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 Editor’s Note

In 2013, Nin studies were
revitalized with the release of Mirages:
The Unexpurgated Diary of Anaïs Nin, 1939-1947 (Swallow Press/Sky Blue Press), the first such publication
since Nearer the Moon: From a “Journal of
Love,” 1937-1939 in 1996.

As editor, I was given two
separate manuscripts, one from 1939-1943 and the other from
1943-1946, and my job was to somehow reduce the more than 1,300
typewritten pages to somewhere in the neighborhood of 400. I nearly
succeeded in terms of length—the print book is 440 pages. The other
part of the task, however, was a bit more complicated—it was to
find the story that connected these two volumes, the main artery running
through both—and it became apparent almost immediately it was that
of a woman who had lost her country (France), her social world, her
identity, her literary work, and eventually her lovers (Henry
Miller and Gonzalo Moré) after the outbreak of World War II.
Feeling isolated and defeated, Nin struggled to reinvent herself
both professionally and personally; one of her coping methods was
to engage in many sexual affairs, and another was to write. Once
the core theme of the diaries was identified, the rest fell into
place. But there was a problem—the manuscripts ended in 1946, in
the midst of Nin’s downward spiral into near-madness. Trying to
imagine myself as a reader, I felt that to end the voyage just
before the final “mirage,” the one that would actually prove to be
the oasis from which Nin could replenish herself and quench her
boundless thirst for the “one,” the man who could be all to her,
would have been bitterly disappointing, possibly even depressing.
No, there had to be a payoff—so the book needed to go beyond these
two manuscripts by at least a year. This presented yet another
problem—Nin had stopped writing in bound diary volumes in 1946,
taking practically the entire summer of ’46 off, and then slowly
resuming her habit on loose leaf papers collected into nebulous and
uncertain volumes. These papers needed to be sorted, transcribed,
and then edited into the final “chapter” of Mirages, the beginning of Nin’s love
affair with Rupert Pole, the man who would keep her swinging back
and forth across the continent for the rest of her life. It is
quite a story, untold until now.

We are currently at work on
the next volume, tentatively entitled Trapeze: The Unexpurgated Diary of Anaïs Nin,
1947-1955. There are more than 1,400
typewritten pages of raw material after transcription from
thousands of handwritten pages—no, she did not go back to bound
diary volumes—and yes, there is a story, a completely different
one.

Some hints of what may end
up in Trapeze are
contained in this issue, with a wonderful introduction to Nin in
the 1950s by frequent contributor Kim Krizan (who, by the way,
wrote the introduction to Mirages). In short, the 1950s meant
two husbands, two worlds, both presenting their own problems, and
in the midst of this was the utter failure of Nin’s writing career.
It was in one way a simpler time for Nin (ironically, in part due
to the double life), and in another an extremely painful one, as we
shall see.

Special note: Kim Krizan
and I will be at the Los Angeles Times Festival of Books (USC
campus, April 12-13, 2014) If you happen to be in the area, be sure
to drop by our booth, where we will be signing copies of
Mirages and other titles,
and, of course, dishing on Anaïs Nin. We’d be happy to meet you and
talk Nin with you.

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.
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Henry Miller, Alfred Perlès, Anaïs Nin, et
al.

Liane de
Champaur

The “scandal” of
My Friend Henry Miller

By 1955, Anaïs Nin had been
living the “trapeze life” for eight years, flying across the
continent between her husband Hugh (Hugo) Guiler in New York and
her lover Rupert Pole (whom she had bigamously married) in Sierra
Madre, California. Nin was in the midst of a long series of
literary failures—poor sales, loss of publishers, utter rejection
by the critics—and had begun to question her worth as a writer. She
was also torn about whether to remain married to Guiler, from whom
she sought economic freedom. Her inability to make money made her
feel desperate enough to consider selling the original diary
volumes to a wealthy collector.

