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PREFACE

The Diary of Others
is so named because after 1958 Anaïs Nin’s diary
consisted mainly of correspondence with “des autres”—family members, friends,
and colleagues—as a way of documenting her life. In all, some 1,600
pages of original text were used to edit the book into its present
form.

Editing this volume was challenging for a
number of reasons. One is that the source material was written on
loose pages that were sometimes out of order or misfiled, which
involved detective work to locate and place them in proper
sequence. And, sometimes, materials such as notes, calendar
entries, and letters were kept separately from the original diary
and had to be sequentially (and contextually) integrated with the
rest of the manuscript.

This book is divided into two sections: “The
Trapeze Life” (1955-1958) and “Others” (1958-1966). The “Trapeze”
section, beginning in April 1955, details Nin’s double life, which
she compared to a trapeze upon which she oscillated between New
York, where she lived with her legal husband Hugh (Hugo) Guiler,
and California, where she lived with Rupert Pole, the lover she
bigamously married in early 1955.

The “Others” section,
beginning in 1958 after Nin ceased writing frequent and detailed
diary entries, consists of correspondence describing her increased
efforts to promote her fiction and to edit her diary in such a way
that it could be published in her lifetime without doing harm to
those she held dear. Her frequent communications with her literary
agent and various publishers, along with trips abroad to get her
titles published in foreign markets and to film one of her novels,
precluded her lifelong habit of diary writing, which all but ceased
for years. Also, in 1962 Nin reveals that she “stopped writing in
the Diary because everywhere I turned lay pain,” which possibly
includes Nin’s crumbling marriage with Guiler, her frustrations
with the bourgeois attitudes of Pole, and her failure to find a
dedicated publisher who would keep her work in print. The editorial
decisions as to what would be included in the “Others” section were
made in order to provide a seamless documentation of Nin’s
determined and patient planning for what would soon be recognized
as her most important publication: the diary
itself.1

 


Paul Herron

State College, Pennsylvania

August 2021

 


Note

 


1The divorce of Renate Druks and
Ronnie Knox, which occurs in 1964, is described in what could be
perceived as confusing passages written between 1963 and 1964. The
time gaps between the passages seem to indicate that they have been
misplaced, but given the fact that Druks and Knox had a bohemian,
on-and-off relationship, it is feasible that they agreed to a
divorce in 1963 but then either reconciled briefly or ran into
unforeseen legal or logistical problems before it was finalized in
1964. Because Anaïs Nin does not offer any explanations, the order
of the entries has been preserved.


INTRODUCTION

 


I feel in my bones that you are soon, and
suddenly, going to become a figure of great prominence in the
literary world.

—Henry Miller, letter to
Anaïs Nin, March 2, 1965

 


In Trapeze: The Unexpurgated Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1947-1955 (2017), Anaïs Nin (1903-1977)
mainly details her relationships with husband Hugh Guiler in New
York and lover Rupert Pole in California. They fulfilled different
needs, though both men frustrated her: the dull banker Guiler
provided financial security; the dilettante forest ranger Pole,
sex. She divided her time between them. Her romance with Pole
became so intense that he, incorrectly believing she had divorced
her husband, insisted that they wed, which they did in 1955,
thereby making her a bigamist. With this event Trapeze ends.

The Diary of Others: The
Unexpurgated Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1955-1966 records numerous aspects of Nin’s life in the decade following
her second marriage. Among other specifics, it documents the unease
Nin feels in public, the help she receives from psychoanalysis, the
nature of her experience taking LSD, the lesbian sensations she
feels but on which she does not act, her enjoyment of jazz, her
need for love, her illnesses, and her inability to tolerate
criticism, including from friends whose actions benefited her, most
prominently Gore Vidal. The book exposes her vanity and occasional
nastiness.1 In time Nin overcame some of what she considered deficiencies
(she became a gifted public speaker, for example); others she never
surmounted (such as rejecting friends and critics who displeased
her).

Interesting though these
and additional characteristics and occurrences are, two subjects
are of greatest importance. One concerns Nin’s need for secrecy
about both her bigamy and at least one—and probably all—of her
affairs. Mainly she fears that her husbands will realize that they
share her. Keeping them ignorant of this reality complicates her
life to the degree that she likens it to being on a trapeze. She
flies back and forth from coast to coast, spending time with one
husband here and the other there. (She could afford to do this
because of Guiler’s generosity.) She lies to them. She pleads with
people who know about her domestic situation to keep it
confidential, as they seem to do. Yet her commitment to Pole is
only the most recent of her betrayals of
Guiler.2 Continuing to conceal her first infidelity—with Henry Miller
in Paris in the 1930s—remains a priority. In a diary entry dated
June 1955 she writes, “I am suffering from guilt. The exposure of
my relationship with Miller frightens me.” The desire to keep it
secret causes her to demand that Alfred Perlès remove from his
ready-for-publication My Friend Henry
Miller (1956) the details about Miller and
her that she thinks are too revealing. Perlès alters the text,
grudgingly.

While Nin strove to keep
people unaware of her unconventional personal life, she craved
recognition as an author. Her fiction had been largely ignored or
often derided. During the time covered in this volume she struggled
with it, both creating it and placing it with publishers, who
judged it commercially unviable. She was relieved when British Book
Centre released the novel A Spy in the
House of Love (1954), though it did so only
because Guiler paid for its publication. She believed that the text
has cinematic possibilities, but people in the movie industry,
including director Robert Wise, disagreed. She wrote her next book,
the novella Solar
Barque, in fits and starts. Since the
manuscript generated no interest, in 1958 she published it with the
Anais Nin Press, which she established in 1955 to make available
some of her previously published books.3 Though in the late 1950s her
career as a fiction writer was in jeopardy, she did not stop trying
to locate a publisher that would keep her novels, novellas, and
stories in print.

Her perseverance paid off.
In possibly the most significant letter she ever composed within
the context of her writing, in February 1961 she wrote to Denver
publisher Alan Swallow, explaining her plight and asking if he
would like to publish her new manuscript (an expansion of
Solar Barque titled Seduction of the
Minotaur) and reprint Winter of Artifice (novellas)
and Cities of the Interior
(collected novels). She asks, “I wonder if there
is anything we can work out together.” To entice him she states
that to the firm that publishes her novels she “will give an option
on the Diaries (for the future).” After they discussed
possibilities in subsequent letters, on March 6 he responded to her
proposal with words she had long yearned to read, no matter from
whom: “I think it makes just about perfect sense that I become your
U.S. publisher…I am indicating my willingness, even my eagerness to
do this.”

Their arrangement, which
validated Nin as a fiction writer, laid the foundation for her rise
to literary prominence. Despite the modest size of Swallow’s
business —a one-man operation—it was noted for publishing serious
literature by the likes of Janet Lewis, Allen Tate, and Yvor
Winters, as well as books about the American West by Vardis Fisher
and Frank Waters. That is, there was some cachet attached to being
known as a Swallow author. For over half a century since
affiliating with him, her fiction has remained in print as Swallow
books.4

Nin had told Swallow that
the publisher of her fiction would have what amounts to first
refusal on publishing her diary. He did not refuse. However, the
magnitude of the project caused him to require assistance. Nin
attempted to help him by contacting such established New York
companies as Putnam’s and Random House, but they declined to become
involved. By early November 1964, Nin believed that such a venture
might appeal to Hiram Haydn, an editor at Harcourt, Brace &
World; Gunther Stuhlmann, her agent, agreed. They were right. The
diary impressed Haydn, who thought that publishing an edited
version of it was practicable. In 1965 his organization decided to
publish, under his editorship, a volume dealing with the years
1931-1934 and to credit Swallow as
co-publisher.5

When published in 1966, the
book became a sensation. Many if not most reviewers applauded it,
though there were naysayers such as Nora Sayre, who mocks Nin and
criticizes her prose. Paramount among those commending it were Jean
Garrigue on the front page of the New York
Times Book Review (“a rich, various and
fascinating work”), Robert R. Kirsch in the Los Angeles Times (“a chronicle of a
life lived with extraordinary intensity and sensitivity, recorded
with great empathy and luminous understanding”), and Deena Metzger
in the Los Angeles Free Press
(“a warrior against the cult of callousness and
insensitivity”).6
Some less notable commentators were similarly
enthusiastic.

At least partly because the
publication of this book and several later volumes of the
Diary coincided with the
rise of second-wave feminism, many women were attracted to them.
Believing, wrongly, that Nin had succeeded in life without
financial backing from a man, some readers, including critics,
considered her a liberated woman and idealized her. Erika Duncan,
for example, deems her “a role model for working relationships,”
while Diane Wakoski thinks her “the closest thing we have to Venus
living among us.” Kate Millett goes so far as to characterize her
as “mother to us all, as well as goddess and elder sister.” Nin
encouraged and reveled in such adulation. As Helen Tookey observes,
Nin “did her best to enable, or maximize, her symbolic standing as
the ultimate liberated woman.”7

The Diary of Others
concludes a month after the diary’s publication
with Nin’s response to its favorable reception:

 


A month of good reviews, love letters,
appearances on television. Has the sniping really stopped?

Diary selling well. Hiram Haydn thought its sale would be limited.
He only printed 3,000. They were sold in a week.

A month which made up for every
disappointment, every poison pen, for all the past obstacles. The
sound of opening doors is deafening! Suddenly love, praise,
flowers, invitations to lecture.

 


Nin was correct. Accolades
came to her in abundance. The book sold so well that Harcourt
committed to publishing more volumes of the diary and, later,
additional works by her.8
She became popular on the lecture circuit. At last
she received the acclaim—and fame—she had long sought while keeping
secret certain aspects of her life. The publication of the diary
elevated her from essentially an underground writer to a celebrity
author. With her fiction in print and her diary being published and
admired, her belief in her artistry was vindicated.

 


Benjamin Franklin V

University of South Carolina

June 2021

 



Notes

 


1
Nin states in May 1963 that she has retired “as
the major character of this journal”; subsequently, she will
consider it the journal des autres
(of others). Indeed, correspondence drives much of
the narrative in The Diary of
Others, in which Anaïs Nin seems less a
persona than does the character so named in earlier volumes of
the Diary. An
instance of her powerlessness to accept criticism occurred when Nin
ended her association with Oliver Evans after the publication of
his Anaïs Nin (1968), which, as the initial scholarly book about her, served
her well. See Deirdre Bair, Anaïs Nin: A
Biography (New York: Putnam’s, 1995), 480.
Commenting on Vidal on May 2, 1957, Nin acknowledges that she
terminates friendships: “He maintains that my pattern is to break
relationships, but he does not recognize that this happens only
when I am hurt.” She betrays her vanity in June 1957: “I am today
probably one of the handsomest women of fifty-four walking the
streets…” Her mean-spiritedness is evident in her April 1955
disapproval of Mrs. Lindsley’s looks and her unflattering
description of Hazel McKinley in February 1956.

 


2
Guiler knew of some of his wife’s adulteries by
the early 1940s. When Nin stopped making payments (with money
Guiler earned) for the poet Robert Duncan’s subsistence in 1942,
out of spite Duncan told Guiler about several of her lovers,
information he received with equanimity. See Bair,
Anaïs Nin, 260, 272.
Guiler understood the nature of Nin’s life with Pole by the
mid-1960s.

