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ON OTTO RANK AND HENRY MILLER by Anais
Nin

 


From the original diary
transcript, October, 1937

 


In November 1934 Anais Nin
followed Dr. Otto Rank, with whom she had been in analysis and
eventually fallen in love, to New York, where she assisted him in
his psychoanalytical practice and also undertook some lay-analysis
herself. The relationship ended in May 1935 (see, for instance,
Volume 13, 1995, pp. 3-8) but occupied her thoughts for many years
thereafter, as this diary entry dated October 8, 1937 indicates.
Anais Nin used this retrospective material when preparing the
second volume of the Diary
for publication, though at the time all personal,
intimate aspects had to be eliminated. In The Diary of Anais Nin, 1934-1939,
portions of the present text appeared often verbatim under the
general date [April, 1935], provided by the editor. They
demonstrate once again the process by which Anais Nin was able to
retain the essence of her original writing, to make some of her
diary “publishable” without hurting those she loved, avoid
potential legal and censorship problems, and, at the same time,
improve, clarify, and elaborate on the underlying text as a
conscious artist. This material will appear in the
forthcoming A Journal of Love: Nearer the
Moon. The Unexpurgated Diary of Anais Nin,
1937-1939. Ed.

 


I HAVE NEVER BEEN ABLE to
describe the spiritual-mental legend contents of certain nights
with Rank, nor the creative mystery which made them possible.
Whereas it is Henry’s caresses, Gonzalo’s caresses I remember, I
cannot remember one single caress of Rank’s. I know he possessed my
soul for a moment by his penetration of it. The voluptuous joys I
experienced were those of being completely understood, justified,
absolved, as by a god.

There were times during our
last weekends when I did not want to see him anymore, when I went
to meet him against all my desires. I used to arrive at
Pennsylvania Station feeling clearly the rebellion of my body. I
felt closed, my mouth felt tight, felt disgust. I used to stand
before the windows of the shops to delay the encounter. Once I saw
one of Hugh’s aunts passing. She did not see me. Another time a
friend of Katrine Perkins. These encounters I made use of when I
met Rank to justify the irritation which his intensity caused me.
He always came out of breath, perspiring and nervous. His physical
élan toward me was heavy, possessive, hysterical. I could not
respond to it, and I would be reserved, explaining lamely: “I have
just seen Hugh’s aunt.”

We would get into the
train. It would be lunch time. The soft Negroes served us, and
among them Rank seemed like a graceless, inhuman animal, moving
inharmoniously. The Negroes served the food which Rank devoured
like a stone Buddha, opening jaws which could not taste, jaws of
stone, to the huge offerings of the faithful. He always ate
ravenously and as if he did not taste anything. A mummy. His body
the color of death. But full of nerves, full of energy, and in my
presence flushed with a momentary life that was not life but lust,
appetite, desperate appetite.

My body was
sullen.

 


HE WOULD ALWAYS ask me what
I had been doing during the week. And at this moment his magic
would begin to operate because no matter what I told him, from the
most trivial: “I bought a bracelet” to the most important for me:
“I am so happy, I got the dancer a job,” or “I wrote a page on
minerals for the House of Incest,” Rank would immediately pounce on
this fact with a joy he did not have for the food and raise the
fragment to a brilliant, a dazzling, complete legend. The bracelet
had a meaning, the minerals had a meaning, they only revealed more
clearly this divine pattern by which I lived in which Rank alone
could see the whole tapestry. He would repeat over and over again:
“You see, you see, you SEE.”

I had the feeling that I
was doing extraordinary things. When I stopped before a window and
bought a bracelet I carried in me the entire drama, past and
present, of woman’s slavery and dependence and bonds. In this
little obscure theater of my unconscious, the denouement which I
brought about when I spontaneously bought the bracelet, urged as I
thought by the color or shape of it, by my love of adornment, was
more dramatic than I knew at the moment. Here, before Rank, in the
train speeding to the beach, the whole journey, the waiters all
seemed to be attending the mystery and the unraveling of its
meaning! “You see, you SEE.” Not only the bracelet, the lovely
moment spent on Fifth Avenue was revived, intensified, but all I
had done during the week was like a huge, giant camellia of a
hothouse flower show, fostered, precipitated by a continuous old
travail of fever-hot creation with which Rank could trace down each
minor incident of my life so that I felt at once like a marvelous
actress who did not know how husky, how moving her voice and
gestures had been, their tremendous repercussion, but also like a
creator preparing in some dim laboratory a life like a legend, and
now reading the legend itself in an enormous book, open, carried by
many Negroes on slanting trays, served on silver platters, smoking
on a fast train going to the beach.