In that same year both
Anaïs Nin and Austrian ex-patriot Alfred Perlès (aka Fred or Joey),
Henry Miller’s old friend, were signed by British publisher Neville
Spearman—Nin for A Spy in the House of
Love, and Perlès for My Friend Henry Miller. Little did
either know at the time what would ensue once Nin discovered that
in his “biography” of Miller, Perlès revealed details about the
Nin-Miller relationship in Paris during the 1930s.

As most Nin and Miller fans
know, their friendship, begun in 1931, quickly blossomed into what
would become one of the most famous love affairs in literary
history, one that was the subject of Nin’s novella “Djuna”
in The Winter of Artifice
(1939), her first
unexpurgated diary Henry & June
(1986), and the Philip Kaufman movie of the same
name (1990). The relationship lasted for more than a decade, ending
bitterly in 1942, as chronicled in the latest unexpurgated Nin
diary, Mirages (2013). Not surprisingly, Nin made every effort to keep Guiler
in the dark about the Miller affair (and numerous other affairs),
and though the marriage had become deeply troubled, she still did
not wish Guiler to be “hurt” by the revelation that she and Miller
had been long-time lovers—and this was a principle she would defend
fiercely.

What follows here is a
documentation of the battle she waged to keep her name out of
Perlès’s book. The cast of characters is impressive indeed,
including Nin, Perlès, Miller, Miller’s wife Eve, Nin’s then-agent
James Brown, publisher Neville Armstrong, and Perlès’s agent Mary
Crosland. Many tactics, strategies, threats, innuendos, and clashes
were to occur, the effects of which were lasting, not only for Nin,
but also for My Friend Henry
Miller.

It started innocently
enough with a letter from Perlès to Nin:

c/o Henry Miller, Big Sur,
California

Monday, April 18,
1955

Dear Anaïs,

Neville Armstrong, of
Neville Spearman Ltd., London, who, I understand, are publishing
your book A Spy in the House of
Love, asked me in a recent letter to sound
you out on 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 […] 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 H.M. is coming out this autumn (same publishers) and
you are affectionately evoked in it.

Affectionately
yours,

Fred

The last sentence in the
letter came as a shock to Nin, and she began writing increasingly
frenzied letters to Perlès (which, unfortunately, are not copied
into her diary). Below, Perlès responds to the first, in which she
asks him to remove any reference to her from his book.

Big Sur, Calif.

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. It’s the only carbon I’ve got and I should appreciate it if
you would post it back to me c/o Frank Dobo, 61 East 86th Street,
NYC. I’ll be at that address from May 14th to 22nd, when I have to
return to England.

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. As for the ordinary readers, a category to which belong
Hugo’s banker friends, the only impression they can possibly get
from my portrait of you (should they ever happen to read this book,
which I doubt) is that of a very exceptional, warm-hearted human
being. I1 n’y a donc pas lieu
de s’inquiéter de quoi que ce soit! [There
is nothing to worry about whatsoever!]

If you can manage to read
the book in a few days (read from beginning to end, without first
trying to pick out the passages concerning you personally), write
to me about it c/o Miss Effie Anderson, 1444 North State Parkway,
Chicago 10. I’ll be staying with her from May 6th to 12th,
inclusive. I’m immensely curious to get your reactions. And 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

Nin read the manuscript,
and while there was apparently no direct implication that Nin and
Miller were lovers, she still felt that readers would easily make
the connection by reading between the lines—this she told Perlès,
and she demanded that her name be changed. Perlès’s
response:

May, 1955

University of Notre-Dame,
South Bend, Indiana

Dear Anaïs,

I am surprised at your
agitation. Don’t quite understand your fears. Is it really
Hugo—only Hugo—who worries you? Surely the thing couldn’t come as a
novelty to him—unless he is a complete imbecile, which I know he
isn’t. How could a mere change of name fool him? Of course, I’ll
gladly do that, if you really insist. The book won’t be out until
October, so there’s no immediate cause to panic.

