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Editor’s Note

 


A theme central to Volume 9
of A Café in Space is a continuation of that of the last two issues: the
complicated relationship between Anaïs Nin and her two men—her
legal husband, Hugh Guiler, and her lover, Rupert Pole—a
relationship that would last 30 years during Nin’s lifetime, and
continue on between the two men after her death. Kim Krizan
examines the similarities of Guiler and Pole, and how Nin’s
relationship with each had strong parallels. An excerpt from Nin’s
unpublished early 1950s diary and correspondence with Pole provides
us with further insight into the depth and magnitude of Nin’s
almost superhuman efforts to maintain two separate lives on the
east and west coasts of the country. And finally, a missing
document from Hugh Guiler has surfaced—his letter of absolution to
Nin, written only weeks before her death.

Simon Dubois Boucheraud’s article presents a
prototype of Nin’s future deceptions—her “fake diary,” written at
the dawn of her torrid affair with Henry Miller in 1932, the
fictional contents of which were intended to give Guiler the
impression that she and Miller merely had an intellectual—and
platonic—friendship. Once again, we are shown to what lengths Nin’s
inventive mind went to allow her to live a life apart from her
husband, foreshadowing the “trapeze life” that began some 15 years
later.

This issue also contains articles about Nin,
Lawrence Durrell, and Antonin Artaud, written by scholars from
around the world, as well as poetry and graphic art.

 


2011 saw some important
publications regarding Anaïs Nin. The
Portable Anaïs Nin, the anthology edited by
Benjamin Franklin V, came out in print form, and it can now be read
in both physical and digital formats. Barbara Kraft’s memoir
Anaïs Nin: The Last Days,
from which an excerpt appeared in Volume 8 of this journal, is
available as an e-book—it is a first-hand account of Nin’s struggle
with cancer and her stubborn refusal to let go.

This year, a recording made
by Louis and Bebe Barron of Anaïs Nin reading the entire text
of House of Incest will be released as a CD by the Barrons’ son, Adam. The CD
comes with a booklet containing an introduction by Steven Reigns
and the text of the famous prose poem. All proceeds will go to
UNICEF. A review and ordering information appear in this
issue.

 


In 1957, literary agent
Gunther Stuhlmann contacted Anaïs Nin with the hope of representing
her; it was a productive relationship to say the least. During his
tenure, Nin went from an obscure cult figure to international fame
after some 30 years of commercial failure. The famous
Diaries were released
beginning in 1966, and for the first time all of her fiction was in
print, which it still is today. After Nin’s death in 1977,
Stuhlmann continued working for Rupert Pole, Trustee of The Anaïs
Nin Trust. Nin’s posthumous publications were abundant, and some,
such as Delta of Venus, made the bestseller lists, while others, such as the
unexpurgated diary Henry and
June, were made into major motion pictures.
Gunther Stuhlmann was the “lion at the gate” of Nin’s work, using
sound judgment and settling only for the best forums in which it
was presented—the results speak for themselves. When Gunther died
in 2002, his wife Barbara (whom Gunther met in the 1960s after
representing her only novel, and in whom he found a Julie Christie
lookalike) took over without missing a beat. Self-taught and
learning the ropes as she went along, she did what few didn’t
expect, which was to fill her husband’s gigantic shoes. Her
honesty, integrity, keen eye, and high standards garnered not only
respect, but also resulted in the spread of Nin’s work around the
globe. During Barbara’s years representing the Trust, Nin’s work
has been translated into dozens of new languages in scores of new
markets, including China. Today I learned that she has passed after
a long illness. I am grateful for all the work she did, for her
support of this publication, and, most of all, for her friendship,
something I will always treasure.

