17 rating.

11. Questions have been
raised about the accuracy of Nin’s account of events in the
Diary. See, for example,
Joan Bobbitt, “Truth and Artistry in the Diary of Anaïs Nin,”
Journal of Modern Literature 9, no. 2 (May 1982): 267-76, and Katha Pollitt, “Sins of the
Nins,” New York Times Book
Review, November 22, 1992, sec. 7, p.
3.

 


12. More is the Gonzalo
depicted in the expurgated volumes of the Diary. Nearer the Moon, From a Journal of Love, The Unexpurgated
Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1937-1939 (New York:
Harcourt Brace, 1996), p. 375.

 


13. The first two of these
books were published by the Swallow Press/Ohio University Press in
conjunction with the Sky Blue Press; the other two, by the Sky Blue
Press.

 


14. Nin apparently never
told Guiler about her relationship with Pole. In 1966 she informed
Pole that she was then and would remain wed to Guiler, an
announcement that led to the annulment of her marriage to Pole. See
Deirdre Bair, Anaïs Nin, a
Biography (New York: Putnam’s, 1995), pp.
482-83.







CHRONOLOGY






1903 Anaïs Nin is born in Neuilly, France to the Spanish/Cuban
pianist and composer Joaquín Nin and French/Danish/Cuban Rosa
Culmell, a singer from a wealthy family.

1905 Brother Thorvald is born in Havana.

1908 Second brother Joaquín is born in Berlin.

1912 Nin nearly dies from a burst appendix in Brussels.

1913 Nin’s father abandons his family for a young lover; Nin’s
mother and the children stay with Joaquín Sr.’s parents in
Barcelona.

1914 Nin, her mother and two brothers come to New York; Nin begins
her diary, in French.

1920 Nin begins to write her diary in English.

1922 Nin becomes an artists’ model to help with the family
income.

1923 Nin marries Hugh P. Guiler, a banker, in Cuba.

1924 Nin and Guiler move to Paris where he takes a position with
the Paris branch of his New York bank; Nin continues her diary and
dabbles in fiction.

1927 Nin begins Spanish dance lessons with Paco
Miralles.

1929 Nin has an unconsummated affair with American author and
scholar John Erskine, which haunts her for years.

1930 Nin and Guiler move from a lavish Paris apartment to a more
economical house in Louveciennes, a suburb of Paris.

1931 Nin meets controversial American novelist Henry Miller in
Louveciennes.

1932 Nin becomes Miller’s lover and is infatuated with his wife
June; Edward Titus publishes Nin’s first book, D. H. Lawrence: An Unprofessional Study; Nin begins psychotherapy with René Allendy.

1933 Nin reunites with her father, and they begin an incestuous
relationship in the south of France that lasts for several months;
Nin begins psychoanalysis with Otto Rank.

1934 Nin becomes Rank’s lover; has a horrific abortion; comes to
New York to help Rank psychoanalyze patients—Miller secretly
accompanies her.

1935 Nin and Guiler move from Louveciennes to Paris.

1936 Nin self-publishes The House of
Incest (Siana Editions); meets Peruvian
communist Gonzalo More and begins a sexual relationship with him;
rents a houseboat on the Seine for their trysts.

1937 Nin meets Lawrence Durrell; she, Miller and Durrell begin
planning a series of books.

1939 Obelisk Press prints Nin’s The
Winter of Artifice ; Nin and Guiler fly to
New York to avoid oncoming war.

1940 Nin reunites with her two lovers, Miller and More, in New
York; begins an affair with the young John Dudley.

1941 Nin meets the Viennese singer Edward Graeffe in Provincetown
and begins a sporadic but long-lasting affair with him.

1942 Nin self-publishes the expurgated version of
Winter of Artifice;
breaks with Miller; begins psychoanalysis with Martha
Jaeger.

1943 Nin meets Haitian sculptor Albert Mangones with whom she has
a brief affair.

1944 Nin self-publishes Under a Glass
Bell (Gemor Press).

1945 Nin and seventeen-year-old William Pinckard begin an affair;
Nin self-publishes This Hunger
(Gemor Press); meets Gore Vidal; begins
psychoanalysis with Clement Staff; begins a brief affair with
critic Edmund Wilson.

1946 Nin falls in love with Vidal; with his help, E. P. Dutton
publishes Nin’s Ladders to Fire
; briefly resumes her affair with
Mangones.

1947 Dutton publishes Children of the
Albatross; Nin meets Rupert Pole and
drives to California with him, beginning her “double life,”
dividing her time between Pole in California and Guiler in New
York; breaks with More.

1948 Dutton publishes Under a Glass Bell
and Other Stories, but, due to poor sales,
ends its relationship with Nin; Nin and Pole travel to
Acapulco.

1949 Nin and Pole rent an apartment in San Francisco, where Pole
attends forestry school; Nin’s father dies in Cuba.

1950 Duell, Sloane and Pierce publishes The Four-Chambered Heart ; Nin lives
part time with Pole in Sierra Madre, where he is assigned a
forestry post.

1952 Hugh Guiler’s long incapacitation due to back problems
creates a crisis for Nin, as her bicoastal routine is interrupted
and Pole and Guiler nearly encounter each other; Nin’s friendship
with James Leo Herlihy blossoms; psychoanalysis with Dr. Inge
Bogner begins; Guiler makes Bells of
Atlantis, his first important
film.

1953 Nin and Pole attend a “come as your madness” party, hosted by
Renate Druks, which was the inspiration for the film
Under the Pleasure Dome.

1954 British Book Centre publishes A Spy
in the House of Love, underwritten by
Guiler; Nin’s mother dies.

1955 Nin bigamously marries Pole.

1956 Pole leaves forestry for a teaching job in Los
Angeles.

1957 Gunther Stuhlmann becomes Nin’s literary agent.

1958 Nin tries LSD; self-publishes Solar
Barque; Nin and Guiler travel to Europe
for the first time since the beginning of World War II; Nin sees
Lawrence Durrell in France.

1959 Nin self-publishes Cities of the
Interior and becomes involved with
Two Cities, a bilingual
journal.

1961 Alan Swallow becomes Nin’s U.S. publisher and
publishes Seduction of the
Minotaur.

1962 Prairie Schooner publishes the first
scholarly analysis of Nin’s work, by Oliver Evans; Nin rekindles
her friendship with Henry Miller.

1964 Swallow publishes Collages
; Nin readies her diary for
publication.

1965 Putnam’s publishes Henry Miller’s Letters to Anaïs Nin; Harcourt
agrees to publish the first volume of Nin’s diary.

1966 Harcourt, in conjunction with Swallow Press, publishes volume
1 of The Diary of Anaïs Nin
to popular and critical acclaim.







Los Angeles, May
1966

 Suddenly love, praise, flowers, invitations to lecture. The
same publishers who turned down my work beg for my comments on the
new books they are publishing.

The Diary was like a cyclone; radio and
television two or three times a day.

Harcourt is very pleased,
but Hiram Haydn is too cautious. A second printing of 2,500 copies
is too small as things are going now.

Starting my work on the
West Coast (radio, television); will go to San Francisco for two
days.

 


Letter from Millicent
Fredericks (AN’s maid) to Anaïs Nin:

May 1966

 


Dear Miss Hugo:

I watched you Sunday
morning on TV, channel 3. On account of same I could not make
church. It was delightful and wonderful! I called everyone and they
watched and enjoyed. Even Regina and her mother and aunt. She told
them you were French. They called me after and were happy they were
able to see and hear you. They send congratulations for your
success and pray you will go higher and higher and take your place
amongst the great writers.

Love,

Millicent

 


Card from Oliver Evans to
Anaïs Nin:

May 1966

 


You have risen to fame at
last, on the wings of the Diary. And high time!

