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When I was young, the Spanish painter, Ignacio
Zuloaga said to me, "All great people function with
the heart.” He placed his hand over my physical heart
and continued, “Here lies the heart.'Alwa)';s remem-
ber to think with it, to feel with it, and above all, 1o
judge with it.”

»Many yeags later when I was in India in 1938, the
great Sage, Ramana Maharghi, placed his hund on
my right breast and sai® ‘®Here lies the Heart—the
Dynamic, Spiritual Heart. Learn 10 find The Self in
it.”

The Enlightened @nre ruised the artist’s counsel to

a hi¥her level. Both, at just the right moment, showed
me The Way.
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One
&

1 was conceir~d in France and born in New York. If it is true,
as it is maintained ¥ India, that the place of one's conception has a'.'
marked irfluence on the subconscious, this, thep, may be the reason why
1 have been drawn laca time and again to ¥rafice as though I had some
affinity with that country.

I am by blood a pure Spaniard, my mother and father both having
been Castilians as far back ancestraily pg ty could trace.

I was brought up mgstly in America and France, but I have lived i
many other countries and I am at home in many of them, and, I might
ad?, equally lonely in all of them. I am, however, always grateful that |
am a Spaniard in spite of the fact that, to my way of thinking, it is a
handicap to possess a Spanish characler It imposes upon the conscious-
ness a far too tragic sense of life.®

Pure Spaniards are totally apart from other races and very littie
understood, and to havgthis hfritage and at the same time to have been
bom in the United States is in itself a cause for psychological, contra-
dictions and “complexes.” The Spaniard, as a rule, is ngt adaptable. My
mother and father, both transplanted from Spain to America, com-
municated to my brothers and sisters, and to me, a consciousness of a
sort of “homelcssness”—~that is, of not actually belonging to \merica.
I%ut having acquired a modern way of life there, we could not feel when
we returned to Spdin that we belonged ts that country either.
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11 is strange how far apart the brain and the heart can be. In my case,
I believe that my mentality is truly international but somehow, try as 1
may to change them, my impulses and my heart too often remain Spanish.

I was the eighth child in my family of three boys and five girls—we were
Joaquin Ignacio, Rita Lina Hernandez de Alba, Ricardp Miguel, Aida
Marta, Maria Cécéhia,' Enriqué José, Angéla Aloysius, (who has always
been called “Baba™), ahd my:elf. Perhaps as the last child of so large
a family, 1 suffered from fne “material having run ovt,” as I expressed
it. This theory I advanced at an early age as the rehson for my spiritual
and physical suffering.

The first thing I really remember was when I was six months old, A
bear looked down at me as I lay in my pram in a place called Quoque,
Long Island, where my parents had rented a cottage for the summer.
In my childhood, it was not unusual to sce men strolling the American
countryside with trained bears. It wae only a fittle unusual that he
peered into my ptam—not only peered but put his face close to mine to
get a good sniff of me. I was not frightened. I am told that I tried to put
my arms arcund his neck. I can distinctly recall the delight I felt in

,touching him, and the despair I sank int> when tite keeper pulled him
away.

When I was about fou), l‘daggic, my nanny, took me every moming
to nine-o'clock Mass at Saint Patrick’s Cathedral At this time there
was a Catholic orphan asylum opposite the Cathedral on Fifty-first
Street. The children and some.af the nuns of the asylum also came to
‘the Mass. They occupied the pews on the left side of the mam aisle, For
some reason of her own Maggie always made straight for the first un-
occupied pew directly back of the children and, pushing me into it,
knelt down, so that it seemed to any observer that e were part of the
orpbanage.

While Maggie followed the Mass, engrossed in her prayers, 1 usually
entertained myself by standing up to loc;k over the people in the pews
behind. One gentleman in particular received smy special attention. 1
always stuck out my tongue at him. The gentleman happened to be Au-
gustin Daly, whe owned the famous Daly Theatre on Broadway and was
considered the foremost theatrical producer of his time,

After some weeks of flirting and mahing faces at each other, Mr. Daly
went to the Mother Superior of the orphanage and inquired if he could
adopt me. From his description of me the Mother Superior was not ug-
naturally mystified as to whichgchild of the orphanage it could be, so



Here Lies the Heart ) 3

one day during Mass he brought her to the Cathedral and pointed.- me
out to her.

“This child does not belong to the orphanage. I know her mother
very well,” the Mother Superior said. Mr. Daly was disappointed but,
being a man who always got what he wanted, he persisted.

“Maybe it could be arranged to let me adopt her anyway,” said he.
1 have my heart set on bringing her up. 1 feel were is. a great mutual
sympathy between Us. I am willing to mgke aiwy financial arrangement
with the motheg, that will ecnable me t¢® adopt her. I am quite in love
with her.”

Mr. Daly had been quite used to bargaining with actresses, actors
and atthors, and had found that if he oftered enough money, usually
they could finally be coaxed to sign contracts. He was quite confident
that a mother could be persuaded to give up her child by the same
means.

My mother had begn one ofgthe first pew owners in Saint Patrick’s.
She was a {riend of the archbishop and a close friend «of Father Lavalle
who later Becuint Monsignor. She knew all the priests of the Cathedral as
well as she knew all the nuns in the orphanage, then attached to it.

Mother Ada Mastha had agsense of humor. She decided to play g’
joke on my mother and at the same time, no goubt. teach Mr. Daly the
lesson that therc are sowe things in life it #o be bought with money.
She told Mr. Daly that she would arrange a meeting for him with my
mother on condition that he would plead his own case. With his usual
confidence be agreed. She then invited.my’nothcr to have tea with her
to meet “a charming gentleman who wished to ask bher a favor.®

My mpther, in spite of her years in America, remained somehow un-
mistakably foreign, aristocratic, and very unusual looking. She spoke
English abominablp, with the worst kind of Spanish accent. Mr. Daly
had not imagined facing a woman like this. When, after presenting him,
Mother Ada Martha left the roo?n, Mr. Daly, no doubt for the first
time in his life, found it difficult to talk moncy.

“Madame, I would like to c¥er you a contract on your own terms for
the legal adoption of your little daughter,” was perhaps whatshe said.

My mother, thinking that Mr. Daly was out of his mund or. niore
fikely, that she had misunderstood him, called for Mother Ada Martha
to come back into the room and explain what this peculiar gentleman
was saying. In simple English Mother Ada Martha, her tong~  in her
check, repeated Mr. Daly’s offer. The reaction of my mother may
easily be imagined.
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But Mr. Daly was a fine-looking man. When he found that for once
money couldn’t get him what he wanted, he tried charm. This procured
him a small compromise. My mother, touched at his seeming love for
me, and perhaps also flattered, made a curious agreement with him.
She said that during the winter months he could come every Sunday at
two o’clock to fetch me, and that I could spend the afterncon with him.

Considering -tha mzy mother knew very little about theatrical people
and nothing at all abour Mr. Daly, I can only say that her consent to this
agreement speaks well fotr Mr. Daly and for the confidence she had in
Mother Ada Martha, who no doubt assnred her that Mr. and Mrs. Daly
were devout Catholics and reputable people.

The famous actress Ada Rehan was at this time under contract to
Augustin Daly and was his leading lady. It was also well known that she
was his mistress—of which fact, no doubt, Mother Ada Martha was not
aware. Certainly my mother did not even faintly suspect it.

For some months after my mother’s-.neeting with Mr. Daly all went
well. He called for me promptly every Sunday and brought me home
promptly at,six. Instead, however, of taking me to his own house, we
went to Ada Rehban's.

I cannot say that I remember Ada Ré&han very clearly. I have only a
vague recollection of her\»ut I do vividly recall sitting on the flbor of her
living room with Mr. Daly and watching him make little theatrical
maquettes according to stories which he encouraged me to tell him. To-
‘gether we would paint the atenery and backdrops, and cut out in paper
the personages who fitted intS Ty plots. Then we would perform the
play, he bringing the characters onto the stage by manipulating them
with strings, like marionettes. I would recount the plot and impfovise the
dialogue as we went along. I returned home every Sunday afternoon
proudly carrying my “little theatres,” as I called them, and all the fol-
lowing week my mind would be teeking with pew plots with which to
surprise Mr. Daly.

Then the blow fell. My mother thought,it high time that she
should<all on Mrs. Daly to thank her for her precious care of her darling
child during aikthose Sunday afternoons!

Mrs. Daly was a large, fat, good-natured and red-haired Irishwoman,
When my mother called on her, she admitted she had never heard of
the Sunday afternoons, Weeping, she told my horror-stricken mother
that Mr. Daly always spent his Sunday afternoons with his mistress. He
had, however, spoken of some ghild, a little girl that he seemed to love
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and wish were his., Any mention of a child, Mrs. Daly confided to my
mother, always caused trouble between her and her husband ap they
had been unable to have one of their own.

As a result of this meeting Mrs. Daly and my mother became friends,
but Mr. Daly was no longer allowed to call for me on Sunday afternoons.
In the end, however, his pleadings won him another concession. 1 was
finally allowed to go with him bacKstage to matinéts %4t Baly’s Theatre.
Sometimes on a mornmg when he had aqeheafsal he would pass by
our house and bez,my mother to let me go whth him. Occasionally she
consented and I would sit on his lap out front and watch the rehearsal.
Sometimes he would carry me about on his shoulder and show me off,
calling iue his “own little baby” and telling everyone that some day 1 was
going to be a great actress or dramatist. 1 was, of course, dreadfully
spoiled by all the company, including the stagehands, and I learned to
know and love the people of the theatre and to feel at home with them.

Unfortunately Daly died while] was still a child. He left me the gold
pen with Whlch he had signed all his contracts, but as things of the the-
atre held no imerest for my mother she never gave it to me, and when
I was old enough to ask ior it, it had disappeared. When we moved, my .
“Little theatres” disappeared to, alas.

Most powerful of all m» infant memoriesyw, the vision of my sister
Rita, who was about 1o be married to William Earl Dodge Stokes,
descending the stairway in our house wearing a white lace veil and
dressed in a white wedding gown with a fan@&stically long train which 1
~—darting out from the, sidelines and rushing after her—promptly sat .
down upon. Needless to say I was snatched up and carried away kicking
violently.*

Rita was my first gonscious glimpse of beauty and all through my life
she symbolized beauty to me. I must speak of her here at once because
on looking back on my life, I can tr8ly say that I have known a number
of extraordinary and beautiful women the world over, but Rita, consid-
ered objectively and withput any prejudice in her favor, seemed to me
more striking, more unfailing in perfect grace and beauty than any other
woman. And with these physical characteristics she comtsned a remark-
ably magnetic personality.

. She also had a quality—a curious one which 1 have never found in
anyone else-—of radiating artistic creativeness. Not only did she i.rself
radiate it, bat she had the ability to inspire art in anyone susceptible to
it. Perhaps this was the principal reason fgr her great influence upon me.
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+ Mrs. Jack Gardner, of the famous Gardner Collection in Boston, once
remasked to the famous painter John Singer Sargent that it was amazing
that Rita, whom she considered so creative, had never expressed herself
in some form of art. He answered: “Why should she? She herself is art.”™



Two

TG

Wheh I was a child my mother often used to tell me about her
childhood. She wouid tell me of her lonely life in a big house in Madrid
where she seldom was allowedsio play or amuse herself. There were
good reasons for this. In later years I questiongd her about her life in
detail. Gradually she told it all.

On both the materr <! and paternal side she was descended from
ancient and noble Castilian families from 11'@ Dukes of Alba. Her full
name was Micaela Hernandez de Alba y de Alba.

It is customary in Spain for children to be christened with the names
of saints, ghereby securing, so the Church claims, the protection of the
particular saints whose name the child bears. My mother had a number
of saints’ names gifen her in baptism and her first one, Micacla,
placed her under the special care of the Archangel Michacl. She always
had a very special devotion to the archangels.

Her mother, Rita Hernandez y de Albs, after whom my sister Rita
was named, had been farmd in Madrid for her beauty and even more for
her daring and revolutionary way of life. Women in Spain at thar time,
particularly the aristocrats, led almost entirely secludedelives, In most
cases they were married off at an carly age to a man chosen by their
parents. But “Rita la Linda,” as my grandmother was popularly known,
had her own ideas and held to them. She did not marry until wha* was
then considered the late age of twenty-four—and my grandfather was
the man of her choice.
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When her mother and father died, leaving her.an heiress, she at
once ipent a good part of her inheritance in building and maintsining in
Madrid a free public clinic. Such a thing was unheard of in Spain at this
time. There were a few badly run state hospitals where the poor died
off like sick flies without adequate medical care or hygicne. Private
hospitals were only for the extreme upper classes and nobility. A free
clinic, where it Was *possible for theé poor to receive medical care and
medicines without having te pay even a pesela, was indecd extraordi-
nary.

But “la Linda” dared even more than this—sHe walked alone in the
streets of Madrid. Most gentlewomen walked rarely and then only
when strictly guarded by a duenna, a parent, or a nun. These guardians
took great care to see that their charges did not so much as raise an eve-
brow if a gentleman were bold enough to look at them. My grandmother
looked people in the eye and spoke to them if she had any rcason to.

Such a violation of custom caused « furioussscandal in the circle in
which she moved. Like my sisters and brothers, in the twentieth century,
she was ahead of convention. Some years ago when I was in Spain 1 met
an extremely old lady—she was past ninety—who told me that in her
girlhood she had often seen “Rita la Mnda” walking unescorted in the
strects, distributing gold cojns to the beggars and cripples who crowded
around her. She told me how often she had heard of my grandmother’s
generosity and prodigious extravagance. Unfortumtely, this wealth even-
" tually brought disaster ang death to herself and her husband.

When she married her hdrdsome husband, Rafael, who was then
twenty-six, Rita knew she was risking the loss of her entire inheritance,
for if she proved childless, it was to revert to an uncle—a sithster char-
acter who literally played the role of archvillain jin the drama of her
young life.

By the light of modern psychologh; this uncle was undoubtedly a path-
ological case. He was wealthy in bis own right and had no reason to
covet his niece’s money. but he was woll knoyn for his avarice and for
his infensely jealous nature. Rita realized that she had a great enemy
it him, but thgre was little she could do to defend hersclf against him
because, being a Spanish woman, she had no rights by law,

Through the servants the uncle succeeded in poisoning Rita’s husband
shortly after their marriage. The poison not only produced impotency
but also attacked the brain cells, causing a mental breakdown. The
uncle then had him comrnittcd‘o a private institutioni for the insane, and
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even succeeded in making it impossible for my grandmother to visif her
own husband. But a part of these plans proved fatile: Rita was already
pregnant.

Hearing that Rita had borne a child, the uncle escaped with most
of her inheritance to Paris. She was advised to follow him, as his signa-
ture was necessary to release her husband from the ghastly place where
he was confined! She“embarked at «Cadiz with my mether (then only
threc months old), a*maid and a wet nurge, onea ship bound for Le
Havre. The boat was about to sail when a hessomger came on board with
a letter. Rita was afready in bed in her cabin, exhausted by the emo-
tional and physical strain of the journcy from Madrid. This was the final
blow. The letter said that Rafael had died of a heart attack.

My grandmother was unable to discmbark and the ship sailed with
her. She died a few days before it rcached port. The frightful rolling of
the ship in the Bay of Biscay had made her violently seasick, and she
burst a blood vessel. It was a poiggant finish to the life of a noble woman
who had not yet reached her twenty-sixth year.

As my mather was now an orphan, the law required a guardian to
bring her up. An old und intimate friend of the family—Don Delgado—
accepted the responsibility and laft for Le Havre where the two broken-
hearted servants and the infant were waitin f’r him in a hotel My
mother returned with her < uardian to Mudrid” wearing a long white
dress with a bluck crepg sash around her waist and two large black bows
hanging from her shoulders.

Don Delgade was handsome, kind, and distinguished, but unimagina-
tive. Undoubtedly he be®ame fond of his ward in his fimited way, and
did what he thought best to protect her. He had a constant fear that the
uncle who had ruined Rita's life might attempt to kidnap or poison her
child and he saw to itYhat my mother associated only with a few trusted
scrvants and teachers. Her food was.exumincd and tasted by Don Del-
gado before she was allowed to touch it und the windows were barred
even more thoroughly than usual jn Spanish houses,

Luckily, my mother’s gitat-uncle dicd when she was fourteen. It-was
then discovered that most of the wealth he had stolen from her had been
invested in America. A year later Don Delgado took her"lo New York
to appeal to the Supreme Court for the return of her fortune, all of which
the insane old man had registered under his own name.

The 1nher1tance of gold may diminish in its passage from gener..on
to generation but 1 have seen the spiritual inheritance from my grand-
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mother, Rita de Alba, repeat itself undiminished in the lives of my
brothers and sisters. And again like my grandmother, they have not been
afraid of life or death—or, at the expense of breaking coaventions, to
walk alone.
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g

Althougn my father had little influence over me, we*had much
in common intellectuajly. He ha‘| a great thirst for knowledge which,
from my earliest years, I shared. He was an untirjng reader. When [ was
not yet old enough to read myself, he read e Fhakespeare, Cervantes,
and Gogthe.

My father seemed to me a source toward which 1 could turn for
knowledge and stimulation; but due, perthaps,‘(o my mother’s influence,
he did not interest me as a person, nor did I feel sorry for him though
I have many times since. He was miscast in life. He was not a business-
man, but he had to try to become one in order to bring up a family of
eight children. He had an excellent, scholarly brain, but he was, com-
paratively speaking, a weak man unable to assert his own tastes as
against my mother’s.

As a young man my paternal grandfather had gone from Spain to
Cuba, where he settled down, becime a planter in a place near Matanzas
called La Jagua—married and raised a family of four sons and ‘two
daughters. Some years later his wife died and he married again, this time
a Spanish girl not much older than a child. He himself was forty.

My father was the child of this second marriage. He was bomn in
Cuba, but 'while he was still an infant his parents retumed hcme.

As a child,in Madrid he often heard his father telling nostalgially
fascinating tales of Cuban life, tales of the life of a planter working in a

1l
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tropical land under glowing hot sun, of ravishing foliage and strange
birds of rare color—and these inflamed his romantic young mind. There
were stories, too, of the oppression of the Cuban people and the cruel-
ties they suffered under the reign of terror of the Spanish.

No doubt all of these varying pictures of Cuban life dramatically por-
trayed by his father stamped on my father's susceptible mind a sympa-
thetic impressior. of this small West Indian istand where he had been
born, and made him want fo defend its downtrodden cause. He made
up his mind before he ./gs eight years old that he would fight for the
liberation of Cuba as soon as he was old enoug!.

When his parents decided to return to Cuba, before leaving Madrid
he hatched a plan with eighteen of his fellow students to follow him
with the idea of creating a revolt.

On arriving, the family went to their plantation at La Jagua and the
following two years, my father often declared, were the only truly happy
years of his life. Of this he wrote in hjs diary: _

“QOur coffee plantation, ‘Dolores,” at La Jagua, was a little paradise.
Friends and guests whom my father had previously knowa came from
Havana and other places to spend the helidays. They came to enjoy the
characteristic hospitality for which our house was reputed. I now remem-
ber like a dream the myp ny gatherings of happy people during those few
short years before lragr.&.y uescended on my family and myself. . . . The
plantation was one of the most beautiful in Cuba, embellished w:th all
kinds of tropical fruit trees and flowers. The avenue leading to the main
entrance on the highway was, half a mile long, and superb. On this ave-
nue my father would tie vines on the trees and. throw them across from
tree to tree, hanging upon them all kinds of fruit and fowers to be
gathered by the guests on their holiday visits. The whole plantation was
encircled by a charming hedge of lemon trees evert’y trimmed at the top
and sides. My father used to ride around this hedge early every mom-
ing. Sometimes I would accompany' him, riding along beside him on my
beautiful black horse. I would feel like a king.”

Shortly after arriving in L2 Jagua, thy father went to Havana to see
his Spanish fellow students who had followed him as planned. His par-
¢nts never dreamed what lay behind these visits.

The young revolutionaries organized clandestine meetings as well as
printing pamphlets and distributing them among the students in the
various colleges. Gradually their plans matured. They hoped to instigate
a revolt of all Cuban students, to overpower the Spanish garrison sta-
tioned in Morro Castle, and 'ti gain control of the entire city.
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Then one evening the first bolt of tragedy flashed across the sky-at
La Jagua.

My grandfather had returned home one evening from Matanzas where
he had drawn a large sum of money to pay the workers on the planta-
tion., He was eating his usual late supper with his wife seated opposite
him when through the open doors he saw a figure approaching the
house. Casually he remarked that it was probably ooft: runaway Negro,
perhaps from one of the adjoining plantations, toming to implore his
aid, as they often slid.

The stranger approtched steadily, but on entering the house, he sud-
denly drew a pistol out of his cloak and fired at my grandfather. An
accomplice appeared, and as my grandmother tried to defend her hus-
band she was knocked down and kicked out of the way. The attackers
seized my grandfather when he tried to rise, and dragging him to the
veranda, tied him to one of the columns that supported the porch. After
pounding him with a clpb they tack the money from his pockets.

Some workmen heard the shot and rushed toward the house as the
robbers fled? They were pursued and apprehended and they turned out
to be a trusted foreman nnd his son. A few days later, my grandfather
died.

The day after the funeral my father was gumpnoned back to Havana.
The hour of the studer: uprising bad been set. Heartbroken though he
was, thHere was no choice.

Although every detail seemed to be in ordeg the revolt did not mature.
A Cuban student betrayed the plot to e Spaniards.and the original
revolutionaries, includifg my father, were arrested and imprisoned.
Incriminating papers and pamphlets were found on each of them and
there seemed every chance that they would be shot.

Meanwhile my grandmother had been forced to move to Havana be-
cause my grandfather had died witpout leaving a will. She tried to be
brave when she came to visit her son in prison, but he told me that
instead of the gay young woman of a few weeks ago, she was broken and
matured. Calmly she told my father that she had made'a vow to\"La
Sefiora de Ja Merced” that if by some miracle his life was spared, she
would cut off the beautiful hair of which she was so proud and’ donate it
to the Virgin. She would live for the rest of her life with a shaven head,

. In due course the nineteen students were condemned to be shc- on
the battlemepts of Morro Castle overlooking the sea. My grandmother
did not wait for the miracle. Cutting off her hair. she sent it to the priest
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in charge of the church in Matanzas, to be used for the statue of the
Virgin.

The Spanish captain who was detailed to command the execution was
a very ardent Catholic. When he saw my grandmother in her son’s cell
with her shaven head and heard about her vow, he was deeply touched.
He secretly told my father that he had thought of a plan that might save
him. His plan-wa} 1o place my father at the end of the line of condemned
men. When he was about to.give the command “Fire!” my father was to
leap into the sea, There Was a chance in a million thatée might escape—
there are rocks beneath the battlements of Morrb Castle,

The day of the execution arrived. The nineteen were led onto the bat-
tlement. As the captain gave the command “Fire!” my father jumped
over the wall, narrowly missed the rocks, swam for a long time, and wis
picked up by an American schooner bound for Boston.

The miracle had come to pass.

When the schooner reached Bostony my fatha:, who could speak only
a little English he had learned at school in Madrid, made his way into
the city. It was winter and snow covered the ground. Witholit much diffi-
culty he gofa job clearing the streets.

Being rather delicate and poetic-looMing, and also very thinly dressed,
he drew the attention o('a passer-by. This gentleman stopped and spoke
to him, and discovering that he was a Spaniard, gave him his card and
requested him to call on him if he needed help.. .

My father went througp many vicissitudes during his first months in
the United States. He lived »sparingly and, with the small savings he
earned snow-shoveling, bought a ticket to New York. Knowing no one
and having only fifteen cents in his pockets, he spent his fisst night in
the city dozing on a bench in the station.

He had written to his mother after his arrival ifi Boston to assure her
that he was well and safe, and to aglvise her—very grandly indeed—that
she should “keep up her heart” because shortly he would have enough
money to bring her to America. He did not mention that his only manner
of paking money at this time was shoveling snow.

Of'his first day in the city he wrote:

L 3

A stranger in New York—my first day with but fifteen cents in
my pocket . . . I passed a horrible night, I remained sleepless
thinking what to do the next morning. When the cold dim rays of
the sun crept through the window, I arose, looked outside and ex-
claimed out loud in despair, “My God, is this the same glorious sun
I left behind me in Cuba!’®
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He had the wit that morning to go to a newsstand and buy a Spanish
newspaper with his last nickel, Asking his way in very poor English, he
walked to the address where the newspaper was printed and asked for a
job, saying he was a writer and that he also wrote poetry. He was asked
his name but, afraid that it might be connected with the attempted revolt
in Cuba, he answered “Odracir,” which is Ricardo spelled backwards.
Afier that he always signed himself Odracir.

He was employed at a dollar a day to write ¢ditorials and poems, but
still afraid that hi# ulcnnty would be dnscovercd he soon left the news-
paper and took a job with a business house. it was while working there
that he received a letter informing him that his mother had developed
tuberculc.is. Not long after came a second letter announcing her death.

I have now no reason to make money, he wrote in despair.

But he did make money. It happened by chance that he met again the
man who had given him his card in Boston. This man was the owner of
a steamship line which n betwe®n New York and the West Indies. He
was glad to employ my father, who was soon promoted to an important
position in the vompuny. By the time he met my mother some years
later he was fuirly well otl. He had also Icarned to speak perfect English
and had become an American cflizen.

His meeting with my mother came abous wfen a friend of his, an
American lawyer, asked nim as a great favor to act as interpreter for “a
rich and beautiful Spantsh girl of noble birth,” whom he was representing
m a lawsuit to help her regain her fortune. My father was presented to
the young woman and her guardian at th® St. Nicholas Hotel,

“She was not yet sixteén,” my {ather told me in later years, “and she
was remarkably beautiful.” Needless to say, he had fallen instantly in
love.

My mother’s appc:ﬁ was successful. The court ruled that the invest-
ments her great-uncle Rodrigucz hadgmade in his own name in America
were rightfully hers. She came into about four million dollars, at that
time a fairly large fortune.

The case was closed and my mother was about to return to Spainbut
my father pleaded with her to stay in America and marry him. Don Del-
gado was extremely generous in not insisting that my fhother, still a
minor, should return to Spain with him. He had come to consider her as
his own daughter and to be separated from her must have involved a
great sacrifice on his part. My mother on her side was very attached to
Don Delgadd and it could not have been easy for her to sec him return
to Spain alone.
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" Nevertheless she accepted my father. Her guardian graciously gave
them his blessing and, shortly after their marriage, returned to Spain.
This union in America of a de Alba and a de Acosta was to be the bridge
between the Old World and The New over which their children were to
cross back and forth in ceaseless search of a home.



%

We lived in a hous: on Forty-seventh Street between Fifth Ave-
nue and Sixth. This ar®a of the West Side from Forty-second Street to
Fifty-ninth Street was, at that time, restricted to jrivate houses and was
fashionable.

Next door to us was.the house of Joseph Choate, who made such a
brilliant ambassador to Great Britain. On thg other side and farther
down the street Theodore Roosevelt had eshouse. He had lived in this
house when my older brothers and sisters were growing up, and after he
was President he sometimes came back to it. When I was a young child,
Rita took me along with her several times when she went to see “Teddy”
in Oyster Bay. He laughed a great deal and, as everyone knows, showed
his teeth prominently. 1 once_asked Rita, before him, in quite a loud
voice, if his teeth were false. This childhood remark did not prevent his
flashing the famous smile at me many times in years to come.

About this time Maude* Adams created the role of Peter Pan gnd
lived for a short time on our street. Every child was hysterical about
her as the little boy who never grew up and [ was no exception. To me
she was Peter Pan and when I saw her in the part I was thrown into a
state of ecstasy. On one occasion I managed to slip away from home to
stand with a group of children outside the stage door at a matinee, v .I-
ing for her to* come out. She always gave away little silver thimbles to
the waiting children which, in the mannergof Peter Pan, represented a
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Kiss. I was determined to have one. Unfortunately it was a freezing day
and the ground was covered with ice. My feet have always been very
sensitive to cold. The result was that while I did see Miss Adams and
got a much coveted silver thimbile, I also got chilblains.

I became friends with Miss Adams in later years and she gave me her
volume of Kim which Kipling had marked for her with marginal notes.

On Fifth Avehue at the north corner of the strect the August Bel-
monts had their houde, a great and gloomy brownstone. According to
the term used at that pefiod & house of this type wag galled a “mansion.”
Since those days the whole character of New*York has shifted and
changed as anyone—even a person much younger than I—can testify.

It seems now almost unreal to think of being pushed in my carriage
by my nurse, and later, when [ could walk, running beside or ahead of
her over a bridge across Park Avenue at Forty-seventh Street where
the trains ran underneath, in the open, up and down the Avenue. I can
even now conjure up in my memorysthe picture of gleaming icicles as
they hung from the iron railings of the bridge. I can sec them glistening
in the sunlight and hear the crackling of the hard snow bencath my
feet. It was an unending joy to stand on this bridge and listen to the nos-
talgic whistles of the trains and hear the metallic*clanking of their bells,
and at the same time enveloped and hidden by the great pufis of
white steam and black smoke that poured out of the engine as it sped
beneath, Considering the amount of soot and smoke I must have swal-
lowed on this bridge, I Jpter wondered why Maggic referred to those
walks as “inhaling good fresh air!”

I remember driving in a cart pulled by u Shetland pony on the
estate of Mr. and Mrs. George Mathews where my mother often took me
to play with their children. This estate was on the East River between
Seventy-fourth and Seventy-fifth Streets, extending west to York Avenue.
The property ran down to the riyer where the ships cut through the
water, causing gentle waves to break on a little beach directly in front
of the house. )

Llooked upon these exciting visits as trips' to the country, for indeed
this place was the country, with its poplar and oak trees, its winding
\dirt road and*smell of the earth. Actually it was not much more than a
mile and a half from our house on Forty-seventh Street. The city took
this property away from the Mathews by right of eminent domain and
a powerhouse was built there. Today the East River lsrive runs
through it and thousands of cars rush over it every hour, *

I first remember going tg Beekman Place about 1911, Rita had
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bought a house there on the corner of Fiftieth Street which she gave as
a home for delinquent girls. Beekman Place was then a small village
with green trees flowering on the rim of the sidewalks and cobblestone
streets. No tall apartments cast their shadows over it, hemming and en-
closing it as they do now.

Actors and actresses later “discovered” this part of town. Margalo
Gilmore’s mother and father and Katharine CorncH ahd Guthric Mc-
Clintic were among the pioneers. Later Laurcti? Taylor and Greta
Kemble Cooper joigeg them. During the first World War, I went to sce
Jack Barrymore there it a house which my husband and I were to buy
in 1929. Jack used to refer to Beekman Place at this time as “my slums.”

Until the end of the early twenties, Italian organ grinders roamed the
streets of New Yoirk, holding on chains sad-cyed and flea-infested
monkeys dressed in red velvet jackets. In the most touching manner they
used to stretch out their cold clammy little hands to grab at fingers and
lift their caps when anyome gave them a penny. Nalians also sold gay-
colored paper pinwheels on Fifth Avenue and held, on Bamboo sticks,
brightly painted b Jloons that waved and bobbud 1n the breeze—symbols,
perhaps, of the last touch of fantasy in a city doomed to commercialism.

And of course there was the old Battery Park. Who of my generation
has not sat in this park and watched the waves, splashing up, wetting
the fect of the city,

I am certainly not unigue in my memories of New York. Anyone who
lived there from 1900 until late into the twenties can remember the
same things 1 can. But it seems a shame sthat the young now know it
merely as a great commesacial city—infinitely impersonal. 1t is not sur-
prising that they are unable o visualize it as intimate and informal,
with, for example, Alfred Vanderbilt driving a four-in-hand up Fifth
Avenue, his coach brightly painted and two small footmen standing at
the back dressed in gay green livery, wearing high silk hats and blowing
lovely notes on long, golden horns. ]‘supposc this sounds like a fairy
tale to them,

Recently I went to the Frick Museum with Cecil Beaton. We wgre
amused at the muny things there in the way of furnishings that we "had
known in our childhood in our own homes, The brocade silk.on the '
walls with the fleur-de-lys pattern was the identical brocade | remember
in pink hanging in the living room of our house on Forty-scve1th Street.
On the manfel stood the classic gilded clock, claborate in design, with
cupids sitting en it. On cither side of it stood twin vases which matched
the clock. In the corner cabinets we saw ;bgain the little figurines and
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bits of jade, gold snuffboxes and various objects in crystal and amethyst
we had seen alt too many times before in the houses of our youth. And
there were also the tiny Chinese figures exquisitely carved in ivory.

As we stood before the clock Cecil remarked, *“No wonder we of our
generation are neurotic. To have passed so quickly from the gentle tick-
ing of this clock to jet planes, atomic bombs—it has all been too rapid.
The transitions of ounr age have been toc violent and too great.”




Rita by Ignacio Zuloaga: “There was na one Like Rita. No woman of her
distinction, style or wit. But, more outstunding then these, wus ker preat heart
and generous natire. She was a true Spaniard in the finest sense of onr race.”




My'{ather when he first came 1o Lhis country

My brother
Ru.ardo Miguel



My mother when I w s harn

Stop Rira

fron}

o phnmgmph I
" B

My sister Mana
fram n drawmng by John Singer Sargenl



y Abram Poule

Partrait of Mercedes b
n collecuon}

(Helen Menke

Bust of Rita
by Malvina Hoffman



Portrait by Abram Faole
{Brooklyn Museum)

Spapshol by Cecil Bealon

MERCEDES

Snzpshot by t!arlcne Dietrich



Abrint Foole and Mercrdes when they were
fiest maarried

Ethe}
Barrymer,

ﬂ‘nnge

- \"e f\wqu-’c‘ "

e h\ -

) gk A
GO0 Dame sy



J Farly picture of
Ceul Beaton

I uly phoicgraph of Mercedes and
Cole Porter on Long Island

E.a Le Gallienne,
“erman Bel Geddes

and Mercedes

wilh Tosca m Pansan 1925







Greta at
my house in
Santa Monica

My fa\'unls poricsit of Giretz by Arnold Genthe
which he pave me in 1925

i ina®
Greta wilh Damabind




Snapshots of Mailene

Dietiich in her beach
house in Hullywagd ta

Ken by M, creedes

Adrian

. k Marion Stevenson



| house Belview

o orverioohmne pare from he

l«ad‘om nun

 Mercedes, Lead we witk vvtir hitle srrong

fandds amd [ owall follem you—
Fo the top of a Mownian
Lo the end o} the world

Whererer voN wish—
Iradara, une 28 1 926"



Eugene Berman, Igor Stravinsky.
' ¢ Yera Stravinsky and Baron de Meyer on
the Siravinshy's Jawn in Hollywood

Tgor Stravinsky and Mercedes
with Adolf Boim in the background--Hollywood




P
Snapshol of Jeanne Eagles
and Tony Bushed] raken o
lew lays before ey death ®
at her couniey home
i Gusining



D, Daisetz T. Suzuki and Mihoke Okamora

i i 51
Two houts pefore his death in 197

Bahganvin Ramana Machashi in India
when I first met him in 1938



Alice B. Toklas in Paris

Tamara Karsaving in Londyn



Eleonarz Duse—from a
snapshot taken on the
balcony of her house
in Asolo, Taly just
before her tour

it Amenca on which
she died.

She is gazing over her
beloved mountains

at a spot where she

is now buried




Five
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My mother’s first child, christened Joaquin, was only a legend
to me as he died at fifseen, beforg my birth. His death was caused by a
blow accidentall: dealt him while playing baseball with a friend. It al-
ways seemed 10 me an ironic act of fate that%he child of two people so
fondamentally un-American should be killed playing so essentially
American a game. Neither my mother or my father ever really recovered
from Joaquin’s death.

My sister Rita was thgir second child and, after Joaquin died, my
mother's favorite child. This was natural as she was part of my mother’s
youth and all through her life remained extremely Spanish. She always
spoke Spanish to my mother, whereas we other children often spoke to
her in English. 1 do not remember ever hearing Rita at any time address
one word of English to my mother. My’ other brothers and sisters became
more Americanized, with the exception of Baba, who became British by
her second marriage.

My mother had counted on Rita’s marrying a Roman Catholic as a
true Spaniard should most certainly have done. That she married a
Protestant was a preat shock and a deep sorrow to my mother. Because
she married a non-Catholic, the marriage itseif had to take psace in our
own home, although Archbishop Corrigan, from St. Patrick’s Cathedral,
officiated.

While the rest of us called Rita’s husband “Will,” my mother never
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accorded him that familiarity. He was just “Stokes” to her, and that is
what she called him.

There were other reasons why she objected te this marriage. Will was
nearly twenty years older than Rita. He was a man of the world and be-
fore his marriage had had many experiences with women. He owned a
racing stable in Kentucky, where he also had a house and a big stud
farm, He belonged, in my mother’s opinion, to a “fast™ racing set. But
her strongest reason 'against Rita’s marriage, apart from his being a
Protestant, was the fact that “Stokes” was a multi-millicnaire. My
mother felt that such vast wealth could mever bring Rita happiness. It
did not.

Stokes came from a good American family. He had two very distin-
guished and proper older sisters and a charming uncle, Anson Phelps
Stokes, all of whom considered him the black sheep. Contrary to my
mother’s feeling about the marriage, the Stokes family welcomed it and
were pleased that “Wild Will,” as they called him, was finally settling
down with such a delightful girl.

Oddly enough, during the many intimate conversations between us 1
never asked Rita if she was in love with Will Stokes. I do not think she
ever was. She was perhaps fascinated py the glangour of his worldly ex-
perience, and by the wild charm which he indisputably possessed.

Rita's nature was dual-s¢ded. One side loved power and worldly posi-
tion, while the other side despised and rejected them, She was ceaselessly
torn between the two, and was rarely at peace. I think she was only at
peace in the presence of beauty. Then and then only her dual nature
ceased to battle.

When she finally decided to marry Will Stokes it was, I believe, be-
cause she felt his wealth could open doors to certain ambitions she un-
doubtedly possessed, but she paid a high price for,any material gain she
obtained from him and it was not long before she became tragicatly dis-
illusioned in her marriage. When she gave birth to her son, named after
his father but called by her and my family “Weddie,” she could not dis-
sociate him from the dislike she felt for his father and never felt in any
way maternal toward him.

When she came to New York after Weddie’s birth, she made every
effort to ‘conceal the fact that she was unhappy with Will, For a time
she may have succeeded in deceiving everyone but my mother, who not
only knew the truth at once, but had probably known it before Rita was
aware of it herself. My mother was far too intuitive about any of her
children’s suffering not to have been aware when one of us was unhappy.
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Rita had always had an admiration for Russia and anything Russian.
At this time, finding things going hopelessly astray between herself and
Will, she decided a trip there might help to bring them together.

She returned from the trip full of enthusiasms. She had been pre-
sented at court and had met the Czar and Czarina., She brought back
some lovely presents, among them a complete cossack costume for me.
I all but slept in it.

When Rita returned from Russia it became apparent to everyone that
she was unhappy with Will. Nevertheless they frequently came to dinner.

This was a great joy to me. [ could count on one or both of them
sicaling upstairs to see me in bed after dinner. Usually they smuzagled
up a plate of ice cream. 1 welcomed these visits because on these nights
I would not be left alone in the dark.

During this time Rita’s situation was one more thing to make me feel
uneasy and nervous; I also felt a disharmony between my mother and
father. It is, of course, only fair to say that they had been married many
years belore | was born and at this time I was hardly old enough con-
sciousiy to understund their attitude toward each other. In fact it is only
now, by piecing together certain facts and evaluating feelings and intu-
itions of my childhood, that { am able to weigh and partially determine
their relationsh. -

From early childhood I can remember seflsing that my parents were
unlike the parents of the American children I knew. They scemed to me
superior, This evaluation was not egotistical on my part nor did 1 arrive
at it simply because they were my parengs, Qhite objectively T was con-
scious that they belonged to a different world from the American one in
which we lived. To begin with, they were both pronounced Latin types
and could not possibly have been less American-looking.

My mother had remarxable hair—blue-black and thick. Her skin was
alabaster-white and transparent. Her brown cves. under an cxquisite
brow, were wide apart and soft. Slic had a finely chiscled. sensitive
nose. Her face was delicate and her small head was well placed on an ex-
ceptionally lovely neck and shoulders. Her arms and hands were un-
usually graceful. Slender, and of medium height, she added to her beauty
a most original personality. .

My father, in contrast to my mother, had the golden ha’r and gray
eyes that are quite often found in the very northern Spa..ard. In his
youth he was slender and extremely poetic-looking. As I remember him
he was, of course, already an old man. His*hair was white and he had
grown heavy, but he was still very handsome.
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The feeling that my parents were unique and apart from other people
made me regard myself as different too, as though it were only right
that I be alienated from the common herd.

My mother possessed, even more strongly than my father, that Span-
ish characteristic of inadaptability. Living in America had undoubtedly
made her life more difficult. She could never forget that she was a
Spaniard. Nor did she wish to be anything else. She was strong enough
to resist the American jnfluence and hold to her own Spanish habits and
mannerisms until the moment of her death. I rarely saw her without a
fan in her hand, Day and night, winter and summer, she fanned herself,
completely unaware that to do so was considered unusual by Americans.
I can still hear the click of her fan as she suddenly and quickly closed it
when she wanted to emphasize a point in talking.

I unquestionably had a mother complex—a complex often found in
boys but less common in girls. It was curious that I had this extravagant
feeling for my mother, because intellectually we had little in common.
From my youngest years I hungered for knowledge. As I grew older and
leamned to read I devoured books, and I have always been,passionately
interested in arts and sciences—particularly art. Except for music, my
mother regarded most art as “trash,” g word she,picked up in English
and constantly used even when speaking Spanish.

My mother’s interest lay t her children and her religion. Nevertheless,
so strong is the tie of the heart that in spite of our intellectual differences
she had an exceptionally strong influence on me.

My father, though he ﬁ)up:.lt every avenue of knowledge and was
absorbed in learning, liad no influence on me, as I have said. He was
able to stimulate my intellect, but to my mother I gave a passionately
emotional side of my nature, the side that always won in any battle

against my brain.
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To give « picture of the household of my childhood I must
sketch brief portraus of the numerous people who—-in one’ capacity or
another-—lived with us or constantly came to our house.

To begin wit' there were what 1 would likg to term “the servers,” who
were as much a part of our family as the family itself. I cannot apply
such a word as “servants” to any of these wonderfu] women who brought
me up and who played a major part in my childhood.

I could not apply it in particular t¢® three such blessed women as
Catherine Coffey, who was like a second mother and guardian angel
rolled into one, or Annie Cahill—or to Maggie Kelly, who watched over
me, not as nurse alone, but as a kind of heartfelt barricade against any
il that might befall me.

Catherine Coffey, who was the same age as my mother, went to live
with her as a sort of jack-of-all-trades and companion when they were
both sixteen years old—just after my mother’s marriage, in fact. Katie,
as we called her (often we called her Cat), forced my mother to try to
speak English, helped her dress, went about with her and was, in a man-
ner of speaking, a playmate for her, as they were both at this time very
immature for their years.

Katie also accompanied my mother to Mass. Needless tc . ay, she was
a devout and pious Catholic. She lived every second of her life fully
aware of the Divine Presence. She existed only for God and for any help
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she could give His creatures. Every morning at six o’clock she rose and
went to Mass to receive Holy Communion and in the evenings she went
to Vespers or Benediction.

But it was not her churchgoing habits which made one conscious of
her goodness and saintliness. It was her pure character, her self-efface-
ment and patience, which made one aware that she had chosen the path
of anonymity walked only by the rare ones who are conscious at all times
of eternal values as opposed to temporal ones. I ‘cannot recall a single
time when Katie ever showed the slightest impatience or lost her self-
control, which she might so understandingly have done considering the
many annoyances our quick Spanish tempers must have caused her.

it was Katie who took care of me when I was ill and sat up all night
long with me if I needed her, as she had done for all my brothers and
sisters before me. It was Katie, too, who acted as a kind of middleman
between me and God because, when she prayed for me or for anything
I wanted, I always felt quite sure that God was going to listen to her and
do whatever she’asked Him to. Whenever I had a problem, it comforted
me to know that Katic was in church praying for me. I knew that in
some magical way she would arrange with God to solve it.

Annie Cahill was more worldly-wise although also devout in her
Catholicism. She had, however a philosophy of her own which gave her
a different understanding 3 life far beyond Katie’'s—and even beyond
my mother's—comprehension. She had run away from Ireland when she
was a child and come to IN‘Iew York, where she worked in a number of
places before she came to my mother, about four years after Katie.

Annic was uneducated, but she had a deep. natural intelligence and
remarkable intuition. { would say that she was an inspirational person,
relying always on inspiration or intuition to guide her. Had she been edu-
cated, I think she would have had a brilliant carcer as a psychologist.
Long before Coué, she expounded the theory he taught. When I was a
child she used to tell me to repeatio myself over and over again, just
before falling asleep, whatever 1 wanted to bring about, and at the same
time to visualize it.

Annie had the gift of healing hands. When 1 was #ll she used to lay
her hands on me, closing her eyes and visualizing me as well. At the same
time, she would repeat the words “You are well—you are well” over
and over again,

All my life I have had migraine hcadaches. In my childhood and youth
they seemed to me a sort of curse. I never went on a trip or did any-
thing exciting without coming down with one of them. The slightest emo-
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tional disterbance would bring one on. Annie understood this and she
wisely tried through this method of her own—the importance of which
she herself was only partly aware—to make me control my emotions.

Annie believed that since we were put here in this world by the will
of God, we should partake of the gifts and pleasures of it. She encour-
aged me in anything I wanted to do no matter how wild it might scem
to the commonplace mmd When my mother refused to let me go to
certain parties, Annie ‘schemed to help me get to them. I was not allowed
to go or come home from any party alone, and it was Annie who took
me to them and sat in the servants’ quarters of many private houses or
in the dressing rooms of Sherry’s, Delmonico’s and all the other ball-
rooms until the small hours of the moming. Around three o'clock I used
to go out to the dressing room to see how she was. I would find her half
asleep, nodding on a chair and when——rathet guiltily but with the selfish-
ness of youth—1I asked her if she wanted me to come home, she would
say, “‘Certainly not, my darling, not if you’re enjoying yourself. You are
only young vnce, 50 stay as long as you like.” Back to the ballroom I
would go, to stay ot Jeast two hours longer. Many times Annie took me
home at dawn and helped me steal to bed so my mother wouldn’t know
the hour we had come in.

Annie believe . in romance and she undersiood all my problems of
the heart. She would discuss them with me 3nd weigh them from every
angle, always advising me wisely, but at the same time with daring. She
would say, “Be as wise as a scrpent and as gentle as a dove.”

Maggie Kelly was not only my nanny, she was also our laundress, as
people in those days never dreamed of sending laundry out. Magpie was
gentle and completely seifless. Like Katie, she went to Mass every mom-
ing, and when we went into the park she used to sit on the bench and
say her rosary while Pplayed. My sister Maria was her favorite child and
for her she had a pathetic kind of servitude and devotion. There was
something touching about her. She feemed to have no defenses and one
felt that any storm in life coulu blow her away and find her mutely un-
resisting. She was too gentle, but she was also highly emotional and on
many occasions lost her head. ¥ always had a desire to defend ber and I
always did when my mother found fault with her.

Like Katie and Annic, Maggie had been with my mother from the
earliest days of her marriage. But unlike Katic and Anni- she never
voiced an opinion on any subject. One felt, nevertheless, a curious
strength in her silence and an unbreakable loyalty to my mother and
everyone in my family. She would have died for any of us,
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Bridget Sweeney, our fat and good-natured Irish cook, had learned to
cook at a Spanish school of cooking and could make certain Spanish
dishes like a chef. Her rice was a marvel and, in the tradition of Spain,
it was served in our house at every meal.

Then there was José Arias, a young Spaniard my father had brought
from Cuba. He was our butler—or rather, that was what he was sup-
posed to be. He also polished our shoes, mended anything in the house
that needed mending, pressed my father’s clothes, fed our fox terrier
Pinta and took her out for a walk in the early moming, ran to and from
the post office more often than the postman himself, and went to school
at night to study English,

Besides this collection of faithful servers, an old lady by the name of
Miss Adelaide Barling lived with us. She was British to the core and,
long before I opened half an eye to peep at the world, she was already
past her seventieth year and concealed, beneath a wig of gray curls, a
bald head which I was always trying to catch a glimpse of. From the
first week of my-mother’s arrival in New York Miss Barling had been her
duenna. She had nobly tried to teach my mother English and a reverence
for Queen Victoria. She had lamentably failed in both.

“Barley,” as my mother called her, had a fixation about Queen Vic-
toria. She resembled the old queen, and the question could be disputed
whether the fixation had cdused her to resemble Victoria or whether the
resemblance had caused the fixation. She had a mania for royalty in gen-
eral and she knew the name, date of birth, and intimate life of every
crowned head in Europe. bhe referred to thern as her close friends and
spoke of them by their first names. All through the years she had a room
in our house, and having lived so long with my mother, she seemed a part
of the family, in spite of the fact that she ¢laimed she could never un-
derstand Spaniards. “They are so different from us. British,” she used to
say, and by her tone of voice there was no doubt as to which was
superior.

Another character who figured in the drama of our house was Ezequiel
Rojas, the former President of Venezuela. He was my godfather and
during my childhood was ambassador in Washington. On the slightest
excuse he would come to New York and spend all his time in our house.
He had niet and fallen in love with my mother when she was 2 young
woman. She was the Jove of his life and, because of her, he never married
ot even looked at another woman. His loyalty and devotion to my
mother belonged to a past romantic age, or perhaps it belongs to every
age but is merely rare to encounter.
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He was everything a great gentleman should be, the very essence of
the term un grand Seigneur. In his novel White Mice, Richard Harding
Davis modeled his hero on him.

Mr. Rojas had had a very eventful and colorful life. He had been
involved in a number of revolutions in Venezuela and at one time was
thrown into a prison under the sca and kept in complete darkness and
near starvation for several years. When he was rescued as the result of
another revolution, herhad almost lost his sight and his voice in the dark-
ness and dampness,

He was a charming, interesting man, very small, with the most delicate
hands and feet. His hair was silky white and he had a small pointed white
béard. Because of his imprisonment, he could never speak above a whis-
per and sometimes, if the weather was bad, he lost his voice completely.
He was always exquisitely dressed and took great pride in his clothes
and shoes, which were all made in London. He was a strange contradic-
tion for a man who had lived such a rough and dangerous life. I never
knew anyone more considerate of the feelings of others, more distin-
guished and prsszssed of better manners.

Durning all my young years and until his death, my father had a Span-
ish assistant in his office by the name of Pancho. Pancho must have had
a last name, but in the many years he came 1o our house po one except
my father ever koew it or was interested encugh to ask. My father said
that in his office Pancho was a genius, but this must have been the kind-
ness of my father’s heart boosting his feeble ego. Pancho may have been
a genius in the office but in our house he seemed closer to an idiot, He
had a doglike devotion to my mother, bt tn her presence he was so in-
tensely shy that he rarely ever spoke, and when he did he stammered,

My mother and father’s warm Spanish hospitality was inexhaustible
and many people—their friends as well as those of my brothery’, sisters',
and my own—kept a human stream of all ages and occupations flowing
through the house.

Aida—who had already made her debut and was considered a great
beauty—had many admirers who, it seemed to me, werc always coming
and going, bearing flowers and presents and colliding with each otber.

My brother Dick, who was at Harvard, used to come down over the
weekends, arriving for dinner with half a dozen friends in his wake. I
remember his bringing the Waterbury brothers who played br'liantly for
America on the International Polo Team. I also recall a rawer siender
and delicate young man named Franklin Delano Roosevelt.

My sister Maria often brought a friend of hers to our bouse called
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Dorothy Taylor, who married Graham White and, after divorcing him,
became Countess Frasso. Maria and Dorothy were considered “wild” be-
cause in Newport and Southampton-—after swimming—they used to dry
their hair by driving in an open car as fast as a car would then go. Maria
had thick long beautiful hair that flowed back from her head as she and
Dorothy raced over the roads. This harmless pastime caused quite a
scandal among the stuffy society women.

Hennie, as we called my brother Enriqué, and Baba had their friends
too, and I had some of my own.

Although my mother might have been regarded as a conventional
Spaniard, actually she was anything but conventional. Except in matters
of religion, I would say that we were brought up not only in a most un-
conventional manner, but also in a most undisciplined one. As a child
I never recall any definitely set hour for my bedtime. As for meals, when-
ever I hear of servants complaining of work today 1 wonder what they
would have done if they had been our Bridget, who rarely cooked a
meal in our house for less than ten or fifteen people and never had the
slightest idea of what hour my mother or any of us was going to sit down
to table. It was no uncommon thing for us to have dinner as late as ten
o'clock at might and still be sitting at the table after midnight. My father
liked to sit and talk while drinking innumerable cups of coffee long
after the meal was finished# Then, too, no guest ever came to our house
at any hour of the day or night without being served some form of food
or drink, and this necessitated a constant vigil in the kitchen by one or
several servants and the, cal stove always burning. Bridget used to say
good-naturedly that if the fire n the stove ever went out it could only
mean that she was dead.



Seven
A

I never owned or played with a doll. The toy I remember cher-
ishing most was a large white srocking horse Rita gave me which I
christened White "lawk and loved for its fiery red nostrils, lowing mane,
and tail made of real black horsehair. I usedo stand in the stirrups and
lasso everything in the room.

I also played at being a newsboy, undoubtedly a painful experience to
the members of our household while th'g;_ob'session posscssed me, as I
would pass from the basement to the top ifoor and back again with news-
papers under my arm and one of my brother's caps pulled over my cyes
shouting:

“EXTRA! EXTRA! A GREAT DEFEAT
THE SINKING OF THE BRITISH FLEET
AND AN M.P. SENT TO JAILY

I'never varied my news and I must have been a great bore.

In my childhood, Houlgate in Normandy, where my mother and father
took our family every summer, was a small place. The casino was then
intimate and informal. At night, music was played in the ball- vm, while
on Sunday afternoons in the same room the Bal d'Enfants took place.
Children, willingly and unwillingly, were dragged there by their mothers
and nannies and made to dance with each other.

3
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I suffered at these parties not only from shyness but from being
dressed up in a stiff, starched frock with the usual sash in pink or blue
round my tiny waist, and uncomfortable leather pumps cramming to-
gether my toes and feet which had become used to being bare on the
beach all day. I detested being mauled and pulled about by some dread-
ful little boy who in most cases could not lead me as well as I could have
led him.

How wonderful it was to sometimes break away and dance lightly by
myself round and round the ballroom floor to the strains of “The Blue
Danube,” free and released until a grownup rushed out to give me a good
shaking and push me into the arms of some little boy as shy as myself.
According 1o the grownups the children were brought there to have a
good time. It was the grownups, however, who saw to it that they didn’t.

These children's balls were like a scene from Noel Coward's This
Year of Grace when Beatrice Lillie played a mother with her child on
the beach at Brighton. When the child did not do exactly what she wished
him to do she gave him a good whack on his head, exclaimimyz, I
brought yru here to have a good time and a good time you'll have!”

It was in Houlgate that I first met Audrey Osborn, who is now Mrs.
John Elliott. She had come to Houlgar: with her*devoted nurse Mary,
just after the death of her mothcr who had been the first society woman
in New York to go into business. She started and successfully ran a
maison de couture,

We first noticed Audrey wandering around on the beach or in the
casino with Mary, charming Ipeking, sad-eyed and lonely. We were all
interested in her and felt sorry for her. Katie, who had seen Mury at
Mass, spoke to her and from their acquaintance we met Audrey. My
mother and all of us took her at once very much into our hcarts, and
from then on we have always considered her as a member of our family.

Audrey was my first friend. [ was very proud of this friendship and I
can remember there in Houlgate whef. we first met saying to myseil, “Now
I have a friend.” I was proud, too, of showing her off, especially as in ap-
pearance we were a great contrast. Audrey is extremely blond with
golden hair and blue eyes whereas I have very black hair and dark eyes.
When we were older it was said on several occasions that we were so
inseparable in order to offset one another when we went to parties.

In character and taste we are also very unlike, although in some
mysterious way we understand each other, and 1 believe we would never
fail one another in a crisis. To hear us argue, anyone who does not know
us would think we were never going to speak again and no doubt be
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surprised, when the storm is over, to see us thick as thieves and as
though we had never been anything else.

We enjoy the wonderful luxury—which is rarc between friends——of
being able to speak our minds to each other in no uncertain terms with-
out offending. When we were young, we arpued about nearly everything.
(I'm afraid that sometimes we still do.) Once Audrey corrected me for
using the word “yip” and promptly I denied having used it. Thercupon
she shouted, “Yap you said yip!” After this, Audrey's chaperone, Miss
McLean, who overheard the argument, used to call us “Yip” and “Yap.”



Eight
RS

As soon as I could read and write I read every book I could
possibly lay my hands on no matter hew much over my head the con-
tents seemed to be. It would be more truthful to say I devoured them,
so ferocious was my longmg for knowledge. Wallowing in the poets, 1
too began to write poetry. No subject daunted me, and in the most
pecubar spelling 1 poured out in verse my deepest emotions on any event
or aspect of life.

At this period it would seem that I did not have enough to occupy
my mind, so I began to teach myself to read everything backwards. I
read books, newspapers, advertisements and signs in reversc. As scon
as I heard a name pronounced or read it in print I mentally spelled it
backwards. I signed my own name “Sedecrem.” My mother then de-
cided it was high time I went to schtol and I was sent to a day convent
in New York run by the order of the Sisters of Charity. Here 1 made
my first confession and received my First Communion, and here many
other events took place that remain vividly in my memory, though my
connection with the school was brief.

And it was here that I met Alice de Zaldo—a great friend for many
years. On her mother’s side she descends from Dutch people, but her
father was Spanish, and happily, Alice looks very Spanish. She has raven
black hair and remarkably white skin, and the slender and fragile hands

which I have always associated with her. Alice was deeply devoted to
34
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me and I had the same devotion for her and often fought her batiles in
one way or another, sometimes to the point of fist fights, as she was very
delicate and would have been pushed about by the other children had
it not been for my protection.

It was while I was studying at this convent that Rita divorced Stokes.
Much was written in the newspapers about the divorce, especially in the
society columns. Some of the children in school were told about it by
their parents and they tried to make me feel that a black disgrace had
fallen upon me. Of course from their limited and bigoted Catholic point
of view it had. I found it impossible to accept this point of view and
bBecame rambuncticusly furious if anyone said a word against Rita.

One child in the convent, a daughter of James Butler whose grocery
store has since developed into a chain of stores, sang an insulting song
to me about my divorced sister. I retaliated by answering, *1 would
rather have a sister who has a divorce than a father who has a grocery
store.” How cruel children can bel

Soon utte: this incident I was forced by the nuns to go to a party at
James Butlfer's house. Having had thesc unpleasant words with his
daughter, T did not want to go. Maggie, who was to take me, for some
reason did not want Yo cither ahd tried to influecnce my mother not 1o
send me. But tb+ nuns won and we both hzd 1o go. On the way home
I asked Maggie why she had not wanted to take me to the Butlers’ house.
Her answer was that at one time when she had been a young girl in
Ireland she had been engaged to marry James Butler. She had not
wanted to go to the party for fear that«"Jimmy” would discover her
sitting downstairs in the role of a nursemaid.