And this certainly was part
of the legend, this man bowing over incidents, explaining, to
marvel always at this miracle which had never seemed a miracle
before, my walking along and buying a bracelet, as miraculous to
Rank as the liquid turning to gold in the alchemist bottle. The
more he talked, the more I poured out stories of all I had done,
ensorcelled by the discovery that I had not only covered the earth
with multitudes of little acts but that all these acts made so
quickly could be illumined like a Host in a ciborium and worshipped
for their significance, the very act of their flowering. I would
find more little acts down the dusty streets of my enormous life,
which, touched up by the blue light of Rank’s enormous
beacon-light, acquired a new depth, a patina, a tone I had never
noticed before. I was at the center of this like a Princess of the
Arabian nights spurting forth jewels, exposing a pattern which Rank
said was one of the most intricate and beautiful colored tapestries
he had ever seen.

What game was this of
colored lights played on the most insignificant of all acts?
Nothing was insignificant. When I lied to [Dr. René] Allendy it was not merely to
conceal my bond with Henry, but to laugh at analysis, to mock it,
to expose its possibility of error by proving I could lie without
being detected. And Rank laughed, laughed at my games. Laughed
because I would not make things too real so they would not die or
turn to tragedy. This he had discovered, to explain my separations
from him, my eluding, my sleeping alone, my ELUSIVENESS. He had
found so many explanations: I liked play; I did not want tragedy,
destruction. I was really a flame. One could not possess a flame.
This flame was rolling in a fast train to the beach. This flame,
this valise, this impatient man, reading into my past, into my
writing, into all my acts, unable to read that I did not love him,
him, this man Rank.

 


THE LONG SAD BOARDWALK with
its noise of feet on wood. [In the diary volume published in 1967,
AN identifies “Long Beach” as the site of a convention of
psychoanalysts. It seems more likely that the train from
Pennsylvania Station went to Philadelphia and the boardwalk was
located in Atlantic City. Ed.] Crowds.

Discord between sea and
voices, between wind and colors of movie advertisements, between
shop windows and sand. Discord. The crowd walking, chewing nuts,
cakes, sausage, not breathing, the wind on dyed hair, the salt so
bitter on this skirt of the sea’s dance trodden by houses, bold
houses which should have been hiding, exposing so aggressively
their common facades, open-jawed shops with loudspeakers deriding
the hiss of the sea, the wind, announcing sales of furniture, of
horoscopes, of dolls. Long boardwalk, a fair of monsters exposed
without charge, faces of owls, rictus of walrus, eyes of stingrays.
And their families. A hotel like a penitentiary, fast covered to
order with gold leaf and red brocade, filled with robot waiters.
The sea there, discordant, rhythms broken by the radios.

The vast room of all
people, anonymous. Everyone has passed, no one has passed. It is a
sieve, a wax paper on which no trace was left. The boardwalk full
of people has passed through these rooms with a noise of wood. The
sea cannot enter. Too many curtains, waiters, bells, signs on the
doors, too many mirrors, rugs, discordance, and Rank snapping many
words and throwing cigar butts on the sand in jars. Out of the
window the sea looks far off. So many Ranks walking out of rhythm
with the sea. Soon will the fluidic current be established by talk,
and incidents chained together will produce the semblance of a
symphony that is only a semblance because it will vanish faster
than music, it is only an imitation, it is chaining together with
meaning what need never have been separated and should have been
continuous like a symphony in the blood. When Rank seeks analogy
and premeditation and exults because of the time he ruined himself
to buy a statuette of a Byzantine Virgin he was buying an exact
replica of my face. Digging into incidents for a symphony broken by
discordances seems to restore a flow between our acts which is only
the flow of its meaning but which dies quickly like all the
dissonances of the boardwalk being only footsteps carried away by
the sea.