Your two letters reached me
at South Bend where I am in the process of being dosed with a
mixture of alcohol, Roman Catholicism and U.S. culture, so
naturally my mind works somewhat au
ralenti [slowly]. This is just a hasty note
to let you know that I’ll do everything I can to fix things
according to your wishes. But what would you do in my place? I
can’t take you out of the book altogether without ruining it; you
are far too important a part in Henry’s life.

I’ll see what I can do
about camouflaging you a little better when I get back to
London—May 23rd. Write me to N.Y. if you have any positive
suggestions to make. Above all, don’t be terrified: keep your shirt
on and remember that I’ll go to any trouble to keep you out of
trouble.

Much love,

Fred

N.Y. address:

c/o Frank Dobo, 61 East
86th Street, New York City, N.Y.

London address:

26, Carlingford Road,
Hampstead, London, N.W. 3

Anything but assured, Nin
reached out to Miller in Big Sur, writing him letters expressing
her fears and actually accusing him of conspiring with Perlès and
Armstrong to set the trap in which she was now caught. This put
Miller in a very uncomfortable position, between his former lover
and one of his oldest and best friends, but still he tried to play
diplomat and resolve the situation by writing the following letter
to Perlès and 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 which 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 depends 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 which 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 which 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 every one’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 into 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
which 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 every one’s friend. Forgive me if I speak plainly to
you.

Sincerely,

Henry

Miller’s letter to
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 told him you were not
married to Hugo any longer, that being the impression we received
when we had a visit from —’s (?) father [most likely Reginald Pole,
Rupert Pole’s father, who believed Nin and Rupert were legally
married]. 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

Meanwhile, things were
coming to a boil after Perlès returned to London and spoke to his
publisher and agent.

London

May 1955

Dear Anaïs,

I suppose my publisher has
already written to you about his categorical refusal to change your
name in the book. He feels it’s an unreasonable request as there’s
nothing in the book that could give away your “physical”
relationship with Henry. He is of the opinion that the use of a
fictitious name in a book purported to be a biography is
a priori out of the
question, and he feels moreover, that changing your name would have
the opposite effect from what you want to achieve by this: it would
arouse the malignant curiosities of readers who otherwise wouldn’t
dream there was anything to hide. There’s something in that. At any
rate, I was unable to talk Neville into agreeing to a change of
name; I spoiled a perfectly good lunch trying to convince him but I
was up against a brick wall right from the start. My London agent,
Margaret Crosland, who is also a writer and a poet, was equally
bitterly opposed to any change of names, so I couldn’t enlist her
sympathy to support me. Voilà.

I have since carefully
re-read every passage relating to you—trying to put myself in your
place. Frankly, I can’t help feeling that the publisher’s attitude
is justified and you will probably feel the same way about it when
you see the book in print. There really isn’t a word in it
suggestive of anything that is not purely platonic, literary,
spiritual about your relationship with H.M. Surely, Hugo must have
known that Henry existed, that you knew him, that you were friendly
with him. What’s wrong with friendship? Pure love even?
Incidentally, I never told you that I became rather friendly with
Hugo in London shortly before outbreak of war, and not only for you
but also his sake I was particularly careful not to let any
imprudent or ambiguous remark slip into the book. I think I have
succeeded in this, and it’s only your hypersensitivity coupled with
an unwarrantable feeling of guilt that makes you see things that
aren’t there! The chances are that Hugo will be proud of the
portrait I’ve drawn of you. That is, should he ever read the book,
which isn’t a dead certainty: there is no necessity for us to put
it in his hands.

Que le bon
Dieu te bénisse! [May the good Lord bless
you!]