Aida was not married yet and my great joy at this time was to hang
about her room in the evening and help her dress for what was then
generally spoken of as a “Ball.” 1 can remember her on many of these
occasions, dresscd in a lovely deenlleté dress of the period-—usually
white satin with a train sweeping aYter it—her black hair worn high as
women wore it in the carly part of the century, brushed up in back and
a “pompadour” in front, a coiffure made famous by Charles Dana Gib-
son in America and by Helicu in France.

Aida was the first woman to make a solo ftight in a dirigible. She made
this flight over Paris in Santos Pumont’s dirigible. | used to I ve to have
her tell me how she felt in the air and 1 asked ber about this flight
over and over again.

It was Sister Isabel who brought about my sudden exit from the school
of the Sisters of Charity. She was the instructress of my grade, and she



36 / Here Lies the Heart

bad a great attachment for another nun called Sister Clara, For some
reason she found me sympathetic and singled me out from all the other
children in the class to be her innocent accomplice in this attachment
by carrying notes to Sister Clara. 1 used the utmost caution and discre-
tion in this errand for fear of meeting the Sister Superior, who constantly
roamed the corridors to “keep an eye™ as she expressed it “on every-
thing going on.”” I used to go first to the washroom on the pretext of
washing my hands and‘to make sure the coast was clear. Then I would
go into Sister Clura’s room pretending 1 wanted to borrow a book, or
that T had to look up a word in her large dictionary, or that I wanted
to use her special pencil-sharpener.

I was very fond of Sister Isabel. She was a very gentle young nun,
and since these letters seemed to mean so much to her and she loved
Sister Clara so much, as she often told me, I saw no reason why I
shouldn’t help her. Sometimes I even stayed in after class to “keep an
eye” on the corridors while Sister Clara stole in to have a foew private
words with her. ‘I did not then fully realize that nuns are not supposed
to have private lives or personal attachments. I was only uticonsciously
aware of the human element in the whole matter, and 1 felt the craving
in Sister Isabel to give human love and have it returned.

When these letter carryings and secret meetings had been going on
for some time, a sad thing flappened. Sister Clara received a notice that
she was to be transferred to China at once. The notice said that the
transfer would be for life. Apparently the Mother Superior had been
aware of what was going on gngd had been instrumental in the transfer.
Sister Clara bad to leave the following day. She was allowed five minutes
at the eleven-o'clock recess to say good-by to Sister Isabel in her room.
Confiding all this to me, Sister Isabel asked me to remain in the room
~—perhaps because she was afraid she might threw herself out of the
window when Sister Clara was gone.

Sister Clara came in rapidly and Cor a second they stoud mutely be-
fore each other. Then suddenly Sister Clara folded Sister Isabel in her
arms and they clung to each other. Not a word was exchanged between
them and then Sister Clara pulled herself violently away and rushed
from the room. A cry like the cry of death came from fsabel and she
crumpled and fell to the floor. I rushed to her. The Mother Superior and
two other nuns came in, and | was taken away weeping hysterically
myself. I remember sobbing wildly in the Mother Superior’s office, and
beating my head against the wall while two nuns tried to calm me and
make me drink a cup of tea,
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Later on I went hack to class and when I saw another sister presiding
and calmly sitting in Sister Isabel’s place, I ran out of the room and
pulled the fire-alarm bell. We had fire drill every week so all the children
knew what to do. They filed into the corndors and had begun descend-
ing the stairs in formation when it was discovered that it had been a
false alarm.

I have no recollectiqn of what happencd then but evidently my mother
thought it best to take me out of this school. Events foflowed fast after
this.

For one thing, Rita married the hondsome Philip Lydig. She was
mzcried in Grace Church—a Protestant church-—in a piincess gown of
heavy cream lace with une of the exceptionaily high collurs she had
begun to wear, 1nd long sleeves. The dress was molded 1o her beautifal
figure, reached to the ground and had a short train. Wrapped around
her was a sable boa, and her hat was a huge flat black one charactenstic
of the period. 1 went 10 the wedding in a carnage with Maria, Hennie
and Baba, who wont all the wuy o the church because Rita was gomnyg
to be marricd in a 'rotestant service. What suffering this aedding must
have caused my mother. Luckily T don’t remember that Memorv plays
strange tricks, becausc®while I reffember Rita's first wedding when 1 was
still practically ar intant, this one 1 hardly rgmember at all. It is proh-
able that I only remember her dress so cicarly because Hellew mude a
drawing of her in it, and Boldini painted the life-size portrait of her 1n
a similar costume~—walking with Philip Lydig in the Bois—that now
hangs in the Louvre.
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During these years I began from time to time to be afflicted
with a malady which, has stayed with me all through my life, until re-
cently and caused me untold agony. It my childhood days I invented a
name for it. I called it my “moaning sickness.”

In those days little was known about child psychology and absolutely
nothing was known about it in my home. My mother and Katie attrib-
uted every one of my childish pains to indigestion or a cold in my
stomach or to just plain cantankerous behavior. My mother never heard
of such a word as the psyche in English, and even if she had heard of
it in Spanish she would have fought to the last ditch the idea that any
one of her children could be troubled by such an absurd and illusory
thing,

Thus when at an early age I had violent attacks of psychological
suffering and, going into a corner &f the room, put my face to the wall
and moaned, not much importance was attached to it. It may be that
my mother and Katie thought it wiser to ignore the whole matter. Per-
haps they thought | would outgrow “this foolishness.” It was not, un-
fortunately, as simple as that,

Considering how I used to moan in these attacks, it is extraordinary
that something was not done to help me. But it was not until years later,
when [ had long ceased to moan and merely suffered in a kind of hope-
less silence, that Rita took me to two psychiatrists who did not help me
at all.

38
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Later om, these attacks usually started about five o'clock in the morn-
ing when 1 would wake vp with a sense of painful bewilderment and
sometimes with a sense of acute fear, and feeling as though I had re-
turned from a long and fatiguing journey. I would want to fall back
into sleep and a state of forgetfulness, but an active part of me—a sense
of preservation——struggled to rouse me and keep me from falling into
unrconsciousness. This conflict added to my suffering. I would be unable
to move and for hours I would lie listless. It was only gradually as the
morning wore on that I was able to pull myself together. As a result,
through most of my adult years I have kept very late hours and many
niphts skipped sleep altogether in the hope of avoiding an attack.

Through the years I evolved a technique which in many instances
helped me. I discovered that whenever § discussed mystical or spiritual
subjects with someone who understood them, for some days and even
weeks afterwards these attacks fziled to appear. Driving fast in a car,
traveling in trains or planes, being in the sunlight, running on the beach,
and especi.liy ~wimming in the sea also helped me.

I write of this very personal suffering in such detail as it was the cause
of many things I did in my life, and of an almost suicidal obsession I had
for years. How much &ere is stil?1o be discovered about the spirit!

Fortunately, Exstein teachers have gone .into many studies of the
spirit and take their findings quite naturally. For ¢xample, the art of
astral traveling, where the spirit or ego leaves the body while one sleeps
and yet remains connected to the life force, is gecepted as natural. People
in the West are inclined 10 scoff at these dhings. but this is only because
of their ignorance on the subject. Nearly evervone does at some time
travel astrally while asleep. 1n the West it happens involuntarily and
often causes psychic disturbances when the person wakes up. In the
East this traveling is *done fully consciously. And when an adept or
advanced person wakens after having gone out on the astral plane, he
has a complete memory of his experfences. He knows these experiences
were not a dream, whereas the ignorant person thinks he has been
dreaming.

Everyone has fallen aslecp and awakened with a jerk. Eastera teach-
ing tells us that this indicates a too sudden parting of the asfral from
the physical body. In my owp experience, 1 believe 1 have gene out so
far on the astral plane that it has been hard for me to finu my way
back, so that when I woke up I was duzed and felt lost. I believe this is
an explanation of much of my moaning sickness and morning depres-
sions, which in turn have caused my migraine headaches.
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When 1 left the convent of the Sisters of Charity T was sent to an-
other, a boarding school outside of Morristown, New Jersey, where
Baba had been living for a year. When I arrived at this convent 1 imme-
diately had one of my most melancholy attacks. Whether it was brought
on by the sight of the nuns, who reminded me of the unhappy episode
of Sister Isabel, or because it was the hrst time I had cver heen scpa-
rated from my mother, 1 don’t know, but so viplcn{ was my suffering
that [ went on a hunger strike and also a strike of complete silence, Not
having any idea what 1o do in such a case, the nuns simply left me alone,
parking me out, so to speak, on the steps of the convent garden.

It was autumn and Indian summer, and the warmth of the sun some-
what eased my anguish; but the fox hunt going on in the vast park of
the Twombly estate across the way, the howling of the dogs, and the
thought of the wretched fox trying 1o escupe with fis life from these
assassins did not help my state of mind.

Baba was sent for by the a5 to try to reason with me.

“Please come and eat your lunch, The nuns are kind people and
want you to eat, You will grow weak and ill. All the pupils know how
badly you are behaving, and you are upsetting the whole school. Please
come and eat,” she pleaded.

Poor Baba! Through ne fault of my own 1 have always been a trind
to her. She was always worried because 1 did not eat enough. or because
I did not slecp enough, or because 1 had strange fricnds. Haiched in
the same nest, Baba and 1 are as ualike as though we had been born on
different planets. We have Slways worried about each other, although
we both see life quite differently,

There on the convent steps she failed to move mye because, as at
many other times in our lives, | knew she was leoking at my problems
through her own cyes and not through mine. Nerther did she have the
remotest idea what 1 was suffering. Reason was not what 1T wanted.
Three days went by without cating or speaking and only very fitful
slcep; three times three long twenty-four hours, nine of which cach day
I spent alone on the steps. Then they sent for my mother, and when
she arrived told her in no uncertain language what they thought of me.
My mother came out on the steps intending to be angry with me, but
when she saw my pinched white face she turned on ihe Sister Superior
and was angry with her instead. She told the nuns what she thought of
them for allowing me t6 sit for three days on stone steps in the cold.
The unfortunate sisters probably understood very little of what she said
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in ber excitement because of her strong accent, but I am guite sure they
heaved a sigh of relicf when she departed with me.

I well remember leaving the convent with her and walking down the
road through masses of red and yellow leaves. As we walked out of the
buge iron gate she took my hand and instantly the attack lifted. The
blood began to circulate through my body and I experienced a sense of
relief as though fresh clear air had been let into my heart.

I can at this moment close my eyes and relive vividly the ride back
in the train. 1 can feel the sensation of leaning against my mother on
the coach seat. Her physical presence calmed my overexcited nerves. She
put her arms around me and I fell asleep, but not deeply. I was troubled
because 1 felt it was unfair that we had left Baba in the convent. 1
fretted about it and begged her to take Baba away too. Surprisingly
enough, my mother agreed at once and, as if 10 seal her promise, she
bought me a box of “Velvets.” Thesc were candies made of molasses
which came in bright yellow boxes with red monkeys scampering all
over the covere. 1 coveted the red monkeys almost as much as the
candics, but 4 was only allowed to Lave the candies on very special
occasions. My mother evidently regarded this as one of them.

In spite of all this, ray mother 4id not despair of further convent life
for me. I was sent to ine nuns of the Order of the Sacred Hceart instead
of the Sisters of Charity. This day school wad in New York in a house
on the northeast commer of Fifty-fourth Street and Madison Avenue,
which later became the Monte Carlo night club.

For some unexplainable reason the at;n.mﬁhere of convent ufe did
not agree with me and 1 was not happy in this convent either, Also, Rita
had put the idea into my head that whereas European convents pro-
vided good education and friendships for a future life, convents 1n Amer-
ica did neither. As 1 had a passion for knowledge, the fact that I was
not getting the best education disturbed me. To make up for any defi-
ciency, [ sat up all night long readang books far bevond my age. 1
became absorbed in philosophy and 1 read Kuant, Spinoza. Gocthe,
Schopenhauer—and William James. whose Varieties o} Religious Ex-
perience had a great influence on my future thinking.

I do not remember receiving anything 0 this convent except a thor-
ough knowledge of the Catholic Church. Perhaps because of an historic
interest in the Church, or because of a profound interest 1 w.. later to
develop in all religions, 1 took a course in its history. It was naturaily
taught from the Catholic point of view, but it did give me a basic un-
derstanding of its dogmas.
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During this time Alice de Zaldo and T kept up our friendship. Much
to my envy, Alice had been sent to a “proper school.” Her family had
in the meantime moved to a house in our block. We met every day after
school and we used to walk from Forty-seventh Street to Washington
Square and back. Everyone at this time walked on Fifth Avenue, which
was then almost entirely an avenue of private houses. But Alice and I
walked like hunters out for game—we hunted our favorite actors and
gctresses.

Alice very nearly swooned if she saw John Barrymore and I felt the
same about Ethel. Alice and I had great arguments about the Barry-
mores. She maintained that Jack was the most handsome person in the
world. 1 did not go so far as this about Ethel, but I maintained that she
was more beautiful than Jack.

Rita was then living in a house which Stanford White had designed
for her on Fifty-second Street between Park and Madison Avenues. It
was a uniquely beautiful house, Italian in style, and she filled it with
priceless Italian art and furnished it with unerring taste. Here in this
house she received all the great singers and musicians ef the day—
Caruso, Scotti, Geraldine Farrar, Sembrich, Emma Eames, Mary Gar=
den, Lina Cavalieri, Toscanini, Pader:wski and »many others. Meeling
these artists so often, 1 began to regard them as everyday people in my
life,

I especially remember Caruso—gay, sometimes comic, always react-
ing with heart (o people and events. Scotti was distinguished, rapier-
like; Sembrich very mych the, prima donna; Geraldine Farrar, charming,
sensuous, feline; Mary Garden was highly intelligent, magnetic, almost
puritanical—entirely the reverse of her reputation as she was reported to
be a dangerous fermme fatale. Cavalieri was fantastically beautiful, cal-
culating but remarkably stupid. Emma Eames was reserved, charming,
well-bred; Toscaninj flirtatious, alive, keenly aware of women; Pade-
rewski idealistic, fragile, with a resarkably handsome head.

I went to the opera oiten with my mother or with Rita, and sonie-
times wc went backstage during the entr’acte. When we went to
Caruso’s dressing room he used to draw caricatures for me. 1 took them
for granted too, and didn’t have the good sense to keep them.

Ethel Barrymore, who was a friend of Rita’s, came sometimes to our
house. Rita hud most likely told her of my admiration, and noticing me
staring at her breathless and awed, she invited me to lunch. She came
to fetch me in an clectric hansom cab and took me, all of atremble, to
Sherry’s. 1 sat before her at the table, too shy and excited to be any-
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thing but stupid, and praying all the while that I wouldn’t suddenly turn
peagreen and be overcome with a migraine headache.

Shortly afier this, John Barrymore married Phil Lydig’s first cousin,
Catherine Harris. Alice de Zaldo was dismayed by this—she liked to
dream about Jack single—but I was delighted because now I could feel,
if only through my brother-in-law, that | was related to Ethel and Jack.

Besides getting a liberal education in opera, Alice and I had a mania
for going to the theatrs. On the sly we went to matinees when our fami-
lies thought we were out exercising in the air. My mother and Katie
disapproved of the theatre and therc certainly were many plays 1 would
never have seen had they had anything to say about it. My mother said
that the theatre filled my head with “trash.” Katic remarked from time
to time that my interest in it would lead me to a bad end, I couldn’t see
why, if I was aliowed to go to the opera, 1 couldn’t go to the theatre,
but my mother’s answer to this was that the opera was music, the theu-
tre was just plain frash—which was not eatircly complimentary to the
opera either!

There were other difficulties for me pertaining to the trash and these
were financial. Although Alice and 1 sat in the first balcony and some-
times the second, we never could scrape up cnough money between us
to see every play. I decided to be Businesslike and make sonice, I had seen
an advertisement n the newspapers to the effyct that for ten dollars you
could have a certain number of china plates with decalcomaniasz de-
livered to you. The idea was to put the decalcomanias on the plates. in
other words perform the labor, and the firm was then supposed o buy
them back at twice the price you paid fom them. 1 wus dehphted with
this idea, but I didn't have ten dollars. However, 1 hit on an idea to
get it. Knowing that my father had a preat many books he hardly ever
read, there scemed no reason why I shouldo’t do a litle business with
them. I put a collection of them in u suitcase and as they were too heavy
to carry, 1 took a cab and drove dovn to a secondhand bookshop on
Fourteenth Street, confident that thy would bring me a lot of money.
To my dismay, after fingering the books and making hideous faces. the
man offered me three dollars. I was too embarrassed to refuse or bar-
gain with him, so 1 took the moncy and left the books. When I went
outside to pay the cab, the fare was three dollars, .

I walked home, crushed but not defeated. 1 was still dete mnined 10
make—if not a great ome-—at least a small fortune in plates, When 1
got home 1 showed Maria the advertisement in the newspaper. Maria
is very artistic. She should have been an actress and according to that
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great authority, the Moscow Art Theatre actress, Maria Ouspenskaya,
she could have been a great one. But instead of pursuing a career on
the stage, she married. We have always been sympathetic and like the
same things. I made her feel on this occasion that this was an artistic
adventure as well as a commercial one. I had a few dollars myself, she
advanced mee the rest, and 1 answered the advertisement, She promised
that [ could open shop in her room which was on the top floor of the
house.

I waited anxiously for the plates to arrive, oozing an air of mystery
as though 1 knew where the crown jewels were hidden. Unfortunately
the plates arrived while I was at school. The expressage was collect and
José had to pay it. My mother arrived home to find a great casc in the
hall. The bird was out of the cage, so I mildly told her (trying to keep
my head and say the right thing) only about the plates and that I had
gone into business. My mother was exasperated and told José to open
the box. There, inside, were dozens of the most ordinary plates and
packages of dreadful decalcomanias that would obviously come off when
they were washed. My mother told José to give the plates to the ashman,

It was not long before the absence of the books was discovered and
I had to tell the whole truth about them, as wg]l as about the money
José had paid and all my doings. My mother was angry, but my father
only shook his head and stid, “One can see that she is never going to be
a businesswoman.”



Ten

Woven into these years were continual trips to Europe. Along
wilh our annual visits 0 Pans and Houlgate in the summer we ofien
included excursiors te other countries.

I never will forget the curious and overwhelming excitement 1 experi-
enced the first time 1 saw the great Dutch painungs in the muscums of
Ansterdam. Once before, when 1 walked through the Prado in Madrid
for the first time, 1 actually wept, so p.;:;;n.l'm and ntense were my
feelings on being surrounded by the incomparable art of Velasquez.
Greeo and Goya. This time a passing monk hindly stopped and asked
me why 1 was weeping. [ replied thit | was weeping mostly because 1
was 50 overcome by the impact of such beauty and genius, “But” |
added, “if I must tell the stnict wuth, T am really weeping because 1 did
not paint these paintings myself.” Such cgocentricaty must have shocked
the little monk. 1 only hope it prompted him to pray that [ mught attain
a more detached and impensonal pomt of view,

I saw my first bulitight in Spain at about thus time and 1 was horrified.
No amount of explaining to me about tradition, pageantry. no exaling
of the footwork and technique of the matador, or prase of his hravery
could reconcile me to the sport. Spanish friends made fun ot me and
said 1 was not a true Spaniard.

“If killing pathetic horses and bulls is being a Spaniard,” [ said. “then
I renounce forever being one.”

45
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The thought of killing animals or even the smallest insect has always
been painful to me, and I have never enjoyed eating meat. Even when
I was a child having early supper by myself, I used to throw my meat
behind the sideboard as soon as Maggie left the dining room,

In France people often breed rabbits and after making pets of them,
eat them. As a child this always seemed to me the lowest form of treach-
ery. In Houlgate we had friends who bred rabbits and gave them pet
names like Mimi and Fifi. I once was at lunch with these friends when
they served rabbit and bluntly inquired if we were eating Mimi and Fifi.
My hostess looked guilty and embarrassed while my mother gave me
a silencing look, but I refused to accept quietly what I then considered
murder. Jumping up from the table, I rushed out to the rabbit shed.
Of course there was not a sign of Mimi or Fifi. I stood there paralyzed
with horror affd visualized these pets whom I had played with a few
days before mashed up and disintegrating inside the people who were
devouring them. Luckily my mother did not eat rabbit, but I refused to
forgive my hostess for her part in the affair and could never be induced
to return to that house again.

During these years Rita lived a great deal in Europe and spent sev-
eral months of the year in Paris. She’had beconte an outstanding figure,
not only in the social wogld and because she was a patroness of art and
artists, but really because of her remarkable personality and style. I
don’t think the word glamour was used then as it is now, but if it had
been, Rita would have been considered glamorous in its fullest and
richest sense. In any-case, ber presence raiscd the vibration of the most
commonplace event. For this reason she had a sort of magnetic appeal
for all kinds of people. Without the advance publicity of a movie star,
without the recognition which comes from films and photographs, she
attracted people whenever she appeared in public. She rarcly went into
stores and never into a department store because crowds followed and
surrounded her.

At this time the great couture houses were Worth, Paquin, Callot
Soeurs, Vionet, and Poiret. Rita designed most of her own clothes and
they were made for her by Callot Soeurs. Whatever style she created or
wore was copied by the fashion world, and spies were sent out by the
different houses to discover her new creations. She once said to me, “I
should play a joke on these foolish sheep women by wearing some mon-
strous costume. They would all rush to copy it and then imagine they
looked well in it!”

Rita had an exceptionally beautiful back. It was she who invented
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the décolleté evening gown cut down to the waistline at the back with
only two narrow straps over the shoulder to hold it up. She wore this
gown for the first time in her box in the Diamond Horseshoe of the
Metropolitan Opera House. As the lights went on after the first act Rita
was sitting with her back half tured to the audience. Frank Crownin-
shield, who was in the box with her, said there was a gasp from the
audience and then there was a flutter as binoculars and lorgnettes were
lifted to a thousand pairs of eyes. It was a sensation. Newspapers came
out the next day calling it and Rita “scandalous” and “indecent.” But
it was not long before this type of evening dress was copied by fashion-
able women all over the world.

When I was only ten, Rita took me to see many great artists in Paris.
She treated me like a grownup and used to introduce me then as her
“canary.” Later on she always referred 1o herself and me as “The Sisters
Karamazov.” I met Rodin, Bourdelle, Henri Bergson, Brieux, Anatole
France, Boldini, Yvette Guilbert, D’Annunzio. Edith Wharton, Helleu,
Sarah Berrhaid., Jacques Copeau and many others—some with less
celebrated names but burning, nevertheless, the feu sacré within their
hearts as brightly as the more famous cnes who had, in the worldly
sense, succeeded. We Went often®to Zuloaga's studio in Montmartre,
where he mixed gyssies and bullfighters with iptellectuals such as Bene-
vente, Ortega y Gasset and Unamuno,

With Rita I met many celebrities other than artists—King Alfonso,
Queen Marie of Roumania, Count Boni de Castellane, Princess Hohen-
lohe, and not the least, Yantorny—who ®& a remarkable bootmaker.
He was the shoe curator of the Cluny Museum in Paris and there was
nothing he didn’t know about shoes of every period. By birth he was
an East Indian but he lived most of his life in France. following his own
way of life, which was very ascetic. He was a vegetarian and seldom ate
more than one meal a day. He went into designing and making shoes
because he had a passion for them. He had his own ideas about making
them, and he didn't make them for everyone. If Yantorny decided to
make you a pair he would make a cast of your feet in plaster, at the
same time measuring every inch of both feet. He would observe them
walking barcfoot to ascertain just where the weight was placed and be
would feel them, holding and balancing them in his hands. L.c would
ask you to contract them and make them limp and then put you through
a series of toe-spreadings. If he finally decided to make you your shoes,
you could count on the first pair being delivered in about two years. I
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he liked you very much, as he did Rita, you might hope to get them in a
year, or, if a miracle occurred, in six months.

The most beautiful things about all the shoes he made for Rita were
the trees. He wanted to fashion them out of the lightest wood possible,
so he made them out of violins. Rita bought cld violins and he trans-
formed them into shoetrees so exquisite that they are works of art in
themselves. Stark Young asked if he might have a pair of the trees to
put on a table in his living room. He said he considered them equal to
any work of art.

Yantorny told me that he loved making shoes for Rita because, he
said, “She walks perfectly and is the only person I know who, as she
walks, places her feet absolutely correctly on the ground.”

1 always loved going to Rodin’s studio with Rita. I know that modern
sculptors consider his art uninteresting. It is unintercsting to them in
the same way that realistic painting is uninteresting today to the ab-
stract painter. Nevertheless, to have secn Rodin at work in his studio,
to have felt the dynamic power of his personality and seen him wrestling
with stone—transforming it from its material aspect into:a work of art
—makes me feel an appreciation of his genius that the self-termed
“modernist” probably cannot share. »

Except for certain p:eces of Greek and Eastern sculpture 1 am, as a
rule, not aesthetically moved by it, and yet I do not know any other art
which makes one so aware of a superpower in man. This working with
stone, transposing its material quality to a higher octave, conquering
the gigantic physical difficuigi¢s involved in carving great blocks of stone
—all this creates in me a certain sense of awe for this art if not actually
an artistic pleasure. Certainly the sculpture in the caves of Ajanta and
Ellora in India awed me more than any other great works of art in the
world,

Awe was my reaction to Rodin—awe for the man for his super-
human work.

Boldini painted a number of portraits of Rita and T went with her
occasionally to his studio when she was posing for him. When he painted
be sometimes wore a bowler hat. He was a highly nervous, encrgetic
and astute little man with a flair for style and chic that no other portrait
painter tn this century ever surpassed.

As I was impassioned by the theatre 1 suppose it is only natural that
I remember Sarzh Bernhardt more vividly than any person I met in
those early days in Paris. I made many visits to her house with Rita. In
spite of my attraction to the theatre and theatre people I was, neverthe-
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less, not much drawn toward Bernhardt. I could pot help admiring her
amazing techaique, her breath control in Jong speeches, her astounding
production of sound and words (I have heard her at 2 moment’s notice
recite long pages from Phédre, L'Aigion, or some one of her other
great roles), and her fantastic vitality. But to me she was like a person
who had swallowed ten lions, and they were all raging within her. I
watched her—listening at the same time to that curious voice and that
amazing language and avalanche of words—but my emotions remained
unmoved,

One day she was expecting an official to come and present her with
a decoration, and there was a great stir in the household. The servants
rushed around in wild excitement while Bernhardt gave crisp orders in
a loud voice. The presentation was supposed to have been a surprise,
but of course the Divine One had been tipped off about it. She called a
dress rehearsal and took her place in the living room before the mantel
so that her reflection could be seen in the mirror. She rehearsed a scene
of surprise fur us and improvised 2 wonderiul and warm'speech thank-
ing an imaginary per.on for the decoration. All of us in the room—Rita,
the servants, her doctor and myself-——were supposed to enler into the
spirit of the scene. Thea the doorbell rang. Bernhardt sprang into posi-
tion as if she were ehind a rising curtain on the stage. But it was merely
a poor little man with an ordinary package. *Bernhardt’s servant, un-
fortunately for him, had made a mistake. When she saw the little man
with the package she shouted a volley of abuse at the servant and he was
hustled out. When the real bearer of the gecoration arrived. no one in
the world could have put on a better act of complete surprise than
Bernhardt. 1 didn't understand actresses then. I lacked the humor to
appreciate the scene, and I remember feeling ashamed for her—at what
seemed to me hypocrisy.

Bemnhardt greatly admired Rita’s carriage and manner of walking. She
used to ask Rita to give her lessons i valking. Rita, only too happy to
do a bit of acting herself, would walk up and down the room saying,
“One’s weight must never be placed on the heels. One’s heels must only
lightly touch the ground to insure the balance. 1t is on the balls of the
feet that the weight of the body must rest and even there not too heavily.
One must feel a spring in the foot and be conscious of this sprin - as one
lightly touches the ground with each step, feeling the sense of iv in one’s
entire spine. Head held high, breathe deeply and spring!™

These lessons were very funny and usually ended with all three of us
rocking with laughter.
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Eleonora Duse was quite a different woman and artist. I will never
forget the mystic magic with which Duse’s art touched me and the white-
flame quality I felt in contact with her personality.

It is strange how destiny weaves a circle in one’s life. In my own life,
when people have meant much to me they have appeared in it and dis-
peared out of it in the same way—arriving at the last point exactly as at
the starting point. For instance, when I saw Isadora Duncan for the first
time in my life she Waved a scarf at me, and the last time I saw her she
waved a scarf at me. And it was a scarf that killed her!

It was so too with Eleonora Duse. I was a child in Venice the first
time I saw her, gliding past me in a black gondola. The last time I had
contact with her mortal body was when she was carried off dead in a
black ship to Italy, and I watched that dark ship glide out from the pier
and steam down the river.

My first sight of her is as clear in my mind as spring water. I was
alone in a gondola, and it was the hour in the day when Venice is more
magical than ahy other place in the world. It was not yet exactly evening
but rather late afternoon just after the sun had gone dewn—an hour
when one is most aware of shadows and the presence of the past. As we
were turning into one of the narrow canals I le.ned a little to one side
of the gondola, piacing my hand along the outside. As we turned we col-
lided with a gondola coming the other way. Startled, I quickly drew in
my hand and the two gondoliers hurled the usuval insults at each other.
The other gondola was suddenly beside ours. It was painted completely
black and in it sat a-woman dressed in black. I looked up at a strikingly
tragic face. For a second [ was almost close enough to touch her. Then,
as our eyes met, she smiled and made a quick gesture with her hand to-
ward my hand and shook her head, indicating that I should keep my
hand away from the side of the gondola. Then her gondola turned the
corner of the house and glided down the canal. It was only a brief flash
but I can still see her face today "2 my mind’s eye as [ saw it that mo-
ment. A tortured but inspired face that stirred and awakened in me, even
as a child, a profound emotion.

“La Duse! La grande attrice Eleconora Duse!"” my gondolier exclaimed.

That evening, and all that night whenever I woke up, 1 thought of
her. I felt as one might feel who had suddenly received Grace—as though
a change had taken place inside of me. I had the sensation that a well of
feeling had been struck in my heart, a well that was to grow deeper with
the years, That chance meeting started a quest in my life—I dreamed
from then on only of knowing her.
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In spite of the obsession I developed for Duse I did not actually meet
her for many years—not until she came to the United States only a few
months before her death in 1924. The reason for this was that, until
she went to London in 1923, she lived in Asolo in complete seclusion
over a period of about fourteen years. During this time she saw no one
and the world heard nothing about her. Strangely enough, however,
when Isadora Duncan’s children were killed she generously wired Isa-
dora to come to her in ‘Asolo, knowing that she was beside herself with
grief. Isadora often spoke to me about this visit which unfortunately
ended disastrously.

Isadora said that while staying with Duse she walked alone up into
the hills and lay down in the grass under a tree. Thinking of her children
as she stretched out on the ground with her face buried in the grass, she
began to sob. Suddenly she felt a hand placed gently on her shoulder. She
looked up and, as she expressed it to me, “beheld a Greek god.” In
reality he was a young Italian painter who lived n a little house nearby
and was going naked for a plunge in a moumainstream. He asked
Isadora why she was crying and took her in his arms to console her.
She told him about the Joss of her children. He said, “Let me give you
another one.” With np further yords Isadora gave herself to him.
(She actually had a child by him which was born dead the day war was
declared in 1914.) She told me that she returnad to Duse’s house beside
herself with joy. She said, *'I floated back to Eleonora on wings, because
I knew God would surely not be so unkind as not to give me another
child.” She burst into Duse’s room and recounted her meeting with the
Greek god. Duse, far from entering into"tfhe spirit of this adventure.
was scandalized. Her disgust and disappointment in Isadora were so
profound that there was nothing further for Isadora to do but leave her
house. Duse never forgave this act of what she considered promiscuity,
nor coudd she forgive the fact that while Isadora was grieving for her
children she could, at the same time, have a sexual adventure. Isadora
claimed it was not a “sexual adventure” but only a means toward an
end in having another child.

Isadora and Duse met years later but they were never again real
friends. Isadora spoke to me many times about this incident and, al-
though it had occurred many years in the past, it seemed to be often in
her mind. I realized how much she had suffered in losing Duse’ friend-
ship. Being such a complex person, she was rather puritanical at heart
despite her outward behavior, and regardless of what she said about
Duse, I believe she felt a deep guilt about the whole matter. She said,
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“I never could have imagined that such a supreme artist as Duse could
be so narrow-minded.”

These two great women so alike in so much, as they both uniquely ex-
pressed their art in vast dimensions, were actually as far apart ip their
concept of life as the North Pole is from the South. Duse could never
comprehend Isadora’s often humorous and sometimes pagan approach
to Iife; and Isadora could never remotely understand Duse, whose Catho-
lic background gave her a sense of sin and an emphasis on death rather
than life. Isadora loved and embraced life—Duse more often turned
from it.



Eleven
DR

The news of our father’s death came to Hennie, Baba and me
while we were in Houlgate in Kate's care. My mother. Dick, Aida and
Maria had gone back to America with him when he complamed of not
feeling well. He was the first person close to me with whom I associated
death. [ had read about it in books and wept over Shelley and Keats,
and had even written poems to death myself—but this was different.
Now it became visualized in a familiar fage, and body that 1 had loved
and touched. Fortunately we were not then told how he had died.

For some years he had been melancholy. He often mentioned owing
a debt to the comrades of his youth who had been shot in Cuba. It
seemed to prey on his mind that his life had been spared while theirs
had not. He spoke of having lived his life on a false basis. He said that
he had only borrowed it and that secaer or later he would be called
upon to return it and pay ofl his debt. He said these things whenever he
drank too much red wine, which he sometimes did when he was over-
tived. Incidentally, I never saw lim drink anything else—only red wine,
which he always drank at dinner.

This habit of my father's of talking about his life debt was 1t taken
very seriously by any of us. That particular summer he had gone up to
the Adirondack Mountains with the intention, so he said, of resting.
Instead, he jumped from a high cliff onto a plateau of rocks below.
He was killed instantly. Evidently to his way of thinking this was some
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sort of expiation for the years he had lived beyond the lives of his
comrades. In a way it was a repetition of the leap he had made into the
sea so many years before, which had been a leap to life.

After his death there was not enough money to warrant the manner
in which we were living. True to his Spanish character, he had given
a great deal away which my mother never attempted to recover. My
mother and father always believed in giving money whenever they could,
but they did not believe in lending it.

To reduce expenses, my mother decided to put the house on the
market, and it was not long before it was sold. When many years later
I saw The Cherry Orchard, it was very real to me. One by one every
piece of furniture was taken away—the packing cases, boxes, and trunks
as they were carried out seemed like a long procession of coffins. On
the last day I went upstairs for a look at each room. My mother was
waiting for me as I came down the stairs. This for her was a parting
from all the ties of her youth, her married life and the associations with
all our childhoods. My oldest brother had died in this house and many
of us children had been born there. She held her head high and taking
my hand she led me through the front door and closed it behind us
forever. As we drove away she made no comisent and she did not
look back. ]

With the selling of the house many other changes took place. Our
old cook Bridget had just recently died, and so had our fox terrier
Pinta. As the apartment we were moving into was much smaller, Maggie
decided to go and live with her sister and take in washing. So out of the
original number of old servers only Katie and Annie moved with us
to the new place at Sixty-sixth Street and Madison Avenue. Rita, in the
meantime, had sold her house on Fifty-second Street and moved to a
Georgian house on the comer of Washington Square. My brother Dick
had recently married Alice de Zaldo's oldest sister. Then quite suddenly
my mother decided to send Babx and me to a boarding school in
France.

“This time your school will not be a convent,” she said.

The school to which Baba and I were sent was called the Chiteau
de Dieudonne. It was near Beauvais on the Oise. The Chéteau itself,
which had been built during the reign of Louis XIV, was small, but
back of it was a large forest—at least it seemed large to me then. This
forest played an important part in my life at the school.

It was here, while still buttoned up in winter ciothes and wearing
woolen gloves, that I became aware of the first signs of spring and
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knew that the bitterness of winter was gone. It was as though some inner
voice were chanting: “Death has passed.” I would stand and listen to
the melting ice dripping down the sides of the dark trees and then I
would kneel and smell the earth, and somehow the odor would magically
be changed from what it had becn only the day before. Now there was
a new message in the earth—a message which vitalized me and made
me sharp and alert.

Often at night when everyone in the school was sleeping I stole out
into the forest and, as though plunging into some fantastic land, held my
breath in terror as the black trees creaked and groaned in the wind and
cast their great shadows over my head. 1 would go forth into the
darkness tortured by the fear it held for me and in some curious way
enjoying this fear as a poignant ecstasy, even though it struck into my
heart a sense of doom, the sam= sense of doom I have experienced in
later years when I have dreamed of that forest—because this dream
has invariably brought some kind of disaster into my life.

It wa< in’; this forest that I escaped when I was overwhelmed by a
kind of cosmic despair—a feeling as if the weight of life was too much
to bear. 1 would throw myself down on the ground and wecp from the
intense pain in my he&rt, and slipping into a state of semiconsciousness,
fall asleep on a soil seemingly softened and fertilized by my own tears.

The school was run by an old Spanish lady, the Marquesa de San
Carlos de Pedroso. She ran the school because she had lost her money,
and she used to say that she “took in pupils” and was always annoyed
if anyone said she *“‘ran a school.” Perhaps she was right as, according
to my memory of the Marquesa’s management, there was not much
“running” nor was there much “school,” either, about the whole thing.
All of us pupils were supposed to converse in French with one another,
but as we were a mixture of nationalities—French, German, Irish,
Scotch, with English in the majority—our French was most peculiar,
many of the accents sounding more®like Chinese. Many of the English
girls translated literally from English into French. When it came to a
phrase like “by the way, I forgot to tell you,” they would translate “by
the way™ as "par le chemin.” Unfortunately, no one ever corrected this
nonsense. Some of the pupils studied the piano, others painted, and
we all read the Freach classics; but generaily speaking, I do not believe
any one pupil leammed much of anything. although ancient professors
from Paris tottered in and out of the Chiteau on odd Wednesdays or
Fridays, supposedly to teach us history, mathematics, or some special
science.,
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Baba and I were the only Spanish children in the school and this, no
doubt, brought us closer to the Marquesa and her daughters than the
other pupils. We were also Roman Catholics and that was another
reason for the Marquesa’s sympathy toward us. We assisted at Mass
in her private chapel and I was allowed to take care of the altar.

The Marguesa was an extraordinary old lady with a face more like
a man’s than a woman’s. She wore a mantilla over ber white hair and
dressed in black—*Traditional to Spanish women,” she said. We pupils
were fed and nourished by her daughters on the idea of how charming
and uvnselfish she was. Looking back on those days now I realize she
indeed was charming when she wished to be, but certainly never un-
seifish. She ruled with a strong will, a biting tongue, and Machiavellian
methods.

I remember her once saying to me in Spanish while smiling charm-
ingly at some of the English girls: “Look how clumsy they are and
how badly they hold themselves. Spanish children would never move
their bodies in such an ugly way or have such big feet.” She said all
this in such honeyed tones that the peor English girls, not imderstanding
a word of Spanish, thought she was praising them and looked extremely
pleased. .

The Marguesa not only allowed me to take care of the altar in the
chapel but 1 was also allowed to dust, renew the candles, polish the
candlesticks and sanctuary lamp, arrange the flowers and take care of
the incense. The village priest permitted me to ring the bell on Sundays
when he said the Mass.-My happiest moments were spent in the chapel.
This was my realm where no one interfered, and where 1 felt that no
one¢ but God had an eye on me. I did so much polishing and cleaning
it was a miracle I didn’t wear everything out, The lLittle gold bell I rang
at the Mass shone so brilliantly that when I raised it up to ring it I
could see my face fantastically elongated and peering from its sparkling
surface. I loved this bell. It was abways a thrilling moment waiting to
ring it. I would watch the priest as he genuflected and then just a second
before he picked up the chalice and tumed to elevate the Host, my
heart would begin to thump. This was the moment to ring—not a
second too scon—not a second too late! I peered out of the corner of
my eye at the people kneeling in the chapel: the Marquesa, her daugh-
ters, Baba, Erika and Lily Hohenlohe (the only other children who were
aiso Catholics}, Alfonso, the servants, and generally some peasants. At
the sound of my bell they all bowed their heads in reverence. Once,
twice, three times my bell tinkled out while a profound silence seemed to
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embrace the entire. chapel. With the last faint tinkle, as the echo of
its sound died away, came the general stirring, coughing and relaxing
of all the kneeling people.

One day when my dusting mania in the chapel was in full swing,
I saw a speck of dirt on the face of the statue of the Madonna. I stood
on tiptoe and tried to brush it away with a cloth, but I lost my balance
and before 1 could prevent it fell forward, knocking the Virgin to the
floor. I heard the crash and closed my eyes. A terrible roaring sound
like the sea rushing through a giant shel flooded through my ears. Then
I heard a quick and what seemed to me an amazingly loud hammering,
I-was sitting on the floor from weakness and giving my undivided
attention to what was causing this knocking. Suddenly 1 was aware that
it was coming from my own heart. At my fecet lay the statue of the
Madonna. She was stretched out on her back, her calm eyes undisturbed
and gazing up at the ceiling. In her arms she still held the little chiid
whose delicately painted eyes also gently and wisely pazed up at the
ceiling, a. it ey were remotely unconscious that for rdearly two thou-
sand years He haa stirred the world to sacrifices, to bloody wars and
massacres, to love, strife, hate, inspiration and peace.

At a little distance &om the st®ue of the Madonna and her child lay
a tiny plaster hand. i viewed it with dismay and saw that it had broken
off from the left arm of the Virgin. There it lay pathetically with the
palm turned upward. I picked it up and gently tried to fit it onto the
wrist. It was such a clean break that [ was able to fit it perfectly into
place. But of course it wouldn't stay ghgre. [ cast about for some
substance that would hold it, and saw a lighted candle—a tiny wax
candle burning on the altar with a shimmering small flame. It seemed
fit to once more unite this virginal hand to its wrist. 1 sighed with relief.
But as I placed the Madonna and her Child back where they had
originally been I realized that across her wrist there was a crack that
not even a dim light could conceals I thought of all the remarks the
Marquesa would make when she discovered my clumsiness. “Flowers!”
cried out my brain. “Flowers tucked in the arms of the Virgin will
surely hide the crack!” 1 ran outdoors, but instead of flowers I picked
laurel leaves. This 1 felt was wiser. Laurel leaves lasted while flowers
withered quickly, and the incessant changing of flowers would undoubt.
edly draw attention to the very spot 1 wished to conceal. I .upped the
laurel leaves into the Madonna's arms where they spilled over and hid
the broken hand. I felt safe.

A few days later while all the pupils were asserbled at the uspal
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fortnightly conferences I hezrd from out of a state of daydreaming the
Marquesa’s voice. She was saying, “Quite recently I have noticed a
lovely spray of laurel leaves in the arms of the Madonna in our chapel.
I wish all you Protestant children would learn a lesson from the great
devotion Mercedes gives to the Mother of God. This touching tribute
is an example.”

I felt the blood drain away from my heart and for a fleeting second
1 was tempted to sink Yow in my chair and remain very quiet. But the
deep ianer Me (something profoundly deeper than either heart or brain)
lifted my body to my feet. I remember then shouting in a loud clear
voice {and 1 have always been prateful to “Me” that I didn't evade
this test): “You arc mistaken, madame—1I1 placed the laurel leaves in
the arms of the Madonna not as a tribute, bat as a deception in order
to hide her hand which broke off when I knocked the statue over, I
stuck the wrist on again with candle wax.”

As my voice trailed away there was a profound silence, broken only
by the sound of the Protestant pupils drawing in their breaths in agitation.
They did not know about the Madonna, but in my voice they sensed a
tremendous declaration—for all they knew, a declaration that might
carry me away from the school and c#use me to be cast into a dungeon
in the Vatican.

“Come here,” the Marquesa commanded.

I moved forward, my knees shaking as I stood before her.

“Kneel,” she said.

I knelt as if 1 were about tpbe beheaded. Then, instead of the falling
ax, I felt the hand of the Marquesa very tenderly laid on my head.

“You have proved yourself worthy of being a Spaniard. No matter
what your motive, you nevertheless paid a tribute to the Madonna by
placing laurel leaves in her arms. For is not laurel the symbol of
victory?”

I rose to my feet to protest andeexplain my true intentions, but my
words were drowned by a sudden outburst of applause from the Protes-
tant pupils. They sensed a dramatic climax and they felt the need of a
physical gesture to express it. T was still not permitted to explain that 1
had not picked laurel leaves for victory but merely because I thought
they would last longer.



Twelve

TG

When I returned from school in France my sister Aida in-
troduced me to Mrs, William Ross Proctor’s daughter Vouletti, and
we formed a clos:. friendship which has lasted to this day.

Mr. and Mrs. Proctor originally came from Pittsburgh. Mrs. Proctor
before her marriage was a Miss Singer and her father was Andrew
Carnegie’s partner and, like him, an outstanding figure in the steel
world. (Cunously enough, Vouletti's own father's family, the Proctors,
had made their money in the Singer SeWing Machine Company, but
there was no connection between the two families.) In spite of their
wealth the Proctors lived with simplicity and the utmost good taste.
On his estate at Shohola Mr. Proctor had built an Elizabethan house
overlooking a large lake. The estate covered thousands of acres and
included a large farm with many, barns where he raised cows. He
modeled his way of living after the English gentleman-farmers, but he
fraternized with his tenants and the little country people as only an
American could. Vouletti and her brother were brought up unaware of
their wealth and never even remotcly made anyone conscious of it.
Vouletti, like her mother, has always managed to help people without
any show and without appearing to be helping.

I spent the happiest days of my vouth in the Proctors’ two houses,
one on Thirty-ninth Street in the then-fashionable Murray Hill district in
New York and the other in Shohola. There in this wooded Pennsylvania
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land, broken only by the lovely streams rushing down from its mountains
and hills, we often came upon wild deer, beaver, raccoons, bears and
snakes. Whatever my worries were or my adolescent yearnings, there,
removed from the city’s touch, I often forgot them or was at least able
to arrive at a correct evaluation of them.

During the winter months the lake in Shohola often froze completely
over with black ice. It was so smooth that an iceboat could travel on it
at a terrific speed. 1 nemember iceboating there, the only time I have
ever done so in my life. We vsed to skate. too—sometimes all day—
and when evening fell we'd go home to a great roaring fire.

It is often the case that rich people, no matter how talented they are,
are unable to discover or use their talents. If Vouletti had not had
wealth I am convinced that she could have been a great ballet dancer.
Ske had a passionate love of dancing—a pathetic love, since she had no
way of professionally expressing it.

At the time when [ first met Vouletti many changes were taking place
in my heme lifg. My threc sisters married, one by one, which left only
Enriqué and me at home with our mother. Aida married Oren Root,
the nephew of Elihu Root who had been Secretary of State under Mc-
Kinley and Roosevelt. Maria marriejl Andrew Robeson Sargent from
Boston. He was the nephew of the painter John Singer Sargent, and
his father, Professor Sarpent, was a distinguished botanist. Bo was an
enormous man, six feet seven inches tall. His heart was equally big
and he was a generous and lovable character. Baba also married a
Boston man—William Sewall. He was much older than Baba and had
lived for some years in Kenyd where he had a large ranch. My mother
was unhappy because she felt that Billy was too old for Baba and she
hated to have her live so far away, but Baba was determined to go to
Africa and there was nothing to be done about it,

As she and [ had always been much together, her marriage made a
change in my life. It brought my brother Enriqué, or Hennie as we
called him, ciuser, since we were the last ones left at home. There was
a difference of about eight years in our ages, but we discovered at this
time that there were many similarities in our characters and reactions
to various things, and a curious affinity in our manner of thinking. We
found, for example, that when we were reading a copy of the same
book at the same moment we often marked exactly the same lines. We
both discovered and bought a copy of a book called The Gadfly, written
by E. L. Voynich and published many years earlier, in 1897, by Henry
Holt and Company. This book had a terrific effect and influence on both
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of us, but it was only some time later that we realized this and then
found out that we had each bought and read the book during the
same week, So powerful was the impression made on me by this
book that, though I considered it a strong factor in the dexth of my
brother Enriqué, I have never since been able to reread it. I still have
my copy of it and several times in later years I have tried to look
through its pages to sge what could have been in it that influenced us
so morbidly. But some force within or without myself—I do not know
which—has prevented me from doing it. The contents of the book per-
haps holds something which subconscisusly T do not want to face, so
thac each time 1 have tried to reread it my emotion has been too great
and I have been forced to put it away again. The curious part is, that
nowadays I only vaguely remember the characters in it and not at all
its actual story.

I find it difficult at this present writing to conjure up a picture of
Hennie in my mind, and believe now that I never really knew him, and
no doubt L wic not know me. We were both desperately unhappy and
unadjusted petople, centered in our own despair and unable to help one
another. We were like deaf mutes making frenzied signs, but using
different symbols and <®arcely knoWwing that we did not really understand
each other. If 1 iad known then as much as [ do now about life in
general and psychology in particular, the whole tragedy for Hennie and
myself might never have happened. But 1 was ignorant in those days—
blindly ignorant on many levels. T was wandering then. it now seems to
me, through a forest of darkness, wandgging and stumbling and be-
numbed by pain. Unquestionably Hennie was in the same state, so
how could we possibly have helped each other, much less have been
aware of the sharp blades we held, each to the other’s throat?

Hennie was always delicate. From his childhood he was supposed to
have had a “floating kidney.” When 1 heard my mother discussing this
ailment it was pever very clear in nw mind exactly what it was. I im-
agined Hennie's kidney Roating inside him. tossed from one side of his
body to the other like a small ship in a storm. As [ remember him before
his death, he was over six fect tall, slender and sensitive-looking. He
had beautiful and poetic hands with long. tapering fingers. I realize now
that they were hands that were incapable of handling life. He e, like
myself, wanted to be a poet. We regarded all other people who were
not poets as inferior human beings. He was very antisocial and liked
few people. When he went to school he detested every minute of it.
He used 1o say, “The average school is only for idiots and is designed
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to increase the student’s imbecility,” At home he never ceased studying
and reading. It seemed to me that he was brilliantly informed on all
subjects. He left Harvard at the ead of his freshman year and refused
to go back, saying that it conld easily produce brokers, lawyers and
bankers, but not men of true culture or thought. After this it was hard
to know what 1o do with him. To me it was quite obvious that his career
should have been writing. At least he could have gone into a publishing
firm or worked on a nedspaper. But our brother-in-law Phil Lydig, who
represented everytbing Hennie disliked in life, brought pressure to bear
so that he had to take a job in a bank—a job for which he was about
as well fitted as a nightingale in a five-and-ten-cent store,

At this time my mother, Katie, Annie, Hennie and myself moved
from the apartment on Sixty-sixth Street to a private house on Madison
Avenue and Seventy-ninth Swreet. The house was a small one. I had a
room at the back of the third floor, while Hennie stept on the top floor
at the front, He used to come into my room at night and we often talked
until dawn. He told me that he did not like to touch or even see money
at the bank. He said he hated life. I agreed with him about this, because
I hated it too. He said many times that life was just a trap and that he
saw no reason to go on with it. He felt«strongly that children owed their
parents absolutely nothing, but that parents owed children everything
for having brought them info the world. He said it was criminal to have
children, and when I sometimes asked him what would happen to the
world if people did not have children he replied, “Humanity would be
finished, and a damn good thing."”

I should say that both Hennie and I lived in an inner state of melan-
cholia. Qutwardly I carried on my life in spite of this bleakness and
desolation of heart and put on a front of being interested in things. A
good front it must have been too, because no one seemed to be aware
of my intense suffering, nor were they aware of Hennie's either.

1 do not recall this whole period in detail—I remember it only as
a sort of process of agony. What caused this agony, what it was that
created this intense suffering I do not know to this day, although I
have questioned psychologists who have been as incapable of explaining
it as T myself,

In September, Hennie took z holiday. He, mother and I went down to
Hot Springs, Virginia. Here, I think, our mutual depression reached its
peak. I remember sitting one beautiful and sunny afternoon on a hill in
the long grass with Hennie. We looked over the valley below and talked

of death, God, and immortality. We talked at great length about suicide.
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Hennie said that God could not be against suicide, and that He would
know when one had been tried enough, and would permit the use of
free will to further escape the trap. He said, “For thosc who want to
stay on here only to take more suffering, grow old and finally dic, why,
let them, This is their choice. I won't be cne of this mass production—
of this bleating herd.” Then he added: “You surely don't want to go on
only to be expected to marry and have children.”

“Good God, no,” 1 said. “I hope I will never be guilty of bringing
another soul into the world to suffer as [ have. At least [ know better
than that,”

-Two weeks later we returned to New York with Mother. It was the
beginning of October and a very warm JIndian summer. This particular
night after dinner my mother went night upstairs to bed. Heonie and I
sat before the piano in the living room. We apain talked of suicide while
I aimlessly played a tune, striking the notes with one finger. Then }
showed Hennie some samples in color of material that Rita had sent me
to choose [i0.a for an evening dress,

Abruptly be saic, “You won't need any of them. If you do, the color
should be black.”

We got up and wens slowly upstairs. Often T try to piece together what
I thought of dur'ag that long vovage up the stairs. but I have no real
recollection of what went through my mind. % only had the sensation of
slecpwalking, When we reached my room, Hennie came a little way
across the threshold and quite suddenly took me in his arms and held
me tightly; then, just as suddenly. he broke away from me and ran
rapidly up the stairs. I heard him go into*his room and close the door.
I heard him turn the key in the lock. Ever since then all through my
life, the sound of a door being closwd and a lock being turned is like
2 dagger plunged into my heart.

I do not know how I undressed. 1 remember ciosing the windows and
the door and, after putting out the Jight, I turned on the gas logs in the
fireplace and got into bed. 1 must have fallen into a semi-doze when
clearly I saw my mother's face. Tears were pouring down it. | jumped
up and was wide awake. [ leapt to the fireplace and turned off the gas,
then T opened the windows and Icaned far out for air. 1 felt sick and
lay down on the bed again and fcll asleep.

When 1 woke up it was just dawn. Outside an carly Madi .wn Avenue
streetcar was passing slowly. Gradually I became conscious of a strong
smell of gas. I jumped up. Hadn’t I turned off the gas? I knew 1 had and
I rushed out into the hallway. The smell was overpowering. I followed
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it quickly up the stairs, where it grew stronger. I knew only too well
what it was, I banged on Hennie's door. I shouted at him. When there
was no answer I ran into a tool room in the hall and scized a hammer.
I broke in a panel of the door, and putting my hand inside I turned the
key. The room was dark, the curtains were drawn, and at first it was
difficult to see anything. I rushed and drew back the curtains and opened
wide the windows. Besides the bed a dark figure was kneeling. It was
Hennie in a dark blue suit in which he had carefully dressed. I took him
in my arms and his alteady rigid body grasping a cruciftix in his hand
fell back against me. I shouted for my poor mother, then frantically 1
rushed downstairs and to the house next door, where I knew a doctor
was living. When finally he came, after what seemed to my mother and
me like an eternity of waiting, he said that Heanie had been dead for

three hours.

Whatever actual part I shared in this tragedy, whatever cven partial
burden of responsibility for it rested on my shoulders, I paid for a
thousandfold through my mother’s agony. Her suffering was appalling.
It was all the more heartbreaking to see because of the heroic way in
which she bore it. It was she who did all the terrjble but necessary last
things for Henrie. She and 1 together closed his coffin, but it was she
who comforted me at this moment and all through the bleak months that
followed.

I did not know then as 1 do now that therc is no excuse for suicide.
Unfortunately, it took me years to learn this. We may invent many
reasons for excusing suicide. None of them is valid. It is an act that can
never be purely personal or isolated from our fellow men. The cause of
every suicide is essentially and solely ignorance, no matter what the
motive appcars to be. No one with spiritual knowledge could commit
such an act no matter what suffering or stress he was under.

Spiritual knowledge is an awareness of the two great truths taught by
all great religions and great teachers down through the ages—Karma
(cause and effect of every act and thought) and Reincarnation (a wheel
of rebirths put in motion by previous actions in past lives). All of the
great Eastern religions have aiways taught and still teach Karma and
Reincarnation. The early Christian fathers taught the same truths.

So in the light of these truths suicide is no solution to anyone’s
problems, becausc whatever difficulty or suffering one is trying to escape,
these same difliculties or sufferings will reappear again, I believe, in
another life. 1f people fully realized this, no matter what pressure they



Here Lics the Heart [/ 65

were under they would cherish the short span of life given them and
would face their problems rather than try to escape them, and so these
very problems would in some way be solved.

After Hennie’s death I sank into deeper melancholy. T could not bear
to be alone, T could not bear the nights because I could not sleep, and
the sight of a coat thrown across the side of a bed cause me untold
anguish. Rita decided that mother and I should move from this ill-fated
house. She took a small duplex apartment at 830 Park Avenue and
compietely furnished it anew for us so that we would have no association
with anything from the housc. Then she suggested that mother and [
take a trip to Cuba to try to sell some property myv father had left her
which she had never done anything about.

My mother, unfortunately, had about as much business sense as a
sparrow. She sold several valuable sugar plantations in the interior of
Cuba and a seveniy-foot house on the Malecon for fourteen thousand
dollars, and the lawyer cheated her out of six thousand of it. A few
years later this house was resold for a million dollars and the plantations
for fabulous sums:.

While we were an Cuba I took a trip to Matanzas, and there in the
Cathedral, on the main altar, I* saw my grandmother's hair on the
statue of La Sefiora de la Merced!

After this, my mother and I went to Francd until the summer of 1914
when we went to Southampton and lived at the Meadow Club. Vouletti
Proctor and her mother were also staving there at this time. Southampton
was very fashionable then and restricted §g what socially—or let vs say
snobbishly—were called the best famibes. On a smaller scale it was
becoming a rival of Newport, the crudle of the “Four Hundred.” where
Rita had a housc and I often visited her. She went there every summer
for several weeks before returning to Europe where she usually went to
Carlsbad or Marienbad in Ausiria for a “cure.” This was the era of
the “cure” when royalty, the top sqriety of all countries, snobs, hypo-
chondriacs and gamblers focked to watering places and contrary to their
usual habits rose at six in the morning to go to a spa, where they drank
evil-smefling and foul-tasting waters and afterwards sat for hours in
baths of mud.

This summer of 1914 when Vouletti and I sat so quietly on the dunes
at Flying Point where the beach, like a white thread tapers off +nd melts
into the blue sea, the shadow of war was already insinuating wself over
Europe. We had heard with mild interest about an archduke being
assassinated. Then one day—August the fourth—I ran downstairs to
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buy the morning paper. As I picked it up I read across the front page
in large letters: WAR! GERMANY INVADES BELGIUM.

