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PREFACE




AFTER STRUGGLING for thirty
years to interest publishers in and attract readers to her ﬁction,
Anaïs Nin (1903-1977) experienced a reversal of fortune in the
1960s. It was her most meaningful decade as an author. Not only did
the Denver publisher Alan Swallow pledge, in 1961, to bring her
previously published books of ﬁction back into print and release
ﬁction she might write, but the publication of the ﬁrst volume of
her Diary (1966)
brought her the attention she had long craved. Reviewed widely —
generally favorably and sometimes enthusiastically — it also
generated thoughtful commentary, as in a review-essay by Victor
Lipton. The book sold so well that its publisher, Harcourt, Brace
& World, committed to publishing another one, and then others.
Ultimately, the ﬁrm published ﬁfteen Diary volumes, plus additional books
by Nin.1 Moreover, the ﬁrst extended study of her work appeared: Oliver
Evans’s Anaïs Nin (1968), a comprehensive analysis of her ﬁction. Published by
the Southern Illinois University Press in its Crosscurrents series,
this study established Nin as a subject of serious consideration.
Numerous articles and books were subsequently published about
her.

By the end of the 1960s
three volumes of the Diary
were in print, as was The
Novel of the Future (1968), in which Nin
expresses her literary principles. Her reputation was growing among
general readers, college students, and scholars. Her status
increased especially because of the nature of the
Diary — which features an
attractive, observant, and apparently independent narrator named
Anaïs Nin — the publication of which coincided with the rise of
second wave feminism. As a result, many women read these books, as
did some men. Nin was so popular that by 1970 she was lecturing
widely, giving improvised talks that ﬁlled auditoriums. She was
contributing to such periodicals as the Saturday Review, Studies in the Twentieth Century, and
the Village Voice.
She was in vogue.

Such recognition inspired
Richard Centing, a librarian at Ohio State University, to document
Nin’s activities, essentially in real time. To do so, in 1969 he
convinced his library’s publications committee to produce a
newsletter that would, among other things, report on events
relating to Nin, review publications by her and her friends, and
print the occasional critical essay. Modest in appearance,
Under the Sign of Pisces: Anaïs Nin and Her
Circle was published on a quarterly basis
from 1970 until 1981.2
That is, Evans’s book and Centing’s newsletter
constitute evidence that the increasingly admired Nin was becoming
accepted in the academy, where she continued being acknowledged as
time passed.

Despite the value of
Centing’s endeavor, the journal did not impress Rupert Pole, Nin’s
one-time husband, long-time partner, and executor of the Nin
estate. To give Nin the quality of attention he believed she
deserved, he and Gunther Stuhlmann, Nin’s agent, conceived of a new
publication that would focus on her. Of greater consequence and
more handsomely produced than Under the
Sign of Pisces, their publication,
ANAIS: An International
Journal, appeared annually from 1983 to
2001.3 Sponsored by the Anaïs Nin Foundation (headed by Pole) and
edited by Stuhlmann, it was, during this period, the main outlet
for Nin studies. Because as a periodical the journal is not easily
accessible and because of the quality of its contents, selected
essays deserve preserving in book form, which is the reason for
this present volume.

 


MOST OF THE ARTICLES
contained herein interpret Nin’s works, but some are
factual/historical in nature. Those addressing the
Diary concern such
topics as the Diary as a subjective and feminine text, but also as an artful
ﬁction (Ashley); the importance of the dream to Nin and the nature
of her interactions with her ﬁrst analyst, René Allendy (Célérier);
how the ﬁrst volume cannot be read as an accurate account of Nin’s
life because of a not-always-reliable narrator and because of
issues relating to revising and editing the typescript (DuBow); the
conflict between the dream and reality (Formentelli); the bond
between Nin and June Miller (Pétrequin); the father-daughter
relationship as depicted in the manuscript of the early diary
(Rank); the matter of Nin’s incest with her father as detailed
in Incest but
omitted from the ﬁrst Diary
(Rock); how, in Henry
and June, Nin distinguishes between
passion and love in her relationships with Henry Miller and her
husband (Seybert); and how June Miller’s dark qualities led Nin
ultimately to understand that creation and destruction are both
part of the feminine principle (Wood). Kate Millett argues that
because of the personal nature of the Diary, Nin is the indispensable
writer for literary women of Millett’s generation, as well as the
next one.

Two authors treat both
the Diary and the
ﬁction. One shows that a jewelry motif reveals hidden desires of
Nin and some of her characters while unifying her creations in both
literary genres (Horine), while another considers the labyrinth as
Nin’s main symbol, the examination of which leads Nin to
self-realization (Lawlor). An essay focuses entirely on one aspect
of a single novel, the effect on Djuna of her relationships with
Rango and Zora in The Four-Chambered
Heart (Henke, “Erotic Fusion and Its
Discontents”). Two contributors address the impact of D.H. Lawrence
on Nin. One documents his influence by investigating mainly her
ﬁction (Hamalian), while another demonstrates that her literary
aesthetic was informed by his, but that it came also to be shaped
by that of Djuna Barnes (Henke, “Androgynous Creation”).

Gunther Stuhlmann and
Philip K. Jason composed the factual/historical pieces. Stuhlmann
surveys and analyzes writings about Nin published from the 1930s to
the early 1980s; accounts for translations of Nin’s work published
in Europe and Japan; explains how the diary and two movies starring
Brigitte Helm — Alraune
(1930) and L’Atlantide (1932) — influenced
Nin’s conception of The House of
Incest; writes about Edward W. Titus, the
publisher of Nin’s ﬁrst book, D.H.
Lawrence: An Unprofessional Study; and
comments about the relationship between Nin and James Leo Herlihy.
Jason discusses the Gemor Press, the ﬁrst of Nin’s American
publishing ventures, as well as the pamphlets Realism and Reality (1946)
and On Writing (1947), in both of which she speciﬁes her literary
values.

 


THE CONTENTS OF THIS BOOK
are limited to essays focusing on Nin’s writing or importance.
Absent, therefore, are recollections of Nin and material by her
(mostly diary excerpts that were later published in
Diary volumes), as well
as ﬁction and poetry. I did not consider articles that were later
published in collections of writings about Nin.4 I did not make selections in order to pit one interpretation
against another, to provide insight into as many of Nin’s works or
genres as possible, or to reflect various approaches to her
creations. I did not limit the number of essays written by
individual contributors, though most are represented by a single
piece. There are two selections by Suzette Henke and Philip K.
Jason, and ﬁve by Gunther Stuhlmann. The absence of an article
should not be interpreted as a negative judgment on its worth. In
no instance did what strike me as stylistic infelicities keep me
from including an otherwise valuable text.

The degree to which
Stuhlmann revised submissions has not been determined, though he
stated in a letter to a contributor that he had spent approximately
a week working on this person’s article. Perhaps he alluded to his
intended active involvement with texts when, before accepting
editorship of the journal, he requested (and received) from the Nin
Foundation assurance that he would have “a totally free editorial
hand.”5 Despite the lack of
stylistic uniformity — as well as a disinclination to impose my
stylistic preferences on work already published — the texts are
here reproduced precisely as they appear in ANAIS: An International Journal,
with the following exceptions. Dissatisﬁed with aspects of her
composition as initially published, Bee Formentelli was granted
permission to make changes to it, including her given name from
Beatrice to Bee.