Fred

Both Armstrong and
Crosland, respectively, attempted to calm Nin despite their
rigidity:

London

May 26, 1955

Dear Anaïs Nin,

Fred Perlès is back and has
told me of the correspondence relating to the inclusion of your
name in his Henry Miller biography. I am so sorry you are troubled
over this but I do assure you that I am positive that it should
cause you no concern. Fred has been most sympathetic in his
approach and, moreover, I fear that the book is now set and more or
less ready for printing. To use another name would, I feel, only
make for confusion and certainly not disguise.

As you know, we are happy
to be doing at the same time as the HM biography and your
A Spy in the House of Love and mention is made of this fact in the former which I am sure
are going to boost sales no end. I think it is a wonderful book and
an advance in every way on your earlier ones—although I believe you
feel differently.

I have already raised the
question of The Diary with the London agents, and the suggestion put forward was
that you would perhaps consider extracting suitable portions to
make one Volume I normal length—about 70-80,000 words.
[…]

Yours sincerely,

Neville
Armstrong

London

June 6, 1955

Dear Miss Nin,

I was sorry to hear from
Alfred Perlès, who is a client of ours, that you had been disturbed
by some of the references he had made to you in his book on Henry
Miller. I was surprised that what seemed to me discreet and
especially flattering references should cause you worry. I have
known your work for some time and I was delighted to learn more
about you. I am very pleased that Fred’s publisher is also bringing
out a book of yours, and all that Fred has written about you will
certainly help your sales. As nothing of yours has been published
here in book form, as far as I know, I think the mentions of you in
the Miller book are very well timed.

When we learnt you wanted
changes made in the book we naturally asked the publishers to
consider your request, but it was too late as page proofs were
ready. I myself went through the manuscript carefully before the
publisher saw it and suggested various small changes. I was
naturally on the lookout for anything that would infringe libel law
or, more important, personal susceptibility, and no mention of you
came in either category.

Please don’t worry—Fred is
the last person in the world who would want to cause you any
unhappiness, and he and I understand very well the difficulty of
your position. If we felt, after our failure to alter the proofs,
that the book would cause you harm, we would persist, but as we
cannot see anything in the book that would affect you adversely we
are sure that on a second reading you will agree with
us.

I am looking forward to the
appearance of both books—Fred’s and yours.

Yours sincerely,

Margaret
Crosland

Armstrong responded to
Nin’s agent James Brown, as related in an undated letter to Nin
from Brown’s assistant, Joan:

Dear Anaïs:

Jim is out today with a
sick headache, and is taking a little of the rest he needs so
badly. In the meantime, we have this letter from Neville Armstrong,
which I have read to Jim on the phone, and which he wants you to
see. Since I don’t understand all this fully, I don’t have any idea
how you will feel about it.

“[…] As an old friend of
some 20 years, Alfred Perlès showed [Nin] the Henry Miller
biography in manuscript when he was staying with Miller at Big Sur,
and I have seen the correspondence that passed between them. There
is not one derogatory statement against her, and Perlès has been
most kind to her. It seems incredible to all of us here that she
should now take exception to things being written that happened 20
years ago.

“The biography is virtually
printed and no amount of re-writing or disguising of names will
disguise Anaïs Nin to readers who know of her. In addition,
reference is made in a footnote to our publication this fall of
her A Spy in the House of
Love, which has been most carefully tied up
to coincide with the publication of the biography. Each will see
the other, and my own guess is that we shall double the sales
of A Spy in this
move. A Spy is
already at the press and the book has been advertised in the Export
issue of the Bookseller (published 7 July), as well as being
included in our new Book List due out in 2 weeks. Also, we hold
Miss Nin’s signed contract.”

I must say, this Armstrong
doesn’t sound like a very nice man. What do we do now?

Yours,

Joan

In spite of what seemed to
be unsurmountable odds, Nin refused to give up. Instead, she
insisted that Brown threaten Armstrong with a libel suit, although
there was no basis upon which to do so, and she fired off this
undated letter:

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 these 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 this all over, and [ask yourself] if none
of these arguments mean anything to you. I offered to pay the
expenses of the change of name and I know the book is not yet at
the printers for its final printing.