 


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 web site, 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. It is our
sincere hope that with the journal, blog and web site 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.
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Hugh Guiler




Emotional Liberation

A letter to Anaïs Nin, 1976

 


In the article “Rupert Pole
and Hugh Guiler—An unlikely partnership,” published in Volume 8
of A Café in Space, we saw that Anaïs Nin was nearing the end of her life and
was trying to come to terms with her double life. After spending 30
years on the “trapeze”—swinging back and forth between Pole and
Guiler—she was forced to stay in Los Angeles, where Pole was caring
for her. In the process, she gave up the notion of a double life,
finding relief and peace after she committed herself exclusively to
Pole. However, there was a lingering burden: the guilt she endured
that was generated by the fact that while she had compassion for
her legal husband Hugh Guiler, the very thought of being entwined
with him was increasingly repulsive, she believed this conflict was
contributing to her illness. In an impassioned letter to her (and
Guiler’s) psychoanalyst, Inge Bogner, she wondered if Guiler would
“let [her] go.” In October of 1976 Bogner did call Guiler, and he
apparently did relinquish all emotional ties with Nin, but it could
not be determined exactly what Guiler had said and, perhaps more
significantly, how he felt—until now. Soon after the aforementioned
article was published, a letter from Guiler, written to Nin only
weeks before her death, was discovered at her Silver Lake
house:

 


Apartment 14B

3 Washington Square Village

New York, NY 10012

 


December 3, 1976

 


Inge has told me that you called her, as I
suggested, and that you are receiving some new treatment which is
temporarily upsetting, but which the doctors believe will help in
the longer run.

Inge also said you asked if I could do
something to give you “emotional freedom” at this time. I thought I
had tried to do just that in my last letter, replying to yours in
which you wrote that while suffering depressions, you feel guilty
that you had been only a “half-wife” to me. I want to relieve you
completely from any such guilt. My every conviction is that we have
each in his and her own way adjusted to the realities. You have
your independent life and I have mine. And on my part I can say
that I have been accepting this peacefully and even creatively and
I hope you can feel the same way. I am living and expanding with
that awareness and sensitivity that you planted in me and helped me
to cultivate. I am infinitely grateful for what I received from
you, and for achieving in yourself your own goals, as I predicted
you would. All this more than compensates for whatever I gave you.
I am convinced that we gave generously to each other what we could,
within our respective limitations.

If I thought you had failed me in any way I
would not feel as devoted to you today, as I do. On the contrary I
feel that to have lived with you for so many years, in spite of all
the ups and downs, was a privilege any man would be proud of. I,
for one, will continue always to think of you as the ideal woman in
my life.

Once, speaking of the liberation of woman,
you said that in your case you had been liberated by your husband.
I want to liberate you emotionally, so please let me know if there
is any further assurance you need from me.

 


Love, Hugo

[TOC]


 



Kim Krizan

 


Anaïs Nin: “Typical American Wife”

Life with Rupert Pole, 1953

 


In April of 1949, while describing her
activities in her private diary, Anaïs Nin wrote the incredible
simile: “like a typical American wife.”

Could it be true? Did this most exotic, most
creative, and most rebellious of women actually live the life of a
“typical wife” in that mid-century cul-de-sac of quintessential
America?

I had stumbled across the description as I
dug through the gray file boxes at UCLA’s Special Collections. Once
again I was examining Anaïs Nin’s yet unpublished journal entries
and letters, pages she omitted from her famous published diary so
as to protect those who loved her from her secrets.

The words “like a typical
American wife” stuck with me for a number of reasons. Anaïs Nin had
two raisons d’être, writing and love, and with both she refused to conform to
the conventions of the day. In her writing, Nin found the usual
“rules” so staid, she developed her own brand of storytelling in
which she plumbed her characters’ psychological depths somewhat in
the fashion of a cubist painter. In a similar way, Nin’s concept of
love was anything but typical. She had cast off the usual wifely
role nearly twenty years earlier when, while living with her
husband in Paris, she entered into an affair with a bohemian
gadabout, Henry Miller, then layered in another affair with
Peruvian revolutionary Gonzalo Moré. In fact, when Nin wrote the
words “like a typical American wife” she was awaiting word from a
publisher about her novel The
Four-Chambered Heart, the story of her
relationship with Moré “without its sordid, degrading
end.”

But in a tellingly symbolic act, it was
during this time Nin also telephoned an antiques dealer in hopes of
selling off the great symbols of her younger exotic and erotic
life: her beautiful bed, lamp, mirror, and a coffee set. She
explained:

 


“My attachment to them had died, and objects
lose their glow as soon as we do not inhabit them, caress them.
When they arrived from France after years in storage I saw they
were dead—Antiques. Wreckage from great emotional journeys. […]
They were objects I no longer loved—possessed only now of a
discordant survival, which I am eager not to see again—eager to
destroy.”

 


Though it seems inconceivable such a woman
would view herself as “typical,” had Nin genuinely turned over a
new leaf?