 


3
For information about the publication of
A Spy in the House of Love, see Bair, Anaïs
Nin, 369, 372, 591 n. 9. No movie of this
novel has yet been made. Nin especially struggled writing
Solar Barque during the
first half of 1956. That May she despaired: “The [compositional]
‘flow’ was not only inhibited, but I felt total doubt about what I was doing. I felt
I no longer could write well.” To a degree, she blames this problem
on her inability to accept the death of her mother, who died in
August 1954. For a discussion of Nin’s publishing enterprise, see
Benjamin Franklin V, “Advertisements for Herself: The Anais Nin
Press,” Papers of the Bibliographical
Society of America 91, no. 2 (June 1997):
159-90.

 


4
For Nin’s reflections on Swallow, see Anaïs Nin,
“Alan Swallow,” University of Denver
Quarterly: A Journal of Modern Culture 2,
no. 1 (Spring 1967): 11-14, as well as her “Alan Swallow” in
Publishing in the West: Alan Swallow, Some
Letters and Commentaries, ed. William F.
Claire (Santa Fe: Lightning Tree, 1974), 12-15. The Swallow Press
is now an imprint of the Ohio University Press.

 


5
The publication of Nin’s diary was announced as
forthcoming as early as 1937. See Henry Miller, untitled
statement, The Booster 2, no. 8 (October 1937): facing 1. Putnam’s published Henry
Miller’s Letters to Anaïs Nin
in 1965. Placing the correspondence there caused a
rift between Nin and Swallow, who believed that his commitment to
her fiction entitled him to publish the letters. See Bair,
Anaïs Nin, 469-71.
Swallow died in November 1966, seven months after the publication
of the first diary volume.

 


6
For a summary of critical commentary about Nin’s
work published into 1977, see Rose Marie Cutting,
Anaïs Nin: A Reference Guide (Boston: G. K. Hall, n.d.). Nora Sayre, “Miss Nin,”
New Statesman 72
(September 16, 1966): 402; Jean Garrigue, “The Self behind the
Selves,” New York Times Book
Review, April 24, 1966, sec. 7, p. 1;
Robert R. Kirsch, “Journal of a Troubled Journey,”
Los Angeles Times, April
17, 1966, sec. B, p. 2; Deena Metzger, “The Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1931-1934,” Los Angeles Free
Press, April 29, 1966, p. 7. Positive
though the Garrigue review is, Nin complained to her about it. See
Bair, Anaïs Nin,
609-10 n. 2.

 


7
The critics Philip K. Jason, Duane Schneider, and
Daniel Stern are among the men who admired the diary and Nin’s work
in general. Susan Manso and Erika Duncan, “Anaïs Nin—Two
Views,” New Boston Review
2 (Fall 1976): 27-28 (the quotation is from 28);
Diane Wakoski, “The Craft of Plumbers, Carpenters, & Mechanics:
A Tribute to Anaïs Nin,” American Poetry
Review 2 (January-February 1973): 46-47
(the quotation is from 47); Kate Millett, “Anaïs—A Mother to Us
All,” ANAIS: An International
Journal 9 (1991): 3-8 (the quotation is
from 4); Helen Tookey, Anaïs Nin,
Fictionality and Femininity: Playing a Thousand Roles
(Oxford: Clarendon Press, 2003), 190. Too often
Gunther Stuhlmann’s introduction to the first diary volume was
unread or forgotten. There, he indicates that Nin’s unnamed husband
is among the people requesting that Nin omit them from the
published diary. See Gunther Stuhlmann, introduction to
The Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1931-1934
(New York: Swallow Press and Harcourt Brace &
World, 1966), xi.

 


8
During the time it published the first editions of
Nin’s books, Harcourt was named variously: Harcourt, Brace &
World; Harcourt Brace Jovanovich; and Harcourt Brace. The firm
published seven heavily edited volumes of the diary that cover the
years 1931-1974. They were so successful that Harcourt offered
three different boxed sets of the paperback versions, as well as a
book of photographs of Nin and selected friends. Next, it published
four volumes of Nin’s early diary that document her life from 1914
to 1931. Then, it released four supposedly unexpurgated diaries
that alter the nature of Nin’s activities from 1931 to 1939 as
depicted in earlier books. Additionally, it published a collection
of Nin’s essays, correspondence between Nin and Henry Miller, and
two volumes of erotica that became best sellers and were later
packaged as a boxed set.

 


 



 


 


 


BOOK ONE

THE TRAPEZE LIFE

1955-1958

 



New York, March 1955

Hugo and I have undergone a rebellion
against each other similar to the rebellion of children against
parents. The peace treaty we made in the kitchen—a true, detached
sympathy for each other’s problems—ended the rebellion. The last
time we got violently angry, we clarified the misunderstanding that
caused the anger; we realized that our way of fighting, the power
we had over each other, was by anger…but this is the second phase
(the first being the power we had to make each other feel
guilty).

Hugo received me eagerly, with desire. We
had one quarrel (because he wants me to get elated at the potential
of his new business, when the reality is that we are living on
borrowed money). But I am not angry. I can listen to his
interminable talk about business.

When we went to dinner, a cocktail and a
movie, he did not relax but chose that moment to explain the most
intricate workings of the stock exchange. I grew sad because he
seemed incurable; he thought I was sad because I did not believe in
his capabilities to make money.

We have separate rooms now, because he
snores, because he awakens at 2:00 or 3:00 or 4:00 AM and reads, or
gets up.

We live like friends. Millicent and I have
to remind him to shave!

But his honesty is disarming, as are his
efforts. He talks about his weaknesses, his troubles.

The other night Brooks Clift, a little high,
got into a taxi with us, and we discovered the driver was not in
his seat. The motor was running. Jokingly at first, Brooks took the
driver’s seat and drove the taxi a few yards. Nothing happened.
Thus emboldened, he drove several blocks. Hugo was entirely
concerned with the taxi driver’s plight. I was divided: feeling for
the taxi driver, yet laughing at Brooks’ prank, elated by the
danger and guilt. But neither Hugo nor I could stop Brooks, because
he represented the rebel.

Brooks Clift’s amusing dream: “Anaïs is
there. Hugo comes in and says: you must leave. I say: ‘I just paid
$500 for this apartment, but if Anaïs wants to come in and do her
writing in it, I will gladly leave.’ There is an iron shutter that
rolls down, as in my brother’s apartment (Montgomery Clift). I pull
it down. Anaïs is now taking notes. I ask Hugo: ‘Which woman did I
marry?’ Hugo answers, ‘Anne Miller.’”

Brooks has just married for the third time.
We met him because he read my books at his analyst’s home… We
pressed him for the name of the analyst: Dr. Bogner!

So Dr. Bogner has to hear the story of the
stolen taxi (which is left in front of the movie house we were
going to!), about Brooks, whom she analyzed for two years and has
not seen for a year.

“I won’t tell her about
your dream!” I said. But he was still worried about whom he had
married; and because I know and like his new wife, I was concerned
about his confession. Like so many immature people, he is full of
charm.

What makes Hugo’s immaturities so lacking in
charm?

 


Then last night, I had a dream of a
godmother. She invites me to stay with her at the beach. But the
weather is dark and we have to stay in the house. I was unable to
swim and felt disappointed. The clothes she loaned me did not fit.
We took a plane to leave the place, but a helicopter flew near us,
so close that it frightened me. I felt they would collide. I even
felt it must be attached to us, the way it followed us about.

This led me to a talk with
Dr. Bogner about my real godmother who gave me disappointing
presents—a dark-haired doll when I wanted a blonde one, real
jewelry that she worried about me losing. She and Mother quarreled.
I do not remember why I turned against her. I showed no feeling at
her death, which hurt my mother. I have been meditating on my
sudden and irrevocable breaks—(once there is a break, I
cannot feel anymore, as with Gore Vidal). I talked about my uncontrollable
anger at Rupert in Acapulco—or at Hugo, of my fear of
explosions.

I saw an automobile
accident, one car hitting another, causing the gas tank to explode.
The fire’s violence awakened my fear of more explosions, the fear
of explosions in stories of coal miners—all sudden. I have awakened
during atom bomb tests although I could not hear them, and in one
instance did not even know
it was to take place.

 


New York, March 1955

Yesterday I asked myself
whether I had lost my power to create because of the many
humiliations America has inflicted on me, and the disastrous
failure of A Spy
in the House of Love. Am I beaten by the
coldness and stupidity of the critics, the low level of life here
in general? Has America’s treatment of me triumphed?

The answer came this
morning. The inner music started again. I reread what I had done
on Solar Barque and liked it. Tonight I hear
the music, and all my feelings are
awake.

My greatest problem is one
inherent in the experiment itself. Because I follow the pattern of
free association, the design is sometimes chaotic even for me. The
attempt to construct a novel in this way is difficult. I wanted to show how
the adventurer does not forget his past or escape it when he enters
paradise… The doctor gave Lillian the drug of remembrance and
refused her the drug of forgetfulness. He is killed for that,
because people want to forget. Lillian does not escape… so she
returns to remember and liquidate the past.

 


New York, April 1955

Dream: Heavy atmosphere. I am leaving Rupert
and trying to carry away some things he must not see. I am leaving
Hugo and also trying to take away pennies and semi-precious stones.
But they meet. Rupert comes to me, very upset, and says: “Hugo just
told me in French that you are going to marry him.” I answer: “You
misunderstood him. Of course not.”

Now I have to face the
truth: the smokescreen of my accusations against Hugo were intended
to conceal the unbearable truth: I do not
love him. This I have been unwilling to
face. I thought it was all the neurotic walls we had created,
neurotic quarrels, neurotic estrangements, but after seven years of
analysis, his character, although altered, retains basic themes I
do not love. I did not want to part in anger, to part because of
this neurosis: I felt a
responsibility. Also, I have always
suspected my emotions. My head said: stay with Hugo. My feelings
were with Rupert.

But I’m frightened.

Yesterday I helped Hugo all day with his tax
papers. We talked quietly and without anger about many things,
mostly practical. It so happened that because his new job has not
yet brought in anything, I am the one who is bringing in money.

 


Royalties for
A Spy in the House of Love: $178.00

Lecture & film showing at Brown
University: $100.00

Lecture & film showing at Chapel Hill:
$100.00

Reimbursement from British Book Centre on an
unfair charge: $144.00

 


But the pleasure I might have in helping him
is marred by his “error” at the bank, which made him think he had
lost $150 by his foolish expenditures: for example, he made an
expensive telephone call to Caresse Crosby in Washington to see if
she is coming on Wednesday when it is Caresse who should let us
know if she is staying with us! So I persuaded him to let me write
an airmail letter. Then he made another call to Hollywood to
discuss terms with Warner Brothers over a few feet of film
they might buy!

We each have our madness, I know. That is
why I confide my true feelings to the Diary, but not to him. I try
to protect him from me and from himself. He is like a thorn in me.
I can’t free myself. And I can’t love him.

Everything is wrong. He is either overly
passive and weak, or overly aggressive and stubborn… He either
demands too much (to be waited on hand and foot), or gives too much
(like the Chrysler I did not want in California).

Another session with Bogner after this. She
disregards my statement about Hugo (which is always accompanied by
tears) but focuses on my need of independence. It is true there is
a superimposition of my economic status as a child—my mother was
very optimistic about all the money she thought she had earned, but
it was in the form of commissions on purchases charged by clients,
and many of these clients never paid, so we accumulated debts and
had a house we could not pay for. My secretarial work for Mother
was overwhelming; the bills from the shops had to be examined and
each item charged to a separate person.