I assume that all but two
selections included here were written shortly before their
publication in the journal and therefore reflect the authors’
then-current thoughts. One exception is Otto Rank’s preface to a
proposed edition of Nin’s early diary in the mid-1930s, a project
that came to nothing. A long-time associate of Freud until the
mid-1920s, Rank was, following René Allendy, Nin’s second analyst.
His text was not published until 1984, in the second volume of
Stuhlmann’s periodical. The other exception is Kate Millett’s piece
that was published in French in Le
Monde (Paris) on 11 June
1976.6 The version in this
book is the original composition, in English, that Millett gave to
Nin and that was published in the ninth volume of
ANAIS: An International Journal
(1991).

 


HOW STUHLMANN generated
material for the ﬁrst volume has not been established, though it
might have been by word of mouth or solicitation because most of
its contents were written by intimates of Nin, including Gilbert
Chase, Kathleen Chase, James Leo Herlihy, and Nancy Jo Hoy. This
number concludes with an invitation for readers to contribute to
the next volume. Some who did were Nin specialists Suzette Henke
and Philip K. Jason. For years thereafter, the quantity and quality
of submissions were adequate for producing a substantial
journal.

The initial issue
established a pattern for the series. All volumes contain 136
pages, other than 7-9, which have 128. Every issue but one begins
with a piece by Nin, mainly of excerpts from the then-unpublished
diary. The exception is volume 9, in which Kate Millett’s “Anaïs —
A Mother to Us All” is placed ﬁrst, probably because Stuhlmann
understood its signiﬁcance to Nin’s reputation. Other, shorter Nin
selections — snippets — are placed throughout the publications,
such as, in the ﬁrst issue, “The Quality of Responsiveness,” an
interview excerpt. The initial number has other features that are
repeated in subsequent volumes. Among them are new scholarly
studies (there is but one interpretive essay in the ﬁrst issue);
texts of obscure publications by people close to Nin (Ian Hugo’s
“On the Art of Engraving”); and documents relating to her, such as
letters she received from Antonin Artaud.7 Both Pole and Stuhlmann contribute to the ﬁrst volume; the
latter appears, valuably, in all nineteen numbers.

Because the words “reserve
your next issue now” are printed on the back cover of the ﬁnal
volume (2001), Stuhlmann intended for the journal to continue
publication. It did not, because the person responsible for it —
Stuhlmann himself — died in 2002. For decades he served Nin well as
agent, as editor of the Diary, as a clearinghouse for
seemingly everything relating to her, and as editor of
ANAIS: An International
Journal. He was more devoted to Nin and
her career — and for a longer period — than anybody except Hugh
Guiler and Rupert Pole. This book honors his commitment to
her.

 


Benjamin Franklin
V

University of South
Carolina

December 2020

 



Notes

 


1 See Victor Lipton, “The
Little Straw Basket,” Prairie
Schooner 40, no. 3 (Fall 1966): 266-72.
From 1966 to 1980, Harcourt published seven sanitized volumes of
the Diary; from
1978 to 1985, four installments of the Early Diary in texts largely
faithful to the typescript; and from 1986 to 1996, four volumes of
the Diary it
characterized as unexpurgated, the last of which concludes with the
entry for 23 October 1939. Believing that the text of the entire
diary should be available in unexpurgated form, Paul Herron
committed to editing and publishing, in four volumes, the material
that had not yet appeared in such a manner, that written from late
1939 until shortly before her death. In conjunction with his Sky
Blue Press, the Swallow Press published Mirages (2013) and
Trapeze (2017);
The Diary of Others and A Joyous Transformation
are forthcoming with the Sky Blue Press. In
addition to the Diary, Harcourt published A Photographic
Supplement to the Diary of Anaïs Nin (1974) and Nin’s In Favor of the
Sensitive Man and Other Essays (1976), Delta of Venus
(1977), and Little
Birds (1979), as well as
A Literate Passion: Letters of Anaïs Nin &
Henry Miller, 1932-1953 (1987).

2 Significant Nin scholars
contributed to Under the Sign of
Pisces, including Suzette Henke, Evelyn J.
Hinz, Philip K. Jason, Duane Schneider, Sharon Spencer, and Nancy
Scholar Zee. I helped edit the newsletter until 1973.

3 Nin was married to Hugh
Guiler (also known as Ian Hugo) from 1923 until her death. In 1955
she wed Pole, making her a bigamist, though the marriage was
annulled in 1966. Pole implies his
dissatisfaction with Centing’s quarterly in a copy of
ANAIS: An International
Journal, volume 1. To his alma mater he
writes, “For Harvard College/Library/Finally a journal worthy/of
Anaïs/The First Issue/Rupert Pole [class of] ’40/June 1984.” See
frontispiece. Pole expressed the same sentiment in a copy of the
journal he sent to the Indiana University Library. He probably
repeated it in copies he gave to other libraries and to
individuals, doubtless in an attempt to generate subscriptions.
Following the discontinuation of ANAIS: An
International Journal, Paul Herron edited and published the third and last
periodical devoted to Nin, the annual A
Café in Space: The Anaïs Nin Literary Journal. He published selected essays from it in A Café in Space: The Anaïs Nin Literary Journal, Anthology
2003-2018 (2019).

4 The collections of essays
about Nin from various sources that were published after 1983,
when ANAIS: An International
Journal began publication, are
Anaïs, Art and Artists, a Collection of
Essays, ed. Sharon Spencer (1986);
The Critical Response to Anaïs
Nin, ed. Philip K. Jason (1996);
Anaïs Nin: Literary
Perspectives, ed. Suzanne Nalbantian
(1997); and Anaïs Nin’s
Narratives, ed. Anne T. Salvatore
(2001).

5 Gunther Stuhlmann, “After
Fifteen Years—A Note from the Editor,” ANAIS: An International Journal 15
(1997): 129-31; the quotation is from 130.

6 For Millett’s text in
French, see https://www.lemonde.fr/archives/
article/1976/06/11/portrait-de-l-artiste-en-femme-bull-nous-sommes-toutes-des-Anaïs_3121103_1819218.html
(accessed 13 December 2020).

7 Hugo’s essay was published
in 1946 as New Eyes on the Art of
Engraving, a pamphlet.








READING OVER HER SHOULDER—Truth and
narrative in the diaries of Anaïs Nin by
Leonard R. N. Ashley


 


In asserting the difference
between the diary and the ﬁction, Anaïs Nin claims: “The journals
supply the key to the mythical ﬁgures and assert the reality of
what once may have seemed to be purely fantasy. Such a marriage of
illusion and reality — or illusion as the key to reality — is a
contemporary theme.” Are the journals then the truth behind the
ﬁctions, the clue which facilitates one’s escape from the ﬁctional
labyrinth? Or do the ﬁctions represent realities lying behind the
“truthful” observances of the Journals, realities which the veils
of control and discretion have shrouded? I think both questions can
be adduced, and in the tensions between the two lie both the
problems and the potencies of Anaïs Nin’s work: the ﬁctionality and
the truthfulness of “an honest record” are both placed under
interrogation.

Julia Casterton, “Looking
Again at Anaïs Nin,”

Minnesota Review 18
(1982)






For these are my own
particular opinions and fancies, and I deliver them as only what I
myself believe, and not for what is to be believed by others. I
have no other end in this writing, but only to discover myself who,
also, shall, peradventure, be another thing tomorrow, I chance to
meet any new instruction to change me. I have no authority to be
believed, neither do I desire it, being too conscious of my own
lack of erudition to be able to instruct others.