I think I was wise to
advise publication of my critique after Volume One of the
Diary. Now the way will
be paved.

Love,

Oliver

 


Letter from Hugh Guiler to
Anaïs Nin:

New York, May 21,
1966

 


Darling:

I almost missed the ad
in The New York Times yesterday but went out to several places uptown today,
Saturday, and got you nine copies—all they had.

Congratulations and also on
the reviews. It is certainly rare to have such a consensus (LBJ
will want to know your secret—tell him it is just being a good
writer, radiant person and honest—he is none of these).

In haste to get this
off.

Love,

H

 


Letter from Harriet Zinnes
to Anaïs Nin:

New York, May 22,
1966

 


Dear Anaïs:

We have just watched your
program on Camera Three. You did beautifully. I love how you read—with just the
proper timing and such clear articulation. You really came through.
And the whole feeling of the program was just right.
The director obviously understood you
; you were the great lady of letters—sitting,
standing, reading. There was glamor inside and out. The kind of
glamor that is the result of that shimmering kind of greatness that
is really yours alone. We recorded the broadcast, so that we shall
have it for all time.

Beauty, beauty, beauty—that
is the city of the interior.

Love,

Harriet

P.S.Looking forward to your
return to the city.

 


Los Angeles, May
1966

A good review by Marion
Simon in National
Observer. I thanked her. My scrapbook is
gaining weight.

My Japanese publisher
invited me to Japan to celebrate the publication of
A Spy in the House of Love.

 


Letter from Nobuko Uenishi
to Anaïs Nin:

New York, May
1966

 


Dearest Anaïs,

Unfortunately, Anaïs, I’ll
not be back in Japan when you will be there, but do see my family
when you get to Kyoto or Osaka. And, of course, your [husband]
situation is no problem. It wouldn’t occur to them to ask you about
any personal matter.

I’ll write to my parents
about your coming and they’ll be delighted to see you whenever you
wish. Tokyo, Kyoto, Kobe, Osaka…

I’ll write to Mr. Marsura,
the theater director whom Hugo used to know if it is acceptable to you. For Mr.
M. is the best friend of Mishima (famous writer and playwright) and
through him you’ll meet many wonderful people.

Here in N.Y., at the
International PEN Club, I may see the main delegates from Japan,
including Prof. Ivan Morris. I’ll tell them you’ll be in
Tokyo.

I’ll send you the addresses
of my father’s offices and houses. You may stay at our mountain
house, you and Rupert alone; I’ll write about it to my
mother.

Nobuko

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to
Hiram Haydn:

Los Angeles,
June 3, 1966

 


Dear
Hiram:

I was so pleased with the
ad in the Times.
And did you see the big ads in The Village
Voice ?

I am not returning to New
York until all my engagements here are fulfilled. I hope you can
send me the Harcourt check before June 20. Is it
possible?

The reason I brought up
the question of a paperback of the Diary is that the bulk of my readers
are college students and artists, and they are the ones who can’t
afford $6.95 for the hardcover. All of them write me (my mail is
staggering) to please come out in paperback. Believe me, dear
Hiram, I think it would be a good idea. Have you thought about
it?

From experience now, and my
mail, it seems the most useful thing I can do for the books is to
go on TV. I am waiting for Gypsy Rose Lee’s TV show in San
Francisco.

Anaïs

 


Letter from Hugh Guiler to
Anaïs Nin:

New York, June 4,
1966

 


Darling:

I think you should
disregard the article in The Village
Voice. Otherwise you would have to spend
all your time answering the critics. I suppose this one might say
something to the effect that somewhere along the line you yourself
said that the novels were based on the diary, although, of course,
you transmuted and transposed them as a novelist always does.
Anyhow, there is no doubt that this article has helped sales.
Perhaps you can answer the questions you object to in your radio
and television talks, as it gives you a chance to talk about
transmutation. I suppose even in the diary itself you saw the same
facts differently after the passage of time, just as Proust did.
The diary itself should not be labeled as realistic in the ordinary
sense.

Glad you and Piccolo are
well. I am fine too. If it continues to be sunny, I will go to the
beach tomorrow. Prospects for business in Spain seem better, and
the next ten days should tell more definitely.

Love, love,

Hugo

 


Letter from Hilda Lindley
of Harcourt to Anaïs Nin:

New York, June
1966

 


Dear Anaïs:

Thank you for your kind
letter, which I truly appreciated. I’m enclosing a review that you
may not have seen from Manhattan
East. The diary is continuing to sell
exceedingly well and I’m sure that all of the things you are doing
on radio and television are a real contribution to its success. I
frankly don’t see any point of you returning to New York this
summer for radio or television interviews. First because you had
the cream of the crop on your last visit here and second because
summertime is a rather poor time for this sort of interview on
radio or television. Most of the interviewers go off the air for
the summer and many of the programs are reruns. The book is doing
so well in the East now that it is rolling along on its own
momentum.

I am glad that you are
feeling well and I hope that you are not going to strain yourself
with all of your activities on behalf of the Diary. I called Leo Lerman and he
told me, as you know, that he loves the book and a review of it
will appear in a forthcoming issue of Mademoiselle, probably
September.

Take care of yourself and
keep well. Fond regards, as ever,

Hilda

 


Letter from Hugh Guiler to
Anaïs Nin:

New York, June 6,
1966

 


Darling:

After what you told me
about the offer to go to Japan, I think this is an exceptional
opportunity to make an interesting trip and also to further the
sale of your books and perhaps to get another contract for the
Diary.

Gunther [Stuhlmann] will be
back from Europe in a few days. His assistant says she has a check
from Harcourt but that she shouldn’t endorse it to you as only
Gunther can do that when he returns, but he will surely do it first
thing then. Anyhow, she wants you to know that Harcourt has done
its part.

She has no further news
about France for you but says that Spain and Scandinavia are as
good as gold and that Holland is also close to
agreement.

My advisor says if
my Bells of Atlantis is copyrighted, as it is, I can claim a share of the Barrons’
profits on their science fiction film. Maybe I will look into
this.

I just found out that Peggy
Glanville-Hicks is to be operated on tomorrow for a very serious
brain tumor at the Presbyterian Hospital. It will take eight hours
and will cost $6,000—she has no Social Security or Medicare. I did
call Peggy on the telephone and tried to express confidence. It is
certainly lucky she was here and not in Greece.

It would be more
convenient for me to settle the accounts with you on my return,
even though I have collected the insurance. But if you need the money while I am
away, don’t hesitate to say so and I can arrange it.

Love,

H

P.S. Erika Freeman, who
knows Japan, says you are the only Western woman who could be
appreciated there, because you have the same kind of prettiness and
exquisiteness that the Japanese women have.

 


Los Angeles, June 12,
1966

Book signing at Gotham Book
Mart in N.Y. Overflow of people.

W. Colston Leigh wants to
manage my lectures.

Book signing at Cody’s Book
Shop, Berkeley. Ferlinghetti showers me with rose
petals.

Saw Raymond and Lynne
Weston.

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to
Hugh Guiler:

Los Angeles, June 13,
1966

 


Darling:

One reason why I hesitated
at the trip to Japan was I could not synchronize it with yours to
Europe. Departures of Japan Cultural Society Flights are subject to
change—teachers, museum people, their families. There was one I
could not make because of commitments in San Francisco and another
at the end of the month. We have been separated so long I hesitated
to add to it. As it turned out I could have returned to N.Y. but by
this time you were leaving. That’s why I’m in a quandary. I will
call you up before you leave. I am writing while waiting for the
Belgian ladies to take me to the airport. Joaquín will meet me in
San Francisco.

Called up Gunther. Deals
with France OK (Julliard). Italy OK. Spain/Catalan OK. Japanese
publisher has money for me for the Miller letters and the
Diary.