My reaction, finally, was
to go out and get a job. But today I cannot solve the problem as
easily—I have two homes and too much work to do in each. But when I
work for Hugo, I
feel it is wasted, because he makes errors and is wasteful. I can’t
help feeling if I worked for myself I could organize my life so
that I could achieve my wish: that finances are not in the
foreground.

Anyway, Bogner is harsh.
She is probably trying to say independence is a feeling, not a thing to be taken
literally (a job). Whatever Hugo does (and he is not my mother—he
struggles against his irrationality in money matters) should not
make me feel helpless and overwhelmed by destructive forces. Hugo
destroys, just as Gonzalo and Henry did. But at least he is
struggling against all his negativities.

But I have no
faith. Even if he made a
fortune I would not enjoy it. I would have paid too dearly for
it.

I’m baffled because when analysis seems to
arouse self-suffering, it also suggests aggression or the desire
for power.

Am I angry (not loving Hugo) because
leadership was Hugo’s only gift to me? He did not give me life or
pleasure; he gave me protection—and this protection was false.

Of all the ironies: even
though this month I am the one who earns, I have no vote, no say, no
power, no control, nothing in the way money is spent! Hugo tells me
what will be.

Of course, he has no faith in me, having
looked upon me as a dependent. When I wanted to handle the problems
with British Book Centre, he said: “I’ll go. You get emotional.”
Then he bungled it. But I did not have to obey—I could have said,
“No, I want to go. I understand the situation.”

The persistence in my relationship with Hugo
was due to my hope that our dissonances were neurotic—but today I
do not believe this.

The “money” subject was so
painful that I wept. An unsolved mystery, for I have worked very
hard. I am still working. I filed hundreds of film-showing papers.
I entered Hugo’s films in festivals (and Jazz of Lights won a prize). I see
Kossoff, Hugo’s distributor. I run errands for Hugo.

Hugo was to be my indirect
fulfillment, but, by his perversity, I failed to accomplish even
this. I did not fail him, not in his desire to be helped
as an artist, but I did fail to be the wife he needed. He needed a
nurse, servant, slave, housekeeper, cook, listener.

Last night he was so kind—analytic—because I
was in a weak mood and distressed. He is at his best then.

 


New York, April 1955

To each his madness.

I asked Dick Duane (who is
changing prodigiously under analysis) why some people’s
masks (we were looking at
hideous masks from Peru) are so monstrous… are they defenses? I was
thinking of Hugo’s face. It is a mask of torment, a distortion of
his former face. His mouth has become thin—at first, it was
sensuous. His nose seems more aquiline, the furrows between his
eyebrows are a quarter inch deep.

Rupert makes me feel tender. Hugo
antagonizes me.

In the life of the soul and emotions, there
are undertones, treacherous downward forces.

Yet, when I go out, I feel the sun, the air
of spring. I enjoy the Easter window dressings. I enjoy the massage
at Arden’s—I’m happy because I have my own bedroom.

 


I follow all the
developments of Jim Herlihy’s life. He is the only American who has
learned the value of life from me, who prizes it like a work of art, and who
broke through surface writing into a subterranean level—because
he feels. Yet when
we first met years ago, his feelings were not in his writing… The
gift I offered America, which they did not want, Jim accepted. It
proves that the boy from Detroit, denuded, from a sterile
background, uneducated, could take me and my work and be
nourished…and he has grown quickly. I read his diary with interest,
quote from it. He does his best writing there. Why does one’s best
writing require secrecy, silence and darkness? A locked-up diary.
What we give the world is grey and diluted.

Dick and Jim “divorced,” but then Dick
rushed into analysis. I felt so clearly that neurosis is a
possession by the devils of destruction. You become compulsive. You
destroy. It is not your voice, your true self. But your body is
inhabited. It is the spirit of the past, past selves superimposing
themselves over the present, blurring it, choking it. An Anaïs of
fourteen seeing her mother working so hard and in debt, an Anaïs
baffled by bookkeeping, feeling helpless—and later, feeling
clairvoyant and judging my mother’s errors, then working for
immediate needs with a small salary for my family of four—and then
I returned from modeling all day at Jaeckels and posing all evening
for artists only to discover my mother has signed a contract for a
“sidewalk” ($600) when we did not even have a properly working
furnace!

The irrationality of the
mother—that was the terror. The inability to reason. The illusion
that my father could reason, and then the illusion about
logic—man’s logic—when I
met my father I was shocked by his falseness, his irrationality—he
died insane.

Hugo’s “hearing problem” is
similar to my father’s ignoring his family. When Millicent and I
stand at the door to prevent
his returning and we say in unison: “Do you have a
handkerchief? Do you have your keys? Wallet? Newspaper? Fountain
pen?” he invents a new complication: he says yes—but he does not
hear us. And after he is
downstairs, he returns for the pen.

Hugo’s disintegrated personality frightens
me—that is why I am obsessed with it. I repeat: he is very ill,
very ill. I must take care of him.

But it’s strange. For the
first time I understand why, long ago, they treated the insane like
criminals: because the destructive demons are apparent, even in the
neurosis, and destruction is criminal.

 


New York, April 1955

Caresse Crosby, author
of The Passionate Years
in a passionless era, appears. Her dress is airy,
winged. It is of a black but transparent material, inflated and
crisp by new methods as organdie once was by starching and ironing.
It gives her the silhouette of a young woman. Her hair, though
grey, is glossy, brushed, starched and the opposite of limp,
because the spirit of Caresse is airy and alive. Age can wrinkle
her face, freckle her hands, ruthlessly drop the lids over her
eyes, tire her, but it cannot kill her laughter, her enthusiasm,
her mobility.

Her second husband, Harry Crosby, committed
suicide at the side of another woman. Her beloved son Bill died
asphyxiated by a faulty gas heater in Paris. But Caresse wears a
huge bow at her neck because her dress and body and hair reflect
the alertness and the discipline of her spirit. She told me, “I
went to a cocktail in Washington, at Huntington Cairns’, and I was
appalled how little interest people had in each other.”

Hugo and I took her to
dinner. Some say she is a silly woman. Perhaps she has not lived at
the deepest levels, but at the level of a chic Pollen, a smiling
international serpentine, a chargé
d’affaires of the heart, a public relations
director among lovers, a personal representative of the artists, a
publisher who “played” writers as others played horses, the purest
example of mouvement perpetuel
of fervors… Certainly a woman like this is worth
more than Paul Bowles and John Goodwin, who are blind, deaf and
dumb to all human beings, writing about their infantile tantrums,
sadisms and distortions.

I finally saw clearly today the true flaw in
American writing. It poses as realism. John Goodwin writes a novel
about Haiti. He mentions politics, economics, prices, costs, etc.
and establishes the “realism” so dear to Americans. To all
appearances this is an objective novel (in contrast to mine), but
soon the characters appear and they are thoroughly distorted by a
psychotic homosexual insight. And this is what the American public
swallows. It is a documentary. It deals with a black and white
problem, with voodoo and retired alcoholics. No one dares to say
the book belongs at the galleries where they hang paintings by the
insane.

At the same party there was a lady, Mrs.
Lindsley. Unlike Caresse, Mrs. Lindsley aged without illusory
fiesta dresses, without the blessings of cosmetics, without
skillful reconstructions. It may have been that she decided from
the beginning that no art or charms could reduce the prominence of
her nose. At this moment, with her memory almost gone, with her
hair like an accidental pile of hay, her skin dry and coarse, she
seemed partly animal and partly mummy.

But she told a story: “When I went to
Nairobi and went out lion hunting in a jeep, one negro was driving
and the other carried my gun. The rule in this kind of hunting is
to remain in the jeep and to keep driving. Well, when we reached a
particularly deep gully, the jeep got stuck, and while they were
working to get it going, I left them and went for a walk along the
gully. I was walking back peacefully when I saw, on my right, that
an enormous lion had been walking alongside me. I was calm. I
continued to walk towards the jeep. So did the lion. Then where the
gully turned towards the left, the lion continued towards the
right, but before parting of the ways, he looked back at me as if
to say goodbye.”

One felt that the lion had determined that
Mrs. Lindsley did not belong to the human race. That furthermore,
there was an affinity between her hair, skin, bones, and some aged
animal. Or that perhaps there was nothing there to stimulate his
appetite. The friendship, in any case, the peaceful walk, was
understandable. If I had been walking along the gully, and I had
seen Mrs. Lindsley, I would have not cried out or run away—I would
have continued my walk too.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Keating
of Cue magazine
and I were discussing the review of Tennessee Williams’ new
play. Cue is the
magazine I am (mythically) working for, to explain to Rupert my
trips and various activities, my involvement in film showings,
museums, exhibits, etc. I have also dreamed of starting
Cue in
California.

At my right sat Caresse,
whom I had “met” twenty years earlier in fantasy and with whom, I
told Hugh, I had shared the country life at the Moulin de Soleil (to explain my
absences) and with whom I actually shared the country life at
Hampton Manor, her southern mansion in Virginia, with Dalí and
Miller (escaping from both Hugo and Gonzalo).

Hugo, at the French restaurant, is acting
like a man of distinction, talking brightly; his skin is
rose-toned; he is smiling. No trace of weaknesses, hesitations,
insomnias, torments. (The loss of money, constant, is now
discovered in analysis to be due to his father’s love and obsession
with money, so that Hugo, while sharing the obsession, when he gets
money, feels that it burns his fingers and he must throw it away…)
We are throwing it away now on a pseudo-French dinner, and I am
aware that almost all of our evenings are directed and regulated by
business. The difference is that I am aware I owe Hugo all the care
that has kept me from insanity (Dr. Bogner) and given me health
(Dr. Jacobson) and part of the pleasures of my life with Rupert. In
turn I am aware that I have given Hugo an ocean of friends…so it
balances, everything balances except my desperate longings for
Rupert. I can only calm the desperation by reminding myself:
“Tonight, if you were in Sierra Madre, you would be setting out for
another dinner with his family and another evening of quartet
music.” But at midnight we would be going to bed together.

Whereas here at midnight Hugo and I go into
our separate rooms.

Another evening of Men of
Business. But the French men of business are socially charming,
witty, flirtatious, gallant, and never talk business. One, a
refined, cultured Jew, well traveled, well read, quoting Valéry, is
an amateur photographer. There was talk of Yucatan culture, of
China, of Saint Phalles’ History of the
World, hand-kissing, teasing, admiration of
Hugo’s films, etc. He even blew into my coat as skiers do to warm
each other!

 


Irina Aleksander is off to live in
France—her husband is now in a high position in the U.N. Departures
by ship are still more emotional than departures by air. The cabin
was filled with flowers, and there was champagne. India, Japan,
Scotland, Yugoslavia and Russia were represented. It seems more
portentous, a more definitive voyage.

The fascinating
contradiction in Irina is that she utters “mondaine” clichés with gestures,
facial expressions, fervor and exaggerations of Dostoevskian
characters. She is only saying: “Oh what beautiful flowers you
sent!” But she seems to be saying: “Do you or do you not believe in
God?” Her grey tailored suit is rigorously conventional, her small
grey hat and small veil standardized chic, but she thanks the
minister and the members of the U.N. for their collective present
in the tone of voice of a Russian actress who has received a
diamond tiara—and embarrasses everyone with a display of humility
and negation worthy of a Chinese: “It is too much. We don’t deserve
all that!”