Underneath all this was the
sea, was my nature which would not amalgamate with his, was my lie,
was his blindness to the lie. He was embroidering, he was
inventing. The music was not produced, there was passing of our
lives as upon a delicate stage with new lights and new shadows, but
no music was ever produced, no music issued. It was an imitation of
the movements in life—a semblance of activity and revelation. It
was a continuous dance around phenomena. And nature, life, the sea,
was constantly surrounded and never entered.

The sea was there, in me,
churning revolt. Ebbing back and forth away from touch. Hearing
only—playing the game in space and eluding touch. The you in Rank
was this man I did not want.

I liked sitting on the
floor after dinner, Arab fashion. Once I laughed so much that I
threw myself backwards, lying on the rug, laughing, He came over
and sat at my side. I saw desire on his face, I leaped
up.

 


ILLUSION OF RHYTHM given by
similar thinking. Rank’s philosophy and his own wisdom was mine—had
lived by it. I had lived a life which he alone could penetrate.
This coincidence, perpetually explored, was what made our nights
glow. His humor, which was irony, was the kind I shared. What I
remember of this interplay in the darkness was a fusion of
attitudes. And this alone caused the harmony. At first I did not
feel his body. I felt only the passion in it. When this passion
became hysteria, fear, clutching, then I awakened to his presence,
his physical presence. He possessed my spirit and he tried to
stifle me. And because he was so heavy, so obtrusive physically, I
was not permitted as I had done at other times, to take what I
wanted only and dance away with it. Great understanding exists only
in those who can momentarily efface themselves, become selfless
enough to enter the other’s feelings. Rank had this. But as I had
equally the faculty to make the most selfless people aware of their
own needs, desires, I awakened in Rank the demanding, voracious
self, the self who did not want to die. “Before you came,
everything was unreal. No woman loved me for myself or was even
herself. I created and invented them, and it was all unreal. I did
not have to create you, I only helped you to become more
yourself.”

It was that night, at that
moment, when I withdrew from his embrace on the rug, that Rank
realized I no longer desired him. He fell into a depression, and
lay awake all night. There was no open admission. I could not
console him without admitting there was a loss to console him for.
So I put ear-stoppers in my ears so I would not hear him sigh and
breathe heavily, and went to sleep.

 


Oct. 10

CONVINCED ALL UNDERSTANDING
IMPOSSIBLE in Henry. He cannot understand. We begin our argument on
expansion, and he ends by saying exactly what I said in another
form, he cannot deduce, he cannot see anything but what he feels
for himself. We were expressing again the woman problem (he is
baffled by my essay on woman’s role in creation). I said Nordika
Norden made herself ridiculous in her confessions because she
proved she was a woman who realized she could not suit her rhythm
to any man’s because she herself had no core to relate to anyone
with. Theoretically, woman always sits at the center of her being
and brings the vaster peripheral activities into the center. I
bring all of Henry’s philosophies and creations into the core of
our life. At the center are my intimate relationships: Gonzalo,
Henry, Hugh, Durrell... I never lose sight of those who are on the
periphery, do not confuse them with the center. But Henry has no
core. I say to him: “I swung into your peripheral rhythms not to
sit alone in the center, as all women do-lamenting. It is not
natural to me, but necessary.”

Henry does not understand
this. He denies the reality of all this—but says at the end: “Man’s
impersonal world masks the personal.” He is all confusion. There is
nothing right or wrong, bad or good. This non-evaluation comes
exactly out of the impersonal attitude: it does not matter who I
pick up, who I listen to, everything is interesting, that is,
abstractly to the artist, not to the self. I know it is that
constant expansion, exaggeration, which thins out his work, empties
it of meaning. It is gallery, a set of types, crowds. Then he says:
“We are freaks.” I say: “We are not freaks. We are exaggerated men
and women represent others, only heightened. This exaggeration in
you (now it is interest in Marika Norden’s letters which are
obviously cheap, false) is a waste. [HM apparently had begun to
correspond with Megan Vogt, the statuesque author of
The Gentle Men, which
Jack Kahane’s Obelisk Press had published in 1934, under the
Scandinavian writer’s pseudonym “Marika Norden.”
Ed.] You are less whole
than I am because of that. One painter represents many painters.
Many painters represent less than one painter.”