Darling, do you have enough
for your trip? I can’t understand the overdrawn account. I am so
careful. Will stop using the National City account for a while—to
clear it up.

Hope you don’t have too
much to do before leaving.

Peter Owen wants phone
interviews! I have no phone—and what an absurd expense—as much as
my trip. An interview from London! And not knowing how it would
come out. Don’t bother to see him. You wasted precious time on him
and have little to waste.

When will you be back,
darling?

Love,

Anaïs

 


Letter from Hugh Guiler to
Anaïs Nin:

New York, June 15,
1966

 


Darling:

Looks now as if I may not
be back before July 5, so I again urge you not to miss the chance
of getting a free trip to Tokyo; we would be together after you
return for the rest of the summer.

Love, and let me know your
plans,

Hugo

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to
Oliver Evans:

Los Angeles, June
1966

 


Dear Oliver:

It seems to me that we get
confused when you think I expect praise, and all the time what I am
struggling to get is interpretation, not evaluation. That you
should declare the novels a failure from an 18th century point of
view of what a novel should do does not disturb me, because I know
that this has been the source of all the misinterpretations. That a
work as large as mine establishes its own point of view is also
true. Have I done what I started out to do? I don’t mind at all
that you should evaluate as you believe. But I do mind when you
literally interpret a work that, strangely enough, parallels Carson
McCullers only in one respect, that if the surface realism is well
done, the allegorical and surrealistic meaning has escaped all the
reviewers for that reason.

A Spy in the House of
Love could not be filmed because it was
treated as a realistic novel. I gave you all the keys I could, not
for your final evaluations, but for my intent: I based my work on
the labyrinth of the subconscious and on surrealism—what lies above
and beyond realism. So the drama takes place there.

Yesterday when you spoke
of nymphomania it seemed to me you were being very literal, and if
you were, that is not the definition of nymphomania: A nymphomaniac
is a woman who, while having an orgasm, nevertheless needs several
lovers a day. Not one line in Spy
indicates such a state.

My novels are not mere
novels, they are surrealistic and allegorical. Judged by all of
America on a naturalistic Hemingway-ish basis, naturally they
failed.

I trusted you as a poet,
not as a traditional critic. The end of Spy is poetic, not classical drama,
or stage drama, or action narrative. The literalness of critics who
singled out the “freaks” in Carson’s novels were just as much in
error as those who spoke of lesbianism, homosexuality, incest,
nymphomania, in mine. That was not stated. That I went beyond and
above action, above narrative—that was my quest. So please stop
your judgments.

Anaïs

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to
Hugh Guiler:

Los Angeles, June 19,
1966

 


Darling:

Last night Oliver Evans
took me to an Englishman’s house for dinner. I never saw as clearly
Oliver’s total insensitiveness to people, lack of empathy—he was
pedantic, rude and perverse—shockingly so. And it crystallized all
my impressions (you had them too) of an unfeeling person without
insight. I dread reading his book about my work! Oliver got a
Fulbright Scholarship to teach one year in Bangkok, but deep down
he is dead and does not care about anything.

Today the beach.

It was the uncertainty of
the Japan flight that had deterred me, but now that I am ready
everybody is giving me advice, guides, addresses, letters of
introduction, guidebooks, books to read, one of them Donald
Keene’s History of Japanese
Literature. First thing you do is have
your card printed in Japanese with your name and profession—very
important to the Japanese—professor, writer, etc.

Will send you a night
letter when I know the date of departure.

Address c/o Takao
Kawade/Chiyoudaku/Tokyo/Japan.

I read that—30 years too
late—France has decided that Pierre Jean Jouve was one of the
greatest poets and possibly planted the seed of the anti-novel. And
I fell under his spell all those years ago!

Love,

A

 


Letter from Gunther
Stuhlmann to Anaïs Nin:

New York, June 20,
1966

 


Dear Anaïs:

Getting out from under my
illness has taken a little longer than I had suspected but most of
the things here are running smoothly again.

1. Still awaiting news
from two publishers on the Diary.

2. Thanks for all the
reviews. The Village Voice is a beauty. I’ll check out
the Flemish one for possible quotes.

3. I have some bidding
started in Germany on the Diary
with Fischer, who was here and is back in the
race. This should strengthen our hand in dealing with Christian
Wegner in Hamburg. They are for a Nin “plan” if we can agree on
terms.

4. Japan: Kawade Shobo
paid for the Miller letters, which should be coming out this July.
Have not signed the contract for the Diary yet, so I think it will be
best if you take the contract along to Japan for their signature to
expedite things. I’ll have them drawn up and get them to you before
you leave. I think the fact of your arrival there will help
expedite things, and you could then collect the money right there
in Yen.

Talked to Haydn’s office about all
the orders that were not fulfilled and they promised to look into
it. They claim that these must have come when they were temporarily
out of stock before the next printing. I have to order more copies
myself as I am all out.

How long will you be in Japan?
While you are there you might also talk to them about the other
books again. When I saw the Japanese publisher here they said they
would like to do the novels but they don’t answer direct
questions.

IMPORTANT QUESTION: When would you
like me to start working on the second diary volume? I want to plan
out the rest of the year and if need be I will take off a few weeks
to do work on nothing else—if you want me to and if I am required
to write another intro, which should be easier this time. Let me
know what you think about all this. I can make time and if we want
to publish in the spring I should get busy before the summer is
over. This time we could also make it a slightly bigger book,
no?

Love,

Gunther

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to
Hugh Guiler:

Los Angeles, June 24,
1966

 


Darling:

Ready to leave for Japan at
a moment’s notice.

Hiram wants to sign the new
contract before delivery of the MS—apologized for crankiness—sold
7,000 copies to date and no sign of letting up.

I didn’t tell Ruth Witt
Diamant of going to Japan as she is so possessive, so if she turns
up in N.Y. and catches you (I told her you were in Europe to spare
you a duty), say I didn’t know when I was leaving, that I was on
call for a museum trip.

On the 29th I sign books
here at Yellow Rose Gallery. I told everyone I would be away one or
two months to calm down the mail and invitations because it has
been too much and detrimental to my work. The ballyhoo means
nothing; only the serious reviews and the emotional letters
do.

Jerry Bick says Robert
Wise is still interested in Spy
and in a woman scriptwriter he likes, and when
she returns from England he will see her.

Love,

A

 


Letter from Hugh Guiler to
Anaïs Nin:

Edinburgh, June 26,
1966

 


Darling:

Here I am after my sudden
impulse yesterday morning in Paris. Everyone I knew had left the
city, and my bills at the Crillon were running $30 a day without
meals. Here they are $10 a day with
meals, which are good.

The first thing I did was
to go over to Edinburgh Academy and arrived about 8:30 PM when I
miraculously found the students giving a concert—orchestra and
choir. One of the teachers, seeing me looking in, and finding out I
was a former student, asked me to come in, sit beside the rector,
who, like everyone else here, was very friendly and invited me to
come to his office tomorrow morning. The concert, at least much of
it, was first class, led by a most talented teacher who himself
sang with a fine tenor voice. I spoke to him afterwards and told
him how the concert had confirmed my memory of the broadness of the
education I had received here. It was probably this, as well as
your influence, that gave me my penchant for a variety of
interests—artistic as well as practical. But what was important, as
I now see better, was that the teachers became my real fathers, so
close was the personal relationship with them, and this must have
acted as a counterbalance to my Aunt Annie’s severity, and explains
why the harm she did was not irreparable. I am also trying to find
the house where I lived with her, and have already forgiven her,
which shows that I feel strong enough in the present. This also
explains why I could not return sooner.

Tomorrow I go on for a
night and a day in Ayr. Will actually stay at Burns’ birthplace,
where I lived. I hope I will enjoy it as much as I have enjoyed it
here in Edinburgh.