The same with her lavish praise of others
and detrimental self-portraits. She calls attention to the pockets
under her eyes, signs of age, fatigue, strain… Observes my
renaissance, and Hugo’s, knows the secret of it, lived on the same
street as Dr. Bogner for years…yet repudiated salvation…

“Goodbye, goodbye,” in the
style of a Russian Sarah Bernhardt. It is the language of
politeness in which Irina has sought to breathe emotion. The
illusion of politics is dead. But unlike other illusions (those
about love), that of politics is usually fatal to all other
illusions. Politicians are as narrow-minded as priests. You can
have no other love—so the rest of the personality is atrophied. At
least in the drama of personal illusions, one recognizes the
disillusionment with a lover, but meanwhile one has possessed life
and pleasure. In politics one has possessed nothing.

I see around me that those who believed in
communism are more bitter than those who believed in a lover who
betrayed them.

 


New York, April 1955

Bogner led the talk to the
three things I failed to do: to make money, to drive a car with
pleasure, and to operate a camera—the three were symbols of Hugo’s
prerogatives, leadership, excellence. I was afraid to take over his
masculine expressions. He was in the driver’s seat. All the more
reason, if he did not do it well, for me not to take over and
humiliate him. As soon as this was clear (which actually means to
separate the impure from the pure), Bogner said, “When you took a
job to help your mother; it was seemingly a pure motivation, but
you felt guilty not because you stepped in to help in a crisis, but
because originally you had wanted to take your mother’s place in
your father’s affection, because originally (original sin!) you
were angry with her for driving away your father, angry with her
for bringing you to America when you were happy in Spain. So these
are hidden angers, covered by good
reasons for taking a job, because in one of your
dreams you’re taking your mother’s place when she drove
badly.”

This may even explain why I repudiated music
(my father’s prerogative) and why I never entered politics
(Gonzalo’s prerogative). But writing? I did not fear to write when
Henry did… Anyhow—the impure and the pure mix. The conscience is
aware of the evil thought—and is uneasy.

 


Parties

Dick looks like Pinocchio
at the piano, but sings like Caruso in Plus Léger. Pepe, just back from
Cuba, has rediscovered his mother: “So beautiful, Anaïs, with a
skin like yours and eyes like mine. And I had her all to myself, my
brother and sister being married. And I loved her. I realized how
much I loved her, in the way Freud said…”

The smokescreen of the homosexuals’ true
feelings about women is over-praise and gushing, which I once
enjoyed innocently as a sign of my power to transcend taboos.

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to Rupert Pole:

New York, April 8, 1955

 


Darling:

Your letter written on the beach made me
homesick and restless.

My writing looks like yours, not only
because I am thinking of you, but also because I am in the subway!
Very busy with a film festival during the day and evenings, and
also a photo exhibit. No time for anything but my job.

Plans for
House of Incest: I can
get 1,000 copies offset, an exact reproduction of the orange [Gemor
Press] book, bound for $200 or $300 when the time comes, so that we
can make $2,700 ourselves by slow, continuous sales as I have done
the last few years. I can do that with all my titles as they get
sold.

The subway now has red leather seats and
shaded lights!

Caresse Crosby is off to
Greece to work at her Citizens of the World scheme. She has a house
in Delhi where we can stay anytime! And she bought a mountain so
that Citizens of the World could be legal. The airline did
not charge her $15 for
excess baggage because she told the man she was traveling for
peace.

Never too busy to think and feel your
presence vividly just before sleep.

Your wife

 


New York, April 12, 1955

A dream last night in which Hugo and I were
being drafted to fight a war. My job is dangerous. I have to push
some earth into a pit and I’m in danger of sliding down into the
pit with the moving earth.

And before that:
the lake that cures everything. Hugo and I are swimming in it. Other people take boats.
Boats are like carnival floats. They ride over us and endanger our
lives. Hugo never notices them. I feel I have to watch out for both
of us. I get angry at the boats and bang on them.

 


The most painful operation this month is
related to money. I have a feeling of inadequacy in that realm, of
helplessness. But following Bogner’s clarifications about my
father’s disdain for money, I have handled all my affairs well.

Talked clearly and firmly
to my agent James Brown: “I want to find a collector who will buy
the original of the Diary, and a publisher who will buy the copy
for future publication.”

“When?”

“When certain people have
died—10 or 15 years.”

 


The only woman the
homosexual loves is the one who can, outwardly, bear a few signs of
semblance to the mother, but seems younger than the mother, an
idealized version. Now, for Jim, I at once conceal the mother (I
don’t look maternal), yet I have enough resemblance with his mother (in
this case temperamentally—she is Irish, very emotional). My best
relationship is with Jim—the most truthful. Because we are not
lovers? I suppose it is easier to be sincere when you are not
lovers. But what I like is attainable in the lover relationship
too. An agreement upon basic attitudes and wishes: to live richly,
to make a work of art of life, and to create a work of art that is
alive.

Dream: Rupert is driving my car (the big
Chrysler Hugo gave me). He is attempting to scale a steep and
rugged hill. I protest. But Rupert (full of determination as he is
on such occasions) tries anyway. Of course we fall off. I hear by
the sound that the car is utterly smashed. I am aware that Rupert
smashed it because it was Hugo’s car.

 


Thursday, April 14, 1955

Received check from university $40

Took films to Providence, Rhode Island

Taxi $1.30

Train to Providence $12.85

Tip $0.50

Lunch $1.30

Taxi $0.75

Taxi $0.75

Hotel $5.00

Tip $0.50

Breakfast $0.40

4:00 film showing

8:00 film showing and talk

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to Rupert Pole:

New York, Thursday April 14, 1955

 


Darling:

This morning packing for the film showing in
Providence was very sorrowful, as it reminded me of packing for Los
Angeles. Sometimes it hurts so much I wonder if I will have the
courage to do it again, even if we are building a house. I
recognize the human pain of separation…no matter how busy I am,
when it hits me, it hurts. However, I also realize its practical
necessity. The practical results are obvious.

With James Brown, I settled the British Book
Centre problem. The owner, in England, went bankrupt, and that is
why they got tight at this end and got rid of Felix Morrow, my old
publisher. Brown said I could sue them for my royalties, but it
would cost $500 in lawyers’ fees to get $200 or $300—and the suit
would bring attention to other publishers how little I sold. So I
went myself and arranged a friendly settlement.

The other good news is
that Spy was sold
to England, 50 pounds advance and 10% royalties.

The third is that the
French translation of Ladders
has gone to Plon in France—a big house who wants
to read the Diary. I said the Diary would be later, after they do
the novels to establish my reputation first. I also made it clear
to Brown what I wanted to do with the Diary (which is our capital).
He said it was perfectly possible that I could sell the original
manuscripts to a collector, and an abridged, revised copy to a
publisher to be published after death of certain persons… So you
see our Five Year Plan is practical.

I continue to push the
California Cue idea.

You should have gone to see
the Spanish dancers, darling. My weeping was only because I would
have liked to be a dancer, if I had not been stage shy—but this,
like your occasional regrets for a life as an actor or a musician,
is only occasional and not deep. I also have, occasionally, a
twinge of homesickness for Spain and France, but that is not deep
or basic, only a mood. The only basic, fundamental essential country
and profession I have is you.

Love,

Mrs. Pole

 


Letter from Rupert Pole to Anaïs Nin:

Sierra Madre, April 1955

 


Darling:

Intended to write such a good letter this
eve—but just can’t now—so desperately tired. Such an exertion. Was
going to a movie but then decided if I’m ever to be a violist I
must practice, so started to play at seven and now it’s midnight
and suddenly I realize I’ve been playing intensely (all the hard
parts) for five hours—backache, eye-ache, so silly…

Of course I was inspired by
a quintet I heard last night—a Hungarian group—so wonderful I was
determined to become a good violist overnight; and now I just ache, but
it numbs and dampens the ache of missing you, which is so much more
intense.

My love, I realize you must
keep your books in circulation—that is a must even with
H. of I. I only felt you
should charge more for it now that it has become a valuable
edition. If there’s enough demand for it we might have it offset
now, sell those inexpensively and raise the price on the first
edition. I feel you should gain something back from all work and money you put
into that special printing.

Warm and clear here—just
waiting for you to return so we can ride and swim and love under
the sun—and continue our
life.

R

P. S. Don’t like “Mrs. Pole.” Looks
terrible. Like “A” much better.

 


New York, April 23, 1955

In analysis there is a
constant study of displacement. Thus I discover that
the bad habits of Hugo’s I cannot bear and fight in him are the
same habits I had conquered in myself. I made superhuman efforts to
discipline my dreamy, chaotic childhood. I succeeded. I
was as Hugo is now. And
so I hate his self-indulgence. Just as the ex-alcoholic hates the
alcoholic but often marries him, I felt betrayed by Hugo’s errors.
They are my potentialities of
error. Then I discovered his economic life
is as complex as my love life (“I want to go to Paris, and I want
to get business here too,” says Hugo, just as I want both Rupert
and Hugo). He manipulates the “facts” to suit his fantasy. No
wonder he confused me (or wanted to) as I confuse him to conceal my
life with Rupert. He had to confuse finances to cover his love of
gambling (his association with adventurers).

Always two wishes pulling at each other.

I had asked Bogner: “Please
deliver me from anger and irritation with Hugo.” The night before I
had gone to bed early, weary, and he had gone to the filmmakers’
evening. He returned two
times, once for the projector, and once for the
reel, which is always an integral part of projecting. The error. The error and forgetfulness
control and dominate him.

Now I see the
disappointment. Bogner forces the insight back into the self that persists on
fighting by projection (such as Lila Rosenblum’s occupation with
fighting off alcoholism in others after suppressing her
own).

By coincidence or by the effects of
analysis, I have handled my life so well that this month I have
earned money, sold books.

“Get a load of this,” says
Jim over the telephone when he has a story to tell. “Get a load of
this,” I said to Jim. “I met Samuel Roth, who has a publishing
house downtown. He is a poet. The whole family works there. He gave
me $100 right off for the right to reprint six short stories. The
money is made on nude magazines and an anthology for subscribers
only, where classics and trash mix under the sign of ‘Planet Sex.’
He may be the one to publish my diaries.” Jim was excited.
“Because, Anaïs, I have just read volume 46 and I almost called you
up at midnight—only the thought of Hugo asleep kept me from
calling. That volume 46! It contains the most beautiful writing
that was ever done in the English language! I had to read passages
to Dick! I was ready to explode!” Thus he returns to me the fervor
I poured into the volume.

 


To balance the total
indifference of the Big Critics, I have a personal, intimate
fervor…in Chapel Hill…the first person who brought my books there
and made others read them. A girl said: “But why, why, why didn’t I
know, why wasn’t I told about you? I read everything good, yet I
never knew about
you until Paul Chase made me read you.” Why? Because I have
received no honors, no Serious Critical Study, because I am omitted
from all anthologies and studies of American literature.

26 years ago in Paris, a boy was born to
whom I paid little attention. Paul is the son of Gilbert Chase, my
American cousin. 26 years later I received a neat, precise letter
from Paul about my books. He wrote from Chapel Hill College. I sent
him the books he did not have and we corresponded. He announced his
marriage. He planned my visit to the college, and a showing of
Hugo’s films. He was enthusiastically helped by Kenneth Ness of the
art department.

