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He wrote the letter sixty years ago, his handwriting tight 
and masculine, his words clear and direct.  He begins: 
 

There is no use you coming back to New York until I 
work this thing out further with myself.  I believe 
now the truth is, and there is no use concealing it 
from each other under a lot of words, that I have been 
angry at a whole accumulation of things in our 
relationship, and you have been too. 

 
 For me, these words come as a lightning bolt, a 
sighting as electrifying as Captain Ahab’s of Moby Dick.  
Hugh Guiler was the seemingly long-suffering husband who 
existed as an almost spectral presence in Anais Nin’s 
unexpurgated diaries and was nonexistent in her expurgated 
diaries, appearing only briefly as the artist “Ian Hugo.”  
Yet, Guiler was the one to whom Nin remained attached for 
nearly fifty-four years, despite her relationships with 
other men.  Could it be this most mysterious of husbands 
had left his own written record of feelings about his 
complicated marriage?  Could it be that Guiler, the 
famously cuckolded mate, the comically portrayed and much-
pitied character, was not the spectacular dupe he seemed? 
 
 To read the diaries of Anais Nin was for me -- as it 
is for many others -- to feel that I had entered an intense 
and personal relationship with a woman now over thirty 
years dead.  It was also to feel I had entered into 
relationships with the many “characters” that populate her 
diary -- especially the enigmatic Guiler (or “Hugo,” as she 
calls him).  I came across Nin’s first journal (her 
“childhood” diary, which is entitled Linotte:  The Early 
Diary of Anais Nin) when I was an undergrad studying 
literature and found it beautiful, educational, and 
inspirational.  I went on to read all of her diaries 
sequentially.  The story of her life unfolded before me 
with clues leading to other clues, crumbs in a long trail 
of crumbs taking me on a long and winding scavenger hunt, 
one packed with hair-pin turns and dramatic leaps.  One of 
my first shocks occurred when, while reading The Early 



Diary of Anais Nin: Volume Four, I came upon the entry in 
which Nin described her first dalliance with a man other 
than her husband.   
 Nin had married Hugh Guiler in 1923 when she was 
twenty and he was twenty-five.  She wrote of their 
relationship so beautifully it was hard not to fall in love 
with her sensitive, gentlemanly mate, but six years into 
her marriage it became clear Nin was dissatisfied and 
desperate.  She then began a long search for her “real 
love.”  In 1947 Nin met Rupert Pole and they entered a 
relationship that lasted until her death in 1977.  In the 
meantime, though, Nin remained married to Guiler and lived 
what she described as life on a “trapeze,” swinging 
precariously between Guiler (who lived on the east coast) 
and Pole (who lived on the west coast).   
 As I read Nin’s diaries I became adept at “forgiving” 
Anais, for sometimes her descriptions of her life taxed my 
admittedly tolerant world-view.  I accepted and accept her 
in totality, just as I accept John Lennon (a god-awful 
father to Julian), or Picasso (a dreadful womanizer), or 
Hemingway (a cruel “friend” to a vulnerable F. Scott 
Fitzgerald).  I accept Anais Nin’s betrayals of her husband 
because, as D. H. Lawrence said, a soul is “a dark forest.”  
And if a soul is a dark forest, a marriage must be an 
ocean, a mystery, a landscape full of creatures in its 
shadows. 
 Still, one of my continual, nagging questions was 
“What about Hugh?”  It’s a conundrum, for in spite of my 
admiration of Nin’s writing and acceptance of her as a 
complex human being, I came to feel protective of her 
husband.  I liked him.  I wanted him to be happy.  I wanted 
him to stand up, to fight for his dignity.  And perhaps 
this is also what Anais Nin wanted.  Guiler’s seeming non-
response to Nin’s relationship with Rupert Pole (I hesitate 
to use the word “bigamy,” though that’s what it eventually 
became) was hard to take. When I spent time with Pole many 
years later, the subject of Hugh Guiler arose.  Over a 
Mexican dinner, Pole, an exceedingly genteel man, dismissed 
his rival with prickly finality, a simple guillotine swipe.  
For Pole, Guiler was “just a banker” -- as if that door was 
firmly closed.    
 But it wasn’t closed for me.  Guiler had once written 
that, in response to having been planted in Anais Nin’s 
“garden,” he had produced his own “green leaves.”  In fact, 
Guiler made at least fifteen experimental films, as well as 
etchings and engravings.  He also traveled the world and 
was relocated by his employer from New York to Paris in the 
mid-1920s and then back to New York at the beginning of 