As one example of Fred’s
inaccuracies: the passage which he assumes to be Miller’s comments
on the Diary were 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

Here is Armstrong’s
surprising answer:

London

June 16, 1955

Dear Miss Nin,

This is to acknowledge with
thanks your undated letter of this month regarding Alfred Perlès’
Henry Miller biography. Following a spate of letters between Henry,
Fred and myself, as well as Margaret Crosland, and a number of
round table conferences, we have finally agreed to your petition to
remove the offending passages relating to yourself from the book
since it seems to mean so much to you. Fred had brought me a new
draft and I know you will be satisfied with the changes although
from our point of view it is unsatisfactory and most
unartistic.

As you know, the book was
already set and ready for printing, and these changes are going to
cost us money, which, frankly, I feel you should absorb. The sum is
around £33 ($100), and since you said earlier you would be prepared
to meet all corrections I should be happy to have your cheque for
this amount. I must make it clear, however, that we are making
these changes against our better judgment; there is no question of
possible libel arising with such changes, but we have all bowed to
your wishes in the matter without being compelled to do so. I hope
this will bring you some peace of mind.

It was never anybody’s
intention to play havoc with your emotions or private life and for
the life of me I am surprised that events of twenty years ago
should have any bearing on the contemporary scene. Apparently, they
do.

Yours sincerely,

Neville
Armstrong

cc: Henry Miller, Alfred
Perlès

PS: Will you communicate
this information to your American agent?

Eve Miller relayed details
of the changes to Nin:

Big Sur

Wed. June 22,
1955

Dear Anaïs,

Find enclosed a copy of the
letter Neville has sent […] regarding the changes Fred’s made in
the book, in his last letter. I notice he doesn’t [say] exactly
“what” the changes are—and am certain you want to know. I’ll quote
Fred’s text:

“What I actually did was to
split up Anaïs into two women, which enabled me to make reference
to the diary, Louveciennes, etc., while blaming her ‘misconduct’ on
a fictitious character, called Liane de Champaur. Anaïs is
safe.”

Even so—I know Fred feels
he’s ruined a good portrait by making two bad ones out of it, and
it’s hurt him.

I know you must be
relieved, in any case! After all these days and weeks of
concern—it’s settled at last!

Our summer has started with
a bang! The children arrived this past Sunday—and “craft classes”
began yesterday. I had eleven of them floating through the house,
like miniature bombs. To round out the day’s excitement—the car
broke down and Henry had to traipse about the countryside in search
of a willing neighbor to drive him to a phone, take eleven children
“home,” etc. etc.!! Never a dull moment—and pray it isn’t a
significant “start of summer.”

And now I must go and
attend to half a hundred things—in as graceful a spirit as possible
of course!

Our warm thoughts to
you…

Eve

PS: Henry is still hard at
work on the book [most likely Nexus]! I’m so glad the children’s
arrival hasn’t caused any real interruption—so far, that is! It’s a
very good book.

Perlès wrote to Nin,
explaining his changes:

Wells, England

July 8, 1955

Dear Anaïs,

Sorry I’m so late in
replying to your letter. I’ve been in Wells, Somerset, most of the
time since my return from the States. I’ve got a wife there—odd,
no?—and your letter was redirected to me there.

Anyhow, I’m glad that
you’re feeling better about the alterations I made in the book. I
think I’ve done better than merely changing your name, which
wouldn’t have fooled many. I’ve actually split you into two
persons: references are of course made to Anaïs Nin (to your
writing, preface to “Cancer,” etc.), but I introduced another woman
with a fictitious name to whom everything you object to in my book
is attributed. This will probably mystify some people in the know,
but at any rate you are in the clear. The changes necessitated
page-resetting of nearly the whole book which was already in page
form; it made Armstrong foam at the mouth and I expect he’ll be
sending you a bill for it!
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