By the spring of 1949, Nin
had solidified her relationship with Rupert Pole, the man who was
to be her “second husband,” with whom she was living in San
Francisco. She described a normal day in which she was startled at
6:30 a.m. by the alarm clock and then began her morning routine: “I
can wash my face and comb my hair and button on my slacks and
sweater—and start the coffee and light the oven for the rolls.” She
and Rupert sat at the breakfast table with the San Francisco Chronicle and looked
out the window to see men going to work and women waiting at the
bus stop. And then:

 


“I drive him down the hill to the bus, like
a typical American wife—We never talk very much—When I return I
finish my coffee. I wash the dishes. Out of the windows of the
kitchen I look down upon a wing of San Francisco, white houses on
hills. […] I have become peacefully domestic […].”

 


In reading these words, it would seem Anaïs
Nin had been absolutely tamed. But according to her diary, by late
morning another reality pierced this marital idyll: “At eleven
o’clock or 11:30 the mailman comes. It is a letter from Hugo, a
very long one, describing his trip to Brazil.”

“Hugo” was Hugh Guiler,
Anaïs Nin’s first (and only legal) husband, the man she had married
in 1923. She had also been happily domestic in the early years of
their marriage as seen in The Early Diary
of Anaïs Nin, Volume 3 (1923—1927), but it
was Hugo who had later inspired her to construct an “edifice of
lies” so as to pursue her much newer relationship with Rupert Pole.
About Hugo, she explains, “I can’t desert him altogether, and I
can’t leave Rupert.”

At forty-six, Nin was firmly embedded in
American life, deeply involved in the struggle to get her writing
to the world at large, and regularly traversing the country to be
with the two men in her life. I wondered how she was faring a few
years into this arrangement. Was she still the “typical American
wife”?

To answer this question, I dove back into
the gray files.

 


It is February 1953, the
month Anaïs Nin turns fifty. Eisenhower is president. The average
citizen has made way for that fabulous new “baby-sitter,” the
television. Playboy magazine features its first cover girl, Marilyn Monroe—who
also had a hit with the film Gentlemen
Prefer Blondes. And the average girl
aspires to get married and have children. In short, the fashionably
independent, capable, and exotic women of previous decades are
subsumed in dreams of fulfillment via “home-making.”

Anaïs Nin, on the other hand, is still
flying regularly from husband to “husband,” an early supporter of
glamorous cross-country air travel. She is also deeply involved in
psychoanalysis with Dr. Inge Bogner and is coming into a clearer
understanding of why she is driven to live the way she does. And in
the weeks before her fiftieth birthday Nin has an operation in New
York City to remove what turned out to be a tumor in her ovary. She
describes the ordeal:

 


“After 9 days I could go home. I wept with
joy to be safe and sound again and at home. So grateful for Hugo.
So grateful for the beauty of the house. […] Every day more
strength. Horrors at the scar—feeling humiliated.

“Hugo so kind—there, always
there, when the truth is that he is weak, troubled, filled with
fears, in need of help—I did not know until today how sick… My
illness restored him to his human self. […] Now it is
the fear of failure (like
Rupert!). But I did not realize how
sick. My
fears [about her health] were justified
plentifully—but only now do I know how justified. He cannot bear to
succeed—he cannot bear to fail. And this self-destruction of which
I was unconsciously aware (as he must be unconsciously aware of my
unfaithfulness) is there. Terrifying. The
most difficult thing in the world to do is to
admit, face, the weakness of the one from
whom you seek protection! This is what I have had to do—And
to help him.”

 


So while Nin had sought a kind refuge from
Hugo in Rupert, she now finds similarities between the two men,
similarities that frighten her.

In the midst of convalescing from her
physical wound, Nin faces another painful reality:

 


“I become more aware of the psychic illness
once more: the fact I cannot face is that I am a failure as an
artist. The publishers won’t publish me, the book shops won’t carry
my books, the critics won’t write about me, I am excluded from
everything, neglected—and the very small, very small group of
people who read me hide away carefully.

“I cannot resign myself to
this—because like Hugo, I cannot bear failure nor
rejection.

“Hugo had to pay for the
publication of Spy In House of
Love—he tried once more to protect me from
the truth, poor Hugo […].