World War II.  Surely this intelligent, worldly man had a 
voice.  So when his marriage to Nin started to crack, did 
Guiler know?  Did he suffer?  Wasn’t he angry -- angry 
enough to do something?  Or did Guiler have secrets all his 
own?   
 I found an answer to these questions after descending 
the elevator into the bowels of UCLA’s Young Research 
Library and examining documents in the cool, wood-paneled 
room of its Special Collections.  I had decided to request 
materials from the period of 1949, for my intuition told me 
this was possibly a momentous year -- one in which Nin’s 
relationship with Pole had most definitely taken root.  And 
there, within folders for that year, I found a long diary 
entry by Nin written in April and a long letter written by 
Guiler in December.  I believe these documents provide 
powerful clues as to the dynamics of the Nin/Guiler 
marriage, their individual positions, and – for perhaps the 
first time – Hugh Guiler’s stand.  
 

“A Night of Fog” 
 
Nin’s diary entry from this period, written in large, 
looping blue ink on loose pages and dated “April 15 – 
1949,” describes her “real life” with Rupert in San 
Francisco.  She writes that she lives “like a typical 
American wife,” getting up at 6:30 in the morning, pulling 
on her “slacks and sweater,” and sending Rupert off to 
work.  Several hours later the mailman arrives, bringing a 
long letter from Guiler, Nin’s legal husband.  Nin then 
describes her dilemma: 
 

Our relationship [with Hugh] is for me a playing for 
time, an edifice of lies, a postponement – I won the 
last game -- He returned to NY April 1 and I expected 
to have to go to see him but managed by infinite 
intricacies to postpone home coming until June because 
he is going to France in May – In June Rupert will 
have a summer job where I can’t be with him.  I can’t 
desert him [Hugh] altogether, and I can’t leave 
Rupert. 

 
 Nin describes what is for her the difference between 
the two relationships.  About Rupert she writes, “The love 
I feel is deep,” while she bemoans an obligatory visit to 
Hugh:  “I owe Hugh that.”  With Rupert she has become 
“peacefully domestic -- because the peace, the monotony of 
house work is broken by our wild love making, our lyrical, 



stormy, lightning caresses,“ but her husband and the 
failure of their relationship weigh heavily on her mind. 
 

Every day I question the mystery of my physical life 
with Hugo – What happened?  What destroyed it?  Was it 
[his] inexperience and mine?  Was it inadequacy on his 
part?  Was it dissatisfaction [and] sensual 
unfulfillment which estranged me from him?  Now that I 
have this fulfillment with Rupert, I have become 
faithful, domestic.  I can sew, mend, repair, repeat, 
clean, wash – because there will be a climax, a 
lyrical moment, a sensation, a certitude of high 
living.  The high living moment must have been absent 
from my marriage, because I had always the feeling I 
was trapped away from such experience, waiting, en 
marge, with Hugo . . . . [Nin’s ellipses] that this 
high moment lay outside, in the night, in the absent 
lover  . . . [Nin’s ellipses]  Poor Hugo-- What could 
he do?  Sometimes I tried, delicately, to impart what 
I had learned, but his manhood rebelled there – Our 
love making was tragic — ineffectual-- 
 A night of fog -- Music on the radio --  Leave 
the past alone. 
 

 Nin goes on to describe her intense unhappiness at 
having to entertain Guiler’s bank clients in his and Nin’s 
luxurious apartment.  Guiler had given Nin “brilliant 
multicolored Chinese dolls” that delighted her; she places 
one of these dolls in full view of their guests in a 
symbolic effort to make the occasion bearable, but she 
finds the guests “cold, arrogant.”  She later writes, “Hugo 
thought he had married a woman.  I can be chic.  I can look 
aristocratic.  I have beautiful manners-- But I am unhappy 
and strained.”  She longs to be with Rupert, for “Rupert 
and I seek our pleasure, more humble ones, we avoid 
ordeals, we live by our wishes, we go alone to skii [sic], 
we go to the movies, we seek those we like,” but then she 
adds, plaintively, 
  