My reaction was purely selfish. I said to myself, “It may prevent me
from returning to France.” But it couldn't be for long, I reflected.
“France can beat any country singlehanded,” I remarked to the club
steward. I was sure of this. That day many so-called businessmen said,
“This will be a war of only a few weeks—possibly only a few days.”
People discussed it as if it were a remote happening on another planet.
No one seemed worried.



Thirteen
RS

When T delve now back in memory through the years from 1914
to 1929, it seems to, me as thqugh I am searclung for lost relics on
another planet.

These were the ycars guided by the spirit of the New. They were a
time of rebellion against the mediocre, the prudish, the unworthy. We
could not tolerate what we tolerate now—mass production and herd
followers. This was a time of search, of expectancy, of faith and of
promise. We were on fire with fire, with burning ideas, with a passion
to create and a daring to achieve.

These years have been called “The Jazz Years,” “The Wild Twenties,”
“The Enfant Terrible Years,” but thoy were greatly more than these
glib titles label them. It secms to me that they had a substance and a
character that life does not have today.

There were new movements cverwhere. The little theatre movement
in New York, as well as in London, Paris, and other European cities,
cropped up in every back yard. In America and in England the fight
for the rights of women gave' impetus to a heated argument in any one
hundred per cent male gathering. In New York the battle waged for
birth control gave women like Margaret Sanger a gloriovs torch (o
carry—and they carried it valiantly, even into prison. Af..r the war,
people all over the United States defied the government behind locked
doors in “speak-easies” and drank what and how they liked, not always
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just because they wanted to, Mixed up with all the fun and excitement
of speak-easies was a tacit agreement on the part of both owners and
consumers to resist a Jaw against personal liberty and freedom of choice.
Sordid as it often was, the resistance to prohibition was a great move-
ment of individuals to protect the individual, and a manifestation that in
a democratic world it is possible for the individual to defy the govern-
ment. It was in its way a strange battle cry of freedom.

Then, too, during these years the young——especially in England—
kicked over the last vestiges of Victorian influence which had circum-
scribed and inhibited their lives. They escaped from the influence of
that old lady who had made hypocrites of more than a generation. Now
at last impulses concealed or suppressed were allowed to assert them-
seives, and young people of both sexes, thrilled with their new personal
freedom, bounded out into the open. Who can blame them if they some-
times bounded a little too high and sometimes fell a little too low?

Freud and Jung began to be read and comprehended. They appeared
holding high a light of hope for the maladjusted and misunderstood and
showed, not only to the medical profession but also to the ¢lergy and the
layman, that the psyche—although often a dark forest—is not necessarily
a criminal one.

Art of all kinds was breaking away from tradition and creating new
forms. Painting, sculpture; architecture, literature, music—al} struck out
onto new trails or sounded new noies. Progressive cducation cropped up
everywhere; new forms of dance and new magazines appeared: in New
York the New Republic, The, Nation, Vanitv Fair, and later the New
Yorker In Chicago the Littie Review and Poetry launched unknown
writers and poets. New names were suddenly heard of in America and
in Europe: James Joyce, Proust, D. H. Lawrence, Frost, Pound, Fitz-
gerald, Stevens, Virginia Woolf, Hemingway, Elinor Wylic, Katherine
Mansfield, Gertrude Stein and many more. In the New York theatre
there were the moving performancks of Alla Nazimova in War Brides,
Eva Le Gallienne in Liliom, Glen Hunter in Young Woodley and
Jeanne Eagels in Rain, and, of course, the unforpettable memory of
Eleonora Duse when she returned to the stage in London in the summer
of 1923 after an absence of fifteen years, and later came to America
to appear and die.

And during this period there were the unsurpassed performances of
Diaghilev’s ballet in Paris, London and New York. Pavlova, like a
winged white bird, enraptured audiences round the world. Karsavina,
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supreme as ever in the dance, nevertheless, divided herself between it
and the diplomatic life of her husband.

In New York in the twenties Stanislavsky appeared with his Moscow
Art Theatre—a theatre which revolutionized acting on the English and
American stage. Also in the twentics Maux Reinhardt produced The
Miracle with Lady Diana Manners aliernating with Princess Norina
Matchabelli in the rije of the Madonna, while Rosamond Pinchot played
superbly the role of the Nun. Remarkubly gifted stage designers ex-
perimented in their art—among them Gordon Crag in London, Robert
Edmond Jones and Norman Bel-Geddes in New York. In America new
forms of architecture felt thesr way to the sky. In the cinema, history-
making names—Valenuno, Chaplin, Garbo—<kyrocketed into promi-
nence as the mediom itself advanced fiom silence into sound.

In the midst of all these events my own swall personal e moved
along. My fear that T would not be returnmg to Europe for a long time
proved well founded. The war that was expected to be over in a few
weeks fasted five years. Strangely encugh, [ behieve thas f many people
told the vusis they would say that they were inspired and stimulating
ones. Everyonc buedieved then that they were domyg “therr bit” for a
Cause and saving the world for Democracy The isanes were quite clear.
The Yanks and Tommies were right and the Jerfies were wrong It was
as simple as tha,

During the four years of that war 1 spent practically alt myv time trying
to get mysell overscas in some capacity. New Y ork was full of women
in beautiful uniforms on their wuy to Fry \nee and [ saw no reason why
I shouldn’t be umong them. I pn.turu.l m\sdl in the trenches doing
heroic deeds. 1 decided to bide my ume and get there somehow.

Life in New York under this atmosphere went on at a great pace,
Certain events in the theatre which took place at this time stand out in
my memory over mapy others—and that ~ <uving much. because the
theatre during these war yrars and ghe taenties teemed with new talent
and new plays—and 1 hinve always Leen theatre conscious. There has
never been such an inspired period before and there has neser been one
since. 1914 to 1929 was a Golden Age in Amenca, a kod of renais-
sance,

There was the apening of the Washington Square Plavers. a little
theatre movement that was exciting and charactenstie of the mes, and
the shadow casting atself on the wall of the Theatre Guild which was to
follow. They opened their season at the Band Box. a little avanr-gurde
theatre on Fast 57th Street, In the cust was o pew and promising actress
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by the name of Katharine Cornell, Something in the personality of this
actress and the quality of her performance made the audience aware of
a smoldering flame, and even then that voice was arresting, curiously
beautiful and disturbing.

In the repertory of this group was a one-act play about New York
called The Magical City, a first play by a new playwright, Zoé Akins. In
it an enchanting actress, Margaret Mower, gave .da very beautiful per-
formance.

Every little theatrt movement at this time was an adventure and
brought new vision to actors and writers, but the Washington Square
players brought a vitality to the theatre that was immediately felt, per-
hkaps because of the outstanding personalities of its founders: Theresa
Helburn, Philip Moeller, Lawrence Langner, Maurice Wertheim, Helen
Westley and a number of others, some of whom became my friends.
Helen was a wonderful, eccentric character and a fine actress.

During this winter Maude Adams was reviving Perer Pan, and with it
blossomed again the enthusiasm I had felt for her 25 a child when I
went to receive a thimble at her stage door. Elizabeth Marbury—*Bes-
sie” the agent—whom I had met previously with Rita, by this time was
fed up with my ravings and relayed them to Miss Adams. To my surprise
and joy she received me in her dressing room and kept me waiting until
her other visitors had goae. I was alone in the room when she came
forward to greet me. At this moment I thought I would actually die from
shyness and I almost turned and ran, but the door was shut behind me
and I stood rooted to the spot. T was so absurdly and tragically intense
that it’s a small wonder I didn't blow up the whole dressing room. Years
later Miss Adams confessed to me that she had cast an eye at the closed
door, too. I have no recollection of what was said. I only remember that
she finally did rush to the door and cali out to someone in that curiously
touching voice of hers, which always had a catch in it. She called in her
Wendy, a tiny young actress named Ruth Gordon. With her entrance
into the room Miss Adams and [ relaxed. I because I didn’t have to make
conversation alone and she, no doubt, in gratitude that she had not been
bumed up by my intensity.

I believe—and I can oaly say this from my own experience—that
Maude Adams and Eleonora Duse were both genuinely humble, a rare
thing for an actress. They were two women who were in the theatre but
not of the theatre. They had both been in the theatre all their lives and
yet the theatre had not remotely touched them. I did not meet Duse until
later when she was old, but I am confident that she always walked
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through her stage career with downcast eyes—as though she had never
been aware of anything except her own inner pain. In the case of Miss
Adams there was a seif-eflacement rare in anyone but a saint. They later
both chose anonymity.

Besides Miss Adams I met many celebrated people through Elizabeth
Marbury for Bessie was untiringly interested in anyone of talent and was
responsible for a nmher of successful careers. She had been the literary
agent in the United States of several important English writers, among
them H. G. Wells, Hugh Walpole and Somerset Maugham. She was
QOscar Wilde's friend and agent when he first visited New York in 1882
and afterwards when he toured the country. She brought him to life for
me with the fascinating incidents and personal details she told me about
him, such as the manner in which he used his hands, and how he rose
slowly when he got up from a chair as though he were conscious of his
weight.

She was old enough to have met George Eliot and she described this
meeting which had occurred when she was a child and which T felt she
did not too well remember, as a number of times she changed the color
of George Eliot’s dress in telling me the story.

Bessie was extremedy kind to 'me all through cur friendship. Her
interest pever failed in anything I did or in any personal problems I
brought to her, and in spite of the difference 1n our ages we were close
friends till the day of her death. She was an extraordinary mixture of
worldliness and childishness; of shrewdness and Victorian innoccence.
She was a Roman Catholic, a natural Jesujt, and in New York where she
held court she was thoroughly enmeshed with the powers of the Church
from the Cardinal dowwn. She was a sly and astute politician and, in the
days when I knew her, she had a considerable influence in ail the in-
trigues of Tammany Hall. She had the brain of a man, well balanced
and keen, lodged in a massive, masculine-shaped head. Her eyes were
small, bright and humorous, and she loved a joke—especially if it was
what she termed “spicy.” Unforthnately, she was enormously fat—so fat
that her feet, which were abnormally small, could not carry her weight.
She was forced not only to wear steel braces on her legs to support her
heaviness, but when she walked she used two canes, She was a short
woman but when she was seated, as she generally was, she gave the im-
pression of being tall because of the heavy formation of her he: | and the
bulkiness of her shoulders. Her hands, like her feet, were absurdly small
—small and chubby.

Bessie used to refer to herself as my grandmother, but at quite an early
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age I made her laugh by saying she seemed such a man to me that I felt
she was more like my grandfather. She was so delighted with this that
afterwards she often signed her letters to me “Granny Pa.”

Many people thought her ruthless. I never found her so. In fact it
often seemed to me that in her personal relationships the contrary was
the case—other people were often ruthless to her. When Elsie de Wolfe
lived with Bessie, it was always Elsie who relen_t'gssly got her way. It
was Bes<ie who did zll the giving in spite of the fact that she had more
ability in her smallest and chubbiest finger than Elsie ever had all her
life long. I remember Bessie telling me that when she and Elsie first met,
Elsie was an unsuccessful actress. “Elsie,” said Bessie, “was an excep-
tionally untalented actress. As soon as I met her, both for her own sake
and the sake of the suffering audiences, [ took her off the stage and
started her on a career of interior decorating.” Luckily for Elsie, she
came into this ficld when it was practically virgin ground and although
she made a name for herself through the years, I never felt she did any-
thing really creative or original. Her chief claim to distinction is having
introduced French peried fumiture into the homes of New York society
people who until then had enjoyed a conglomeration of ugly heirlooms,
mostly Victorian, or more often just a’general saltd of bad taste without
the consistency of any period. Before Elsie took a hand in things, French
furniture in New York and throughout the whole United States was con-
sidered frivolous, and even a little immoral. Probably in the opinion of
the general public it smacked of sophisticated ladies stretched enticingly
on a chaise longue and up to pe good. There was also a suspicion that the
French commode was just a liftle nasty, After all, the place for such an
unmentionable thing as the pot was under the bed.

So we can all be grateful for Elsie? Not so much for having stood on
her head in the later part of her life (which actually brought her more
fame than decorating ), but because she did import French furniture into
this country and saw to it that the so-called Four Hundred bought it.

Shortly after my meeting with Miss Adams, Bessie gave me a ticket
for a matinée performance of Alla Nazimova in War Brides at the Prin-
cess Theatre in which she had an interest. 1 had seen photographs of
Nazimova in her Ibsen roles and in Bella Donna and 1 thought she was
beautiful and exotic-looking. Bessie, who knew her well, told me how she
had arrived from Russia with an actor by the name of Orleneff, and how
in 1905 they had made their first appearance in the Bowery playing
Ibsen in Russian. It was the first time lbsen had cver been played in
New York in any language and the extraordinary personality of Nazi-
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mova, aided by her remarkable acting, had immediately caused a sensa-
tion. The following season Margaret Anglin and Henry Miller brought
her up to the Princess to do lbsen in English, although at the time she
didn’t know a word of it. Bessie told me how she learned three roles in
ninetecn days in English-—Hedda Gabler, Hilda in The Master Builder,
and Nora in The Doll's House. Playing in English she made even more
of a sensation than sé¢ had in Russian, and New York went wild about
her, at the same time discovering Ibsen.

Having heard all this about Nuztmova, I built her up to a pitch in my
imagination and after her truly great periormance in War Brides, which
went far beyond anyone’s expeclations, | could dream of nothing but
mieting her and was convinced she was a great soul as well as a great
artist.

In those days I had very Iittle judgment of the troe character of those
T met. 1 was carried away by personahty, by beauty, by art. 1t never
occurred to me that o great artist could have anvthing less than a great
soul. 1 have since had many disitlusions in this respect» 1 have known
many prew arnsts but [ have rurely found in them the blending of great
art and great spirttual development. The unswer 1o this problem may be
that artists—artists of wll mediume—-are senerally clways self-centered
and epocentric. Their approach to themselves is olten too personal. They
do not realize thed any sparttuully developed person must strive 1o jose
the ego and become detached.

After seeing Nazimova in War Brides T rushed back to Bessie's house
and announced what she. and ¢veryone :,I«c already knew—that Nazi-
mova was a great actress, Then | told Bessie that I must meet her. But I
did not have to wait for Bessie to mtroduce us. Fate brought Alla Nazi-
mova into my life in a different way.

A friend of mine named Jane Wallach asked me to help her with a
large benefit to be given in Madison Square Garden. Nazimova was go-
ing to be in i1,

My excitement was such that of the entire performance. which was
an elaborate and lengthy one. 1 remember not a single thing or person
except Nazimova, chm:\cming Russia (\.\‘hich wis then sull lmpen’al
Russia), she made a sudden entrunce throupgh the door of the vist arena,
then at Twenty-seventh Street, dressed as a vossack and reserubling the
photographs we had all seen of the Czarevitch. As the band  ruck up
the Imperial Anthem she waved the Russian flag as a great spothight
played over her. Then the music changed to a wild cossack strain and,
still carrying the flag high, she ran the entire distance around the arena,
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leaping into the air every few steps. To run and leap arovnd this enor-
mous arena with such grace was a feat few dancers, or athletes, could
have accomplished. She brought the house down.

Jane had asked me to take care of Nazimova when she left the arena
and [ went back to her dressing room in a trance. She herself opened the
door. She had taken off her fur hat but was still in costume. She had
thick black hair which stood out from her head £nd her eyes were the
only truly purple-cojored eyes I have ever seen. Her lashes were black
and thick, providing a setting for the intense purple they surrounded. I
was always fascinated and conscious of Nazimova’s eyes, and at this first
meeting they made a great impression on me, She held out both her
hands to me and said she had heard about me from Bessie and Jane.
She was unlike anything I had expected. In the photographs of Hedda
Gabler and Bella Donna she had worn a long train and I had imagined
her as tall, In these roles, too, she had seemed exotic, a fermme fatale.
Here before me in flat Russian boots she seemed tiny and more like a
naughty little Boy. We took to each other instantly. I felt completely at
ease and as if we had always known each other.

I was then in what I called my Russian period. For several years I
bad been devouring Russian literature. For mmohths I had lived in the
world of Dostoevsky, Tolstoy, Gogol, Pushkin, Turgenev, Chekhov,
Gorky, and all the other Russian authors I could lay my hands on. |
felt closer to The Brothers Karamazov and The Idiot than to the people
I met in my everyday life. When I met Nazimova she linked all this up
in my imagination. Not mauy people had read the Russians at this time
and there had been few to share my enthusiasm. When [ talked to her of
Pushkin and Chekhov and the others, she was surprised and pleased and
said she had met no one in America who was familiar with them. T told
her that I felt a great kinship between Russian and Spanish music and
between Russian and Spanish mysticism,

“You know, all this is very strange,” she said, “because 1 am origi-
nally Spanish. My family were Spanish Jews who immigrated to Russia.
My actual name is Lavendera, but when I began to study for the theatre
with Nemirovich Danchenko I took the name of Nazimova from the Rus-
sian word Zima—meaning winter.”

I think we each felt as if we had found a long-lost relative. She asked
me to walk home with her.

“Aren’t you tired after running and leaping around all Madison
Square Garden?” 1 asked.
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“Heavens, no,” she answered. “I'm as strong as a lion and I need as
much exercise as a tiger.”

Which was true, I found in the years to come. So we walked home
together feeling the sympathy between us of old friends, but with that
underlying excitement of having found a new one.



; Fourteen
g

Although at this time the United States had not yet come into the
war, these were abnormal years in New York. All-the young men I knew
were off in training camps, and most of the young women were doing
volunteer work. I too was trying to do my “bit.” I was taking a course at
the Presbyterian Hospital and, although nursing the wounded would
have been a difficult job for me as 1 cannot bear to se¢ anyone suffer,
I managed to struggle throueh, it and get a diploma which made me a
qualified Nurse's Aide.

I remember feeling a certain shame while [ was taking the Nurse's
Aide course because [ did it quite unwillingly and hated it. 1 was really
only interested in writing, which I did at night-—often starting at mid-
night and ending in the early hours of the morning. My mother some-
times saw my light and was angry with me for staying up so late. She
made it difficult for me to write by continually telling me that my writing
was all a lot of nonsense, and undermining my belief in myself. Like
most mothers then she thought a woman’s career was in the home and
marriage—a view I did not share. 1 believed, without a shred of humor,
in every form of independence for women and I was already an enrolled
worker for Women's Suffrage. I had also written several poems which
had been accepted and published in various magazines, and I had begun
to work on a novel. It was somehow rather sad that | felt I had to keep
the publication of the poems a dead secret. I didn’t even show them to
76
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Bessiec Marbury or Rita. T believed I would be Jaughed at for writing
poetry or for attempting to write at all. How 1 wish now that 1 had had
someone to encourage me then and give me some good, thoughtful
criticism,

In the midst of these various activities T was always brought back to
the consciousness of war and would have given anything to go overseas,
to be in the thick of\,ﬁy sort of battle. I envied my sister Baba who was
working in a hospital in France. I envied anyone who was sent to Europe,
no matter in what humble or drab job. Now I realize that in many ways
I was fortunate to have stayed 1n America, because this was a period in
which 1 met a number of people who “emained my friends and through
thic years immeasurably enriched my lifc,

One of these—Ivor Novello—I met in 1916 in the ballroom of the
Ritz. He was in uniform and had just arrived from England to raise
moeney for a war drive. A umquely handsome man, his sensitive face had
perfectly balanced features, the dark eyes beautifully cut into it and set
off by black and shining hair. He wore his umform with sivle and dash
and altopether Jooked enchanting. Evervone was immediately charmed
by him He sat dewn at the piano that afternoon and played “Keep the
Home Fires Burning,” the stirring eong that had made him famous over-
night when it was first played in London. As he plaved and sang every-
one in the ballroc m joined in the chorus and cheered wildly. T went with
him from the Ritz to Bessie’s. In the street, in order to reach the cab,
we had to force our way through a throng of people who were waiting
for him, and he sang his song as we drovg away.

He was gay and elated. He hadn't expected such a warm reception in
New York. During all the years 1 knew him after this first meeting he
never failed to have enthusiasm and childlike excitement for any project
and for any appreciation given him. It was this enthusiasm which was
basically, I believe, the secret of his charm.

At Bessie’s that afternoon 1 met Gstance Collier and Clifton Webb
for the first time. Constance was already well known in London, not
only because of her acting but also because of her great beauty. I was
charmed by her and felt something kind and warm radiating from her.
Clifton was a special pet of Bessie's and was then acting in a play she
had helped produce. These were his dancing days when he danced with
the agility and grace of a young sprite. He was stender and wi owy and
had a flair for wearing clothes, on and ofl the stage. Clifton has always
had great style—and a turned-up impish nose.

That summer my mother and 1 spent scveral weeks at the Meadow
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Club in Southampton. While we were there Irene and Vernon Castle
came for a few days to exhibit their dogs in the Meadow Club Show.
Although the word Americana is perhaps not usually applied to people,
I think it should be to the Castles, To me they and their story were
Americana. They stood out during this particular era in clear relief as
typically American, in spite of the fact that Vernon Castle was born in
Britain. When they danced a tango the very tyﬁ‘go itself became the
Castles and this combination—tango and Castles—created a dance
which was transfcrmed into something profoundly American. They
could not have flowered at this time in any other country although they
started a vogue for ballroom dancing which was taken up all over the
world.

Down through the ages the custom for women of letting their hair
grow long had always been considered by men as a source of sexual
excitement and a symbol of woman's enslavement. Even the Catholic
Church in the early centuries thought about woman's hair in terms of
sex and made rules to protect the chastity of any angels who might acci-
dentally become entangled with it. Few Catholic women know it now,
but it was to save any stray malc angels who might be flying around
them from temptation that they we.e originally forced to cover their
heads in church!

That Irene Castle cut off her hair at this time was not accidental.
I believe she was used by whatever Forces control such things as a
symbol of this particular time. Perhaps she was even aware of this—I
don’t know—but within a short time of her first public appearance with
short hair thousands of women in America and then in Europe had
jubilantly sheared off their crowning glory. This was the grand gesture
of liberation! And certainly the wearing of short hair has had a psycho-
logical effect on women, making them feel freer and younger and look
younger too.

This was a memorable summer for me because it brought that self-
termed “Priestess of the Dance”—Isadora Duncan—into my life. To me,
she seemed more than the reincarnation of a Greek priestess. I looked
upon her then as a great genius. Today. after the experience of nearly a
lifetime, T would hesitiate to use such a word. Isadora was not a genius
but she had genius—moments of iltumination-—the stuff of which genius
is made. All true artists, like all true mystics (who are, in a sense, artists
transformed to a higher level), have illumination in a lesser or a greater
degree.
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The meeting with Isadora came about through Simone Puget, an
attractive young Frenchwoman whose husband, a poet, had just been
killed in the war. She had come to America with the intention of reading
his poems in order to raise money for the French war cause.

Simone was a great help to me. She read some of my poems and
eventually helped me to get them published. Just before she left
Southampton for NewYork she said to me, “You know, you don't be-
long in a place like this. You belong with artists.”

“Possibly. I don’t really know where I belong. Artists should be uni-
versal. They should belong anywhere,” I answered.

“Well, Southampton is not anywhere. In my opinion it is nowhere.
1 still think you don’t belong to it.” Then she added, “I need ‘air,’ and
so do you. Let's go and see Isadora. 1 have just discovered she is living
acar here in a place called Amagansett.”

It was a marvelously sunny day, onc of those autumnal days with a
cool snap in the air so characteristic of this season in the East of the
United Statec Jsadora’s house was on the sea, White sand dunes un-
rolled in front of it with pale green reeds rising {rom them, swaying and
shimmering in the sunlight like quicksilver.

All this made a vivid impressionn my mind because when we drove
up the drive in front oi the house I caught my first sight of Isadora stand-
ing in the sun, and at once 1 felt that the dunes, the reeds, the beach, the
sea—all of these—in some strange way mingled with her and she was
part of them. In one mysterious flash, like the second-quick opening and
shutting of the lens in a camera, my inner ¢ye saw her as all of these—
as the very elements—-as Nature itself. This experience made such a deep
and abiding impression on me that it influenced my whole relationship
with Isadora all through the many years of our long friendship. Because
of this split second in time 1 approached lsadory ahogether ditferently
from any other person in my life. I not only approached her diferently
but I also evaluated her differently amu, in a manner of speaking, 1 saw
her differently. I am quite sure of this. And it was becuuse of this experi-
ence that in after years when many people were critical of her, 1 was
always tolerant—tolerant of her violence. her recklessness, of all her wild
and uncontrolled love affairs. 1 understood all these passions in her as 1
could say I understand thunder, or a hurricane, or, in the case of her love
aflairs, as I understood a great cosmic maternal urge. Isadora v always
the great mother in all her expressions of love—she could never truly
be a mistress or a wife. She wanted ceasclessly to give of herself to all her
loves as a mother gives to her child. And she gave herself indiscrimi-
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nately because mothers, of which she was the supreme one, do not dis-
criminate among their children.

When I stopped the car Isadora moved toward us. She was dressed in
her customary Greek costume and was barefoot. A scarf (which became
a symbol to me of her and which, in the end, caused her death) was
streaming in the wind behind her. We jumped from the car and before
Simone had time to present me, Isadora stretchejt’?;er arms wide with a
quick, spontaneous gesture as if we had known each other all our lives.
Probably Simone had told her something about me on the telephone,
and she wanted to make me feel at home. She took me by the hand and
led me into the house.

In the room we entered, several men and women were gathered in
front of the fireplace, some of them stretched comfortably on the floor.
In the confusion and exciternent of that day I only remember one face
among them—Mary Desti. Mary was a close friend of Isadora’s and
worshiped her to such an extent that in a curions way she had taken on
some essence of Isadora, although there was certainly no physical resem-
blance between these two women and they were totally different in char-
acter. Mary had dark hair and rather large features. Isadora had aubum
hair and small features. Often Mary Seemed to rin things while Isadora
behaved like a soft, purring kitten. But things were just the contrary.
Isadora completely dominated Mary and, although it was truec that she
purred, it was the purring of a spoiled child—the egotist who had learned
the trick of breaking wills with just this purring and softness. Isadora
always got her way. She qoyld make anyone who opposed her wish
seem like an absolute brute.

I liked Mary, and we became friends. At this first meeting she spoke
to me about her son, Preston Sturges. She was worried about his career.
A few years after this he became well known as the writer of that most
successful play, Swrictly Dishonorable, and later on in Hollywood, he
was equally successful in filns.

During this conversation with Mary I noticed that Isadora was rest-
less. She asked me to go down to the beach with her. When T followed
her onto the sand she told me to take off my shoes. Barefooted, we
walked to the edge of the water on the hard sand. Then she turned to
me and gave me what 1 afterwards called “my first lesson.” She said:
“Always go barefooted whenever you can. With your feet free your
whole body assumes a natural grace. Contacting the earth barefooted
revitalizes brain and body. It is a wonderful hcalth cure.” Then she said,
“Let me see how you move your body. Come, let’s run.”

We ran up the beach. When we stopped for breath, she said, “Not
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bad—not bad. I wish 1 could have trained you when you were four years
old. I could have made a dancer of you.”

We sat down on the sand, and suddenly Isadora began telling me
about her dead children. Sitting there with the sea at our feet, she de-
scribed them. She told me how they had looked, how they had danced—
what they used to say. She said, “There is fallacy in the saying that time
heals any grief. I do nqt believe this. I think in time we learn to hide
grief so as not to become tiresome and bosing to others. When my chil-
dren were killed, I died too. At first | talked constantly about them
because they were never out of my mind, but people said. ‘Oh Isadora,
you must try now to forget your children,” so 1 simply ceosed to speak
about them, or to mention the fact that |, teo, am dead.”

Tears poured down her face, and mine, too. She apoulogized for mak-
ing me sad.

“I never talk like this. I don’t know what rade me open my heart to
you. What can 1 do now to make up for your tears””

{ refiected » moment and then something compelled mé to ask her 10
dance for me. Withovt a word she led me across the sand, back throuch
a cornfield and into an empty old barn. It was quite dark mside and
rather dirty. Along the Walls, boxes®and barrels were piled high. Isadora
closed the door and we stood in semidarkness. She indicated an up-
turned box for me w0 sit on, and moved slowly tu the center of the floor.
She stood a second in silence, then she asked: “What shall 1 dance for
you? It is difficult without music.”

An inspiration came to me. I answeredy ¢Dance the resurrection of
your children.”

She gave a startled look and a curiously tragic expression swept across
het face. Then she dropped down to her knees and hung her head, her
face almost touching the ground. She began to hum-—that curious hum-
ming 1 was to hear so many times in after years. Gradually she rose to a
kneeling position, then to a standingeonc. Then she began to dance.
Watching her, 1 forgot time and place. I dont kaow how long she
danced, but she ended with a great sweeping gesture of resurrection her
arms extended high and her head thrown back. She scemed possessed
by the dance and entirely carried out of hersclf. When she finished. she
dropped her arms to her sides and stood motionless. I lowered mv eyes.
In that pause I think we both lived many lives. Then she ret..aed, as
from a far land. She became conscious of me. I moved toward her. and
it seemed as if 1 walked on a beam of light.

Years after this Isadora told me that she feit she had danced more
perfectly that day thasf she had danced at any other time in her life.
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ﬁ In the autumn of 1916 Rita arranged a large exhibition of Ig-
nacio Zuloaga's paintings. Some off them weré aiready in the United
States, and these Rita borrowed from private or museum collections, but
many Ignacio brought himself from Europe.

The exhibition opened in Boston, went to the Brooklyn Museem and
then to the Duveen Galleries on Fifth Avenue in New York. After clos-
ing there it toured the whole United States. It was a very important
one-man show and caused a great stir, especially as it took place during
the war when the canvases from Europe might have been torpedoed
and sunk, Ignacio himself was very frightened crossing the ocean and
was greatly relieved when he found himself safe in Rita's house on
Washington Square, where he stayed during his visit.

He was close to my family and we were all very excited to have him
in New York. Rita had an interesting catalogue printed with reproduc-
tions, a Foreword by John Singer Sargent and an Introduction by Chris-
tian Brinton, but when the exhibition came to the Duveen Galleries in
New York she did not think the color of the walls in the gallery in good
taste. She felt that they detracted from the paintings and she asked
Duveen to repaint them. He agreed that they were not the right color,
but he said that no one but a perfectionist like Rita would notice it and
he did not want to spend the money to change them. She said, “You
admit the walls are the wrong color so even if it’s only a cat who notices
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them, how can you Jet them remain? You notice them and I notice
them. They are in bad taste. Isn't that enough?” It was not enough for
Duveen. So, of course, Rita had them repainted at her own expense,
which was what the wily dealer had been waiting for all along.

I went with Rita and Ignacio to the opening in Boston, where John
Sargent and Mrs. Jagk Gardner joined us. Mrs. Gardner was by then
an old lady and had begn famous for many years, not only for her art
collection but for her personal eccentricitics. John Sargent was related
to my sister Maria by marriage and had made some interesting drawings
of her, He was fond of her and of Rita and so was charming to me. In
the catalogue of this exhibition he wiote a glowing appreciation of
Zuloaga and his art. It scems strange now to reread his words and to
think that Zuloaga was considered “advanced” at this time. | remember
reading a review which that painter and my:‘ic, Roerich, wrote about
him when the exhibition opened in New York in which he even referred
to Zuloaga as the "avant-garde.” 1t would seem that nothing marks the
passage of time more clearly than the changing expressioffs of art. What
today ic considered advanced, tomorrow i1s considered old-fashioned.
Then slowly the circle repeats itself with a slighdy new face. And so it
goes with “nothing new %under the %n.”

During this period many amateur performances of one kind or an-
other were given fur war charities. I was a junior member of a commit-
tee called the Lafayette Fund, organized to raise money for France. We
held a series of supper-dances in the ballroom of the then fashionable
Vanderbilt Hotel. We young women were sypposed to do most of the
work and provide the guest artist for the weekly dance.

I remember well the artists [ personally invited to perform. Ruth
Draper was one of them and she was kind cnough to do some of her
wonderful monologues. But [ achieved the memorable feat of getting
Anna Pavlova to dance on one very special evening when the Imperial
Russian Ambassador came with all ha Embassy staff.

I had met Pavlova at a party giren by Malvina Hotfman in her studio
on East Thirty-fifth Street. Wi.en it occurred to me to ask her 10 be a
guest artist on one particular cvening of the Lafayette Fund, Malvina
encouraged me—probably she spoke to Pavlova for me. Pavlova ac-
cepted! The ballroom was festive with ali the Allied flags flying. Half-
way toward the end of supper the room was thrown into dark: :ss and
suddenly a spotlight played on the dance floor. Pavlova, in a Russian
costume with a magnificent headdress, appeared in its circle. Everyone
applauded wildly and only stopped when the orchestra began a spirited
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Russian folk dance and she began to move. The.evening was a wild
SUCCESS,

At about two o’clock in the moming I was very tired. I managed to
leave my partner during an intermission in the general dancing and go
up the stairs to one of the boxes above the baliroom. Sitting there un-
observed in semidarkness I could look down at the confusion of people
on the floor below. It was a relief to watch the crowd and not be of it
and to hear the thythm of the jazzes and tangos only faintly at a dis-
tance. Dancing around the room in uniform were officers of many differ-
ent countries. 1 wondered how many of them would get through the
war alive. Suddenly I had a feeling that someone had slipped noiselessty
into the box and was sitting behind me. I turned around, and there sat
Pavlova in almost total darkness.

“I hope I am not intruding. I happened to see you come up to this
box, and I thought what a good idea it is to get away a little from all
those people,” she said.

Of course I told her I was delighted she had come.

“Of what were you thinking, if [ may ask, sitting up here all by your-
self?” She asked the question shyly and as though | could refuse to
answer it if I wished to.

“I was thinking of death. Looking down on the dancing crowd [ was
thinking that no one could say with any certainty how many of these
people would be dead within a year.”

Paviova was thoughtful.

“So you, too, think of death,” she said.

“Very often—especially in crowds,” I replied.

“This is strange, because I do too.”

“It must be the Spanish and Russian in us. I'm afraid both our races
are rather melancholy,” I said.

There in that box, with people laughing and dancing below us, we
talked of death, of immortality, aad of God. We talked so deeply and
so garnestly that 1 no ionger even heard the strains of the music. I was
aware only of Pavlova’s voice, her words, her eyes.

Then she jumped to her feet, exclaiming, “Heavens! | was to have
gone home early. My friends will be frantic looking for me.”

I walked out into the dark corridor with her. Then, before I couid
stop myself, I said, “Anna Pavlova, don’t go back to the dance floor
tonight. Death is surely there among all those pcople and 1 would not
want him to touch v-w.”

Without answering she bent forward and, barely touching my cheek,
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gently brushed it with her lips. Then she turned and f heard her light
quick steps descending the stairs. The incident was over within a flecting
second, but as 1 stood there alone in the darkness | had the sensation
that a white moth had brusicd my cheek—not the lips of a living
woman.

During the Tast of these war years and until women actually achieved
the vote | worked for Women's Suftrage as if it were the only thing that
mattered in my life. T was niade Captain of my district. Dauntlessly |
canvassed every house and verbally armed with every reason why women
shoutd have the vote, rung cuch doorbell. Sometimes [ converted a
frishtened houscmaid. Somctimes 1 arpued with an ainused male or
roundly lectured an angry one. Sometsmes 1 relaxed when [ found a
symputhetic household-—and sometimes 1 just pluin retreated. But al-
wiys, und under every situation, B left o shower of Jeuflets and pam-
phlets strewn behind me, Hounds would not have been necessary W trace
me by my scent o those davs. Anyone could have toand me by following
up the streams of lteralure on Women's Righis 1 keft in my wake. This
canvassing of unkoown houses and peopie was agonzing as I was ex-
ceptionally shy, but u spong force drove me oncind sLred me into action
“for ali the downtrodden women whe bose ne rights ™ That was my
story and 1 stuck o it!

After my first mecting with Tsadora in Amagunseti she and Mary
Destt came to see ne in Southampton on then way to New York, but
I never saw [sadora o any intimate way i New Yook 1 only <aw her
dance at the Century Thearre and | read h the ne wapiapers about her
being arrested for taking her vight adopted cluldren—all of them were
dancers and danced with her—-out walking on bifth Avenue in bare
leps and sandals. She vsed to take them out dressed in Greek costumes
with bright-colored wool capes, ‘Tins was the beginning of wonmwen wear-
ing sandals and going without stockings, but 1t v anathema to the
iiotic wuthorities, and Tsadora was accused net only of cruchy to the
young but of immorally inlluencing her childien. She was completely
bewrldered by these accusations. She wld me about 1 some sears later
and she was sull bitter about it She sad. Wit Whidoum saw America
dancing. He must surely have seea her danaing wath bare fees and hare
fect. How then could anyone have wanted o0 put my dancing hildren's
leas into stockings and imprison their beautful feet m deous, wrtuning
modern shoey?™

During these various war and Rights for Women activities 1 man-




86 / [Here Lies the Heart

aged to finish a novel which was finally published in 1919. I was writing
a lot of poetry, too. When I got a rejection slip I was in the depths of
despair for days until one was accepted, when I would be in a state of
elation until the next rejection slip appeared. Certainly in those days I
knew nothing of Buddha's Middle Path.

Luckily for me Harriet Monroe, who edited Poetry, was very kind.
She published the poems of practically every good living poet while
she was the editor of this magazine in Chicago. Many of them she dis-
covered. Poeiry was known all over the world and it was the ambition
of most poets to be published in it. Harriet Monroe was a remarkatle
woman. If she bothered herself with every young and aspiring poet as
much as she did with me, she was more than remarkable—she was
nothing less than a miracle.

She accepted the first poem I sent her—not only accepted it but wrote
me a letter praising the poem and telling me the date she intended to
publisk it in the magazine. She asked me to send her another, but that
one she rejected, With the rejection, however, came another letter tell-
ing me what she considered wrong with it. Up until 1931, when Poetry
published the last poem I submitted, I sent poems to Harriet Moncoe,
many of which she published, but neyer once di§ I get an acceptance
or a refusal that was not accompanied by a few lines. No coldly printed
rejection slip ever came from her. No wonder young poets flowered
under her gentle watering, and no wonder that the mature and great
ones flooded her magazine with their work—poets such as Yeats, Synge,
T. 8. Eliot, and Robinson Jeffers.
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The year 1917, the same year the Upited States entered the
war, Sarah Bermmhardtecame to the New York theatre in a onc-act play
in which she played a French soldier who had lost a leg in battle. She
was dressed in the uniform of a French poilu and held a battered and
torn flag in her band while standing unsupported on one leg. But for
once in het life she wasn't really acting. She had. because of an infec-
tion, had one leg amputated. She had peen in a French hospital for
months but had insisted on coming to the United States to act in this
play, the proceeds of which she gave to the wounded French soldiers.
Theatrically, and I think also from the standpoint of human interest, it
was an event,

The first few wecks in New York, Bernhardt, her doctor, and maid
stayed with Rita. One evening befare the play had opened Rita gave a
small reception for her-—or rather, what had started as a small reception
in the end became a large and very interesting ome. All the artists in
New York began to ask for invitations and Rita didn’t have the heart
to refuse them.

She wanted the “Divine One” to receive the guvsts sieting down. This
she refused to do. Instead she supported herselfl on her one ' : by holding
onto the back of a chair. Making light of this leg. she said, “Like many
others of my countrymen I, too, am a wounded soldier of France.”

Rita asked me to keep an eye on Sarah during the evening in case

§7
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she might want something, but I never got near her after she sat down
in a large armchair. People pressed around her from all angles, hang-
ing over the back of her chair and knecling before her. 1 caught a
glimpse of the great diseuse, Yvette Guilbert among them: she was lean-
ing over to kiss Sarah’s hand.

Late at night when all the guests had left, Sarah yas still wide awake
and wanted to discuss the evening, to ask questions about some of the
artists she didn't know, Rita hinted that it was very late and supgested
that I stay there for the night. That suited Sarah. “We young people,”
she said, indicating me and herself, “don™t want to go to bed. We still
have a lot to talk about.” Rita laughed and swid that she was going
upstairs immediately and I could tell her everything we discussed in the
morning. She kissed Sarah and me and left.

Alone with an audicnee consisting of but one young person, the
Divine One was undaunted. 1 thought she looked desperately weary in
spite of her mexhaustible vitality, In her too-red wig and layers of
make-up, she suddenly seemed to me hike a clock wound up to run a
thousand years and just now beginning to show faint signs of runnmg
down, and because of this. ticking even loader and foster on its last
stretch. 1 felt ternbly sorry for her, [4new her doctor had managed o
keep her alive with morphia for several years now. In tact he was dozing,
in a chair 1n the dining room, waiting patiently for her to go to bed. 1
ventured 1o persuade her to let me rouse hiny so that he could help ker
up io bed, but she was so offended 1 had to back down hasuly and change
the subject. Whereupon—likg turning the handle of a magie spout—
she began to recite for me.

She recited long verses from Phédre and almost the enure tnal seene
from Schiller's Jehanne d"Arc. She reaited lines from Verlune and sev-
eral other poets. She poured out, rather than recited, the whole Wagram
scene from L'Aiglon, ending finally with Hamlct's solifoquy.

That Bernhardt, at this advanced ege. could remember all these roles,
and at a momeat’s notice recite cvery line without one mistake, wus not
only a tribute to her memory and artistry, but alvo to her truining. Of
course, she and all the lcading actresses and actors of her period abroad
were traincd at an early age in the classics. They seemed 1 become
part of them and could turn on any sceac from any great role they had
played as easily as an ordinary person could say his nume.

After this, Sarah actuaily scemed revived! When | summoned her
maid and woke up the doctor, she said she still did not feel at all like
going to bed. I drew the curtains, and before the doctor and the maid
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helped her upstairs she insisted on looking oul the window. It was dawn
in Washington Square. Then as she pathetically began to climb the
stairs she turned and called out to me, “Head high, breathe deeply, und
—spring!”

This was the last ume T saw Suruh alone, After she returned to
France I never saw her again, She died in 1923,

Two other visiting artists canie 0 New York around this time, two
frightened little Spaniards---Enrigué Grenados and Migued Llobet. The
Metropolitan was about to produce the opera Goyeseas, which Granados
had compirsed, and they lud invited him to ats world premiere. Grana-
wos, ternlied ol the sea. had persoaded Llobet (© make the trip with
him, bul 1t was bie the bimd Jeading the hult oy they were vqually
afrod of the scaand o Teavimy Spain and o cversthing outside of it

Many people in Sputn conaadered Llobet the vreate ot 2ustanst wiho has
ever playad that instrament. Boeades this Boowos also consadored o sort
of samt. To understand what he wae bhe one aould perhinps ine to
know e sparsh temperament and copeciaily the wnrperwment of his
particulin type. Sowee he rarely rrneted! Bie was serv Dinie Kaown oul-
side of Sparn Physwcally e was small and “Tan b feces wata 11w dark
and tragic eves, Faohed Dl anc B RGirece portrar Mo soos venthe nnnid,
completely uny ~ldly, venesuneng and aaodest He betieved that every-
thing rood —soih, wme, nrasic, hamengos, heauty and oven God—could
be (ound ondy sn Spain. Theoo s mo need 1 loos for enviburne ooiside
Spaitt, and o one did. no vood coudd come o 0 His s o completely

insular paint of view, but oo cosld oo gigie B changad it thon veu
conld have mened the roch ol Gibralor,

Uninnagneed, without telephemng botorebamd the twe men appeared
one day o see my moihier amd me g ol e atosal m New Yotk
lgnacie Zuloaga had rold them o coeme et see us Whon iy mather
and I received them they looked Bie thohiened nnce. bur when we
began to speak Spanish they beo e slieost baseeneal with joy. From
this second and vntl they Telt New York - poot Granados 1o meet his
death and Llobet to return o Spawn— [ had them under o sang.

They were Tiving in o cheap hittle howd on the West Sales and atzer
they had mamaged 10 learn howe o tadh on the telephone they esed w
calt me ut all bours of the duy and might o el e thes were fong ©
Be blown up, This was because of the noise the radiator Loade. They
were frightened of turning 11 on o1 off and Llobet actuatly eried one
day while telling me, by telephone, that the radiator had hissed at him
He was convinced it was inhabited by some Kind of devil. They hated
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New York and could not find their way around. They could not drink
American coffee or eat American food. They were cold, homesick and
miserable. Their only joy was to come to sce my mother and me and
sit before our wood-burning fire while drioking dozens of cups of Span-
ish coffee and eating Spanish rice. Some evenings after dinner Llobet
would play the guitar and Granados would accompany him on the piano.
These were wonderful evenings and I think their happiest in New York.

Rita wanted to put them up at a good hotel, but they viewed this
offer with suspicion and refused it. In their opinion a woman who paid
a man's hotel bill was up to no good. 1 tried to explain that Rita often
helped artists financially with no thought of any rcturn because of her
great appreciation of them, but they had different ideas on the subject.
They werc always cold and often when they left our apartment my
mother and [ would bundle them up in all our sweaters, scarves, table-
cloths, bedspreads and anything clse we could find. Sometimes we sent
them home looking so odd it's a wonder they were not arrested.

Fortunately far him, Llobet returned to Spain before Granados, who
wanted to be present at two or three more performances of his opera.
When it was time for Granados to sail | and several of his friends
begged him to let us cable home thersmall amownt of money he had
camed in America. He wouldn’t hear of it. He couldn’t comprehend
how money could be cabled, He said he had worked hard to make this
moncy for his family and that he would simply put it safely inside his
coat pocket, which was wiser than to risk losing it on any such modemn
device as a cable. 1 wént down to see him off but was only able to say
good-by to him on the pier, “since in wartime no one was allowed to
board the ship. As 1 walked from the pier I had a strong premonition
of doom. Some days later we heard that the ship had been torpedoed
off England and beached. Many people were saved, but as Granados
could not swim, he was drowned.

Not long after this a benefit performance was given at the Metropoli-
tan to raise money for Granados’ family. He had often said that he only
came to America to try to make a little money for them. I remember
Casals playing and Andrés de Segurola singing. At the end, with the
house in darkness, a spotlight was thrown on Paderewski as he played
Chopin’s Funeral March. Eleven thousand dollars was raised at this
benefit—far more than poor Granados had pinned in his pocket when
the ship went down with him.

Besides such sad events of the war | had my own personal worries,
and try as I might, I could not help feeling spiritually lost, as though I
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were traveling a dark road. Curiously enough, light was shed on my road
from a most unexpected source.

Jack Barrymore and 1 were friends. Through the years in which I
knew him and until he died, our friendship was of such a character that,
in the ordinary sense, it might have been termed unrealistic. With the
exception of Michael Strange, Kahlil Gibran, and Ned Sheldon, ! never
saw Jack wih other people. I never went to a play or a party with him
and I never went anywhere with him in public. Yet I think I can say
that on z certain level—in fact on a number of levels—I knew him
intimately. Often over the years, whenever he was unhappy or in trouble,
he used to call me on the telephone, generally late at night, and talk
about his personal problems for hours. It was a one-sided friendship
because Jack, being a supreme egotist, hardly ever asked me anything
about myself. 1 didn’t resent it. From the beginning it seemed quite
natural that it was he who turned to me for advice and comfort. I hardly
remember ever calling him or making anv effort to see him. Sometimes
there w~cr. iong stretches-—even years-—when I didn’t hear from him at
all, but I always knew that sooper or later he would tum up again in
my life.

At this particular &ime he calked me one night very tate, He said he
had been as!. 4 by a publisher to pose for a black and white drawing
to be done by an artist called Kahlil Gibran. Jack said. “The fellow is
Persian or Syrian—some such country-—and he wants to include me in
a bock of drawings. I have Lo pose tomorrow morning and I wish you
would come with me. I'm frightened ouf o of my wits to go alone.” So he
called for me the next moming and mgcther we went down to Kahlil
Gibran's studio on West Tenth Street. I am ashamed to say that at this
time I was as ignorant about Gibran as Jack was. which ts encugh to
have crossed us both off as a pair of idiots.

Kahlil Gibran received Jack and me quietly and graciously in his
studio. I apologized for having cogie uninvited, bot he put me at ease
at once and made me feel it was the most natural thing in the world
that I should be there. To prove this he expressed a wish to do a draw-
ing of me, too. I was deeply impressed by his looks and by his person-
ality.

In stature he was a small man, but as his head was massive and re-
markably shaped, he looked taller than he actually was. never saw a
nobler brow than his. The most impressive thing about him was his
eyes. He seemed to look at you with a gaze that came from some der:per
region than the physical. When later I came to understand certain things
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better 1 felt that—like Buddha—he must have had a third eye. He was
a poet, artist, musician. phitosopher. mystic, and beyond all these—a
great spiritual teacher. He was an initiate who came at a certain mo-
ment to bring a spirituul messuge 1o the Western world, as the thousands
of pilgrims who yearly visit his grave in the Monastery of Mar Sarkis in
Bsherri demonstrate. Anyone who wishes to know him can read his
numerous books. among them The Madman, The Forerunner, and The
Prophet.

This particular moerning. when he began to work, he had not drawn
ten lines before Juck and | knew he was o master artist, Jack hinsell
could dovw well and was a gifted artst, 1 saw him rebis as Gibran con-
tinued the portrait, and at the ond, after several bows, w strong and
fine head of Tack was on the paper. During these housrs Gabran had only
spoken once oF twice, yet his silence seemed fight and not at all awk-
ward. Jack ~aid afterwards, “Actors could fearn the toree of silence
from thus man ™

As we Tefr the studio, afmost as though it was an atterthought, Kaohlil
Gibran handed me o book. He wand, “Read dus 0 Cand when vou have
finished it all me and tell me what vou think of w.”

That mght in bed 1 opened the bask, On the, title page T read The
Bluwavad Gira, 1 had only vaguely heard of it an adnussion that T am
now ashamed to make. That same might 1 started 1o read n, and when
t had finnshed the Tast page tull daxheht was streamune o my room.
1 do not pretead that | {ullv npderstood all that Boreead, bur T drank m
the words somewhat hke o parched cinel who suddenly comes upon a
spring at wluch he can quench Nis thirst, When 3 closed the ook, instead
of feeling cxbausted alter so muny howrs reading T fely revitalized and
exalted. | hnew that this book contained hnowledge that could sustain
me all my life.

As soon as | felt 1 could call Kahhi Cibran without waking him up,
[ rang his number. Jt was he who answered und heard the eacitement
in my voice, although I tned to sound calm. | asked B ot 1 ocould
camne at once 1o see hum. When he sad 1 eould, 1 rushed from the hoose
barely dressed and without breakfast, As hie opened the door and | burst
into his studio | swid, “Why has no one cver wld me about this book
before? It hus already revolutionized my Life!™

Quictly and gently he sat me down He said that he had hoped 1
would have just this reaction. He wdded that had 1 not ceacted Tavor-
ably, he would not hive scen me again. We sat together for several
hours while he explained passages from the Gita and answered my
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questions. These hours scemcd timeless. He also told me about the
great Hindu epic poem “The Mahabharata,” a kind of moral encyclo-
pedic teaching in accordance with the Vedas. I remember he told me that
Christianity—as taught by the churches—would have to be restated. He
said that Christianity, in the accepted sense, had failed—but that Christ
had not, and never would.

When 1 left bis studio that day he gave me another appointment and
promised me further instruction. He gave me the Upunishads to take
home with me and laughingly said, “If you devour this book the way
you did the Gita, you will surely have spiritual indigestion.”

When I reached home, for the first time in my life | had a sense of
inner peace, a thing 1 had never achieved in a church. My feelings since
my early life have altered very much on this subject and on the subject of
creeds in general. T am, howcver, in many ways grateful that the forma-
tion of my life was laid within the embrace of the Catholic Church. On
the other hand, 1 attribute much of the mental and psychological suffer-
ing that ! have cxperienced in my life to the Spanish-Catholic influence
of my childhood.

I do net mean anything derogatery in general toward the Catholic
Church when I s.y that it would perhaps have been better for me had
I not had this 'k Catholic influence in my youth. By nature [ was too
sensitive, impressionable and melancholy to have been raised with a
religious belief that so emphasizes the agony of suffering and punish-
ment. I needed a joyful approach to God and not one that stressed my
own morbidity. As 1 started life physically fragile and nervously high-
strung, it is a question whether my health was toughened oc weakened
by being dragged out of bed on icy cold mornings to attend Mass on an
empty stomach in order to receive Holy Communion, and also to spend
a great deal of time on my knees in dark and gloomy churches instead
of running and playing in the air and sunhght.

In any case there is no doubt thyt in my childhood and adolescent
years I took to this austere religious hfe as @ duck takes to water. 1 can
well remember making the Stations of the Cross many times from my
own choice, praying. and moving on my knees on ilie cold stone of the
church from one Station to the other.

At seventeen 1 suddenly became suspicious of the Rom-~n Catholic
Church, and of all churches for that matter. and ten [ bocame suspi-
cious, too, of mysclf and of my blind belief in all that § had been taught
religiously. I realized I had not thought for myself. I then underwent a
sort of “clearing out.,” which got me rid of a vast amount of rubbish in
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my own mind about myself and prompted me to give quite a “dusting
off” to the Catholic Church, too. '

I bad always blindly belicved in the infallible truth of the Church,
and of course I believed, too, that truth was a noble virtue. Now, for
the first time in my life regarding such matters, I looked about and
observed. I began to realize that the Catholic Chyirch and all other
churches as well did not always tell the truth in the strictest sense, but
managed many times through superstition and fear to build around
entirely false thinking a sort of glorified righteousness, investing it as
truth. This made me sharply aware of the falseness and shallowness of
so-called creeds. I then understood the profound difference between the
word religion in its purest sense and the word creed and that cne bore
no relation to the other. I knew then that noble people can only live
their lives in two ways—either religiously or poetically—and both these
ways, in a measure, are the same, or at least pursue the same path.

Then I came to realize that distortions of the truth are a vital posses-
sion not only to the Catholic Church and Christianity in general, but
also to national governments, politicians, society at large, and to the
average person; and that most so-called morals which society upholds
are based on false thinking. And it scemed then that all the ground
which had seemed secure to me—especiaily that territory which the
Catholic Church had stood for in my life——was swept away from be-
ncath my feet.

When I was at length able to gather up my wounded sclf and consider
the matter, I saw the “Catholic, Church was not altogether wrong in its
approach to the ignorant masses, and that intclligent lics are many
times nearer the truth than half-truths. I understood that Eternal and
Divine Truth is comprehended only by the few, and to the ordinary
buman being truth is relative and fluctuating.

From this moment it became clear to me that I must identify myself
with great saints and mystics of evewy religion, but never again with any
creed. I knew then as I know now that in sceking mystical truth I must
look for it, ultimately, only within myself. I know that mystical truth
has the same accuracy as arithmetical or geometrical truth and does not
vary according to the concept of diverse creeds.

At this time I asked myself, am I willing to devote my life to finding
and living the deepest Spiritual Truth? Am 1 striving for the Truth be-
cause of a deep desire for it? Or am I hiding behind lies because 1 am
too cowardly to seek the Truth? Am ! trying to be so-called truthful
because I have not the courage to lie?



Seventeen

—_———

%

The United States was in the war and we entered into a new
phase. Most of ih~ yeung men smong my friends and throughout the
nation who h " Deen in trainingz camps disappeared one by one into the
darkness of the night to board ships painted gray and black which sailed
secretly, surrounded by convoys. from unnamed ports.

At this time [ was transferred from my department in the Red Cross
to another one under Malvina Hoffman, Jo this office came wounded
and blinded men [rom all the Allicd Nations. These men had, of course,
already been dismissed from the hospitals. They were sent out to face life
and, ironically enough, pronounced “cured.”

Despite the war sadness of 1917 and 1918, parties were still given in
New York. It was said by thosc who gave them that these festivities
helped to sustain morale. Ore 1n particular that [ went to stands out
clearly because it was then that I met Hope Wilhams. 1t was a meeting
which resulted in a friendship which has grown and ripened throughout
the years.

This party was given by Mrs. John Jacob Astor at her house on Fifth
Avenue. I was talking to her son Vincent's cousin, Tharnton "Vilson, and
Ethel Harriman when I glimpsed Hope and asked who she was. She had
a charmingly shaped hcad and 1 was amused by her delicate and slightly
turned-up nose. She was lovely-looking and even at that early age she
was a strong personality. We were introduced and “clicked” at omce.

y 95
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It did not take me long to discover that Hope had a passion for the
theatre. Here we met on mutual ground, the only difference being that
she longed to act. She told me she sometimes acted with an amateur
organization called The Comedy Club. I went to see her perform and in
less than five minutes of watching her act a bit part I was convinced that
she had great talent—especially for comedy. I told her she was wasting
her time in amateur performances and advised her to go on the profes-
stonal stage. She said this was out of the question; her mother would
never hear of it.

When I told Bessie about Hope, she cited Dorothy Bigelow, who had
recently made a success in Cole Porter’s first Broadway show, See
America Firss, as an example of one society girl the critics had respected.
She said. “If your friend Hope has all you think she has, I'm sure that,
like Dorothy, the critics will acclaim her.”

“] belicve that real talent will always break down every prejudice,” 1
said.

“How right $ou are,” Bessie answered. “Why don't you yoursclf
write a play for Hope? 1 will help you produce it.” Then she said, with a
sly twinkle in her eyes, “Of course, you will have to raise the money.
Don't expect me to put a penny in it.“But you cah go into my Princess
Theatre on very special terms if it happens to be dark when you're ready
to begin rehearsing.™

From this conversation one thing led to another in a chain of events
which enabled me to gather together—somewhat like a cuke—all the
ingredients necessary to produce a musical comedy with Hope in the
Jeading role.

Fortunately I had been working in the Red Cross with Mrs. Frank
Frueauft, the former Antoinette Perry who will always be remembered as
the beautiful ingenue in “The Music Master™ with David Warfield. Dur-
ing one of our conversations, § found that she secretly longed 10 become a
producer. Having been told that he®husband was rich, | suggested that
she ask him to back this ambition. “*What is the use of having a rich
husband if you don’t persuade him to indulpe your ambition?” T asked
her. Her answer to this was that her husbund would give her all the
money she wanted for charity, or an amateur theatrical production, but
he would never give her a penny for a professional one. 1 groaned. Did
one now have to contend with amateur-point-of-view husbands as well
as mothers?

When Bessie remarked that I should write the play myself and raise
the money to produce it, I thought of Antoinctte Frueaufl. I trotted off
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to see her. Again she said that her husband would never finance a pro-
fessional production—but I took her to Bessie’s house and introduced
them.

