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 Editor’s Note

 


Much has happened in
the Anaïs Nin publishing world over the past year. Coming off the
publication of Mirages: The
Unexpurgated Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1939-1947, Sky Blue Press has
released The Quotable Anaïs
Nin: 365 Quotations with Citations as an e-book, as well as The Novel of the Future,
Benjamin Franklin V’s Anaïs Nin
Character Dictionary, Gunther
Stuhlmann’s ANAIS: An
International Journal (vols. 2,
3, 4), all in e-book format. Also, all the novels of the
collection Cities of the
Interior, as well as the
collection itself, have been republished as authoritative editions
with extra features.

The next volume of
the Diary
is in the works, entitled
Trapeze: The Unexpurgated Diary of Anaïs
Nin, 1947-1955. It picks up
where Mirages
leaves off, chronicling the beginning of
Nin’s double life, the rhythmic swinging back and forth between a
husband in New York and a lover in California. The reader will find
out if Rupert Pole was really the “one” for Nin and discover the
scope of the incredible feats she had to perform to lead such a
lifestyle.

 


In this issue, armed
with previously unknown letters by Nin about one of the most
terrible moments in American history, Kim Krizan debunks one of the
most enduring criticisms of Anaïs Nin—that because Nin rarely
mentioned current events and politics in her diary, she was an
insular, self-obsessed egotist who didn’t care about the outside
world. In fact, not only is this not true, but we find out what is
behind her silence in the diary.

In an excerpt
from Trapeze, Anaïs Nin reveals
that the famous “come as your madness party” that inspired a cult
film was actually an unhappy event for her. Her and Rupert Pole’s
contrasting reactions to the party symbolize what was going wrong
in their by-then seven-year relationship.

One of Nin’s most
famous titles, A Spy in the
House of Love, has a publishing
history that is not only excruciating, but immensely confusing.
After much time and research, using Nin’s diaries and
correspondence, we unravel the book’s journey and all the pain,
both emotional and financial, it caused.

We know that the
relationship between Anaïs Nin and Henry Miller was multi-layered,
deep and broad, and we know that their physical relationship fueled
their work. Katja Holmes tackles a intriguing aspect of the
relationship by exploring the symbolic meaning of Nin’s first
abortion, which was late-term and horrific. Using accounts drawn
from the unexpurgated diary Incest, Holmes explains
how the death of Nin’s unborn child was the symbol for the “birth
of the artist.”

Also in this issue are
studies of Nin’s writing, a report on Louveciennes, the humor of
Lawrence and Gerald Durrell, poetry, art, and reviews on a new
Miller biography, John Tytell’s new book on the Beats, and Sophie
Taam’s French biography on Nin.

 


Looking forward to volume
13 of A Café in Space (2016), the man Anaïs Nin dubbed “l’homme fatal,” C.L. (Lanny) Baldwin,
one of the many men chronicled in Mirages, gives his version, quite
different than the diary’s, of the controversial relationship he
had with Nin in a recently discovered memoir entitled “Anaïs Nin—A
Movement in Mauve.” We will also present a review of a new Nin
documentary that is currently in production in the UK, as well as
previously unpublished selections from Nin’s diary.

 


 


A Café in Space
is an annual publication, and we welcome
submissions of articles or proposals having to do with Anaïs Nin
and her circle. See the next page for more details.

Our website, found at
www.skybluepress.com, allows users to browse the contents of past
issues of this publication. Our blog
(http://anaisninblog.skybluepress.com) is a place where readers can
browse or make contributions, and you can keep up with us on
Twitter (http://twitter.com/anaisninblog). It is our sincere hope
that with the journal, blog and website we will be able to form a
“café” in which Nin scholars, readers, and those with parallel
interests will gather. Nin study is hampered by a lack of
communication between those of us who engage in it, and this is a
way to address the problem. We encourage you to “spread the word”
so that we can build a strong central base of Nin scholarship and
readership.

Digital versions of
each volume of A Café in
Space can be found at
Amazon.com.
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Kim Krizan

 


Political
Nin

Ruminations on
JFK’s
assassination

 


It is no secret that Anaïs
Nin disliked politics. Her published diaries rarely describe the
political events of her day and, instead, exist as a kind of walled
garden of personal ruminations. For this apparent lack of awareness
of the world outside, Nin has been criticized as a narcissist too
self-absorbed to care about anything but her private
life.

Take, for example, the
period of the early 1960s. In The Diary of
Anaïs Nin Volume Six 1955-1966, no mention
is made of John Kennedy’s election in November of 1960. There is no
report of the ominous construction of the Berlin Wall. Nowhere to
be found is reference to the Cuban Missile Crisis in October of
1962. Finally, an event as appalling as Kennedy’s assassination in
November 1963 makes no mark on the pages of Nin’s published
diary.