Michel de Montaigne,
Essais






THUS THE GREAT FRENCH
CELEBRATOR of the personal and the particular, the recorder of
inner life and master of self-examination, Montaigne, in telling
the true story, insofar as anyone can manage that very difﬁcult
task, of who he is and how he got to be that way. This much to
introduce the Diaries of Anaïs Nin, of French birth (though she managed to be a
repatriated “American Expatriate” in Paris during her important
mid-twenties to about mid-thirties in the “Lost Generation” era)
and possessed of a distinctly Latin romanticism (both her parents
were born in Cuba of mixed European descent). The diaries present —
to use the title of an unsuccessful 1970 theater pastiche based on
them — “The Voice of a Woman.” Nin’s is one of the most signiﬁcant
women’s voices raised in literature in English in the twentieth
century. As William Carlos Williams (a man with connections to her
beyond their shared Cuban connections) was quick to see, she seized
on the opportunity “to exploit the female in the arts,” in the best
sense of that verb. There is, as Williams said, an “authentic
female approach” to the arts, one which everyone — not women only —
can praise, practice (though understandably women should be best
able to do this) and proﬁt from. It can, as Nin said, “teach us how
to levitate,” and pull the private and the public feminine lives
together.1 Susan Stanford Friedman quotes Nin herself:

And what I have to say is
really distinct from the artist and art. It is the woman who has to speak. And
it is not only the woman Anaïs who has to speak, but I who have to
speak for many women. As I discover myself, I feel I am merely one
of many, a symbol.2

This important woman,
spokesperson and symbol, voice and inspiration, by publishing many
volumes of diaries, selected from 15,000 transcribed typewritten
pages written from childhood on, made a feminine sensibility and
the inwardly-directed gaze, as well as the struggle of women
getting in touch with their real natures in a social system not
entirely happy with that urge or its results, her chief claim to
fame. Her fame was once enormous, even among those who did not
actually read her, as is sometimes the case with literary gurus
cherished by the young. But some women can aid the women’s cause
just by being role models and symbols, and she was more than that,
but that, too. She made known widely the parler femme (woman’s language)
of le sexe qui n’est pas un
(the sex which is not one), as Luce Irigaray
called it, and Nin accomplished that well before Porter & Burke
translated and popularized Irigaray’s 1977 work in the
English-speaking world in 1985.3 Nin brought to the “dominant
language domains,” principally male and unfriendly, the authentic
voice of woman-as-woman, the way women speak among themselves, and
she addressed in her “symphonic” compositions matters of principal
concern to women, devising new methods of getting down to the real
issues, the real psychological impact of those issues, how women
feel about things at their inner core, what it means to be a woman
and have to face and feel “cycles, storms, terrors” peculiar to
women. While Simone de Beauvoir, in The
Second Sex, attempted to explain women’s
nature as something she had all ﬁgured out by reference to
characters in obscure old French literature, Nin bravely undertook
to plumb that feminine nature with bold experiments in ﬁction of
her own, as well as with daring transgressions against the sexual
codes of her time in her personal life. All her life she poured
into her diaries, not as future raw material for ﬁction — other
people both males and females had done that — but ﬁction at the
moment she wrote the entries born in the “womb-cells of the
mind.”

Her diaries began as
“other-directed”: at ﬁrst she was trying to woo back and later to
create some closure for the love-hate relationship that consumed
her for the father who had deserted her and the family. Very soon
the diary entries were written with a public as much in mind as
were Montaigne’s searching essays. Though working in a genre
traditionally designed for frank and forthright expression,
confession of personal life’s details, Nin was, in point of fact,
ﬁrst and foremost always the ambitious artist, forever interposing
self, and beyond self the selection and pointing up of art, in her
material. Thus she became, though a self-obsessed diarist,
essentially a writer of ﬁction. For that ﬁction of personal
searching — even when she was writing her “unprofessional”
criticism of D.H. Lawrence in which she was more interested in
herself than in him — and individual freedom, she devised a
free-wheeling and personal narrative technique, shaping and
distorting to make it art. It was a time for
non-representationalism in the visual arts and this affected even
American writers, notorious for turning all writing into a form of
autobiography and substituting life for invention. True art uses
realism only as a point of departure, they said in Paris. Art is,
Picasso said, “a lie about the truth,” but in a sense truer than
true. You might think that diaries would be bound closely to events
of daily life, a journal, but Nin’s diaries are ruminations,
fantasies, the sex, lies and videotapes of an auteur and not a documentary-maker,
fabrications, poetic in the Greek sense (“of a maker”), riffs on
reality.

 


WHEN I STRESS
“other-directed,” of course, it is necessary to add that everything
Nin writes is fundamentally for her own beneﬁt, artistic but never
altruistic. She is a narcissist supreme, and a novelist. In a
letter to the editor of Harper’s
Kurt Vonnegut — I quote his communication in its
entirety — wrote perceptively:

“Novelists are people who
have discovered that they can dampen their neuroses by writing
make-believe. We will keep on doing that no matter what, while
offering loftier explanations.”4

We can be grateful for many
of the results of other people’s, especially novelists’, neuroses,
and we can applaud Nin’s artistry without taking the “loftier
explanations” too much to heart. To describe the subjective,
uniquely feminine, “truth” values of the diaries to demonstrate how
Nin used art as therapy and what happened only as a basis for what
can be made up, is the thrust of this article. In spite of all the
criticism of Nin (conveniently surveyed by Philip Jason in
1993)5,
this topic not been adequately addressed by critics before, nor
does Nin (as in Evelyn Hinz’s assemblage of her interviews and
lectures in 1975)6
comment on it signiﬁcantly. She would simply have
you know that she wrote as she felt, and felt writing ought to deal
more with the artist’s reactions than with reportage. She may not
have been entirely aware about how selective her memory was,
inaccurate her physical descriptions were, how many facts were
omitted, inverted. She was aware, always, that she wanted herself
and her world to emerge from her writing quite different from what
anyone else, close to it or stranger to it, would judge it to be
for themselves. She was clear on this point: what the artist sells
is her or his refusal, perhaps inability, to see the world as
others see it. What the artist does is create alternative reality.
Art is in the angle of vision, the distortion of appearances.
Fictions are lies. Commentators have concentrated on how much she
lied in discussing her original, but not much read, novels and
stories. They wonder how much “truth” there is in her sensational
war correspondence in the battle of the sexes and in her sensual
and kinky concerns, from fornication and adultery to homosexuality
and incest. Her erotica, written cynically at a dollar a page and
not really intended for the public, was more attractive to readers
than her supposedly intensely sincere diaries, supposedly not at
ﬁrst intended for publication. Readers got to know the wrong Nin,
the feminist, not the priestess of femininity, the activist not the
artist, the pornographer and not the philosopher. She suffered the
fate of many celebrities: the personality who became famous was not
in fact the person.