“I don’t understand either
why I should care, lose sleep, because Foshka of the Four Season
Book Shop does not like my writing and refuses to sell my
records—or because Wallace Fowlie writes a book on Surrealism and
poetry and comments on the poetry in Miller and not a word on me—or
because Kimon Friar ‘forgot’ to come one evening. […]

“We have so much to enjoy
and we suffer from not being able to obtain what so many good
artists failed to obtain—Kafka—Anna Kavan, Djuna Barnes—Isak
Dinesen—Poor Hugo—both of us tormented by this need to win praise,
love, understanding by our art—Why? Why? Why?”

 


An interesting side note in this plaintive
cry for recognition is that, while Hugo is the generous father
figure from whom Nin seeks “protection,” he has also finally
fulfilled one of her early ideals in becoming a fellow struggling
artist through experimental filmmaking.

On her fiftieth birthday on February 21,
1953, Anaïs Nin is back in Los Angeles. Hugo writes:

 


“Darling

“It is a shame that your
post office was closed Friday & Saturday so you did not get
either the birthday telegram or letter I sent you. Here the P.O.’s
were open Saturday.

“I got your letter this
morning sent Sunday & glad to know you are feeling the benefit
of being in nature & the sun. Have no doubt you will always
need that frequently & we will have to plan for it.”

 


She must’ve had a short stay in New York,
because on March 1 Nin was already on a plane heading back to Los
Angeles. During the flight she wrote in her diary and, as was often
the case, the passage is a long rumination on her relationship with
Hugo:

 


“The sun illumines what I write. I left a
Hugo tender, forgiving, not angry anymore at my leaving, because
this month, during my utter physical weakness which threw me
completely under his wing, I was able to reverse the tides, and
open myself to his needs, difficulties etc. with utter sympathy.
Before this my guilt was so great that I could not allow myself to
understand Hugo. When you have guilt all you can think of is that
if you admit the guilt, the other one will again demand that you
surrender. […] Guilt is self-censorship. To become free of it means
to accept one’s self as one is, and reality of one’s acts. To be
free of guilt means one is free to understand [the] other’s
problems—I never had to give up what I could not give up by force—I
had to accept myself, and therefore Hugo, and have sympathy for his
difficulties.”

 


One naturally wonders how Nin was able to
continually leave Hugo without igniting his suspicions. And why did
Nin have a need to leave in the first place? She writes:

 


“Hugo feels a wife should
be there all the time. When I leave he feels deserted. I feel the
compulsion to leave, for many reasons—I cannot act otherwise at the
moment. To admit my difficulties and recognize Hugo’s,
[indecipherable] the pain I cause him is what I was able to do for
the first time. His many flaws, weaknesses, I once used as alibis
for my leaving. I permitted myself an accumulation of irritations:
he is clumsy, he forgets everything, he is chaotic, he is slow, he
is unable to make decisions—and finally I had enough explosive to
push off. But now I feel his flaws as human, pathetic. And I see
mine too. I can bear to look at them. What Hugo is, I am fallible
and defective in other ways—I am more volatile, more peripheral, I
escape, I live split lives, I live by deception, roles,
impersonations, duplicities. But in our distortions we are both
‘possessed.’ The effort we have made to put an end to distortions
has been courageous.”

 


As Nin comes to a new understanding of the
dynamics of her psychology in relation to Hugo’s, she turns a
corner in the marriage. Hugo seems to understand the underpinnings
of her motivations as well:

 


“I once saw Hugo in terms of what he had
failed to be, in terms of my selfish, weak need of a father. Now I
see him as like all the young sons I helped so well to gain
strength on whom I lavished compassion and protection. […] I could
not help him because I feared helping him meant surrendering my
life as I must live it. But this is not what helping him meant. It
meant understanding him. He felt my understanding, he felt that I
was equally driven by forces outside of my desire, in the sense
that they are shaped, patterned by the past and not by me
today.

“For example: I look at
myself with my own eyes. I evaluate them by my own set of
values—But when it comes to looking at myself I looked at myself
through my father’s eyes. I judged myself by his
standards, which I do not believe in. In his eyes
I was not beautiful—I had flaws. All his standards were
superficial, vainglorious, purely external.”