But it is Hugo who bought me the dolls--   
 Around, around, around, a circle of madness.  
Dependence.  Rebellion --  Refaction [sic] – Guilt --  
A child like dependency –  I cannot grow in that 
direction --   
 I cannot grow in arrogance, in a hard finish, in 
a gold plated irony, impertinence, cynicism of the 
wealthy-- 

 



 Nin writes that in examining the situation with her 
therapist, she “obessionally fought to be just to Hugo, to 
eliminate the neurotic obstacles of our marriage, to save 
Rupert from the tragedy of an impossible marriage.”  Still, 
she cannot escape the difference between Guiler and Pole 
and she describes why she believes she is happier with 
Pole: 
 

Hugo could endure monotony, discipline, daily 
repetitions, meals at the same hour -- Every 
unpredictable change, every variation disturbed him.  
After I cook and wash dishes with regularity for a 
week, if I hint lightly to Rupert: I’m tired of 
dishes, let’s go out to dinner, he is not only eager 
for a change, but more often it is he who will 
suddenly drop his work, and say to me:  we’re off – I 
have barely time to don my coat, the car is already 
pulsating, there is a mood of freedom, a breaking of 
bonds, of halters, harnesses[,] a sudden influx of 
speed and lightness -- Poor Hugo –  
 I am hoping he is now learning to live more 
happily without me. 
 

 It seems Nin’s choice is clear:  her desire -- or so 
it appears -- is to live full-time with Rupert Pole.  She 
admits to feeling “lonely in the world” unless she is with 
him, because then she is “at ease.  Satisfied.  The world 
is complete—-  Whereever [sic] my lover is, the world is 
complete.”  She describes their spiritual and symbolic 
“marriage” as having taken place “long ago in Denver, on 
the sand dunes.”  She describes it as “love-making [that] 
contained all we were, are, would be” and wrote, with 
finality, that with this “marriage,” finally, “gravity is 
achieved.”  Meanwhile, though, Guiler’s letters express an 
adoration for Nin so intense that, as she explains to her 
diary, she simply can’t bear to leave him altogether.   
 

“A Soul of My Own” 
   
Hugh Guiler lived what must have been a puzzled, puzzling 
existence in New York City, separated for long periods from 
the wife he appeared to love deeply.  Surely he must have 
known -- or at least suspected -- she had another lover or 
lovers. But how can we know, hearing as we do only the 
voice of Nin?  
 I found what I believe is an answer to this mystery in 
a twenty-three page letter written by Guiler on “Sunday 
12/4/49,” one that clearly, for once, reveals his state of 



mind.  It seems to be one of the few missives Guiler wrote 
to his wife that does not begin with an affectionate 
salutation, such as “Darling.”  Instead he begins this 
communication abruptly, soon going on to state: 
 

There is no use [illegible] coming back to New York 
until I work this thing out further with myself.  I 
believe now the truth is, and there is no use 
concealing it from each other under a lot of words, 
that I have been angry at a whole accumulation of 
things in our relationship, and you have been too.  We 
admire each other, we have pity for each other but in 
our actual actions & attitude towards each other we 
have both shone [sic] that for the time being at least 
anger is stronger than the other emotions.  As long as 
that lasts we are going to make each other unhappy 
when we are together and I for my part do not want to 
inflict this on you any more until my anger 
disappears. 
 

And thus begins what is a long cry from the heart, one that 
appears to lay Guiler’s cards on the table in a way he was 
unable previously, one in which much of the dynamic between 
himself and his famous wife seems to be, finally, made 
plain. 
 The question as to whether Nin and Guiler had entered 
into an “open marriage” is dispelled when Guiler makes a 
brief reference to it, reminding his wife of her reaction 
to his “taking another woman.”  This creates a new 
understanding, for if Nin and Guiler had agreed on a non-
monogamous relationship then many of Nin’s affairs could 
not be considered betrayals of her husband. Interestingly, 
though, Guiler writes that because of her angry response to 
his brief affair, he doubts Nin’s love altogether.  Could 
it be Guiler knowingly tolerated Nin’s affairs, but then 
was surprised to discover that the same tolerance was not 
extended to him?     
 Over and over in this long letter Guiler states he is 
angry, as if for the first time coming to grips with this 
most common of emotions.  “That is the fact,” he writes, 
“and I think it is all wrong for me to cover up under a lot 
of fine literature & protestations the central fact that I 
am angry.”  But then he reveals an impediment to his being 
able to express his anger:  “[Y]ou cannot stand anger in 
me.  Well, I am angry and you will feel my anger, as well 
as my other tender feelings, if you come to New York now, 
as I believe I have felt yours.” 