 


I FOCUS ON THE
Diaries because in there
somewhere is the most interesting work. I am aware that an
astonishingly small number of people have actually made their way
through the diaries, and also that this is not fully explained by
their length (look at Proust, look at life turned into ﬁction in
Anthony Powell’s series Dance to the Music
of Time). Nonetheless, I believe these
constructs are the most characteristic works of Nin and the basis
of her distinction. To be known to the public for keeping a diary,
not for one’s own “real” life (like John Evelyn, Samuel Pepys, Gov.
Thomas Hutchinson et al.) or only for one’s diary (Cornelia Peake
McDonald and other ladies of the Civil War era, or pioneer women of
the West), is an extraordinary situation to be in. In Greenwich
Village in Nin’s time there was a celebrated eccentric — they
called him “Professor Seagull,” because he was liable to jump up on
tables in coffeehouses and imitate that bird — who was rumored to
be writing in endless notebooks “an oral history of the world.”
Actually, there was no huge store of those notebooks. “Professor
Seagull” was famous for writing a journal which did not exist!
Nonetheless, it brought him celebrity.

It is also an extraordinary
position to be in to publish selections from diaries years after
they were written. This raises the question of reliability, if one
is interested in the diaries as some kind of “history of the world”
rather than as literature. Here is what Benjamin Franklin writes in
the Dictionary of Literary
Biography about Nin’s diaries:

These volumes, that
diminish consistently in quality as they progress, were expertly
excerpted from a much larger manuscript [actually, typescript]
version by Nin and her co-editor Gunther Stuhlmann, but because a
hand other than the author’s was present in their preparation,
certain critical questions are raised that have never been answered
adequately. These have to do largely with verisimilitude, honestly,
hindsight, and structure.7

 


ALL WE CAN SAY about
narrative depends upon the assumption that the essence of the
published diaries is reflected consistently in the excerpts and
that those excerpts are not substantially revised. Otherwise, the
published diaries must be considered not the work of Nin alone but
the product of herself with Stuhlmann, but Nin gets the full credit
just as the novels of Tom Wolfe (the elder) owe much to the editing
by Maxwell Perkins which is never acknowledged. In Wolfe’s case,
Perkins ought to be, really, listed as co-author, so extensive was
his work and so crucial was it to making what Wolfe wrote
publishable and readable. I shall call Nin the sole author of the
published diaries and attribute everything there to her single will
and skill. She is the named narrator of the ﬁction, the central
character in her own story. If research ever shows Stuhlmann’s hand
to be signiﬁcant, all our critical assumptions (and the reputation
of Nin as a writer) will need to be revised in the light of
discoveries. Somebody has exercised a control over it all, in the
original diaries, in the revision, or (most likely) in both states
of the texts. It very likely was no more interference than Percy
Bysshe Shelley’s 4,000 words contributed to his wife’s
72,000-word Frankenstein, but what editors do in
textualterity is worth more consideration than hitherto it has
received — especially in the writings of women who have been
subjected to and often more compliant with male domination over
what and how they write.

Diaries have over the
centuries been kept for very private purposes (in code in the case
of Pepys and Napoleon), as a record or journal, for writing
practice or to record materials later to be used in writing, for
expressing the “concealed self,” as “action” or for jump-starting
general creativity, for personal growth, self-understanding,
self-revelation, or self-justiﬁcation (many recent reports of
“coming out,” for instance), to record intimate thoughts, for
fantasy and wish-fulﬁllment, or revenge at the end of the day, to
keep account of life or spiritual growth (St. Teresa of Avila, St.
Augustine), or mere relaxation, among other
motives.8 But the copious diaries of Nin are multi-motivated and
deliberate constructs, part of her imaginative life (which to her
is more real than her non-dreaming life). They are not “recordings”
of everyday life, not jottings, not mere self-indulgence or
obsession; they are contrived works of ﬁction.

I contend that the diaries
of Anaïs Nin are no more personal than her novels and are more
interesting than any of her other works of ﬁction in terms of their
narrative structures and devices. She wrote the diaries not as
mechanical, end-of-day records but as imaginative documents
eventually to be published. This explains why they have the
structure of myth rather than the flow of “free writing,” why they
do not sound conversational, and why things are connected to each
other by a logic of cross-cut cinema more often than word
association. If there is “just talk,” it is of the sort that is
subjected by psychoanalysts to “what do you mean by that?”
Moreover, where at least some analysts are “non-directive” and
honestly interested in discovering, Nin is Freud-fraught and
manipulative, the couch being a Procrustean bed of theory. If she
avoids too much dogmatism in her psychoanalyzing, it may be because
she herself was the patient of a confusing series of competing
therapists and hewed to no one party line with very much certainty.
However, when it came to writing she was notably deliberate and
pretty secure in her beliefs. Like all writers, she often wrote to
see what she had to say, but more than most she vetted everything
according to the dictates of certain core beliefs in the primacy of
feeling and the innate qualities of womanhood.

 


I CONTEND AS WELL that the
narratology of what may be called over-the-shoulder, pseudo-private
writing has never been adequately described, not even in minute
examinations of the next step between the intimate and the public
narrative, by which I mean the famous epistolary novel. The
ramiﬁcations in connection with both meaning in art and surrealism
are worth a whole investigation in their own (which we cannot
attempt here). Since the great “woman writer” Samuel Richardson,
whom so few females have challenged for supremacy, let alone can be
said to equal, a whole new kind of feminist ﬁction has grown up.
Nin’s diary version of epistolary ﬁction challenges old conceptions
by intensifying the focus on the writer as a conscious Self.
Whereas in Richardson’s novels (e.g., Clarissa), several characters write
letters that allow all of them substantive voices and convey their
world views, in Nin’s diaries almost all of the text stems directly
from her own perception. Of course, she does include letters, such
as the ones she wrote to her father in Linotte, the ﬁrst volume of
The Early Diary, and
occasional and generally brief notes from friends, acquaintances,
and lovers, but it is Nin’s conscious Self that selects what we see
and comments on the alternate texts; all things are subject to her
control; we are never inside the other characters’ heads; we
receive only Nin’s own “truth.”

Some others have the taste
and talent and courage (such as Frenchmen like Michel de Montaigne
and Jean-Jacques Rousseau) to deal in art frankly, to come out
publicly and make things public, indeed planning to do that as they
wrote every word. But Nin inveterately kept her eyes looking, like
characters in Jonathan Swift’s fantasy, in two different directions
at once, inward and outward in her case. Her self-examination, her
Freudian analyses of friends, and what we may call the ranking of
her acquaintances, ﬁll her diaries and impose upon them their
character. She vowed early to be what Dickens would call the “hero”
of her own life, and she kept at the task relentlessly,
impressively for the rest of her life.

 


THIS FOREGROUNDING of Self
affects both the content and the construction of the diaries. It is
a constant color ﬁlter on the camera lens even before tricks are
played in the development and printing of the image, and what is
out of focus because of the photographer can never be brought
exactly into focus later. Still, there is a consistency that habit
— that obsession — imposes. The diaries without the diarist here
are unimaginable. Nin is, for better or for worse, the main person
of the plot, much as one might like her to step out of the way now
and again and let us make a deeper, more direct acquaintance with
some of her famous friends, such as William Carlos Williams, who
cannot have been in reality the crashing bore he so often is in
reports, and who appears only fleetingly as a critic of her
work.

But what is done (as
Macbeth said) cannot be undone. Nin herself is central. We must
submit to and concentrate on her, even if our attention is drawn
from the message to the messenger. It is possible that the message
is the messenger, or vice versa, in the modern art where
ﬁngerprints are not wiped off, where writers are more concerned to
write so that you will recognize who wrote each sentence as clearly
as if it were spoken by a familiar voice over the telephone. If
that puts Hemingway in front of Hemingway’s writing, for instance,
we should consider that result a modern phenomenon that ought to be
as acceptable with Nin’s writing as it seems to be for
Hemingway’s.