Instead, jarringly,
the Diary of the
early ’60s details Nin’s interest in LSD. It includes musings on
the pyramids and ponders “Gods [who] were angry at our invasion of
the world.” It tells the story of a girl’s love for her pet raven.
Finally, Nin’s diary entry from the period of Kennedy’s public
murder tells a second-hand tale of a couple’s sex life as
influenced by the perfume of a jasmine bush that bloomed outside
their bedroom window.

What can one make of the
strange dissonance, the differential between the facts of the world
outside and what seems to have been the interior of Anaïs
Nin?

I sought answers to this
question in Anaïs Nin’s papers, not only those stored in UCLA’s
Research Library, but also those I found while doing archival work
in her former Los Angeles home in the hilly Los Angeles
neighborhood of Silver Lake. I sought evidence, bread crumbs,
detritus from just one glaring political incident: JFK’s
assassination.

The first clue came as I
examined documents on a hot summer day in what was Nin’s
Japanese-inspired house, working through a metal cabinet full of
her personal files. These cardboard files, labeled in the capital
letters of her graceful handwriting, include clippings of articles,
photographs, letters, flyers, speeches, and notes, and reveal Nin’s
interests to have been wide. A random cross-section of file titles
includes the following: “LAING” (for the psychiatrist R.D. Laing),
“NEGRO REVOLUTION,” “FEMINISM,” “TAHITI,” “LSD,” “INTEGRATED
CIRCUITS,” “BALLET,” “JAMES BALDWIN,” “BALI,” “FASHION GAME”
(another file is labeled “DRESS”), “HAIR,” “LILI BITA,”
“LOUVECIENNES,” a thick file labeled “CANCER” (the disease that
eventually took Nin’s life), and, interestingly,
“KENNEDY.”

Nin’s Kennedy file holds
newspaper clippings of articles written in the aftermath of his
murder. The first clipping is titled “Dallas Searches Its
Conscience: The assassination of President Kennedy was the work of
one individual. But a city now wonders if it should not take
collective responsibility.” The next article found in the pile is
“No Theory Found Too Fantastic: Europeans Convinced Cabal Plotted
in Dallas.” The next article was written by the astute political
reporter Walter Lippmann and is titled “Murder Most Foul”; it is
accompanied by another article titled, “Endangering a Nation:
Mosaic of Hate in U.S.” Finally, Nin’s Kennedy file concludes with
an article from a French newspaper, entitled “L’Evolution de le Politique Americaine.”

Having established that Nin
was indeed interested enough in Kennedy’s assassination to keep a
file of articles on the subject, it was time to move on to her
papers stored at UCLA and work chronologically through those from
the period of autumn 1963. The first sign I came across relating to
the assassination was a note from Nin’s literary agent, Gunther
Stuhlmann:

 


Dear Anaïs: Just a brief
note—I am still under the shock of the Kenedy [sic] assassination
which was just announced—to acknowledge contracts. […]

 


And then the flurry
begins.



On the date of the
assassination, November 22, Nin, who regularly flew from one coast
to the other, was in Los Angeles with Rupert Pole. In 1963, Pole
was her romantic partner of sixteen years and had supervised the
building of the Silver Lake house they shared. Still, Nin carried
on a frequent correspondence with Hugh Guiler, her husband of forty
years who lived in New York. A letter from Guiler to Nin dated
November 23 contains no mention of JFK’s murder, but immediately
following is an undated letter from Nin to Guiler. It
reads:

 


Darling:

I will call you today but
this is just a note for your trip. Have been very upset about the
death of Kennedy, as everyone has. Like a death in the family. He
represented quality and intelligence and many other things. The
ugliness is overwhelming. I believe it had a deep unconscious
effect on America, perhaps first of all rousing their almost dead
capacity to feel, then to become aware of their hostilities. And
the dangers of it. All they can think of is to outlaw guns. But
deeper thinkers are exposing the underlying hostility. And the
worst of it is that many (I don’t know what you think) feel it may
not even be political, or psychotic, but pure money and oil well
interests. That would be the final humiliation. Exposure of
ruthless element. I would like to know what you felt and
thought.