Granny Pa had a solution—she always did. She said that since Hope’s
mother wouldn't let her appear in a professional production and Antoi-
nette’s husband wouldn't finance one, we shouid give the proceeds to
charity and sprinkle the chorus with society girls. “Use as many profes-
sionals as possible. Have professionals write the music and direct the
dances. Produce the whole thing as professionally as possible but claim
that, being wartime, there’s a shoriage of professionals and use some
amateurs. That way you may please everyone—the professionals, the
critics, and those tiresome mothers and husbands.™

As both Bessie and I were very fond of Cole Porter, he was our
choice for the music. But either he was in the army then or writing an-
other play. He wus unavailable but helpfully sugeested Deems Taylor for
the music. Charles Shaw for the lyrics and Gaillard Thomas to work on
the bour witnh me. After they had all accepted we stasted working like
beavers.

Antoinette was responsive and alive to suggestions and a hard worker.
which she proved Iates when sheewent into producing with Brock Pem-
berton under maiden namc, Antoincite Perry.

Hope occasionally dropped into the Frueaull apartment when Deems
had finished a spectal number he wanted her to hear, Feeling that she
was a born comedienne, 1 suggested wrniting a part for her of a Swedish
servant girl to whom we gave the nam- Qf Brunehilde. It was somewhat
of a slapstick part, but it also had qubllclv and required finesse to por-
tray. It was a role that Beatrice Lillie mught easly have plaved. Hope
and Beatrice Lillie were much alike. as everyone later hnew.

When it came to deciding on a professional dancer for the Ieading dance
role, I thought of Bessie McCoy. Tc a young person that name probably
means nothing. For me it conjures yp a preture of a woman dressed in a
Pierrot costume, sitting astride a half-moon, whom 1 thought wonderful
beyond words when I was young, and stitl do. She ercated the song “The
Yama Yama Man,” and was the first persen to donee on the stage in
large white gloves. Her voice was the original woman’s “husky™ voice,
which huskiness was later cmphasized by Jeanne Fagel  as Sadie
Thompson in Rain and again practiced and consciously developed by
Tallulah Bankhead, but which actually came so much into vogue in 1929
when Garbo's voice-—so rich, so moving and naturally low—stirred the
public in her first talking film, Arna Christie.
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Bessic McCoy was already retired from the stage. I expressed my
hopes of brmgmg ber back to it in a letter and received a most amusing
reply written on.a large piece of brown wrapping paper. She said that
she no longer wanted to dance, but that she would willingly do the
choreography for the dances and direct them. She suggested a dancer by
the name of Bunny Glass for the lead in the dancing pumbers. Strangely
epough, Bunny Glass’'s husband was Ben Ali Haggin, who had just
agreed to do the stage'sets and design the costumes.

About a year before the production of Whar Next? I met Alfredo
Sides, who from this early period of my life until his death in 1952 was
to weave in and out of it in one circumstance or another. Whatever were
Alfredo’s merits or faults, he was original in both. I have never known
apy man remotely like him. During all the years I knew him I was never
able to discover his origin. He was a French subject and had a French
passport, When I first met him in New York 1 was told that he was a
Turkish Jew. When we became friends he deniced both of these, but on
several different pocasions he told me conflicting stories about his back-
ground. At one time he said he was Spanish, but a few years later he told
me he was Italian. This left me baffted as he spoke them both, and also
French, like a pative. There is no doebt that his'looks, his attitude of
mind, and his approach to life were all oriental. But it didn't matter what
he was, aside from unsatisfied curiosity, because his outlook on life was
so broad, so original and refreshing, and he himself so much of a per-
sonality and at the same time such a warm friend, that such minor
things as birthplace, race, or gationality were of no importance.

Alfredo had a fanatic prejudice in favor of women and all through
his life he remained consistent in this. 1 never saw him weaken or make
a,cormpromise or concession toward any man. In Paris, to his renowned
flat in rue Git k& Coeur overlooking the Scine with a view of Notre
Dame, be ncver invited a man—if he could possibly help it. Sometimes
he was obliged to invite a husband with a wife. If this "misfortune™
befeil him, and that was the word he used for it, he would just as likely
as not make faces at the unwelcome man behind his back. In New York,
where he was often invited to dinner parties given by socicty women, he
would refuse to stay in the dining room to have coffee with the men. He
would foliow the women into the other room, generally remarking at the
same time: “What a blessing it is to be rid of those terribie males and
their black cigars.” He hated anyone smoking and never smoked himself.
With the cxception of wine, he didn't drink either. Once before a suffrage
parade he wrote into headquarters suggesting that he be allowed to carry
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a banner with an inscription on it reading: I am for killing all men and
letting women run the world,

Needless to say, the average male did not like Alfredo, although
some of them were amused by him. He never minded if a man disliked
him. He took it as a compliment. He said, “Men have so little intuition,
they are always sure to like or dislike the wrong people.”

If men disliked him, he had enough women friends in his Jife to make
up for their absence. He was always surrounded by women, listening to
their problems, advising, consoling, encouraging, adoring and flattering
them.

As was to be expected, Alfredo assisted daily at all the rehearsals of
What Next? surrounded by women in the wings, or sitting with one in
the darkness of the theatre out front. As this was before Equity we were
able to carry out Bessie Marbury’s suggestion and we “sprinkled” the
chorus with as many beautiful society girls as possible. They were so
inspired b+ Bessie McCoy's training that they danced like professionals.
The critics were completely baffled at the opening night of the play and
almost persuvaded themselves that the chorus was made up not of society
girls but real chorus girls trying to put something over on them,

What Next? - .nodseverul godd purposes, It led Hope onto the pro-
fessional stage. cight years later Arthur Hopkins, remembering What
Nexr? thought of her for the role in Paris Bound. That in the meantime
she lost so many years which could have been fruitful to her career can
only be blamed on the ignorance of this era, which was just emerging
from Victorianism—that period in hisipgy when parents by directing
and ordering the lives of their children always “meant well.” and usually
succeeded in ruining them. For Deems Taylor Whar Next? probably
served no purpose at all eacept, perhaps, to afford him a httle fup. [
hope so. His various talents would have come through and been recog-
nized anyway. regardless of his efforts in this play.

It was around this time that Ritoewith Otte Kahn, who helped finance
the project, brought over Jacques Copeau and his company of the
Théitre du Vieux Colombicr from Pans She entirely remodeled the
Garrick Theatre for these plays. Among others in the company was
the famous actor Louwis Jouvet and the talented actress Valentine Tessier
~—both of whom appcared on the American stage for th- rrst time.

But that summer of 1918 Rita was ill. Since she couid not go to
Europe for a change as the doctors advised, she took a house in Santa
Barbara, California. It was the beginning for her of o long series of ill-
nesses and operations resulting from an accident she had been in many
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years before while driving in a Hempfn;:ad cart in Westbury, Lc.mg Is-
land, with Aida, The horse Rita was driving ran away and fell against an
embankment, at the same time kicking the dashboard to pieces so that
they both plunged out of the cart and Janded on the ground hcneath his
feet.

Aida nearly died as a result of this accident, She had to have several
major operations and this was the cause many years later of the glancoma
which lost her the total sight of one eye and the partial sight of the
other. Paradoxically enough, had she not lost her own sight she would
never have become interested in the blind and been instruniental in or-
ganizing the Eye Bank, as later she did.

At the time of the accident Rita appeared to be only slightly injured,
but it was just this injury that created internal complications which ycars
later, in 1929, caused her death.

While Rita was in Culifornia my mother constantly worried about her
and she finally decided to rake Katie, Alice de Zaldo, Fai Yen (her
Pekingese), and-me out to the Coast to sce her. We suffered desperately
from the heat as, of course, the trains were not then air-conditioned, and
during most of the trip the temperature was over 112 degrees. 1 spent
most of my time holding a piece of icoron Fai Yen's head. Otherwise my
mother’s little dog might have dicd.

Apart from the heat of the trip, I chiefly remember a visit to Holly-
wood, where I was taken by a Santa Barbura suciety woman, Mrs,
Graham, and her very beautiful daughter, Geraldine. We went to see
Douglas Fairbanks, who'took ws all around their studio. My knowledge
of motion pictures in those days was extremely sketchy as my heart was
only in the theatre. With the exception of seeing Nazimova and some
foreign fiims, I rarely went to the movies in New York, and never to the
Hollywood ones until the appearance of Garbo. That first tour of Holly-
wood left me quite indiffcrent and 1 wouldn't have behicved then had
someonc predicted that in the early ghirties 1 would be out there working.
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This winter of 1918-1919 was o memorable one for me. How-
ard Cook, the yo ar  progressive, and enthusiastic editor of a smull
publishing house  offat and Yard., was well recurded in the hiterary
world, espectally during the twenties. So 1 gathered up my courage one
day and, with two manuscripts under my arm (Wend Chaff. a first novel
and Moods, a book of prose poems). went down to call on him. I con-
sulted no one. In fuct, no one knew | had watten them. T had spent
slecpless nights imagining an interview w I?h a very aged editor {(under
the impression that all editors must be old) 0 which I tried 10 convince
him that T was a budding genius,

The young woman m the outer entrance room eyed my munuscripts
suspiciously and asked me what she could do for me. 1 sad T wished to
see the editor. Through a half-opcngdoar leading into an inner room I
heard a man's voice say, “Here I am. Come in”" The woman gestured
and with shaking knces [ moved forward, A very attractive young man
rose to his feet to greet me. In a stammenag voice 1 repeated that 1
wished to sce the editor.

“He stands before you in the person of Howard Witlard Coe' * How-
ard Cook then made a low bow to me and said, “Let me relicve vou of
your package, which I'm sure is a manuscript.” He pulled out a chair for
me and sat down in his own. He tried to put me at my case. He certainly
succeeded. Under the spell of his charm and warmth, and probably also
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out of nervous reaction, I told him my life story—such as it was. When
the moment came to discuss my manuscripts, he took them from me with
interest and promised to read them as socn as possible. He gave me a
slender volume of Sara Teasdaie’s poems, which he had edited and pub-
lished, remarking as he did so that he considered her, Edna St. Vincent
Millay and Elinor Wylie the three best modern American poets. “In this
choice I should probably include Amy Lowell. She is more of a scholar
than any of these three. At the same time, she has none of their light-
ness.” Then he charmingly added, “Perhaps after I read your poems,
they will also be included in my choice.”

“Oh, I will never be anything but a minor poet,” said L.

“Great poets are the rarest thing in the world. Minor poets can, nevers-
theless, give much in their own way. Go on working, regardless of what
you think of your work. Don’t worry about your poetic rank-——great,
minor, or zero. Just let your verses flow without feeling self-conscious
about them.”

With this good advice, I left his office. Out on the street, walking on
my toes from sheer excitement, I wondered why the whole editorial pro-
fession wasn’t decorated and even knighted. One week later [ had a let-
ter from him saying he would publish both my,books and that he was
tisting them for autumn publication.

Every once in a while at this time Jack Barrymore took me to see his
great friend Ned Sheldon, the playwright.

Ned was already an invalid when I first saw him. His illness began
with partial paralysis wliich gradually overtook his whole body s¢ that
he was completely incapable' of moving any part of it. As the years passed
he became totally blind. He could speak and hear and his mind was as
clear as a bell, but he lay motionless on his bed, his hands and face
giving the impression that they were carved in ivory. His was an extraor-
dinary case which doctors could neither diagnose nor curc. So Ned lay
for years stretched out on his beqd with only his brilliant mind active.
People from all corners of the world came to see him and bring him
their problems. He worked on plays with other dramatists. He wrote
Lulu Belle with Charlie McArthur, Helen Hayes™ husband. Long before
he died he had become a legend. Some people thought of him as a saint
and approached him as such. Not many years ago, with his body prac-
tically petrified and still totally blind, he died.

Ned adored Jack and spoiled him dreadfully. He regarded him as
the center of his universe and made him fecl he could do no wrong. 1
always remember him lying motioniess on his bed, waiting for Jack to
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come and see him. There was something infinitely heartbreaking in the
patience of his Wdltll'lg I believe Jack was the love of his life and the
suffering and emotional frustration he went through on account of it
caused his illness.

It was at Ned’s that I first met Michacl Stranpge, who had come to
Ned's that afternoon with Jack for the purpose of meeting me. Jack was
in love with her and had talked a lot about her and wanted us to be
friends. I thought her beguiling, full of humor, und rather like a healthy
young Arab boy, as I told her. Her hair was brown, her eyes dark, and
her skin deep olive and clear. I was impressed then and afterwards by her
radiant vitality and health. There was vitality and heaith in all her move-
ments and in her outlook on life. One had the rmpression that she wus
in the ring cracking the whip. She cracked it for Jack and he certainly
jumped. Jack in some ways was inwardly ferunine and had a great
sensitivity. He had a need to be dominated but ut the same time he re-
volted—in a love-hate pattern—against any woman who did dominate
him, even waoun he had chosen to fall in Jove for just this very reason. I
believe this inner coailict and ceuascless warring between the masculine
and feminine clements of his nature were the cause of his drinking.

He despised himself Sor i, but 4t was ufterly bevend his power to
control his relations: '35 with Michael Strange. He could only have domi-
nated a weak woman and such a woman he would not have respected
or loved. Michael and he should have complemoented each other, but they
both were so intensely egotistical that neither ever gave the other a
chance to do so.

When Michael came and told me she wasTgoing to marry Jack, I said,
*“When you do, 1 wonder who'll kill the other first.™

“What do you mean by that?"” she asked.

*“You are both such egomaniacs that you will some day start a fight to
the finish, and one of you will do the cther " 1 answered. “I'm not
sure which ope.” .

“I can tell you that right now. 1t will nor be me.”" Michael Jaughed.

In a way she was right. It was she who did dv Jack in, yet she did her-
self in at the same time. I never knew two people who loved each other
more and hated each other so much. I never knew two people more in-
capable of living together who could not live apart. 1 am convinc” 1 nei-
ther one ever loved anyone clse and that, spiritually speaking. ncither
one survived their divorce.

To me Michael Strange was always stimulating. She had humor about
herself as well as other things, which made it possible to laugh with her



104 / Here Lies the Heart

while Iaughing at her. I remember a story she told on herself about her
manner of dressing. At this particular time she used to wear velvet
jackets which she had made in the style of Alfred de Mussct. With these
jackets she wore a shirt with a wide-open collar. This was a Walt Whit-
man shirt, she said. She would then wear or carry heavy leather riding
gloves with wide cuffs. “Gauntlets,” 1 called them, but she referred to
them as “the type of glove George Sand wore.” Then on top of her head
she would balance a man’s soft hat, generally one of Jack's, and carry a
walking stick with a heavy knob-— “The kind carried by an old gentle-
man on the way to his club,” I used to add. Women had not yet taken to
slacks, otherwise Michael would surcly have worn them. She had to
complete her outfit modestly with a tight tweed skirt and low-heeled
walking shoes.

At this time her younger son Robin began to refer to himself contin-
uaily as a girl. He used to make up stories which he would relate to
Michael and me. In most of his stories he imagined a princess who, he
said, was himsell. He was about five vears old then and one day Michael
announced that she was going to take him to a psvchologist. Grasping
Robin by the hand, she marched off to see the doctor in the costume de-
scribed above.

I waited in the house. They returned much sooner than I expected,
and Michae! reported her very brief interview.

*I asked the doctor if he could tell me what, for the love of heaven,
makes Robin believe he is a girt and always speak of himself as one. He
fixed a cold eye on me and what do you suppose he said?” She laughed
and imitated the doctor’s volce. “He said, *Madume, cvidently you have
never looked at yourself in the mirror. Had vou done so you could, no
doubt, answer this question for yourself without wusting my time and
your money.” ™

During the winter of 1919 Baba returned to New York. She had not
been back to America since her marriage, and uatil the war had been
living in Kenya with her husband, Biily Sewall, During the war she vol-
untcered her services in a hospital in France and did a magnificent job
there. But in postwar New York, she found it difficult.

These were confusing days for people all over the world. They had
dreamed in the thick of war that with victory it was all going to be "so
different.” Now they stood with victory and perceived the old patterns,
like sinister ghosts, reappearing. They stood on a crust of the “new,”
but underncath, an old era was still stirring in its crumbling. Here in
America we frequented dark basements behind lockcd doors—where,
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literally, soft voices spoke “easy.” They offered a kind of solace in alco-
hol, forbidden and either bad or good (it did not much matter which),
they offercd a solace and a Kind of revived excitement—a war hangover
excitement and, in its extremes, oblivion from it all. But prosperity was
in our midst. Prosperity on roller skates—skating toward 1929

Baba found it difficult to breathe in New York. Like every other build-
ing, she said my mother’s small apartment was overheated. She opened
the windows and hung far out for air. She was also unhappy as she had
come to New York mainly to break the ncws to my mother that she
wanted a divorce from Billy. This would alienate her from the Church
and inflict great suflering on my mother as well as herself, for she was a
devout Catholic. Nevertheless she said to me, “I am young. 1 want to
remarry. Above all, I want children,” Knowing how maternal she had
always been with me, T understood how much she nceded them and
could only hope she would. some day, have them.

1 was unhappy myself, for more complex reusons. They had to do
with the Chuic. ard the eflect my new feelings about it would have on
my mother. I had tuihed with Kahlil Gibran many times since our first
meeting. 1 had bought and absorbed countless books on Eastern religions
and philosophy. | had raad the life Bf the great nineteenth-century Hindu
saint Ramaknishn: and 1 had begun reading all the writings of his
disciple, Vivekananda. 1 had been studying the teachings of Buddha, and
I wus deeply impressed by his Eight-Fold Path. And like so muny begin-
ners who are secking truth, T read Blavatsky's Secrer Docirine and began
delving into Theosophy. Although 1 had gandered from the Church. I
had not forsaken its mystics. I continued reading John of the Cross and
Teresa of Avila. These | mixed in with Lao Tzu, the Sufli classics,
Meister Eckhurt, the Tibetan Book of the Dead and quantities of other
spiritual books.

I my reading was a veritable salud derived from all the great religious
teachings it was, nevertheless, an endightencd one, opening my eyes to
that fact Ramakrishna so perfectly expressed: “Truth is one. Men call
it by different numes.”

But by this smali spiritual growth I was placed in a great dilemma.
My mother had already had so much sorrow in her life, and for her there
was only one Church and one religion. How could I tell her that 1 no
longer wished to belong to that Church, nor to any organized ch..ch. and
that 1 wished to find God in my own way? She would feel me cternally
lost. Nevertheless 1 felt cowardly and a hypocrite if I didn't follow and
live my own idea of truth as I saw it, right or wrong.
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In addition to this I had other problems. During my ardent work for
the cause of suffrage many people, including women, had made fun of
me. I had stood up against this derision and all the nonsensc it entailed
such as “a wontan's place is in the home™ and various other threadbare
clichés. But I had always, since my first reasoning years, held a strong
belief that a marricd woman should kecp her own name, which would
be the name of the mother since I also believed a child should carry
the mother’s name. Having had no way in which to express this belief
or make it workable, it was with great joy that at this time 1 met Ruth
Hale and her husband, Heywood Broun. Ruth, like myself, belicved in
women always retaining their own names and she was president of the
Lucy Stone League. an organization for the rights of women to uphold
this practice. Ruth, Heywood and I became strong friends and, backed
by Ruth, 1 began to express my opinions, thereby meeting another ava-
lanche of resistance and ridicule from people who proncunced her
theories just plain insane.

Added to the things I had to battle against was my feeling about mar-
riage. Everyone seemed to think I should marry but to me the marriage
ceremony seemed archaic and uncivilized. I argued that if two people
loved one another it would be sufficfent to promise each other whatever
they wished to promise without calling in the law, the clergy, and the
whole world to witness it. I felt that in the matter of children they belong
more to the mother, since it is she who carries them and suflers the
physical agony of birth. This should auiomatically give her priority over
them, and since they would hrve her name the whole matter was simple.
So simple, indeed, that it was beyond me why people were forever get-
ting married just to have to spend time and money to get divorced and
begin the round all over again.

All these matters now, from a distance of years, seem small. but at the
time they were large, perplexing, and tragic. 1 locked at them with that
great fault of intense youth—Ilack of humor, which was my real tragedy
but of course I couldn’t see it then.

In the midst of these problems, most of them caused by my own
absurd nature, I found solace in a peculiar friend. This was a small Colt
revolver 1 had inveigled out of Jimmy Fargo, who was in love with me.
I found comfort in this little weapon. I toyed with the idea that if things
got too bad, I could point it at the roof of my mouth and pop myself off
this baffiing planet.

One day when Baba was staying with us ] came home extremely de-
pressed. For comfort I went to have a look at my revolver, It wasn't
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there. I was stupned; then I completely lost my head. I began shouting,
“Who has stolen my revolver!” Baba came into the room and stood
petrified with fear. Suddenly I knew she had taken it and moved menac-
ingly toward her. “You took it!” I said, and leaped at her. The weight
of my body knocked her over backwards and we fell down. I grabbed
her throat and banged her head over and over again on the floor. “Give
it back to me!” I yelled. She managed to push me off and struggle to her
feet. “I did it for your good. Can't you understand that? You should
not have a revolver,” she cried. We faced each other, white and shaking.
Then I repeated very slowly, ac if, upon each word, bung life und death:
“Where have you hidden it?”

“I threw it in the East River,” poor Babu sobbingly answered.

I crumpled up agonizingly on the floor. Baba knclt beside me, begging
me to forgive her. Hearing our wild voices, Katie came into the room.
Overhearing Baba’s words, and taking in the peneral scene, she decided
that prayer was needed. Dropping to her knees bestde us and placing her
hands in the ...tude of prayer, she began to recite the Litany to the
Virgin Mary.

Katie's soft voice, and the repetition of those beautiful words—
“Mother of Jesus, have gnercy on ys"—<calmed me down.

In the meantime # 1nic had come into the room. Seeing this gathering
praying and weepinyg she, with her practical mind, resorted to practical
means. She got a cold wet cloth in the bathroom and placed it on my
forehead. With Katie's soft voice still reciting the Litany, Baba explained
the situation to Annie. But what they could not understand was that
possessing the revolver-——knowing it was thiYe, loaded, in my drawer—
gave e balance. And this was a bualance I could not find otherwise.

Not long after this Baba sailed back to France. I immediately began
angling for another revolver. I could not buy one without a license, which
I had no chance of getting. My only hope was Jimmy Fargo again. I told
Clara, his beautiful sister, that I had m.isluid a revolver Jimmy had given
me and couldn't find it anywhere. I said [ wanted him to give me another
But thought he would think it strange that 1 had lost it and even sinister
that I wanted it replaced. “You can never tell when a woman might need
a gun,” said she complacently, and she spoke to Jimmy und evidently
bandled it so well that he was prepared for my request. He gave me his
own army Colt with a full box of cartridges, and my lost balor ¢ was
restored.

Early in the spring I went with Jimmy Fargo to a party given by his
sister, Clara and her husband, Joe Thomas, at their charming house in
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East Nineteenth Street. Most of the men were still in uniform. During
the evening Clara presented me to an American captain who, she said,
had just retumed from France and had expressed a desire to meet me.
“This is Abram Poole, firstly an artist, and secondly a captain,” she said.
“You should be flattered, because out of all my guests he was only
anxious to meet you.” I looked the captain over. He seemed to me more
like an eighteenthcentury gentleman than a modern warrior. He was of
medivm height and slender, with features that were sensitive and well
drawn. Without any effort he wore his uniform with dash and chic. I
thought him very handsome. He was older than any of the young men 1
knew and I was at once attracted to him. The orchestra started playing a
popular tune, “My Baby’s Arms.” Abram and I started dancing. All
through the evening, and until dawn, he cut in on every man who danced
with me,

Early the following morning he telephoned to ask me to lunch with
him and then during lunch he asked me to have dinner with him. I was
amused at this but I accepted. It was a relief to me that he was an artist.
I was tired of aspiring young businessmen. When he came to call for me
that evening I introduced him to my mother. Later when I came home
she remarked that she had liked him. This was a tost unusual statement
for her. Never before had she said that she liked any of my young men,
I thought that probably she had liked him because he was older than any
of the others, but this was not the case. She said, I like him-—that’s all.”
This simple remark made a great impression on me and did more to in-
fluence me in Abram’s favgr than anything else could have done.

Oddly enough, Abram had used almost the exact same words in re-
ferring to my mother. “Your mother is wonderful, and so amazingly
Spanish. I would love to paint her. I have seldom been so attracted to
anyone, I just like her—-that's all.”” He couldn’t know how much he was
endearing himself to me by saying these things about my mother.

My mother at this time often said she had a strong feeling that she
wouldn't live much longer. She used to say, *I would die in peace if 1
knew you were happily married.” This would plunge me into the deepest
imaginable depression. I would wake up in the middle of the night con-
vinced that she was dead; 1 would tiptoe into her room and bend over
her to make sure she was breathing. 1 ended by sleeping in her room to
make sure she was all right. If she went out and came home ter minutes
late, I would be leaning out the window. Once when she was an hour
late T had called the police and was about to ring every hospital in town
when she finally appeared.

She worried at this time about money. As 1 have already said, she
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knew nothing about money, but she used to tell me that if she died she
would leave me very fittle. She would say, “Where has it gone? We used
to have plenty. Oh, where has it all gone?” [ would try to comfort her
by saying, “After all, you have brought up eight children. This costs
quite a Jot.” She would not be comforted and would say, “I should have
managed it better.”

It would have been wiser 1o have discussed finances with a squirrel
in those days than with me. I thought theo that banks were a form of club
to which one belonged and from which one could draw whatever sums
of money onc wunted to be refunded Liter when und if convenient.

The fact was that somehow or other iy mother’s fortune had disap-
peared. Perhups it was bodly invested- 1 do not know. At this tune
whenever my mother was in money dithiculnies, Ria helped her To me
money was some kind of strangs rather dirty paper with which T could
coax out of someone the Unnes Fwanted 1 hed o firm beliet that all econ-
omy was wrong, [ used 1o ask. “Why not exchanee goods. brine, or the
work of o Lanids anstead of dote poped” There s ownough wheat,
enough truit. there i+ _nough sorl to grow veoetebies for the whole world,
Why not divide all this” Why must we have to dead i money™™ No one
gave mie e answer. Usaw. nevertheless, tue this hornble thing oalicd
moncy tortured m mother, CIinero’ Dimere’ [ oosed 1o shout w ler
Trom y bed in the meddie of the nisht 1e s the curse of this world!™

When spring came, v mether wnd §oaweot down o the Uving House
in Southampten for o fos weeks Abram owent with ws By this time he
and my mother were thuch s thesves, He hogd coied me 1o marny um but
I had said ¥ couldn™t muake v iy nind o Garck v As aomatter of fact
wits 1o strange twrmol about worid Gitarss oy own wnnne. sulrage,
sex. und my mner spirituad desclpneni Matrage ot the moment
seemed aerelevant m comparson o tese | owes in g vague mood and
treated Abcam accordimehy

Several times he packed hes suitegges and decided to Teave, vowing
he would pever see me again, But abwass, pisi s he was making for a
txd with s suntcases in loawd, 1 owould appear and sayv. "Where on
earth are you gomg wuh thow supcases " Cone back and unpack them.”
Which he alwiuys iid. He saad 1 had <ome hand of psychie power or clair-
voyance by which 1 could tell he was feaving, and that in some mvsteri-
ous way | always turned up just in time to prevent it Cunousty cacugh 1
think this was true. All through our e together T eould teil what he was
planuing at any speetic ume, and often T would ind oneel advising him
on subjects which he had not consulted me about. bat which he would
then admit were much on i nund.
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I went that summer for a short visit to Spain to stay with
Zuloaga at his home in Zumaya, asmall fishing town some miles from
San Sebastian where Ignacio met me. He greeted me with his usual great
warmth, and before taking me home to Zumaya, we went to sec friends
of his—Gitanes—who were living up in the mountains. He had parked
his car near the beach and we walked to it along the water front. I had
always considered Sap Scbastlzm rather an ugly city by daylight, but a
curious transformation seemed to take place there at night. The jugged
mountains loomed up in the distance against the dark sky and the bright,
glaringly yellow lights of the water front made the women’s dresses and
the soldiers’ uniforms appear gaudily gay, while, in contrast, the crouch-
ing figures of beggars and cripples seemed terribly sinister. Out in the
harbor, through a warm heavy hazge, dark ships floated, giving an impres-
siont of great birds resting on the water. It was all very dramatic to me.

Because 1 was Ignacio’s friend the gypsies welcomed me~—something
they would not otherwise have done as the gypsies do not welcome
strangers. At first they were shy with me, but later when they began to
dagce to the accompaniment of flamenco music they lost this shyness.
Their grace of movement and aristocratic bearing were impressive. All
of them, men and women, young and old, and even the ugly ones (or
ones who might be termed ugly in the conventional sense) had a vi-
brant and colorful beauty.

110
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Unfortunately, we had just missed a wedding which would have been
a unique experience for an outsider to witness. The Gitanes considered
Ignacio as one of them. He had known three generations of this particu-
lar family. He had painted Gitanes and Gitanas all over Spain. He had
fought for certain land privileges for them. He often said to me, “You
know, I am really a gypsy. Actually I am only happy when I am with
them.”

Gypsy women are always chaste, There is no prostitution among
them. A woman before her marriage is unquestionably a virgin. Her
virginity is not allowed to be profaned—even by her husband. To sym-
bolize this, the marriage ceremony begins the night before the actual
marriage, or before the final vows are taken, Thirteen young women are
chosen to enact the religious ceremony of the symbolic taking of her
virginity, Twelve dance around the bed in which the bride is lying,
dressed in a specific symbolic costume. They dance 4 ritual dance, throw-
ing almonds on the bride. The thirtcenth girl moves close to the bed and
making certin ;/mbolic gestures, breaks the bride’s maidenhcad with
her right hand. Whe this is done, the groom is broupht in. He places
offerings and presents at the feet of his bride. Then he. too, dances a
rituatistic dance, finally dancing himgelf out of the presence of his bnde,
whom he does not <ee again until the final marriage ceremony the fol-
lowing night.

We arrived in the mountains just after this final cercmony, witnessed
the wedding dances, and were given special food eaten only on such
occasions.

It was daybreak when Ignacio and 1 d®cended the mountain and
followed the coast to Zumaya. Before entering the house he took me into
a small stone chapel which he had built near it. Huanging in this chapel
were his thirteen famous El Grecos. One of them, “Sacred and Profane
Love,” is a remarkable painting and was little known until he sent his
El Grecos to London during the Spagish Civil War. (It is now in the
Metropolitan Museum and for some uncxplainable reason it is called
“The Vision of St. John.”"} Over the matn altar a large crucifix was hang-
ing. lgnacio had made the cross from the wood of a tree he himself had
cut down. He had also sculptured the Crucitied Christ hanging from it.

That evening, secing peasants running toward the beach, we followed
them. There, on the sand, a ship painted entirely black had " .ached.
There was no one on board and there was no name on the bow or the
stern. With their innate sense of superstition the peasants and fishermen
saw an evil omen in the landing of this ship. In 1936 during the Spanish
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civil war I remembered it and felt that it had most certainly been a sym-
bol of impending disaster—a disaster which was already casting its
shadow on the white sands of this coast.

The King invited Ignacio and me to a bullfight in San Sebastian.
Alfonso was reigning at this time, unaware that his days on the throne
were running out. 1 did not wish to accept this invitation, but Ignacio
said that a refusal to s:t in the royal box would make it very awkward
for him.

Looking at the King that day, I intuitively felt he would surely lose
his throne, He was too steeped in the tradition of his recalm oand the
Church to read the writing across the sky of Spain. Writers, poets and
thinkers such as Miguet Unamuno, José Ortega y Gasset, Pid Baroja, and
many younger men had been extled because of their free writings against
the Church when. in reality, they were doing a service to their country. It
was the old story of ignorance. History repeats itself and so do kings—
they do not learn their lesson cither.

That autumn both my books were published. My novel was, on the
whole, treated rather kindly by the critics, who spoke of it as a first novel,
which seemed to mean that its shortaantings coukd be excused. Rercading
it last year, I am amazed that the reviewers didn't throw it out of the
window,

Moods, my book of prose poems, was published ut the sume time,
Charles Hanson Towne, a writer, editor, critic and poct, wrote the
Preface for this volume. It s reviewed with glowing praise.

That winter Katie died very suddenly of pneumonia, almost hefore my
mother or I realized how ill she was. It was a ternific shodl, to my mother.
She neither wept nor broke down. but she was inconsotable and her quict
silences made me feel that this sorrow was too heavy to cacry ¢ven the
weight of tears or words, I had a strong presentiment that she would not
long survive Katie.

That same winter I decided to marry Abram and 1t was agreed (hat
we would live in New York. It went without sayine that my mother
would live with us. His fumily home was in Chicago, but afrcady three
of his sisters and his brother Ernest were living tin New York, Ernest
was a novelist and had at this time just published @ very successful novel,
The Harbor. Before the war Abram had hved a number of years in Paris,
where he studied painting with Julian. He had also studied in Germany
and was extremely talented, especially as a decorative painter But he
hadn’t, so far, worked very hard. His family was rich and well known,
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he possessed talent as well as good looks, and naturally had been rather
spoiled—especially by women. His four sisters adored him and the so-
cicty women in Chicago considered him a catch. He accepted al) this
attention rather casually, but this indifference did not hold him down to
work and, not needing money, he painted only when he felt tike . It
was a shock to him when I told him [ considered him a dilettante and
that when he married me he would have to work seriousty. 1 said 1 ex-
pected him to become a great painter.

Although Abram was an artist, he was very conventional. Actually he
was a strange muxture, for seeretly, I belic¢, he admired unconventional
peopl.——he would not have tullen in love with me had this not been so.
But the training of his early American background n a city hike Chi-
capo, and the inheritance of his blood—half English and half Dutch—
surely tended to snhibit the chance he might have had for a broader
point of view. He ulways worricd a preat deal about whut people
thought, Al during pur years together 1 was forever hearmg hus fears as
to what titt, wouid think, But wheneser T asked him who THEY were
he would just wave hus icnd 1n the wir. Evidently in his niind 1HEY was
some vague outside authority o whom he hud to give u proper account-
ing of his actions.

All this was g pity ¢ Lar as owr relationship was cancerned as 1 never
cared a fig what anyone theught. As lony as |ieel “right™ within myself,
so called “socicts N7 opinion never mtluences me for o second Even in
my youngest davs b oalready kaew how casily thus opinion could be
swung and altered --just as eastly av one Qubd change the opinon of
any mob,

When 1 broke the news to lim that 1 intended to keep my own name
after we were marnied. he wus very upset. What would They say? And
his famity would be shocked [ said T was not murrving his famitv. We
came to a deadiock and 1 hit on a plun which | considered fair, although
a compromise for me. 1 said we ~houl! toss @ comn. If he won I would
have to take his name. IF he fost he would have (o take mme. The pros-
pect of taking mine so frightened him that be agreed at once to my
keeping mine. He pronused on his sacred word of honor that he would
never call me any other name but my own or be a party to anyone else
calling me any name but my own. 1 suid that 1 would marry hi= the
eleventh of May.

Three days before my own wedding my fricnd Audrey Osborn was
married to John Elliott, a most attractive man amd a friend of mine.
(Later Abram and I bought a house on East Forty-scventh Street and
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Audrey and Jack bought one next door.) Another friend of mine, Betty
Pierson, was married to Schuyler Parsons on the same day as Audrey
and Jack, and a few days before her wedding Betty rang me on the tele-
phone and asked me to Iunch with her at the Ritz. She said she had a
friend—an actress—who wanted very much to meet me. I did not in-
quire the name of this friend, but I accepted the invitation.

On arriving at the thz she presented me to a very charming-looking
and seemingly shy young woman named Eva Le Gallienne. When we
were seated at a table, Eva said that she had wanted to meet me because
Betty had told her how I felt about Eleonora Duse. During lunch Betty
got no chance to open her mouth as Eva and I feverishly compared notes
on everything we knew or had ever heard about Duse. By the time tunch
was over we had worked ourselves into such a pitch of excitement that
Beity left us, and we stayed on until we had to leave the table, still dis-
cussing Puse.

I was married very quietly in my mother’s apartment with only a few
friends attending. I did not want a large wedding, and in any case, since
Abram was a Protestant and I was married by a Roman Catholic priest,
it could not have taken place in a Catholic Church. T did not want to
wear a white wedding dress, or a vé&il. I wore & gray chiffon dress. T did
not want music either but Rita, afraid the wedding might seem dreary
without it, concealed a small orchestra in the dining room.

While I was dressing, Alfredo Sides put his head in the door and said,
laughing, “You and I are two people who never should be married. You
have about ten minufes to--hange your miod.” This did not help my
emotions but I was surprised out of them when a few minutes later I
beard music. It was Rita's orchestra beginning the Wedding March.

As 1 descended the stairs and moved toward the priest, Mrs. Otto
Kahn stepped forward and placed a small box in my hand. It was a
curious thing te do just then. Taking my place beside Abram, 1 handed
him the box. He locked puzzied &£nd handed it to his brother Ernest, his
best man. Ernest looked bewildered and, having no idea what to do with
it, placed it on the floor, unfortunately where I could sec it. I was con-
scious of it all during the ceremony. After the wedding I opened the box
and found that it contained a charming, small lapis lazuli and sapphire
clock from Carticr’s. Some years later, for a few seconds, it played quite
a part in my life. In the fiftecn years of our marriage it was the only
object I ever hurled at Abram.

The day after our wedding Abram and I planned to leave for Chicago
to spend two weeks in his house before returning to New York on our
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way to Europe. We were to spend the night before at the Hotel Vander-
bilt, then very new and smart. But my mother lcoked so forlorn when [
kissed her good-by after the reception that that evening after dinner in
our rooms 1 couldn’t forget her unhappy face. 1 spoke of it to Abram,
secretly wishing T could go back and see her. He must have read my
mind, because he instantly suggested that I go home and spend the night
with her. He said, “Tonight is probably the loneliest one for her. If you
go home toaight, the others will be easier for her to face without you.”
I feit then, as I have felt since, that this was one of the most touchingly
generous gestures a man could make. He took me home in a taxi and
jeft ma downstairs in our apartment. I went up in the lift with the puz-
zled face of the attendant plainly showing that he was saying to himself:
“A quarrel so soon!”

1 very quietly unlocked the front door of our flat, and tiptoed inside.
It was in darkness except for the glow of a dying fire in the living room.
My mother, with her hand over her cyes, was seated before it. I hesi-
tated for a scoond, afraid of frightening her, then I moved very quietly
toward he: and enveluped her in my arms. This was an unforgettable
moment in my life. A rare psychic moment because my mother and 1,
during this brief but long timeless time, which was 1n reality outside of
time, changed idents res. I became her mother and she, my child. In
some unexplainable way she slipped onto my knees, and holding her as
a mother would a child, I rocked her gently in my arms. Neither of us
spoke. To this day I do not remember any words passing between us.
I only know that I took my mother to bed, apd all night long, as though
she were still my child, I held her in my arms. A strange wedding night—
indced.

The next day we took the train to Chicago and went to Abram’s
house on Lake Shore Drive. 1t was as charming a house as I had ex-
pected it to be. Abram has most distingr-ished taste. He had put it up
for sule and asked me to choose anything out of it that I wanted. During
the first few days I was busy meeting his family and friends. Next to
David Adler, his closest fricnd was George Porter. 1 understood George
better than Abram did, and he confided in me right up until his death,
when he tragically shot himself. I also met David Adler’s wife, Cath-
erine. She was beautiful, blond and slender. 1 can't remember t ving
as much fun with anyone in my life as 1 did with Catherine. For some
ason she drew a comic side out of me.

Of course, one of the first people 1 went to see in Chicago was Harriet
Monroe. We spent hours together discussing poets and poetry. I showed
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her a collection of new poems I had written which Moffat and Yard had
accepted for publication the following autumn in a volume entitled
Archways of Life. Harriet Monroe was my happiest and most vivid
experience during these weeks in Chicago.

There was naturally a good deal of entertaining done for me, and
one formal dinner had its amusing aspects. This was a dinner given by
John Carpenter, the composer, and his wife, Rue. 1 was seated to the
right of General Leonard Wood, who was expected to run for the Presi-
dency the following yecar. Almost at once he picked up my card and
said, “I thought you were Mrs. Abram Poole.” Whereupon 1 (probably
foolishly) launched into a discourse about keeping my own name. He
responded with a glum silence as [ should have expected. | turned to
the gentleman on my other side and, after a brief conversation, thought
I would try my luck with Geoeral Wood again. 1 wrned around to him
and he said, “And now that you are keeping your own nume, what do
you intend to do with it?”

Since the Russian Revolution 1 had been following all the events in
Russia closely and 1 was passionately interested in thent. So I thought
it would be fun to answer the acid question as lightly as I could, and
said, “Just as you hope to become e Presiderd of the United States 1,
too, hope to become a president—of Russia.”

General Wood, perhaps because he thought | was out of my mind,
repeated this conversation with the result that the newspapers the next
day came out with Mercedes de Acovta, recent bride of Abram Poolv,
expects to be the first presidpnt of Russia,

This was only the beginning of Abram’s tribulations with me in Chi-
cago. A few days later his oldest brother Ralph and his wite were giving
a dinner for us. The morning of the dinner two {frivnds of mine came
to see me. One of them was that talented uctress Fstelle Winwood, amd
the other was Lorna Linskey, un okl friend. They remarked that they
had been invited to the dinner te meet Abram and me. Estelle pulled
the invitation out of her bag. Not having received one mysceli, [ looked
at it. After the customary formaul wording it cnded Fo meer Mr. and
Mrs. Abram Poole. | tried to conceal my anger from Estelle and Lot
But when they had Ileft [ packed my bags und ordercd a ticket on the
Twentieth Century to New York. As Abram was out | left a letter for
him with the butler: You have broken your word to me. I will aot be at
the dinner 1onight and [ hope you will tell your brother why. I am re-
turning to New York and leaving vou.

Abram caught the next train to New York. When [ refused to see
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him, he went to the St. Regis and bombarded me with letters and tele-
grams. For Abram to telcgraph required nothing less than life or death.
When he first met me and found that I sometimes scnt telegrams as
long as letters, often quoting poems in them, he was amazed. [ found
it equally amazing that he could not take a telegram somewhat naturally
and not always expect it to carry words of gloom. Besides his astonish-
ing telegrams and letters he also begged Rita and my mother to inter-
cede for him. Finally Vouletti persuaded me to see him, taking
advantage of my soft heait by saying he fooked HI. As soon as [ saw him,
of course | forgave him. He promised apain to sespect my right o keep
my name, which {rom that day he did.

My behavior at this time muy seem funtustic and tacking in humor,
and looking at 1t from today’s point of vicw it certainly wus. But it must
not be forgotten that this was & very different penad for women. We
had 10 batte every inch of the way for nights which are now taken for
granted. Young women who vote today can neser amagime the frustra-
tion and in’ Lty of being considered inferor 1o men and not allowed
to £o to the polls. Au i today, when women can i any weho s impossi-
ble to reabize what it meant to be completety dependun financially on a
husbund or family simply because gobs were closed e them hecause of
their sex. Birth coatiol, which some governments foraibly advocate
nowadays, wits i1 my time taboo. Another unmentionable subject was
veneresl disease. Even Ihsen’s Ghosis was discussed only in lowered
tones. My youdi—the il end of Victonanismi—was stdl the Dark
Ages!

Soon ufter this my mother. Abram an® 1 sailed for Lurope. Baba
was in Parts where my mother intended to join her, going later for some
weeks to Houlgate while Abram and [ traveled. In Paris Abram and I
had a small suite on the top floer of the Critlon overlooking one of the
most beautiful views in the world-—the Place de la Concarde.

During these weeks in Paris | mage three lasting friends. Jean Coc-
teau, Yvonne George, and Prince Agoutinsky.,

Yvonne George is probably little known among Amencans although
she came to New York twice. Both umes that she appeared on the stage
here she was under contract to Lec Shubert. During both these engage-
ments she was already desperately ill and unable 1o sing at a rmber
of performances, This failure to appear, sometimes at the last woment,
gave her a bad name. With the exception of a handful of people. she
was not appreciated here. France, an older and wiser country, knew her
worth and in spite of her tragic weakness (she took drugs) people
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crowded to see her and hear her sing. If she did not appear one night,
they just came back again the next one, hoping for better luck.

Anyone who bas heard her sing “Pars” (as I did for the first time
that spring and many times after} would understand why her great talent
was immediately recognized in Paris. She was taken up at once by the
intellectual group. Cocteau cast her in the role of the nurse in his pro-
duction of Romeo and Juliet. But somehow Yvonne was marked for
tragedy. 1 felt this immediately on meeting ber as 1 did shortly after-
wards when 1 met Jeanne Eagels.

During the twenties in Paris and until his death during the war,
Prince Apoutinsky was one of my closest and warmest friends. This
wonderful man, during the time of the late Czar, had been fabulously
rich in Russia and was known as a great patron of art. He was a con-
noisseur of paintings and owned a famous collection of old Russian
china which he presented to the Hermitage Museum before his escape
from Russia after the Revolution. He arrived in Paris without a cent,
but somehow he managed to settle down in a small flat in the rue
Frangois Prémier, and before long he became a sort of “little father”
to all the other Russian refugees,

His flat was an extraordinary placr. Any Russian who had something
to sell brought it to him. The place was crowded with icons, amazing
paintings, both good and bad, old books, furniture, silver and gold tea
sets, gold plates, rugs, and every object imaginable. Sometimes when [
arrived at his flat I would find him sitting in the midst of these objects
looking rather like a Buddha. He was silent and wise, like a Buddha.
His eyes would twinkle and he would say, “Would you like to see some-
thing beautiful?” Diving under the bed or into ar overcrowded cupboard,
he would bring forth a drawing by Leonardo or Rembrandt, or some
priceless object which had belonged to a czar.

“If we could only find a rich American to buy this,” he would say.
“I would like to help my friend who needs moncey.”

It was Agoutinsky who introduced me to Alexandre Benois, (who
had been his lifelong friend) Diaghilev, Bakst. Nijinsky, and Stravinsky
—in fact, the entire Russian Ballet group, all of whom were his intimate
friends.

I met Stravinsky for the first time that summer and T did not at first
like him as much as I did many ycars later, when he came out to Holly-
wood, and [ grew to love him. At this first meeting I thought him con-
ceited and ungracious. Diaghilev scemed just the contrary. He had
beautiful manners and was exceedingly gracious. In his great enthusiasm
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he was like an overgrown child and one could easily understand his
being able to direct all this genius as a great conductor leads a great
orchestra, bringing it out at moments in full volume, modifying it—
coaxing it lightly—sometimes drawing sadness from it but always making
out of it one superbly inspired picce of complete unison and harmony.
Diaghilev knew how to play on his human instruments as well as he
knew how to direct them.

Auong all the artists inspired by Diaghilev, the one I came to know
best and the ong I loved, was Tamara Karsavina.

Looking back over my life I am curious just why so many dancers
have been my friends. I believe § am attracted to them by some peculiar
thing they emanate—a shadow of some wingéd essence which clings to
their spirit—a spark of untiring energy which like the rustle of a con-
tinnous wind manifests itself from their soul- to their physical entity.
Great dancers who express art through their bodies——at the moment of
giving themselves to the dance—already soar away and beyond the
body into that mysietious realm of rhythm through the gateway of
motion. To dance is a gesture of the body by which the spirit reaches
out for cosmic strength. It is the flinging of one’s secret love into the
arena of life. A spe~ Jdilg of one's power that by the very law of action
and reaction must _.vert itsell twofold back to the spender. Dancing is
music of the bodv. Great dancing is an inspired orchestra of the soul
in full play.

Tamara Karsavina was to me, at this time, a revelation of harmony
between the spirit and body. I saw her dagce for the first time in Pacs
in “L’Oiseau de Feu” and I was haunted by her beauty and supreme
artistry. Later [ saw her in “Le Spectre de Ia Rose” and “Petrouchka.”
In these two ballets 1 was deeply moved by a curious, touching quality
which she projected when she danced. When later [ came to know her
well T could see that this quality was part of her—the very fabric of
her deeply mystic and Russian sou:. $ince leaving Russia her home has
been in London, and England is a country she loves. Nevertheless, she
is essentially Russian and in spite of her attempts to adapt to English
ways, she has never been anything else. I have seen her, over the years,
unconsciously betray a profound nostalgia for the soil of her own
country. She once wrote: [ have never lost the attachment to the uniry
of my birth, though I realize I would now feel a stranger in it.

Rita was in Paris for a few weeks that summer. While she was there,
Ignacio gave several Spanish parties for us. Miguel Unumuno was stay-
ng with him then and I met him for the first time. 1 also met José
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Ortega y Gasset, Pi6 Baroja and the dramatist Benavente. There were
always innumerable Spantards coming and going at 1gnacio’s studio.

I met José Maria Sert and Misia Sert during these weeks, and started
a friendship with Misia which lasted until her death. Polish Misia, emo-
tional and warm, was beloved by artists and had been at the center of
French painting for half a century. A great friend of Diaghilev's she was
always caught up in the Russian Ballet’s gossip and problems.

Abram and I went fo see Picasso and Matisse that summer. It was
interesting to encounter two such great painters so little known at this
time but who seemed to me to symbolize their period. 1 recall being
sttuck by the power I felt in the works of both these men. The cubist
period of Picasso was laughed at. (So were Gertrude Stein and James
Joyce at this time.) These artists were the center of endless discussions
and arguments and my enthusiasm for them and insistence that they both
had genius was not well received by most people.

Visiting the houses where Picasso and Matisse lived led me to an
observation which I have veritied through the years. I have noticed that
creative people very often do not have what is commonly known as
“taste” in their manner of living. 1 noticed then that neither Picasso nor
Matisse had a need for beauty in thes surroundngs. With the cxception
of their own paintings they had nothing in their houses which in any way
lifted the spirit by form. color, or design. Their rooms were not stark
but they were ugly. 1T have many times noticed how various artists—
painters, writers, musicizns, and so forth-—can live in ugly surroundings
and remain untouched by them. The paradox is that these same artists
can themseives create beauty within their own art. Perhaps they are so
greatly absorbed in their art that they have ne need 1o look outside of it
On the other hand, I have observed that there are people who are not
remotely creative and yet are extremely artistic. ‘These people have irre-
proachable taste and arc only happy when surrounded by beauty. They
can decorate a house beautifully. apange flowers charmingly, design ex-
quisite clothes, and blend colors faultlessly. 1t would seem that creative-
ness in the artist is something quite different from the mere production
of beauty.

That summer I caught a fleeting glimpse of Isadora at a party given
by the Princess Violette Murat. Isadora was there, walking about with
Nijinsky and holding him by the hand. The orchestra played “The Blue
Danube.” They rose to dance. Isadora clasped her hands behind
her head, forcing Nijinsky to lead her by placing his hands around her
waist. She became oblivious, lost in the beat of the waltz. With her
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eyes closed she allowed Nijinsky to guide her in and out among the
other waltzing couples. Gradually everyone else stopped dancing to
watch. It was an unforgettable sight to see these two geniuses of the
dance—each representing his art f[rom opposite poles—waltzing madly
around and, at that, waltzing rather badly. Nijinsky found it difficult
to lead I[sadora as she made no eflort to follow him and seemed to
be off in a world of her own. When the music stopped we all applauded,
and they waltzed again. This time Nujinsky showed fatigue and could
hardly keep up with his partner. As the last note of the music ended,
Isadora flung herself onto a sofu. drazging hum with her, Everyone
laugned and applauded again and they scrambled to their feet. Holding
her hand out to Nijinsky in a gesture of alfecuon, she satd, *What a shume
he wasn’t my pupil when he was two. Then 1 could have taught him to
dance!”

Later on Abram and { went to Spain. He had never been there, and
I knew what excitement lay before him in the Prudo in Madnd. He
developed i passion for Spanwish panting. especratly Goya and El Greco.
In Tolede he started to paint. | posed for lim und he feverishly painted
two portriits of me,

After Spain, we wen® to ltaly —# Venice. where we had arrenaed to
rent a charming f-+ on the Grand Canal, just oppostte " Annunzio’s
house. ! tried to find out where Duse was hiding and learned that she
was in her own house in Asole, thiat she never went out or was seen
by anyone. She had been in total retirement for vver ten vears.

Abram and 1 went to «ce the MarchesgCasati [ wanted o meet her
because | had heard so much about her eceentriaties. She received us
in her garden, dressed in white with blach stnips of coust pluster around
and outhning her cyes. As she advanced to meet us she carned o hly
in on¢ hand, with the other she led by a4 chan g small hoaess cub.
I thought she was “bad theatre,” although o perfornince then was
not as “ham” as it would be newe Theswe were different times. and
people allowed themselves tlights of imagmaton by dressmg up as some-
thing they sceretly wished to he | myveelf had often dressed as a
Cossack or a Hussar, and 1 once went <o Tar s to atfect a Franciscan
tunic—rope sandals and all—so perhaps 1 should not critwize the
Casati, who evidently thought of herselt us a virgin carrying a < mbolic
lily.

That summer Hope Williamns Bad come 10 Europe alone, so she joined
Abram and me in Venice. Abram was very fond of her. That following
winter she married Bartow Read.



122 / Here Lies the Heart

Abram had another favorite, a friend of mine by the name of Billie
McKeever. Billie’s family was well known in New York and by the
standards of such families she was supposed to make her debut into
society and do all the conventional things expected of a well-brought-
up young lady. Billie had other ideas. She was like quicksilver. She
stipped out of her family’s hands and out of all the social engagements
they made for her. She would come to our house and hide in Abram’s
studio and beg us not to give her away or tell anyone where she was.
She was wild, untamed, and had a delicious fey quality. She could
completely twist Abram round her little finger, and we called her our
“Gypsy child.” Some years later, while I was out in Hollywood, she died
suddenly. Her death was a great loss to me.
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In the meantime Baba had decided to remarry. She had met
a wonderful man, Ve %erick Shaw? the son of Sir Robert Shaw and a
cousin of George _.rnard Shaw's. Frederick's family came from Tere-
nure, just outside of Dublin. Baba and Freddie intended to teturn to
Africa, where they had first met and where they both wanted 1o live.
Before returning to New York, Abram and I went to London to
buy some English furniture for our house. While there we met the painter
Augustus John, and spent scveral afternoons with him in his studio. I
saw Ivor Novello again, and met his close friend Bobbie Andrews.
Cecile Sartoris had given me a letter of introduction to Gabrielle
Enthoven saying that Gabrielle knew Duse very well. This, of course,
was enough to make me rush to sce hicr at the earliest moment. She
became one of my closest friends in Rondon,
Gabrielle was a woman of rare culture, of heart. and remarkable
intelligence. A woman, too, of graat humor. There were few like her.
Apart from our mutual admiration for Duse, of whom we talked for
hours at our first meeting, | found that, like myself, Gabrielle had a
passion for the theatre, When 1 met her, she was going ever  day to
the Victoria and Albert Muscum where she was compiling a collection of
London playbills to form complete sequences for every London theatre,
with examples from the earliest centuries—especially the eighteenth.
She had collected and compiled over 80,000 of them, in addition to
123
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thousands of engravings and photographs of actors and actresses, scenes
from plays, interiors and exteriors of theatres, and a great many printed
texts including 150 prompt copies of eighteenth-century plays used by
the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. Gabrielle needed money and she was
offered 30,000 pounds by Harvard University for this collection. She
preferred, however, 1o donate it to the Victoria and Albert Museum,
which she did in 1924y—a gift to the nation.

Before I left London, Gabrielle and [ discussed a plan by which
she thought she could entice Duse back to the stage. She carried out
this plan, and in 1923 it was she who was instrumental in bringing Duse
to London and arranging with Charles Cochran to finance and produce
her farewell engagement there.

Back in New York we moved into our house, which had a good-sized
studio where Abram could paint. On the fourth floor I had a study and
on this floor there was also my mother’s room and bath. 1 had planned
it this way so that she could come into my study whenever she wished.
I knew that Mother had another great worry. At this time Rita was
constantly seeing Dr. Percy Stickney Grant, the Rector of the Church
of the Ascension at Fifth Avenud and Tenth Street. She did not
conceal from us that she was deeply interested in him and was even
considering marrying him. After two failures in marriage and two
divorces, my mother naturally felt uneasy about it. The possibility of
a marriage with a Protestant clergyman was in her opinion the last straw.

I could understand Rita’seattraction to Dr. Grant. They had many
intellectual sympathies. She was widely read in philosophy and her
opinions inclined toward socialism. Every Sunday evening Dr. Grant
conducted a forum in his parish house where social and political prob-
lems were freely discussed. Rita loved just such discussions. In fact it
was generally believed that she wrote most of the papers that Dr, Grant
read at these meetings. She could Phrase anything in scholarly language
and she also had courage and humor. Rita believed that practically any
situation in life could be altered for the better by humor.

That autumn my second volume of poems—Archways of Life—was
published and a third edition of Moods. The new book was also well
received.

Eva Le Gallienne had opened during the summer in Liliom with great
success. When I returned from Europe she had already been playing
for some weeks, but I had not had time to get in touch with her or
sce the play. One day Betty Parsons called. She said Eva was so over-
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tired that the doctor had ordered her out of the theatre for a few days.
“Why don’t you call"her?” she said. “I know it would cheer her up.”
I did, and when Eva said she would be back playing again the foliowing
Monday I promised to go and sec her that night. I had never seen her
act and was not prepared for such a remarkably fine performance. The
entire play touched me profoundly. When all the visitors had gone and
she had taken off her make-up, I went home with her to her flat and
we talked long into the morning about our hopes in the theatre
and again at length, about Dusc.

I went down to the Villuge a preat den] that year, Cecile Sartoris and
Gat.icllc Enthoven had come over to New York and were sharing a
flat on Washington Square South. Teddy Gerrard, the English musical
comedy actress, lived there too, in another flat. I never knew anything
about her background. Teddy was just Teddy Everyone loved her. She
moved like a panther. She was gay. wild, beautful, generous, full of fun,
and a trifle mad.

She had .y vg vith her at this ime Napier Alington—Lord Alington,
“Naps” had come o Amenca at the imitation of old Mrs. Carnelius
Vanderbiit, but hix visit did not Jast long at the Vanderkalt “Muansion.”
He had not bargained on tormual, dinner parues esvery night. or on
escorting Mrs. Va. derbiit (“All dressed up and looking ltke a pepper-
mint candystick,” he used 10 say) to the opera. One night both he and
the second butler falled to appear at a large and formal dinner. Naps'
place at the table, on Mrs. Vunderbilt's night, was empty, the pantry was
in a flurry over the mussing butler, und it was not difficult for Mis.
Vanderbilt to conclude that wherever these two missing young men
were, they were together. The following day they were both dismissed.
Naps thought it a great joke and told everyone how he and the butler
“got the sack together.” Teddy took him in and he staved with her.
In a curious way he was very much like her—{ull of charm. gaiety, and
madness.

In rather a childish. wild way, we had a lot of fun in Teddy's flat
that winter—Cecile, Gabriclle, Naps, Mary Rumsey (Averill Harriman's
sister), Muriel Draper, Jo Davidson, Sinclair Lewis, and Poldowski.
who (in nonprofessional life), was Lady Irene Dean-Paul and a close
friend of Naps.