Everyone here speaks with a
musical lilt, which, with the friendliness, is very
attractive.

I bought a little
Instamatic Kodak and have taken quite a few shots.

I hope this reaches you
before you leave and that you will have some of our dreams of the
Orient achieved.

Bon voyage and all my
love,

Hugo

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to
Hugh Guiler:

Los Angeles, June 30,
1966

 


Darling:

Last night my book signing
at Yellow Rose Gallery—a waiting mob—a line down the street as for
a movie star. Sold 70 diaries and 20 other titles—could have sold
100, but people couldn’t get in. A blind woman came, who wanted to
touch my face and listen to all my readings. Friends gave me gifts,
poets their books. It was quite incredible.

So sorry, my darling, to
not be home to welcome you and hear all about your trip. Hope you
are not tired and that the goal you set for yourself was reached. I
wish I could provide you with relaxation now, easing up in your
work—not to play the guitar, but to enjoy yourself and save your
energy. I am confident now I will never be a burden on you again. I
may be able to help you with every expense.

So much to do yet—little
things. Bathing and clipping Piccolo. I hope to get mail from you
today.

Anaïs

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to
Hugh Guiler:

Los Angeles, July
1966

 


Darling—a note before
leaving on Japan Air Lines. Will write often—excited by all I have
been hearing and reading about Japan!

Gunther sent me the
Japanese contract, so I may get 400 dollars while I am
there.

Spend the health insurance
money any way you like.

Love,

A

P.S.Signed contract with
Harcourt Brace for volume 2.
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Rupert Pole and Anaïs Nin at
Imperial Hotel, Tokyo, 1966

 


Japan, July 1966

The beauty of Japan began
in the airplane. It appeared in the form of a fan in the pocket of
the seat, in the delicate design of the paper napkins and the
writing paper. We arrived late, just in time to see the somber
silhouette of the Imperial Hotel built by Frank Lloyd
Wright.

The next morning I met my
publisher, Tomohisa Kawade, only 28 years old and who inherited his
publishing house from his father. I met Hideo Aoki: Nobuko had
introduced him to me in New York. He speaks English. He too is only
28 years old. They took us to lunch at a Tempura restaurant of the
highest quality. The women waited on us with such skill and
silence, their footsteps unheard in their white socks.

The talk was laborious,
slowed down by translations. Tomohisa Kawade’s skin glistened like
a woman’s, fresh and transparent, his eyes like onyx, and his
perpetual smile hospitable, but by our exchange I could not feel I
knew him. The chef presided with ceremonious pride. He served fried
shrimp, fried mushrooms, fried asparagus, string beans,
eggplant.

Rupert delighted everyone
by consulting his dictionary and offering the word for
delicious.

After lunch we were taken
to visit the publishing house, a small, intimate house, only two or
three floors high. Tea was served in Mr. Kawade’s office and we
were shown the books that had been published. We admired them,
although I found them gaudy in appearance, and the choice of
writers from America was very conventional: Salinger, Hemingway. In
Miller they seek the opposite of themselves, liberation from form,
patterns, disciplines, tradition, elegance, the reserved and formal
façade.

 


In the evening we were
initiated to more dimensions in flavors of Japanese food. We were
taken to a place where geishas sat next to us, a little bit farther
back, and watched our sake cup, filling it each time. And in the
empty room beside us they danced and sang, played the
three-stringed shamisen
directed by a governess. We were invited by other
editors from the house of Kawade, and my translator, who spoke
little English, asked me American-style questions: had I really
taken moonbaths and what did I play with as a child. To the last I
answered: Japanese dolls.

I told them how my father
did not believe in giving us childish books to read and that one of
the first books I remember reading was from the series
Voyages Autour du Monde,
one on Japan. I never forgot the illustrations. What I did not say
was that during my rebellious years I thought I would not like
Japan because of its formalities and discipline, but that after
living in formless and uncouth America I found Japan elating. The
dinner was a feast for the eyes as well as the palate. Color
arrangements and flavors so subtle and so full of surprises, now
sweet, now tart, now sharp and bitter, now bland, now stinging, now
crunchy, now crackly, now melting and soft. They served cucumbers
shaped like flowers, floating mint and tiny fern buds, purple
leaves, honeydew on green dishes, fish as glistening as in a pond,
tiny daisies in the clear soup.

We left Tokyo quickly. It
was noisy, crowded, like any big city. We did visit a temple, which
was neglected, the Ueno Park, the Mitsubishi department store and a
striptease place where the women were beautiful.

We wanted to see Kyoto. It
was disappointingly large, but its beauty was soon revealed. It is
ringed by mountains. We stayed at the Miyako Hotel, in a
Japanese-style room. It was my first experience sleeping on the
floor, but the slender mattress was soft and I slept well.
Everywhere there were polished floors, clean straw mats, shining
lacquer trays, flower arrangements, windows open on the
quintessence of gardens. Small and large trees, small and large
stones. Green tea. White kimonos under black muslin transparent
ones. Half the women in kimonos, half in Western dress. In Western
dress they lose their charm.

Then we began visiting
temples and gardens. In the Nijo Castle we saw a most amazing
thing. The floor wood was linked underneath by hooks of metal in
such a way that when people walked over it, it emitted a pleasantly
musical tinkling sound to warn the Shogun of the approach of an
enemy. As he ruled by power, he was hated. Walking on the beautiful
floor with bare feet and hearing the floor singing like a
nightingale was amazing. Even in the case of fear, hatred, danger,
to express it by a pleasant chime-like sound! The courtiers wore
long, long trousers, twice as long as a man that we had seen in the
Japanese art films, impeding the walk very much as a Spanish
dancer’s long train might trip her, and which was always skillfully
manipulated and intertwined. The courtiers were thereby hampered,
and if they assassinated the Shogun they could not run
away.

They planted many gingko
trees because they do not burn easily, and fire is the nightmare of
Japan that has destroyed many of their most beautiful wooden
temples and castles.

 


The women of Japan are at
once the most present and the most elusive inhabitants of any
country I have seen. They are everywhere, in restaurants, streets,
shops, museums, subways, trains, fields, hotels and inns, and yet
achieve a self-effacement that is striking to foreign women. In the
hotels and inns they are solicitous, thoughtful, helpful to a
degree never dreamed of except by men, but this care and tender
lavishness is equally given to women visitors. It was as if one’s
dream of an ever-attentive, ever-protective mother were fulfilled
on a collective scale, only the mother is forever young and
daintily dressed. They were laborious and yet quiet, efficient and
yet not intrusive or cumbersome.

Being invited to Japan by
my publisher and being a writer, I was allowed at the geisha
restaurant where patrons are usually men only. A geisha kneeled or
stood behind each guest, and my geisha noticed I did not know how
to handle my fish with my chopsticks, so she operated on it with
amazing skills. She first softened the fish with pressure from the
chopsticks, and then suddenly pulled the entire bone clean and
free. All this in an exquisite dress with floating sleeves which
would paralyze a Western woman. Another geisha brought me her scarf
to sign: “I have read Hemingway,” she said. “He signed my scarf
when I was fifteen years old.”

They stood before you not a
moment longer than necessary, and not one of them seemed to be
saying: “Look at me. I am here.” How they carried trays and served
food and listened seemed a miraculous triumph over clumsiness,
perspiration, heaviness. They had conquered gravitation.

Dressed as they were, in
fresh, starched, embroidered kimonos, with their hair in the high
classical coiffure, lacquered and neat, with their white socks and
new sandals, it hurt me to see them follow us out into the street,
in the rain, and bowing low until we drove away.

Outside of Tokyo, I saw
them in their geisha quarter, rushing to their assignments,
exquisitely dressed, the sleeves floating like the wings of
butterflies.