The easiest way to place
the diaries in the larger matrix is to examine Benjamin Franklin V
and Duane Schneider’s somewhat facile but full “introduction” to
her entire oeuvre and to use Rose Marie Cutting’s adequate
reference guide.9
There are also biographies, interviews,
bibliography, surveys which document the growth of her dedicated
following, etc.

The ﬁrst thing to do if we
are to discuss the diaries as ﬁction is to answer the critics who
have been misled into thinking the diaries may be sincere and
undoctored records of the diarist’s “outer” and “inner” life. Nancy
Pepper, in 1978, wrote:

Anaïs Nin’s diary served as
her mirror, her conﬁdant, the only place where she was truly
herself and scrupulously honest about even unpleasant truths . . .
Perhaps it should have been left as a mirror to oblivion, for its
pages read like an unwitting exposure of a young girl’s infatuation
with extremes of feeling and with her own self-image as a suffering
“dreamer.”10

Nin’s diaries are no such
thing. They are never “scrupulously honest” even when they strive
to tell truths. They are as affected as her calling herself
“Linotte” in her letters to her father. “Linotte” suggests
“scatterbrain” in French. The truth of the matter is that neither
in her letters to her father nor to Henry
Miller,11 nor in her letters to the world is Nin scatterbrained at all.
In everything she writes you feel the tightness of the neurotic.
She is strongly focused and almost pathologically analytical,
forever on the analyst’s couch of the self. Still, that does not
mean that one never lies on a couch. If you want to dignify or not
derogate mendacity (or poetic license applied to past events) you
can call it “retrospective narratization.”12

 


A REVIEWER for
The Christian Science Monitor, in 1978, thinks the diary from the beginning is “a daily
tryst with her one friend” and that it offers “clear-sighted
evaluations of herself.” But what Nin feels is ﬁltered, what she
pretends to analyze objectively is colored, what she presents is
carefully crafted. Nin’s diaries are as studied and distorting of
reality as her novels, though both are rooted in autobiography and
biography, and in the diaries it is not she who is speaking to us
at all, but a persona, as Duane Schneider pointed out in
1978.13 She even seems to be aware that this persona can be boring,
even insufferable, and largely rejectable. George Wickes, in 1967,
found her to be a disembodied spectator, dispassionate, “a creature
from another galaxy like her stillborn and apparently fatherless
daughter.” In his view, the birth of the baby is the one riveting
event in the ﬁrst meticulously observed but tedious
volume.
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Anaïs Nin at work in Los
Angeles: Artistic interventions

 


Aware that we are listening
to a ﬁction (or persona) giving us ﬁction (or distorted reality),
we cannot, in Wickes’s view, avoid concentrating on the fact that
the whole thing is “repetitious and static” as well as
artiﬁcial.14 True, much of her diaries is very tedious, and so is life
itself, on which she may be improving, in fact. But they are
certainly not static. The erratic flow and jump connections keep
one on the alert, though this may also contribute to the dizziness
that often comes when one tries to read in a jolting vehicle. The
style and structure make the diaries hard to read. This seems
intended to shake up the reader, to reflect the disjointedness of
real life while at the same time attempting to get beneath the
shimmering surfaces. Life does not stand still for us to examine
it, and cool appraisal is ill-advised even if possible. We
approximate and fabricate truth. Fiction writers catch it on the
wing, realists photograph it with a blur. The motives for lying are
more interesting than those for telling the unvarnished truth, and
when it comes surrounded by the juggling of woman in all her
aspects — including daughter, wife, mother, sister, friend, lover,
pornographer — it is fascinatingly complex.

The diaries are rather
chaotic, but they have the concentration of obsession, of the
pathological combined with the perceptive — of Proust. Nin’s
ﬁction, whether or not partly disguised as confession, is a typical
product of its time and place. It is collage, with a touch of
expressionist, a touch of the Dada, a touch of insanity (as in
Antonin Artaud) without which the sufferer would be happier but the
world poorer. Nin lived in a time when the shards of an earlier
society — culture had become, said Ezra Pound, “a few broken
statues” — were being used to decorate fantastic new forms (like
Antoni Gaudi’s constructions). She lived in a time when the essence
of femininity, after the gamine
look that war always brings, was being redeﬁned by
the effeminate in attenuated and slinky shapes and yet,
paradoxically, moving closer to an identity with, or at least
parity with, the masculine. Most of all, Nin’s art, like that of
Picasso and others, aimed to wrench all dimensions into two and to
present within the limits of a flat surface or single point of view
the many-sided complexities of the human mind and experience, even
if everything looked contorted, the planes resembling “an explosion
in a shingle factory,” as someone once said about Marcel Duchamp’s
painting, “Nude Descending a Staircase.”

 


THESE DISTORTIONS could be
ugly, but they were not meaningless. It was just that art was now
dictated by the psychological rather than the logical. Art had worn
out representation and was now a vehicle more for feeling than for
fact. That opened the door wide for writers such as Virginia Woolf,
as well as for Nin. Nin’s diaries are not records of real events as
much as they are traces of mood swings, and they add up to a kind
of artistic history of women of the twentieth century, as much as
do the works of Doris Lessing. Nin writes so subjectively and so
passionately that one would never turn to her records for “just the
facts, Ma’am.” She is not writing fundamentally about what is going
on, not even as Guy de Maupassant does. We cannot for a moment
credit her statements about her celebrated friends. Robert Zaller
is right about Nin’s concept of personality as a flux — which is
why the narrative has something of the quality of shot silk — but
dead wrong when he hails a volume of the diaries as “an invaluable
record of the New York avant garde.”15 Once we have the personas
they created interpreted by the persona Nin created, we are far
from fact; we are in a world of her own making, where her friends
and acquaintances are valuable to her for the impressions they make
on her, or for questions they raise for her, not for their
realities. You cannot see what they looked like by reading her word
portraits, any more than we can trust the portraits of Picasso.
When Gertrude Stein complained to Picasso that her portrait did not
look like her, Picasso shrewdly replied, “Don’t worry, Gertrude, it
will.” Art is long, life is short, and in the long run art is all
that is left. The non-likeness becomes exactly “the way she looked”
in the eyes of the perceptive.

In addition, you can no
more read Nin for history than you can read Jane Austen to know
about the Napoleonic wars. You read women writers like Austen and
Nin to delve into nuances of character, not to confront the larger
world of events, or the comic and tragic world of San Francisco in
the Age of AIDS. While Nin occasionally mentions external political
events or issues, she does so mainly as these are connected with
her own life; she offers readers no sustained insight into these
events. In Diary III, for instance, which covers the period during World War II,
Nin mentions war on only a few occasions in the book, such as in
the May 1940 entry where she spends a few brief paragraphs noting
the invasion of Holland and Belgium and lamenting how the machines
are killing people in the war, dehumanizing people in the U.S., and
subtly changing the way people react to one another socially.
Perhaps one reason why she avoids the full and frequent reference
to these events is her desire to avoid the horror of it
all:

The world outside is too
horrible to contemplate. The news is one long horror story. War
between Germany and Russia. Outside, it is all brutality, sadism,
carnage, madness, and treachery. At least the personal world
contains a few moments of union, tenderness,
creation.16

Yet, if her response is to
avoid external phenomena, what is going on inside her is quite
enough, maybe more than enough. When we are ﬁnished reading her, we
know something about the feminine approach to life, with its focus
on the interior being. Then narratives which are non-linear,
contradictory, partial, or in any other way deviating from the
conventional are more than whimsical; they are necessary. “By
indirection ﬁnd direction out” becomes a guideline for the subtle
investigator, especially one herself caught up in the swirl of
subjectivity.