There was snow on the ground on Christmas Eve and we each took
a lighted candle and walked around Washington Square singing, in bare
feet. Naps loved not wearing shoes and persuaded s that it was heaithy
to go barefoot in snow. The rest of us nearly cried, our feet were so cold.
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At a party in Greenwich Village I was placed at the dinner table next
to Sinclair Lewis, whom [ had never seen before, nor had I read his
much-discussed Main Street. Someone introduced us and as [ was about
to sit down, Red Lewis pulled the chair away. 1 not only fell flat on my
back on the floor, but 1 also hit my head a dreadful crack against the
table. For a minute I saw stars and there was a sudden dead silence
in the room. Somehow, although it was quite a shock, I had enough
sense not to lose my femper. Scrambling to my fect as though nothing
had happened, 1 said casually, “It's so nice io have a litde acrobatic
exercise before dinner.” The tension was eased, and everyone laughed.
It seemed that Red was known for pracks like this. The rest of the eve-
ning he couldn’t have been nicer and we became friends.

Some years later I was in London when he marricd Dorothy Thomp-
son. The night before the wedding at three o'clock in the morning, he
called me on the telephone. He said he felt like talking to me. “You
know,” he said, “1 have never forgotten how graciously you behaved
that evening when I was so beastly, Your humor, and the fact that you
didn’t get angry, endeared you to me instantly. In fact it's probably why
I'm calling you now.” 1 went to his wedding the next day.

This winter 1 began poing to Bpb Chanlers on East Nineteenth
Street. He was part of the social, artistic and Bohemian fabric of New
York in the twenties and his parties became legendary. Bob was one of
four brothers, each distinguished in his own line. He was a painter and
a fine one. He loved painting cxotic animats, His “Giraffes” used to
bang in the Luxembourg in Paris. Some ye .rs later my sister Maria
married Bob's nephew, the compoqcr Theodore Chanler.

Bob was gargantuan. Everything about huim—hands, feet, shoulders,
head—all were enormous. And his hair, thick and tightly curled, stood
out about five inches from his head, making him seem that much taller
and his head that much bigger. His voice bellowed out like the roaring
of ten bulls and it could be heargl a block away. He was a curious
mixture of sophistication, woridliness, childlike trust, simplicity, rough-
ness and gentleness,

Bob was very proud of his family. He said, “There are two species of
the human race——one is people, the other is Chanlers.”” He had them
all at his parties. Hating to be alonc for one second, he held open house
several evenings a weck. He mixed intellectuals, artists, races, colors,
titles, society people, theatrical people, circus people, vagabonds, alco-
holics, homosexuals, rich and poor—in a word, humanity. As long as
they behaved themselves he didn't care who they were.
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He himself sat, dressed in a Russian blouse and wearing bedroom
slippers, in a huge chair placed against the wall. Always on the floor be-
side him stood a large bell with a handle and not far away were several
Negro servants. If anyone got what Bob called “out of order,” he would
seize the bell and ring it wildly. When the servants appeared Bob would
point to the offender, who was pounced upon, rushed downstairs and
out of the house before he could open his mouth. This happened quite
often at first, but Bob was always right in his judgment, and when it
got around that he would not tolerate any rowdincss in his house it was
remarkable how well this mixed group cf people behaved.

Isob had a passion for the names of the states of America. He used
to say that such names as Ohio, Alabama, Oklshoma, Wyoming and so
forth, were beautiful words. Often while sitting in his huge chair, or even
at the dining room table, his great voice would suddenly bellow aut over
the noisy conversation. *O-HI-Q, (-HI-(},” he would shout over and
over again, or “U-TAH, U-TAH.” We were all used to him and no one
paid the siightest sttention. Sometimes he shouted for fifteen minutes,
varying the states. If he was in his g chair in the living room. he rang
his belt at the same time.

Bob insisted that winter on paigting my portrait 1 posed full-length
in a black topcoar ftted at the waist and with o circular skirt, which
Poiret had designed for me in Paris. Inctdentally, since Poiret made
this coat for me I have never worn any other model but have it copied
repeatedly in different colors and materials. 1t has come inte vozue and
gone out of vogue, but at this time it was onsidered extremely eceentric
as the waistline for women in the early twentics was almost at the knee.
In 1931 in Hollywood, Greta Garbo asked me to let her copy the coat.
She wore it on her return to Sweden and was. unwilhmgly, photographed
in it by the press. As soon as the photogiaph appeared, padded shoulders
and circular skirts came full swing it vogue, Last year | was démaodée
in it, but soon, no doubt, [ will be ingfushion agiun.

When Bob finished my portrait he called st “The Retreat from Mos-
cow.” Not exactly a title for America today! He painted several other
portraits of mc. 1 was indifferent about them, but | enjoved posing for
him becuuse when we were atone he was at lus best. He was amazingly
gentle. He talked incessantly about his ex-wife. Lina Cavali- 1. often
called the most beautiful woman in the world. She had married Jum
some years before, but after persuading him. immediately after the
marriage, to sign a paper giving her everything he possessed inctuding
his money, she left him—that same night—and never lived with him.
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It was then that his brother, Lewis, temporarily confined to a sanatorium,
sent him the cablegram which has become a byword: Who's loony now?
Cavalieni died as she lived. During the last war she was killed by a bomb
in Florence when she ran back to save her jewels. (The priest who
found her body in the debris of her house was stunned by her beauty.)

These were the days when the speak-casies were in full bloom. Harlem,
too, had already come into its own. Everyone rushed up to Harlem
at night to sit around places thick with smoke and the smeli of bad gin,
where Negroes danced about with each other until the small hours of
the morning. What we all saw in it is difficult to understand now. I
suppose outwitting the government and getting the better of the police
lent a zest to our lives,

The Green Hat, a novel by Michael Arlen which was afterwards
dramatized and played in New York by Katharine Cornell, completely
symbolized the spirit of this time. A spirit which went overboard in
bravado, sentimentality and taste. It was a play in which the heroine
was utterly reckless but always gallant. Gallant and dangerous were in
a sense the passwords of the twenties. One could do anything then, as
long as one lived gallantly and dangerously. At the end of The Green
Hat Iris March gallantly drove her Hispano Suiza off a mountaintop.
Practically everyone of my generation was influenced by this story.
Michael Arlen was supposed to have taken the idea of Iris from the
character of Nancy Cunard, whom I greatly admired.

This period seemed to produce people with an inner violence and an
overcharged excess of emotiont that marked them for a tragic end. One
night Jeanne Eagels and Sonny Whitney came into a speak-casy where
I was sitting with John Colton. The minute I saw her I said to John,
“She will end tragically.” When she played with great talent the role of
Sadie Thompson in Rain—which he had dramatized for her—she was
only playing herself. There was an affinity between her and Sadie
Thompson. This, too, was a violeny. reckless and daredevil character—
one that gallantly said: “I'm sorry for the whole goddamned world.”

I went to a ball that winter at the Hotel Astor given for the benefit
of the Actors’ Equity and saw an astonishingly beautiful performance
by Natacha Rambova and Rudolph Valentino, in Spanish costumes,
dancing a tango and a Spanish folk dance. I had seen Valentino in the
cinema, but 1 had never before seen him or Natacha Rambova in
person. Except for the Castles, they were the most striking dance couple
I have ever seen. Just by accident (which I use only as a figure of speech,
because 1 believe there is no such thing as accident) I was standing
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pear the exit when they finished their number and paused by it while
the audience applauded for an encore. It was certainly not the moment
to introduce them to anyone, but Charlie Towne, who was Master of
Ceremonies and was standing next to me, in his usual kindly and well-
meaning way seized Rambova’s hand, swung her around and said,
“Natacha, this is Mercedes.,” Rambova smiled as Valentino dragged
her back into the baliroom for the encore. I did not know then that a
very great influence would come into my life from this seemingly chance
meeting.

After Christmas Rita announced her engagement to Dr. Grant. It
precipitated a storm of publicity as Dr. Grant had already been in
conflict with the Episcopalian Bishop Manning over the radicalism of
his forum. He was known to hold liberal views on divorce, while the
Bishop held quite the opposite. At this time both Will Stokes and Phit
Lydig were alive, and Rita had divorced Phil on grounds considered
ecclesiasticallv triffing—incompatibility. Rita’s case brought up the point
whethe: an Episcopalian clergyman could marry s divorced woman.
Bishop Manning held fast that this the Church could not permit. The
matter came to a deadlock.

Shortly after thi~ an*exhibition aook place at the National Arts Club.
One of the painti..gs in this exhibition was entitled “Lady Vibrating to
Jack-in-the-Pulpit.” It was clearly a caricature of Ruta and Dr. Grant.
Rita’s wit and humor were equal to the occasion. She had been tipped
off about it and she bought it before the extubiton opened. When it
did open, the painting bore the label Boyghe by Rita Lydie. One paper
said, “One would have to get up pretty carly 1n the morning 1o outwit
Rita Lydig or to match her rare humor.”

This battle between Bishop Manning and Dr. Grant and the publicity
it aroused caused Rita untold nervous stramn. {1 was said that she had
caused Dr. Grant to revolutionize and make over hus church. This was
based on the fact that she had givengDr. Grant a sixteenth-century piece
of Flemish lace for the altar. She had also supplied him with leather-
bound hymnbooks and had paid the satary of o first-rate organist. To
give these things to Dr. Grant for his church seemed perfectly natural
to her because the church was what he most cared about, Shic made no
secret about giving them. She gave things to the man she lovec whether
they were for a church or not. Of course the press took it all up and
the facts were distorted in the usual way. As a matter of fact. the
congregation was very grateful to her for improving the church and
especially for contributing such a fine organist.



128 / Here Lies the Heart

It was then that his brother, Lewis, temporarily confined to a sanatorium,
sent him the cablegram which has become a byword: Who's loony now?
Cavalieni died as she lived. During the last war she was killed by a bomb
in Florence when she ran back to save her jewels. (The priest who
found her body in the debris of her house was stunned by her beauty.)

These were the days when the speak-casies were in full bloom. Harlem,
too, had already come into its own. Everyone rushed up to Harlem
at night to sit around places thick with smoke and the smeli of bad gin,
where Negroes danced about with each other until the small hours of
the morning. What we all saw in it is difficult to understand now. I
suppose outwitting the government and getting the better of the police
lent a zest to our lives,

The Green Hat, a novel by Michael Arlen which was afterwards
dramatized and played in New York by Katharine Cornell, completely
symbolized the spirit of this time. A spirit which went overboard in
bravado, sentimentality and taste. It was a play in which the heroine
was utterly reckless but always gallant. Gallant and dangerous were in
a sense the passwords of the twenties. One could do anything then, as
long as one lived gallantly and dangerously. At the end of The Green
Hat Iris March gallantly drove her Hispano Suiza off a mountaintop.
Practically everyone of my generation was influenced by this story.
Michael Arlen was supposed to have taken the idea of Iris from the
character of Nancy Cunard, whom I greatly admired.

This period seemed to produce people with an inner violence and an
overcharged excess of emotiont that marked them for a tragic end. One
night Jeanne Eagels and Sonny Whitney came into a speak-casy where
I was sitting with John Colton. The minute I saw her I said to John,
“She will end tragically.” When she played with great talent the role of
Sadie Thompson in Rain—which he had dramatized for her—she was
only playing herself. There was an affinity between her and Sadie
Thompson. This, too, was a violeny. reckless and daredevil character—
one that gallantly said: “I'm sorry for the whole goddamned world.”

I went to a ball that winter at the Hotel Astor given for the benefit
of the Actors’ Equity and saw an astonishingly beautiful performance
by Natacha Rambova and Rudolph Valentino, in Spanish costumes,
dancing a tango and a Spanish folk dance. I had seen Valentino in the
cinema, but 1 had never before seen him or Natacha Rambova in
person. Except for the Castles, they were the most striking dance couple
I have ever seen. Just by accident (which I use only as a figure of speech,
because 1 believe there is no such thing as accident) I was standing



Here Lies the Heart [ 129

pear the exit when they finished their number and paused by it while
the audience applauded for an encore. It was certainly not the moment
to introduce them to anyone, but Charlie Towne, who was Master of
Ceremonies and was standing next to me, in his usual kindly and well-
meaning way seized Rambova’s hand, swung her around and said,
“Natacha, this is Mercedes.,” Rambova smiled as Valentino dragged
her back into the baliroom for the encore. I did not know then that a
very great influence would come into my life from this seemingly chance
meeting.

After Christmas Rita announced her engagement to Dr. Grant. It
precipitated a storm of publicity as Dr. Grant had already been in
conflict with the Episcopalian Bishop Manning over the radicalism of
his forum. He was known to hold liberal views on divorce, while the
Bishop held quite the opposite. At this time both Will Stokes and Phit
Lydig were alive, and Rita had divorced Phil on grounds considered
ecclesiasticallv triffing—incompatibility. Rita’s case brought up the point
whethe: an Episcopalian clergyman could marry s divorced woman.
Bishop Manning held fast that this the Church could not permit. The
matter came to a deadlock.

Shortly after thi~ an*exhibition aook place at the National Arts Club.
One of the painti..gs in this exhibition was entitled “Lady Vibrating to
Jack-in-the-Pulpit.” It was clearly a caricature of Ruta and Dr. Grant.
Rita’s wit and humor were equal to the occasion. She had been tipped
off about it and she bought it before the extubiton opened. When it
did open, the painting bore the label Boyghe by Rita Lydie. One paper
said, “One would have to get up pretty carly 1n the morning 1o outwit
Rita Lydig or to match her rare humor.”

This battle between Bishop Manning and Dr. Grant and the publicity
it aroused caused Rita untold nervous stramn. {1 was said that she had
caused Dr. Grant to revolutionize and make over hus church. This was
based on the fact that she had givengDr. Grant a sixteenth-century piece
of Flemish lace for the altar. She had also supplied him with leather-
bound hymnbooks and had paid the satary of o first-rate organist. To
give these things to Dr. Grant for his church seemed perfectly natural
to her because the church was what he most cared about, Shic made no
secret about giving them. She gave things to the man she lovec whether
they were for a church or not. Of course the press took it all up and
the facts were distorted in the usual way. As a matter of fact. the
congregation was very grateful to her for improving the church and
especially for contributing such a fine organist.



130 / Here Lies the Heart

Toward spring, Eva and Clare Eames acted together for two matinée
performances in Maeterlinck's Aglavaine and Selysette. Eva played
Selysette and she asked me to design a costume for her. This was a
happy request for me, as it brought into my life a friend who was
destined to be very close to me until her death in 1952, I needed some-
one to make the costume I had designed. Eva’s great friend Mary
Benson said she knew, just the right person—Marion Stevenson—who
it appeared was a marvel at cotting and sewing. Marion came to see
me. She was small, dressed entirely in Victorian clothes, and her long,
thick hair was braided and wound around her head. She was like some-
one from another era, except in her way of thinking. In every thought
Marion was in advance of her time. She was related 10 Robert Louis
Stevenson on her father’s side of the family, Her father had been a
sea captain and every time he sailed to China he brought her beautiful
Chinese things. Marion loved everything Chinesc. In fact she loved
everything oriental, which made a bond between us, She seemed to me
like an inspired little mouse with a bomb inside—for indeed, Muarion
could blow up when she wanted to. She had more force of character
in her small person than anyone | have ever met. She was unmarried and
living alone and so she immediately adopted me s her child. From that
day until her death she thoroughly spoiled me.

During all these months Abram was doing fine work. He had had
an order from Mrs. Crane, who had a large and beautiful house in
Ipswich, Massachusetts, to do a painting for the ceiling of her living
room, and to paint four larpg panels for her entrance hall. He painted
several portraits that winter and a full-length one of me. He also painted
Adele Astaire, who was a great source of fun. She is a lover of ginger-
bread and 1 always had my cook make some for her which she devoured
in great quantities. We only found out later that she was forbidden
sweets of any kind. in order to keep her weight down as she was dancing
with Fred in a sensational success, fady Be Good.

Oiten Eva and I went to 35 Broad Strect where Stark Young and Bill
Bowman lived. I always loved these visits, Stark was one of the editors
of The New Republic. He was also at this time a most outstanding and
brilliant theatrical critic and he was writing for The New York Times.
There are few people with as distinguished a mind as his. To tatk with
him on any subject is as stimulating as a breath of mountain air. Besides
hundreds of critical articles on the theatre, art or artists, he has written
many well-known books, plays, and adaptations of plays, and hc has
had great success as a senmsitive painter, As a human being he is more



Here Lies the Heart [/ 131

than all these talents put together—a man of spirit and of heart; and
Bill, toc. He is an architect, 2 man of flawless taste and full of fun.
When he was young he resembled the then Prince of Wales, so his
friends called him “Wales.” Even today he still looks like the Duke of
Windsor.

All that winter I had been sceing Cecile and Gabrielle, We had had
many parties in their studio, at which Cecile often recited my poems
while Ircne Poldowski played the piano accompaniment she had set
them to. These were happy evenings. In June they invited me down to
meet a young English playwright. They told me the voung mun had
no money and they were going to take him under therr wing. Teddy
and Naps also knew him and were invited 1o the dinner that night
Cecile’s flat was simple, with whitewashed walls. She Joved {lowers and
candiclight. That evening all the candles were bt to welcome this guest
and before he came Cecile and Gabriclle assured ¢ ch other that they
were going t imsist that he lodge with them “Why shauld Noel spend
money which he hasr’t pot on 4 hotel when he cm stav with us?™” Ceclle
asked Teddy. Who was Nocl? When he walked m. Colle presented him
to me and said. “Darling, this s Noel Cowand.”

It was indeed Noel*Coward. teuchingly poor. charpunely unsure of
himself, refreshingy unknown and becushingly msecure. with a bundle
of manuscripts under his arm, shyly lookng over hic shoulder toward
Broadway. But he had to be patient and wat, or be impatient und wait.
Wait until 1925, when Broadway looked over its shoulder at him.

That summer Rita took a house in Begford Hilis. She took it so that
Dr. Grunt could visit her there, and she asked my mother to spend the
summer with her so that no one could say she and Dr. Grang were
living there alone. 1 wanted to go to Europe. Abram had too much
work to do. Eva had gone on the road in fihom but she wiome me
that she was getring so tired that she was going to ask the Shuberts to
let her have a short holiday in Julm We hoped that she could arrange
this and that she would join me in Paris.

1 weat first to London. If in June there is sunshine in Londen. 1 do
not know any more beautiful place to be This was a June with wunshine.
My talented and beautiful friecnd Maric Doro was there, having just
finished a picture in Italy.

During the early years of my friendship with Marie Doro, she had
a way of weaving in and out of my hie When she reappeared w was
always as though she had never been away, and when she disappeared
once more I accepted it ds one might accept the vanishing of a comet
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which we have been assured will surely return within our lifetime. Some
people remember Marie as one of Charles Frohman’s stars, (along with
Ethel Barrymore and Maude Adams). But acting was the very least of
the talents she possessed. Originally she had wanted to be a concert
pianist and, before going on the stage, had studied for it, but Charles
Frohman saw her and, struck by her beauty, altered the course of her
life by insisting that she become one of his stars. If you never knew
Marie intimatcly—and this was almost a lifework—you could never have
known all her tricks for hiding her beauty. I was immediately aware
of her, even when she dressed herself up like a pixie to conceal it!

At this time I met Cecil Beaton. He was extremely slender and
willowy. It was the vogue then for young men of artistic pursuits to
appear to be falling apart. And this resemblance to a swaying reed or
willow tree gave an impression of fragility, although actually many of
them proved unusually durable.

It is rare, as I look back on iife, to find many people who, consistently
year after year, have developed-—in their talents, in their point of view,
in their capacity for friendship, in their comprehension of spiritual
values, in their looks and in their very character. All these Cecil has
done. Little by little he has expresstd a diversity of talents unigue in
one person. He possesses that rare combination of creativeness and
artistic sense which also includes the daily living of his life. In physical
appearance he has become more distinguished and handsome and in time
1 believe his books, paintings, and photography will be considered as
some of the most sensitive exyressions of our age.

Iris Tree, a poet, actress, a fascinating personality and one of the
three daughters of Sir Beerbohm Tree, called when 1 was in London
this time and asked me to go to some galleries with her. When [ arrived
at her ftat she was in a dressing gown, and said, “Do yvou mind waiting
while I make myself a new dress? I long for a new dress!” I undoubtedly
looked a little startled, but “Don’t ook so glum,"” she said, “it will only
take a minute.” She was right. She spread a double piece of red Rannel
on the floor, and with an enormous pair of scissors, cut out—as though
she were cutting out a large paper doll-—a dress. In any case she called
it a dress. With large safetypins she pinned the seams along the sides
together, and when she had done this she simply slipped it over her head.
Out of a drawer she pulled a large red leather belt, and fastening it
tightly around her waist, said, “You see?’ and we savntered out to
Piccadilly.

I became friends at this time with Osbert Sitwel], who has since be-
come Sir Osbert Sitwell. Yohn Becket was in London then too. He was a
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close friend of Osbert’s and the three of us went often to the Eiffel
Tower—then a sort of Bohemian restaurant in Soho where artists met
at night for dinner or after the theatre. 1 also met at this time Madge
Garland, who is now Lady Ashton. She was working at Vogue, looking
very blond and pretty. Madge is very feminine. In those early days one
did not suspect a dynamic drive hidden under all those blue bows and
ruffles. But as the years progressed and she superbly executed one diffi-
cult job after another we realized she was not the kitten we at first
thought she was.

This was the period of “bottle parties.” Parties were piven and every-
one was expected to bring a bottle of gin. Scotch, rye, brandy or wine,
Syrie Maugham—Somerset Maugham’s wife—hzd a charming house in
Chelsea. She used to give lovely parties and it was then that she started
what I call “The White Period.” Syrie was uan interior decorator and she
began to decorate everything in white——white flowers, white rugs. white
walls and pickled furniture. Syrie pickled cvery piece of furniture she
could lay her hands on. I remember at one of her partres she and Ceeil
Beaton were huadled in a corner engrossed i o deep vonversation. A
man asked, “1 wonder what they can so sernioudy be tulling about?”
The answer was easy.” They were* discussing white pamt

Not long after thi- 1 eceived a cuble from Exva saving she was arniv-
ing the following w.ck. With literally a bundle thrown over each of our
backs (contamning a pair of pajamas, a change of underclothes and a
toothbrush) we started off on a walking trip 1in Brttany looking like a
pair of gypsies. We toek a train to Paimpol and then walked along the
countryside, until we came to a place on the coast ¢alled 1'Arquest,
There we saw a little fisherman’s house which took our fancy, and we
timidly knocked at the door. A woman with a strong and beautiful face,
dressed in the black Breton costume and wearing the traditional white
cap, opened it to us, and we asked if she would consider taking us in as
boarders. Mére Cardin could not ha®c been kinder. She tnstalled us in a
loft at the top of the house and go: out her linen wedding sheets which
had been packed away in un old chest tor twenty-five vears.

She had lost her husband and ber two sons at sea, Ore by one they
had gone out with the fishing flect. and one by one they had pot returned.
Mere Cardin said, with that strange resignatwon o dsaster and tragedy
which simple people who dead with the sea often have, “ The sea ".cds us
fishermen’s wives, and then devours our men i payment.”

Here, walking by the sea and bathing in it, ining 1n this utle house,
cating the good fresh fish” which Méie Cardin cooked. Eva and 1 be-
zame revitalized,
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On my return from Europe, Abram and I went to the Cranes’
house in Ipswich, Massachusetts, whtre Abram had to finish the ceiling
in the living room. On this ceiling, within a classical treatment, he had
painted the entire Crane family. He had, unfortunately, forgotten a very
important member of it-—a Siamese cat. This was an omission which
very much upset Mrs. Crane, and our trip was made fur the purpose of
correcting it. A place had to ke found for the cat without disturbing the
composition. David Adler, the architect, and his wife Catherine came
up with us. We had great fun making suggestions and when Abram finally
finished the ceiling the cat occupied his place indeed. As he looked
serencly down on us, he seemed to dominate the scene. From my point
of view this was just as it should be, and fortunately Mrs. Crane thought
50 t00.

I was anxious to return to New York as | wanted my mother to come
home from Bedford Hills. She always loved being with Rita but she was
glad to be home again with Abram and me. She did not lock well. Dr.
Lambert came to see her, and said she had high blood pressurc and
should stay quietly in bed. This my mother would not do. Except for
childbirth she had never gone to bed for any iliness in her life. She
always got up at seven in the morning, and winter or summer nothing
kept her in bed five minutes beyond this hour. She agreed, however, not
to go up and down stairs and to have ker meals in gy study. These few
134
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months before her death she was constantly there and we talked on many
subjects.

It had been difficult for her to live in the same house with a Protestant
clergyman for such a long time, but Rita regarded Dr. Grant as the man
she loved and intended to marry, and expected my mother to treat him
as one of the family.

My mother asked my opinion on the whole problem. I told her what
1 regretfully believed—that Dr. Grant would never have the courage to
marry Rita. I was convinced that Bishop Manning would never sanction
their marriage, and that if Dr. Grant really intended to marry he would
have to give up his position in the church. Rita believed that he would
have the courage 1o do this and hoped to see him at the head of a great
liberal religious movement. She had even discussed it with me, saying.
“The moment has arrived when someone should rise and truthfully give
out the teachings of Jesus without the yoke of a church around his neck.”
I apreed with what she said, but unfortunately I did not belteve, as she
did, that Dr -~nt was the man to do 1t

This autumn Motfist and Yurd brought out another volume of my
poems. Streets and Shadows. Until 1931 poems of mine were published
in Poetry magazine and several of them were reud over the radio, but
after these 1 never submitted another. 1 felt that there were already
enough minor poets in the world. After that 1 decided to write poems for
myself but never again for publication.

Of all things in life, I would like to have been a great poct or a great
saint. But there is no “becoming™ cither of these. For each of these
states one must be born “in perfection.” They are not unsimular, be-
cause both poet and saint are unable to sce the world as it is (if anyone
can truly say what it is. or what it is not). To both, nothing is final. there
is always that mysterious “going on"—that seeking of wings to soar,
each in his own way, to the infinite.

Teward the end of November m; mother suddenly said she would like
(0 go out 10 the country to be with Rita again. Dr. Grunt was not to be
there, and possibly she thought she would have an opportunity 10 per-
suade her not to marry him. Or perhaps she felt that she might die be-
fore Christmas and did not want to sadden our house by dying in it.
She was unselfish enough to have thought of this. In any case, . went
out to the country with Rita, “just for a foew wecks,” she said. She never
returned.

A few days after Jhis she showed a distinct physical decline. Annie
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and I went out to be with her and Rita. Abram came out every few days.
Toward the end my mother spoke only Spanish. It was as though she
had never heard English. She went suddealy into a coma.

About three o'clock, early on the morning of December 21st, Annie
and I were in her room. Rita had gone to bed for a few hours' rest.
Annie was dozing in a chair. I went to the window and looked out.
Feathery flakes of snow were gently falling, and seeming to rest lightly
as they touched the ground. I turned from the window and bent over my
mother's face. As 1 did so a tiny tear trickled down one check. 1 listened
for her breath and knew that she had stopped breathing.

If my heart did not also stop beating at this same second, I think I
might say that my sou! did. For a brief second—within time, or for an
eternity—outside of time, my soul seemed to wander to some land where
there was neither pain nor joy. Perhaps a land where it could just quietly
rest at the feet of God.

I remembered nothing after this for some days. T was told that when
my brother Dick attempted to touch my mother, while her body was still
Iying on her bed. I seized a fruit knife und tried to stab him. Fortunately,
Annie caught my wrist in time. I was also told that 1 attended my moth-
er’'s funeral, and that a High Requicth Mass was celebrated on the main
altar of St. Patrick’s Cathedral, the Bishop and our old family friend,
Monseignor Lavelle, officiating. My mother had been one of the first
pew holders in the Cathedral and the Bishop insisted that her funeral
should be accorded the highest rites.

Returning home on Christfnas Eve, after my mother was buried, [
locked myself in my room and refused to come cut of it or answer any-
one who knocked ur called. Abram tried to persuade me, and Rify
pleaded with me unly to answer. Voulett, Audrey, and Hope, each in
turn, begged me to open the door and et them bring me some food.
I evidently did not hear them. Finully, just before New Year, that in-
spired pianist George Copeland ap‘pcarcd and asked Abram to ket hum
2o up to our hving room He knew the puno there which my mother
had given me when 1 wis married.

He sat down and hegan to play Granados, de Falla, and fifteenth- and
sixteenth-century Spanish church composttions. In my room } heard the
music—Spanish music on my mother's pano. [ opened the door and
crept downstairs. George took no notice of me. 1 curled up on the sofa
and he played, without stopping, f4r into the night. His music was heal-



Here Lies the Heart [/ 137

ing, and before he stopped playing I seemed to hear it in my mother’s
voice saying, “All is well.”

1 began to work on a play, Jehanne d’Arc. Jehanne was a character Eva
longed to portray and I longed 10 dramatize, in spite of all the other plays
which had already been written about her. She scemed to me an inex-
haustible subject.

But my writing was temporarily interrupted by Tamara Karsavina,
who appeared in New York from Paris with a letter of introduction to
me from my good friend Agoutinsky. She was on her way to Chicago
with her partner, Peter Vladimirov, as they were engaped to dance there
in Adolf Bolm's Company. She told me on the telephone that she was
only stopping over one day in New York so I, of course, invited her to
come and see me at once. Meeting her was a great event in my life and
one | had long looked forward to. Fortunately, Eva was there already
in my house as I knew she too wanted to meet Kar-avina,

When Tam-ra rang the bell T went down to open the door myself.
I was stiuck by hei dark benuty which, secing 1t directly before me,
seemed even more poignant than it did on the stage She put out o warm
hand of precting. We fad heard & much about each other from our
mutual friend Agor’ nsey that we did not feel strangers. We even em-
braced. Then a fuuny thing happened. Bob Chanler, who had been
secing Abrum in his studio, suddenly appeared at the top of the stair-
way. To Karsavina, who had never before seen him and did not have
the remotest idea who he was, he most hawe seemed like a giant looming
up out uf nowhere. Looking up at him. he leoked even more grotesquely
big than he actually was. He pecred down at us and was in one of his
shouting moods. Before T could introduce him to Tamara or esen ex-
plain who he was he descended upon us, bellowing forth the names of
some of his favorite states, “Q-hi-o, U-tah, A-ri-zo-na.” he shouted.
Tamara looked frightened but [ bega# to taugh and she then quickly saw
the sbsurdity of the situation and lavghed too. When 1 finally silenced
Bob and told him who Tamara was, he gazed searchingly in her face
shouting again “O-hi-0” and rushed out the door. 1 ted Tamara up to
my study where Eva was waiting and where Abram scon joined us.

I felt this was an occasion for champagne so T rang for the raid to
bring up a bottle and some glasses. When she appeared with the Jham-
Pagne glasses they suddenly looked too small for such an vverwhelming
event. Rushing down to the pantry I rcappeared with some beautiful
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large glass finger bowls---so large that we rarely used them. I poured out
the champagne in these. Holding up a bowl to Tamara I said, “Even
these are not big enough to drink your health in.” But after several
rounds of champagne we decided they were indeed big enough.

On Fifty-seventh Street between Madison and Park, a Russian general
had opened a restaurant called the Russian Eagle where all the waiters,
waitresses, cooks, doosmen and musicians were refugees. This restaurant
had much charm and was greatly frequented by artists. When Stanislav-
sky brought his Russian Moscow Art Theatre to New York, the mem-
bers of his company had supper there frequently. One did not have to
dress, and the atmosphere was warm and intimate. It was like dropping
into a club where one knew everybody.

When Karsavina returned from her Chicago engagemcent to New
York she danced at the Manhattan Opera House. On the opening night
I stood in the wings and watched her and Vladimirov dance. It was ex-
citing to watch them at such close range and to peer out and see the
faces of the audience obscure and shadowlike in the darkness of the
house. I had never seen Vladimirov dance but Karsavina afterwards
told me that she considered him the miost virile dancer of his generation.
She said he was a “strong partner,” and that she felt “confidence in his
secure support.”

The audience was wildly enthusiastic and well they might have been
because it was rare indeed to see a dancer with all the qualities that
Karsavina combined. Great facial beauty, extreme grace, perfect tech-
nique and supreme artistry were just a few of them. No ballet dancer
today can remotely approach her mastery of body control, her arm move-
ments, her elevations and the spiritual as well as physical beauty she
projected across the footlights.

After the performance I took Karsavina to the Russian Eagle for
supper. It was a memorable evening. Stanislavsky was there at a table
with all his company. At another table Max Reinhardt, Diana Cooper
and Rudolf Kommer were sitting. When we came in, the General gave
us the table I had rescrved in a corner and Stanislavsky immediately
rose and quickly came over to Karsavina. Greeting us both he then
spoke to Tamara in Russian. I understood he was asking us to join his
table but Karsavina said she was too tired and preferred to remain at
a small table.

This was the period of prohibition but with a few secret signs to the
General he brought us a little decanter of ':eeming water, but which
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Tamara was amused to discover was actually vodka. After we tossed
down a few glasses that wonderful actress, Maria Quspenskaya, came
over to our table with a pitcher which proved to contain Scotch. She
insistcd we drink a toast with her, and then insisted we drink another.
On top of the vodka these glasses of Scotch soon began to make me
sce strange Jights. I looked at Tamara. She said, “Don’t-look at me. 'm
tipsy. 1 must have somcthing at once to eat.” The waiter brought us some
soup. Then Reinhardt came over and sat with us. 1 don't think either
of us made much sense in talking to him. Soon after, we rose to go
home. Neither Karsavina or I could walk straight. I was very embar-
rassed and hoped no one noticed us. Outside we had difficulty going
down the stairs. 1 said, “This is really awful. We never should bave
had all those drinks on empty stomachs.” I tock Tamara to the Plaza
Hotel where she was staying and managed to get myself home. When
I was in bed I telephoned Tamara to ask how she was feeling. She said
she was still dressed and just lying on the bed. I said, “Are you all
right?” She ~uswored, “Yes, quite sl right but no one in Europe ever
told me that Amenc.n hotel rooms spin round.”

One night I went with a friend to another Russian restaurant, a sort
of cabaret called The Club Petruschka. Among the singers I noticed a
very interesting woritan. She was small in height, with straight dark hair
parted in the middle and twisted in 2 bun at the back of her head. She
had large, sorrowful eyes and she locked extremely thin and ill. I asked
the manager her name, He told me she was a Russian lady who had
fled before the Revolution with her young, husband. They had come to
America with The Chauve Souris, a theatrical troop which became
world famous and was developed by the amazing Balieff. He said the
young woman’s name was Lucia Davidova.

I went home that night and told Abram ] had discovered a charming
young woman whom [ thought he should try to persuade to pose for
him. The next night he went to the gabaret and invited Margaret Case
to go with him. They both agreed with my opinion of Lucia Davidova
and went back when the singing was over to ask to meet her. Abram
introduced Margaret as his wife thinking it would make Lucia more
comfortable about accepting his request and this resulted in quite 2 lot
of confusion.

When she came to pose she asked him when she would see his wife
again but Abram had forgotten the episode and said, “My wife will be
in any day. She’s hoping you'll give her Russian lessons.” Which was
true. I had said to Abram shat if 1 liked Lucia when I met her, I would
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suggest this as it would help her out financially, and give me an opportu-
nity to learn a language I had always been interested in because of its
great literature. Not long after this T went into the studio when she was
posing and he presented me to her as his wife. Lucia was surprised and
mystified, but she made no comment. I asked her if she would like to
teach me Russian. It was only when we began to see each other alone that
the mystery was cleared up.

1 went this winter,for the first time to Mrs. Simeon Ford's poetry
dinners. These were dinners at which Mrs. Ford gathered poets, and
after feeding them well, invited them, still sitting around the table, to
read or recite their latest poems, Here in Mrs. Ford’s house I met many
of the most important poets in America: Edgar Lec Masters, Vachel
Lindsay. Robert Frost, Sara Teasdule, Elinor Wylic and Leonora Speyer
were often there, and also Charles Hanson Towne, Edna S$t. Vincent
Millay, Dorothy Parker, Ezra Pound and Kahlil Gibran, all of whom !
already knew.

I enjoyed these dinners enormously, as I believe ali the others did.
I also dreaded them because there was the ever-impending danger that
I might be asked to recite. and this was a request which could not be
refused. Mrs. Ford used to say laughingly, “Evecyone must sing for his
supper.” [ suffered agonies when [ had to recite before any one of these
fine poets, but I especially suffered when I had to recite in the presence of
Elinor Wylie. She had all of her own poems at the tip of her tongue and
could recite them with great charm and a fine delivery. 1t was a joy to
hear her and they were all first-rate.

In March Michael Strange rented a house in Silver Lake, not far from
New York. One day she called and asked me to spend the night with
her, because, after a row, Jack had disappeared and left her alone. I
took the train to Silver Lake where there was deep snow. The branches
of the stark trees were laden with icicles glistening in the pale setting sun,
which suddenly shone feebly forth again as we coaxed the car up the
drive to the house. Michael looked radiantly healthy and handsome.
She was in wonderful spirits and laughed; she was sure Jack had gone to
New York “to pour out his woes to his nanny—Ned Sheldon.”

After dinner we sat before the hearth in front of a great blazing fire
and she began to read me a version of L’Aiglon she had been working
on. Outside there was the dead silence of falling snow.

Michael read for about an hour. Suddenly we both heard a strange
groaning noise. We listened. She said it might be a8 wounded animal. I
went to the window but [ heard only the almpst imperceptible sound of
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the snow as it fell on the ground. I closed the window and the groaning
began again. Michael rose and in a frightened voice said, “It’s coming
from the cellar.” We went to the cellar door which gave into the dining
room and was closed. The weird sound was unmistakably coming from
jt. We thought of calling the police or a neighbor, rejected both ideas
and decided to look for ourselves. Michael said, “1t's probably a wounded
cat or a skunk.” “Cat or skunk, he must be a baritone,” [ said. “He
sounds more like a bear.”

1 armed myself with a poker while Michacl sputched up a carving
knife and together we opened the door. There was no electricity in the
cell:dr so Michacl held a candle aloft As I advanced siowly down the
steps with Michael and the candic behind me. the sound grew louder
All at once 1 knew it was neither cat, skunk or bear, but a durk human
figure lying huddled in a comer. Seizing the candle from Michael T ap-
proached the spot. There lay poor Jack with several empty botties of gin
strewn around him. We managed to pull lim up the stairs and sent for
the loca! dector. When he arrivea and Juck came around enough to
make some sense, he said that he had been so upset by the row with
Michael that he had pretended to leave the house by slamming the front
door when she was ubstairs. He said he had not meant to dnnk so
much in the cellar. wnly just enough to get “a few hours of forgetfulness
from his unhappy state.”

It took a little coaxing, but 1 persuaded Michael to forgive him. The
next day when 1 left the house in a taxi to return to New York they
stood together, happily holding hands ag the front door. blowing me
kisses.

Eva’s tour in Liliom ended in June. The play was to open again in the
autuma and finally close after playing Brooklyn and New York. This,
fortunately, gave Eva a free summer. Ferenc Molnar was grateful to
her for so beautifully interpreting his pluy and he invited her to come to
Budapest. She asked me to go with her. We planned it so that when
she had to leave me in Budapest to meet her mother, Abzam would meet
me, and we would go on to Constantinople, a city | had always tonged
1o see.

At the end of June, Eva and [ started for Budapest by way of Paris,
Genoa, Venice, Munich and Vienna. We were met at the av ort by
Molnar, a brass band, and some of his fricnds carrying banners with
Welcome Julie printed on them in Hungarian. (Julic was the name of the
character Eva had played in Liliom.) When we got out of the plane Eva
was handed bunches of flswers and embraced by people she had never
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laid eyes on, and, while the band played on, she was photographed with
Molnar. After this we were driven to our hotel, the Dunapalata, where
masses of people came, uninvited, into our suite. They were writers,
actors and actresses, all friends of Molnar’s, and evidently welt aware
that soon brandy would be flowing. Molnar was famous for his generous
heart. If I remember anything about this visit to Budapest it must be
because I have a remarkably strong head. Brandy was poured down our
throats every minute until the small hours of the morning. Sleep was
evidently not for Hungarians, at least not at night, We were taken to the
famous club with a tree in one of the rooms where everyone sits and
drinks. We were presented to every person of note, toasted and sung to.
The Gypsy orchestra which Molnar had hired to dog our footsteps tore
our hearts cut and reduced us to tears. Qut of a dim haze I remember
Moinar saying, “And now I wish to serve you a rare fruit known only
in Hungary.” He then presented us with nothing less than—watermelon!
We pretended we had never seen one before and, after what seemed
like the hundredth brandy, we believed it. In a stupor the following day,
I said good-bye to Eva and boarded the Orient Express. Abram joined
me and we went on our way to Constantinople.

I have a vivid recollection of Cons.antinople. T'hat visit Jeft me with a
haunting and poignant memory, perhaps because at this time there were
masses of Russian refugees there who thronged the streets or huddled
in holes or internment camps. They all seemed to be starving, diseased,
and dying.

I often walked the streets at night. Here in this jumbled chaos of
sweating humanity the supreme pattern of God seemed put to a test. In
this confused labyrinth of beauty, vice and ugliness, I groped for the
spiritual answer to life. Many evenings 1 climbed a quiet hiil near a
minaret and listened to the strange song of the minarct singers, which
held all the nostalgia of the East.

The Sultan was still ruling at this-'ime and in his palacc. Abram and I
went with Admiral Bristol (who was acting as American Ambassados
then) to lunch with him. He showed us some of the rooms of the palace.
He was a very old man and secmed a little vaguc in all he said. When
we were leaving he seemed to want me to take his photograph. As I had
no camera and nothing was furthcr from my mind than photographing
anyone who had asked me to lunch, I had to borrow one from Admiral
Bristol's aide to satisfy the old gentleman’s wish. As a parting gift he
gave me some of his specially blended cigarettes with his coat of arms
marked in gold on each one.
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One day in the lobby of the Pera Palace Hotel I saw one of the most
hauntingly beautiful women I had ever beheld. Her features and her
movements were so distinguished and aristocratic-looking that 1 decided
she must be a refugee Russian princess. The porter said he did not know
her name but he thought she was a Swedish actress who had come to
Constantinople with the great Swedish film director, Maurice Stiller.

Several times after this I saw her in the street, I was terribly troubled
by her eyes and I longed to speak to her, but I did not have the courage.
Also I did not even know what language to use. She gave me the impres-
sion of great loneliness which only added to my own already melancholy
state of mind. I hated to leave Constantinople without speaking to her,
but sometimes destiny is kinder than we think, or maybe it is just that we
cannot escape our destiny. Strangcly enough, as the train pulled out of
the station which carried me away from Constuntinople 1 had a strong
premonition that [ might again see that beautiful und haunting face on
some other shore,
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On my return from Europe | met Natacha Rambova again. She
has had such a full and unusual life with so many varied carcers that it
is difficult in a circumscribed space to do justice to it and to her. [ must
first say that she is physically very beautiful—a fact which is well known.
She was born in Salt L ake City with a most interesting inheritunce and
background. Her great grandfather on her mother's side of the family—-
Heber C. Kimball (of Scotch ancestry, the name was oniginally Camp-
bell)—was the closest friend of Brighum Young. They were the first
two followers of Joseph Smith, who was the founder of the Mormon
Religion.

This, however, is Natacha’s inheritance from her mother. An inherit-
ance filled with religious fervor and beliefs—violent in the right to defend
these beliefs. She is a descendant of a people courageous. zealous,
fanatical, long-suffering, who were_willing to undergo persecution while
stubbornly holding to what they conceived to be right. They were a peo
ple who were pioneers.

Her father, Michael O'Shaughnessy, was of Irish descent, and a Ro-
man Catholic. He was a colonel in the United States Union Army and
fought in the Civil War. Dashing, handsome, and a daredevil, he was
sent out at the head of the United States forces to Utah to keep an ey¢
on the Mormons and hold them in hand and, principally, to stamp out
polygamy—which the Mormons claimed was part of their religion.

144
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Fate is a strange thing. He married a Mormon.—-Natacha's mother.
Natacha was christened Winilred O’Shaughnessy and baptized in the
Roman Catholic Church. The Mormons never forgave Michael
O'Shaughnessy these two cvents and remaincd antagonistic to him, de-
spite the fact that as soon as Utah was admitted into the Union and
became a state, he was elected and took office as its first governor.

At the age of seven, Natacha was taken to Paris by her mother, who
in the meantime had divorced O’Shuughnessy and married Elsie de
Wolfe’s brother, Edgar de Wolfe. At nine years of age Natacha began
studying baliet with the famous ballet dinwcer of the Paris opera, Rosita
Meuri. She continued this study until she was sixteen, in the meantime
also studying architecture at the Beaux Arts. She lived most of this time
in Versaitles in Elsic’s house where the trio, Elsie, Anne Morgan, and
Annc Vanderbilt, entertained frequently and. i1 a manner of speaking,
held court. But Natacha did not like this social way of hfe and as soon
as it was possible she broke away from it and returned to New York.

On her return 10 New York she joined Alexis Kosloff's Ballet Com-
pany and danced with him in 2 ballet the Shuberts produced As she was
not yet of age and had heard that her mother intended to stop her dune-
ing, she ran away to (" nada and then w England. She changed her
name to Natacha Risnbova and when Koslofl's company came to Lon-
don, she again joincd him and becanwe has premicre ballerina.

She returned to America with Kodoil and toured the United States
with his ballet. In Los Angeles they fornved a school and wgether they
taught balict duncing. Alla Nazimova cume do this schovl for lessons and
met Rambova, Nuzimova was at this time about to act with Rudol
Valentino in Camille, a film that Cecil B. de Mille was producing. Be-
tng dissatisfied with the sets and costumes of this film and hearing that
Rambova could design, she asked her to make some sketches for the
fiilm. These were so successful that Nazmova showed them to De Mille,
who instantly put Rambova under corfract to execute both sets and cos-
tumes. While working on this film she met Valentino. Not loag after this
she and Valentino wete married. While marned to him she designed
many productions in Hollywood. (One of the most notable was Safomé,
i which Nazimova played the title role. This film is still shown in the
Muscum of Modern Art in New York.) When Natacha's marriage nded
in divorce she returned to New York and opened a dress shop. design-
ing all the clothes herself. She designed a number of beautiful things for
me in this shop. But this méticr was not profoundly hers.

During all those years h& sceret and real interest lay in Eastern and
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ancient religions. She told me that even as a small child it was always
oriental religious art which attracted her when she was taken to museums.
She has continually done research in Eastern religions. After returning
from Europe she came, so to speak, into her spiritual own. She began
lecturing on Eastern religions and religious subjects and she taught
astrology and yoga. During the war she had a book published, Technique
for Living, and she wrote at this time a text on judo which was used in
the training camps of the United States Army. Recently the Bollingen
Foundation published a prodigious series of works on Egyptian religious
texts and representations. Natacha was instrumental in organizing this
publication. She edited the three volumes and contributed to the text.

She no longer lectures and has retired into a life of study. The con-
trasts in her life have been enormous. Had she wished, she could have
successfully lived a social or an artistic life, but she chose a more diffi-
cult way. She has chosen The Way that all adepts and sincere seekers
of Truth must, sooner or later, follow. The Way of anonymity and
seclusion.

I have studied astrology, cosmic-astrology, mythology and yoga with
Natacha, but these are only a few of the many things she has taught me

At this particular time I was studying astrology with her. This is a
science of which she has an amazing knowledge. When I use the term
*“astrology” I do not mean the ordinary mundane and accepted, so-called
astrology which one reads about in every twenty-five cent astrological
publication, or the kind of astrology for which one pays fifty dollars to
some commercial prognosticetor to discover how to invest money or
whether to marry a blonde or a brunette. When I speak of astrology 1
mean a serious science which was used by the priests of all ancient
Eastern religions to make Man aware of his own soul pattern which he
could discover by studying his astrological chart. This chart is his soul’s
blueprint, his own particular lifc path on this planet. Astrology, as such.
was practiced by the early founde.s of the United States: Washington,
Jefferson, and Franklin among them.

Benjamin Franklin compiled and printed an Ephemeris—an astro-
nomical index of the positions of the planets over a given number of
years, months, hours, minutes and even seconds, used for the setting up
and casting of charts.

At this same period, Natacha and I were also interested in psychic
phenomena, 1 believe that most people who are seeking inner truth go
through this stage of investigating psychic manifestations even if they
depart from it later on. I do not regret the exyerience I gathered from it.
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I have worked with a number of fine and honest mediumns. 1 have seen
demonstrated much so-called “phenomenon.” I have seen mediums
materialize ectoplasm, flowers, fish, and all sorts of things. I have never
for one second doubted that these materializations were anything but
genuine. I bave assisted at trumpet sessions and heard voices speak out
of trumpets. 1 have had voices speak to me, through a medium, claiming
to be the voices of people 1 had known when they were living. This
claim I have always doubted. 1 did not doubt, nor do T now doubt, that
it is possible for entities on the astral plane to speak to us through a
medium, but I doubted that the voices I heard were those of the people
they purported to be.

To go into this subject is a very complicated matter. It is impossible
to explore thoroughly such a vast and generally misunderstood subject
without writing a whole book about it, and certeialy I can come nowhere
near evaluating it on a page.

I can only say the following, which anyone can take or lcave. In my
opinion to disclasm psychic phenomena is sheer ignorance; of course it
exists, and people who are looking for phenomena and nuracles forget
that these occur every day right under their noses. They vccur in what we
incorrectly call the “risise” and “setting™ of the sun. They ulso accur in
the bursting open of a blossom. or in the emerging of a seed from the
earth, and in a hundred other ways, People say that these are just natural
phenomena. But what in the fini analysis iy natural or uanatural? Is
not one or the other only that which we have accepted as “natural” or
“unnatural™?

During the last week before Liliom closed, Eva gave me a beautifully
bound book in which she had copied the enure play in her own hand-
writing on parchment. She said, “Now 1 must do vour Jehanne d 4re”
It was easier said than done. We approuched Sam Harris ubout it and
at first he seemed interested. Then he said 1t required too expensive a
production for him to consider at that particular time.

I had been working on another play about Simonetta Vespuccl, who
is reputed to have been in love with Sandro Botticelli and was the in-
spiration for his great masterpiece, “The Birth of Venus.” She even
Posed for this painting. The play was far from finished.

Onc day when I went with Eva to see Sam Harris, he turned to me
and said, “If we cannot do Jehanne d'Arc, have you any other plav 1
could more easily produce for Eva?” I told him about Sandro Bomcelli
and when he asked how spon 1 could let him have the manuscrnipt, [
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promised it within a week’s time. Eva looked startled, but she said
nothing. Once outside, I started off in a rush and when Eva asked me
where I was going, I said I was going home “to finish the play.”

Like all theatrical ventures which are complicated and tiresome this
one was no exception. To be brief, the play went into rehearsal with
Harrison Fiske (Mrs. Fiske'’s husband) directing it. We had a good cast
with fine actors and actresses such as Basil Sydncy, lan Keith, Philip
Leigh, Merle Muddern. Basil Sydney played Botticelli, and, of course,
Eva played Simonetta. Emest de Weerth, who had becn Reinhardt’s
assistant in The Miracle, designed the décor and the costunies, and he
did a lovely job of it. Nothing, or no ong, was at fault except the play
itself. It was a good idea and already well wotked out as a sketch, but it
peeded a greut deal more work and it was a pity that I was so stupid as
to sacrifice good material in order to hasten production.

When it opened it was thoroughly panned by all the critics, as i
deserved to be, Eva, Basil and all the company did the best they could
with thin material. Gilbert Miller said, **{ could spank vou for not having
brought this ptay to me. | would have made you work on it and you
would have had a good play.”

After it closed, Gilbert Miller ¢ffered Eva an eagagement for the
following season in The Swan, another Molnar play. She needed very
beautiful costumes for it and Mane Doro suggestied that Edward Moly-
neux should make¢ them, I agreed to go to Paris with Eva to help select
them.

We sailed off in high spirits, as I had bheard from Gabriclic Enthoven
that Duse had accepted an engagement to appear in London that summer
under Charles Cochran's management for a series of matinces, Gabrielic
wrote that Duse was to be in Paris, on her way to London. at about the
same time as Eva and I, and would be staying at the Hotel Regina

The morning after Eva and J arrived in Paris was beautiful and
sunny. We started off at once for the Tuileries Gardens and stood oppu-
site the Hotel Regina. We looked up at the windows of the hotcl, and the
miracle occurred. Sitting there, wrapped in a blanket, on a balcony 10
front of one of the windows was—Eleonora Duse. How wonderful and
ridiculous it is to be able to remember now that anything mattered as
much as this did to us then. How sorry I am for people who have never
been as emotionally foolish. Tears poured down our faces. 1 said to
Eva, “We should kneel.” But the physical act of kneelicg was unneces-
sary. We bad been kneeling in spirit from the second we had perceived
ber on the balcony.
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Soon afterward, after a good deal of conniving, we were lucky enough
to be present at Duse’s first performance in London. This performance
of Cosi Sia was the deepest experience of my life in the theatre. What
mystic magic there was in that frail woman that lifted the spirit beyond
time and enveloped it in eternal values! When the curtain descended on
the final act, no one applauded. Many people werc weeping and the
audience filed silently out.

When The Swan opened in New York both Eva and the play were an
instantaneous success. In the meantime Duse had arrived to begin her
ill-fated tour throughout the United States and was living at the Hotel
Majestic, just off the Park on the west side of Seventy-second Street.
Eva met her and even had the wonderful privilege of acting for her.

After Duse herself had begun her performances in New York, Gabri-
elle Enthoven wrote her about me and told me to ring up Desirée and
ask for an appointment. I rang up one day and in a shaking voice gave
my name to Desirée. She put me at ease by saying that “Madame.” as
she always called use, had heen waiting for me 10 call.

When [ went to see her, faint with excitement. [ nbserved—-not only
this time, but the compuratively fev times I saw her—that she always
started speaking from another room before she actually reached the
room in which she received me. This impatient manner of speaking was,
I felt, her spirit and mind traveling so much faster than her body. It
often seemed to me that she was impatient with such things as gravita-
tion, space and time. She was espectally imnatient with time. This, I be-
lieve, is why she dashed off so many letiers. She wrote to anyone and
everyone. Desirée said that whenever she had anvthing to say, no matter
how trivial in essence, if the person was not on the wpot at the time, she
simply could not contain herself and would dash off some exalted phrase
and dispatch it. Even if someone were in the next reom she would write
to that person if the mood moved hre. Desirce told me that she often
wrotc her four or five notes during the night when she could not sleep.
She simply could not wait il moming to say what was in her mind,

I wrote a play for Duse while she was in New York—The Mother of
Christ. 1 worked over it feverishly and timshed it in a remarkably short
time. An Italian friend of mine, the Princess Santa Borghese, who was
studying at Columbia. translated it for me into Italian. Eva tro slated it
into French, Duse read it and said, *1 will tour the whole world with this
Play. After playing it T will never act again.” Unhappily, death had other
plans for her,
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When she had her premi¢re in New York in Ibsen's Lady from the Sea
at the Metropolitan Opera House, Eva and I went together. I saw every
performance after this when she played at the old Century Theatre,

At this time I wrote an article about her which was published in the
Boston Evening Transcript. After Duse died, Desirée found this article in
her prayer book.

This same winter Rita broke her engagement to Dr. Grant. It was u
blow to her heart and pride. Dr. Grant was not capable of sustaining her
idealistic dream of him. He did not have the courage to break with
Bishop Manning or the Church. It was not entirely his fault. Rita had
tried to impose upon him a grandeur of spirit and a lofty vision which
he simply did not have.

He went into retirement. Rita was completely broken up in spirit and
in health. But with that pathetically fantastic pride she had, she was not
going to let anyone know it. She held her head high, and except to me,
she never mentioned Dr. Grant to anyone.

People take to various things when they are unhappy: drink. drug.,
silence, suicide, to name a few of them. Rita took to extravagance. [u
her, spending money became a form of escape. When Dr. Grant went oul
of her life she spent money in a way that, as [ see now, bordered on
madness. I once went into a rug shop with her in New York. She aske:!
the price of a certain rug and the clerk quoted it at sixty thousand dollui-.
She didn’t really want this rug and had no place to put it, even though
was beautiful. But she turned to the clerk and said, “I'll take it home
with me. Call my footman w.nd tell him to throw it in the back of the
car.” I could do nothing with her. With great delight the clerk called the
footman and the rug was carried out. Whatever happened to it, I never
knew.

At this time, with priceless things in her house in Washington Squarc.
Rita insisted on sleeping alone in it with the front door unlocked. Thv
servants all slept over the garage and she could not have called them
very quickly if she had wanted to. If anyone protested, she merely ro-
marked indifferently, “These things which you call priceless are mere!y
mine by an accident of wealth. An accident of poverty has as much bl
to them. Let any poor person come in and take them if he wants to !
would not lift my finger to prevent it.” Yet I pever remember Rita b
ing even the smallest thing stolen.

After the New Year, Duse’s engagement in New Y.urk was coming!
an end. At this time she was already very.frail and ill; her attacks of

!l}
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asthma came frequently. Nevertheless, there was a curious vitality about
her which seemed in some way to pertain essentially to the spirit rather
than the body.

Even when she was not well, contrary to the established idea of her,
she could be very lively and full of humor. She laughed at many things
one would not have thought she would appreciate. Once when she was
standing off-stage hidden by the wings while 1he curtain was being held
for her, she overheard an Irish stagchand exclaim impatiently, “Dooze
Dooze go on or doozn’t she?” This amused her very much in spite of the
fact that she spoke and understood very little Engiish.

Always tired after a performance, she was in the habit of having a
glass of champagne in her dressing room immediately afier the final
curtain. She told a story about one occasion in New York when Morris
Gest came back to see her just as she was having this one hude glass
of wine. It was during prohibition and he himself had visibly gone far
beyond the law. Swaying gently on his feet, he said, “Madame. you
must hide Mt glass. We can’t have it known that anyone drinks in this
theatre.”

Shortly after this she embarked on her American Tour. That she. a
woman of sixty-six, was sent on this’tour is one of the most deplorable
episodes in theatris 4 tustory. She was already ailing, and could hardly
breathe from asthma. Desirée told me how she suffered in the trains
because of the dust in her throat as this was, of course, before the days
of air conditioning. She suffered from the drafty theatres, the steam-
heated hotels, and American food which sle was not used o. In Cali-
fornia she recovered a little heaith and peace. She said. “I feel better
here, in the warmth of the Pacific.” In San Francisco she could have
given many more performances and stayed in a place where she felt
stronger. She begged to stay on a little longer. but the fixed iunerary
throughout the country could not be ghanged. This, and the box office,
were put before the needs of a dying woman.

One can imagine how she suffered during the journey across the
desert in Arizona when the dust crept through the windows and entered
her lungs. At Detroit she was met by a blizzard, intense cold, and wind,
In Pittsburgh by a downpour of icy rain.