I saw the women at work in
factories. They wore blue denim kimonos, shabby from use but clean.
They kneeled with their legs under them, at work with the same
precision of gestures as their more glamorous counterparts. Their
hair was not lacquered or worked into high chignons, but neatly
braided.

The modern, emancipated
Japanese women remained in Tokyo. During the rest of the trip the
women I saw seemed to please the eye, to answer miraculously the
need for a drink. Their costumes bound them, but their gestures
remained light and airy, transcending the tightness of the obi.
Their feet were as light as those of ballet dancers.

In the fields, the peasant
women at work presented the same harmonious dress of coarse, dark
blue denim uniforms, which were elegant even when worn out. The
straw hat and the basket were uniform, and the women worked with
such order in their alignment that it seemed like a beautifully
designed group dance. I watched them pick up weeds, in a row, on
their knees, with baskets beside them, and they pulled in rhythm,
without deviations or fumblings. The women weeded gardens while the
men took care of the trees or cleaned the ponds of surplus water
lilies.

The softness, the
all-enveloping attentiveness of the women. I thought of Japanese
films, in which their delicacy could turn into fierceness if
challenged, in which they startled you with a dagger or even a
sword at times. What kind of woman would emerge from the deep, the
masked, long-hidden Japanese woman of old? The whole mystery of the
Japanese woman lay behind her smooth face, which rarely showed age
except perhaps in peasant women battered by nature. But the
childhood smoothness remained far into maturity.

The thoughtfulness could
not be a mask, I thought, it seemed so natural; it seemed like a
genuine sensitiveness to others. It seemed to come from
identification and empathy.

Although my publishers were
28 years old, they did not introduce me to their wives. The wives
were not invited to share in any of the dinners we had in
restaurants or visits to the Noh plays and Kabuki. To console
myself I collected a large number of novels, thinking I would then
become more intimate with the feelings and thoughts of Japanese
women. It was a woman, Lady Murasaki, who wrote the first novel and
the first diary in the year [1000], and although the novel is a
Proustian work of subtle and elaborate detail, and the feelings and
thoughts of the personages at court are described, the woman
herself remains an image. The works of modern Japanese women
writers are not translated. And the novels, as a whole, did not
bring me any closer to the Japanese woman. The same element of
selflessness enters the novels. Very few of the women are dominant
or self-assertive. There is a strong tendency to live according to
the code, the mores, the religious or cultural rules. To live for a
collective ideal. The one who breaks away is described as a monster
of evil.

 


The children presented a
different mystery: the mystery of discipline and love being dosed
in such balance that they appeared as the most spontaneous children
I had ever seen, and at the same time the best behaved. They were
lively, cheerful, charming, outgoing, expressive and free, but
their freedom never ended in sullenness or anarchy. I witnessed a
meeting of Japanese schoolchildren being guided through a museum,
who came upon an American child of their own age. They surrounded
him gaily, twittering and speaking the few words of English they
knew. The American child looked sullen, suspicious and
withdrawn.

Through the gardens and the
museums, they were responsive, curious. Their gayety was continuous
but contained. In Kyoto, during the Gion Festival, which lasts for
several hours, the children were everywhere but they did not
disrupt the ceremony. They showed the most amazing combination of
spontaneity and discipline. The heat did not wilt them, the crowd
did not dirty them, their clothes did not wrinkle. Had they learned
so early to defeat slovenliness and ill humor, to emerge fresh and
gracious from the most wearing day? I thought of the gardens of
Japan, the order, the stylization, the control of nature, so that
they presented only an aesthetically perfect image. Had the
Japanese achieved this miracle of aesthetic perfection? No weeds,
no dead leaves, no disorder, no tangles, no withered flowers, no
mud-splattered paths?

 


In Kyoto, after a day of
the most lyrical and poetic beauty, after seeing the Golden
Pavilion, which is unearthly and like a living fairytale, we went
to a small, shady theater with a big stage. It was filled with
young men (only one old man as in Odd
Obsession). On the left side of the stage
an orchestra played jazz badly. On the right there were mirrors and
gauze curtains. In the center of the stage extended a ramp. The
women came out in gaudy caricatures of Ziegfeld Follies costumes,
feathers, Spanish and Gypsy dresses. Only one was in a traditional
kimono. They danced badly, stripteased badly, but at the end came
forward absolutely nude and began a series of poses to show their
sexual parts, opening the labia with their fingers, and squatting a
few inches away from the young men’s faces who had gathered by the
ramp. All of them pressed forward to see. One woman who looked like
a beautiful female Buddha, not fat but voluptuous, exposed herself
nonchalantly with an impassive, masklike face. She lay on her side,
with one leg stretched out, the other bent. If the young men came
too close she ruffled her hair playfully. The young men were
curious but quiet, cheerful, not vulgar and showed none of the
Westerner’s contempt or shame. But the last woman in her kimono let
one of the young men unwind her sash, and she rubbed herself under
the dress as if itchy, impatient. Laughingly, she stripped and
slipped into a gauzy, transparent kimono. Then she came forward on
the ramp and not only raised her very long, very black pubic hair,
but opened the labia and inserted two fingers as if masturbating,
shaking them inside. Then she brought her fingers to her nose,
smelled them and then shook them as if to get rid of the drops
clinging to them. She performed this partly on the right side of
the stage where it was reflected in the mirror, and partly on the
ramp where the young men could watch her.

This sight, superimposed
upon my vision of the Golden Pavilion, which I could not forget—so
serene, so golden, so fragile, so utterly beautiful—was one of the
most extreme paradoxes I had ever experienced between aesthetics
and animalism. The squatting of the women divested them of poetry;
their exposure was almost clinical in its thoroughness. It was
later, while reading the Temple of the
Golden Pavilion that I came upon a similar
juxtaposition. The monk is haunted by the Golden Pavilion. He
visualizes it while visiting prostitutes. It interfered, he felt,
with his animalism, and it rendered him impotent. He burned the
temple, as if its destruction could have helped him accept his own
physical ugliness and the coarseness of his desires. The beauty of
the striptease women was admirable, but it was not
erotic.

While in Tokyo we took the
train to Yokohama to visit the Sex Shop described by the Willcox
guidebook. From the owner’s mimicry and broken English we learned
his father had been put in jail, and the items we were interested
in (among them a music-playing ball to be inserted in the vagina)
were now all prohibited, but there were stimulants, pills to
enlarge the penis, and we came away with a few colored condoms and
a bar of stimulating chocolate.

 


Rupert was a skillful,
active traveler. He took over the difficult tasks of reading maps,
planning small trips, arranging tours, consulting the dictionary,
gathering information. Alone, I would have settled in Kyoto and
lived as deeply as I could my Japanese life. Alone I would have
worked on the Diary and visited Japanese friends. I would have seen
less, but more attentively. But Rupert wanted to see
more—exploratory trips, he called them. By the time we left Japan
we were hopelessly in love with it. No other country seemed as
wonderful. It set a standard for good taste, architecture, food and
personality. Japan was a unity. It had more meaning and more
depth.

It made Thailand seem
gaudy; Cambodia a sad dream of the past, asleep; Hong Kong vulgar;
Singapore shoddy.

At Singapore we wanted to
stay at the Raffles Hotel because of Somerset Maugham’s legend, but
it was full. We stayed at a cheap hotel that reminded me of Mexico,
Cuba, Spain—a fan as big as an airplane propeller turning over our
heads, mosquitoes, noises, shutters, tile floors, shaky plumbing,
poor reading lights, infernally noisy streets. We took a
rickshaw-tricycle and felt in danger of death, had lunch at the
Raffles Hotel, a cold deluxe affair, a buffet, marvelous waiters,
marvelous food, air conditioning, English, formal, but American
tourists trampled tradition and appeared in shorts and loose
Hawaiian shirts. I looked in on the bar where Maugham heard
stories, wondered how much he really saw, heard, did,
experienced.