 


ANYONE CAN DO PHOTOGRAPHY
if you want likeness, if you are interested in what Eugene O’Neill
called “the banality of surfaces.” Keeping accounts, keeping score,
pinning things down — these are male occupations. Women generally
do not like photographs; they say they do not look like that. Nin
is (to men, frighteningly) a woman, feeling, fretting, ﬁghting,
fearing life. For her life is a ride on a roller coaster, not
driving a car. She is anxious as a passenger, not at the wheel. To
survive, she grabs the wheel at least in imagination. In her world,
she steers, but pretends (to be “ladylike”) not to be controlling,
pretends to be just along for the ride, the excitement. To be
controlling, people told her from her precocious childhood on, is
to be a bitch or that freak, a female artist. Recall what Dr.
Johnson said about women novelists: it is not amazing that they
write badly but that they write at all. A monkey playing a violin!
A menstruating Montaigne! I’ll create a new art form, she says,
invent a small, personally-controlled, one-woman form to express my
femininity. I’ll dance barefoot like Isadora Duncan, and I won’t go
on pointe. You can’t say I dance badly because I am the one who
makes the rules for this kind of dancing! I’ll tell my story my
way!

A narrative of anyone as
changeable as a woman, princess of tides both physical and
emotional, however unconventional, needs a structure. It needs a
centering personality or persona. It needs a strong central
character to seduce us into overcoming linear expectations,
rejoicing in the emotional connections of “aesthetic
autobiography,”17
accepting the architectonics of phantasmagoria,
valuing intensity over value judgment, achieving the willing
suspension of critical faculties as we accept, as in dreams, what
appears, however suddenly, however weird. Perhaps most of all, an
aging woman realizes more deeply than others that mere things and
mere events are insigniﬁcant in the long run and that it is having
lived — felt — that counts more than was or has been done. In this
apprehension, perhaps, Nin surpasses Dorothy Richardson in a
certain kind of ﬁctional recording of women’s lives.

 


NIN’S “FEMININE SPIRIT —
labyrinthine, elusive, and mobile” works by intuition, innuendo,
that which is noticed because it is absent, things told “slant” (as
Emily Dickinson said). “Success in circuit lies.” This adds to
Nin’s narrative style sly touches, repetitive themes, female
patterns of cycle, and variations on the perfect circle for variety
which are on occasion Paul Klee, other times doodling. Nin goes
beyond, however, the Tennysonian ever-returning wheels and romantic
style — “too deep for tears;” she goes to less comforting modern
expressionism, or abstract impressionism, even at times minimalist
art. That said, it must be added that the emotion is never
sidestepped. It informs everything. It is because that is so, and
because Nin feels so deeply most of the time (and fakes when she
doesn’t, suggesting that all women are taught to be actresses, ﬁnd
it difﬁcult or impossible to be totally themselves) that she makes
readers profoundly ill at ease. This is the frisson of true art. It is the
feeling that the top of your head has come off, as A.E. Housman
said, the literally hair-raising effects Emily Dickinson creates
with a few delicate, dynamite words. This also affects the
structure and, more, it baffles some men and infuriates some
feminists. Nancy Hoffman makes a trenchant observation:

. . . Nin’s popularity
signiﬁes the perpetuation of a female preoccupation with self at
the expense of authentic action in the outside world. Discussions
of the diaries invariably divide along class lines, with women less
privileged or more openly political than Nin ﬁnding her demons
either inconsequential or boring.18

Hoffman says that Nin is
“not quite there.” That would be true were Nin’s diaries secret and
personal, but they are from the ﬁrst publishable and political. Nin
is determined to write in this “feminine” introspective form a very
active ﬁction. It is her intuition that is feminine, not her genre
or her product. She is more “male” (and more a “mystic of sex”)
than D.H. Lawrence, and in Henry Miller she found a kindred spirit.
If only the upper half of her little face had gone a little more
harmoniously with the lower half, or her body with her mind, what a
Grand Horizontal she would have made! As it is, she beats men at
their own game of ﬁction by feminine wiles and so-called
“weaknesses!”

Out of his little sorrows
(Heine said) he made his little songs, and out of her being born a
woman in a man’s world — it was then, anyway — Nin takes both her
motive and her method for ﬁction. She develops a grammar of effects
and a mythologizing secret that can get even chaos and crisis
across understandably and compellingly. She does this so
effectively and sticks at it in so manly a way that, despite
Wickes, the narrator character in her confusion rather than
coherence does come alive. The trick that was learned from Chekhov
enables the static to appear to move — stark contrasts side by
side, farce and pathos, shocking pink and burning orange creating
constant vibrations — sets everything a-trembling. When that
happens, plot is hardly necessary for vitality, though nowhere in
the diaries does Nin do away with connections, transitions, and
perhaps unity, to the extent she attempts in her novel
called Collages (1964). Nowhere in the diaries does she excel the clever
structure of her ﬁrst and best published ﬁction,
The House of Incest (1936). From then on, or soon after, comes the downhill slide
for the rest of her career. After the ﬁrst couple of published
volumes the diaries, too, get weaker and weaker. So intense and
demanding a format for ﬁction cannot sustain itself long. It burns
brightly, but it burns out. Edna St. Vincent Millay would say, so
what — “It gives a lovely light.”

The effect is no less
magical for being evanescent, unsustainable. In the diaries, when
her invocation works and her wizardry is performed, and when the
transubstantiation takes place — hoc est
corpus, this my body, my hocus-pocus, my
esemplastic art, or sometimes, because even the truly gifted
occultist has to fake it on those occasions when the evoked spirit
does not come, just the sleight of hand — the ﬁction rings true.
Wayne McEvilly makes an important point:

Nin’s diaries are ﬁction,
even if true — as though the matter of corresponding truth were
indeed not only inessential but magniﬁcently, even joyfully, wide
of the mark. The sense of reality is the artist’s creation, and Nin
writes the myth of cities, friends, domestic events, shoes and
hats, dances, parties, poets, pets . . . and the fact becomes the
myth which it always was but without the artist’s — one is tempted
to say compassionate — intervention and invention it would never
have become.19

 


THIS INTERVENTION is
nothing more than artistry, which always should involve editing,
though Nin has not sufﬁciently been appreciated as a pioneer in the
great American neo-romantic school that suggests restraint and
revision are antithetical to inspiration and authenticity. (“That
ain’t writin’,” snapped Truman Capote, the leading ﬁgure of
meticulous so-called non-ﬁction ﬁction, “that’s typin’!”) Gore
Vidal — Capote’s severest critic — comes to mind. He was an admirer
of her outsiderness but recognized in her a fellow seeker after
public approval. Vidal wrote of Diary
Four (1944-1947):

Admittedly, she has left
out a good deal. Of the two analysts she was going to, only one is
mentioned. And at least two Meaningful Relationships are entirely
omitted. What she has done is shrewdly excerpt those pages which
deal with people well known to readers today. The result is not the
whole truth but an interesting tour
d’horizon of her works and days . .
. 20

But punching up the popular
and leaving out unsuitable material is only one part of the
selection that is both artiﬁce and artistry. What about the editing
of what does appear, and how are we to know — or should we care? —
what is changed from what was originally recorded in the diaries?
My suggestion is that we concern ourselves only with the published
product, assuming it represents (a) ﬁction and (b) the author’s
ﬁnal intentions, the ﬁnished ﬁctional statement. If we regard the
diaries as subjective works of art rather than as objective factual
records, the text — unless our concern is with minute techniques of
composition and successive stages of revision — is the text,
period. On that and on that alone we are to base all critical
judgments, including those related to narratology. What the
entire narrative in the
diaries looks like is immaterial; that is only raw material. Judge
a costumier of ideas by what she puts on the runway, not by the
bolts of cloth and boxes of buttons in the atelier. And let’s focus on the
clothes, not the mannequins and not the after-work scandals of the
designer.