 With great insight, Guiler perceives one of Nin’s 
central struggles:  the “splitting conflict,” as he calls 
it. 

 
I appreciate the great effort you have made to solve 
the problem by capitulating (as you think it is) 
[illegible] the life you want & coming to New York.  
But every sign indicates that you cannot do this 
without a splitting conflict, even to wait until my 
analysis is finished, and will on your part, in spite 
of every effort to the contrary, result in unconscious 
acts that show your own real angers. 
 

Again describing their mutual anger and also providing 
vivid clues to the methods with which they’ve attempted to 
explain away their problems, Guiler writes,   

 
And there is no need to fool ourselves that these 
angers on both sides are all out of the past. …  [Y]ou 
began to deal with this honestly when you said there 
are certain sides of me you just don’t like & have no 
feeling for at all.  That is today & not the past. 

 
 Finally, Guiler gets down to brass tacks, the 
practical but puzzling truths of their marriage, the 
elephants in their well-decorated room.  How did Nin and 
Guiler explain to themselves the fact that they did not 
live together for much of the time?  These long separations 
are what gave Nin the means to pursue intensive extra-
marital relationships, but how had they negotiated this 
arrangement?  Guiler begins by reminding Nin, “You have 
needed to absent yourself for periods in order to find 
yourself,” and then goes on to detail the situation: 

 
… I now realize we have always been under cover of one 
excuse or another, arranging to be apart a good deal 
of the time, except during the war years when we could 
not do otherwise ….  The truth is we were not together 
more than momentarily & spasmodically for the years 
between 1928 (when I took over the trust work in Paris 
& started traveling, with your approval & 
encouragement “to preserve the marriage” you used to 
say) while I had the Trust Debt in Paris I traveled I 
suppose about 6 months out of each year.  Then I went 
to London Jan, of 1938 and you took the decision not 
to accompany me so I paid for only weekend visits 
about once or twice a month over the next year & a 
half.  We did not do this to “preserve the marriage” 



but because we were too unhappy living with each other 
all the time.  I probably fooled myself about this 
more than you did, as I am sure your diary shows.  The 
periods of being together were therefore also charged 
with exaggerated feelings in an effort to make up for 
what each of us thought we had been depriving the 
other of in the intervening period, or what we thought 
we had the right to receive because we had been 
deprived of something. 
 

Having examined these facts and realizing many of their 
separations have occurred under of the guise of Nin’s 
stated desire to “find” herself, Guiler states 
unequivocally, “Now I need to find myself.” 
 Guiler then squarely faces what he has come to 
understand as his predominant weakness, one Nin laments in 
her unexpurgated diaries and one any astute reader of Nin 
will sense:  

 
The greatest problem I have & one which has created a 
big problem for you also, (accentuated by your need to 
have someone dependent on you spiritually, you in turn 
being dependent in other ways)-- is my over-dependence 
on you.  In this respect I have been like a child & 
now after 51 years of childhood, or reversion to 
childhood, I must have some time & learn how to go out 
myself, make friends myself without you, and to 
acquire a whole new attitude that is not at every turn 
simply another road around you. 
 

And here Guiler shows a deep empathy for his wife’s plight: 
 
You have asked me a hundred times.  “Why are you so 
dependent on me?  Why do you have no world of your 
own?  Why don’t you know what you want? – colors in 
this apartment or anything else concerning our 
personal life?  Why don’t you express yourself 
directly instead of always through me?  Why do I 
always have to be your soul?  (You were really saying, 
while saying in words that you were my soul) Have you 
no soul of your own?”  (you really were asking) 
 All that was in part true and I have at last 
awakened to it & all it implies.  It has been a 
terrible burden for you to carry even when [illegible] 
you said you liked carrying it and so often said that 
you were my soul.  In the last year or two you have 
been trying to tell me that you could no longer carry 
that burden & now I understand I agreed with you 



really when I took up the analysis, which represented 
my effort to carry my own responsibilities. 
 But then when, as a result of analysis, a soul of 
my own did start to appear and you began to see the 
shape of it, you were taken aback.  It was not what 
you had imagined, not what you had wished for – or at 
least only in part, and it was then that a more 
serious withdrawal took place on your part. 
 