 


As always, Nin’s father rears his head.
Freud theorized that we are forever marked by our first primary
relationships in a kind of “family romance,” forever slaves to
those first beliefs, no matter how objectively incorrect.
Naturally, one’s partner would be a response to that primary
relationship. Also, one’s view of herself will reflect that primary
dynamic. And as Nin illustrates, it might take a good fifty years
to really understand that these unconscious “forces” have been at
play all along.

As Nin comes to understand her relationship
with Hugo more objectively, she weighs him against Rupert and comes
to a startling conclusion:

 


“Hugo decided, while I lay unconscious on an
operating table that our quarrels did not matter, that he did not
want to lose me. I decided that in spite of his many difficulties,
he gave me a true love, big enough for me to trust as I never could
trust Rupert.”

 


For me this admission hits like bomb,
because until this passage, Rupert Pole had been described as the
“real” love, the true romance that brought Nin back to life.

Interestingly, 1953 was the
year that marked Nin’s sixth with Rupert. She had once memorably
written that her relationships to Hugo and Henry both faltered at
the six-year mark. This brings to mind the famous lore that a
relationship loses its zing after a time, as memorialized in
Marilyn Monroe’s famous movie, The Seven
Year Itch. Socio-anthropologists theorize
that this is the period necessary for a man and woman to meet,
produce a child, and raise that child to an age of relative
independence—at which point the bond may weaken. Therefore, it
appears the six or seven-year “itch” is not so much simple American
comedy, but a hard-wired reproductive mechanism. For Nin, the
six-year mark appears to have been the point at which she began to
lose her ability to romanticize a man.

Still, Nin continues to approach her
marriages in poetic terms and as a mystery, a dilemma arisen out of
her unique psychology. She describes the trap in which she finds
herself:

 


“At each end an obstacle
drives me away. At each end, I bruise myself against a fear, and
run away. I do not leave of my own accord. I run away. The fears
spring up barring the entrance at both ends: At Rupert’s end, fears
of jealousy, because Rupert is superficially attracted to many
women, because the very nature of his neurosis motivates his
flirtations. (Doubts of his power. […] He cannot make money and
create a big life for a woman. Fear of the young girl he truly
wants because she will laugh, or make demands, or expect too much,
or treat him with the selfishness of young girls.) At Hugo’s end
other fears—or barriers. The Walls of China. The years I lived for and with Hugo alone were death for me. […] But it is no longer true.”

 


Incredibly, as the years press on and Rupert
loses his patina in Nin’s eyes, she seems to re-embrace Hugo. She
no longer uses the excuse that she can’t “abandon” him. Instead,
she realizes Hugo’s value and importance in her life.

At the same time Nin is obsessed with
untangling the reasons she created her triangle marriages, she’s
hurt by the silence in response to her writing:

 


“The other torment
connected with NY is primarily concerned with achievement,
activity, creation. The constant chess games of personalities are
played in terms of this in the playgrounds of the season […]. And
so all my wounds are reopened. Kimon Friar says: ‘I have to earn a
living at Circle in the Square readings, and so I have to have big
names like Tennessee Williams, Lillian Hellman, Arthur Miller. I
cannot afford not to have a full house.’ He may have heard that I
did not have a full house last year when I read from
Spy In House of Love.
Just as Hugo feels deserted when I leave, and feels he needs me
there continuously, I feel incurably rejected by the world at these
manifestations that I have not won the place my work
deserves.”

 


Three months later, on June 9, Nin has a
breakthrough:

 


“Everything falls into place.

“For the first time I am
able to say to Hugo quietly, without deep disturbances, anger at
myself, fear of his reaction etc.: I love my life with you, but I
also need my life alone. This is the worst I have to tell
you.

“Hugo’s answer was that it
was better to be told this as a fact and not covered by excuses
(lectures or trips etc.), which did make of each departure a shock.
It is good that we admit it does cause him pain. He does not need a
life alone. But he recognizes that I expressed this need before we
married, when I told him I did not want to be a wife, but a
mistress. […] I accept wounding him because I also have made
sacrifices for him: I sacrificed my artist way of life and my
successful relationship to the world (for now it is clear that the
abstract work was created to protect Hugo from the truth)
[…].”