 


NIN HELPS US IN THAT FOCUS,
even if she has to deceive us into thinking that in reading the
diaries we shall be getting at the secrets of her public life.
Nowhere are we in danger in Nin of getting the sort of
autobiographical report that a cartoon on Mia Farrow
excoriates:

“I adopted a child, and
then I met André [Previn], so I adopted another child. I adopted a
child when I left André, and I adopted another one when I met Woody
[Allen]. Woody fell in love with one of the children I adopted, so
I adopted a . . .”21

Nor need we fear the
tell-all revelations of other celebrities, the barbaric yawp of the
unbridled followers of the great Walt Whitman tradition of just
letting it all pour out more or less spontaneously and certainly
unchecked, nor the vetted and enhanced “as told to” packaging of
still more celebrities, the politicized “lives” of feminist
politicians, professional and amateur. Nin’s writing is copious —
maybe too much so — but never, ever unsupervised, relaxed, direct.
She is cool and collected and critical even when exalted. She is
extravagant in her emotions, she likes to revel in them, but she
never loses elegance in her expression. She is not as prissy as
Proust, not as self-critical as Evelyn Waugh or Graham Greene or
J.R. Ackerly, but her narrative is in check, her expression
guarded, and everything, however in flux and in flow, is channeled,
controlled, partly disguised. She grew up in an era when ladies put
a “face” on, with makeup (as Max Factor called it); before that
people used a French word for “making a mask.”

With such circumspection,
the narrative moves ahead relentlessly but not like a torrent, not
like Henry Miller’s. It is in its way as mannered as Gertrude
Stein, though never as peculiar. Nin is always the analyst and
analysand. She is too watchful to give Henry Miller’s impression
that the words have a life of their own and came tumbling out. It
is an extraordinary compliment to her perspicacity to reflect that
she instantly saw in a writer as light-years away from her in
temperament and style as Henry Miller a talent worth fostering —
and that she, without any hint of jealousy passing through her
mind, any suspicion that his best work will long outlive her own,
became both friend and patron. Maybe she also enjoyed at least
temporarily the power over another writer of promise, and a bit of
role reversal with so dedicated, so unusually unandrogynous a male,
so unlike her husband and lovers, so unlike so many of her friends.
Opposites attract. All she could have done with D.H. Lawrence was
mother him or play dominatrix. But she didn’t like the fact that
Henry Miller preferred the woman on top. She didn’t: “I refuse to
be the leader . . . I want a man lying over me, always over me.”
But Nin does exude control in the diaries (and more effectively in
the short stories). Right in the middle of the multi-ring circus
that her diaries constitute — and there are sideshows and freak
shows, even, and one can visit the menagerie of literary lions — is
a very competent ringmaster, to direct your attention where she
wants it and to tell you when to stop playing with your popcorn and
pay close attention. Some of the acts, to carry this metaphor just
one step farther, are no more than a “human arrow,” Ariana, “shot
out of a cannon,” mostly hype, over in less than a couple of
seconds, but existing chiefly in anticipation, momentarily while it
lasts. Some of the high-wire acts are more virtuoso, truly
dangerous, performed (as Lawrence Ferlinghetti would say) “high
above the heads of the audience.”

 


NIN’S DIARIES, by their
construction, succeeded in creating a huge, sprawling but organic
commentary on female consciousness, and on human self-knowledge in
general. If her diaries do not demonstrate the economy of means
purists seek in art, her short story “Birth” shows incontrovertibly
that she could “write tight” if and when she wanted. That may make
some people ill at ease with modern art feel better, as do the more
conventional works by Picasso which prove to anyone that he could
draw.

A taciturn diary was to her
a contradiction in terms. The diaries are a city, not an ediﬁce.
They need to be thought of not in terms of architecture or even
planning but of conurbations that grow up naturally. That is their
essential structure, and it is not the narratology of the single
story or themed novel. They constitute, as for my money the ﬁve
ﬁctions collected in Cities of the
Interior do not, a “continuous novel.”
Moreover, their influence was wide and continuous. They raised
consciousness among feminists of both sexes. They appealed greatly
to the youngsters of all sexes seeking their identities. Nin was
fortunate to live at a time when circumstances were congenial to
the advance in women’s liberation to which she could contribute —
not without a lot of determination at ﬁrst, making her own way,
printing her own books when no one else would — and when both
ﬁctional style and content were open to her kinds of feminist
approaches.

Around her formed a cult,
just as it did around (say) Sylvia Plath (who was early on the
scene dominated by The Victim) and Jack Kerouac (The Vagabond). The
cult has so far kept the diaries, if not a half dozen or so novels,
alive. The cult is large: “Sometimes I feel like I have about ten
million daughters,” Nin noted in 1971. Nin was right when she said
she had “gone so deep inside what Ira Progoff called the personal
that I touched the water at a level where it connected all the
wells together.”

However, it was gratitude
and respect and his usual recklessness rather than a clear critical
eye that permitted Henry Miller to compare the diaries of Anaïs Nin
with the confessions of St. Augustine, and it was the scholar’s
love of the writer on whom he had done so much research that caused
Robert Zaller, in 1974, to hail Nin’s diary so extravagantly in
his Casebook: “The
odyssey of a great woman’s life, a life which it presents to us now
as one of the most serious and important of our
time.”22

Without going so far as to
rank Anaïs Nin as one of the most serious and important writers of
our century, or one of the most serious and important people of our
century (for she made her life a work of art, too), I can say that
the diaries are both in some respects unique in our literature and
in some other respects — if feminists will permit the word —
seminal.

I am aware that Nin has
devoted disciples — Nin rejoiced in them, even when she nastily
called them “the Kotex brigade” — and that many believe any attack
on her is motivated by chauvinist-swinish opposition to the women’s
movement. I think, however, it must be possible to be moderate and
yet fair in admiration of both her work and her influence. I write
about her not only to assist in creating a more balanced reputation
for her, one reasonably defensible, attempting to enhance the
reputation of Nin, and of feminist criticism as well, by suggesting
that men can beneﬁt from reading her, too, and that women’s studies
can survive even male predilections for balanced judgment. I hope
to have written criticism that is not uncritical but useful. Though
I should not like to be grouped with the Ninnies (as James Wolcott
unkindly dubs her loving fans),23 I write in sincere
appreciation of her work as an artist and an activist. I want to
add that it is a trifle uncomfortable to use the pronoun
I repeatedly, or at all,
in this paragraph, but Nin’s work underlines the fact that
I is a word we ought not
to flee but fervently embrace. That alone would guarantee her
followers in any age and particularly in ours.