So yesterday, I arrived on a small plane,
and found waiting a neat, slender young man, with a delicate,
narrow face, and enormous, beautiful eyes. Neither Uncle Gilbert
nor Gilbert were handsome, but Paul is, and alert and quick, with
finesse. We recognized each other. He drove me to his little house,
where I met his wife Deirdre. We left my bag at the inn. He rapidly
informed me of my schedule. At 4:00, after talking with them
(Deirdre is pretty and intelligent), I had barely time for a bath
when Kenneth Ness appeared. A teacher of painting, dressed
negligently, blue eyes distressed, gestures febrile, jittery. I
thought he was nervous at meeting me…but this nervousness is
constant, and I wish I had followed my impulse to ask him: “Are you
in trouble?” We talked about the plans for the evening, details
only. Later I went to his house for dinner. I met a teacher of
creative writing from Duke University and an art historian. I saw a
few of Kenneth Ness’s paintings, which are bold, alive, and full of
charm. We talked about films. We went to the auditorium. About 200
people. A good attendance. Ness introduced me. I presented the
films—showed them, talked again. Then a party at Mrs. Chapman’s,
who owns two of my books.

After the party I talked
with Paul and Deirdre until 1:00 AM. Went to bed exhausted.
Awakened aching from fatigue. Breakfast in bed, stood on my head…
At 10:30 I saw Ness’s other paintings, all of them. The paintings are
joyous, and rich… I hope what I said helps him, as he does not feel
ready for an exhibit. Lunch with Jessie. Jessie is masculine, big,
homely, but very pleasing, direct, lusty and humorous in spite of
distress, recovering from a breakdown, writing a novel. The lives
of these people touched me, the great distress in such peaceful,
relaxed, Southern surroundings. She understands my work. Her class
I met later, about 20 students. We had a lively discussion,
reading. I told them the story one told me: her mother asked her
one day: “Tell me about this subconscious I’ve been hearing
about.”

“But Mother, I’ve been
talking to you about it for 20 years!”

“Oh, that, but the
way you talked I
thought it was something you had that I didn’t have!”

 


Letter from Alfred Perlès to Anaïs Nin:

c/o Henry Miller, Big Sur, California,
Monday, April 1955

 


Dear Anaïs,

Neville Armstrong, of
Neville Spearman, Ltd., London, who, I understand, is publishing
your book A Spy in the House of
Love, asked me in a recent letter to sound
you out on the possibilities of bringing out your fabulous diary. I
gave him a rough idea of the size of the journal, telling him it
must by now have grown to a work of at least 20 large volumes,
possibly more. Was that too exaggerated an estimate? Neville, who
seems very keen on your diary, now suggests an edition of a
one-volume selection from the journal. Would that be of any
interest to you? You apparently have a small but enthusiastic
public in England, and the appetizer of a one-volume selection, if
judiciously selected, may well lead to increased demand for your
work.

As you know, I’ve been staying with Henry at
Big Sur for the last five months; now my visit is coming to an end:
another couple of weeks and I’ll be on my way back to England
(where I’ve been living since 1938), via Chicago and N.Y. I’d been
hoping I would have a chance of seeing you again after all these
years. If I had a car and if I were sufficiently
mechanically-minded to drive it, I’d drop in on you. Seems there
are as many ifs as in the good old days.

Do drop me a line, though, if you can spare
the time. Let me know if it’s all right for me to give Neville your
address so he can get in touch with you directly. My own book on
Henry Miller is coming out this autumn (same publishers) and you
are affectionately evoked in it.

Affectionately yours,

Fred

 


New York, April 1955

Made my peace with Max
Geismar over his review of Spy.

Max: “I hurt easy.”

I explained: “At that time I did an
unrealistic thing: I set you up as a symbol. You were going to make
an absolute statement, the voice of America, to say what no
American critic said, total allegiance—but I see now that I was
wrong. You couldn’t do that, because you have your own
integrity…”

“I could not say that for
the Diary.”

“I believe
that.”

“But I do admit I let you
down, failed. I did not write what I felt about Spy, but what I thought would sell
the book.”

“Yes, that was wrong. I
didn’t want that. I wanted you to write what you said over the
telephone: ‘The book is alive!’ But I am sorry I hurt you. I felt
you were my last link with America. After that, I broke away. I
accepted America’s rejection. Then, when I resign myself, I do the
lectures and discover the ‘small and fervent
following.’”

 


Last talk with Bogner: I
said, “I understand the displacement—when I had a talk with
Hugo in which I asked his forgiveness for seven years of
irritability, as soon as I realized his absent-mindedness
was mine, which I
disciplined, I went out and took two wrong subway trains! To prove
that as soon as I relinquish the discipline I act like Hugo?
Also—I reminded Hugo that
for 25 years I idealized him. He was the man without
flaws. Then analysis
opened up the rebellions, etc.

(Incidentally, I asked Hugo: “What about
what you projected onto me? Did I let you down? Did you want me to
be the artist and rebel?” “Yes. And you sure were!” said Hugo. “You
sure did it for me!”)

Bogner pointed up the extremes: projecting
onto Hugo an ideal figure (which I needed) or its reverse: a figure
full of flaws. This is what made adjustment difficult. With Henry,
there was no idealization at the base…none with Gonzalo either.

Bogner made the subjective
metamorphosis very clear. I could see it. I could also see it all
originates with and returns to the self. But when she
seems to imply that I use
this subjective vision in my work, too, I get very disturbed. I’m
willing to admit errors in living—but not in my work. I take her
implication as a threat to the integrity of my work. She did not
mean that. She meant that all truth lies in the relationship between subjectivity and
objectivity, not in one or
the other. “But subjectivity has been used as a
judgment against my work…” She stopped me. Because I had misunderstood.
Although I defend the validity and value of subjective art, when
she says something that sounds like doubt, I feel she is implying
psychological blindness (pathology, madness?). But she didn’t. All
she said was truth was an interplay between them. Hemingway was not an objective
writer or he would have written a case history. It was Hemingway’s
vision of war, bullfights, etc.

The only other time I
misunderstood Bogner was again in reference to writing.
To remain objective she has not read my
books. She asks me about them. She seemed
to disagree when I said I used a psychoanalytic way of approaching
the truth about character… She didn’t mean all of character, just the focus on
neurosis or the secret or irrational self… I felt
she of all people should
understand what I am doing. But she questions all extremes, all
separations. Nothing is separate. (I have separated them.) Everything is
interrelated. Outside. Inside. Body. Psyche. In my art I meant
to begin in the
subconscious and arrive at objectivity…to unite them.

She has declined to accept guardianship of
the original Diary volumes: I wanted that because she is the only
objective person I know, and also the only one who would not be
hurt by it.

And now she is gone on vacation all
summer…but I feel stronger and more whole. I think Hugo and I
served as guinea pigs for analysis and added a contribution to
science. It took patience, courage, intelligence. Bogner was the
only one who accomplished the job properly.

 


Sylvia and Ted Ruggles: At first they were
the neighbors in our apartment building. We greeted them in the
elevator. We greeted him when he promenaded his dog. They were both
rotund and pleasant in different ways. She rosy-faced, fresh, open,
with a tinkling southern accent. He more reserved, dark-eyed like a
Latin, silently alive. Once or twice we invited them to our
parties. But the friendship began when we showed Hugo’s films at
the Young Men’s Hebrew Association. Then they were devoted,
helpful, rich in suggestions and advice. Both of them are as busy
as we are, so it was an intermittent friendship. But last night we
had our best evening together.

“Fresh out of Harvard,”
said Ted, “I got a job with a famous and wealthy psychoanalyst who
was writing books—a study of Bonaparte was one. He was given to
plagiarism and I was employed to de-plagiarize his books. We lived
in a sumptuous apartment overlooking the Park, near the zoo. He
liked to get up early, but I didn’t. Not wanting to be too direct
about it—too gauche—he never made an issue of this. But when he
took his early morning walk around the reservoir, on his way home
he would stop at the zoo and awaken the lions who roared angrily
and so loudly they awakened me!”

Meanwhile Sylvia works for
the U.N. children. Ted and Hugo compared their Scotch clans. Ted
brought out the separate mouth flute on which they practice for the
bagpipes. Sylvia showed us an anthology called Garden Poems she gathered
together.

They did not feel that the sale of the Diary
to a collector was a fantasy but a very concrete plan that could
bring me money. So now I will pursue this “fantasy” until it is
fulfilled.

 


It is astonishing how hostilities cease as
you clarify your projections. If I gave Hugo full material power
over our life (and rebelled against having no capital of my own),
he gave me not only the role of artist but that of critic and
evaluator of our spiritual values (and consequently he rebelled
against my dictatorship in that realm). No sense of equality is
possible under such a regime. I had to acquire my own status in
financial matters, and he acquired his spiritual direction in
analysis. Furthermore, we had to find our individuality and our own
insight into ourselves and no longer live at the mercy of others’
images. Others’ images are doomed to be destructive, whether they
are “ideal” or critical. They are subjective.

My image of Hugo has
undergone a thousand transformations—from idealiza-tion to total
rejection. The theme of images. Val Telberg does a photo-montage
for Fortune magazine (“Crack-up of Executives”) and chooses Hugo for a
model, who makes what I see as a tormented, strained face. Bogner
sees it merely as a man “concentrating.”

My last photographs are healthy and joyous!
None of them are sad and tragic as they once were.

On parting from Hugo—as the neurosis
disappears, the human relationship reasserts itself—mellowness,
tenderness...

Now if only Rupert would make a faux pas (an
exhibition of flirtation) I would get “cured” of him and achieve a
mature life with Hugo. As much as I desire Rupert, I dread the
shrunken life, the absence of mutual creativity and Rupert’s goal
of a home and a domestic woman.

Hugo admitted his perverse balkiness, his
sabotages, etc. And I my criticalness, perfectionism, etc.

 


New York, Wednesday, April 27, 1955

Leave for California

Flight 5 at 12:00 Idlewild

For the first time I made Hugo the
beneficiary of my travel insurance—an expression of protectiveness.
I usually reserved this for Rupert and Joaquín. I always felt Hugo
was rich enough—I never would take his economic problem seriously,
but now I realize it was a neurotic problem, and he suffered by it
and I wanted to relieve it.

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to Anne Metzger, Nin’s
French translator:

Sierra Madre, April 1955

 


Dear Mrs.
Metzger:

A French literary agent wrote me recently
that the publisher Plon had been inquiring about my Diary. I
answered that the publication of my Diary would be for the future,
and that I felt any publisher who was interested should begin by
publishing my novels and thus establish my reputation in France.
The Diary would later be of greater interest. So I told the agent
about your translation, and if Gallimard is not interested I
suggest you show it to Plon as the agent Georges Borchardt is
writing to Plon giving them my answer.

Incidentally, it may interest you to know
that the Diary from the age of eleven (a very humorous account of
my arrival in America) to the age of sixteen is in French, which
might interest Plon or any other publisher you are in contact with.
It could be put out as one volume, to be followed later by the
others, much later. This is actually my life’s major work, said by
the critics to be better than the novels.

I would like so much to be able to read your
translation, but I understand you cannot mail your only carbon
copy. Let us hope I may be able to get to France this year. Do let
me know what Gallimard says.

Sincerely yours,

Anaïs Nin

 


Letter from Alfred Perlès to Anaïs Nin:

Big Sur, Thursday, April 28, 1955

 


Dear Anaïs,

To put your mind at rest, I am dispatching
to you, by separate post, a carbon of my book on Henry.

I gather from my publisher’s last letter
that the book is already with the printers, so it would be a hell
of a job to make any alterations. However, I do not anticipate that
you will want me to change a word. You are the only person in the
book I did not want to hurt, and I don’t think I did, and I’m sure
you will sense the intention. There isn’t a single reference to you
in the book that could be taken for anything but a glowing tribute
to your personality. Moreover, I’ve tried to be as discreet and
tactful as possible, and there’s no mention of Hugo or even the
fact that you were married. Naturally, there must be quite a number
of people who knew about your relationship with Henry; I’m not
telling them anything they did not already know: no shocking
revelations, nothing sensational or scandalous. If you do insist on
certain alterations, suggest them in a way that doesn’t necessitate
resetting the whole damned book.