The next day we discovered
a beach and a hotel on the beach—trees. The night before we had
walked through crowded street markets and saw a medley of races and
costumes, saw the most beautiful Indian girl, unbelievably perfect,
saw sarongs, Chinese pajamas, Western delinquent
costumes.

Nature was sweeter in
Malaysia than in Cambodia, where the rain forest is oppressive,
large and without gaiety. Penang was full of flowers. The great
rubber plantations and the houses were not sumptuous by American
standards, but by Malaysian standards.

The beauty of the
Malaysian women surpassed those of Japan, Cambodia and Thailand,
because added to a perfect form was a tropical languor, a
voluptuous motion. Waists very slender, hips full, lovely skin and
hair, brilliant soft eyes. The hostess wore a batik dress—the fitted bodice,
long-sleeved, and a sarong skirt. But she moved with her tray as if
she were turning or undulating in bed on a hot afternoon,
half-dreaming, half-prepared for caresses.

In Cambodia there were
roots and powerful trees, but no flowers. The mood of Angkor Wat
was dramatic, fierce. The mood of Penang was sweet. Thailand was
sugary sweet.

Memories—no time for full
writing. Hong Kong. The sail of a sampan. The children in Aberdeen
begging, lively like Mexican children, but rapacious, fiercely
poor. The woman who pushed the boat that took us to the floating
restaurant in Aberdeen used a pole twice as long as our oars. The
floating restaurant was a monstrosity in red and green paint. While
you eat luxuriously you watch thousands in the boats who show their
hunger on their faces—the refugees from Communist China—three
generations on a boat together, a woman pushing or holding the till
while the men fished.

At the Hong Kong station we
met Yonie, who was well-dressed and waiting for us at the airport
as if he were a representative from our hotel—he paid the tip for
the baggage and our taxi. But he was not sent by the hotel. Then he
introduced himself. He was a tailor and asked if we wanted suits
and dresses made. He called us every day, intercepted us when we
walked out of the hotel. Yonie was a super salesman.

The streets were bedlam,
the shops so full and so tricky that it took the pleasure out of
shopping. But Rupert made me buy a blouse of ivory silk. I prefer
the Malaysian skirt, which is long and graceful. I bought one at
Antoinette’s in Singapore.

Swimming in the Indian
Ocean. The effect of history and legend and literature is so strong
that it illumines and transforms. With closed eyes would I have
known it was the Indian Sea? In old cultures you are immersed in
the souls of the past.

I would gladly see it all
again—only more slowly. I love the tropics with a passion—I am
physically attuned to the great heat, to grillons [crickets], to odors and
colors and lushness.

 


We returned to Japan—but
always Rupert went too fast, was too greedy. He had to be on the
go. We landed in Nara and he went off to shoot the rapids. We were
in Kyoto and he left to visit Ise. I wanted to taste more deeply.
But thanks to his restlessness, energy, curiosity and endurance, I
saw much more—the jungles of Malaysia, the Indian Ocean at Pesiang,
and we took long journeys by bus through Japan’s southern
landscape.

The Japanese were
interested in Rupert’s understanding of politics, history. I wanted
him to get recognition as I did and led interviews to his
informative mind on a subject that interests the Japanese. He
talked about William Fulbright’s speech and the Americans who were
against the war in Vietnam. I did not want to be fêted alone as a
writer. Rupert felt he had a role to play, but when my Japanese
publisher gave him a model of a samurai headgear, and we were
drinking together, tired, and talking over our day, he repeated: “I
don’t deserve it, I am not worthy.” He was overwhelmed. He could
not enjoy the solicitude of the Japanese hostess at the inn, who
sat near us and was ready to help us in the art of eating Japanese
food.

 


Los Angeles, July 20,
1966

Oliver Evans gave me the
manuscript of his study of my work before I left, which I read on
the way back from Japan. I was crushed by his lack of
understanding. We exchanged bitter letters. He determined that I
wanted his praise. He betrayed me because I let him interview me.
He had all the collaboration he needed. But he used his Victorian
academic point of view. I was appalled at the wasted
time.

The Library of Congress
asked me for a gift of the diary originals. I answered that this
was the only capital I had because recognition had come so late and
royalties are barely enough to live on.

When I returned from our
fabulous fairytale trip I heard Eve Miller had died. I was sad. She
was beautiful and talented. What happened? Henry said she was an
alcoholic and that when she drank she was the opposite of the
lovely self she was when sober. She took antibiotics for a cold
with a whole bottle of gin. Did she want to die?

 


Los Angeles, September
1966

In New York, Nobuko joined
the Noh Theatre, and she writes and talks about its meaning, the
inherited tradition of the Noh Master, the incredibly severe
discipline, and how the discipline broke down in
America.

 


I saw many friends in New
York, including Mary Weir and Jerzy Kosinski.

I met May, a dangerous
adventuress known all over Europe, once married to a wealthy man
and who entertained all the celebrities. The husband repudiated
her. In Italy she was a procuress. She knew Gore Vidal, Tennessee
Williams, etc. She told a story about Gore. He was so eager that
people should believe he made love to women (I know he never did)
that it became a game for prostitutes or women who attended orgies.
They would claim that Gore made them pregnant and got money for an
abortion. She was full of such tales. She came as an interviewer,
but in reality to beg for help. Once she called for me downstairs
in the lobby at 9:00 AM. She had a black eye and obviously had been
beaten. She talked about Kosinski, a group who had indulged in
sadism. Finally this underworld repelled me and I severed the
connection. She wanted credit for introducing me to Kosinski and
Mary Weir.

 


The past has not left any
bitterness or revengefulness. I face the love and tributes I
receive with pleasure. I am as if a new woman, reborn with the
publication of the Diary. This new woman is at ease in
the world, because whatever shyness is left over from the past is
helped by the fact that when I enter a room or a lecture hall,
people know me already and they rush towards me. The warmth creates
a climate in which I can open up, return the love,
respond.

Georgiana Peacher: the
problem with her is similar to mine with the Diary—people magnify our friendship
beyond its genuine size. I hate to disappoint or hurt. I feel
ungenerous not to be able to return in the same amount, with the
same temperature.

We went to the beach with
Dorothy Brodin. She is so vivid, full of life, and her husband
Pierre is the very opposite. She loves to sail, to swim. He is an
indoor, scholarly man, pale from reading books as I was at 16, 17,
18. The library pallor.

I saw Dr. Goldstein, who is
psychologically depressing. I respected him because he is scholarly
and reads musical scores. But he is overly watchful and creates
anxiety. He over-watched Hugo until he almost made an invalid of
him.

Roger Bloom is free from
prison at last.

Editing volume 2, copying,
numbering.

Meeting with Henry Miller
about what concerns him in volume 2.

 


Letter from Joaquín
Nin-Culmell to Anaïs Nin:

San Francisco, November 6,
1966

 


Dear Anaïs:

Have just written to Hugh
and hope that my letter will clear up whatever misunderstanding you
seem to feel has arisen. I know that Hugh knows how much I admire
and love him and hence he must know that my [investment] questions
are never doubts. He has taught me to question, and, as I wrote to
him, I have learned my lesson well.

Looking forward to
receiving the new diary manuscript and I will work on it with all
of the admiration and love you can suppose. Thank you for
suggesting that I fill in some additional information about my
activities. Will do so if it suits and fits the text. I would hate
to put hairs in your soup! In any case, many thanks for your
confidence and many thanks for thinking of me as you do. You and
Hugh must realize that any praise from either one of you is honey
to my ears... I feel now as if all the bees in the world are trying
to get into my ears!!

Working hard but more on
my classes than on my music. Had the pleasure of hearing some of my
piano Tonadas played superbly by a Spanish pianist called Alicia de
Larrocha. Terrific. She is a tiny dynamo but with power and
musicianship to spare. You would like her.