 


I WISH TO CONCLUDE by
saying that I consider her an important writer, though I cannot
praise her without reservations, and the diaries, particularly, do
not seem to me to be her best work, only the work of hers that is
most interesting to me and, in its odd combination of poetry and
psychology, of ﬁction and fact, of literature and life, the most
permanent of her contributions. Anaïs Nin is one of those
twentieth-century writers such as Woolf (with her stream of
consciousness) and Stein (with her language experiments and strange
juxtapositions) and Joyce (with his reworking of myth,
particularly) and Faulkner (with his archetypes, and 450-word
sentences) whose eccentric narrative techniques cannot be exactly
adopted by anyone else at all and yet whose impact has obviously
changed the whole course of modern writing.

When and if all feminist
and masculinist and -ist
questions of all sorts are settled, what will
remain will be Nin’s inventions in the means of communication, in
the narrative techniques and personal sensitivities she taught, and
her genius in reifying reverie and bridging between the conscious
and unconscious worlds. We may apply to Anaïs Nin her own words
from The House of
Incest: “And she danced, she danced with
the music of earth’s circles, she turned with the earth turning,
like a disc, turning all faces to light and to darkness evenly,
dancing towards daylight.”
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THE VISION OF DR. ALLENDY—Psychoanalysis and the quest for an
independent identity by Patricia-Pia Célérier


 


IN 1932, psychoanalysis
became an indispensable tool of knowledge for Anaïs Nin. By making
the decision to go into therapy she crossed the threshold of a new
emotional and intellectual stage. The fact that she acknowledged
her need of outside help and support constituted an extremely
important development in her personal as well as in her
professional life.

Although she had been
interested in psychology, Anaïs Nin had so far offered resistance
to the therapeutic process. She objected to the psychoanalyst’s
claims to objectivity. Her keen perceptiveness, and her usual
reliance on intuition, prompted her to stress the dangers of “the
scientiﬁc tampering with emotions.”1 Psychology attracted her but
she was scared of analysis. The circumstances that led her ﬁrst to
consult Dr. René Allendy, and subsequently Dr. Otto Rank, in Paris,
indicate her hesitancy and the ambiguity she felt.

Anaïs Nin met Dr. Allendy
for the ﬁrst time “to talk about Eduardo,”2 her cousin. Her alleged
intention in arranging this session was to help resolve Eduardo
Sanchez’s passion for her. She also did not meet Otto Rank in a
straightforward manner. She sent Henry Miller to see him. In
her Diary she
asserts that she wanted to help Miller clarify his thoughts and ﬁnd
his way through the maze of his difﬁcult relationship with his
second wife, June Mansﬁeld. Initially, Anaïs Nin concealed her own
desire for therapy by recommending it to those close to her, and by
pretending to help them, thus delaying the urgency of her own
needs. The writer’s strong urge to control her life (and that of
others) can further explain this attitude. The traumatic feeling of
rejection she had experienced in her childhood, when her father had
suddenly left the family, had caused her to coil up. She had become
used to living inwardly, to doing her own analysis. She had
incorporated, digested, the Other, the judge, the critic. She had
striven to be self-sufﬁcient in order to be less
vulnerable.

“Self-deﬁnition,” J.
Laplanche and J.B. Pontalis indicate in The Language of Psychoanalysis,
“eliminates by deﬁnition the existence and the intervention of an
interpersonal relationship.”3 As Nin grew older,
self-deﬁnition became a less viable solution and she looked for
better ways to communicate with the outside world. Before fully
engaging in this process of exposure, she resorted, however, to
different “alternatives.” On several occasions she read certain
passages of her diaries to her friends. In doing so, she thought
that she would be able to make reality and imagination, outer and
inner worlds, coincide. Offering literary fragments of herself, she
observed the reactions they brought about in others. Anaïs Nin’s
genuine thirst for truth soon made such a strategy impossible. She
found that she must anchor herself in life’s ebb and flow rather
than obsessively try to contain it. In an effort to solve her
conflicts, to reach a greater harmony and grasp the meeting-point
of who she was and who she wanted to be, Nin ﬁnally consented to
see Dr. Allendy in her own name. Her acceptance of both the
analytic process and the practician’s authority would not always be
unproblematic. Anaïs Nin never really trusted her therapist, not
even Otto Rank, with whom she enjoyed a privileged rapport. Two
major stumbling blocks arose in the course of her two treatments:
her ongoing journal-keeping, and the successive seduction of her
two analysts. Dr. Allendy and Dr. Rank both thought that the diary
threatened the cure, and also inhibited Nin as a writer, by
conﬁning her to pure introspection. Anaïs Nin, after agreeing for a
time with their views, began to recognize that the diary undermined
their authority, and that they considered it a defense mechanism,
an analysis of the actual analysis. The diary, for Anaïs Nin,
represented an addiction, a form of slavery, and at times it may
have been a lie, an escape, but it also served her as the cradle of
a creativity and a form of expression which were speciﬁcally
feminine.

The fact that Anaïs Nin
seduced both her analysts shows, on the one hand, an attempt on her
part to control the situation and, on the other, what seems to be a
lack of discernment on the part of both men. Although one’s
immediate reaction might be to question the professionalism of her
therapists, the blame here also falls on Anaïs Nin herself. In
March 1932, playing a game in which she was the patient, Anaïs Nin
told her cousin Eduardo, the make-believe analyst, that he was
ineffectual as a therapist because they had been involved in a
sexual relationship. Thus, when some time later she entered into
therapy with Dr. Allendy, she already was aware of the danger an
intimate relationship between patient and therapist might entail.
(This is even more obvious in the case of her relationship with
Rank.) As a matter of fact, at the end of her psychoanalysis with
Allendy, Nin judged his behavior as lacking in objectivity.
Seduction, in this instance, reflects not only Nin’s need to be
loved and admired but an effort to diffuse the analyst’s power over
her. One must point out that after 1939 the writer would choose
only female therapists.

OEBPS/tmp_fe08c3251cca185e6c091392e4af653e_an1zvA_html_m7c407735.jpg





OEBPS/tmp_fe08c3251cca185e6c091392e4af653e_an1zvA_html_4a863e76.jpg





OEBPS/tmp_fe08c3251cca185e6c091392e4af653e_an1zvA_html_2403e90f.jpg





OEBPS/tmp_fe08c3251cca185e6c091392e4af653e_an1zvA_html_m3d511586.jpg
ANALS

AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL
Edited by Gunther Stuhlmann Anthology





OEBPS/tmp_fe08c3251cca185e6c091392e4af653e_an1zvA_html_292ce352.png





OEBPS/cover.jpg
Anthology 1983-2001

Compiled and Prefaced by
Benjamin Franklin V

Leonard R. N. Ashley Patricia Lawlor
Patricia-Pia Célérier Kate Millett
Wendy M. DuBow Marie-Line Pétrequin
Bee Formentelli Otto Rank
Leo Hamalian Joanne Rock
Suzette Henke Gislinde Seybert
Kerri A. Horine Gunther Stuhlmann

Philip K. Jason Lori A. Wood