Very much love,

Fred

 


Letter from James Brown to Anaïs Nin:

New York, May 1955

 


Dear Anaïs:

Of course it is all right for Mr. Borchardt,
as the agent for Plon, to consider your work. If Plon is
interested, then of course arrangements would be made by this
office through our agents. You should make it very clear to Mr.
Borchardt that he cannot act as your agent.

Yes, this office and our representatives
abroad are interested in you and your work. You must realize that
agents do not sell things. The only thing that sells writing is the
writing itself. It is a fallacy to assume that anyone would do more
than show something and let the chips fall where they may. If,
through your connection with Mr. Borchardt, Plon decides they want
to publish something, then we agents step in to represent you and
to protect you in every way.

Yours,

Jim

 


Letter from Henry Miller to Anaïs Nin:

Big Sur, May 7, 1955

 


Dear Anaïs,

I hasten to reply to your letter, which just
came, to say first that I will endeavor to use what influence I
have with Neville and with Fred, and second to say that I think you
do them wrong when you say that it was all planned and
premeditated. No one was aware—not even I—of the circumstances you
are in. None of us, now that we know, can see how a mere change of
name would truly protect anyone. However, I am writing both Neville
and Fred immediately—carbon is enclosed—in the hope that some
compromise can be arranged. Fred is entirely innocent, whatever you
may think. I know that he is distressed about the whole situation
and in a dilemma. He did his utmost to give a good picture of
you—and it is a “good” picture—never dreaming that the past had not
been liquidated, so to speak. I had told him you were not married
to Hugo any longer, that being the impression we received when we
had a visit from [Rupert’s] father. When we got your first letter
recently I thought that possibly I had heard wrong, but Eve, who
was present during that visit, assured me I had heard correctly. If
I have been discreet all these years, why would I have urged Fred
not to be? I’ve written a preface to the book, making it plain that
I was a witness to the event. I hope you don’t think I anticipated
pleasure in dealing you injury indirectly. I couldn’t possibly
think that way.

It’s true that Neville Armstrong planned to
tie everything up, but why wouldn’t he think that way, being your
publisher, Fred’s and mine? It’s only natural, and how could he
have foreseen your reaction, knowing nothing about these
complications? As the publisher of what purports to be a
“biography,” it’s only logical that he should want the real names
of all the persons mentioned. Sooner or later someone is going to
do another biography, or a study of my work, and without asking
permission, perhaps without any of us knowing a thing about the
book, use your name openly—in a way that you won’t like, I mean. I
understand your position and even the necessity you feel for
concealing certain facts. But to ask others to join you in a
conspiracy of silence is another matter, and that is where the real
problem lies, for you more than for anyone. I hope this doesn’t
sound harsh or critical. It isn’t meant to be. As you will see from
my letter to Neville (the same goes to Fred), whatever motivates
your deepest behavior is not for anyone to question.

Finally, you may have a better suggestion to
make, regarding a change in text, than what I am suggesting to Fred
and Neville. If so, please do so. I can hardly urge them to
eliminate your personality from the book altogether. I doubt if I
would have the courage to do it, were it my own book.

And one other thing...I did as little as I
possibly, humanly, could to alter Fred’s views about persons and
events. Each of us would tell the story differently. There are
things I could object to, things I could improve on, and so on, but
I am not the author. I tried only to help him say what he himself
felt impelled to say. Being the “subject,” it was not an easy
position to be in. I am trying to tell you, and do believe it, or
you work an injustice upon yourself, that no one tried to be unfair
to you or take advantage of you. And, if it comes to the worst—I
don’t think it will!—remember that you are one of the protected
ones. What you and I, and others like us, need to learn, however,
is this—what do we seek to be protected from? And how can we
protect those who do not need our protection?

Rest easy!

Henry

 


Letter from Henry Miller to Alfred Perlès
and Neville Armstrong:

Big Sur, May 7, 1955

 


Dear Neville and Fred:

I’ve just had another letter from Anaïs, one
I can’t ignore. So long as the book is not out, and I know it isn’t
yet, I too implore you to stop and think about the situation, find
some expedient that will overcome Anaïs’s fear and anguish without
destroying your project. In her letter Anaïs tells me that she is
still married to Hugo and altogether dependent upon him for
support. Further, that she would do anything to prevent him from
being hurt, as she is certain he will be should the book be printed
as it stands.

In spite of all the
objections that can be advanced, and I have given much thought to
the matter since the situation has arisen, I would say that human
considerations should take place over any other. If
you feel, as I suspect
you do, that Anaïs exaggerates the harm that may result in
permitting her name to be used, I must also say that
you exaggerate in
thinking that a change would kill the book. I have racked my brains
to think of a good solution, knowing both sides in the controversy.
The only suggestion I can come up with at the moment is to put an
asterisk after her assumed name (Zenobia, let’s say) the first time
it appears, and in a footnote say something like this: “To the
regret of author and publisher alike, the real name has been
changed in this instance. It is the only one in the book that has
been altered.”

I venture this without having consulted
Anaïs about it. But you will probably hear from her shortly after
the receipt of this, as I am sending a copy of this letter to her.
She is the one to listen to, not me. I am simply joining my voice
to hers in a plea for understanding. Being the “subject” of the
book, I now find myself attempting to act as arbiter. What a
situation! The worst is that Anaïs now believes me to have aided
and abetted you villains!

But seriously, since nobody wishes to hurt
anybody, and since it is to everyone’s benefit that the situation
be rectified, what is so difficult that four intelligent, sensitive
people cannot solve? I want to say to you two, as I say to myself,
that “we” are not to judge whether Anaïs is right or wrong in her
assumption of the harm that can be wrought to Hugo. Mind you, she
is not trying to protect herself, but another. And even if that
argument seems specious, it should be heeded. As one who has lived
a “complicated” life, I should certainly never want my motives
examined with a cold, worldly eye. I know (now) that there is no
border between self and non-self, between selfish and unselfish
intentions, and so on. I know that when we judge another, it is
always for our own convenience and to conceal from ourselves a
blemish we are only all too aware of possessing.

And so I say: Do something! You don’t have
to turn the world upside down to grant the favor that is asked of
you. You can only suffer aesthetically or financially, and what is
that compared to a mental torture, which is what Anaïs is now
suffering and will obviously suffer much more unless you listen to
her.

I can’t say any more to you. It’s your
responsibility more than mine. There’s only one thing I will say,
yes... Don’t give “excuses.” You know me, you know I am everyone’s
friend. Forgive me if I speak plainly to you.

Sincerely,

Henry

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to Neville
Armstrong:

Sierra Madre, May 1955

 


Dear Mr. Armstrong:

I am writing to you as one
human being to another. Your use of my name will damage a
life-long marriage. It
may be Fred has not explained this to you.

Until I am sure that you are incapable of
such an unethical action, I naturally could never trust you with
the Diary. It is strange that until now I have believed only in
America did people do ruthless and inhuman things to make money.
Also, if you read the Diary you would blush for the inaccuracy of
Fred’s book, which will someday be exposed and embarrass you (in a
few years when the Diary comes out).

My name in that book is
totally unnecessary. I am not publicity material on that level. My
agent will make it impossible for you to publish
A Spy in the House of Love under the conditions you described to me. And naturally, I
would never think of entrusting you with the Diary. I believe the
entire scheme suggested by Alfred Perlès will not be as successful
economically as you may imagine. I am not a person who appeals to
scandal lovers. Do think all this over, and if none of these
arguments mean anything to you, I have offered to pay the expenses
of the change of name, and I know the book is not yet at the
printer for its final printing.

As one example of Fred’s
inaccuracies: the passage that he assumes to be Miller’s comment on
the Diary was written about House of
Incest, a prose poem. Also, when the Diary
does come out it will make your life of Miller an
absurdity.

Anaïs Nin

 


Letter from Georges Borchardt to Anaïs
Nin:

New York, May 12, 1955

 


Dear Miss Nin:

Thank you for your letter, about French
rights in your books, which reached me at the same time as a letter
from James Brown Associates; I am enclosing a copy of their letter
to you.

I have of course no
intention to interfere with your regular agent’s work (from what
you had told me I had understood that you were free to make
arrangements for translation rights), and therefore suggest that he
instruct his representative in Paris to submit both
The Four-Chambered Heart and A Spy In the House of Love
to Librairie Plon, unless, of course, he has those
books out with another French firm at this time.

I am sending a copy of this letter to Mr.
Brown who, I think, is much too modest when he says that “agents do
not sell things.” Some do! Particularly (and this is true both here
and in France) where books written in a foreign language are
concerned.

Sincerely yours,

Georges Borchardt

 


New York, May 1955

Reading the diary of Virginia Woolf was such
a confined, narrow and dry experience that it drove me not to
suicide, but to write in my own.

The last entry was of the
kind known as the stagnant cycle. But I emerged light and strong.
Not only am I able to dissolve (once more) my rebellion against
Hugo (which should be a rebellion against what I failed to
achieve), but to help Hugo dissolve his dangerous and destructive
rebellion against his boss, Claude de Saint Phalles, for his impatience, lack of
organization and lack of coordination in his papers! Hugo was going to write
him a letter (defending himself, his slowness) accusing
him of inefficiency! So I
helped him and decided to give his film to a distributor, leaving
me free to face my own economic problem. The rebellions exist
because I look upon Hugo as the master of my destiny. Poor
Hugo.

 


Jim’s fascination with the
Diary 41-42-43-44—his constant excitement warms me. Why should it
be more vitally
important to a young man of 27 than even to Geismar? Jim is my only
link with the future. He reads me, makes me feel that even if
America succeeds in destroying literature—which is what it is doing
actively, and people like Geismar are helping—they cannot afford to
destroy life, and it is the life
in the Diary that Jim is drinking up in contrast
to the writing of his contemporaries, which he can’t read because
it is dead.

Yesterday he called me up, exaltingly: “I
don’t kid myself, Anaïs, there is no relation between the best of
my writing or the best of writing being published today, and yours.
They simply do not meet on any conscious level. I know that. But I
feel that I got your secret in my diary—there, at least, I feel I
can reach something deep, sincere.”

I’m always a little amazed—for Jim is
refractory to Proust, to Genet, to the ones I consider great. But
the Diary never bores him, never bogs him down, never ceases to
make him feel alive.

I went to see him at his lunch hour. He
talks compulsively. I read his diary—the incredible madness of
Dick—the quarrels—the classic bit about Dick’s constant talking… I
said, “The drama is not a homosexual drama. You could write this
about a man and woman and it would be the same…”

He encourages me to take out all the
fragments concerned with the personality of the Diary itself—its
character—he sees it as a personage…

People are asking for fragments, but I know,
and Jim agrees, that a fragment will be damaging to the Diary—an
injustice.

 


It is frightening how Rupert loses his power
over me when he is not present.