Nothing else to report.
Raining and cold here, but the apartment is still most pleasant.
Hope that you can see it sometime.

All my love,

Joaquín

 


Los Angeles, December
1966

I heard about Alan
Swallow’s death just after Thanksgiving Day. He died at his desk.
Heart attack. Very affected by his death because he represented a
unique attitude in publishing, a unique integrity. He was a unique
human being, as poet, as writer, as publisher. There are only a few
human beings who cannot be replaced. There was only one Alan
Swallow.

 


Began work on volume
3.

Visit from Varda. He came
with three young women—dancers—the Three Graces. The young love
him. One young man learning to be a chef is working for him. Varda
looks ruddy and strong although he had a stroke. He tells me this
stroke delivered him of the fear of death. “I saw wonderful colors,
like an LSD vision. It was beautiful. I had no sense of parting
from the world, just dissolving in color.”

 Made friends with Dr. Félix Martí Ibañez, editor of
MD magazine. I visited
him. I told him MD had been my education. Dr. Ibañez has immense knowledge; he
writes on every subject imaginable. He was wounded fighting against
Franco and exiled from Spain. Came to America. Practiced
psychiatry. Evolved the clever, successful MD magazine, which is sent free to
all the doctors. The advertisers pay. But the magazine is full of
articles on travel, biography, history, literature, essays on
films, on personalities. I met his woman assistants.

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to
Lawrence Durrell:

Los Angeles, December 5,
1966

 


Dear Larry:

Stopped in the middle of
copying such a beautiful letter from you written during the war
from Greece, because I was once more pained by the great change in
you towards me and would like to understand it before it is
recorded in later diaries as a mystery. (Such a beautiful letter. I
would like to quote it in Diary
volume 3—working on it now—but I imagine you may
want to edit some of it.)

The great contrast between
your opinions, reactions, understanding and deep friendship, and
later attitudes. In the Diary
of 1934-1939, as I told you, all is trust and
understanding. What happened?

When I became for a few
years estranged from Henry, after he moved to Big Sur, everything
connected with him was painful, and I felt he was essentially your
friend and you his, and I ceased writing to you. Did I offend you
then? I cannot believe the mere dislike of my novels could create
such a chasm. Did you feel I had deserted you? In Paris when I
invited you to come and see me, did I offend you by saying it could
not be the Crillon because the Crillon bill was paid by Hugo’s
company, not by me, and was not within my means? By the time I came
to visit you [in 1958] there was a wall of some kind. Vague
remarks.

You thought I had been
unkind to Henry (from the Diary
you can see I was not). I tried not to see the
misunderstandings, but they appeared clear when you wrote the
parody of a preface [for Children of the
Albatross] that so wounded me. And even
then I thought perhaps you had disliked my books. But now
the Diary has
been published, the same diary you loved so much before, and you
find nothing to love, nothing to respond to, you find only flaws in
cuts which were humanly necessary…you are concerned about Fred
Perlès, but were you concerned when Fred wrote such an absurd story
of my relationship to Henry? Did you worry then about whether he
was just? I think I was very kind to him. He caused me great
humiliation and almost destroyed all my protection of
Hugo.

You recently wrote to me
about my vulnerability. You thought I had left it out as well as
humor, playfulness, but in Paris you spoke of the tragic quality of
my diary and did not expect comedy. If you know about the
vulnerability, how could you then do everything which could
possibly wound it? Mystère.

The second visit I paid
you I felt something wrong. Tell me what happened. I know (I found
out by accident) The New York Times
asked you to write about the Diary and you refused. Henry did
too. But Henry felt he was too close to it, too involved. Friends
who visit you tell me of your reserved comments on me. Others bring
me your love. The Three Musketeers, Henry, yourself and me; later
it is Fred who claims to be the third.

Please be truthful, dear
Larry, for the sake of the old sincerity. I do not wish to record
sad changes, betrayals, some misunderstanding. Is it my fault? Have
I been remiss?

I had hoped we would have a
talk, but it looks as if I would not come to Europe again. I have
found greater affinities with Japan, a deeper relationship with its
writers, critics.

I thought you understood
the human motivations for what I could not tell. Close friends were
happy that I could publish any part at all, knowing otherwise
the Diary would
have been buried for fifty years.

Won’t you take the time and
patience to clarify and restore a friendship that was so precious
to me?

Anaïs

 


New York, January
1967

New Year’s Eve, Los
Angeles: Rupert and I alone, by the fire. A bottle of champagne. My
handmade white wool rug I worked on in France, on which we lie and
make orgiastic love.

So I arrived in New York
on January 2nd—went straight from the airplane to the hospital. A
recurrence of Hugo’s hepatitis, a recurrence of days spent in
Doctor’s Hospital keeping him company, of myself being gravely ill.
Hugo looks pale, but has no pain. It is a matter of rest, patience.
He reads Konrad Laurent’s On
Aggression.

For three weeks, up at
seven, working on last-minute revisions to volume 2,
translating clochard, finding spellings of the language spoken by the Incan who
wrote Du Sang, de la Volupté et la
Mort, translating merle blanc [white blackbird],
learning how to spell Dostoevsky. Errands for Hugo. Telephone calls
to hospital room 631. What do you need? Stamps. Ginger beer.
Envelopes. A file case. I arrive at Doctor’s Hospital after lunch,
loaded. I sit down with my work if Hugo is asleep—or we
talk.

 


New York, January 5,
1967

At eight o’clock I go to
St. Mark’s church, to the Parish Hall, where a few writers meet to
pay homage to Alan Swallow who died at his desk during
Thanksgiving. A unique man, a man of integrity and courage. Walter
Lowenfels reads poetry. Natalie Robbins is young and
sweet.

Friday workmen replace the
kitchen floor tiles. Millicent is home. She can no longer work—73
years old and arthritic legs. It was a difficult break. Vera has
replaced her. Russian, 63, old-fashioned servant, obedient, humble,
fanatically clean. We give Millicent a pension. We talk over the
phone. Vera is neat—fat—wears a braided chignon over her hair, has
innocent blue eyes and says her prayers before eating. She comes
straight out of the Moscow Art Theatre.

I see Dr. Bogner. Hugo’s
illness always triggers an attack of guilt.

I talk with Marguerite
Young. She complains of loneliness, but she is in a
cabine étanche [impenetrable den] in her self-created world. People do not
exist except as fictional. I am fictional. I am her beautiful
mother, but giving her the attention and affection her real mother
did not.

On Sunday, January 8, I go
to a Sunday brunch at Erika Freeman’s. She is a beautiful Viennese
woman with a delicate face and voluptuous body. Her husband is a
strong, colorful painter with the head of a prophet—a well-fed,
content, earthly prophet. From there I go to see Hugo.

 


New York, January 10,
1967

I see Gunther. I take
Varda’s latest drawings to an art book publisher.

I meet Nobuko for lunch.
She wears a black sweater with emerald-green stripes and a green
velvet bow in her hair. She wears a sailor’s coat—and she looks
fragile. Ivan Morris is trapping her into a possessive, rigid
relationship, into all that she was struggling to escape. I try to
free her. “You can’t grow with so many restrictions,” I told
her.

 


New York, January 12,
1967

Lunch with Hiram Haydn. He
behaves gallantly, but I cannot forget that in the spring when we
met at the Algonquin and I brought him Karl Shapiro’s beautiful
review of the Diary, he said, “I wish someone would write like this about
my writing.” The editor
is displaced by the unsuccessful writer.