I am philosophically
against his exaggerated periphery. It is the reason why Henry will
never be read for depths but for types—for general experience. He
cannot understand at all what I mean. The
dehumanization.

I love Gonzalo. Henry may
give me the feeling of an enlarged world, but by its enlargement it
is empty of emotion, humanity, and drama. I entered it. I lived his
rhythm. I expanded. But I returned. It leads nowhere. It is thin.
His non-understanding is linked somewhere with his absence of
values and his absence of meaning. Henry is flow—but meaningless.
It is dynamism, but sensual dynamism. It is nature. Not the soul.
That I know. It is instinct, not feeling.

 


I SENTIMENTALIZED HENRY. I
said his feelings were there, but inhibited, perverted, ingrown. I
said sentimental things. The man who creates these books without
soul is one with his books. I am his soul. But I work against his
pleasure-seeking, his Rabeleisian attitude, his receptive wax
reproduction of a whole world of people that I hate. I won’t go any
further with him. Now I need not be so baffled by what he likes and
seeks outside of me, caricatures of himself, affinities with his
own vulgarities, lack of perception, he is as blind to values as he
is to the shock of violently ugly wallpaper. He is of the people,
and he is returning to the people, burying himself in the very
world from which he sprang and which he has wanted to escape from.
He never escaped this world, the streets he played on. He was born
in the ugly and he will die in the ugly. I thought Henry the artist
would swing himself into a new dimension. That was what June
discovered.

Perhaps I am writing out of
hatred for this man who could still today possess me physically
when I am no longer possessed by his created world. I don’t
know.

In this center there is
everything. I want to live in the center. The expansion of Henry’s
is illusory, superficial, and it is due to an absence of core. He
thinks I am talking about ethics, morals. I am talking about core.
I’m talking about a center that keeps one faithful, gravitating
around a center. What I protest against is not expansion but the
exaggeration of it, the malady. Henry wants to get many letters, to
meet many new people everlastingly, he is a man-hunter, every clue
is a scent for him. That is why his work is peripheral, and
crowded—not profound. He puts back the street into it. It does not
take so many people to say something. This is Wagnerian with all of
Wagner’s defects. He is of the Wagner lineage. When he said: “You
do the same,” I answered: “I did it only in self-defense, to catch
your rhythm, and be with you.” I am not doing it anymore. I am
letting [Conrad] Moricand starve. I am pushing off peripheral
friends. I want to give myself more to those near me. It was like
the time I went to New York, to take care of my patients I didn’t
care about, and left Hugh, Eduardo, Joaquin to their loneliness and
sickness. The impersonal savior. The collective doctor.
Merde! Nothing is vital
or beautiful that is not personal... Henry thinks he does not lose
himself. He not only loses himself, his life as a man, he lost me.
He will have to find me in fragments. He deserves to be pushed into
a completely fragmented life. He will get a little protection from
one, a little passion from another, gifts from one, tyranny from
another. That ought to be his fate.

 


I MAY BE UNJUST. Perhaps
Henry works toward his periphery from a foundation of his work and
me. I don’t know. Perhaps the periphery masks the core. The woman
who loves always gives the best interpretation. All I know is that
I love Henry, even after his caresses, with a feeling of
insubstantiality, and that I meet Gonzalo and I feel the man and I
am glad he is only a man, a warrior. I have lived like an elastic
distended by Henry’s inflations and this dilation. produces only
abortion.

In spite of Henry’s
philosophy I believe it is this defect in him as a man which
appears as a defect in his writing. The Wagnerian inflation. I
don’t believe it is a quality.

Struggle? Why struggle? One
only struggles if one is enchained. I am not free. I am enchained.
And in my diary I rebel. I must still be enchained by Henry. Or why
should I be struggling?

 


 


Waystations

 


October 5, 1934

I want to write about
anything except Rank’s departure. Although today he said: “After
that talk with Hugh, after feeling I will see you even sooner than
December, I am happy, I am so happy.”