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to Rupert Pole:

New York, May 30, 1955

 


Darling Chiquito:

Was very upset after
talking to you. I understand your disappointment [for my delay in
returning], darling. Mine was submerged in the determination to
have no more separations. They are too painful. I was driven into this when
I saw the interest from the library in the Diary, got filled with
hope, and this sustained me. Darling, bear with me and my effort
for us. It may mean not only the house, but no more trips. I could
take a small job near Sierra Madre—I know it’s hard for you to
accept the change. I know I was impulsive—but I feel it’s the right
moment. Here I am with a weekend’s worth of makeup, a small
toothbrush, two dresses—thank god I can wash my nylon blouse. What
set me off were the letters of introduction from the librarian to
the Guggenheim Foundation, to two collectors in N.Y. and four in
Washington. I am seeing the Columbia Fund Raisers today—the three
Tuesday and Wednesday—will try to get to Washington Thursday or
Friday and try to stay with Caresse Crosby. Darling—we are only
sacrificing a week, for you will be away. You won’t have time to
write me… I will call you up again Sunday from Washington—I may have
news then… I may be dreaming, but I was amazed at the interest. The
second Chicago collector suggested giving me $100 a month—too
slow—only totally $10,000—and the library feels that’s too little.
But when I return we will talk it all over, and we’ll make a
decision together.

Te quiero, y no quiero
viajar sin ti mas [I love you, and I don't
want to travel without you anymore],

A

 


Letter from Rupert Pole to Anaïs Nin:

Sierra Madre, May 1955

 


Darling:

Another loused-up call. It’s so hard when we
have only three minutes and both of us are keyed up and somewhat on
the defensive. I did so want to hear from you and to learn how
things were going, where you planned to go next to sell your diary
and whether you were encouraged or discouraged, how you were
getting along with only two dresses. And you wanted me to talk, and
I had nothing to say but the same old stuff you know so well: 283
lightning fires in northern California and feared I would have to
go and miss your phone call, but luck was with us when they left me
here.

The meeting went very well with everyone
saying the hit of the week was the film I obtained and showed, and
a skit I worked into one of the lectures (using your blow-up
breasts) portraying Miss Edith Titwell, a bird watcher, which was
so successful I had to do it again next day so they could film it.
One big forester laughed so hard, he choked and had to be given
first aid.

Very upset to get your letters saying our
phone calls had made you ill. I blame only myself and know now how
you must have felt trying to push this diary thing through though
you wanted to come back, and I only hope my letters explained a
little. But try to put yourself in my place too, love—Friday,
Nichols told me you’d called and only said you’d call again—so I
waited in anticipation all evening—no call. Then I thought you’d
call Sunday as agreed so I worked in the field Saturday to get back
and find you’d called just five minutes before. Nichols said you
sounded terribly anxious to get me, so I imagined all sorts of
things from a jubilant victory announcement to the fear you might
be ill and need me—again, all Saturday and no call. Then finally
Sunday you called, and for all my anticipation your first words
were “Darling, I can’t come out Friday.” I was disappointed and I
know it showed and that made you sad and by the time I was
adjusting myself to this and trying to go on from there, the call
was over. I wanted to call you in Washington to tell you to take
all the time you needed and to push it while you were there and
above all not to worry about me—but I had no idea where to call.
Love, you may have thought you explained everything on the
phone—but you didn’t—or at least I didn’t get it—only later when
your letters came did I realize how complicated this was and the
time and effort that went into seeing each collector and the fact
that you had to wait for Joaquín so he could bring the other
originals so you could show them to collectors.

If you have to go away again, love, we’d
better give up the calls and I’ll try to write every day to keep
you posted without misunderstanding.

I keep thinking of you
pushing yourself so hard, forcing yourself to meet and put up a
good front to all these people in your two little dresses and feel
more power than the serpent’s belly by so stupidly adding to your
troubles instead of really strengthening and helping you when you
need me—but know always that I love you and that I know you are
forcing yourself into this for the sake of the relationship, that
it’s our best immediate chance to be free together—just don’t push
yourself too hard, love. Both you and I do things too intensely,
but nothing is worth your health. We’ll make our decision when you
come back to rest and warmth y tu estupido
hombre,

R

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to Rupert Pole:

New York, June 6, 1955

 


Darling:

Your letter was nice and I
know you meant to show me you were with me on this, but over the
telephone you sounded hesitant, and not in agreement, and I am
conscious of the fact that I have only a few minutes to explain
what I am doing… The result is such a conflict that I got ill the
last time we talked, and again today. I’m so depressed I don’t know
whether I should give up. But, love, this is one time I do not
understand you. You put up with the trips to N.Y., yet when I make
an effort by selling the Diary to stop the trips, to build a house, to
get out of what you called a “rut,” you pull back, you do not give
me courage. Would you prefer I come back this week and then have to
return in September and stay longer?—the collectors will be away
for the summer, probably. I wouldn’t be able to do anything or have
an income—and each one I see is a long, drawn-out affair—a talk, a
visit to their collections, they have to read the books, see a
volume and the clippings.

I will call you up next
Sunday as you said. Even about Joaquín—you know I gave up seeing
him for months so as to stay one day longer with you on my way and
back from N.Y. twice. Then we didn’t go to S.F. in May. Now I would like to see
him before he leaves for the summer. And your remark that you
didn’t know I had original diaries in S.F.—you forgot I asked you
several times to drive there so I could pick up those in the vault.
We never had time.

This phone call, which I had so looked
forward to, upset me. What is it, darling? Are you telling me
everything? I’m desperately anxious to see this through, but I
can’t do it without your consent.

I hope you read this before I call you up
Sunday.

Darling,
te quiero,

A

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to Rupert Pole:

New York, Thursday, June 9, 1955

 


Sweet love:

I’m writing you hoping our
phone call Sunday will be happier. I want to tell you I understand
your ambivalence, for I suffer from the same one: my heart says go
home, and my head says I must go on. Your letter said: I
understand. But by phone your heart rebels and you seemed to
question all I do…especially when you said: “You’re going to sit
around waiting for Joaquín!” Darling…this is like a chain. The
Library gave me seven letters of introduction, then Harvard gave me
three, then Ruggles from Columbia two and the Spewacks one to
Walter Chrysler, a homosexual who owns the biggest collection of
diaries… But our talk Sunday made me ill. I felt you were
not with me; I
needed encouragement. I lost all my energy, and if you were not
going to be at the fire camp I would have come home. This is worse
than a job…it’s a 24-hour job—telephone, interviews. All these
people are wealthy, spoiled, busy and wary. I have to make a good
impression. Today I came back from Washington to see Jacobson
because I couldn’t go on. I kept hearing your voice, impatient,
demanding, making me feel your disappointment. Not being there to
talk it over, I felt you questioned the necessity of all I did
(“A week in
Washington?”), all your negativity. Jacobson gave me energy for my
interview with Chrysler. When Joaquín arrives with two more
originals (the first one is under glass at Northwestern so that
collectors can look at it) I can show them to the Harvard
manuscript purchasers (handwriting makes it more valuable). In
Washington I got one higher bid…$12,000, but that you know is not
enough to free us for the future…

 


Letter from Anaïs Nin to Rupert Pole:

New York, June 1955

 


My emotional state has been
jittery and nervous… Fears for our relationship—the inability to go
ahead if I feel I’m making you unhappy. I hope my call Sunday will
put an end to that…or else I can’t continue. I’ve lost four pounds,
don’t sleep well… Yet you know I want to be home as much or more
than you want me home. Why were you cross, hesitant, questioning
everything I did…putting the obstacles forward…not
with me? Why did you
question my saying half of the originals were in San Francisco? Why
can’t you trust me? Your letter said you understood, but when I call I get
into a mess… I wanted to talk until I felt you with me, but I was
also conscious of the expense.

Anaïs

 


Letter from Rupert Pole to Anaïs Nin:

Sierra Madre, June 1955

 


Love:

So worried that I sounded negative when you
phoned—didn’t mean to at all but had been working so hard on
staining the walls, which had taken so much time and had been going
badly (terribly difficult to get it even—each board reacted
differently and I had to rub it in, erase, rub it in again ad
infinitum) and was so sure you would be back this week that the
news you would stay in New York hit me hard in beginning.

Querida, I do realize how much this means to us, perhaps even our
freedom, and you must do everything you can now while the thing is
hot. I had thought of you seeing all the people when you went back
for your job, but I see now that N.Y. was necessary to get the rest
of the diary so we can base our decision on the overall picture
when you get back. Even a monthly payment is OK if you’re sure of
their sincerity. I trust you completely and know you’re doing all
this to be free of the N.Y. separations and perhaps even free of
the routine side of our life.

Don’t know what’s happened to me. Never
slept well when you were away, but now I hardly sleep at all—so
tired and yet lie awake—can’t even sleep in morning. Beer and wine
by gallon seem to have no effect. Your drug is too potent—I am
becoming immune to all others.

I leave for fire school Monday evening. Back
about 5:30 PM Friday. But I can go directly to the airport. Try to
arrive Friday evening. If you don’t know the plane time soon enough
to reach me before Monday evening then wire Mother. I’ll call her
on way back from fire school.

We’ll have Saturday together—and soon every
day together, to live every moment completely.

Siempre

R

 


Letter from James Brown to Anaïs Nin:

New York, June 13, 1955

 


Dear Anaïs:

I have been giving a great deal of thought
to your representation by this office. You know that we have always
considered your name on our list as a real honor. Few lists have
the distinction of so good a writer.

When René de Chochor left we went over our
list very carefully and at that time cut it rather drastically. In
spite of this cutting, I have very definite feelings of regret at
my inability to give the time I should be giving to you and others
on the list.

The appearance of Mr. Georges Borchardt in
the picture set me thinking. That process has led me to the
conclusion that you would be better represented by someone like Mr.
Borchardt, whom I now remember I have met, and with whom I have
been impressed. His European background, it seems to me, would be
particularly helpful to you.

This most recent experience in England,
which has caused you such distress, has only added to my decision
to write this letter to you. It is not an easy letter to write, but
I do think that my decision is completely in your interest.

I note that Mr. Borchardt is sailing for
England and France on June 20, which gives you only a few days to
speak to him. It might be well for you to make the decision before
he leaves so that he would take your problems and interests along
with him.

I shall look forward to hearing from
you.

Yours,

Jim

 


New York, June 13, 1955

The Saison en Enfer began with the
necessity of appearing at Northwestern University May 25 after
barely a month with Rupert, and my not daring to tell Rupert I
would go on from there for a month of separation. I felt his
resistance to the separation. So I packed two or three dresses for
four days’ absence, a small weekend makeup kit, and built a myth to
explain the continuation of the trip. A myth born of a fantasy, and
of a wish: I would look for a collector who would buy the original
Diary and free us economically from trips to N.Y. and enable us to
build a house.

To this tension about the
trip was added a letter from Henry, another from Fred, announcing
a My Friend Henry Miller
to be published in England…and telling me what a
pretty portrait Fred had painted of me! I asked to see the
manuscript. Everything that I had feared and avoided all these
years had finally happened: the relationship with Henry exposed,
and Hugo in danger of pain… The fact that the book was
journalistic, petty and inaccurate was only part of my irritation.
I wrote to Henry, to Fred, asking that my name be changed. Fred
pretended to sympathize, said he would speak to his publisher, etc.
But the trap was well set and I was already caught… I had signed a
contract with Neville Armstrong for publication of
Spy—and all along they
had intended to exploit the publicity created by
My Friend Henry Miller.
My letters to Neville Armstrong were ineffectual. They all
pretended it was too late. I appealed to James Brown to at least
try to cancel the publication of Spy to minimize publicity. He wrote a
letter, but it was answered by Armstrong cynically. And today Brown
dropped me off his list of writers. I tried for a month…in
vain.