Here in Pittshurgh she went to the theatre to play La Port. Chuisa.
She had not left her hotel for four days because of il) health. On that
dark, fatal evening the chauffeur. instead of stopping at the stage door,
deposited her in front of a fire exit and drove away. She waited for five
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interminable minutes in the pouring rain, before a closed door. Posters
all over the city were announcing:

ELEONORA DUSE
and her company from Rome
in
THE CLOSED DOOR

What a sinister omen!

That evening on the stage, hardly able to stand from the chill she
had contracted, she said the last words at the finai curtain that she was
ever to say on any stage. “Sola’ Sola!" she whispered. These were the
words of Bianca Quercte in the play. but strangely enough, they were
the cry of Duse herself, which she had echoed through her whole life.
As the curtain fell, both Bianca Querete and she herself stood alone
and awaited death.

Maria. who, with Desirée, watched over her untiringly during those
last days and nights, told how La Signora said over and over again, "I
will not die.” Then finally she said. "I have no more strength left 1In me
to undertake this horrible life.”

At two o’clock in the morning of April the 2ist she lifted herself up
in her bed with extraordinary vitality and said to these two women, “ff
faut se bouger! I faut partir? Agir! Agir!”’ Suddenly she was seized with
a chill. She could not feel warm or stop shaking, and cried out, “Couvre:
moi” Then again she said,""“Partir! Agir! Agir?” These were her last
words.

Bathsheba Askowith. who taught acting and whom Duse called La
Russa, and who loved Duse so much that she gave up her job and went
with her on the road, wrote me the following account:

Thirty-five minutes after her death, in compliance with the Amert-
can law, the body of our beloved Duse~—covered with a sheet—was
carried down in the bagpage lift of the hotel, and out through the
service hallway, and deposited in a gruesome and horrible funeral
parlor. No one in the company—not even Desirée—-was consulted
about this ghastly place. It was chosen by the manager of the
hotel and Duse was shipped off 1o it like another piece uf luggage.

Certain things which followed are difficult now to beheve. The Italian
Embassy, having been informed immediatel of Puse’s death, did not
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want it given out to the press that day because a state dinner was being
beld that night. It was only when the Embassy realized that if a repre-
sentative did not go to Pittsburgh the negligence would be reported in
the Journal American, that the Ambassador rushed there.

Not a single Italian in the city of New York opened bis house to
receive the body of Duse, and the Italian Ambassador made no arrange-
ments for its reception.

Fortunately Eva and [ were able to arrange with the head Father in
the Dominican Catholic Church on Lexington Avenue at Sixty-sixth
Street for her body to lie in Saint Joseph’s Chapei-—a little side chapel
of the church. This wonderful man had never heard of Duse, but when
we told him that she had died a stranger in this country and that she
had no home, he said at once, “Bring her here to this church. This is
God’s home and also her home.”

That night when the doors of the church were closed to the public,
the priest allowed Eva and me to go into the small chapel where Duse’s
coffin had %wun placed and remain there until the early hours of the
momming. Desirée ar.d Maria and the rest of the troupe were worn out
from their vigil in Pittshurgh and went to bed.

The following night Desirée, Matia, Bathsheba and all of the actors
and actresses, as well as Eva and I, kept vigll and prayed besde the
litde coffin. There in the church in the candlelight, Desirée gave me the
newspaper clipping of my article which Duse hud kept in her praver
book. She also gave me the copy of my play, The Morther of Christ. She
told me that *Madame” had rcad and rergad i1, and many nights when
they were on tour she had tucked it under her pillow and slept on it
The manuscript was written all over with notes in Duse’s handwriting.

Since the coffin was already closed, I asked Desirée that night in the
church to keep the manuscript and drop it into the grave when Duse
was buried in Asolo. This was where she had lived, und where her body
would return 10 the soil under the siwdow of the hills she had loved. I
had written this play for her and although T was tempted to keep it for
all she had written on it, 1 felt that it was her play and should be buried
with her, Desirée told me, a year and a half later in Avolo, that she had
fulfilled my wish.

The day of the funeral, huge masses of flowers and wreathes were
Sent 10 this same Dominican church, Thousands of dollars were spent
on flowers for her funeral. but no one. when she was living, had made
life ﬁnancially easier for her.

At the funeral people who had not known her sat in the front pews,
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while Desirée and Maria, the only people in the church whom she had
really loved, were given places on the side aisle. All these arrangements
were made by the Italian Embassy, which when Duse was alive had not
lifted a finger to help her. Probably it was known that she did not ad-
mire Mussolini. She made no secret of that.

The Duce, however, sent a battleship to take her body back to Italy.
That afternoon after the funeral, the same little group that had watched
beside the bier followed the black-covered coffin down into the hold of
the ship. A corner had been squared off with Italian flags and depress-
ing biack draperies, and here Duse's body was to rest in the darkness
as the ship plowed its way through the waters from the New World back
to the Old. We stood there mute and forlorn. I remember the whistle
warning us to go ashore. I remember, too, the sound of a steel door
closing. Then I found myself standing on the pier as in a nightmare, }
stood there and watched the great ship glide out into midstream bearing
Duse away. As I watched, for a fleeting sccond, the gray battleship
brought to my mind a black gondola. The sca had brought Elconorn
Duse to me and the sea had carried her away . . . La Donna del Marc!



Twenty-Three
A

Through my friendship with Duse. I met Amy Lowell. I did
not know her, but one *day after Buse’s death she called me on the
telephone and askew if she could come to see me. She had an idea for
starting a memorial foundation in Duse’s name. In the end it came to
nothiag, but I gained a valued friend.

She lived just outside Boston, and when she went homc the next day
I wrote her a letter. 1 am a very bad spelles, and no sooner had I mailed
it than I realized I had misspelled a word. T thought she would think
me an ignoramus and was extremely wpset. Like a first-class idwot, |
sent her a telegram, saying, PLEASE EXCUSE ME FOR MISSPELL-
ING A WORD IN MY LETTER. A few hours later 1 2ot one back,
saying: WHICH ONE? It scemed that Miss Lowell was just as bad 2
spelter as I was. She then asked me o visit her so that she could show
me her collection of Keats' letters. 1 will show you many of Keats' letier
in which you will see that he is even a worse speller than you and I, she
wrote, This should console us.

Amy Lowell regulated her life in the most semsible manner for a
writer. She slept all day untit four in the afternoon. She had brea! fast at
fve in the afternoon, lunch at seven-thirty in the evening and dinner at
midnight. This was the meal to which she invited her guests. She gen-
erally started to work soon after one in the morming and wrote untl
eight o'clock, Working thramgh the night saved her from the annoyances
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and noises of the day and gave her the peace and silence of the still
hours,

The last time I visited her, I arrived at her house at about five in the
evening, It was winter and there was snow on the ground. It was already
dark, I was told that Miss Lowell would soon be down for breakfast,
Her breakfast fitted in neatly with my tea hour. We both had tea and
toast. She was an enchanting talker and the two hours and a half sped
fast until seven-thirty—her lunch hour and my dinner. After this we
went for a walk. 1t was a brilliant star-light night and the snow-weighted
branches of the trees hung low and glistened like frosted lilies. She was
& large woman but she walked lightly and I was aware that her steps
made practically no sound vn the ice-covered ground. I told her she
walked like an American Indian, which pleased her.

After our walk we moved into a room warm with many-colored books
on its shelves and a great crackling fire on the hearth. Miss Lowell pro-
duced two large black cigars and handed one of them to me. She did
not ask me if I wanted it, but I accepted it. I had smoked cigars before
but never such a large one. [ hoped 1 would not be violently sick. I
decided to engulf myself in its aroma and hope for the best.

Miss Lowell stood surprisingly fa: from the hireplace, bit off the end
of her cigar and spat it directly into the fireplace—a bull's-eye. 1 bit off
the end of mine and hesitated. I was not nearly so far from the fireplace
as she was, but somehow I kpew I would fail. So I took the end of my
cigar out of my mouth and in the most ladylike way imaginable laid it
gently on a highly polished silver ashtray. 1 detected a slight look of
disdain on Miss Lowell’s face, but she made no comment.

It was really a memorable night. 1 saw many of Keats’ letters and
manuscripts which Miss Lowell had not shown me before. These were
the gems of her collection. One could aimost feel Keats’ presence in the
room. If Amy Lowell sometimes fell short of her own standards as a
great poet, we can at least be gratrful to her for her fine Life of Kears
I do not know any life of this poet which is more comprehensive than
the biography of this strange, large New England woman, who loved
bim so passionately that she seemed, in some curious way, to evoke his
spirit wherever she was.

During the winter of 1925 Firmin Gémier, who was at that time director
of the Odéon Theatre in Paris, came to New York. He came at a mo-
ment when Norman Bel-Geddes had just finished designs for both my
Jehanne d'Arc and The Mother of Christ.Gémier saw these designs
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and was enthusiastic about them. He read my manuscript of Jehanne
d'Arc, and then invited Eva, Norman and me to produce it at the Odéon
in Paris. He felt that Eva would make a beautifu! Jehanne d’Arc and
he was especially happy when he found she could speak French per-
fectly. The cast was to be entirely French with the exeception of Eva.

Gémier arranged for us o be invited to Paris under the auspices of
the Ministry of Beaux-Arts. So the three of us, including Eva's dog
Tosca, sailed off on the Mauretunia.

A friend of Eva’s and mine, Margaret St. John, followed us to Paris.
She was a great help to us in many ways. St. John is as British as she
can be in spite of the fact that she has lived in America forty years.
She has all the best qualities of her people and a good many of their
eccentricities. She is a poet—a metaphysical, mathematical poet, if 1
may be allowed to string these words together. She 1s also Joval, ex-
tremely intelligent, full of humor, and utterly reliable | can call on her,
and always could, at any hour of the day or night, 1i ] do, she asks no
questions buv* '« by my side 2t the drop of her hat which, in those early
days, was a flat one with a very sad-looking dead bird on the top of it.
She also wore then an Inverness cape and, of course, low-heeled shoes.
She looked every bit the charactes she was. Now, unfortunately. she
dresses more conventivnally but her mind still works 1n complex geo-
metrical and poetic images.

In Parts we received our first blow. The Odéon stage was far too
small in scale for Norman's sets. The electric voltage was too weak to
sustain the modern equipment he had brqught with us. It would have
blown out all the fuses on the Left Bank.

From this moment on, troubles poured down on our young heads

like sheets of tropical rain. The Sarah Bernhardt, the Champs Elysées,
and the Porte Saint Martin theatres were the only ones in Paris with
stages large enough for Norman's décnr and clectrical equipment, and
all three of them were engaged.

At this point we thought of giving up the whole venture, but Mr.
Herrick, the charming and kind American Ambassador. requested us
not to. Since our arrival we had had a great deal of publicity in the
French press which had welcomed the idea of an American actress play-
ing in perfect French in an American play about a French he sine as
well as a French saint. They also welcomed the idea of a celebrated
American designer presenting his décor and costumes in Paris. Because
of the sets he had done for The Miracle, Notman’s reputation was by
then well known in Europe. Considering all this, Mr. Hermrick felt it
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would create ill-fecling if we returned to America without doing what
we had said we would when he accepted the Beaux Arts’ imvitation.
Added to this we had, by implication, committed ourselves to employ
French people in various capacities—making costumes and scenery,
acting and so forth.

We had arrived in March and now it was already April. T would like
to be able to say that we cooled our heels until we could get the Porte
Saint Martin Theatse in June. But actually we burncd them running
about attending to 2 thousand things. Norman set up an atelier with his
two assistants, Thomas Farrar and Gerstle Mack, where Romanian,
Russian, and French women cut and sewed costumes, while men of a
dozen nationalities hammered and painted scenery.

The Odéon Theatre had been promised us for nething and rent had
not been included in our budget. Now that we had to use another thea-
tre, all our money calculations were thrown out of kilter. The Poric
Saint Martin Theatre, which we were forced to take, no other being
available, held us up for what was then the large sum of $7000 for
thirty days, and the contract that went with it obliged us to use the per-
manent company of actors and actresses employed there. It was a form
of blackmail but there was nothing vve could dd about it.

A hundred other expenses we had not foreseen when we had so cheur-
fully accepted Gémier's invitation in America cropped up and, with
our budget crippled by the high rent, we had to collect more backing.
Gémier himself faded out of sight when he saw our increasing financial
difficulties, and we could no{ even reach him on the telephone. As Not-
man and T were not very good at collecting money. the task fell (o Eva
She did it bravely and courageously. It was no small job for her. It wu.
she too who had to engage the actors and actresses, and in the meantime
start rehearsing her own role.

We had to engage 150 supers, mostly Russians, because we necde!
large-sized men. Our difficulties were increased by the fact that Normas
coukin't speak a single word of any known language except Englehi
and, his English being what they called American, most of the Frenen
and Russians who claimed they could speak English said they couldn’
understand a word he said. The rehearsals, with every language bemy
translated into another one, resembled a committee meeting among the
inmates of an insane asylum.

Eva translated my play into French and for our first reading rehears.!
the Ministre des Beaux Arts kindly offered us the big Trocadéro Hull
for nothing. At least we all thought it nice okhim at the time and praised
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his generosity to the skies. We did not know there was a trap in it-—
babes in the wood that we were! A few days after the reading we were
presented with a bill for “destruction” of the hall. We had done nothing
but rcad the play in it but the shrewd minister saw a chance to gather a
little money from three innocent Americans to renovate the already
collapsing Trocadéro. Luckily for us, Mr. Herrick took the matter up
and we didn’t have to pay anything in the end,

Our expenses increased daily, purtly because we were constantly being
cheated, and partly because Norman had n¢ idea how to control a
budget, and even less idea about the value of the franc. This was painful
to Eva, who had to run zround humiliating herself to get funds; and it
was anguish for me to see her using up her vitality in this way when
she should have been conserving it for the tremendous task of acting
the difficult role of Jehanne d’Arc, a role that needed not only spiritual
inspiration, but also great physical strength. Added to this, she had to
speak in a foreign language, and no matter how well she spoke it, it
was still not her own. In addition, she would be playing in a foreign
country and before a French audience, which is probably the most criti-
cal in the world.

The opening night took place on shedule, believe it or nat. A brilliant
audience of the highest intcllectual level gathered and the play was pre-
sented:

Sous le haut patronage
de M. 'Ambassadeur des Etats Unis &' Amerique
et
de M. le Ministre des Beaux Arts de France

in one stage box, with she American flag draped. sat kind and encour-
aging Mr. Herrick and his staff. In the other stage box sat old Joffre
und M. le Ministre des Beaux Arts, with another gentleman representing
the President of France, and over this Fox was draped the French flag.
All the most interesting artists weee there and the house was also filled
with the social élite of Paris. Constance Collier and lvor Novello, with
a number of other Enghsh artists, fiew over from London. The house
was sold out, packed tight and—cxpectant.

That Eva was able to act at all was nothing shert of a miracle. She
hid not been to bed for three nights and every responsibiity b+ - been
heiped on her weary shoulders. One hour before the curtan rang up the
hundred and fifty pairs of shocs for the supers had not yet been de-
Livered. When they cane, st almost the last minute, the manufacturers
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would not leave them until we paid the bill, which came to §500 in
American money. Neither Eva nor I had it. The supers were playing
soldiers and could not go on in stocking feet. Nothing would move the
man to leave the shoes without the money. Just when all seemed lost,
Felix Rosen came backstage to bring me some flowers. He saw our
terrible predicament, produced a book of traveler's checks and gen-
erously paid off the shoe manufacturer. Thanks to him the curtain
went up.

We had other trdubles too. The French stagehands were jealous of
our modern electrical equipment and someone tampered with it and put
it out of order. Tommy Farrar and Gerstle Mack had to stand guard
constantly over the switches and cables and watch the lamps and spots
like hawks. It was an unhappy feeling to know that there werc people
who wished us ill and wanted to ruin our opening.

At the final curtain on the opening night 1 was thankful that Eva had
been able to get through the performance. It was a real feat, com-
pounded of guts, inspiration, and artistry. She well deserved the rounds
of applause which called her before the curtain over and over agam
Few actresses have ever had te cope with so much stress right up 0
the last second before the rise of the curtain. In' spite of everything, she
gave an inspired, moving and magnificent performance. la my opinion
no actress I have seen in the role has ever remotely touched her concep-
tion of Jehanne,

Generally speaking, the French notices were good for all three of us
The Amenican press praised only Norman’s décor, but had not a kind
word for Eva or the play. Nevertheless, many French artists, whoswe
opinion 1 valued more than the Aricrican press, were greatly impressed
by the whole production and thought that the entire play—décor. Evas
conception of Jehanne, and the play itself, were aheud of their time. |
still think so, too. It was a produchon that would be more readily appre-
ciated today.

Shortly before his death Norman said to me, “Your Jehanne d'An
was the best piece of work I have cver done. | would give anything to
be able to produce that play over again now.”

During the four weeks' run there were a number of people I remember
in Paris. Scott Fitzgerald, for one. In those days he looked like a golden
archangel—but he didn't always act like one. One evening after a party
at Alfredo Sides’, Scott said he would take Eva and me hom..

In the street was a little car that belonged to Alice de Lamar. Scoit
said that Alice had given him permission to ¢rive Jt, so we got in it not
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realizing how drunk he was. He suddenly threw the gears into high
speed and, like 2 madman, drove the car along the Quai, across the
Concorde Bridge and up the Champs Flysées, missing cars by a hair’s
breadth and never once slowing down for traffic. Eva and I shouted at
him but the sound of our voices was lost as the car swerved from left
to ripht and right to left. It was open and we had to hang onto the sides
or be thrown out. At the same speed, he drove us uround the Bois,
sometimes shouting and yelling and taking one hand off the wheel It is
said that God wkes care of fools, babes and drunks. He must have that
night,

At six in the morning he landed us in front of the Ritz, where he said
he intended to have another drink. Eva and | crawled into a taxi and
went home, leaving him (o his own deviees,

No eone could have been more {ull of charm than Scott when he
winted to be. But he was one of those vielent people who always create
confusion for themselves and everyone around them There was some-
thing in him that needed violence at any cost I once saw him, guite
sober, dehiberately terl himself down a whole flight of stairs, ending in a
heap at the bottom with his head badly bruised T asked him later why
he had done such an idiotic thing, ke might casily have been killed. He
answered that evervthisg had been poiny too calmly that day and he
felt he needed a Lt excitement.

After the performance Eva and 1 often went to a little supper boite
called Chez Fischer. It was un informal place where 1t was fun to have
supper and at the same tume listen to vagous fine arusts who sang or
1 sone way performed. [t was o famous place in the twenties and was
generally crowded with people of note Bt was here that Yvonne Georpe
first sanpg “Pars.” and Dora Stroeva sang, accompanied by her gustar,
“Tu suls les mots calins et tendres.”” Dora was o perfect product of this
era. She was dark, handswome and Rusaan When she sango she ware a
man's dinner coat with a scarlet sowf cound her thinat, and her sleek
bluck hair was cut short like a man’~. Her vowee, too, was like o man's—
deep and powerful. She was a most arcesting and umque personality.

This was a period when it was greatly in voyue for women to wear
strictly and severely tailored suits and eveming jackets cut hike men’s.
Women had been so used to weanmg uniforms and trench coats during
the war that it seemed only natural that they should continue  caring
masculine-cut clothes after the war. Often the eveming jackets of black
cloth were exactly like men’s bul more often they were made of vanous-
colored satins or go]d laspc. The skirts were straight. tight and short.
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Young women with slender figures, their hair cut short and wearing a
man’s evening jacket, could have easily passed for young men or young
boys. It was the era when many young women wanted to look masculine
and many young men wanted to look feminine. Which after all only
proves once again that there is nothing new under the sun. Young
women and young men were doing just this in Greece two thousand
years ago.

Eva and I sailed for New York on the Majestic later that summer. On
board were several friends; among them, Ruth Chatterton, Gladys
Calthrop, Eugene Goosens and his wife, Boonie, and Noel Coward,
who was going for his first production in New York—The Vortex. 1
had been home only a few days when that talented photographer, Amold
Genthe, rang up on the telephone to say that he was photographing the
most beautiful young woman he had ever seen in his whole life, and he
would like me to come to his studio to meet her. I had to refuse as Eva
and I were leaving that afternocon to spend the weekend with Richard
1e Gallienpe in Woodstock.

Although I had read many of his poems, I had never met Richard
Le Gallienne. He was charming. M beautiful writing, very much like
Eva’s, he copied for me the lovely passage from Pater’s “Renascence™:

While all melts under our feet, we may well grasp at any exqui-
site passion, or any contribution to knowledge that seems by a
lifted horizon to set the spirit free for a moment, or any stirring of
the senses, strange dyes, strange colors, or work of the artist’s
hamis, or the face of one'’s friend. . . . Not to discriminate every
moment some passionate attitude in those about us, and in the very
brilliancy of their gifts some tragic dividing forces on their ways,
is, on this short day of frost and sun, to sleep before evening,.

I had this quotation framed and,have always kept it on my desk.

Back in New York, I found a package with a letter from Arnotd
Genthe. In the letter he said: f am sorry you could not come to m:
studio to meet my beawtiful Swedish friend who has now, unfortunateir.
gone to Hollywood with the great Swedish film producer, Maurice Stiller
I am enclosing a photograph I took to make you regret that you did n!
meet Greta Garbo,

I opened the package and took out a large photograph. There before
me, in profile, was the beguiling face of the haunting person I had scen
in Constantinople.



Twenty-Four
&G

The following winter was a sad one for me. mainly because of
Ruta’'s unhappiness. Dr. Grant died. She had not scen him for some
time before his dcath, “ut when she heard of 1t she was profoundly
affected. She loved hife more than anyone | have ever known and she
wis able to stand its blows in a most courageous way, hut when this
news was broken to her, she became very melancholy and completely
lost the radiant grip she had always had qn it 1 did not know what to
do to help her.

‘That same winter she went to a hospital in New York for un opera-
uon. When she was about to be wheeled into the operating room, I had
a remarkable presentiment. 1 did not know then, and I do not know
now, whether it is customary to put patients on an clectiie pad during
a operation. ] only know that. justein tnat second, 1 saw in my inner
cye Rita burned on an electric pad.

I rushed after the nurses as they wheeled her down the hall and cried
out, “Don’t put my sister on an electric pad!” Rita heard the fear in my
vorce. She put her hand out to mine from under the blanket and said.
“Don’'t worry so, darling. Everything will be all right.” T persisted and
¢ned out again, “Don’t put her on an electric pad!™ A nurse half  _dded
o me as one would to a tiresome child, and the doors of the operating
roum closed. 1 stood alone in the hallway. A cold sweat broke out all
over me and 1 began to ary. Another nurse came and led me back to
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Rita’s room where I waited in a dreadful state of miad until the opera-
tion was over.

I waited so long that 1 knew something had gone wrong. I walked up
and down that room and wrung my hands. I fell on my knees and
prayed. Suddenly a purse came in looking very disturbed. She said,
“There has been an unfortunate accident. They put Mrs. Lydig on an
electric pad during the operation. It short-circuited and deeply bumed
the base of her spine. I am afraid it is a very bad burn.”

It was indeed. Rita recovered from the operation, but she never re-
covercd from the burn. For two and a half years after this. until her
death, which was vltimately caused by this burn, she had either to stand
or lie down. Every day she had to have this area of her spine dressed.
She suffered not only great physical but moral pain. She had always
had a beautiful body and to have it so scarred was not easy for her to
accept. She had a strong case against the hospital, especially as I had
warmned them before witnesses not to use an electric pad. She undoubt-
edly could have brought suit and recovered very high damages. But Rita
was too generous to do this, She did not wish to hurt the surgeon's
reputation. .

Apart from worrying about Rita,’I had a disappointment that winter
when the plans for producing Jehanne d'Arc in New York fell through.

Otto Kahn had given Norman Bel-Geddes a certain sum of moncy
to produce three plays that season. One of them was to have been my
Jehanne &’ Arc, The scenery, props, and costumes had been sent back to
New York and were stored ir. a warchouse, Had Eva and I been wise,
we would have seen to it that Norman put on our play first. As a matter
of fact, he would have been quite willing to have done so, but for some
reason or other we let the matter slide. So he went into production with
a play called Arabesgue. As we might have known, had we been any
kind of realists, the inevitable happened. He spent all the money My
Kahn had given him on this first play. He thought that Arabesque
would make money which he would then use to produce my play
Arabesque did not make money. it was a total failure. Mr. Kahn was
angry about the whole matter and refused to finance him any longer,
so my play was never produced.

Just how unwise people can be who work in the theatre is always 2
source of amazement to me. Even a man like Otto Kahn, with all his
business ability, seemed to lose his sense of judgment when he did any-
thing in the theatre. He should have controlled the money he gave Nor-
man and limited him to a specific amount ftr each play, especially as



Here Lies the Heart [/ I65

Norman was known for his “largesse™; and Eva and I, after our experi-
ence with his extravagance in Paris, should have scen to it that my play
was done while the money was still actually in the bank. Prebably
neither of us thought about it at all. We just went on living in that dream
state one enters and remains in while working in the theatre.

It is just this state which makes it so irresistible, It is, in a way, a
“dream” state, cven an escape state. It is a reulm of unreality in which
the actors and actresses must necessarily live, but this unreality also
touches every other person starting at the top and descending to the
most humble participant in it. It scems to touch the “angel” as well as
the most obscure stagehand. Everyone who works in the theatre seems
to live in a sort of twilight dream—a world of slusion,

One altcrnates between hope and despair. At one moment one feels
sure of capturing success: the next, one 1s equally sure of losing 1. The
entire venture of producing a play is illusive. furtive, unsure and un-
predictable. It is like building on sand and then breathlesdly waiting
for the sand i~ -chdify. Most times #t doesn't. It 15 an enchanted deo-
main where there 15 lways the possibility of 4 miracle, and people of
the theatre, unconsciously living by faith, are always wuaiting, bke ex-
pectant children, for this miracle td occur.

About this time I tound that Eva and [ for u varicty of reasons were
growing apart, We had often discussed founding a theatre together. one
with a permanent company. } had hoped 1t would be along expenimental
lines with only new plays being productd and in that wuy we could
encourage dramatists all over the world—especially young dramatsts—
to write for it. We had even planned to call it the Elconora Duse Thea-
tre. But this was not to be. Eva started her own Cnac Repertory Theatre
with the idea of producing plays that had already been produced. mostly
classics. I did not see ber agan unty she was acung out m Hollywood 1n
the thirtics.

At this time Noel Coward opened in The FPorrev L went ta the opening
mght and it was an instantancous and sensatonal success, Tt was the
beginning of Noel's career in New York as an actor. as well as a drama-
tist.

Often during this season he came to my house on matince days and
had dinner with me between performances on a tray in my study These
little dinners were always an event for me as I so much cnjoved Noel's
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keen mind, his witty humor, and quick response to any subject we dis-
cussed.

He introduced me to Joseph Bickerton, who backed The Vortex in
New York. Joe was a sweet and extremely sensitive man and I saw a
great deal of him that winter. I felt sorry for him, especially when 1
discovered that about every six moaths he drank himself into such a
state that he would disappear for days and forget his name. Then sud-
denly, at any hour of the night, he would call me from a speak-easy and,
in a shaky, weak voicéd, ask me to come and take him to his sanitarium.
I say “his sanitarium” because 1 found that he paid a yearly sum to a
private sanitarium so that he could go there whenever he felt the need to.

That winter I was inundated with the problems of my {riends. John
Colton, like Joe Bickerton, took to calling me at any hour of the day or
night. He called me a number of times from dives in Brooklyn. In the
dead of night 1 would get out of bed, take a taxi and go over to find
him. I walked where angels fear to tread and sometimes 1 had to argue
with gangsters to persuade them to let me take John home.

I saw a lot of Jeanne Eapels and always had a battle with her, too,
because I was very fond of her and couldn’t bear to sec her destroying
herself. 1 spent many weekends at hew place in Ossining-on-the-Hudson
and there [ was able to help her control her sad habits. We used to
take long walks in the country and Jeanne would revive and swear she
was going to reform. But the city was too much for her. As soon as she
returned to New York she would fall back into her old weaknesses.

Yvonne George, another drjnk and drug sufferer, was in New York
this season, singing in a theatre and uvnder coniract to the Shuberts.
Lee Shubert used to beg me to sce that she got to the theatre every
night on time. A French actor and friend of mine, Marcel Herrand, was
in New York then, and together we went cvery afternoon to pull Yvonne
into shape. When she was actually on-stage with the curtain up, in somc
miraculous way she always manages' to give an inspired performance.
Back in her dressing room, she would collapse completely.

These appalling experiences with so many of my friends took up 3
great deal of time and energy, and I became very discouraged and did
not feel like writing. But Marie Doro encouraged me to finish a play ]
had started called The Dark Light, and a friend of mine, Gertrude
Newell, who had just designed the décor for Peter Ibbetson, with Con-
stance Collier and Jack Barrymore, became interested and wanted to
produce it. We had readings in her house with various actors and ac-
tresses. Unfortunately nome of the actresses wg wanted for the leading
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role were available and it ended up, like so many plays, on the sheif.

When spring came, Nazimova asked me to go 10 Paris with her.
Abram had been given a commission by Marshall Field to paint murals
in the large entrance hall of his Long Island house and he expecied 10
be working there all summer. Rita wanted to go to Vichy for six weeks,
so I decided to go with Nazimova and be in Paris when she arrived.

Alla and I went to a small hotel on the Left Bank, the Hote] Mon-
talembert. Rita arrived a few weeks later and I went 1o meet the boat
train at the Gare 5t. Lazare. She stepped off it followed by her female
doctor, her maid, her masseuse, her chauffeur, her sccretary, and her
valet. She had with her forty large Louis Vuitton trunks. not to speuk
of innumerable suitcases and all the luggage belonging 10 the persons
of her entourage. She had promised mc before T left New York that she
would, for once, travel as inexpensively as possible. 1 should have real-
ized that she simply did not know how to.

She had engaged an entire floor in the Ritz, including a pressing
room and a trink room. Of course cach member of her entourage hud
a room and she had u bedroom. a living room, and a dining room. She
had brought all her own linen with her, books, and «ilver. The entourage
scampered wildly about unpackire the forty trunks. and 1 lesy thun
half an hour the reom: were miraculouwsly transformed as neurhy as
possible into the roums of her own houswe. She had brovght her own
vases, and while the servants were unpacking, masses of whue hles
appeared from the florist. Rita couid not be without white flowers and
she had cabled the florist to provide therp on her arrival

A few years ago in Paris § saw in the Herald Tribune that Clare
Boothe Luce had arrived, unaccompanied. by plane. The article said she
had arrived with the exuct limited weight of sixty-five pounds, [t went on
ta say that she had with her onty two changes of nvlon underclothes. one
evening dress, one suit, two pars of shoes, and that alf her tlet thngs
and toilet bottles were plastic, 1 theught of Rita in 1926, Tt was inter-
esting to compare this streamlined arrival with Rata's.

That spring in Paris | tried 10 keep her within bounds, She had a
hubit of carrying unset emeralds and sapphires in her pockets o ghe
away when she left a shop, or when a vendeuse came to the Ruz to dis-
cuss a fitting. U tatked it over with her and said that T felt she could not
aflord to go on doing it. It scemed wildiv extravagant and uncal..! for.
She was very angry with me and said, “What do .w'u £XpECt me o gnve
these wonderfut women if 1 don't give them emeralds? Surely you don't
£Xpect me to insult ghem gvith money?™
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There was nothing I couvld do, T saw her off to Vichy with the entire
entourage and oaly ten trunks instead of forty. “Only ten trunks and
they are a concession to you,” she sweetly said. She left in her car with
the doctor. Another car followed with the masseuse and the servants,
The trunks were sent by rail. “This is another concession to you. [
would have sent them by car,” she added, blowing me a kiss as she
drove off.

After this I went over to London to be with my friends Mary ard Jim
Fagan. Jim came from Dublin and was the first producer ever to put on
a play by George Bernard Shaw. He and Shaw were great friends.

They introduced me to Dunsany, Synge, and John Drinkwater. They
also introduced me to Shaw, whom I saw several tim~s with them over
the following years. Shaw took me to a matinée of Strindberg's Spook
Sonata, carrying a steamer rug, and when we were in our seats he in-
sisted that I share it with him, leaning over to carefully tuck it around
my feet. We had great fun that afternoon pulling each other's leg about
Jehanne d’Arc. He said it was the first time in the world that two people
who had written a play about Jehanne d’Arc had met and had even sat
together at another play. “Not only met, but liked each other into the
bargain and actually been amiable te each other. Why, we might have
fought about the color of Jehanne's hair and ended by murdering one
another,” he said,

When I returned. to France Jack Buarrymore invited me to visit them
in a place they had taken in Normandy near Honfleur. Jack met me at
the station looking tanned ang well, and he and Michael und 1 had a
wonderful first evening fogether. They had no servants so we all cooked
dinner and had great fun. Their room was upstairs and mine was on the
ground floor with French windows opening onto a small garden.

That night I was awakened by Michael's voice yelling “Help! Help!
Mercedes help!™ I rushed out of bed und ran upstairs. Michael and Jack
were rolling on the floor and Tack had a knife in his hand which he was
waving over Michael's head. [ threw myself into the fray, managed to
seize the knife and throw my weight between them. Jack jumped to his
feet, lifted a kerosene lamp high over his head and burled it at Michacl
and me. We both managed to dodge it and it smashed to picces agains
the wall. At the same time [ realized 1 had cut my hand on the kmle
and blood was pouring from it. This turned out to be a fortunate thing
because both Jack and Michael paused when they saw the bluod and
forgot to attack each other.

Jack flew for a bandage and torc one of hissbest Jinen handkerchiefs
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in strips. Michael rushed for jodine, and 1 put on a great act about the
pain of the wound. They became so sympathctic with me that we all
ended by kissing each other. Jack ran for a broom and swept up all the
picces of the broken lamp. Michael remade the bed. Sweetness and love
reigned everywhere. Michael called Jack her “honey bun™ Jack culted
Michael his “beautiful fig.” They both called me their “wingéd meadow
tark,” and I just called them my favorite pair of “puts.”

We all went to bed. [ was hoping to et o few winks of sleep before
daybreak. I had no sooner fallen into a deep sleep than I was awakened
by an unearthly and blood-freezing cry. 1 lay there petrified with fear
and so thoroughly shaken that 1 could not hiave moved \f 1°d wanted to.
It canae from outside my window. I heard not a sound from Michael]
and Jack. 1 just lay there in the bed until the sun rose. Then 1 crent to
the window. There lay a cow licking the tiny and bexwiling calf she had
given birth to that mieht. It was the mother's anguished cry that | had
Leard. Jagk and Michiel said they had heard it 1oo, and they were just
as secared as | was. 1 could have been murdered 0 my bed und they
would not hase raised o hnger



Twenty-Five

The night I returned to Paris I ran into a man I knew who said,
“I know you are a friend of Isadora Duncan’s, I hear she has behaved
so badly that everyone has abandontd her. I am told that she is in a
botel on the Left Bank, practically starving.” I had not heard any of this
and I hoped it was only gossip, but when | went to bed I couldn’t sleep.
Around two o’clock in the morning I could stand it no longer. I got up
and dressed, hailed a taxi, and explained rather hopelessly to the driver
that 1 was looking for someone in a small hotel. We began with the
Hotel du Quai Voltaire, tried the Saints Péres, Foyot, L'Université and
in all, sixteen inexpensive others. At three in the morning I gave up and
we started back, but driving along the Boulevard Raspail we came to
the Lutetia. I had not thought of it before because it was large and cx-
pensive. (Little did 1 know {sadora in those days—nothing was too
large or expensive for her at any timte.) A porter was washing the side-
walk and as a last effort I stopped the taxt and asked him if by any
chance Madame Isadora Duncan might be staying there. To my intense
delight he assured me that she was and I leapt from the taxi.

“Room sixty-seven,” the porter said. “Shall 1 announez you?” But [
was already halfway up the stairs. 1 knocked timidly and hearing
“Entrez!" 1 opened the door. Facing me and sitting up in bed was Isa-
dora. A small lamp was lighted on the table beside her, but a scarf (the
eternal scarf) was thrown over it, and the room was in semidarkness.
“Archangel!” exclaimed Isadora.
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(1 was dressed in a white cape without a hat and she afterwards told
me she had been lying there praying for heip at that moment. As I stood
in the doorway the light from the ceiling in the hallway feil on my head
in rays, and for a moment she really thought I was a celestial being.)

“I thought you were an archangel from another world come to help
me in answer to my prayers,” she said. “I think you are an archangel. I
shall always call you that from now on. How did you find me?”

I told her what I had heard about her and how I had found her, 1 dis-
covered that she owed the hotel a large biil and that the manapement
had refused her any further service. They would bring her no food and
would not even allow her to make an outgeing telephone call. She did not
have a sou and was staying in bed because she had been living on bis-
cuits for nearly a week and was too tired to get up. I asked her why her
friends hadn’t heiped her.

“I have spent their money and not repaid them.” she said, in that
childlike voice she often assumed.

“Did they ever think you would repay them?” 1 asked. lauphing,

“That's jusu n. I spent their money which is just what they should
have expected me to do. What else is money for but spending?”

I had heard this argument beforg from Rita, und in tact. 1 had often
advanced it myself to Abram.

“Yes,” 1 said. “1 suppose money is to be spent
own money.”

“Money is only dirty paper and dirty silver and dirty copper. Evervone
knows that money is full of germs. People should be glad to have those
horrid germs taken from them,” she said.

I was forced to laugh at this. Then she plaintively added, “Please
don’t scold me. I am hungry.”

I called the porter and, tipping him wull, told him 1o go to the nearest
café und bring us a roast chicken, bread. butter, and a bottle of wine.
"Two bottles!™ Isadora called out, *“Two bottles.” 1 repeated to the
porter. “And some strawberrtes,” Isadora added. “And some strawber-
nies,” 1 echoed. “Et vite, vite! Isadora shouted with a gicat deal of
vitality in her voice. “Not at all like a stanving woman,” I remarked.

As a matter of fact, I took Isadora’s starving sapa with a pinch of
salt. 1 knew only too well how many loyal and true friends she had. None

~of them would have let her starve. The truth was that hadora’s [ 2lings
were very easily hurt. Probably somcone spoke severely about her con-
tinually asking friends for money and always spending it rechlessly, and
she had just retired to bed without communicating with any of her real

at feast i it’s vour
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friends. That she owed a large hotel bill which had run over 2 period of
many months was certainly true.

When the food arrived, I pulled open the curtains. It was almost day-
light. I spread the chicken and the strawberries on the bed and opened
the bottle of wine. Isadora clapped her hands wildly and fell on the food.
We had a wonderful picnic.

When the last scrap had disappeared I suggested a drive in the Bojs.
She jumped out of bed gleefully and put on her sandals and her Greek
dress. Within a few minutes we were downstairs in the street. There was
my taxi driver sound asleep. I had forgotten about him. The sun had
just risen and Isadora cried out to him, “Axu soleil! Allons an soleil?”” He
opened the roof of the car und off we went.

As we drove around the race course at Longchamps, Isadora said,
“Life is a continual miracle. A few hours ago I wus hungry and in de-
spair, and then suddenly God sent me an Archangel!” And she began
singing snatches of Scriabine.

We drove around for hours, stopped at a little café for coflee, and
ended up at nine o'clock before the Guaranty Trust Company. Isadora
waited in the taxi while [ went into the bank and drew out the money
for her hotel bill. When she realized«] had given her more than just the
amount of the bill. she was very pleased.

I said, “There will be food to be paid for this week and another hotel
bill, so don't spend this extra money on other things.” I should have
known she would. The next day she sent me an enormous amount of
flowers! But this was Isadora gnd there was nothing to be done about it

All that first day she begged me not to leave her. She came back to
mty hotel and [ talked to her about her life, and said that she absolutely
must stop squandering it and pull herself together and begin to dance
again.

“I am no longer believed in. No one believes I can still dance. T could
be saved if someone would organize a recital for me. I only drink and
waste my life to forget my little dead children and that no one will let
me dance any more. ’

An inspiration came to me,

“Isadora, if you will behave and concentrate on writing your hife, 1
promise you on my solemn word of honor that somehow I will arrunge
a dance recital for you, and I will help you get the book published.”

She did not react to this suggestion.

“I am not a writer and | would not have the energy to write, and per-
haps now, after so many years, I cannot even dance.?
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*Nonsense,” I said, “You will be heiped to do both.”

“Who will help but you, my Archange}?”

“You will be given Divine Energy, if you will only call upon it,”" I said.

She took my hands and said, “Your hunds are so strong. You are
strong. Do you know that you are giving me new life? The strangest
part of it is that, foolish as what you say may scem, I believe you. Deep
down in the inmost part of my soul, { belicve every word you say. I
believe a Divine Source will help me and I believe that I will write my
life. 1 have never thought of it before but [ know now, just in these few
minutes, that I will write it. I will also dance again.”

The following day she actually started writing. When I told people
about it no one belicved me. If they did they predicted that she wouldn’t
stick to it. But 1 never doubted for a minute that she would. I wrote 1o
Tommy Smith, one of the cditors of the publishing house of Boni and
Liveright in New York, to tell him the good news, and asked him to
give her an advance on it. It scemed a reasonable request to make with
the prospect in view for him of a book from such a great name and such
a great artist. Tommy answered-

Isadora Duncan will not ming my saying. T am sure. that her
temperamental reputation is rather well known, and 1t is this which
causes us, as it wili certainly cause any cditor, to be certain of all the
manuscript, or a greater part of it, before entering iato, or paying
any substantial sum of money for 115 publication.

This made me drive Isadora cven more furaibly on. After trying nine
publishers, nearly a year later, { returned to Tommy Smuth and fairly
browbeat him into accepting the book He vinve lsadora a two-thousand-
dollar advance. When it was published 1t ~old millions of copics but she
never saw a penny of it. She was alreads dead.

Poor Isadoral How she struggled and suffered over that book. Many
days 1 locked her in her room and caly ley her out when she shid a num-
ber of finished pages under the door. The fact that she wrote 1t abso-
lutely unaided, with every condition against her, 15 another proof of her
great talent, It was also proof of her great will power and shows that
the so-called “wmperamental reputation™ stupid people glued upon her
to have been completely false. Isadora simply saw Life 1 a dimension
that ordinary people were unable to see. Incapable to compreher  her.
they put it down as her fault, her temperamental character.

I had a little car of my own in Pans at this time and ofien, just after
sunrise, I drove her.out 0 the Forest of Fontancbleau, or the Forest
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of St. Denis, or the Valley of La Chevreuse. When we came to a beauti-
ful field or wood we got out of the car and walked. It was always at these
moments that Isadora was most inspired. She was always inspired by
nature—by trees or by the sea. It was then, when she was close to nature,
that she talked to me of art, of her own personal experience, of her am-
bitions, and of her dream of a great universal school for children.

One day, walking at sunrise over a hill, she stopped and turmed to-
ward me. She was facing the wind and I shal! never forget her standing
there with her flowing draperies sweeping back like wings, She placed
her hands below her breasts, and said, “Here dwells the seat of man’s
spirit. When I dance or am creative, I am aware of a glowing light be-
neath my breasts. It is here where dwells all inspiration, power, and
magic. It is here, just somewhere in the area of the heart.”

Closing her eyes and extending wide her arms, she said, “Do you see
a light shining from me?”

Gazing at her extraordinary grace, I answered, “Isadora, you yourself
are light. I see you as all light.”

She was pleased with this answer and ran laughing on. Going home in
the car she wrapped her cloak partly about herself and partly about me,
and laughed again and hummed in” snatches. She hummed like a cat
purring as we bumped over the country road.

One early morning we stopped at a small farmhouse and asked the
peasants if they would give us some eggs and coffee. They were surprised
to see us, but they gladily made us an omelet. After drinking a cup of
coffee, Isadora rose and-disappeared into a back room. She didn’t re-
turn for a considerable time and I went to see what she was doing. |
found her stretched out on an enormous bed (large enough for the whole
family to sleep in) with her arms over her head, her sandals off, and as
sound asleep as a newbomn puppy. I covered her with the quilt and tip-
toed out. For half an hour I walkgd about the ficid behind the house.
When I went in apgain she was awake.

“What good are you as an archangel if you don't watch over me
when I'm asleep?” she complained.

The kindly old peasant lady, not understanding English or Isadora’s
relish for this kind of pretend game, but sensing that I was being scolded,
started to make excuses for me. Isadora broke in and explained.

“This is my Archangel,” she said in French, “and she should not
neglect me. How can anyone expect me to sleep well if I have not my
Archange! watching over me?”
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The woman, somewhat bewildered by all this, said that [ had only
been out walking in the field.

“That's just it,” Isadora answered. “The idea of an archangel walk-
ing! If she went out at all she should at least have been flying.”

I cannot imagine what those poor peasants thought of us. Isadora
dressed as she always was in flowing Greek costume, wearing no hat,
her hair blown, and I in a gray or white cape—we must have made a
strange appearance at that hour of the morning. And on this particular
day, when I went to pay the bill I found 1 had forgotten my money. I
gave them my wrist watch as a guarantee that we would return soon.
They dida’t want to take it, but 1 insisted. When we drove off, Isadora
laughed, patted my wrist and said, “Swcet, gencrous Archangel, to have
given up your watch! Promise you will not go buck for i, for now, once
and for all, without a watch it will be an excuse for us to forget the tire-
some illusion of time.”

Although she spoke this way about time, one of lsadora’s most
charming traits v~ her impatience when anvone she loved was coming
to see her. If I had promised to come ar eight o'clock, the telephone
would ring at half past seven, and I would hear her voice asking, “Are
you on your way?"

When I arrived she would be waiting impaticatiy st the top of the
stairs. She would streteh her arms wide when she saw me. 1 always think
of her like this, wath her arms outstretched in the form of a cross. T think
of the words she once wrote: Perhaps 1 am La Madonne qui monte le
Calvaire en dansant.

Some women can cry easily. For me it is difficult. There are only a
few people before whom I would let myself go. Isadors was one of them.
She used to laugh and say that she was the only person before whom 1
could enjoy a good, comfortable cry,

She was so maternal in a lurge sense that 1 believe she wished to regard
all the people she loved as childre®. What unbelievable agony it must
have been for her when her own Patrick and Deidre plunged into the
Scine and drowned. I coultd not hear ta walk in the Bois with her and see
her watch little children playing. Sometimes when 1 saw her eyes foliow-
ing a little bloAd child, the suffecing I saw in her face was so terrible 1
had to turn away.

She wrote me how much America had hurt her. She wrote:

People are forever talking about my Greek art. This always
makes me laugh. For Icount its origin in the stories my Trish grand-
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mother often told us of crossing the plains of America in '49 in a
covered wagon. She told me of the heroic spirit of the early pio-
neers, of which she and my grandfather were two, and she told me
stories of battles with Redskins. Thrown in with these stories were
Irish songs and legends, and she taught me Irish jigs. When I grew
older, to all of this I added the poems of Walt Whitman and fused
them into my being and into the dance, for Whitman has been a
bible to me and I consider him the greatest American my country
has ever produced And this is what people call Greek. I am an
American. My ancestors have lived in America for two hundred
years. My Art is Life. My dances are of the woods, the fields, the
lakes, the rivers, the mountains, the prairies, of my native land, and
the sea.

But my country has rejected me. They prefer jazz dancing to
mine. When I asked thern to give me a great international school so
that J could train children, not only in the spirit of the dance, but in
all art—in Life itself-—no one came forward to help me. So confi-
dent am I that one can awaken the souls of children, which can
then completely possess their bodies, that I have aimed above all
else to bring them a consciousness of this great power within them-
selves and their relationship to a pniversal rhythm.

She told me that when America refused her this school, Russia, a few
years after the Revolution, offered it to her. Unfortunately, she was no
better able to realize her ideals there than in her own country. But she
did have the satisfaction of teaching the dance to a thousand children.
As it developed, she had to cencern herself with finding food and cloth-
ing for them instead of teaching them. She wrote Lenin asking for
clothes and when he answered that there was no material, she wrote him
another letter saying:

I have seen vast quantities of red flannel in store houses during
one of my tours of inspection. } know this flannet is reserved for
Soviet flaps. Why do you not give me enough of this fiannel to make
clothes for my thousand childrcn? What could be more wonderful
than to keep your children warm, wrapped in their own flag?

She received the material the following day. Shortly afterwards
thousand red-clad chiidren were foilowing Isadora’s movements in 2
snow-covered field outside Leningrad.

There has been much confusion about the personality of Isadora,
about her private life, and her political views, of which she had nope for
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she was only universally minded. There have been many exaggerated
myths; according to one version her behavior was sublime, according to
another, outrageous. Finally, there has been so much misrepresentation
as to what she stood for in her an, that it will be many years before
these absurd fabrications are submerged and the real jsadora comes
forth—the true Isadora, who was the spirit of true artistic values, and
who more than most artists of her time understood these values and
tried to interpret them.

Just as her art, any more than her life, cannot be explained, so too, in
mere words, Isadora herself cannot be explained. Her violence could not
be understood unless one knew her personally and intimately, as I did.
Although many of her actions made her appear just the opposite in the
eyes of the world, she was extremely pure and relipious at heart. She
said over and over again, “All art should have its foundation in religion,
for without that it becomes jgnoble. Art which is not religious is not art
at all, it is mere merchandise and should only be regarded as such.”
When all the onfused legends have drifted away, dissipated by time,
which is the only test of an artist, Isadora will reveal herself.

Rodin made many great drawings of her. He once said 10 me, “1 con-
sider myself fortunate to have knowh Isadora. She has also been a great
sculptor. She has sculy:tured Life with a feeling and vision which will live
long after this generation has faded away. It will be a hundred years
before she is understood.” :

In France, where I mostly knew her, I had a deep appreciation and
love for her, but it was not until 1 went % California, after her death
thut T truly understood her. In spite of her great passion for France (the
only free country in the world, she used to call it) there were certain
things about her that had a deep affinity with California. The vastness of
this state, with its gigantic trees, huge rocks. canyons. and deserts is like
Isadora. Like her gestures when she raised her arms and seemed to
encompass all the vastness of Eternity.

Today, on all the beaches of the world, one can see the fruit of her
influence and the spirit of her words made manifest. It was her words
and her example which freed youth and all the people of our time from
the harness and stupidity of layers of clothes. It was her spirit vhich
liberated women from corsets and stockings, and taught them to wear
sandals.

Walking on the beaches of her native California and marveling at
the beauty and freedgm of, the sun-tanned bodies of the boys and girls, I
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moved zmong them with a sense of tendemness for Isadora’s sake. Per-
haps few of them had ever heard of her nor did they have the slightest
idea that she had dreamed a dream for them. By their very relation to
that dream I felt they were a part of her. She had said to me:

“I have a dream of uniting all the children of the world in one great
international spirit of art. I want children of every country to unite. I will
teach them one common understanding, one language—beauty. In
beauty they will have a vision of love, truth and companionship. I will
teach them to dance, not orly with their bodies but with their whole
hearts and souls. Across the entire world children of every country will
join hands in 2 great and glorious international dance of joy, peace and
brotherhood. The spirit of the children will abolish war. I dream of an
idealistic exchange of children throughout the world. By sending children
into foreign countries and teaching them the language and customs of
others, they will learn to become universalists rather than nationalists, so
that they could never entertain the thought of war.”

Isadora had a vision of merging art with life—of merging art (nfo
life through the medium of the child. She dreamed of millions of chil-
dren breaking down the barriers of internationalism by a common inter-
est in the dance. She longed to combine the dance with every other an
in the education of the child. Because she felt it was the mission of art to
express the highest ideals possible, she belicved first and foremost in
teaching it to children so that these ideals would surely flourish in the
race. She dreamed of the “exaltation of life in movement”—a phrase she
often used to me. A movemeut that would awaken the soul, and by it
awakening in beauty and truth completely possess the body. She had
vision of the soul's awakening within perfect bodies—strong, vital, free
bodies. She said, “The noblest in art is the nude. The child must lcarn to
recognize this and glory in the beauty of its own naked body."”

Many nights Isadora danced for me. She danced for me three and
four hours at a time. She would completely lose hersell as she moved
about, and became utterly unconscious of anything but the thythm of her
own body and the exaltation of her own spirit. She accompanied hersclf
by singing or humming in a curiously low tone that often gave me the
illusion that the sound was coming from somewhere far away and nol
from her at all. I was constantly amazed by her extraordinarv ear for
music. She could hlim the most difficult passages without missing a notc
—Mozart, Brahms, Bach, Scriabine, and many others whom she loved
Often she danced until the first light of the morning began to creep in.
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then suddenly she would stop and look about, bewildered, like dpmeone
returning from a long journey.

The rue du Bac at this time was a small world of its own. Everyone in it
secmed to know everyone clse. It was more like a little provincial town
than a street. Mary Garden and the celebrated French actress, Madame
Simone, lived in Number 46-—the apartment house next to Dorothy
Ireland’s, a friend of mine who lived most of her life between Paris and
Capri, although her home was actually in London with her adopted
parents Lord and Lady Rothermere. Gerald Kelly, sensitive, feminine
and amusing, lived not many doors away. His job in Paris was buying
paintings for Duveen.

Many people 1 knew had small apartments in the Hotel Montalembert
and the Hotel Pont Royal, both of which were situated where the street
forks into the rue Montalembert just opposite Number 44 rue du Bac.
It scemed, too, that there was no one who didn’t at some time live at
Number 44 dr:ung these years, or whe at least didn’t come to see some-
one who did live there, ur know someone who knew someone who hived
there, 1 lived there, too, for some months when | rented Dorothy lre-
lind's flat. Number 44 was famous in the twenties because of the many
celebrated characters who tripped in and out of its courtyard for one
reason or another. Such characters as Etienne de Beaumont, Mimi
Franchetti, Mary Garden, Teddie Gerrard, Natalie Burney and many
uthers.

At this time [ discovered that [sadora had posed for Beurdeile. He had
done a Bacchanale of her and given her a plaster cast of 11, signed and
dedicated to her. She needed money so badly that [ conceived the idea
of auctioning this piece off. Dorothy Ireland very kindly agreed to have
the auction in her apartment and to invite ali her friends and give a
cocktail party for the vecasion.

A few hours before the arrival of the quests Dorothy rang me, weeping
over the telephone. While arranging the statue for the auction she had
hnocked it over and it had broken into small picces on the floor. She was
in a dreadful state about it and I tried to calm her. T said that bad as
the news was, we should go at once and break it to Taadora,

We found her in bed. She listened, then very guictly she rema” od.
"1t doesn’t matter. T have always said that hfe is more exciting than art.”



Twenty-Six

N

Later this summer I went with Marcel Herrand and Walter Shaw
to the South of France to visit Mariz Laurencin in a small place by the
sea near Toulon.

Marcel and Walter were friends of Isadora’s, who called them her two
pigeons. They were both young and remarkably handsome. Marce!
became famous in France as an actor both on the stage and on the
screen, With Jean Marchat, he ran the Théatre des Mathurins and pro-
duced, directed, and acted in many of the most interesting and pro-
gressive plays seen in Paris during the thirties and the years following
the war.

On this trip the two pigeons and I sat up all night in a second-class
coach drinking red wine and eating cheese while Marcel impersonated
the Count Etienne de Beaumont, the famous patron of the arts. He even
succeeding in deluding the conductor.

We arrived early in the morning in high spirits and took a taxi to the
hotel on the little plage where Marie was staying with Suzanne, who was
a combination of devoted friend, conlidante, companion_and jack-of-all-
trades on every level of her life. Suzanne Morand had begun her carcer
with Marie as a maid, but through her devotion, intelligence, and cx-
treme discemment concerning any problem relating to her mistress, she
had moved out of this category and become a powerful influence
Marie’s life. Just before Marie’s death in 1955, she legally adopted
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Suzanne, who inherited at her death not only her money and a}artment
on the Champs de Mars but also all her paintings.

This was my first real meeting with Marie Laurencin. Marcel, with
his enthusiasm for introducing people he liked to each other, brought it
about. It was the French national holiday—the Fourteenth of July—
and it was exceptionally warm. As we walked into the garden of the
hotel, Marie was wailing for us in the sunlight. I was enchanted to see
her screw up her very beautiful eyes to peer at us, and then whisk out a
pair of glasses to see us better. I had not reahzed when 1 had met her
briefly some years before how very nearsighted she was. Myopia in
women has a great charm for me. There seems to be a troubled, unde-
fined look in their eyes which touches and amuses me.

When we had exchunged grectings and she had looked me over
thoroughly through larpe tortoise-shell rims, we sat down and I told
her my theory about Emily Bronté—that she had been extremely myopic
and that because of this cutting off from the visual world she had been
forced to rely suiely upon her imagmation i 4 world of fantasy. Marie
grew tremendously excited. All unknown to me, Emily Bronté was a
great passion of hers, and the mere mention of her name began a lasting
fricndship between us.

As a woman, Mari¢ has always been for me a most original and fasci-
nating person. As a painter § regard her very highly. The average person
who thinks of her only as the interior decorator’s delight, because of the
many reproductions of her more seemingly facile paintings used in house
décor and because of the number of bad imitations done in her name, is
misguided. She has done great and tmportant work, but most of 1t is
owned by private collectors and seldom seen.

On this visit I had brought Bambina, my beloved Bedlington terrier,
with me. Marie took a great fancy to her. She said Bambina looked like
a gray mist, and made a number of drawings and several water colors of
her. After this trip, Bambina appear-d continually in her paintings and
became quite famous.

A few weeks later I booked passage home on the Homeric sailing
from Cherbourg. Marie Doro and her mother, who were then in Paris,
decided to motqg me down. I sent all my luggage except one small suit-
case on ahead by train and we left several days before my sailing date to
make a leisurely. sauntering trip, stopping nights in Normandy in various
places and hotels. We thought we had plenty of time and so we lost track
of it. As we arrived near the beach in Cherbourg the Homeric was put-
ting out to sea. It was.a frostrating feeling and | have koown all my life
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since then what it means literally as well as figuratively to miss the boat.

As I'had already said all my farewells, I decided to rernain alone. My
luggage had gone off on the Homeric, so possessions were not a problem
to me. I had a delightfully free fecling all that week as | wandered
through the streets on the Left Bank watching the children sail their
boats on the pond in the Luxembourg Gardens, observing the various
types passing by as I sat at sidewalk tables in small cafés. I poked in old
bookshops and moved lazily through the rooms of the Cluny Museum,
1 literally had time on my hands and 1 found it a great mental as well a:
a physical rest, Bambina, who was most of the time by my side, seemed
delighted that for once we weren't rushing somewhere.

Taking no chances the following week, I went to Cherbourg on the
boat train and found I had been fortunate in missing the Homeric
That enchanting and beautiful person, Gladys Calthrop, had boarded the
Majestic at Southampton. We spent most of the trip together and had .,
very pleasant crossing. Gladys is a fine artist who through the years hus
done most of the décors for Noel Coward’s plays. Her stage designs ai.
well known in London and New York.