 


And so Nin counts the price of managing two
marriages: her work suffers. In 1953, after years of writing, she
is not able to present her unshrouded work to the world, for it
tells the story of her distinctly un-typical, un-American, and
un-wifely life. She writes:

 


“Everything falls into place: the absurd
contradictions and splits in life and in work. I understand the
relationship to the airy young men, the unreal, remote, non-human
relationship to a distant father who was a volatile airy being…the
necessary relationship to deep, serious earthbound men (my
reality). I understand my comfortable relationship to women (no
danger. The mother having been the stable, fixed point of loyal
love…).

“Hugo’s fixities were
necessary, his density and absence of volatility. All my
irritations are gone. I accept myself (my own ideal of a wife
prevented me from this, my own ideal of a woman) and Hugo (my need,
unrecognized and against which I rebelled) but as Bogner pointed
out, I myself had weights on my feet (weight of guilt) and I could
never have lived the life I wanted: the weight was in myself, not
the men.

“Now I see everything
clearly. I see distinctly that I want to be with Rupert but that
[in] his life I reflect that I want to be with Hugo and that he
may, in the end, turn out to be the greatest romance of all my
life. If only I could recapture my original desire for him. Is such
a thing possible?”

 


Stunningly, at the six-year point it is
Nin’s relationship with Rupert that has become the trap, the bars
of which are soldered in the sexual desire that has evaporated from
her much-older bond with Hugo. She now laments her relationship to
Rupert, writing:

 


“Desire will buy another airplane ticket,
desire will pack a bag once more, desire will lead my steps into a
life I detest, all of it, from the small deferences to manage,
[such as the] rusty car, to a place and house I don’t like, to
mediocre friends who create nothing, to the sterility and emptiness
of California. Rupert’s body, face, passion able to create a moment
of fire, a moment of altitude which is a trap and does not extend
into the rest of our life together.”

 


As the months pass, the relationship slowly
sinks into the same morass that engulfed Nin’s marriage to
Hugo:

 


“I did not have this time the wild, frenzied
desire to be with Rupert again. I feel he has slowly smothered the
passion by seeking a wife and a domestic life while I sought to
live with him only [in] the heightened moments of adventure. At the
beginning I saw Rupert as a radiant, restless, mobile adventurer. I
saw him climbing the highest peaks of Grand Canyon, and lying on
his stomach so as to be able then to look over the very edge, while
I stayed below, terrified and trembling—no fear of precipices.

“But today he is the young
man full of anxiety about our not being married because it might be
revealed to the Forest Service, and he is the young man who talks
too much when people come for the special purpose to meet the
writer Anaïs Nin, or who asks for homemade apple pie because it is
better than the shop one, or who accepts passively the new
government law that we must pay rent while actually [the] place
belongs to government and strangers can use it like a railroad
station. Garden is government property and requires special care
(inspections now and then of home and garden, for which we pay
rent!). But—and
this is what always disarms and castrates me, truly: Rupert cannot
do better, and he cannot do better because his anxieties are too
great when he attempts other professions. He chose the one he could
most easily handle, and even then he suffers when he is asked to
prepare a television program.

“If I truly love Rupert,
for his own sake I would see first of all that he gets analyzed—and
then he would also be free of me, his passion, and realize I am not
the wife for him.”

 


Are Nin’s disappointments with Rupert simply
those that descend after a biologically-specified period of
bonding? And is sexual attraction another kind of slavery, one from
which we are eventually freed? Nin writes of her building
frustrations:

 


“Wednesday: Always when I arrive I am elated
by the emotion of seeing Rupert and he is irritated by all the
difficulties of meeting, misinformations by Air Line as to hour of
arrival, last minute changes (too late or too early). Last night he
had been notified that plane was arriving earlier so he had to
rush—he arrived highly irritable. I always say: ‘don’t spoil my
homecoming!’ He raves and rants at Air Lines. I say: ‘next time I
won’t let you come to airport—I’ll just come home on my own.’ His
pleasure has become anxiety—I was calmly waiting for him. He was
afraid I would not wait etc. I don’t understand all this, the
tension and anxiety destroying the pleasure. Finally we are home.
‘You are looking mighty pretty—the leopard and white makes you look
Russian.’

“In the dark,
passion—recovery of the bodies, repossession of every part of the
body—each one seeking bodies, both equally slender and nervous and
electric. Rupert beside himself and after possession kissing my
eyes and saying: ‘that is the only good thing about your going
away, it is so good to have you again. Your return is so wonderful,
so wonderful when you are back!’