 


The file reveals that after
Nin wrote the previous missive to Guiler, she received a number of
notes and letters from friends of the period, and all mention the
assassination. These letters describe “three days of deep mourning”
and “terrible days,” and attempt to process in words what was
obviously an event cited keenly on their collective emotional
radar. Immediately after these communications from friends is Hugh
Guiler’s first recorded mention of the assassination, found in this
letter to Nin:

 


New York, Nov. 27,
1963

Darling,

[…]

I enclose Walter Lippmann’s
article in case you did not see it and I had a talk with
Bogner [Nin’s and Guiler’s psychoanalyst]
about something that this had stirred in me. There is of course
something of a universal sense of guilt running through the whole
country. […]

 


Two days later, on November
29, Guiler wrote another letter to Nin:

 


I have been really shocked
reading how the children (3rd & 6th grade) in many Dallas
schools clapped and clapped when their teachers announced that
Kennedy had been assassinated. The French and the [illegible] think
there must be some plot behind the murder. They don’t understand
what you have been saying about the unconscious all along. Few want
to look at themselves. […]

 


Continuing through the UCLA
file, I found that within a nine-day period in December 1963 Nin
wrote five letters to Guiler, four of which mention Kennedy’s
murder. They begin on December 3rd:

 


Darling: Received your
first letter [as you were] en route to Paris. Your last day sounded
harrowing, poor darling. […] It’s funny I wrote you about similar
assassinations in Paris and similar reactions (right blaming left,
left blaming right) all the more striking as I went to see “Lord of
the Flies.” The reversion of children to barbarism very
unconvincing in the story, based on finding themselves alone and
having to hunt for food. Weak. As you say, not the real issue,
which is hostility within.

 


Nin’s next letter to Guiler
is addressed to the Crillon Hotel in Paris and written on December
4th:

 


Darling: So interested in
your letter of Dec. 1 from Paris [this letter could not be found in
Nin’s files]. Loved being able to visualize you in the Crillon.
Loved description of Feux Follet, of reaction to Kennedy murder,
clippings, your ideas on the subject. I’m afraid people are not
ready to accept responsibility for hostility—all they are worrying
about now is outlawing guns! And the worst crass I ever read was
a report on
cost of assassination!
When I went for estrogen shot today Dr. said he had to treat
hundreds of breakdowns.

 


As the days passed Nin’s
thoughts on the assassination seem to evolve, as gleaned from her
December 6th letter to Hugo:

 


Darling: Cristo Prohibito
(Strande Decision) [sic] of Malaparte was all that we felt the
first time.

 


Correctly spelled,
Il Cristo Proibito,
or Strange Deception, is an Italian film about a man who is determined to discover
who was responsible for his brother’s death. It was known in
America as The Forbidden
Christ. Nin’s letter continues:

 


It was sincere and deep,
but once again, in the old tragedies (pre-Freud) the concept of the
“innocent” is false. As we know now, we are all responsible in a
deep way, for every hostile thought, and the saintliness of the
mother, of the carpenter, is difficult to believe. It is strange
that we have come back to the original sin, which is now awareness
of our universal responsibility. I once felt innocent of the war,
and therefore that I should not feel it (in London) but this
innocence is really not true is it? Anyway, it was sad, noble, and
I must say, I do owe America this feeling of collective guilt, for
social and historical events.

 


And as Nin’s letter
continues, it’s clear her preoccupation with Kennedy’s tragic death
had begun to give way to everyday life:

 


Today work again. Yesterday
took Piccolo [her dog] to have his teeth cleaned. He is a real ham.
He acts as if it were a major operation, asked for a double ration
of affection and food afterwards, looks as if he had come back from
the dead etc. Really funny. […]

 


Then, in what appears to be
her final letter to Guiler on the subject, Nin writes on December
12th:

 


Darling: Pure poetry as we
do is doomed. The tremendous union of America and Russia will give
us 100 years at least of a prosaic, pragmatic, scientific,
materialistic culture—prepresentational art—etc. Even France! I
feel the murder of Kennedy was symbolic, an omen—the murder of
quality—of breeding etc. even if it was done by a psychotic—I think
psychotics tune in on collective hostilities and act out the
unconscious of the masses.

 


And here, references to
Kennedy’s assassination seem to end.

Clearly, the lack of
political subject matter in The Diary of
Anaïs Nin does not reflect disinterest by
the woman herself. To the contrary, Nin was not only aware of the
world outside her “walled garden,” but her interpretations of at
least one hideous event were sophisticated and insightful.
Nonetheless, perceptions based on Nin’s published diary have led
critics to believe otherwise. As reported in A Casebook on Anaïs Nin, Nin was
interviewed by Priscilla English in 1971. English asked the
following:

 


Certain members of the
Women’s Liberation movement have criticized you for spending so
much time on your own self-development rather than directing your
creative energy primarily to political and sociological movements.
How do you answer them?