That winter Lee Shubert produced a play of mine, Jacob Slovak
Curiously enough, although I was rot aware of it at the time, it was o
prophetic play because it dealt with the persecution of the Jews and wus,
in a far milder form, the writing on the wall for what took place fater
Germany.

It was tried out first in Brooklyn with José Ruben and Florence
Eldridge in the leading roles and with James Light directing. It opencd
in New York before Christmas at the Cherry Lane with Miriam Doyle n
place of Florence Eldridge. The press gave it pood notices, although
many people called it unrealistic. Nevertheless, it seemd to have vitality
and played every night to a crowded house which, of course, was a smal!
one. Unfortunatcly Lee Shubert, not content with a full small hou-..
decided it was good enough for a lirge one and right after New Yeur.
in a blinding snowstorm which kept many theatregoers at home, moved
it to the Ambassador, a theatre far too large for such an intimate drani..
In spite of these obstacles I believe the play would have survived hud
not Mr. Shubert taken it into his head to change the title of it. He hal
never liked mine and he took this opportunity to change it to Conlln:
without even advertising the change, so that many people who had -
tended to go to Jdcob Slovak thought it had closed,

This was the sort of thing that could happen to dramatists belure
they were protected by the Dramatists Guild. Mr. Shubert had nciu:
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even consulted me about changing the title and 1 first heard of)it when
Rabbi Wise, who had written a beautiful piece in the paper about the
play, called me in dismay to ask what had become of it.

It was not encouraging when soon after this Mr. Shubert was sued by
an author who claimed the title Conflict belonged to him, and Mr. Shu-
bert was forced to withdraw it. [ wanted him to resume the original title,
but he was angry and bit off his own nose by closing a play which had
the possibility of making money. It was a great shock 10 the cast and a
severe one to me. I had counted on Jaceh Slovak running all seasomn.

in the meantime I bepan writing a novel and helping Abram find in-
teresting types to paint. He had done so many murals and decorative
paintings that I thought now he ought to concentrate on portraits. That
winter he painted a variety of interesting people, among them many
actresses, and we had great fun working out the composttions together.

He painted a fine and sensitive portrait of Katharine Cornell, and an
interesting one of Helen Menken in her famous role in Seventh Heaven.
Hope Williams vored {or him and he painted a striking portrait of Car-
lotta Monteiey, who luster married Eugene O'Neill. In painting Ruth
Gordon in her wonderful role of Serena Blandish, he wanied to paint her
in a sucré manner, but I saw her quite differently-—u character of brain,
and 1 convinced him te pamt her as such. His portrait of Greta Kembile
Cooper, who looked anyway like 2 Greek goddess of Olympian times,
won the Walter Lippincott Prize at the Pennsylvania Academy.

He had two other interesting models at this time—Jeanne Karolyi
and Valentina Sanina. Since those carly days Valentina had become
well known through her talent in dress designing. T met her and her
husband—George Schlec—almost immediately after they arrived in
America at Tom Powers' house 1n Gracie Square. Tom s a weil-known
actor and, at this time, Valentina came to New York wath a theatrical
company and before becoming a desigoer ncted in one play with Kath-
arme Cornell. But fate changed the gourse of her career. Unknown at
this time mn the fashion world, she opened a small dress shop on Madison
Avenue where she made dresses stitched with Russian embroidery. At
thts time she had thick golden hair that trailed the floor when she
loosened it.

_ That winter, among the stream of artsts who came to our house £ 'm
Furope, Augustus John appeared and we gave a large dinner for him.
He sat at my right and next to him. Greta Cooper.’It is curious how
sn_mll incidents click in one's mind. 1 remember how at the beginming
of the dinner grapefrujts were served and as Augustus John's was placed
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before hén, he plunged his cigarette into it and whirled it round. Greta
and I saw him do it and held our breaths. We then beheld him swallow
down the entire cigarette with a piece of grapefruit,

This same winter Bessie Marbury intreduced me to Angna Enters, who
dressed herself like a Manet and gazed slyly at me across Bessie’s table
from beneath a fringe which, in turn, was beneath a hat placed on the
back of her head, which, in turn, was beneath a large bow. 1 at first
thought it all a little too posed, but 1 finally broke down under her
smile and admitted to myself her great charm. We became friends and
it then became apparent to me that she had much more than charm—she
is a versatile artist who mimes, dances, writes, designs, makes her owo
costumes and clothes, paints, plays the violin and the piano, cooks like
a chef, and (most enviable to me of all her talents) can sit in the lotus
position! There being almost nothing she can't do, I'm not at all sure
she doesn’t walk the tightrope while balancing sixteen swords on the
tip of her nose in the privacy of her own room.

Although Rita entertained a lot this winter she was not at all well, and
had ! not been so detestably engrossed in myself, I would have noticed
how she was failing. Actually, I reatized later, she was always in pain,
but with her great courage she managed often to keep cven me from
knowing it. I should have noticed, also, how much money she wus
spending. 1 believe 1 was not only stupid at this time but also thought-
less, and unaware of what was going on around me. I lived 1n a world of
my own. A world of half fantasy and half pain, and one was an escape
from the other. -

One evening during this time I saw Greta Garbo in The Torrent, her
first film in this country. Louis B. Mayer and Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer had
led the public to believe that Greta was their discovery, and that she had
never before been on the screen. This, of course, was completely untrne
She was already widely known in the cinema world in Europe. Under
the direction of the great artist, Maurice Stiller, she had given a beautiful
performance in Sweden in Gosta Berling. Following this she had plaved
in Street Without Joy in Berlin. When [ saw her for the first time in /e
Torrent she already seemed to me a finished artist no matter how much
experience she still had to gain through the years. Alregdy she was not
only u finished artist, but she scemed to me to have the samc medivmist
quality that Duse had. [ felt that the character she was playing entered
into her and possessed her, guiding and directing her actions. The char-
acter took hold of her and not she of it,

Sitting there alone in the darkness of that ¢jnema house I was decply
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moved. I sat through the film twice and when I went oyt into the street
I felt a great loneliness. I did not know then, as [ know now, that there is
such a thing as spiritually getting “on the beam.” That there is a secret
area of the soul which, when kept pure, can uct as 2 magnet and draw
to itself a desire—even an unconscious one. Had 1 been aware of this
then, 1 would have felt secure in that secret area, and given myself over
with confidence to the miracle of its manifestation,



Twenty-Seven
NAS A

In the spring of 1927 I went to Paris early and solely with the
idea of arranging a recital for Isadbra. She had kept her promise and
written a great part of her book. Now it was time for me to keep mine

Arriving in Paris I found Isadora living with a young and attractive
Russian pianist, Victor Seroff, in an apartment on the Boulevard Raspu
With almost childish excitement she showed me her manuscript an
promiscd me I ¢ould read it in a few days. We opened a bottle «
champagne and I tnasted her: “To wonderful Isadora! Long life to you
and to your book.” How curiously unintuitive and blind we are in me
ments such as these. She had before her only a few more months to liv

A few days after this, when | had begun my attempt to raise monct
for the promised recital, a friend of mine introduced me to a fabulous":
rich South American lady. This Kdy had a daughter who aspired 1o
become a dancer and my friend believed the mother might finance us /f
Isadora would teach the girl. A dinner was arranged at her house and
Isadora was delighted. All the day before the dinner she danced aroun!
the house singing, “We are going to have dinner with a eery rich wom.il
who is going to give us money.” T looked upon this with a certon
amount of doubt.,“You will spoil everything with your pranks,” I said-
“Probably this lady is extremely conventional and you must not shock
her.” '

Victor, whom we called Vitya, agreed with me. It was bad luck, he
186
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said, to sing about the money before you had it. Isadora snapped ber
fingers at us and exclaimed, “Who could be more alike thar a Spaniard
and a Russian? Both of you filled with superstition.”

That evening on the rich woman’s deorstep she sang again, “We are
going to have dinner with a very rich woman who is going to give us
money.” She couldn’t have behaved more sweetly at first. She acted like
a demure little schoolgirl, smiling and agreeing with everything the lady
said. But 1 knew from experience that Isadora always made fun of rich
people and even more fun of rich, dull people, and with every word she
uttered this poor lady certainly gave evidence that she was as dull as
she was rich. As the conversation progressed a great uneasiness crept
over me. We had just been served cold artichekes on gold plates when
our hostess began boring us with a long tale about her objets dart.

“You have bought ali these things for yourself, but what do you do
for the poor?” Isadora interrupted her.

“At one time 1 tried to help the poor but I had so many ungrateful
experiences, »~rpecially with artists,” she guilelessly injected, “that I de-
cided 1o help only myself and my daughter.”

“Indeed,” said Isadora. 1 tried to catch her eye

“Besides,” continued the lady, "} cannot afford to give to the poor
now that my da.ghter is growing up. 1 must save everything for her
dowry.”

With that Isadora picked up the gold plate at her place. “Perhaps
vou will let me sell this. The money 1 could get for it would feed a lot
of hungry people.”

Our hostess flushed. “I have already said T am no longer interested in
the poor.”

Isadora rose. “Then you cannot be interested in me because | am
poor,” she said, in a dark and menacing voice. "My Archangel has a
littic money, but she always gives it away. so she too. 15 poor.” She
beckoned to me and marched out of the room. There was nothing for
e to do but follow.,

‘We are going to have dinner with a very rich woman who is going
fo mve us money,” 1 sang, mimicking Isadora’s voice as the door closed
behind us. *Yop spoiled everything.” T added. “We got nothing but
boredom from this dinner.”

" got something,” said Isadora, and produced the arti. .oke from
the folds of her tunic. She placed it on her head and’ held it there with
one hand and waltzed me down the strect with the other. Out of breath,
she stopped and begag to pull the petals off the artichoke.
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“I am going to sec whether you love me or not. Aimez-moi, un peu,
beaucoup, passionnément, rien de tout, Aimez-moi, un peu, beaucoup—
ah,” she cried, “beaucoup—that’s something, but it is not enough. I
always suspected you do not love me passionnément, as I think [ de-
serve. But we will let it go at beaucoup.”

Incorrigible Isadora! Did she ever have a worse enemy than herseif?

Finally came the day of the recital. If a miracle was the cause of its
fruition, it must have been one of faith——faith and hard work—because
no one financed it. The performance fell into shape through the efforis
of many people who wished Isadora well. Friends and admirers spent
slecpless nights working over the details. The gifted conductor, Albert
Wolff, volunteered his services, and the musicians followed suit with
the understanding that whatever receipts were left over in the box office
would be divided among the orchestra. For practically a box of choco-
lates, I persuaded the manager of the Mogador Theatre to allow us the
use of his house for all the rehearsals and onc performance. Publicity
flew around Paris like wildfire, and was caught up by the papers.

I prayed fervently that day that Isadora would have a triumph. She
did. She danced more marvelously than she had ever danced in her hie
before. She danced as though her spérit were taken over by the dance--
as though she were completely lost in it. Every artist in Paris was there
as well as every person of notc. But what pleased lsadora the most win
that all the little people were there. They jammed the top of the house
and crowded into standing room and cheered and called for her at the
end of each number. It was Friday, July 8, 1927, and the last pubiic
performance of her life.

The advance came from Boni and Liveright for her book and although
she got no pleasure from it as it all went into paying debts, there wus 4
certzin satisfaction in receiving it. Through her great performance, she
had again come into prominence in Paris and the art world. A number of
managers were discussing future parformances in the autumn. She wis
gay and full of hope.

One day she jokingly complained that no one ever gave her enough
caviar. strawberries, asparagus, or champagne. These were the four
treats she said she loved the most. So a few days later | iwvited her to my
flat. In the middie of the table were seven great piles of asparagus, «l-
ready cooked, and surrounded by pyramids of caviar. Circling this was
an array of bottles—only the best champagne—and at the four corncrs
of the table were baskets of freshly picked strawberries. Placed arm’md
the room on cvery flat surface were mounds of asparagus, strawberfics,
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and caviar, and more bottles of champagne. Isadora was enchanted.
wWhen she left that night I gave her all that was left of the feast to take
home.

«[f I die tonight,” she said, “people will say I drunk too much cham-
pagne. No one will suspect that I died instead of a strange hash of caviar,
asparagus and strawberries.”

After a trip with Maric Lavrencin, Suzanne and Bumbina to Bagnoles-
les-Bains in Normandy, I sailed back to New York on a French boat
from Le Havre. Isudora and Vitya came on the boat train with me. Bam-
bina sat on Isadora’s lap Ordinartly she didn’t like snimals, but she
}oved Bambina-—I'm afraid only because Bambina loved brandy, They
had this taste in common. The train went so fast we thought it would
rock off the track. Isadora saad she hoped it would and that we would ail
be killed together.

“} don't want to live any longer.” she said. “I think it would be won-
derful to dic a sudden and violent death, and T am selfish enough to
want to tune you and Vitya with me.”

On noard the siup when wo swere alone in my cabin, she suddenly
hegged me to take her to America T was amazed at this, especially as
some years previouslv becuuse shethad mentioned the word Comrades
on arriving in New York, the immneration officers had sent her to Ellis
Island. ! did not want te see her exposed aguin to this hind of rudi-
mentary treatment, and as I also knew she lacked a passport, I turned a
deaf ear to her pleading. But it broke my heart 1o hear her say: "1 am
homesick. I want 10 go home. Please taks me w th vou, Hide me here
in your room until the boat sails and then we will go to see the Captain.
He is French, and civilized. He wiil understand.”

“He possibly will, but without a passport those American immigration
officers won't let you land.”

“But I am an American. I am an American and I am homesick,” she
repeated.

Could I have chanped the path of her destiny? Or was her terrible
death, like the last act of a Greek tragedy, aiready inevitable? I do not
know, But that 1 did not take her to America with me, risk or no risk,
has always haunted me.

. As my ship sailed out from the picr she ran along the breaswater, and
\n the setting sun, with her head thrown back and her arms extended,
she waved the same red scarf that some weeks later strangled her to
death. This was the |ast sight 1 ever had of her. T went sadly down into
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my cabin and there I found a white rose and a red rose Jying on my
pillow. A card pinned to them said:

The white reaching toward the sky is YoU, darling, and the red is
the earth—ME. 1 adore you. 1SADORA.



Twenty-Fight
NES

Abram met me at the dock, smiling and good-humored, huppy
to sce ine home sooner than expecged. This blissful state of mind was
discontinued when ilie porters dragged up a heavy trunk and deposited
it with the rest ot my luggape.

“Is this the trunk containing one thousand dollars’ worth of writing
paper?”’ inquired the customs officer scannag my declaration slip.

“Yes,” I answered, “it is.”

A dark look came over Abram’s face. Today T wnite letters on cheap,
lined pad paper, but in those days 1 was a perfectionist and chenished
such things as exquisitely sharpened pencils and beautiful paper arraved
on my desk. On this particular trip, thinking myself very wise and eco-
nemical, 1 had ordered the paper en gros. My owl with Perdad ¥ 8-
fencio and my address were inlaid,in silver on every sheet and there
were hundreds of boxes of it. It did not scem unusual to me to have
puid a thousand dollars for it. Many women of this cra would e spent
fen times the amount on clothes and been welcumed home without a
Murmur, | hacL bought no clothes but Abram quite nghtly, 1 suppose,
wulked angrily off the pier.

When 1 arrived at the house hours later T found him Juoned in his
studio. Depressed, I began to unpack box after box*frum the affending
trunk, and suddenly 1 hit on a plan to woo him out of s studio. Sitting
down I wrote him endearing words on cach size of paper, enclosed each

19!
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sheet in its envelope and one by one slid them under his door. I did not
have to wait long. Within a few minutes he arrived upstairs with all the
letters in his hand, and the incident ended happily.

When we moved {rom this house to Beekman Place two years later,
I stili had dozens of boxes of the stationery and it was useless at the
new address. I put it in the storeroom and when we sold this house during
the war, up popped my white elephant. I called the Salvation Army and a
charming Major.Barbara type, a young Salvationist, came to claim it
with delight. What she did with it I'll never know, but I hope it was used
for the sole purpose of writing love letters,

That August Bessie Marbury invited me to visit her in Maine. T went
up with John Van Druten, who was then a comparativelv unknown
young dramatist, although he had already written Young Woodley in
which Glen Hunter gave such an inspired and unforgettable perform.
ance. One day while John was dozing on the grass and Bessie and ]
were sitting on the porch steps, she fixed her gaze on me and said, "I'm
glad we have these few days up here undisturbed because there's some-
thing 1 want te advise you about.”

“What is it, Granny Pop?”

“I want you to buy yourself a nicg, cheap notebook [Bessie did not
believe too much in extravagaunce] and write down ail the incidents of
your childhood that seem to you of interest. Keep a record, too, of all
the people who have impressed or influcnced you. In a word 1 would
like you to prepare a sort of fertile ground so that you can eventually
write an autcbiography.”

The idea seemed so foolish that 1 looked hastily at John to see if he
was sound asleep. “What on carth could 1 say in an autobiography?”

“You could say a lot if you wrote with courage. Anyway, that »
what I want you to do and I shall be very angry with you if you don't
doit.”

Many times after this she broughtup the subject again. In New York
she often called me carly in the morning and our conversations would
begin with “Have you started to write the book?" When 1 said no, siv
would call me an idiot and an imbeaile and say, “1 Jon't know why i
bother my head about you.” Although her pleas and commands rolled
lightly off my shoulders at the time, it was she who sowed the idea of thr
book in mind.

John had to go bick to New York, but Bessie had invited some other
guests up for a few days: the Eugene O'Neills and Carlotta Montesey.
It was a strange house party. 1 was impressed by Agnes O'Neill, who



Here Lies the Heart [ 193

seemed to me a typioal Biblical Martha—a weman willing to serve and
efface herself. I had never met Eugene’s wifc before but | knew she had
been through difficult times with him in their early life together when
they had no money and he was a hard drinker.

Carlotta was a very charming person—an actress, sophisticated. beau-
tiful, and romantic-looking. She was the kind of woman who would make
most men shy, and Gene wus no exception. He behaved hhe a nervous
schoolboy whenever she even looked at him.

One afternocon she asked him to take her out on the 1uke 10 front of
Bessic’s house. Agnes was sewing aad we were all attimy on the porch
as they drifted off in the boat with the sun red and winking behmd them.
Agnes followed them with her eves and [ felt embarracsed and de-
pressed. As everyone knows, Gene und Agnes were diverced Joter on,
and Gene married Carlotta,

1 was back in New York and 1t was carly in the monminge of September
the fourtcenth when I received o staggering cable

ISABRORA KILLED YESTIRDAY IN NIt
o RITA

I could not ecavince mysell of the realily of this mes oo untd 1was
followed by a Gailar one from Vitya, another one Trom Many Doy,
and the evening papers blazed out the full story Tadors had been n-
stuntly killed doving in o small Bugatty car As the chewlfour <feited the
car the fringe of her shawl cavght and tehtly wound around the axle
of the wheel, Her head was publed downeas the car moved tarwaid and
in onc spht second her acek was snapped, her Lormoy arushied, and ber
carotid artery opened Death came in that second. tuliithing her wish 1o
die suddenly and violentls.

Shortly after this T had a letter from Viesa He wrote thas he wason
Parts when Isadora was Milled Her last days had been troubied and
without money. She had been .;mm'lmg on the Amernicsn swernihization of
her book but had had no woerd from her pubinhiers He quoied the end
of afetter to him in which she saids Perfapy vou weli o nearer teonn
spirit when the badvy with all ity mareraal nunan e o sot hiere here
are a few inspred moments in e and thie rov oy chepodas Chipoke I3
a Russian word Isadora used frequently. and st means rubb <ot 4 knd
of nonsense.

Just before Christmas of that year Bon and 1 nenizht published her
book My Life. 1t was proclammed a great autobonaphy by the catcs.
was transbated into han® Fangustees ind has sold nubiwens o Ccopies over
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the years. The publishers printed these words on its jacket: Jusi before
her tragic death, Isadora Duncan's book was finished. It is perhaps the
supreme affirmation of her courage and her genius and her creative love
of life. Nine publishers had rejected it, but it proved to be a great human
document.

When I was in France with Isadora the last summer before her death
she said to me, “If anything should happen to me before my book is
published 1 want you to promise me that you will send Gordon Craig
a copy.”

Before the book appeared on sale, Boni and Liveright presented me
with a specially bound advance copy. I sent him one of these. He was
living in Genoa at the time and he wrote me a strange letter to the effect
that he did not believe Isadora had written the book herself. He said he
considered it “vulgar.”

I answered that he could not have read it and that when he did he
would have only praise for it. I urged him to read it honestly with an
open mind and reconsider his criticism. Shortly after this I received a
letter from him in which he said that of course it's not vulgar since I had
assured him that she wrote every word. Then he added “how wonderful
and strange.”

I would Like to quote a few lines of Isadora’s. Lines which 1 think
reveal the deepest essence of her nature, and embody the entire creed
of her philosophy:

I betieve that in each lie there is a spiritual line, an upward
curve, and all that adheres 10 and strengthens this line is our real
life—the rest is but chafl falling from us as our souls progress.
Such a spirttval line is my art. My life has known but two motives
love and art-—and often love destroyed art, and often the imperious
call of art put a tragic end to love. For these two have no accord,
but only constant battle.




Twenty-Nine

nvv_

During the winter Jeanne Eagels was filming Somerset
Maugham’s The Letter at the Paramount studios in Astoria. [ saw her
very often at this time and spent many weekends at her country place at
Ossining-on-the-Hudson. She was very mentaily alert and stimulating
and we always had interesting discussions on a variety of subjects but
mostly, of course, on acting and the theatre. She had 2 natural instinct
about great acting. It was just impossible for her to be wrong n the
reading of a line or the interpretation of a role and it was always excit-
ing to hear her speak in her nich, warm voice whether off or on the
stage,

She had the reputation of being difficult, At times she was, But
believe one can only judge a person from one’s own personal cxperience.
She was never remotely difficult with me, perhaps because we were both
Spaniards. Her real name was Aguda—Spanish for eagle. She did have
a viclent temper, but then she was violent about everything—-her art,
her dreams, her likes and dislikes. She could not have been otherwise.
She was one of the marked children of nature, marked for tragedy by
a kind of gening, a violence of character. And yet she was gentle-looking
with a small, charmingly molded face and a tiny beautiful nose.

Waiter Wanger was the producer of The Lerter and, as Jeanne and
he often came to a deadlock about various ideas while shooting. he was
tlad to have me on the set to calm her down and if possible take his
side on any disagreemenj betwecn them.

195
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One day she walked off the set, went into her dressing room and
locked the door. [ arrived just after the blowup and he begged me to
get her before the camera again. He said she was buming up Para-
mount's money. He made a mistake if he thought Jeanne cared a fig
about this. She was as indifferent to burning up Paramount’s money as
she was to burning up her own energy in a childish row. I knocked and
said, “Darling, open the door.” Getting no response, [ persisted. “Don’t
be an ass—you're acting like one. Have a little humor and stop playing
the tragedy queen. If you are right, come out and stand by your opinion,
or throw a vase at Walter if you want to work off some energy, but let’s
in any case get on with the shooting.”

I heard the key turning and then the door opened. Jeanne stood there
all smiles, making me feel she had never been otherwise. She threw her
arms around me. “All right,” she said, “I'll settle for the vase but get
me a nice big one.”” Back she went before the camera as though nothing
had happened, and the shooting was resumed. Some time later [ was told
that she actually did throw a vase at Walter.

I gave a strange dinner party that winter that taught me there can be
only one lion on occasions of this soft. What made me give this dinner
1 will never know! Fearlessly I invited the guests I wanted and the place
cards read like the all-star cast of a benefit performance: Mrs. Patrich
Campbell, Doris Keane, Jeanne Eagels, Alla Nazimova, Elsie Ferguson,
Constance Coliier, Laurette Taylor, Helen Hayes, Helen Menken and
Katharine Comell. Needless to say, each one of these marvelous women
could glitter and shine in her’ own right, but together they eyed each
other almost dumbly-—ail except Mrs. Pat Campbell, whom no one
could ever silence. She was especially well known for her biting remarhs
to other women. On this occasion she decided to direct them at Doris
Keane.

Doris had been playing with great guccess for many years in Romance,
by Edward Sheldon. Actually 1 believe she had played it for over nine
years and she had played with as much applause in London as in New
York, and everyone knew it. Mrs. Campbell addressed her across the
dinner table. “Doris, darling, why don’t you go to London with your little
play Romance?” Laurette took up Doris's defense with her Irish forth-
rightness: “Don’t play the cat, Mrs. Pat, You know perfectly well that
Doris has had a raving success in London—or perhaps you don't read
about other actresses’ successes? Maybe you just try to forgel them.”
The dinner was definitely not the happy event I had hoped it would be.
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I had another adventure that winter with a dinner party. I invited
Texas Guinan to dinner and came home gaily to tell Abram about it.
He put his foot down and said 1 absolutely could not have her in the
house. When I told him that 1 had already invited several friends to
meet her, he began saying, “What will they think when they hear we
have a madam in our house?” I assured him thut they would not hear
a word about it. I toid him 1 would ask all the friends 1 had invited—
Muriel Draper, Greta Cooper, Bertie Eskell, Clifion Webb, lohn Mosher,
Charlie Bracket and Harold Ross—to promise me they would kecp the
whole evening a secret. Abram was appeased. Lookine back on it now,
Y can understand how he felt. Texas in herself was a unique character
and a special product of this era, but there can be nu doubt that she was
mixed up with gangsters and the underworld. She boasted once to me,
half jokingly and half seriously, that she could have unyone she wanted
“bumped off.”

At nine o'clock Texas tooked at her wrist watch and said she would
have to leave, as at mne-thirty she was making a coast-to-coast broad-
cast, then » rurr and important event. However. she assured us she would
not be away moic than forty minutes and would return in time for
coffee, She asked us to be sure to ]15.'[{?[1 in to her broadeast.

At nine-thirty we gathered in Abram’s ~tudiev and he turned on the
radio. Suddenly v»2 heard Texas” voice: I want you all to give the little
girl and her man—Mercedes de Acosta and Abrum Poole. with whom
I have just been having a delightful dinner—u hund ™ Abram tumed
deadly pale and switched off the radio. THEY kacw 1t now and they
knew it from coast to coast. Of course Svervone was convulsed with
laughter and to Abram’s credit, after his first reaction he laughed too,

I worked that winter on a translation of Alfred Savoir's pluy Lu/ with
Rollo Peters, who was a fine actor and also a gifted stage designer. Un-
forwunately, 1 did not have clear righte to the play and the Theatre Guild
produced it in another translatinn.

Rollo had been brought up by a Breton nurse who had retired in her
old age to her home in Brittany. He suggested that he and I go to visit
her that spring, Abram had a great deal of painting to do and preferred
to remain in NeW York, and I felt happy in my mind about Rita. She
had made friends with Harvey O'Higgins, a weli-known wy ter and a
charming man who adored her from the minute he saw her. They were
constantly together and I knew he would take care of her, He was abso-
lutely fascinated by her and told me he had never met a woman with as
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remarkable a mind. They began writing a book together about the lives
of millionaires to be called Tragic Mansions, and I left for Europe feeling
that she was occupied.

I bad my car in Paris and Rollo, Dolly Wilde, and I started off for
Brittany. Dolly was Oscar Wiide's niece. She was very pretty although
she much resembled her uncle’s photographs and was said to look ex
tremely like him by people who had known him. She was also mentally
very like him, wjtty and alert.

On our return to Paris we stopped at Vanne to lunch with Arnol!
Bennett, who was a great friend of Rollo’s. He showed me one of hi
numerous manuscripts which very much impressed me as the whole thiny
was written with great neatness in longhand.

Meeting the remote and beautiful Virginia Woolf at Elinor Wylic'.
house in London on the way back to New York, I had a premonition th.
she would at some time kill herself. When I told Elinor about it, she
said, “Write this down so as to remember if it ever happens.” But I didn't
want to write down such a sad thing,

I remember an event during those weeks in London.

Greta Cooper and Bertie Eskell were arriving at Plymouth on a ship
from America and I had promised tp meet them in my car. Plymouth i
nearly a day's motoring from London so I started very early in the morn.
ing. When | arrived at the dock I was told that because of storms the shin
was late and the pilot was poing many miles out to sea to meet it. |
asked where he was and found him in his pub. He was a wonderful ¢l
seafaring type and he warmed up and embarked on long tales about
himself. The result was that he agreed to take me out on his ship although
ke assured me it was strictly against his company’s rules. 1 did not reulis.
what I had got myself into. There was a heavy sea and the boat not on
pitched and rocked but waves broke over her decks. The sailors dresad
me up in an oilskin and hat in which I tried, like grim death, not 1o ™~
sick. After hours of tossing about an the open sca, we saw the bip b
and then came an exploit I had not forescen. My scafaring friend tin
pilot said that if I wanted to board it T would have to go up on a rore
ladder. As we pulied alongside I looked up and nearly fell backwil.
appalled. It was terrifying. With my heart in my moyth and a sl
standing on the deck below in case I fell, 1 ascended. 1 reached the du b
and two strong hands pulled me on board. It was only four o'clock in *
morning but 1 wefit to Greta’s and Bertic's cabin and knocked on 1
door. Greta opened it, dazed and dumfounded. There T stood, as thy
told the tale for years afterward, dripping wet—my hands covered wi'h
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blood where the rope.ladder had torn and cut them and I had nearly
foundered in the oilskin coat and hat.

Flowers have at times moved me the way certain beautiful women have
moved me. Once while staying in a historic Elizabethan house in Eng-
land, I had quite an amusing adventure. My hostess took me out to the
greenhouse to show me some of the most remarkable tulips I have ever
scen. They stood high and straight as though aware of their strange
beauty, and their petals were the decpest black, their stems a violent
preen. Their fragrance and grace affected me deeply and I was silent
h-fore them while my hostess rambled on about importing them from
Hollund. Then she grabbed five of them in her hand and with a pair of
scissors cut their marvelous stems. I said nothing and followed her into
the house, hoping she would at least put them in my room. But she put
them instead in a vase in the living room,

That night ¥ couldn’t sleep. Finally I rose. In bare feet. so as 10 make
less notse 1 ovont oul into the hall and down the wide stone stairway into
the fiving room. It was in darkness but I singied out one tulip and lifted
1 from the vase. A book fell off the table. Lights flooded the hailway and
the old butler plunged through the door in his nightshirt. [ hid the tulip
hehind my back. e was relieved to see only me. 1 mumbled something
ubout walking in my slecp and dashed up the stairs inte bed with the tulip,

The next morning there it was crushed in my bed. Where could 1 put
it? [ finally chose my traveling case but at breakfust my hostess said,
"I am convinced that yesterday I put five tylips in that vase in the living
room and today there are only four.” | did not look at the butler and
atter breakfast 1 rushed upstairs before the maid could begin packing
tor me, as I was leaving for London that moerning. Where could 1 put it?
nown the onc and only old-fashioned toilet was out of the question. The
sardener would find it if 1 threw it out the window. F put it 1n the hning
of my hat and returned to London varrving 1t on my head, faded but,
nevertheless, a kind of crowning glory!
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Rita was finally forced to file a petition for voluntary bankruptcy.

It meant selling her furniture and*her house and many of her jewels,
paintings, and rare books. She had already given away what was left of
her fortune to people she had helped and to Dr. Grant during the last
years of his life. Always a target of gossip and attention from the news-
papers, she preserved through this and many other misfortunes her gal-
lantry, graciousness, and charm. The headlines at this time were very
painful, although many articles in the press praised her. I have one
before me now which reads: Mrs. Lydig's household effects have been
sold at auction; but no one who knows her doubts that, somehow, she
will again create an imerior which expresses her perfect taste. She will
unquestionably continue to “cut the Gordian knot of fashion’s rules.”
Almost simultaneously Boni and' Liveright published Tragic Mansions
—the book Rita and Harvey O’Higgins had written together. On the
whole the reviews of the book were surprisingly good. One of them said:

... Rita Lydig thinks that the people of the so-callgd “smart sets”
and “fashionable society” among rich Americans are trying to live
according to European ideals and customs and are thus destroying
all possibility of any creative happiness within their own characters
and in their own land. She writes that Americans are becoming
expert copyists instead of expert inventors, which, she claims, is
their richest talent. She wants to see Américans everywhere guide
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their lives by their own ideals—ideals of service and kindliness.
She says that Americans are in peril of losing their spiritual identity
—an identity which Jefferson and Washington fought for. This is
a profound book. Too profound for the minds of the “Four Hun-
dred” to whom it is directed.

When the time came to leave Washington Square, Rita came to live
with Abram and me. I was tremendously happy to be able to shield her
somewhat from the many annoyances she might otherwise have had to
face, but I who had always leaned on her and taken advice from her
now found her feaning on me and taking my advice. I felt unworthy of
the change. ¥ could not be the glorious despot she had been, nor could
| give advice with the sweeping assurance she had in her best days. 1
lound myself trying intuitively to discover the thing she really desired
and advising her according to what would make her happiest, regardless
of what I myself thought, because I loved and admired her for what other
people might have called her faulis. § often admired her mad extrava-
gances and I certainly understood them. I loved her for her recklessness,
her indifference to pubhe opmion, and her courage in doing what she
wished to do regardless of convention and established codes. I am afraid
I always encouraged her in these so-satled “fuults,” because in her they
scemed to me virtues,

When she was scaying with me, I tried to help her cut expenses. This
was like the blind helping the lame. She alvo loved white flowers. “You
can advise me to cut down on anything except my white flowers,” said
she. “Don’t think of 1t.” said 1. “I never wopld advise you to do a thing
lke that.”

When her uffairs were finally straightened out, she took a suite at the
Ambassador Hotel,

That winter Abram and I sold our house on Fortv-seventh Street but
we arranged not to vicate it until the following ycar. In the meantime
we bought a house on Beekman Plate and drew up the plans for re-
modeling with David Adler. Duning the winter Gladys Calthrop lived
on the top floor of this house and ! used the floor below as a sort of
work place. One day the house caught firc because of a defective furnace,
Flames on the ground floor made escape down the stairway impossible.
I'threw most of Gladys® clothes out the window and into the rain before
fireboats came to our rescue on the river. Down extension laduers fire-
men carried Gladys, Minnic her Siamese cat which I had given her, and
me to the ground and safety. Guthrie McClintic was waiting for us at
the bottom of the ladcer and took us to his house not far away, where
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he and Kit gave us a strong drink. Gladys closed the episode by saying
I and not the fire had ruined her clothes!

Adrienne Morrison was my play and literary agent besides Bessie who,
because of her age, was working less. Adrienne had been married to
the actor Richard Bennett and was the mother of Barbara, Constance,
and Joan, ali famous later on in Hollywood. At this time she was mar-
ried to Eric Pinker, with whom she was associated in her business. She
was a warm and wonderful person and I was extremely fond of her.
Early in the spring of 1929 she sold my play Prejudice for a June open-
ing at the Arts Theatre in London, and 1 went over for the rehearsals.

I found I was to have a wonderful cast with John Gielgud and Gwen
Ffranggon-Davies taking the leading roles, and Muriel Aked and Raiph
Richardson (unknown and unknighted then) in minor parts. John Giel-
gud wrote later in his Early Stages that “Ralph Richardson played a
small part beautifully” and “Muriel Aked was brilliant.” He himself and
Gwen Ffranggon-Davies gave inspired performances. Leslie Banks pro-
duced the play, and Gladys Calthrop designed perfect sets and costumes.
Those weeks of rehearsals were great fun and not at all the agony I had
experienced in the American and French theatre, The play was well
received and ran to the end of the season. John wrote in his book: [ hud
great hopes that some enterprising manager might transfer us to another
theatre for a regular run, but it was not to be.

When it closed I went to Paris and joined Clifton Webb, his mother
Mabel, and Libby Holman for a motor trip through Bavaria. Before we
left, Libby and I went to a fortune teller—an old White Russian who
said, “I see you out in Hollywood and living there for a number of
years,” Hollywood then was a vague place to me and I hadn’t the slight-
est idea of going there. She then made an even more remarkable predic-
tion, asking me how well I knew Libby and if 1 was fond of her. When
I said that I was, she said, I did not dare tell her but she is in some way
going to be mixed up in a violent death scene with a man she will marry.”
At this time Libby was not married and had not even met young
Reynolds, whom she did eventually marry. But long afterwards the for-
tune teller's prediction came true. Reynolds was shot dead at a party
in a crowded room.

We motored through Bavaria and ended up in Munich where I had
an invitation to sfay with John Becket. John was born in Texas and
because of many years abroad had become very Europeanized, although
he has never lost his southern drawl. Staying with him there in Munich.
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1 preached to him a lot about the spiritual meaning of life. He listened
patiently and 1 think tried not to appear bored. He drank heavily in
those days and I tried to persuade him not to. Even though he only
listened to my monologues with one quarter of an ear, something I said
must have impressed him. When the war camc he voluntecred and was
sent out to the Pacific. On his return he went to Hollywood and began
to study Science of Mind and was accepted into this group as a prac-
titioner and preacher. it was not long before he was successfully preach-
ing to thousands of people twenty years after I had preached to him.

When I returned to Paris in August, I expected to find letters and
cables from Rita. Insicad 1 found a letier from Abram telling me that
het close friend Harvey O’Higgins had died of prneumonia and that
Rita had locked herseif up and refused to sce anyone. Fortunately,
there was a ship sailing from Le Havre the next day and I got a passage
on it.

The night belore sailing I had dinner with Prince Agoutinsky and
Tamara Karsavina, We went up to Montmartre and sat talking in a
little café far into the night. We were all terribly depressed and talked
only of the past. Diaghilev had just died in Venice. Nijin<ky was in an
insane asylum in Switzerland whera Tamara had recently been to see
him. He did not know her and the visit had saddened her greatly. She
talked a lot about him and about his carly days with Diaghilev. Agou-
tinsky listened and sipped brandy, looking like a melancholy Buddha,
I listened too, but I could not get Rita owt of my mind. It was nearly
dawn when we rose to leave the café. Tamara said: “The wonderful
duys are over. Everything has been takea from us”

We stepped out onto the street. The sun was rising and Paris lay
at our feet.

“Look, Tamara,” I said, “We still have Paris!™

The trip back to New Yotk seemed endless and agonizing. How |
would have blessed a piane at this thiwe. I knew what Harvey’s death
meant to Rita and I had no illusions that she would tong survive him.
I blamed mysclf for wandering selhshly around Europe instead of re-
turning to New York after my play closed.

As 1 expected, 1 found her desperately ill. Harvey's death had added
the last blow to the many she had already endured. There was no more
tizht in her. I knew that she would die soon.

The last morning of her life she seemed much better. She had had
a4 birthday two days before and she had seen Aida and my brother
Dick, and from then on slie had seemed to improve. On this particular
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day I was very encouraged. Rollo Peters called and urged me to go
out to dinner and the theatre with him, insisting that it would do me
good. I would only be away a few hours. Rita wanted me to accept
and the doctor came and promised me that she was in no danger,
saying, “At the exhausting rate you're going on, it will be Rita who
will bury you.” I gave in. In the middle of dinner I distinctly heard
Rita’s voice calling me, and 1 told Rollo I had to go back to the hotel.
He said 1 must be overtired. Without answering, 1 rushed out of the
restaurant and jumped into a taxi. The nurse met me at the door.
Rita had had a relapse and was calling for me. The doctor could not
be reached. As I went into the room Rita’s face lighted up. She said
she knew I would come because she had been calling me. I held her
in my arms. She asked me to fan her. She closed her eyes and said
her last words: “Is it a Spanish fan?” Happily it was.

People cabled and wrote me from all over the world sympathizing
and sorrowing over Rita's death. I heard from many of the little people
she had helped as well as the great. Newspapers in ¢very country,
especially in France and Spain, carried editorials about her. In the Pans
Herald, Constant Lounsbery, herself a patroness of art, wrote:

A word should be said about Rita de Acosta Lydig, the mag-
nificent patroness of art, and her service to French artists. I have
at hand a dossier with letters from Mm. Tardieu, Brieux, Jouvet,
Copeau, and Mmes. Georgette Leblanc, Yvette Guilbert and many
others, expressing their desire that she should receive the Legion
of Honor in recpgnition di the great services she has rendered to
French culture,

She was a free, a valiant and a kindly spirit, a woman of culture
and of beauty.

Frederick MacMonnies, the celebrated sculptor, wrote at this time in
a leading New York newspaper:

Rita Lydig's quality was so unusual in type, that it is difficult
for us, in our habitual acceptance of standardized forms of service,
to recognize its greatness. . . .

This great lady, courageous, free and trivmphant, lived her own
life in her own beneficent way, heedless of criticism.

A fiery champion of every beautiful thing, she jeered at pretense
and no hypocrisy escaped her flest mocking wit-—her slogan must
have been not unlike Whistler’s: “Why put up with anything?”
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Rita Lydig, marvelously made up by nature for the part she was
to play by her gifts and great natural beauty, had a magnificent start
in life, but the final product, the result of years of infinite patience
and study, enhancing, correcting, eliminating, was as different from
the original as a work of art from the raw material.

She became a perfected personality, radiant, individual, of con-

summate style and judgment . . . in fact a masterpiece of civili-
zation.

It s true we were sisters. But by choice, foremost we were friends
and after nearly a lifetime of evaluating her, I think I can say without
any kind of prejudice that 1 have never met any other woman of her
quzlity.

She still stirs and holds the imagination. In many cases, the imagi-
pnation of people who have never even known or seen her has been
stirred, and 1 still receive many letters from young people about her.
Only the other day I got one postmarked Ceylon from a young man
who had read Cecil Beaton’s book The Glass of Fashion. From time
to time th.ags sppear about her in the newspapers and last winter a
few simple lines willtten by a columnist in a New York newspaper
moved me very much: The righthund stage box in the Metropolitan
Opera House remains eternally lonely without the magic presence of
Rita Lydig who on~e owned it and adorned it on the glamorous Monday
nights during the Diamond Horse Shoe period of the twenties.

That fine writer and designer, Robsjohn-Gibbings, recently said to
me: “Your sister still tops the list of the most arresting women of our
lifetime. There is no woman today who can remotely fire the imagination
as she did and still does.”

After over a quarter of a century of missing Rita’s actual presence,
it is good to hear these things about her and to know that, above and
beyond the legend already created about her, it is her spiriz, and not
solely the legend, which lives.
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I could not recover from Rita’s loss and I believe it is a fallacy
to contend that time heals a great oss.

Friends were kind to me, especially my theatre friends including Nocl
Coward, Greta Cooper, John Wilson, Harold Ross, Alex Woallcott,
Alfred Lunt, Lynn Fontanne, Margalo Gilmore, Clifton Webh, Kit
Cornell and countless others. Sensing my depression, they came to my
house late at night and somehpw or other I established a kitchen-supper
routine. My kitcheh became a2 sort of club and these informal night
patties which generally lasted till dawn were a great solace to me.

Toward spring our Beekman house was finished and Abram and |
moved into it. I was glad 1o move. The distraction was welcome and
gave me the sense of a new start, although it was painful to leave ou:
first house, which held so many menorics.

Thinking 1 needed a complete change, Abram suggested we go We!
that summer. We went to Taos and saw Mabel Dodge and her Navawr:
husband, Tony. I took a great fancy to him. We also met Doroth
Brett and D. H. Lawrence's wife, Freda. Freda was warm and made
me feel secure, as if 1 were standing with bare fect on the earth.

One day the foIlowmg winter Granny Pop telephoned and said.
“R.K.O. wants a story for Pola Negri. 1 have suggested you might
write it. If they accept you it will mean going to Hollywood. 1 know
you are unhappy over Rita’s death. Hollywoad will give you new life.”
206
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At this particular time Granny Pop was not happy herself. Her close
friend, Elste de Wolfe, had cabled that she had married Sir.Charles
Mendl. Granny Pop took this news very much to heart and scemed
burt by the fact that Elsie had not consulted her about the marriage.
But Sir Charles soon came over to New York for the sole purpose of
meeting Bessie. He charmed her at this meeting and she told me that
in less than an hour she became completely reconciled to the marriage.

I wrote the brief outline of a story for Pola Negri and called it East
River. I showed it to John Colton and suggested that he and I write it
into a screen play together. He agreed, and when we finished it Bessie
sold it to R.K.O. When Pola came to New York, Granny Pop arranged
a meeting between us. 1 think I can say that we “took™ 1o each other
at once, and on her recommendatior R.K.O. put me under contract.
1t was arranged that I should go out to Hollywood to start work in
June. John was also going at this time so we planned to go together and
Marjorie Moss, the exquisite dancer who had become a great friend
of mine, decided to go with us.

Marjorie ami ner partner Georges Fontana were the well-known dance
tearn billed as *Maoss and Fontana.” This was the period of baliroom and
cabaret dancing, and Marjorie ard Florence Walton were ifs most
cclebrated women artists. Marjorie, fragile and delicate-looking, was
so light on her fee; that she seemed like o white moth fluttering through
the air, and although she was not trained as a ballet dancer. her ele-
vations were as high as any ballerina’s 1 have ever secn.

But just then she and Fontana were out of 4 job and going through
one of the bad periods most artists face from time to time. I told her
{o come with me, feeling that it might change her luck, and unbeknownst
to her I telcphoned Ivor Novello in Santa Monica and suggested that
he invite her to visit him. Ivor was very fond of Marjorie and, abways
niost generous, he at once invited her to come and stay as long as she
wished,

The weekend before [ went, Marjorie, Hope Williams, Tallulah Bank-
hcad and I went to the country to stay with Clifton Webb who with
his mother had taken a house for the summer on Long Island. One
cvening Talluloh produced a pack of cards, and asked me to draw one
und make a wish. To please her I started to draw a card in an offhand
manner. She pulled the pack from me and said, “I won't do 't unless
you take me seriously. 1 never make a mistake with the cards. I can
always tell whether a person is going to get his wish or not.” 1 t'ried
to appear serious amd when she offered me the pack a sccond time,
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I wished. I wished that I would meet Greta Garbo in Hollywood. It
was a childish wish and I knew it was. [ also felt it was a futile one
because it was already widely publicized at this time that Greta never
wanted to meet anyone. But I was in a silly mood and secretly made it.
I drew a card. Tallulah put it back in the pack, scanned the cards and
said, *You will get your wish three days after your arrival in Holly-
wood.” I did not mention to anyone what my wish had been and [
promptly forgot about it.

The following day Marjorie, John, and I took the train for Hollywood.
The last night on the train a strange thing happened. Marjorie suddenty
began to weep and said she had a feeling she would die in California,
Four years later she did.

Pola met us at San Bernardino and drove us all to our destinations.

So began my life in Hoellywood—that world-publicized place of so
many illusions. It began, I think, at a good moment—a period | would
call its “Golden Age.”



Thirty-Two

When T was :n Hollywood—especiully my first sears there—
it was considered a wild and, in a meaner of speaking. o morally “lost™
pliwe. The whole world thought of it as a place of mad mght life,
riotous living, orgwe:. careers which <hot up hihe metcors and crashed
down like lead, uncentrolled extavapances, unbndled love alfairs and—
in a word—SIN,

This may or may not have been true. Ip any case I do not intend
to write a history of Hollywood morals or cven try 1o show its way
of living except where it directly—or sometimes indirectlv—touched me.
Many “goings on,” like distant rumbles of thunder, I heard about, but
rarely did 1 encounter the depravity | read of in the newspapers and
magazines. Stupidity, vulgarity. and bad 1aste 1 encountered often when
I went to the studios or brushed against the hives of people who termed
themselves “film people.” Because of my protession, 1 was forced to go
to the studios. But fortunately, because of my free wilk. I never associ-
ated with anyone who called himself or hersell a “film person™ no matter
what they might have been called by other people behuind their backs.
The true artists there were artists. They would have been so anvwhere
else in the world. The rest have already been judged by time, Vhere
are they now? Only a handful who flourished there will be remembered
when Hollywood is forgotten.

Oddly enough, my own Yife out there passed as though [ were living

209
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in a monastery. I am grateful to Hollywood fer many things. I was
more tortured within myself during those years than at any other time
in my life, but this suffering taught me much,

For me Hollywood was divided into four categories: first, the Holly-
wood of the studios and so-called “film world” with which I associated
as little as possible; secondly, the Hollywood of my own distinct friends,
people who aiso would have been my friends had I met them anywhere
else in the world; thirdly, the Hollywood of the beautiful land itself—
the actual soil of which a geologist said to me, “It is the most ancient
ground in the world. When the molten lava in its first stages of this
planet began to cool off, the terrain of Colorado, New Mexico and
California were the first to harden”; fourthly, the Hollywood which held
true spiritual teachings as taught by Krishnamurti. Unfortunately there
was also the opposite side of the coin—dozens of phony teachings, quack
fortunetellers, and commercial astrologers.

As 1 advance in this book and finally reach this period in which 1
must write about Hollywood, I realize more and more the impossibility
of writing about myself, for indeed I am not writing about one life and
one person but of many lives and many people rolled into one. I, like
everyone else, am composed of hundreds of lives. Then too, I believe
that each person with whom we come in contact unconsciously imposes
a new role upon us. We become melancholy, gay, saintly, devilish,
childish or wise according to the role we have assumed to play. Thus,
it is iImpossible for any two people to see us in the same light.

Another problem arises in_ writing this book. Incidents which seemed
to me to last a lifetime have taken only a few lines for me to writc.
and intervals that seemed centuries of suffering and anguish do not
appear at all long in these pages. I desperately asked myself, Wherc i~
the truth? Which person in me am I writing about? Am I writing only
of what my eyes have perceived or am I writing of the things my spicit
has revealed? I know we perceive swith the eye but we do not see with
the eye. What then is the truth to me? Shall I write this book as the
artist in me, or as the potential saint in me, or as a vagabond who lonzs
to throw my cap over the windmiil and once having started out on the
symbolic “open road” of life inclines, so to speak, to lgt everything 1ip?
How am I to convey to the reader the diverse people I feel within mc’

My first evening in Hollywood was a unique experience and a curious
initiation to “Folfywood,” as many people then cailed it.

Pola took me to dipe with a Mrs. Blanche Sewall who was, before
her marriage, a Guggenheim and a membe[ of the wealthy family of
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that name in New York. In telling about this evening I do not wish
to depreciate Blanche Sewall. She is now dead and anything I tecount
about her I only do as a sort of humorous recording of Hollywood
history. What seemed startling to me then I would most likely today
1ake easily in my stride. I have learned now to discriminate eccentric
people from vulgar people, which 1 perhaps did not do so well then.
Blanche Sewall was eccentric rather than vulgar. According to my taste
she had absolutely none. According to her tasic mine was too conven-
tional.

When Pola called for me to take me to dinner she said, “You will
like Blanche Sewall. She is a sweet person.” She wus right in the first
statement but wrong in the second. Sweer was oo characlerless a word
for Blanche.

When we rang the doorbell of her very grand house on Benedict
Canyon in Beverly Hills, she opened the door herself. I was amazed
at her appearancc. She was tiny and barely came to my shoulder al-
though she wore shoes with heels at least four inches high. They were
sandals and . .as a miracle that she could walk on them at all. Her
hair was frizzed and stood out from her head like the hair of a Fiji
Islander. Her checks were caked with rouge, her mouth smeared and
brimming over with brilliant red lipstick, and her eyelids and eves were
smudged with blac\ as though she had made them up in the dark.
she wore a red low-necked blouse and Turkish trousers. On her arms
and ankles dozens of gold bracelets dangled and clanked as she mune-
ingly took one tiny step after the other. Her voice was high and shrill
and her fingernails extremely long and the color of blood.

Automatically I recoiled when I saw her in the doorway. She seized
my hand in a gesture of greeting and screamed, “Would you like to see
my bathroom?” I wondered if 1 looked in pain or nceded to wash
my face. "I always get the bathroom over before anything else.” she
added. “Follow me.” There was nothirg to do but obey and we pro-
ceeded through one room after another over shining multicolored pseudo-
Arabian floors. A Roman emperor might have envicd the bathroom.
It was more than a room. I would have called it a hall. The walls and
floor were white, marble and in the center was a sunken black marbie
swimming pool. Blanche called it her “tub™ but it was certainly fifteen
feet long and as many wide. At either cnd water gushed fro  great
gold dolphins. At the windows, which opened out ontb a garden where
blackbirds hung in white cages, there were black patent leather curtains.
I stood a little aghast-but my hostess allowed me no time for comment.
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The Cook’s Tour was on and I followed her -from one bedroom to
another. Over the doors were painted such beguiling names as Nid
d’ Amour, Une Nuit d’ Amour, or just plain ’Amour.

When we arrived a trifle breathless in the drawing room, where an
array of cocktails were awaiting us, Mrs. Sewall proclaimed in a child-
ish voice, “We are going to have absolutely nothing for dinner—only
a few bits.” I watched Pola and our hostess toss off quite a number
of cocktails and did pretty well myself in that respect, then we went
out into the patic where the “bits” were going to be served under the
open sky. I was surprised to see it was full moon. I am very moon-
conscious and had not realized it was full moon. Nor was it. The moon
I saw was an electric one hung from an invisible wire over the patio,
shedding sweetness and light down on us.

The “bits” turned out to be an eight-course dinner with six different
kinds of wine including champagne. All this was served by a jolly Negro
butler wearing white cotton gloves two sizes too large for him. When he
served the soup, both of his thumbs went into it. When the evening was
over Mrs. Sewall, in high spirits greatly aided by the real thing itself,
led us to the front door and screamed good-by. “Come again and the
next time you will have a proper inner,” she yelled.

The following day held further surprises. 1 went to the R.K.O.
studios, then calied Pathé. Pola’s dressing room was a bungalow as
sumptuous as a palace, but the studio executives looked at both Pola
and me as if they were gazing at a flight of birds over our heads. ]
learned then and kept on learning all the years afterwards in Hollywood
that rudeness was the byword of most studio executives, Eventually my
contract was signed and I was ordered to start work the following
Monday on East River. In the meantime Pola was to begin shooting
on a picture called 4 Woman Commands which was to take about eight
weeks. East River would be her next picture after that.

My second day in Hollywood Mary Pickford asked John Colton and
me to lunch, I went to Pickfair dressed in a white sweater and white
trousers and inadvertently became a pioneer. In Hollywood, Greta
sometimes wore sailor pants but she had not as yet worn trousers of
what afterwards came to be popularly called slacks. I was surpriscd
when Elsie Janis drew me aside and said: “You’ll get a bad reputation
if you dress this way out here.” But before long every one else was dress-
ing that way too ‘including Elsie herself and Mary Pickford. ’

I woke up the third day with a feeling in my bones that something
out of the ordinary was going to happen. The tslephone rang. It was
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an invitation to tea that day at Salka Viertel’s. T had heard of her
vaguely through a friend of Hope Williams’ and it was she who called
me. She remarked that if I went to tea I might have a “surprise.” Feeling
a bit lost alone in my hotel, I accepted.

That afterncon while dressing for tea T noticed a bracelet in a box
where I kept a few odd pieces of jewelry. It was a bracelet that I had
bought in Berlin. It was streamlined, heavy and modern and made of
steel—a material that was for a time in vogue in Germany then. I had
bought it partly because 1 had read an article in a German magazine
which said that Greta Garbo liked heavy bracelets. When my eye fell on
this one in the shop window I thought of her and to amuse myself I
wen! into the shop with a great deal of gusto and pretended that I was
buying it for her.

Salka Viertel lived on Maberry Road in Santa Monica. I had no
idea where that was but I gave the address to the taxi driver and we
proceeded toward the sea. Salka and I had a great mutual friend in
Eleanora von Mendelssohn, which started us off well. In fact, it was
because of Liunora that she had invited me to her house. She also
said that a friend was coming who had expressed a desire to meet me,
She made an attempt to speak natrrally and as though the name was
commonplace: “Greta Garbo,” she said, At this moment Mrs. Viertel's
husband, Berthold, came into the room with their young son Tommy.
Berthold was a writer, but he looked more like a musician with thick,
wavy white hair which he wore quite long. He was gentle and sympa-
thetic, also extremely European and poetic. I always felt he was like a
fish out of water in Hollywood.

We discussed various subjects and in true German fashion drank
coffee although I had been invited to tea. Suddenly the doorbell rang.
Salka went to open it. I heard a very low voice speaking in German.
Of course it was unmistakable although I had only heard it once before
—in Anna Christie, the only talking film Greta had made up to that
time, Salka brought her into the room and introduced me.

It is strange how something that in imagination seems extraordinary
can suddenly become very natural when it really happens. To have Greta
in the flesh befrre me instantly seemed the most natural thing in the
world. As we shook hands and she smiled at me I felt that I had known
ber all my life; in fact, in many previous incarnations,

As I had expected she was remarkably beautiful,"far more so than
she seemed in her films then, She was dressed in a white jumper and
dark blue sailor pants. Her feet were bare and like her hands, slender
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and sensitive. Her beautifully straight hair hung to her shoulders and
she wore a white tennis visor pulled well down over her face in an
effort to hide her extraordinary eyes which held in them a look of
eternity. When she spoke I was not only charmed by the tone and
quality of her voice but alsoc by her accent. At this time she spoke
English quite incorrectly with a strong Swedish accent and her mispro-
punciations were enchanting. That afternoon I heard her say to Salka,
“T trotteled down| to see you.” QOddly enough, the words that she said
were often more expressive than the correct ones.

Greta has never at any time used slang, although it would have been
very easy for her to have picked up slang phrases in the studio. It would
also have been easy for her to have picked up an American way of
speaking because at this time she never heard anything else. Yet she
has never spoken with an American accent. George Cukor used to say iu
Hollywood that 1 taught Greta her beautiful English and it was generalls
accredited to me that I did. But this was not really true. 1t is possiblc
that her English was in some small way influenced by mine, but she
has such innate taste that she could never speak any language other than
beautifully. I have been told by Swedes that her Swedish is Rawless and
by Germans that her German is mest engaging and, although she speaks
little French, whatever she says in this language is charmingly and
correctly pronounced.

I do not recall too well what we talked about that day. I was too
overwhelmed to record the conversation. I remember discussing Duse
with Greta and Salka, and then Salka went upstairs to telephone. Ber-
hold had gone out to the garden to read to Tommy. Greta and [ were
left on our own. There was a silence, a silence which she could manage
with great ease. Greta can always manage a silence. But I felt awkward.
Then suddenly she looked at my bracelet and said, “What a nice bracc-
let.” I took it off my wrist and handed it to her. “I bought it for you in
Berlin,” 1 said.

She didn’t stay long. She explained that she was still shooting Suwun
Lennox and had made this visit as an exception. “I never go out when
I'm shooting. Or perhaps, I just never go out,” she said, adding with: 2
laugh, “Now I will go home to dinper which 1 wéll have in bud
I am indeed an example of the gay Hollywood night life!”

I wanted to ask her if I might see her again but 1 did not have the
courage, Salka took her out to her car and when she came back s.ud,
“Greta liked you and she likes few people.”



Thirty-Three
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Two days latcr, on Sunday, Salka rang me on the telephone.
She asked me to breakfast at ninc-thirty that morning. She said Greta
would be there and that it was she who had suggested calling me.