During that same week, I used too heavy a
broom, wrenched a muscle in my back and was in too much pain to
drive the car, do housework…yet I had to get well for Northwestern,
and I did.

Felix Pollak, the librarian who encouraged
the trip, was at the station after driving through rain-flooded
roads in a taxi; poor Felix, an extravagance for his modest life.
He looked like his handwriting…small, delicate, with big, sad,
Spanish eyes, a gentle smile, the hands of a violinist. He kissed
my hand like the Viennese he is. In the taxi, a long drive to his
home, a long talk. He had been nervous, but he was not nervous any
longer. As I found out later, he was being metamorphosed from a man
of forty to an adolescent of eighteen.

A metamorphosis not without inconvenience,
for with it were reawakened his adolescent romantic longings and
desires. All of Chicago’s sky rained angrily upon such lyrical
states. They tried to drown Felix, the Curator of Special
Collections, as he rushed to meet a famous writer who confirmed his
inner world. It made him dissatisfied with the present…with
Evanston, the library, his director Mr. Nyholm, and his wife Sara’s
cooking. Warm, maternal Sara—seeking to please him by cooking a
Viennese dish. “It is too sour,” said Felix.

His violin was there, his beautiful chess
pieces, the piano, Sara’s cello, the books, and once more Europe
and America tried to live together. Felix was dazzled. I had to
expend energy to protect and include Sara.

He had quietly manipulated the entire
situation: the library’s purchase of 43 manuscripts, the exhibit in
the glass cases, originals of my books, engravings, records,
publicity on the campus, but so quietly, so subtly that nobody
noticed it. So he is overlooked, not invited to lunch and dinner,
invisible. He was, however, asked to introduce me, which he did at
the film showing, too lavishly for everybody’s liking, overlooking
Hugo’s film…

The film showing was a
success, but any pleasure was destroyed by jealousy and intrigues.
Too many people joined us for coffee afterwards. Each table
expected my presence. Each person wasted time with foolish
questions: “How much footage of film did Mr. Hugo take for
Jazz of Lights?” “Were
the effects achieved in the laboratory or with the camera
itself?”

The Film Group made it clear that since they
paid for my trip they felt I should sit at their table, so I did.
Exhaustion—sleep. A busy day the next day, a lunch with university
people.

Felix. What can I give him? When you give
someone flavors of other worlds, you also give the poison of
discontent. Life is dull at Evanston, as it is all over America. I
took a walk, to see the surroundings. The lake was bilious. A cold
wind. The houses are big chambers. No drinking allowed. The
atmosphere of a hospital, school, factory. I know what Felix feels.
People live here as if disconnected. There are no relationships
because they have denied the self. The students stand about, glued
to each other like still-blind puppies in a warm nest, not seeing
or knowing each other.

The hall for the reading was a cold,
windswept place. Always present is the massive lecture desk I avoid
to face the public with all of myself. Those pulpits are not for me
or my words. I read badly because there was too much noise from
other rooms, the light was as violent as in a cafeteria, and I was
physically and emotionally frozen. Afterwards Dr. Douglas had a
gathering at his apartment. Felix said: “I have fallen hopelessly
in love with you!” And as if divining the danger, Sara came to sit
beside me. The one in need of protection touches me more, the wife…
People talk, but it is all in a void. It could be that I, fallen
from other planets, am falling away from earth even more.

No one said anything I can
remember, though I listened with all my attention.
Ils parlent de leurs petites
affaires—the rain, exams, the effect of
spring upon the students.

 


When I arrived in New York, Hugo was
studying for his Stock Exchange exams. His pattern was designed
this way: After dinner, at 8:00 PM, to sleep until 4:00 AM. From
4:00 AM to 7:00 AM to study. Then to work. He spent the weekends
studying. We settled into the routine. I emptied, gradually, a
rotten flower box of its earth. I found the very last engraving
block from 215 W. 13, forgotten in a closet. I reframed soiled
engraving frames on the wall. I answered a big correspondence. Each
telephone call to Rupert was an ordeal. He was openly rebellious:
“I can’t sleep at all! Why another week? Can’t you do all that when
you go to New York for your job?”

Hugo passed his exam after
three weeks of imprisonment. We took a few moments off to have
a café express at
McDougall’s place, to see a movie. In the middle of it all,
symptoms that had manifested themselves before reappeared: my heart
began either to race or pump heavily. One night I felt very close
to death. Hugo was asleep at nine o’clock. I felt so
strangely—usually I know how I feel, quickly diagnose myself and
proceed to remedy. But that night I felt drôle—queer—nonspecific. The pain in
the chest was clear, the shortness of breath. But the tremors, the
missing beats… I walked around. I finally slept sitting up, with
the light on. Is it guilt, anxiety over Hugo, or organic damage?
Jacobson treated me. I can’t read a letter, carry a diary, climb
stairs without agitation. Was I breaking down?

 


Letter from Maxwell Geismar to Anaïs
Nin:

New York, June 1955

 


Dear Anaïs,

What bothers me most in
this whole thing is your conviction that you are “through” as a
writer, at least in this country, and that it is useless to go on
writing, if that is what you really feel… This is death for a
writer, and you must not accept this statement except as a
momentary revulsion… If you are really convinced of this, why not
get the diaries published in Paris or Italy, go over there
yourself, try to get the right arrangements, or print them
yourself, as D. H. Lawrence did with Lady
Chatterley and Pansies, and you can possibly even
make money from them; this may be a desperate recourse, but valid
if you feel it is the only thing left. (And then, of course, they
will print a censored American version!) Otherwise, why
not try to write that
novel based on a cycle of diaries, which would still not impair the
final worth of the diaries, but might be halfway between what you
have published and what you haven’t. I think this is the way you
should move; but do anything
rather than give up!

Best love as always,

Max

 


New York, June 1955

Blow after blow after blow after blow.
Strongly tempted to burn the Diary. Unless I go to Paris and openly
live the life of Genet, the criminal and monster, I will die. The
atmosphere of America…puritan, middle class, hypocritical, afraid
of reality…is a lack of oxygen.

I have paid the price for
not breaking with the bourgeois world and living with the artist.
Why, why, why didn’t I have the ultimate courage to be what I am as
Genet is what he is—le poète
maudit—to not be in the wrong world, like
my father? For protection you pay with your life.

Jim and I talked about this—dared each
other. “How your diary has helped me to grow—helped me to deepen.
But I still can’t write everything in my own diary. I think I might
die and Dick may read it.”

He is running everywhere for his new play,
which is being produced…rewriting, at the castings, at conferences,
over-incorporating, etc. He has anemia. He is indeed my son! But
the interesting fact is that he proved once more (I proved it once)
that he is doing his best writing in his diary.

 


Bella and Sam Spewack, the
critics, say over the telephone about Under a Glass Bell: “Beautiful
writing—as beautiful as it can be—but a word painting. No story. It
has to move. You could have written Bonjour Tristesse. For example, the
‘Mouse’ story. You write a sketch. You do not tell enough. We
should have known more from the point of view of the maid. You
should be out of it. Your being there is egotistical writing. But
if you had not been in it…”

And the two of them are in misery, suffering
blindly, desperately in their marriage, she saying: “Only death
will free me!” They understand each other less than Hugo and I,
hurt each other because they write and live “objectively” and think
that you can blot out the self!

Finally, a good letter from Rupert calmed my
anxiety over his protest. Jacobson healed me. I picked up my work
again.

 


En route to Los Angeles, June 16, 1955

On the plane, less desire, less pleasure in
flying towards Rupert. I don’t know if it is because my last
nightmare was so violent and I am still under its effect, or if it
is pain, sickness, aloneness, or that in my fantasy of selling the
Diary to be free, I realized how deeply I hate the mediocrity of
the life I lead with Rupert. I feel nausea at the idea of the
house, the driving, the evenings with his family, the evenings of
music with uninteresting musicians, housework, the paltriness of it
all, the narrowness, and worse than that, Rupert will not help me
create a different life. I remember the day he took me to see the
property Lloyd wants to buy, and we drove into the mountains over
Malibu, climbing, climbing, and no matter how much sea or
mountains, it is all barren, sterile and empty.

I know this now. And if I succeeded in
creating the life I love, it would not make Rupert happy. He would
be ill at ease.

The conflict will kill me, but I cannot
surrender. I cannot surrender to the moronic life of California or
to the business-obsessed life of Hugo. I wonder whether my hatred
of America is not at the bottom a rebellion against a side of
Rupert and Hugo that destroys me, that I cannot live with.

We punish others for being enslaved to them.
I punish Hugo because I can’t separate from him. I can’t separate
ultimately and permanently. Yet I’m happy to be leaving New York
and I do not want to return.

I am beginning to consider the destruction
of the Diary—because I feel unwanted as an artist, cast off.

The Diary is me, and nothing the world has
done will convince me it can be trusted with the truth. To me, the
world has been a jungle, full of fierceness, meanness, malice.

The Diary will hurt the only three people I
consider good, human, almost saintly: Hugo, Rupert and Joaquín.

America hates the artist. My Diary would
prove that the artist is wrong because he goes mad or dies with
grief. The world won’t say: the artist is my soul and I want to
kill my own soul.

Anne Geismar has successfully cut all my
contact with Max. She sensed the danger. She always answers the
phone: “Max is working,” and Max never calls. It is Anne who
arranged the evenings together. And she is right, for the last time
we went out together and danced, Max said: “Oh Anaïs, it is not
dancing I want.” But the relationship is a failure because they too
have the Shame of the Self while this Self is clearly visible to
me, and no amount of alcohol or physical illness will drown it.
They think they have liquidated it, but they have only disguised it
under the cloak of politics and historical writers, the ones
blessed by the Popes of the Past.

I look down from the plane upon the Colorado
River. No matter what you look upon, America looks empty—a
décor—but no Persons, no Individuals, only masses and no
identities. The canyons, the rivers—I have traveled through them
and not one Person stands out in my memory. I looked at them in
cafés, restaurants, in other cars, all along the 3,000 miles, and
no one stands out. I spent hours studying them and they seem like
“extras” in a film from which the main characters are absent.
Nothing distinguishes them.

Enough.

I, who thought I would always love and never
hate…

It will make dying so easy—and I must
remember this— to think that the future is America and Russia,
countries subconsciously similar, who will one day fall into each
other’s arms. They have both destroyed the same values. The workman
will inherit the world, but not before all that was worth
inheriting has been destroyed. To give him three meals a day we did
not have to destroy everything else. And we have.

I remember Richard Wright saying he could
not expand as a writer in America because the race problem festered
in him. I am in danger of the same festering from America’s
ruthless treatment of me… I must rise above this constant irritant
or it will poison my work. That was why I wanted to write about
Mexico. I want to write only about what I love.

 


Sierra Madre, June 1955

A nightmare made it clear what is making me
ill:

I was condemned to die by means of an
injection in the head administered by a negro. I had sympathy for
my executioner and kept promising I would not make it difficult for
him. I was making arrangements for the Diary. Then came time for
the injection. As its effect began, I began to suffocate slowly. My
mother was there. I suddenly realized that once I died she would
read my Diary. My dying words were: “Promise me you won’t read it.”
Then, as the suffocation increased, I awakened. I found Rupert’s
arm across my chest. I had palpitations. So I sat up and analyzed
the dream. I am suffering from guilt. The exposure of my
relationship with Miller frightens me. Selling the Diary frightens
me. I must burn it. Nothing is worth harming other human beings.
The truth cannot be told. The truth is destructive. I must burn the
Diary.
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