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While doing research in the Anais Nin archives at UCLA, I 
found the following entry enclosed in a gray box containing 
Nin’s diary pages from 1955.  It was written in March of 
that year immediately after a lengthy description of her 
vacation with Rupert in Acapulco, Mexico – a moment of 
“delight and euphoria.”  They had returned to Los Angeles 
in Rupert’s car and, on the long drive home, talk turned to 
Rupert’s great wish.1 
 

 Then on the way home he began to talk about 
marriage.  It has been an obsession for 7 years – 
first divorce and then marriage.  I exhausted all the 
defenses I could invent. That I was neurotic, that I 
did not want marriage, that I wanted to stay as we 
were, that I wanted to protect him from a feeling of 
responsibility, etc.  To no avail.  I know the 
persistence of his obsessions.  I also felt tired of 
resisting, feared the effect of my frustrating him, 
felt also an ironic mockery of the laws, a feeling 
that if this had to be a source of irritation and 
insecurity, oh well to hell with laws, I would gamble 
once more, one more gamble, I would grant Rupert his 
wish someday, and gamble on the consequences.  It 
would relieve all the strain at this end. 
 But when Rupert stopped at Quartzville Arizona, 
before a Justice of the Peace, to inquire, and I let 
him, thinking there would be some obstacle or other (I 
don’t have divorce papers!) he came out of the place 
radiant – his eyes blazing, laughing, his lips humid, 
his smile incandescent.  “Let’s get married!”  He was 
at that moment irresistibly beautiful, so gentle, so 
happy, I felt like a murderer to kill his joy, yet I 
did it that time – but that did not discourage him.  
One week later we were driving to the place again and 
this time we went through the ceremony.  I was moved.  
Rupert was sincere.  The place could not be more 
isolated – a remote village [with] just a few houses, 

																																																								
1			For	the	sake	of	clarity,	I’ve	made	a	number	of	minor	corrections	to	the	text.	



in the middle of the desert.  A grey wooden house.  An 
enormous, fat Germanic man, joyous, talkative. He had 
a beer-barrel stomach, a thick butcher neck.  He could 
not be uglier, nor the place.  Its ugliness was so 
extreme it became humorous.  He had a joyous beer 
sincerity too.  He read the words with dignity and 
simplicity.  His name was Hardley.  He wore, for us, a 
new fresh starched white shirt without a tie.  He had 
on a small telephone table a huge book of Criminal 
Record.  I smiled thinking the world will put my name 
down, but I knew that I was making one person happy in 
the present and that is a great and rare achievement.  
Rupert was happy, fulfilled, calm and grateful.  He 
had been humiliated, harassed and worried by the 
situation.  He pretended it was only legal protection, 
etc. but it was security – making peace with 
conventions. 
 I was elated by the danger, the adventure, the 
challenge, once more the overcoming of difficulties, 
the chess games with the world’s literalness, and 
although my intelligence saw all the absurdities and 
danger of the marriage, emotionally I lived it with 
the utmost purity and wholeness, its deeper ritual, 
having felt deeply married to Rupert so many times – 
this was one more time. 
 
 

 
 
 

 