 Having faced and come to grips with his failings, 
Guiler then describes his discovery of his real self.  He 
writes that he is a businessman who creates art 
avocationally, one who does not share his wife’s all-
consuming interest in the arts and artists.  He explains 
how he came to this understanding: 

 
Bogner [Guiler’s and Nin’s analyst] has only last week 
broken the news to me that I have been deceiving 
myself as to thinking that I am an artist.  She says I 
am obviously primarily a business man and only 
secondarily, and on the side, an artist.  It came as a 
great shock to me but I believe she is right.  Much of 
my artistic endeavor was due to my despising myself as 
a business man & feeling that I had to prove in some 
other way that I had a soul.  But the business world 
represented reality for me and, to the extent that my 
artistic activities were done in the spirit of a 
flight from reality the forms they took could not be 
otherwise than exaggeratedly remote, introspective and 
inhuman.  Then on the business side there were 
corresponding tensions & exaggerations because such 
activities were under constant attack from within 
(myself) and from without (by you). 
 

Guiler explains that he in fact enjoys business, finds it 
“inspirational & imaginative,” and would also like to 
pursue his interest in “the movies.”  With great 
enthusiasm, he also describes his enjoyment of making money 
and then says, with finality,   

 
And I will probably continue to keep up this 
combination of unenslaved, flexible business 
activities & movies, as well as my general interest in 
art, for the rest of my days because that is me. 

 
 Having admitted to his own failings and defined a 
self, Guiler then focuses on Nin and what he believes are 
her failings.  He begins by explaining that he enjoys 



knowing some artists because he likes “many of them as 
human beings, and I want them as well as others to like my 
movies.”  But in a statement that strikes at the heart of 
his wife’s chief vice, Guiler writes:   

 
I am not going to take their opinion as final because 
I have found from experience that so called artistic 
judgments often conceal neurotic liars. 
 

He goes on to conduct an astute analysis of his wife that 
also seems a refutation of her claims against him: 

 
[T]he artist … sometimes [has] something valuable to 
contribute & at other times simply [sits] behind his 
own kind of defensive barriers, except that he has the 
nerve to claim that they have something sacred & 
privileged about them that must be given special 
consideration.  Everyone, I believe, is out for power 
and achievement in different ways and you today, for 
example, are just as ambitious to [illegible] your 
books as I am to [illegible] through my business.  
What is unfair, I think, is that you have tended to 
act as if your ambitions were in some way exercised 
for more noble & lofty aims than mine in business.  
That I now reject completely and I believe you are 
honest enough, when you really think about it, to do 
the same. …  [C]hildhood neuroses often compel you to 
act differently from what you really believe. 
 But you are what you are and certainly I am not 
the one to criticize your ambition to have a 
successful career of power & achievement, for I have 
nothing against that.  I realize this furthermore is a 
structure which has been built up from your earliest 
days and that is something very real to you, and 
assumes an importance in your life so great that you 
feel you have to defend it at all costs.  
 

Then, in a somewhat convoluted fashion, Guiler makes his 
most pointed claim against his wife.  He describes her 
behavior as arising from 
  

dissociation in yourself from one kind of business in 
order to carry on another kind, that the kind of 
business you chose did not feed you & that you 
therefore had to take from the one you dissociated 
yourself from to support the other. 
 



In short, while disparaging Guiler’s work as a banker and 
while also lauding the supposedly superior life of the 
artist, Nin utilized Guiler’s earnings to pursue the arts.  
She also used Guiler’s money to support her artist friends 
and lovers.  And though he may soften this stunning 
accusation with vague words, it is clear Guiler was not and 
had not been in the dark about the seemingly subterranean 
activities of his wife. 
 And so, after many years of marriage and many blows to 
his dignity, Hugh Guiler asserted himself at last.  It is 
clear he was aware of what I and so many readers discovered 
while reading Anais Nin’s diaries:  she and Guiler were two 
people at rather tragic odds.  Guiler faces this fact 
without self-pity and gives Nin the ultimate out, one 
without strings: 

 
The question you must ask yourself is whether you want 
to continue to be married to the person I have 
presented to you as my real self – whether you can 
continue in such a marriage without the unhappiness 
that has resulted from each of us keeping before us a 
false & unreal picture of the other. 
 