Sunday night we will be
together all night in Rouen.

 


October 7, 1934

Hugh and I went at four
o’clock to Rank’s apartment. There were people there saying
good-bye. We were not sad, because we thought of the night coming.
Everybody said goodbye. They leaned out of the window while Rank
drove away.

I asked Hugh to drive me to
Gare St. Lazare... On the train I dreamed. When [Rank] saw me at
the station [in Rouen] he leaped toward me, he kissed me
passionately. It seemed to me that he was loving me in the way I
had loved Henry, with all that leaping, flamingness of
gesture.

 


From Anais Nin’s
unexpurgated diary

I remember well that cold
and drizzly night of October 8, 1934, when I drove Rank to
Cherbourg to board the City of Norfolk, a slow, old-fashioned, yet
stalwart steamer of the Baltimore Mail Line. Just before sailing
time, we dined modestly in a small restaurant in that famous
seaport city. Rank seemed sad and slightly depressed, and I know I
was, for I had a presentiment that despite the plans for a 1935
summer session of the [Psychological] Center, our ways were
definitely parting...

Dr. Pearce Bailey, in a
talk before the Otto Rank Association, May 13, 1967


 


HOTEL CENTRAL by Roger
Jackson

 



Revisiting 1 bis Rue du Maine in Paris, 14th
Arrondissement

 


THERE IS NOTHING SHABBY
about Rue du Maine today, nor do I imagine that there was anything
some sixty-three years ago to suggest urban blight or decay. Like
in much of central Paris today not only the bedrock of the streets
but also building after building still stand as they did
generations ago. Take away the modern cars, the high-rise building
in center view, look beyond the tacky “modernization” of
storefronts, and you see a street little changed since
1932.

From the Montparnasse cafés
which Henry Miller and Anais Nin frequented, the Coupole, the
Rotonde, or from the Luxemburg Gardens just a few blocks away, all
paths would eventually lead Miller to the onset of Rue du Maine, a
very short street, and to Number One, the Hotel Central, which at
various times served as his temporary living quarters.

One can imagine Miller
ambulating as he travels westward and just before entering the
hotel, perhaps, throwing a quick glance over his right shoulder to
focus briefly on the children playing in the small park just across
the way, as their voices ring out unexpectedly.

It was here, on March 8,
1932, that Anais Nin and Henry Miller ascended the stairs to Room
Number Forty to begin their sexual odyssey. Several biographers,
and the writings and letters of both lovers, have provided us with
some of the details of that afternoon:

The prelude of drinks at
the small table in the nearby café Chez les Vikings, in the Rue
Vavin.

Anais Nin’s black-lace
underwear.

Her total abandonment
during the act itself.

Henry doing a somersault on
the bed, afterward.

Henry asking Anais: “You
expected—more brutality?”

The photograph of June
Miller on the mantelpiece, her watchful eye creating an uneasy
presence.

When reading the varying
accounts of this event, a few unimportant details seem to be askew:
Anais writes of lying on the bed with Henry’s coat covering her
naked body; alternately, the coat is described as being on the bed
with Anais on top of it; and there is a version in which the coat
is used as a pallet on the floor, with both of them upon
it.

To the voyeur at the
keyhole in the shabby hotel corridor all this is immaterial,
regardless who is right. Maybe all three details are correct at
some time

during the
encounter.

Looking out from Miller’s
room, they would have had a view to the south of utilitarian
courtyards, chimneys, and flue-pipe steeples; and to the north of a
small park, with the thickness of foliage and the size of the trees
a sharp contrast to the grassless playground.
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The hotel today: Still
providing comfort and privacy to lovers

Photo: Courtesy of William
E. Ashley

 


MARCH 8, 1932—D-DAY for the
literary compatriots. Only a few days earlier Anais Nin had stated
that they would only share their thoughts, their ideas, their minds
but not their bodies. In a letter from Louveciennes, dated March 2,
1932, she had confidently declared: “I will be the one woman you
will never have,” and that together they would “only write and talk
and swell the sails.”