 


Nin responded:

 


I used to have a sense of
guilt about not being involved in the political movement. But
recently I’m more and more convinced that none of the “systems”
work except insofar as the quality of the people who practice
within them is expressed. I think what is needed is a concentration
on the quality of the individual so that the system can be raised
by the caliber of the people working in it. The more work we do
individually, the more enriching we can be to the group.

 


But Nin’s distrust of
politics in 1971 was not a recent development, for she had
expressed these sentiments from her earliest diaries. In fact, the
first line of a poem she had written at age thirteen was “Close
your eyes to the ugly things” (Linotte, 27), and this was a
harbinger of strategies to come. The result is a published diary
that seems a rarefied place, one that often locks out what Nin
would call the “horrors” of the outside world.

Nin was a child of World
War I and forced to abandon her beloved Paris at the outbreak of
World War II, so it is not surprising she felt caught in an
inescapable trap of capricious and “ugly” politics. She did not
find answers in affairs of state or human systems, but, rather, in
journeying inside into the world of dreams. For example, in
Nin’s House of Incest, a long prose poem first published in 1936, she gives a
strong clue as to her efforts to sidestep a painful “reality,” but
also where to find the truth behind the “lies”:

 


To destroy reality, I will
help you; it is I who will invent lies for you and with them we
will traverse the world. But behind our lies I am dropping
Ariadne’s golden thread, for the greatest of all joys is to be able
to retrace one’s lies, to return to the source and sleep one night
a year washed of all superstructures. (26)

 


Nin’s raw journal entries
found in the manuscript for the upcoming Trapeze, which will reveal Nin’s
secret diary from the period of the late 1940s through the
mid-’50s, also provide evidence that her lack of faith in politics
was unwavering. In the fall of 1952 she wrote:

 


I find that I still hold
the same disgust with politics, saying it is the biggest failure
and mess ever created by man, the ruling of a world, that at least
in art, the maddest, sickest, wildest, most useless artist could
and often did achieve a moment of perfection. Where have we had a
moment of perfection in the organization of community
living?

 


And in another entry from
September 8, 1953, Nin seemed cognizant of her appearance of
indifference:

 


I am not blind to the
horrors of the concentration camp. I only believe what I am doing
is the creation of a world in which such cruelties could not take
place.

 


But this seeming disavowal
of politics must be balanced with Nin’s actions in the “real
world.”

While examining files found
in Nin’s personal file cabinet, I discovered letters that had been
written from and to her accountant, Roger Boulogne. A number of
these letters attempted to sort out the complicated matter of Nin’s
legal residence, because the answer would determine whether Nin
would pay taxes in New York or California. For me, what these
letters provide is tangible evidence that Nin was a participant in
civic life, because in a business letter of March 26, 1975,
Boulogne wrote, “Your legal residence at present is New York City
where you vote[,]” and in a note to Boulogne dated May 8, 1975, Nin
wrote: “vote in N.Y.”

The fact that political
events rarely made an appearance in her diaries, while in reality
Nin carried on a lively exchange of letters about the JFK
assassination and (as the evidence seems to indicate) voted,
supports—not the charge of Nin’s narcissism—but Nin’s penchant for
compartmentalization. As will become obvious in Trapeze, which will cover the early
years of her relationship with Pole, Nin objected strenuously to
the intrusion of radio news reports, television (which she called
“no vision”), and the presence of Time
Magazine in their lives. This intimates,
not that one side ceased to exist, but that in attempting to
protect herself, Nin split her life: the “ugly” facts of daily
events versus the dream, the outside versus the inside.

What is especially
enlightening about Nin’s correspondence with Guiler regarding the
JFK assassination is that it (and perhaps Guiler himself)
was her receptacle and
repository for her “real world.” Meanwhile, Nin’s edited diary
became the “walled garden,” the paradise of dreams that gave her
respite from the horrors and viciousness of the politics. Was lover
Rupert Pole a part of this paradise, while husband Hugh Guiler was
representative of the outside world?

What becomes obvious is
that experience is something we curate for ourselves. Others may
have criticized her choices, but Anaïs Nin was a woman as aware and
opinionated about politics as any of us. She believed the reality
of political events to be “ugly,” so she worked to construct a new
reality, one that sometimes existed only in refusing to acknowledge
that which she couldn’t abide.

On September 8, 1953, Nin
wrote, “Beauty and poetry are selections we make from the chaos
offered to us.” Her published diary constitutes her
selection.