He describes his new attitude as one that has occurred upon 
“waking up,” seemingly from a somnambulistic state, from a 
“series of shocks”: 

 
But you see, darling, I have had a great shock, really 
from waking up suddenly & realize that during my sleep 
I have been subjected to a long series of shocks and I 
must have some time to gather myself together & gain 
new strength in myself, so that I will no longer be 
angry, as I will be as long as confidence has not 
returned, which will take time after such a violent 
upheaval. …  [Y]ou still write in the sense of being 
compelled to pay up for something and I do not feel 
that you will be alright with yourself or with me 
until this has changed into something more positive;  
until you really feel that the two businesses (whether 
the two between us, or the two in yourself) are ready 
to go hand in hand towards a common goal, rather than 
one hand must pay for having taken bank notes out of 
the other. 
 For I am now completely disposed to accept the 
facts as we have discovered in each other … [and] any 
forcing at this time will only make it impossible for 
us ever to work out a relationship on a new and 
realistic basis.   



 
 Finally, in what I believe is an electrifying passage, 
one that dissolves the long-held myth perpetuated by Nin 
that she was forced to live her life on the “trapeze” 
because her husband couldn’t let her go, Guiler then 
signals to his beloved wife that she may gently cut the 
ties between them: 

 
I think it may be best for you to consider San 
Francisco as your headquarters and your stays in New 
York as visits only.  As I get back into the foreign 
field I will be spending more & more time in Brazil & 
Mexico on business ….  [W]e can then see how much time 
the demands of our respective careers permit us to be 
together.  

  
 And there it was:  the open door through which Nin 
could walk.  It must’ve taken tremendous courage for Guiler 
to turn that knob and open the way to true separation and 
divorce.  Then, in a kind of post mortem, he locates a core 
of insecurity between them: 

 
[W]e never had the peace that comes from being sure 
that each of us was accepted for himself & herself.  
Always a state in which that self was threatened. 
 So now Anais I know you for what you are and you 
know me for what I am.  There is no need for either of 
us to make the slightest demands on the other.  When I 
get a little more on my feet I will not feel 
threatened any more and I have no desire to take away 
from you your individuality as an artist or a woman, 
or do anything but give the fullest reins to your 
career.  Let us expect little of each other & perhaps 
we will get something.  And I assure you there will be 
no more ultimatums on my part if there are none on 
yours. 

 
 Here the letter ends abruptly as it appears the final 
page has been lost, but what remains dramatically 
contradicts the picture Anais Nin painted of being 
tragically caught between two men:  one she loves and the 
other who exists as an obligation.  This letter of December 
1949 proves Guiler gave Nin an opportunity to live full-
time with Rupert Pole.  How did Nin respond?  Guiler’s next 
correspondence tells the tale:   
 

I felt after hearing the lift in your voice yesterday 
over the telephone that we have definitely passed the 



crisis and I am so glad we can take the vacation in 
Mexico as a beginning of a new life. … 
 

And this is signed:   
 

               Love, new love 
      The new, new love  H. 
 

The next communication?  A postcard from the Grand Canyon 
addressed from Nin to Guiler: 
 

Dear Monkey 
 
A wonderful trip spent on looking back as our 
wonderful three weeks of real joyous expansion 
together – the fruit of our joint efforts.  Feel happy 
and light. 
 
     Your woman 
        A. 

 
 And so it stands.  Hugh Guiler gave Anais Nin the 
opportunity to leave him, to divorce, to step off the 
“trapeze.”  He did not hold her; instead, he clearly stated 
he had a life, goals, and “a soul of his own.”  But for 
reasons of her own, Nin would not, could not, did not let 
him go.  She chose to continue her dual relationships with 
Guiler and Rupert Pole until the end of her days. 
 For me, Hugh Guiler’s letter creates a new 
understanding.  I now believe that Anais Nin was not so 
much caught between two adoring men, but was a woman caught 
within her own need to create and maintain opposing forces 
that would nearly tear her in two.  In the end, Nin’s 
diaries are a letter to the world, a confession, an on-
going cry for understanding and, perhaps, forgiveness.  
They have secured her place in literary history and have 
made famous many of the “characters” they describe.  But 
let it be known that for at least one powerful moment, Hugh 
Guiler took a stand.  

 
     

 
 