A day earlier, sitting with
Henry Miller at the Café de la Rotonde, Anais Nin had already felt
her resolve slip away and a day or so later, in her diary, she
composed a cryptic prose-poem about Henry that would become an
aural aphrodisiac for Miller when she read it to him later at les
Vikings:

 


His life—the
underworld—Carco—violence ruthlessness—acrid savours—morbid
interests—monstrosity—sinking golddigging—debauch. I read, I read
his notes avidly, with horror. For years, in semi-solitude, my
imagination has had time to grow beyond measure, to be inflamed,
distorted: When a torrent of bestial life is poured over me—such
facts! —my imagination, démesuric, enormous, monstrous, is
frenzied, haunted, maddened. At night, in a fever, all his words,
descriptions, scenes, press in on me, like a sensual attack. My
body is caught, caught, invaded, taken, seared. Life, all life
possesses me because my body is sensual, my body surrenders to
flames, to obscenity, to images, to sensations. In the night I
sink, I burn. I toss, I surrender. Hands, the movement of hands,
feeling his words, his phrases larva, larva—his violent,
aggressive, overwhelming, scaring manhood pursuing—lascivious,
bestial. What hotness in the night. I sink with my body. I taste,
with my mouth, with my womb, with my frenzied moisture, that
violence. Low, low, low, on the very entrails of the earth, crushed
against the earth with the man over me, annihilated, possessed
until I want to shriek. I shriek in the night—I cry—because every
moment of the orgy something in me cries out, cries out in
despair: remonté! remonté!
My body lies low, howling with joy, and something
else swells, like a wave, separate, inviolate, sobbing, struggling
out, out, to rise, to rise, to free myself. Fever. Hours of
maelstrom.

Morning. Torn asunder.
Exhaustion. Years and years of imaginative floating, the
imagination growing, swelling, intensifying, deforming...then
facts, facts, facts, reality, reality, reality...the dream nailed
down, écartelé,
bleeding. Cries of the body, young, supple, ardent, crying out to
be devoured, mangled, burnt! Crying out for the great lascivious
violence of coition with death. It is the taste of death that is so
bitter and so devouring and satisfying: disease, brain fevers,
blood, dirt, crawling on the ground, annihilated by drink, divided
into spherical layers by drugs, ripped, burnt by the desecration of
ideals, the weight of one’s own sinking and rolling, and the acute,
acute, acute joy of being possessed.

 


This passage so effected
Miller that he placed a typed copy of it securely within the pages
of his Paris Notebooks, where it has remained to this day. [The
text here reproduced is based on the typed transcript of the
original diary and represents an excerpt from entries under the
date “March 2.” HM’s “notes,” apparently, are portions of early
drafts of Tropic of Cancer
and sections from his abandoned earlier
manuscripts about his “underworld” life in America. “I read him
what I wrote on the effect of his notes,” AN wrote under the same
date. “He was interested—said I could only write like that, with
that imaginative intensity because I had not lived out what I was
writing about.” The typed version in HM’s Paris Notebooks varies
slightly from the diary entry cited (a few sentences or words are
missing and there are some spelling discrepancies: “larva” becomes
“lava,” “scared” becomes “seared” which may be due to transcription
errors). Possibly, AN typed out the original handwritten section at
HM’s request and made slight editorial changes. The extracted text,
in fact, is preceded by the statement “I do not fit into his life,”
and between the two cited paragraphs she had written: “Is that
living?” See also Henry & June: From
the Unexpurgated Diary of Anais Nin, p.
53. Ed.]
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Another survivor: The small
park across the street

Photo: Courtesy of William
E. Ashley

 


In a moment of reflection
many years later, Miller would add a note of explanation at the
bottom of Nin’s passage: “And after she read this to me came the
debacle, 1 bis, Rue du Maine, Hotel Central, champagne, coat on the
floor.”

 


BRIEF THOUGH THEY ARE,
Nin’s diary passage and Miller’s addendum provide an insight of how
both of them integrated their writing and their lives. For Anais
Nin it was a haunting, and at times a seemingly painful
self-awareness, evident in her writing, which provided the fuel
that led her to self-liberation as a person. For Henry Miller it
was his self-liberation, a cathartic bravado liberation, evident in
his writing, that led to his self-awareness as a person.