 


 Anaïs Nin

 


Come As Your
Madness

From Trapeze: The Unexpurgated Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1947-1955

 


During her stays in Sierra
Madre with her forest ranger lover, Rupert Pole, Anaïs Nin
struggled with the remoteness of their lodgings, the dullness of
California life, isolation from people who stimulated her, and
Rupert’s bourgeois ways. When she met Renate Druks, a painter,
through Paul Mathieson, whom she had known in New York and who was
now Druks’ live-in lover, Nin felt at home, for they were, as Nin
put it, “totally of my world”—Rupert, however, was uncomfortable
around this decidedly bohemian couple. Of the many parties Druks
and Mathieson hosted, the “come as your madness” party became
famous for two reasons—it inspired underground filmmaker Kenneth
Anger’s Inauguration of the Pleasure
Dome, and the photographs of Nin in her
daring outfit, published later in the Diary, caused a sensation. But what
actually happened at this legendary 1953 gathering? Was it the
mystical event described in The Diary of
Anaïs Nin, Volume 5? With this excerpt
from the upcoming Trapeze: The Unexpurgated
Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1947-1955, we find
out.

 


Sierra Madre, October
1953

When we were invited to a
masquerade party by Paul Mathieson and Renate Druks, in which we
must come dressed as our “madness,” Rupert confessed that his could
not be expressed in a costume.

When I suggested painting
eyes all over himself, he agreed enthusiastically. “That’s very
good, because I always feel eyes watching me—I always think people
are looking at me. It makes me self-conscious.”

 


Sierra Madre, November 4,
1953

At the “come as your
madness” party at Renate’s, all the pleasure was killed. Rupert
became nervous, concerned over the costumes, unhappy because he
would have to miss his music quartet, because on Halloween night he
should be available in case of fires. He spoiled his
pleasure.

Then, in a room full of
pretty women, he withdrew. Did not dance. Became effaced and
negative. Why? Shyness? He criticized the party. It was not well
organized. There wasn’t enough to drink. The music was not good. It
was too dark.

He was jealous but will
never admit it. He referred several times to my dancing so
continuously he could not dance with me (actually I stopped several
times to ask him to dance).

The party became painful
for me too. I invented a costume for him which was very much
admired. Black ballet tights on which we sewed “eyes” of all kinds,
in rubber and plastic—one pair staring from his sex…torso painted
by Gil Henderson—strikingly. Hair ornamented by Rupert himself, a
wire crown of staring eyes painted on ping-pong balls. I wore
skin-colored net stockings up to my waist—leopard fur earrings
glued to the tip of my naked breasts—a leopard belt on my waist—the
rest painted by Gil—and my head inside of a bird cage. Hair dusted
with gold and eyelashes two inches long. Around my arm were strips
of paper on which I had copied lines from my writing—out of
context—I unwound these and tore off a phrase for each person at
the party. Curtis Harrington called it the ticker-tape of the
unconscious. I was quite a success—the most striking of all…the
most photographed. People were shocked, the men reacted pleasantly.
One rearranged my writing, kissed me on the cheek and said: “You
are the greatest!” Another wanted to bite my breast.

 


[image: tmp_6d90b23b58137c10b802895cbe23f4ca_TRAlqU_html_m795281e5.jpg]

Anaïs Nin and Curtis
Harrington

 


I, who had been frightened
of coming to the party and thought I would lose Rupert, became
suddenly assured and even danced with Paul Mathieson and Kenneth
Anger, an African dance to someone’s drumming. My assurance was
defiance.

Rupert had said: “Yes, I
have met artists like these, but I have never let myself fall into
their clutches.”

“Why their clutches—don’t
you like their way of life?”

“No, it’s too
unstable.”

“But don’t you see, all
they are doing is trying to live out their fantasies…the same
fantasies as you have only you don’t try to live them
out.”

He is afraid, and it is
because he is afraid that he flirts when I
am there. Faced with his Don Juan
fantasies, he is frightened.

For him, as for all
Americans, fantasy is an inanimate object, unrelated to vital
living…a separate activity like dreaming which has nothing to do
with reality.

I don’t know why I let
Rupert affect me, or hurt me, really. Why I can’t detach myself
from his confusions and not care? I get sucked into his confusions,
bewildered. All I can wish is to get away from him.

And now it is time to leave
for New York and our only sweetness has been sensual…a few brief
moments of passion.

After the quarrel the air
cleared. There was a better understanding. Rupert is merely living
out his need of domination, his need of nourishing a weak ego,
without knowledge of consequences on others. I explained to him the
“reservoir” of guilt, but if guilt is making him turn his anger
against me, soon he will have the same relationship to me which I
had towards Hugo. At his first realized flirtation, he will feel
enormous guilt and treat me badly…which also brings on “punishment
and retaliation” such as I expected from Hugo.
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