“If only I can keep my high
mood, if only I can keep my altitude, even when our evening begins
with Rupert killing a mouse with a broom, and eating synthetic
Spanish rice (all ready to cook in cellophane) and a martini in a
thermos tasting of tin cup. […]

“I hold on to my precious
Easter Egg of joyous expansion—not to lose it.

“Rupert asks quietly for a
mince meat pie. Tavi [Rupert’s dog] has been bathed in honor of my
homecoming, but not brushed and he molts on me and on the rug. I
paste the three novels together so that I can see what has to be
done for the fourth symphonic movement. Rupert says: ‘Isn’t this so
much better than an apartment in N.Y.? There is space, air, and
quiet.’”

 


It seems that by the spring of 1953, Hugo
and Rupert have achieved a kind of equality for Nin. One is the
“protector,” the loving father with whom she can be “weak” and
“selfish.” The other man is “desire,” the man with whom she can be
sexual and romantic. She realizes she needs both men, and yet both
drive her to distraction. In describing the striking similarities
between them and the role she plays with them, Nin writes on June
18, 1953:

 


“When the two lives stand apart and
opposite, I can balance them. It is when they weld by resemblances
that I get lost. When I arrive in N.Y. I have to unclutter the
apartment first of all, throw out the old magazines, the empty
bottles, the worn out clothes, the discarded gadgets Hugo collects
and then no longer uses. When I leave the apartment is alive, the
objects have life. The mobiles work, the candlesticks have candles,
etc.

“When I return to Sierra
Madre the same trash awaits me. Rupert never throws away anything.
The broken plate he will someday repair (and never does), the torn
old shirts, the Time
Magazine, the house is cluttered. I make it
clearer and lighter, but Rupert impedes this activity and rescues
useless objects out of the garbage cans! This haunts me and brings
the two men into focus which distresses me, of father and son. […]
Millicent [Nin’s New York maid] says: don’t give Mr. Hugo any more
tables or shelves, he will only clutter them.

“I have to give Rupert an
explanation of why I threw away 10 year old fur boots so completely
worn inside that they tear the skin of my feet or tear up whatever
socks or stockings I wear!

“A drama brought about by
my request for a maid exhausts me and depressed me. Not again! I
can’t fight once more for independence, and the guilt attending my
rebellions!”

 


After reading the preceding passage, I must
ask myself: Are we doomed? Are we doomed to play out the ridiculous
dramas dictated by our biology and psychology? After a long
struggle for independence, is there no hope of personal freedom?
After what for Nin was a thirty-year battle to have her own voice
and dictate her own life, was she not able to plant her merry flag
and enjoy her life?

A breakthrough came in the life of Anaïs Nin
after so mundane an event as this: At fifty years of age, she had
made the decision to do the minimum of housework so as to pursue
her writing. Is this, or something similar, not the auspicious
moment for every married woman in America? Nin describes the
outcome:

 


“First of all I reorganized novels so that
sequences and development of characters is infinitely clearer. By
slashing and reshuffling scenes.

“My mind is clearer than it
has ever been. I feel sure, steady and integrated.

“I worked on rearranging
diaries—taking an inventory of all my work. If I do not write
another word, I have produced a work to be proud of.

“I feel coordinated, and
about to solve my major problem.

“But first of all
order…

“I lie now on a chartreuse
couch watching dinner. Rupert is watering the lawn. […] Rupert’s
passion is the same, but I am no longer jealous. I am detached, and
I find myself free of jealousy, a marvelous victory. […]

“But when you hold on to
your own true character, people cannot interfere with your
growth.”



From the vantage point of middle age, in the
midst of an All-American decade and not one but two primary
relationships, Nin accepted responsibility for her life and her
choices, gaining a new clarity as a result. The struggle and
confusion of the previous decades was about to bear fruit in the
forms she’d been craving: creative flowering, critical acceptance,
and worldwide fame. She may have seemed anything but a “typical
American wife,” and yet Nin struggled with issues confronting many
married women: she was compassionate and empathetic to her men, but
also frustrated with their foibles; she sought to be protected, but
was also the nurturing mother; she required some material support
and craved sexual fulfillment, but found herself playing the role
of unhappy maid. Finally, after years of agonizing, Nin
restructured her life and gave precedence to her writing. Lo and
behold, many problems fell away.
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