Cosmic twins now, perhaps,
Anais Nin and Henry Miller, while living, enjoyed a reciprocity in
many facets of their literary and romantic lives. Though they
shared a mutual love for many years, their encounter at the Hotel
Central on March 8, 1932, marks the beginning of their sexual
relationship.

Still providing comfort and
privacy to lovers, the Hotel Central, at 1 bis, Rue du Maine, in
the 14th Arrondissement of Paris, anchors for us the time and place
for a significant moment in both their lives.


 


THE DIARY OF ANAIS NIN by
Henry Miller




Preparing for a first
edition of “Mon Journal”

 


In 1937, buoyed by his
budding literary career which had been triggered by Anais Nin’s
underwriting of the publication of Tropic
of Cancer, Henry Miller apparently decided
to reciprocate. In his essay, “Un Être
Étoilique,” he had revealed to the small
but influential readership of The
Criterion the existence of Anais Nin’s
diary, which by then had reached its 54th volume. He had composed
this article, and in the November 1937 issue of The Booster, the irreverent magazine
he and his buddies had shanghaied from the American Country Club in
Paris, he announced that in January 1938 he would publish 250
copies of a “faithful reproduction” of the original French text of
the first volume of “Anais Nin’s great diary.” He issued a
twenty-page reprint of the Criterion
essay, and composed a one-page flyer, in English
and French, inviting subscriptions to underwrite the printing of
“Mon Journal,” the work Anais Nin had “begun at the age of eleven
during her journey from Barcelona to New York.” On a copy of the
flyer, preserved in Volume 55 of the original diary, and here
reproduced, Anais Nin noted two subscriptions received, by Stuart
Gilbert and the Princesse de San Faustino. But nothing came of the
project. Anais Nin’s original diaries, written in French between
July 1914 and July 1920, were published for the first time in two
volumes, Journal d’Enfance, 1914-1919,
1919-1920, by Editions Stock in Paris, in
1979, two years after Anais Nin’s death. The present text, it
seems, was intended as an introduction to the volume but was never
printed. Ed.

 


18, Villa Seurat, Paris
(XIVe)

THE PUBLICATION OF A DIARY
is always an event to look forward to. Not long ago the world was
startled by the discovery of Nijinsky’s diary, a revelation not
only unique in kind but in quality, a truly terrifying expression
of joy and anguish. Within a year or so it is quite likely that, in
an abridged version of about a thousand pages, Americans will have
the privilege of reading another human document of an exceptional
nature: The Diary of Anais Nin.

Those who have read
her Unprofessional Study
of D.H. Lawrence (published by Edward Titus in
Paris a few years ago) or The House of Incest (a limited edition
now exhausted) will hardly be prepared for this work on which she
has been laboring for the last twenty years. Laboring is perhaps
misleading, for one of the amazing facts about this diary is that
it was written, so to speak, between times. The fifty-five volumes
which have accumulated to date remind one of the old ditty about
the little drops of water which make the mighty ocean. Anais Nin is
one of those exceptionally balanced persons who give the illusion
of doing everything without effort. And always without fanfare.
There is scarcely a correction or an erasure in the whole work, the
handwriting is fine, swift, extremely clear and even throughout.
The record is tumultuous, almost unbearably naked, often
clairvoyant, and more like the eruption of a geyser than a limpid
flowing stream. It is my impression that no woman has ever written
in like manner, and very few indeed are the men who have had the
courage to reveal the truth so wholeheartedly.
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“A revelation unique in kind
and in quality”

From a copy preserved in
Volume 55 of the original diary

 


The author of this diary is
a woman who comes, on the father’s side, of a celebrated Spanish
family which has produced a number of poets, artists, and
musicians. It is the Spanish blood which is no doubt responsible
for the direct, realistic and violent aspects of her work. The
whole emphasis is on character; a great part of the diary, indeed,
represents an almost fanatical quest of the Absolute. The
counterpart to this, the saving quality, in fact, is the increased
reliance upon what might be called the Neptunian side of the
personality. A quality, incidentally, which has also saved Picasso
from the rack.