After the hospital I have
dinner at Bettina Knapp’s. She is writing a book about Artaud. She
is intelligent and wrote about Louis Jouvet and Yvette Guilbert.
She is a shrewd and meticulous biographer. It was Bettina, during
her first visit with me, who solved the mystery of my quarrel with
Artaud. I was telling her how it came about. I had returned from
the South of France where I had celebrated my reunion with my
father. I was telling Artaud about it when he burst into a tirade
about the monstrosity of this love. A preacher’s curse upon an
unnatural love! I was offended by his moral judgment. He was at the
time filled with his play about the Cencis—and so, Bettina said, he
could only see what filled his own consciousness: Beatrice Cenci
and incestuous love. He no longer saw me, but Beatrice Cenci. Yes,
I knew this, but I didn’t know why this had caused such anger in
me. For him the unconscious was
the truth. Clairvoyance. He read my story of
unconscious, symbolic love.

 


New York, January 13,
1967

Talk with Henry Wenning,
the rare book and manuscript collector, about the diary originals.
If Hugo stops working I will have to sell them. In 1966 I earned
$9,500 and spent about $3,000. It is not enough to take care of
Hugo.

That evening dinner with
Michael and Frances Field, Leo Lerman, and Jack Gelber.

Leo Lerman described his
childhood at the end of one of Michael Field’s lyrical
dinners—Michael and I were listening while Leo ate several helpings
of an incandescent dessert.

Leo’s grandfather was a
rabbi who said he came from Moscow (Leo later found out he came
from Latvia but preferred to say Moscow). He was a terrifying old
man—high-brimmed yarmulke, beard, sideburns, black suit—oscillating
between religious moral fervor and tyranny and cruelty, prayers and
beatings. The family lived in a brownstone house in the East
90s—the grandfather and all his children and grandchildren, besides
other relatives who came from Russia. The newly-arrived young
relatives worked, and so the household was well-served. No English
spoken. Leo was born a blue baby who had to be spanked into
breathing—he was frail and not expected to live. No one knew how
the household survived or where the relatives worked. The
grandfather went out, but Leo did not know where, except when he
took him along to explore antique shops on Third Avenue and collect
incredible objects as if to recover the lost land of Russia, as if
to return into the past. Leo remembered most of all the collection
of cut glass. Often one of the children would dream of escaping,
would leave, but soon return, unable to survive in the outside
world. Leo’s own mother once left with Leo and a bag filled with
her cut glass collection, but soon returned. Leo was placed in
schools, which he hated, falling on the floor with convulsions; his
mother was called to take him home. The household was filled with
the best music as everybody played the piano, was filled with books
too. Leo was filled with learning but spoke no English until he was
five or six. One of the young nieces was using matches in the
kitchen. She set herself on fire and ran towards all the children
and died before their eyes. The grandfather came in, and all he
said was: “See what happens when you play with matches?” Days of
festivities when they went to the opera or to concerts. A world of
their own. An aunt took Leo to a dance hall and danced, was found
out and beaten by the grandfather. The couple who came home after
midnight was beaten. Leo placed himself so vividly in his story
that I could see him, small and frail with burning dark eyes, a
Marcel Marceau art theatre face, caught between cruelties and
pleasures, tea and hearty food and fires and whims and ardor and
Russian excesses, and born in this was his gift for
storytelling.

Jack Gelber was dressed in
Edwardian style, narrow pants, narrow shoulders, wearing a jacket
that seemed to belong to a younger brother, and always talked in a
style of his own so that all he said seemed to have never been
heard before and was unexpected. He was not, as I had expected, a
tough person. With the hair curling behind his ears, and his eyes
very round, he looked almost romantic—he was the author of
The Connection and The Brig. We talked about Julien and Judith Beck, always about a
disintegrated yet indestructible life, touring Europe without
money, designing new plays without material, costumes without
textiles.

His wife wore a minidress
of grass-green wool, with a halter design that left arms and most
of the shoulders and ribs exposed. She wore white lace stockings,
prompting one to seek the garter line but discovering that they
continued to become pants. Her eyes were painted in an ironic
slant. She was dressed as neither woman nor child but some sprite
playing with the body like a new collage, stressing new pieces, new
assemblage, new focus, new allurements, part-masquerade,
part-theatre, part-Roxy’s ballet. Jack had frightening
fingertips—wide and thick. An original mind off focus.

Leo had not written about
the Diary for Mademoiselle as he had promised, but it inspired him to write his new book
in that form—a book on antiques in England. “I became bored with it
as a book and decided to turn it into a journal.”

Edmund Wilson, too, was
inspired by the Diary to do some of his own editing. Over the telephone admitted he
had enjoyed the Diary very much but would make no comment—he no longer made any
comments for anyone!

 


New York, January 14,
1967

I worked on the curtains
for the apartment, worked on the Diary and visited Hugo. I felt
depressed by his illness. I fed a nonchalant cat instead of an
emotional Piccolo.

 


New York, January 15,
1967

Kept Hugo company—worked on
the Diary in the hospital room, looked at the same river I watched
when I was ill. Had dinner with the Brodins in a Japanese
restaurant, which only made me long for Japan. Pierre Brodin looked
devitalized, and their apartment was old-fashioned—the only gay
notes were paintings from Haiti and a marvelous Siamese cat who
lies on Dorothy’s shoulder.

 


New York, January 16,
1967

Dr. Goldstein checked on my
five gallstones to see how they were behaving. No alarming changes.
At six I talked with Bogner. I cannot change or control my
desperate irritation with Hugo—and I hate myself for it.

At lunch Nobuko translated
a beautiful letter from my Japanese translator Mr. Nakada and part
of the long interview I had with Ōe
Kenzaburō, which was published in its
entirety.

 


New York, January 17,
1967

Hugo is getting better
each day. Had a phone call from Barbara Turner who is working on
the script of Spy for Robert Wise. Jerry Bick rattles her, interferes, wants to
be the writer. She is only 28. I try to solidify her. Bill Barker
calls up. He has finished a novel and spent seven months in a Greek
jail for possession of hashish.

 


New York, January 21,
1967

Hugo came home at
last.

In the evening Jack Jones
and Vicki Lipton came. I had been corresponding with Jack Jones
about Rank, and in response he wrote a review of the
Diary in which he called
me Lady Murasaki and which reached me when I was sailing on
the S.S. Murasaki through the Inland Sea of Japan! Vicki Lipton also had
written a review I liked, and we became friends. Jack Jones is deaf
and has to read lips. He also has trouble with his eyes. But he is
spirited, warm, dynamic, makes such great efforts to communicate. I
was moved by his aliveness breaking through such barriers. He types
his letters in capitals. He wrote the biography of Rank for a
reference book.

His friendship was Maxwell
Geismar’s only gift to me because when the Diary came out Max was silent, and
it was his only chance to make up for his shabby treatment of the
novels. I had sought a reconciliation after I heard that he had
been pained by the quarrel and had been very ill. But when I asked
him about his silence, he answered that I have received
too much praise!

Sunday Hugo and I took our
familiar walk through the Village. Hugo’s paleness worried
me.

 


New York, January 23,
1967

Nobuko and I have lunch
together. We discuss Ivan Morris’s tyranny and possessiveness. For
the first time the smooth, lovely face betrays anxiety. Her
ambiguities remain invisible. She says: “Anaïs, may I ask you a
brutal question? How did you and Hugo become free?” After answering
her, I said: “Nobuko, may I ask you a brutal question? Do you have
a grand passion for Ivan?”

“No, Anaïs.”

“Well, then to be
imprisoned with a grand passion is good and bearable, but otherwise
it will merely give you claustrophobia.”

She asked Ivan if she
married him, could she get up at 6:00 AM to work on her novel. Ivan
said no one could stir in the home until 9:00 AM—when he got up. He
wants her to give up her job with Toho, give up entertaining
producers (part of her work to affect the American exchange of
plays with Japan), lecturing and teaching.

 


New York, January 24,
1967

I spent hours at the
Brooklyn vault, filing letters and photographs.
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