The harmony and stability,
the classic attitude, to which Anais Nin has attained at a
comparatively youthful age, is the result of a slow organic growth
which had its inception in a severe trauma. Despite all that is
written upon the subject by the analysts, the study of the human
personality remains as baffling now as at any time in human
history. No one can predict what is good or bad for the individual,
if the lives of interesting personalities are of any value at all.
No one can estimate the potentialities of even the humblest
individuals—witness the biographies of the great! Heredity,
environment, race, breeding, status, sex, neither any nor all of
these factors combined serve to sum up the personality, nor to
explain it. What eludes our search forms such a preponderant
element that the mystery tends to increase with knowledge rather
than to diminish. Nothing serves better to drive home this fact
than the reading of a diary written in secret and devoted to truth.
As I have pointed out elsewhere in writing of this work, the diary
is not necessarily more truthful than other forms of art, but the
fact that it takes its stance in truth is of peculiar interest and
importance. [Apparently HM is referring to his essay,
“Un Être Étoilique,” which had appeared in
T.S. Eliot’s London magazine, The
Criterion (XVII, No.66) in October
1937. Ed.]

 


IN THE CASE OF ANAIS NIN,
an individual endowed with an excessive imagination, the necessity
to reveal the truth is practically an obsession. The fictive has to
be made real. The root of this dilemma lies in the creative
instinct which is itself the supreme expression of conflict. As the
diary so marvellously relates, it was the creative urge itself, the
very will to live, which was cruelly threatened at the most vital
moment of the author’s early life; failing to be extinguished, the
will expressed itself in circuitous fashion, giving us not only the
voluminous account of the struggle but creating at the same time a
personality in whom everything but the artist has been exorcised.
Of the author of this monumental confession it might today be said
with great truth that she lives entirely in the imagination. This
phrase usually evokes the image of a figure completely divorced
from life. Such is not the case here. Anais Nin is, on the
contrary, one of those rare individuals who are not only in life
but who nourish life. Her behaviour would indicate that she
recognizes no barrier between desire and action. She contrives not
only to evade moral issues, she has learned also to consolidate the
will. She gives the illusion of acting always from a movable
center, a characteristic which enables her to embrace and include
contradictions as well as to exclude what are generally considered
to be irritating problems. In fact, she seems not to have any
problems; she is ready at any time of the day for any emergency
with all her faculties alert and winged. She leaves no dust behind
her, no waste; her path is clean, decisive and healing. If she has
no moral scruples it is because she has arrived at a state of
grace.
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“No barrier between desire
and action”—Anais Nin in Paris

From the collection of Anais
Nin

 


Very seldom have we had
such a thorough account of the development of the personality; the
record begins at an early age and proceeds almost without
interruption. Very seldom, too, have we seen a life which in the
process of realization corresponds so accurately to the intuitions
and prophecies recorded. “Life,” said Emerson, “consists in what a
man is thinking all day.” The truth of such a remark is
impressively borne out when one scans a record of these
proportions; one has the impression, in turning the pages, of
watching the growth of a human being cell by cell. One is also made
aware of how, parallel to the steady, almost imperceptible growth,
there blossom forth incommensurable spurts, metamorphoses of
mysterious, plant-like nature, which attest to the miraculous leap
in the night from bud to flower. One witnesses the quickening as
well as the blighting effects of human relationships, and one is
impressed once again by the necessitous character of what is called
chance.
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HENRY MILLER

wishes to announce that by March 1* 1938,
failing a world war or a collapse of the
monetary systems of the world, he will publish
from Bruges, Belgium, the first volume of
Anais Nin’s diary

MON  JOURNAL

in the original French. This great work, which
is now in the s4th volume, was begun at the
age of eleven during the voyage from Barcelona
to New York.

The edition is limited to 250 copies numbered
and signed by the author. The book will be
printed by the Imprimerie Ste-Catherine on
this paper in this type of a format exactly this
size. It will include two facsimile pages from
the original cakhiers; the cover design will be
the author’s own horoscope.

The price will be oo frs. for France, one pound
for England and five dollars for America. For
other countries a corresponding rate based on
the dollar. Checks or money orders should be
made payable to the publisher, Henry Miller,and"
addressed to him at 18 Villa Seurat, Paris (xiv).
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