[ scrambled into my clothes and arrived at nine-thirty to the minute,
Greta was already there, in white shorts this time, and again the visor.
! noticed what an exquisite color her legs had become from the sun.
At this second meeting she was more beautiful than I had cver dreamed
she could be. Her face was fresh and glowing. She was in high spirits and
full of mischief.

We sat down to breakfast with Salka, Berthold, and their three sons,
tH.ns, Peter and Tommy. As Berthold was expecting a producer at the
house afterwards, Salka suggested that Greta and I go to Oliver Garrett's.
Olver was a close friend of Salka’s and his house was just on the
corner overlooking the sea. He was away on "location™ and she told
u» we would find the door unlocked.

It was a brilliantly sunny day. From the window we couid see the
blue Pacific with fhe colored sails of little Japanese fishing boats standing
Out on it. (When the war came it was said that these Japanese fishermen
were spies who reported all the ships that sailed from the hebor at
San Pedro.} We put records on the phonograph, pushed back the rug
in the living room and danced. “Daisy, You're Driving Me Crazy” we
sang and danced over, and over again. I loved Greta's deep voice, and
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I made her repeat and repeat it, until she said, “We will wear the
record aut, not to mention my poor throat.” For waltz time we put on
“Ramona” and “Goodhight Sweetheart.” Finally for a tango we wound
up with *Schine Gigolo”—which was all the rage at this time. I mention
these tunes because they, to me, are nostalgic and part of this period.

“I will take you home to lunch with me,” Greta said, but I had already
promised Pola I would lunch with her.

“What of it? Just telephone Pola and say you can't come.”

“How can I at the last moment without being very rude? Pola said
she was just having a little lunch for six.”

Greta roared with laughter. “A little lunch for six! Don’t be silly.
More likely six hundred. I know these little lunch for six parties.”
She shook her head sadly. “I see you don't know Hollywood, but go
to Pola’s today and learn your lesson. You will see for yourself.”

Of course, I did not quite believe her, I felt that since Pola had
said there would be six for Junch that was the way it would be, and |
must stick to my promise. I happened to mention a Russian word to
Greta—toscar, which means “yearning.” She seized upon this word and
repeated it many times, pronouncing it richly and turning it, as it were,
round her tongue like someone who, might be speaking a beloved name.
She told me the equivalent of the word in Swedish.

When the time came for me to leave I got into the car and as the
chauffeur started it moving, Greta plucked a flower from a bed in front
of the house and gave it to me. Gaily she said, “Don’t say [ never
gave you a flower,” and stood there laughing and waving as I drove away.

As predicted, at Pola’s I was caught up in a crowd of about a hundred,
all pushing and edging their way onto the terrace where lunch was to
be served overlooking the sea. Just when I had made up my mind to
turn and flee, Basil Rathbone seized my hand and said, “You are
sitting next to me at lunch. I have already looked at the tables and
seen the place cards.” There was nothing clse for me to do but say
politely, “How nice.” Fortunately I liked Basil very much.

Pola came over breathlessly to greet me, bringing Ramon Navarro
who, she said, was also sitting next to me at lunch, I looked around
and saw a few familiar faces. Still bewildered, I bad tp say it: “I ex
pected six people.” She shrugged her shoulders and laughed, “Don't
be silly,” she said—Greta’s exact words. 1 had learned my first Holly-
wood lesson.

In the middle of lunch a butler Jeaned over my shoulder and said,
“Miss de Acosta, you are wanted on the telephone.” He pulled out my
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chair and beckoned me to follow him. “Who is it?” I inquired. “A Mr.
Toscar,” he said, “The gentleman spelied his name for me.”. Picking
up the receiver I heard the gentleman's voice” “Well, are there six
people or six hundred?”

“I should say six thousand,” 1 answered.

Greta laughed. “Let this be a lesson to you. Now, make for your
car and come to my house and no more nonsense about being polite
to Pola.”

I did not need a second lesson. ] rushed from the house without even
telling the butler to make my excuses. Finding my car I shouted to the
chauffeur, “1717 San Vincente Boulevard!” No doubt he thought me
a Fitle mad as I added, “And drive as fast as the wind or I will push
you out of the car and drive myself!”

Greta was waiting for me on the driveway near the house. She
motioned to the chauffeur to stop. She did not want him to drive up
to the house. She was wearing a Chinese black silk dressing gown and
men’s bedroom slippers. She looked tired and depressed. Only a few
hours ago i had seen her radiant. When I came to know her well, 1
realized how easily her moods and looks could change. She could be
gay and look wel and within five, minutes she would be desperately
depressed and apparently tzrribly ill.

Leading me arcand the house into a garden enzlosed by high box
hedges, she drew me to a stone bench at the end of the garden facing
the house and we sat down. She explained to me that she was alone in
the house because on Sunday her only maid, Whistler, was out for the
day. When she was in a happier mood she used 1o whistle instead of
saving Whistler's narne, but that afternoon she was not in a happy mood.

“I am not going to take you into the house and you will have to leave
soon. I am very tired and 1 have to shoot again tomorrow very carly
on that ghastly Susan Lennox,” she said.

“Aren’t you happy about the filmg” I asked inrocently.

“Happy? Who 1s happy? No one making films can be happy.”

“I'm sorry. I hoped you were. You werc happy this morning. weren't
you, when we were dancing and singing?”

“Yes, thanks to you 1 had a few minutes’ gaicty this morning. But
now it is nearly evening. Soon it will be night, and I will not sleep, and
then it will be morning. and.I will have to go again to that terrible studio.
Let’s not talk. It is so useless talking and trying®o explain things.
Let’s just sit and not speak at ail.”

And so we sat silently A3 the shadows of the eucalyptus trees began
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to stretch ont across the lawn and finally the sun grew fiery red and
slowly sank behind the hedge.

Greta sighed and Broke the silence. “Now you must go home,” she
said.

This day she created a pattern between us that we have ever since
carried out. Whenever I go to see her and it becomes time to leave,
she asks me to go home as she did this day. It is a joke between us. She
always has to remind me to go home.

The next day I went to the studio and reported to begin work on
East River. That evening when I got back to the hotel, John Colton
came to my room to say he had seen a house he wanted to rent. He
hated living in a hotel and suggested that we share it. I no less hated
living ia a hotel and was delighted with the idea. It never occurred to
me that it was 2n unconventional thing to do. The next morning wu
went to look at the house—Number 12842 on the corner of Sunsc
and Bristol Avenue. It had four master bedrooms, a sleeping porch,
a big living room, a study, dining room, kitchen, two servants’ rcoms.,
large grounds and no charm at all. But John liked it and I said it wus
all right with me. We moved in that afternoon and that evening John
appeared with a Chinese cook he.had hired in Chinatown. I was too
innocent to realize that a Chinaman might spell trouble for us. The
next day I hired & maid by the name of Daisy. Considering the sone
“Daisy, You're Driving Me Crazy,” 1 was not sure whether her namne
was a good omen or not.

One day when I was at the studio the story editor warned me not
break my neck trying to finish the scenario quickly. “Take your time ™
said he. “Since you're being paid by the week, get as many weeks puv
out of it as possible. I don't think the studio has the slightest idea of
filming your story anyway.”

I was horrified by this remark and asked him what he meant. “W.1l
you see, the studio just wants to kzep Pola quiet by letting her belicwe
they have another story for her after the one she’s shooting. But in niy
opinion they won’t take up her option.”

“You mean that after I do all the work on East River they won't
shoot it?”

“Why should you care? You'll get your money anyway.”

1 was dismayed. “But I do care. Of course [ want the money but thaf
isn’t all I'm worfing for. I want to do a good job and I want to 2t
credit for it.”

This brought a big laugh. “You'll get over all that when you've worked
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a while in a studio. Hollywood is stronger than any writer. It can always
break a writer down. You’re green and enthusiastic. Take my advice and
don’t fight Hollywoed, and by ‘Hollywood’ 1 meai the studios. Just take
it easy and make as much money as you can. Forget about good work.
That's only a dream here. I like you, so I am giving you rare advice.
I can see you are the artistic type but take a tip from me and forget
about art—especially art with a large A.” (This was, of course, before
the Screen Writers' Guild was formed and when writers had no rights.)

I went home and wept. John came into my room and found me cry-
ing. “Hollywood is not going to break me down,” I boasted through
my tears.

I-had telephoned Greta at Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer to give her my
new number, and she had promised to call me when the shooting on
Susan Lennox was over. The following Sunday she rang up to ask me
again to her house in the latc afternoon. “My present prison term is
over,” she said. “I have finished shooting.” Her voice sounded light and
relieved.

It had be=n 4 very hot day and that evening it was still extremely warm
cven for the month oi July. She was again waiting for me in the drive-
way, but this time she led me to the, door. She paused a minute before
speaking as though te eive her words importance, then with a pretense
of pomp, as if a rulzr were conferring an honor upon a subject, she said,
| never invite anyone to my house but today, as a great exception, I am
inviting you. Will you come in?”

We entered directly into the living room. It seemed gloomy and un-
lined in. Greta caught my thought. “1 never use this room. I live in my
hedroom,” she said, and we went on upstairs. It was a simple and rather
ewply toom. 1t had a bed, a desk, a dressing table and a few uncom-
fortable straight-backed chairs, all in heavy oak. There was not a single
personal thing in it. Greta moved toward the window. She pointed to a
shim, leafless, dead tree. “This tree inmv one joy in Hollywood. T call it
‘my winter tree.” When my loneliness for Sweden gets unbearable I look
+0tand it comforts me. I imagine that the cold has made it leafless and
that soon there will be snow on its branches.” She turned sadly from
the window. “I have never told anyone before about this trec.”

She looked at me and saw there were tears in my eyes. “Oh, I have
minde you cry,” she said.

“Yes, that is such a sad story,” I answered. “T@l me about your
childhood—about your life.”

She hesitated, then.quigtly in her low, rich voice, sometimes pausing,
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as though she were groping her way, she began,to speak. She told me
in snatches, stopping and then continuing, many little things about her
childhood, seemingly unimportant things. Yet each revealed much to
me. She spoke of her dreams, of many things she had done and had
wished to do. She spoke with great love of her sister who was dead and
said she had been very beautiful. Her name was Alva. This gave me a
great surprise.

“It is the samne as my mother’s family name—de Alba—but the v is a
b in Spanish. And Garbo is a Spanish word. It means chic or stylish.”

The room grew dark. We sat silently. After a little she said, “I have
never spoken like this before.” She rose. “I'm hungry. Let’s go down to
the kitchen and eat something-—no, I'll bring it here because Whistler
may be home soon.”

She ran downstairs and returned with a tray of cheese, milk, and
bread. The moon came up and shone into the room. We ate the food by
its light. When we had finished I said, “Let's go out to the beach.”

We went out and found the “bus,” as Greta called her old black Pack-
ard limousine. It was sedate and conventional. “Every inch a car Quecn
Mary would drive in,”” I said.

I drove and Greta sat beside me., “A perfect footman,” I said to her.
We started off gaily toward the beach, following the coast to Casa del
Mare where we parked the car and walked up the mountain until we
reached the top and looked out over the coast. The sea had a silver gloss
in the moonlight and back in the trees, nightingales sang.

“What do you believe about God?" Greta asked.

“I wish there were no such word. How can anyone express God by
using a word like God? I just think of God as all creation. Everything is
God on its own level, Those nightingales singing are God. If God is God,
then there can be no separation between any of his creatures. And by
‘creatures’ I mean trees, rocks, animals, insects, as well as people. Per-
haps I am right or wrong. I don't know.”

We talked of other things, profound and trivial. Then finally, as the
moon sank and disappeared and a tiny streak of light fell across the sky
in the east, we were silent. Slowly the dawn came. As the sun rose we
walked down the mountain and picked rambler roses ag we went along.
At the bottom there was the beloved “bus” waiting. It seemed like some-
thing alive—faithful and patient. We got in«t and drove away. -
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That eveniig Greta telephoned to ask me to come to see her
early the next morning. She said she had something to tell me.

About eight o'clock I went to her house and found her car with James
in it in the drivewsy. James was her Negro chauffeur and he was a char-
acter if ever there was one. He had originally come to Greta as a window
cleaner, and finding him very quiet, she asked him to become her chaui-
feur. Of course he was delighted and started in that very day, working
faithfully for her for many years. As the Holl)-wood saying goes, he was
“dumb like a fox.” He was tall and very thin and he looked at you slyly
out of the corner of his eye. He never made the slightest comment about
anything and he never moved faster than a snail. Besides chauffeuring,
he was also supposed to clean the house. This he would do in slow mo-
tion, taking at least half an hour t» polish one doorknob, and when
Greta would say to him, “James, vou are very lazy,” far from disagreeing
with her he would answer, “Yes, ma'am” in a soft drawling voice.

I would say to Greta in front of him, “You know, James has charm,
0 you can't expect much of anything else.” This made him roar with
laughter, He never drove faster than twenty miles an hour. Luckily Greta
liked this pace. When we got in the car he never asked where we were
going. He would start off in a straight line and follow™t indefinitely un-
less we told him otherwise. Greta would say to me in an undertone,
“Let’s just see how long e will drive without asking where we are
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Suddenly from a great height we looked down and saw Silver Lake in
the distance between two mountain peaks. Greta grew very excited.
“There is our lake and there, that little island in the center, is our island!”
We began 1o descend and as we drew nearer we could see the little house
on the island. It was really only a shack but we were as thrilled about it
as though it were a castle. It belonged to Wallace Beery and he had said
Greta could have it for these wecks and had given her the keys.

The lake was about fourteen miles long and three miles wide and the
island was about half a mile out from the west shore. We stopped at a
small boathouse where James helped us carry the provisions on the boat,
then Greta sent him off, telling him not to come back until the last sec-
ond of six weeks. “If you turn up one second earlier [ will throw you into
the lake. And mind you, absolutely no one is to know where we are.
Not even Whistler, and certainly not Louis B. Mayer!”

“No, ma’am,” James answered sclemnly and climbed into the car
to begin the long trek back to Hollywood at twenty miles an hour. We
clambered into the boat and Greta took up the oars,

I was amazed to see how well she rowed. Her stroke was quite superb,
“Have you been training with the Oxford crew?” 1 asked. She rowed
steadily and smoothly into the shadow of the mountain which lay re-
flected on the water. The sun had dropped behind it, although it was
not yet five o'clocle, and its reflection glowed on the mountains to the
east, many of which were still covered with snow.

With Greta's steady stroke we soon reached our island.

All around us, like peaks of a crown, stood the snow-covered moun-
tains. Majestic ahd serene they stood, making us feel like the merest
specks in the Divine Cosmos. With the exception of the water lapping
against the pier there was an intense silence. Then far away on the
farthest shore we heard the cry of an owl. Greta paused and listened.
Knowing how superstitious Scandinavians are, I said, “Therc can be ne
bad luck up here. That owl is merely politely welcoming us.” She
looked relieved and the incident passed.

How to describe the next six enchanted weeks? Even rccapturing
them in memory makes me realize how lucky I am to have had them.
Six perfect weeks out of a lifetime. This is indeed much, In all this time
there was not a second of disharmony between Greta and me or in na-
ture around us. Not once did it rain and we $ad brilliant sunshine every
day. We saw a nelv moon and watched it grow to fullness, making the
mountains and the water shine like silver and the snow on the far-ofl
peaks glisten like polished crystal.
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The little house could not have been simpler. It was only a log cabin
but neat and clean with windows all around it.

Greta said, “We must be baptized at once.” Throwing off her ciothes
she made a magnificent dive into the water and followed it with the long,
powerful strokes of an expert swimmer. “First I find you training for
the Oxford crew and now I find you training for a swim across the Chan-
pel. Isn’t there anything you do badiy?” 1 called out to her. She waved
her hand from far out in the lake and I heard her happy laugh across
the water. I plunged in myself—no expert dive, no cross-channel stroke.
The water was icy cold and I had to keep going or freeze. Greta swam
beside me. *“I never knew Spaniards could stand cold water—bravo,”
“she said.

That evening she cooked dinner. Along the way we had bought
mountain trout. She poached it and made the wonderful strong cofiee
that Spaniards and Swedes like to drink. *“None of this American coffee,
just hot-water business,” she said, adding proudly, “1 make good coffee.”
And indeed she did. Once again within a few hours she hit the bull’s-eye
and surpnsal me.

The days and hours flew past far too quickly, They did more than
that. They evaporated. There was np sense of time at all.

It is generally accepted that Greta is morose and serious. This is one
of the things said of her in the legend that has betn Built up arcund her.
All legends are built on rumors and heursay. Of course she is serious if
there is something to be serious about and she does not run around with
a broad grin on her face like most Amcrlcan executives, but that does
not mean that she is morose and lacks humor. As a matter of fact she
has real humor and a remarkable sense of it. During those six weeks in
Silver Lake, as well as many times since. she has shown her sense of
fun to me.

Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer employed her from 1925 to 1938 before
they discovered she could play corecdy, and upon this discovery they
cast her with great success in Ninofchka. But Greta can play more than
just comedy. She can play high comedy und low comedy and she can
play the clown when she wishes. It is a sad commentary on the stupidity
of the studio thyt they did not discover this until it was too late. It is a
pity that all those years Greta was cast always in tragic parts. Had they
given her happy and fun-making roles, she might still be in pictures.
Who can stand forever playing tortured, depressed, M rows? Certainly
not a sensitive artist like Grdla who does not play her roles but who, 1
believe, becomes them ang actually lives every second of them.
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There on Silver Lake I laughed more than ever before in my life ;ind
it was Greta who made me laugh. She told me amusing stories of ..
childhood, of her adofescence, and of her life in Hollywood.

No one can really know Greta unless they have seen her as I saw b
there in Silver Lake. She is a creature of the elements. A creature .of
wind and storms and rocks and trees and water. A spirit such as her,
cooped up in a city is a tragic sight.

There in the Sierra Nevadas she used to climb ahead of me, and witn
her hair blown back, her face turned to the wind and sun, she wouy
leap from rock to rock on her bare Hellenic feet. 1 would sec h.r
above me, her face and body outlined against the sky, looking like son.
radiant, elemental, gloriows god and goddess melted into one.

Often she rowed me across the lake to a lumber camp a few mil -
away. Herec we bought milk and eggs and talked to the lumbermen, wh.,
thought we were schoolgirls on a holiday. And at night in a fanta.n
silence and with dark mountains towering around us we would go out
in the boat and just drift.

To write of Greta and these things connected with her is the mo.
difficult task I have had in this book. No one knows better than I his
much she dislikes being discussed put 1 cannot write my life and leive
her out of it. I have deeply considered and weighed the problem and «
has caused me unjolc- anguish and anxiety, but I came to believe th .
in spite of this I must, nevertheless, write the book and stand by myv«.if
in so doing. No one can write an autobiography without bringing bk
on the stage of her life people who have played major roles in it. Anl
so Greta must al¢o, like other people 1 have written about, play her row
in this book as I, too, must play my role in writing it.

Somehow, six weeks that scemed only six minutes wound itself rouind
and came to an end. We had forgotten time and date. We had alui !
come to believe that we would never return to civilization. Then i
day across the lake we heard Jamgs’ horn. Greta tumed deadly whi
and fled into the house. “I can’t—I can't go back to Hollywood and 111
studio life!” she cried.

But we packed our things and, without a word between us, got «ilu
the boat. Slowly, and as though a great sadness had pcfallen her. Whe
rowed to the other shore,
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Soon after this, Greta moved from San Vincente Bouslevard to

North Rockirgham Road in Brentwood. 1 encouraved her to move as
I thought the San Vircente house fur too gloomy for her. The new one
was only hall a k- ock from John's and mine. 1t whs X large house with
a lovely garden and a fine view overlooking the Canyon and the hills.
Greta also had a tennis court at her new place. which we found very
pleasant. I played quite a good game at this time but she alwavs man-
aed to beat me in the end. She had a natural talent for any kind of sport.
At this period we used to ride. We hired horses {from: the Bel Air Riding
School and rode into the hills She had never ridden before she came 10
Huilywood, but she sat her horse as if she had ndden all her life.
Greta had not yet started shooting on her next picture. Mg Hari,
which was in preparation. so neithertof us was working and we used to
exercise so much that fooking back onat now, T wonder why we didnt
kill ourselves—especially as | weighed under a hundred pounds and
Greta was as slim as a pin. The end of Rockingham Road went night into
the hills, Over them through wild country to the San Fernando Valley
wus over ten miles. Severad times we walked this distance and James
Wwould meet us with the car %t the other side in the Valley. W » thought
wiy little of such a walk and most days we did at feast six or seven
miles, ptayed several sets of tehnis, swam in the sea and sometimes rode.
Our day started very sfteryat five ot five-thirty in the morning and never
227
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later than six. Greta would come down to my house a little while after
the sun was up and whistle under my window. I would dash into my
clothes and we wouldebe off over the hills. Sometimes we took picnic
lunches and spent the whole day on the beach far up toward Malibu. We
went to bed very early. When Greta was shooting she went to bed at
seven, otherwise about e¢ight, or ninc. I never went to bed much later
than nine. We used to laugh when we read and heard about the so-called
“night life” of Hollywood.

Greta often came to our house and she used to sing “Daisy, You'r
Driving Mc Crazy™ to our maid. John adored her und was forever asking
her to dinner and making her little specialties. She ate corn on the cob
for the first time in our house. She loved my Bumbina and at this time |
had another little dog—a tiny white Maltcse puppy some horrible people
had thrown out of their car onto my lawn as they passed. When 1 picked
her up I found she had a herniu and took her to the veterinary (o be
operated on. Greta came with me and after the operation we tenderly
carried her home. I wanted Greta to take her and she did for several
days, but in the end Chotzie came back to me. Curiously, Greta has
little talent with animals and very little understanding of them.

In the meantime things were not going so well in my housc. John had
begun inviting in people whom I did not like. I would come home und
find speak-easy piepwxetors and various underworld characters sitting
around and I felt the house was not safe and that | had no privacy in il
I told Greta not to come there any fonger and I decided to move, but 1
didn't want to hurt John's feelings. He was a kind and gentle person
and I would not Have wounded him for anything in the world. He was 2
writer of great talent, as Rain and The Shanghai Gesture proved, but |
soon discovered that he simply could not resist strange underworld chur-
acters. He was a man full of humor, intelligence, and charm. Everyont
loved him and he could have had any friends he wanted, and yet he toid
me he was not interested in anythigg but an underworld life.

Fortunately, I had already looked at a house for rent on Rockingham
Road next to Greta's. I telephoned the agent and said I wanted to muove
into it at once. By one o'clock I had packed and moved in. I left John
with Daisy, the Chinese cook, and several cowboy friends, so I knew he
was in sympathetic hands.

When I had known Greta a little while,I got her to exchange her
sailor pants for sifcks. Looking back it seems difficult to believe that at
this time people were still shocked to see-women in trousers. Once we
were photographed in them on Hollywood Boulevard without our know-
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ing it. The photograph came out in the newspaper with the caption under
it: GARBO IN PANTS! Innocent bystanders gasped in amazement to
see Mercedes de Acosta and Greta Garbo striddg swiftly a[or;g Holly-
wood Boulevard dressed in men’s clothes. Considering what walks down
Hollywood Boulevard now, it scems strange that Greta and 1 should
have caused a sensation such a comparatively short time ago,

The day alter I moved into the house I engaged two maids, One was a
Swiss girl by the name of Rose Fleury, and the other 2 German girl
named Anna Nehler. Anna remained with me all the time 1 lived in
California. She was a faithful fricnd and playcd an important part in my
life out there,

My contruct at the studio was terminated. @'hey p:od me for ten weeks.
but this was not all I wanted. I was extremely disiflusioned with the
whole assienment. The story editor had been night. The studio did not
take up Pola’s option. She had given a fine performunce in A Woman
Commuands but the studio had other pluns. They shelved East River
hecause they said there was no other star in the swdio who could play
it. Not & thought was miven to the creative work o writer put into a
seript. The attitude was: "1 hey have been puid. Why <hould they hck??

1 was very depressed about it. Now that I wus no longer working,
what excuse did I have te remuin in Hollywood? Iohn advised me to vet
mysell an agent and another contract with a diferant studio 1 turned
the possibilities over in my mind. Greta was not working yet on her new
film and as we saw each other every day, | was kept busy.

Christrnas of that year was very warm. Greta ¢losed ali the curtains
so that we couid have candlelight and pretend it was snowing outside.
Anna cooked us a goose and we sat on the tloor around the tree and
opened our presents. Among other things Greta gave me a raincoat,
rubber boots, and sou'wester hat. She said the rains would soon come.
They did, Shortly after Christmas it began to pour in such torrents that
the drops seemed like eggs. We waquld put on our raincoats. huts and
boots, and make for the hills. Sometimes terrific thunderstorms came up
and we would rush out to the highest peak overlooking the sca to waich
the jightning break through the sky like great cracks of tire, and hear
the thunder craghing down on us, We were always happy and stimulated
m a storm.



Thirty-Six
T

Right after Christmas, Greta began shooting Mata Hari. She
had been having fittings with Adrian and had teken me to Adrian’s
house to meet him. I found him cxtremely sympathetic and 1 liked his
looks. He was tall dnd ‘slender and looked like an Arab. He was living
on Whitley Heights- and his house seemed more like a stage set than a
residence. It was a Spanish house with oval doors and all sorts of bal-
conies which made it seem romantic and theatrical, but I felt it was as
unreal as cardboard. I was not far from wrong about this because one
evening a large stone rolled down the mountain, broke through the wall
of the house, and calmly sat itsclf down in the living room with the
other guests. This was the kind of thing which could only happen in
Hollywood.

The evening I met Adrian we had a lot of fun. We had a deliciou:
dinner in the patio and then he showed me his sketches for Greta™
clothes. I suggested that she wear a long black cape for the scene at the
end when she is shot, and that she should brush her hair absolutely
straight back. This would give a dramatic effect for the ending. Adron
agreed with me and was delighted with the suggestion. It was a balmv
night and Greta an(.i_ I drove home about midhight. She said she did nu!
want to drive fast so just to tease her I drove about two miles an hour
As we went along we laughed a great deal and she got out of the car
several times and picked flowers along the roadside.’
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One day she came straight from the studio to my house very much
excited. After trying to make me guess what she had up her sleeve, she
finally told me that she had talked to Irving Thhlberg about my writing
a story for her. She said he wanted to sec me the next morning and that
if I could think of an idea he would surely put me under contract. All
that might I tossed around in bed trying to invent a story that would be
right for her. Toward morning 1 hit on an idea and a title, which was
Desperate. It was a romantic story in which she played rather a wild
character, somewhat like Iris March in the Green Hat. Also in this slory
there was a sequence in which the character had to make an ¢scape in
disguise. I had her make this escape dressed us a boy. Gretu was de-

- lighted with the outline and a few hours la18r | went to the studio to ee
Thalberg, whom I had already met at the Selznicks.

Irving Thalberg was young, a small, delicate, and attractive-looking
man who wore his clothes neatly and with style. He was quite rightly
constdered the sole genius in motion pictures and. indeed there never
has been one tike him since. I was told in Hollvwood that he considered
himself uw Napoleon of the film world. One did not have to be long 1n
his presence tc icalize this was true.

At our first mecting he came tq the door of s effice and grected
me cordially. It was the first and Jast time he ¢ver net me at his door.
Hc then went a3nd sat in a large chair belind o Iange desk, which was
clevated on a platform. On it were a numbcer of telephones and several
instruments into which he could speak and be heard on the vanous stages
and sets throughout the studio. His office was large and 1o approach the
desk one had to walk a considerable distdnce. In front of it were several
extremely low and soft armchairs. Anyonc sitting in them at once sank
down and could get up again only with the greatest difticulty. Mr. Thal-
berg could look down from his elevated height on these victime—a trick
Mussolini also employed as one of his milder forms of intimidation.

This day I made my first mistakq with Thalberg. 1 set my will against
his. Instead of sinking into my chair and allowing him to play the Em-
peror, 1 sat straight and as high up on the arm of it as I could. bonging
myself almost on a level with him. After a while he said, “Why don’t you
sit properly in ‘the chair and be comfortable?”

I answered, “I'm quite comfortable this way. thank you.™

What a mistake! For on, an unseen level 1 had started ur a resistance
between us which lasted all the time § worked withoshini, nigzht up until
his death. Yet he listened tosthe outline of my story and. with very little
comment, agreed to put me under contract. He spoke on onc of the
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telephones und toid the editorial office I was hired. Then he told me to
come back and see him with the first sequence in about two weeks. |
went away liking him ifi spite of the fact that his Napolconic airs seemed
childish.

I was given an office at the studio and started writing there. At five
o’cleck Greta would meet me outside the studio, and we would go to the
beach or walk in the hills. Sometities during these walks she would
discuss various s¢enes she had shot during the day or intended to shoot
the next day. or some problem presented by the picture. More often she
was silent, either out of sheer physical fatigue or because she had gone
into her inner self and was brooding over her part and spiritually working
out some situation she had b act.

I observed Greta during the making of all her talking films with the
exception of Anna Christie, and 1 noticed that she never mentally worked
on a film. Unlike other actresses, she did not work on the script or plan
ahead what she intended to do in a scene. I think it would be more
correct to employ a word I used before and to say she brooded on the
part or on a scenc or particular situation that she had to play. She neve;
thoroughly read a script before the first day of shooting, when she went
onto the set and became the part. She used only to scan through the
manuscript, yet she knew intuitively the cssential meaning of the story.
I had a feeling dusind these times that had she rcad and studied the
manuscript thoroughly, she would actually have lost its vital meaning
Like Duse, in a manner of speaking, she is vibrantly intuitive. Greti wa
practically never directed in a scenc. She would go on the set and. hnow-
ing the character she was to play, she would simply and completelv
become that character. She would not act or play at being this characier,
she would be it. Like Duse, she could make the character come alive
and live before your very eyes.

A thing very few people outside of the studio knew about her s that
at no time did she cver go to see hut rushes. | think she knew that Lad
she seen herself on the screen she would have broken some dream guality
she had created within her own psyche. She never went to presiews ol
her pictures either, and it was only vears after their making that she ~ »
them. When she did they caused her great suffering and she always L
she could have done much better. 1 think all artists fced this way wixn
they sce their finished work. Happily for the stage actor, he cannot o
this.

I went often at this time to sec Thalbetg to consult him about [+
perate and show him various sequences as I wrpte them. When | came 10
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the one where Greta was supposed to dress like a boy, he put his foot
down and said she absolutely could not wear men’s clothes on the screen.
“Do you want to put all America and all the wonlen's clubs against her?
you must be out of your mind.” When [ said that Greta knew all about
this sequence and wanted it in the script, he said, “She must be out of
her mind, too. I simply won’t have that sequence in. ¥ am in this busincss
to make money on films and I won’t have this one ruined.” I could do
nothing with him and the sequence came out.

This threw out the whole structure of the story. 1 was very disheart-
ened. What was more, Irving was angry with me and thought me a fool.
He told me in no uncertain terms, “We have been building Garbo up
for years as a great glamorous actress, und nbw you come along and try
to put her into pants and make a monkey out of her.™ T tried to make
him see that he had missed the whole idea, but he sumply stammedd down
the manuscript and rcfused to discuss it. He swd. “The story i out.” 1
went home feeling miserable.

Greta had a bright idea. She said she would like to play Dorn Grey
and have me vrie the scenario. 1 said, “You po and telt frvine that 1den
and have him throw you out the window—not me'™ But ~he was night.
At that time she could have played this role brilliantly

1 was disheartened, but in a strange way Hollvwood with 21l it trisis
led me toward a <piritual bfe. 1 began at this tmd tesfust und meditate.
Sometimes [ fasted five days and mghts at a time and went ofl for hours
up into the hills wlone 10 meditate Greta used to call mie werrzy maste
Spaniard.” but she was always sympathete with me when ©teld her 1
was fasting. She ts rather a crazy mysue Swede henelt



Thirty-Seven
T

When Greta played Grand Hotel, Jack Barrymore was her
leading man. In all the world I do not think twe more beautiful people
could have been found to team together. In coloring they were a con-
trast but in beauty ¢dhet were equal. I was of course very excited about
Greta playing this picture.

Since my arrival in Hollywood I had not seen Jack. I did not even
know whether he was aware that 1 was there. In any case he had made
no effort to get in touch with ‘me and 1, following our old pattern, did
nothing to get in touch with him. Then one night I was in bed reading
I heard a car stop outside my house and then a pebble was thrown
against the screen on my window. I looked out and there was Jack. 1l¢
was full of tales about Grand Horel. He said that he had a great rever
ence for Greta but he was frightened to death of her. “Not because she
is difficutt—far from it. But just because she is so perfect as an artist and
as a woman,” he said, adding at the same time, “Why has no onc evr
said that she has such a sense of humor? Do you know, she is always
telling me some funny joke on the set and she sees litile things to lauyf
at. Little things most people wouldn’t notice. She’s really most amusinge

Jack brought up the old days and asked ¢ne if I had seen Micha!
from whom he w&s now divorced. “How topsy-turvy life can be” b
said. “I never thought that you and I would4and out here in Hollywood.”

When he left he said, “Please don't tell Garbo while we're shoolinis
234
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that 1 come to sce you. It might make her self-conscious with me.” I
answered, “I never tell anyone that you come to see me, so you don’t
need to worry.”

At this time I had no assignment. Greta suggested I go to see her
agent, Harry Edington, who at once got me a contract at Paramount
Studios to do the shooting scripts on two screen plays. T went over to
the new lot that week but I did not like it nearly as much as Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer. Difficult as Thalberg could be, it was a let-down to
work for anyone else,

Shortly after Greta finished Grand Hotel 1 had a strange drcam. I
dreamed that she came to me in great distress and told me that the bank
in which she kept her money had failed. I imn up to the attic and found
an old black bag and went with Greta to her bank ‘The door was clased
and a policeman was standing in front of it. We managed to evade him
and ran into the bank where we filled the black bag with papers out of a
tin box. At this point I woke up. The dream disturbed me. 1 told Greta
ubout it and asked her if she did not think it advisuble 10 take her money
out of the smail bank in Beverly Hills where T knew she kept it, At this
time many banks all over the country were failing.

But she would not listen to me. She said she was sure her bank svas
safe. 1 even had (he same dream twice. but she .W:l\(:d the «tymficance
of it aside. In fact, she paid no attention to me when 1 mentioned it
again. Within the week the bank actually did fuil and the strange part
ol it was that everything happencd more or less us [ had <een it in my
dream. Greta came to me early in the momaing to tell me that Harry Ed-
ington had called her to say her bank had failed and would not open its
Joors that day. She was trembling when she told me the news. but she
was remarkably calm. She asked me what I thought <he should do. |
called a (riend of mine, a president of a bank in New York, and asked his
advice, He told me to take Greta to the bank at once with a bag and try
W save any securities, As in the dredm 1 ran up to the attie und found a
black bag and with it Greta and 1 motored 1o the bank. A policemun
tried to stop us but we managed to evade him and somchow got in. W
went down to the safe deposit vaults where Greta was recognized and
allowed to opcﬁ her box. She took out whatever papets were theie and
-put them into the black bag and we left the bank togeth -

During this time Greta behaved marvelously and sowceu ine preatest
courage and calm. She told rae that every cont of money she had carned
sinee her arrival in Amegica was in tis bank. She sad regrettully but
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not bitterly, *I'm afraid I am wiped out. Today I'have not a cent in the
world.” .

The situation was sérious, because her contract was about to be re-
newed. If Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer knew the position she was in, it was
quite possible they would reduce their offer, knowing full well that being
pressed for money she would have to accept the reduction. It was im-
portant that whatever she did she should do quietly and with absolutely
no publicity. Thg lease for her house had nearly terminated. She could
not afford to renew it at a thousand dollars a month. Where could she
live? I suggested that she move into my house, the rent of which was less
and which I had already paid several months in advance. But the main
reason for her move to my*house was to conceal the fact that she had
moved at all. There was a problem, however, if she moved. Where was [
to go? My house was not big enough for Greta, Whistler, Rose, Anna
and myself. I did not have the shightest idea where I would find one but
I relied on an inner guidance which, in times of crisis, rarely failed me,

I walked down the road and rang the bell at a house that Greta and |
had often passed on our walks. A woman opened the door and it turned
out to be Comnelia Runyon, an artist and a woman of sensitivity, whom
I knew slightly. I explained to her,that I was looking for a house to
move into at once, and without asking her whether she wished to rent
her house or not, Is plinged intc a long discourse on the importance of
her moving out that same day and letting me move in. Poor Comelia was
of course quite speechless at this onslaught. She told me later that she
had had no intention of renting her house but I had looked so strange
and determined that she felt I must have some deep mystic reason for
wanting it so much. In spite of herself, she agreed to give it to me. Al-
most before she was aware of what was happening she moved that same
night into a little apartment over the garage and I moved into her house.
The following day Greta moved into mine, but she said she was nervous
because it had no gates. She was afraid to sleep in a house that could not
be closed off by gates. I told her not to worry and I promised her she
would wake up in the morning and find gates.

That same evening 1 went to a carpenter and said I would give him
any amount of money if he would build gates for me ovgrnight. He said
he would be quite willing to do so but as it was Saturday he could not
get the wood. 1 told him to take me to a loamber yard I knew in San
Fernando Valley.*¥e broke in a window, and entering the shop. carried
out the necessary wood. I left a note sayimg I would pay for the brohen
window and for the wood on Monday. The garpenter worked alt that
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night and when the gates were finished early in the morning, we painted
them white:

Not long after this, when my contract had terminated at Paramount,
Thalberg rang me early one morning on the telephone. It was ususual
for him to call a writer himself and I knew it must bc something im-
portant. He was extremely nice and said that he intended to film the life
of Rasputin and was going to put me on the story. He asked me to come
to the studio that day to sign a new contract. Later, when [ went to his
office, he asked me to prepare a detailed history of the life of the famous
monk. He said he was only vaguely familiar with Rasputin’s death and
the historical events leading up to it and cautioned me to write a very
flear and detailed story. It amounted actuclly to writing an historical
biography of Rasputin before I began a scenario or even a mere work-
ing script. I was very excited about the whole assignment, cspecially as
I already knew a good deal about the subject.

While in Paris some years previously I had met Prince Yusupov at
Agoutinsky’s one evening, and late into the night Yusupov had told us
the tale - Jlasputin’s murder and a great deal about hss life. Yusupov
had been one of :hie leaders who had laid the trap, and in fact he himself
had assisted in the actual killing. It was not a pretty story, no matter how
you looked at it, but T was glad to hear the truth of it from someone
who had witnessed Lhe whole bioody affair.

I asked for detzils about the relationship between the Czarina and
Rasputin, and how Rasputin had looked, how he had spcken, and what
impression his personality made on people. Among other things T asked
if his wife, who was a daughter of Grand Duke Alexander, had ever met
Rasputin. He said she had not, adding that she had never even seen him
and that he had taken good care that she should not. although Rasputin
had wanted very much to meet her. I remembered this particular point
very clearly. In fact Yusupov had given me a very vivid firsthand picture
of the whole amazing story and it had made a great impression on me.

Feeling, however, that Yusupov's detailed account had been related
in confidence 1 did not at first tell Irving about it. In fact I did not tell
him I knew anything much about Rasputin at all. He expected that any
knowledge I gave him on the subject would come from books. At the
beginning of my' assignment I let him think this.

. Katharine Cornell came to Los Angeles at this time or tour with
The Barretts of Wimpole Street. One morning Greta and I were taking
2 sunbath on a balcony in my house which led out from the study. We
heard the doorbell ring and with that startied fawn look Greta can as-
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sume when anyone appears, she said in a frightened voice, “Who is
that?” |

“Probably a mistae—someone ringing the wrong doorbell,” 1 ap-
swered. Anna appeared and in a hushed whisper called me into the
room, “Miss Katharine Comnell is downstairs,” she satd, locking as ter-
rified as a trapped white mouse. Greta called out, “What is that? Who i«
downstairs?” scrambling at the same time to her feet.

“It’s Kit Compell come to call on me,” I told her. “You can stay herc
but I must go down and see her. She is an old friend of mine, you
know, and I want to see her.”

“Please tell Anna to send her away,” Greta said.

“Pon't be feolish. I wouldn’t dream of being rude to Kit. You would
like her yourself if you knew her. If you don't want to meet her, stay
here in the sun.” I pulled on a sweater and slacks and ran downstairs.

Kit explained that she was on her way to the beach and decided t,)
drop in to see me.

“I hope I am not disturbing you,” she said. 1 tried to appear i
though she were not and asked her to sit down. She sensed that 1 was not
myself and rather uncomfortably she remarked, “I'll only stay a minute -
Then, as if a bright idea occurred to her which she believed would
please me, she said, “I know you are a friend of Garbo’s. I understand
she lives near yous Cduld you take me to sec her? Like all the world, |
long to meet her.”

“I'm afraid I can’t take you to see her. She is not home.” T said.

“Oh,” said Kit, with a note of unbelief in her voice. At that wny
moment we heard a thud over our heads like a weight falling on U
floor. 1 said nervously, It's nothing. Don’t be alarmed.” The words
were just out of my mouth when we heard someone coming slowiy
down the stairs, descending like a child, one step at a time. Kit loodul
inquiringly at me. And then Greta, completely dressed and with ber
hair neatly brushed, lcaned over tha. bannister and in the swectesf, nio
beguilingly low tone, said, “Hello, may 1 join you?”

I tried my best not to appear as though I had pulled a rabbit out <+ @
hat. Kit, with an air of saying “This is the moment I have waited tor 1
my life,” bent low over Greta’s hand and shook it wprmly.

I heaved an inward sigh of relief and said, “Please sit down.” The
I bolted for the pantry to fetch some brandy. Pouring a Iarge drink o
all three of us, I%aid, “I know this is not vodka but you must L.k
bottoms-up just the same.” We tossed it dbwn in one gulp. The tcnvel
immediately eased. From that minute on we, all proceeded to i~ 2
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very good time. Greta gave the impression that she had always been
longing to meet Kit and Kit was so obviously happy at meeting Greta
that she looked like a real kit who had swallowed a canary. Only I
appeared a little in the wrong, but after a second round of brandy no
one cared very much who was right or who was wrong.

In the meantime Greta had done a film called As You Desire Me,
taken from a play by Pirandello. Of all the roles she ever played this,
in my opinion, was her finest. It is curious that it has been her least
discussed picture and many people do not even know of it. In one scene
of this film she is intoxicated. Never was a scene more superbly played,
It is rare for an actress to play an iutoxicated scene without appearing
either vulgar or absurd. She was neither o1 these, but instead, gave a
sense of being lost, like a person taking the wrong turning of a road and
trying to grope her way back onto the right one.

Greta played this scene for me before acting it in frant of the camera.
She told me she was worried about giving it a sense of reality. She asked
if she could rehearse it for me and suddenly, right there in my room,
she became the character of the play and as suddenly too, I felt the influ-
ence of drink taking over her whole personality. 1 became completely
lost and absorbed in the character she was acting. All this without
make-up, without props, and in a room with her audiencz not more
th.en three feet away.

One afternoon while walking on the beach of Santa Monica, Greta
and 1 passed the houses of many of the moving picture colony, inciud-
ing Marion Davies and William Randolph Hearst, Anita Loos, the Al-
bert Lewins, Norma Shearer and Thalberg, her husband, Irene and
David Selznick, and many others. Presently we passed another house
and Greta said, “That's Ernst Lubitsch’s house. He is the onlv great
ducctor out here. I would like you to meet him. Let's go and see him.”
Greta seldom expressed a wish to see anyone, so it made me feel that
there must indeed be something speatal about Lubitsch. We opened the
tate and went into his grounds, Sreta leapt onto the porch and knocking
on the window instead of ringing the bell, said. “Is anyone at home?”
The front door was opened and a very attractive young woman looked
out. “Ernst is in, the kitchen making drinks. I'll call him for vou. Won't
you come in?” she asked. This was my first meeting with Ona Munson
and led to many years of Sriendship between us uatil her + gic death
Some years later.

When Lubitsch entered thd living room and saw Greta he let out a
great yell of joy., He was a small man with durk hair brushed down
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straight over his brow. He had a large black cigar in his mouth and one
felt at once that he was a man of enormous energy. He spoke English
with a terribly sr.rong' Jewish-German accent. “Mein Gott, mein Gou,
Greta!” he cried as he seized her in his arms and kissed her wildly. “Gotr,
such a surprise,” he shouted. “Greta, Greta, sit down and never go avay.”
He pushed her onto the sofa and sat beside her holding her hand.

Ona said to me, “I have wanted to meet you for a long time. I have
heard a lot about you from Alla Nazimova.” 1 remembered then that |
had seen her give a beautiful performance with Alla in Ghosts. She was
very small and slight with blond hair. I thought her extremely pretty
but the thing that impressed me most were her eyes. They were very
sad, and there was sometting about them that touched me deeply.

Lubitsch said, “Greta, why don’t you tell those idiots in your studio
to let us do a picture together? Gott, how I vould love to direct a picture
for you.” Greta answered, “Ernst, you tell them. I am far too tired to
have a conversation with any studio executive.” She said this very sadly
but for some reason we all langhed. Lubitsch shook his head. “What
fools they are. How vonderful Greta and 1 vould be together. Ve vould
make a vonderful picture,” he said. Greta sighed and rose. “We must
go now. It’s after six and nearlys my bedtime.” Lubitsch kissed her
warmly once more and we left the house.

Not long after this ‘Greta sailed home to Sweden. She went for a sux-
month holiday. After she left, Hollywood seemed empty to me.



Thirty-FEight
Y

During this time Cecil Beaton came out 1o Hollywood and
invited me to go with him one evening to see the fumous German dancer,
Harold Kreutzberg.

As we took our seats I noticed a striking womdn directly in front of
me. She turned and rather shyly looked at me. For a second I thought I
knew ber, then I realized I hud seen her in two pictures—The Blue
Angel and Morocco. 1t was Marlene Diclrit.:h,

The following day as | was working on the script of Rasputin in my
study 1 heard the doorbell ring. I listcned and heard Anna speaking
German to someone downstairs in the hall. A fow seconds later she
caune inlo my room carrying a huge bunch of white roses in her arms
and very much excited, “"Miss Marlene Dietrich is downstairs. She told
me 10 give you these roses and shesasked to see you f 1t would not
disturb you.”

“But I don't know Miss Dictrich. She must have mistaken the house.
Perhaps she thinks she is calling on someone clse,” I answered.

“Na, she spokg to me in German so I naturally understood her per-
fectly. There is no mistake. She said your name very clearly.”

1 took the roses and cxtrexiely mystified, told Anna to brir_ Marlene
Upstairs, As she entered she hesitated at the doorway ahd fooked at me
In the same shy way. I asked hir to come into the room and put out my
hand. She took it and in an almost military manner bent over it and
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firmly shook it, saying at the same time, *I hope you will forgive me. |
noticed you last mght in the theatre and wanted to meet you. I know
very few people here i in Hollywood and no one who could introduce us,
50 I just found out where you live and I came myself. I don’t want to
stay and disturb you. I just wanted to bring you the flowers.” 1 took
her out on my sun porch and asked her to sit down. “It's very charming
and informal of you to come and see me like this,” I said. “I'm glad
you did because it gives me a chance to tell you how much I liked you
in both The Blue Angel and Morocco.”

“Oh, let’s not talk about pictures. I would like to tell you somethiny
if you won’t think I am mad. 1 would like to suggest something,” she
said. I encouraged her to talk and she continued. “You seem so thin
and your face so white that it seems to me you are not well. Last eve.
ning when 1 looked at you 1 felt you were very sad. I am sad, too. I am
sad and lonely. It is not easy to adjust oneself to a new country. You
are the first person here to whom I have felt drawn. Unconventional as
it may seem, I came to see you because I just could not help myself.”

I broke in and said, “I appreciate your coming. It must have been
difficult to ring a stranger's bell.”

She answered, “No, it's funny, but it was not. It was only at first
when I came up here, face to face with you, that I felt shy. But now
somehow I feel at*my ease. I feel, even, that I would like to tell you
something that will make you laugh. I am a wonderful cook.”

I did laugh, but paradoxically said at once, “What's funny about
that?”

She answered, “I want to ask you it you will let me cook for you. |
will cook wonderful things and you will see, you will get well and
strong. I live now on Roxbury Drive in Beverly Hills but before coming
here 1 looked at Marion Davies’ small house on the beach. It is quite «
charming house with a swimming pool. Will you come there and see me”
* 1 hesitated. “Perhaps on weekesds. I am working on a script fo
Metro, but I could sometimes go to your house for a swim and som.
wonderful dishes,” I said.

“Then that’s a bargain,” Marlene answered. T invited her for dinner
the following evening, and I was charmed by her, by her,soft personality.
and her radiantly lovely looks; but 1 was disturbed because she hud
rouge on her face. I said, “You have exceptienal skin texture that makes
me think of moottlight. You should not ruin your face by putting color
on it.” She went into the bathroom and when she came out she said, i
will never put rouge on my cheeks again.”
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It was during this evening that I suggested she wear slacks. 1 told
her she looked so well in Morocco in the sequence where she wore
them that I thought she should wear them all the time. She was de-
lighted at the suggestion. The next day I took her to my tailor in Holly-
wood and in true Dietrich fushion she ordercd not one pair but many
more, and jackets 10 go with them. Of course she luoked superb in ail
of them. When they were finished she appearcd at the Paramount studio
one day dressed in one of them. The following duy newspapers through-
out the whole country carried photogruphs of her. From that second on,
women all over the world leapt into slacks. )

As she had hoped to, Mariene moved into Manon Davies™ heach
aouse in Santa Monica. She was childishly happy about the whole thing
and started what 1 called her “gourmcet cure” for me. She cooked meals
for me that only a chef for the gods could have achicved.

Marlene is cxtremely generous as evervone who knows her 15 aware,
Her generosity has the same warm out-pouning that Rita had in hers, and
it often touched me in the samie way that Kiti's alse touched me cven
o I somatimies veprimanded her for it. And as 1t had often occurred with
Rita su, too, Mailene's gencrosity sometimes made us guarrel.

She swamped my house with flowers. Although [ love flowers T do
not ke them in great jquantities, and when Marlene sent me fHowers
sometimes twices a day, ten dozen roses or twelVt dozen carnatons, |
was at a loss to know where to put them. I never came home that Anna
and Rose were not wringing their hands in despair. We never had
enough vases and when I 10ld Marlene this, 25 a hint not to send me uny
more flowers, instead I received a great many Lalique vases and even
more flowers. The house became a sort of madhouse of flowers.

Finally I rang up Matlene and said, “If you send another flower to
this house, I will throw you in your own pool.” She was hurt, but the
next day instead of flowers she sent me dozens of charming things from
the leading Los Angeles store. I comye home to find boxes piled in the
hallway and living room and Rose and Anna again wringing their hands.
Bullock’s Wilshirc had moved into my house. As 1 crawled over boxes
and waded through tissue paper, I sat down and laughed. Incorrigible,
generous Marlene! What was there to do about her? When she came
that evening to sce me, all excited about the things, 1 told her I had sent
many of them back to the sjore. Her beautiful face fcll. She went in to
talk to Anna and 1 heard them lamenting in German. But in the end we
all laughed together.

On the whole we had very happy times at the beach house. Mariene
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had two German actor friends, Martin Kosleck and Hans von Twardow-
sky, who often came to swim with us. Martin is very talented, not only
as an actor but as a painter,

I remember we discussed at this time a new film star who had just
arrived in Hollywood—Katherine Hepburn. She had made her first film,
A Bill of Divorcement. | had met her in New York some years previ-
ously in a box at Carnegie Hall. I was impressed by her personality then.
When she begame a success in films, I was not surprised.

Somehow the days went by as though one were treading water in
slow motion, as they, do in that locust-eating place called Hollywood.
Nature, however, provided me with a diversion—an earthquake. I was
sitting in my room one evening with Kosleck and Twardowsky when
suddenly we heard a distant rumbling. The house started to rock 10 such
an extent that I felt sick. We went down the stairs but it was difficult.
They were swaying back and forth. As I reached the lawn, the chimncy
collapsed and the earth began heaving up and down somewhat as a
snake moves.

That winter G. B. Stern and Diana Wynyard had a house together in
Santa Monica Canyon nearby and I decided to go and see how they
were. They were in a great state. Peter—as G.B. is called by her fricnds
—had been taking a bath when the earthquake occurred and had nearly
drowned. She had managed to scramble out of the tub and run out of
the house dripping wet. When things calmed down a bit we were able
to laugh.

At this time I saw some other English friends, Lawrence Olivier and
his wife, Jill Esmonde, and Valerie Taylor who was married to Hugh
Sinclair. Larry and Jill lived in a flat off Sunset Boulevard and I used to
go there and have dinner with them. Larry was very little known then
and I don't think he had the slightest idea of the heights he would
achieve. Valerie Taylor was preparing to play in “Berkeley Square”
with Leslie Howard. They both had & great success in it. Valerie was
charming and talented. I used to see her with Hugh quite often but
unfortunately they soon went back to London.

When Christmas came 1 felt very despondent. 1 missed Greta. I
thought of going back to New York for Christmas, byt somehow 1 fcll
it would be unfair to Abram if I did not mean to stay there. On Chnist-
mas evening I went to Adrian’s for dinner. He had moved to North
Hollywood, Witlr his usual warmth and hospitality he had arranged 2
charming party. I brought Marlene wholn he had never met, and, (0
gether with Hedda Hopper and several otheg friends, we tried to cvoke
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a Christmas spirit though a warm breeze was blowing outside and not
a flake of snow was in sight.

When I came home I found a cable from Gret® wishing me a happy
Christmas and saying she would be back soon.

I had by this time done a lot of work on the story of Rasputin and
greatly expanded the scenario. Thalberg seemed pleased with the mate-
rial I was turning in, and I was becoming more and more engrossed and
interested in the assignment. The picture was scheduled for production
within a very short time.

One day Thalberg sent for me. “I want you to writc a sequence into
the scenario in which Rasputin tries tc seduce Irene Yusupov,” he said,
“It must be a very violent and ternific scene.

I was amazed. “But Irene Yusupov never even met Rasputin,” 1 said.

“Who cares? Putting this scene in gives strength to the whole plot,”
he replied.

“But this is history,” I insisted. ‘“‘History in our own time with the
people livine who enacted it. Such a sequence would be absolutely un-
authentic znd probably hibelous.”

Thalberg rose impatiently from his chair. “I don't need you to tell me
a lot of nonsense about what is libelous or what is not. I want this se-
guence in and that is all there 1s to it.” He walked out of the room and
slammed the docr behind him.

That evening [ wrote a long letter to Prince Apoutinsky in Paris. 1
asked him to tell Prince Yusupov that 1 was writing this scenario for
Metro-Goidwyn-Mayer and 1 wanted to know how much I could use
of the story he had told about Rasputin and his murder. I felt 1 should
do this as [ did not want him to feel that I was exploiting a story he
had told me in privacy. I also asked Prince Agoutinsky to tell him that
Thalberg wanted me to write in a seduction scene between his wife and
Rasputin. I said I would wait for an answer before proceeding with the
script.

I was very troubled. 1 knew if I disobeyed Thalberg 1 would run the
risk of losing my job. On the other hand 1 would be doing something
totally against my inner conviction if I wrote in this sensational, vulgar,
and untrue sequence. I pondered on who could advise me from the
highest level, and remembered hearing that Krishnamurti had come
from Qjai where he lived arv was in Hollywood for a few days. Fortu-
Rately T knew him, so I telephoned and asked him to%ome to se¢ me.

Krishnamurti is an Indian vho in his youth was a Theosophist and a
Protégé of Annie Besant. He was looked upon by the Theosophists as
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the New Christ. He, however, would not accept ‘this title or its implica-
tion. With great courage he broke away from the Theosophists and has
since been actively im.erested in educating people toward a realization
of Truth. Although he does not quote authorities, or expound a specific
system of philosophy, or strive to gather followers, his influence on
human thought and action all the world over is immense. I considercy
myself fortunate that he would come to see me. We walked in the hills
as I told him my problem.

“As I see it,” he said, “you should give up your job rather than wriie
this sequence. I think you should give up your job, anyway. I do not
think a person who is striving spiritually as you are should be working
in a moving picture studio. You will always be exposed to either coni-
promise or surrender, or, in any case, a continual resistance. The vibra.
tions and influences in such a piace are too strong for one person to copc
with. It is a commercial level and therefore a low level. You should nat
expose yourself to this atmosphere.”

After this my conflict was even greater. I received a cable from Prince
Agoutinsky. It said in effect that Prince Yusupov trusted me completely
with any part of his story that I wished to use, but that he absolutclv
forbade any mention of Irene whatsoever. Yusupov said if she appearcd
in the film at all, he would bring suit.

I went to the §tudio with this cable. I thought it only right that T
should show it to Thalberg. 1 handed it to him at his desk. He read 1
and turned deadly white.

“How dared you consult anyone about this picture!” he yelled.

“I did not consult ‘anyone.! I consulted Prince Yusupov, whose intcr-
ests are involved,” 1 answered.

“You had absolutely no right to do such a thing without my permius-
sion,” he shouted.

“But I have probably spared you a lawsuit. Besides, I must protect
my friends. Prince Agoutinsky is a close friend of mine and Yusupos 1
a friend of his,” I said.

“Friends! How dare you mention friends? The motion picture indus-
try comes first,” he said.

“Not with me,” I answered. “My friends come first.”

He picked up the telephone and gave an order to bring in my conttact.
A boy appeared with it in his hand.

*“Say that agaig,” he said.

I repeated, "My friends come before agy industry.”

He tore up my contract and threw it into the scrapbasket. 1 walked
out of his room.



Thirty-Nine

After working on a scenario for several months—thinking about
it, dreaming about it, planning it—to have it taken away means Josing
something of oneself. I not only felt as though I had lost something of
myseif but I myself felt lost. 1 did not know wht tn do and my mind
kept turning over some vew twist or idea that would save the situation.

| asked Harry Edington to come to my house to fetch the scenario
and all my notes and deliver them to Thalberg. I had been paid for
them so they were not even mine. Harry “was furious with irving “He
1= a damn fool,” he said. “I only hope that Yusupov sucs him for a big
sum of money.” As I saw him getting into his car with my manuscript
us his brief case 1 felt a little as if he were carrying a coffin out of the
house. He tried to be cheerful and said. “Keep a stiff upper lip. Don't
warry, Pll get you a better job at opother studio.”

But this promise was not fulfilled. Harry tried his best but Thalberg
was too powerful for him. He had started an underground movement
against me. According to the studio executives T had sinned against the
sacred INDUSTRY! At first we didn’t even realize what was happening,
but when Hnrrfr' encountered dead silence in one studio afier another
and they all turned me down without a reason, it finaily da* ned on us.
I was just being kept out of a job and there was ab-olutely nothing 1
could do about it. There was+no court to appeal to, no motion picture
Justice to evoke.

247
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These were grim days. It was frustrating not to be able to “hit back,»
I felt angry and hurt. There was no doubt in my mind that Irving had
unjustly dismissed me? I considered that I had done him a service hy
showing him Yusupov's cable. In any case, I did not know what to do
with myself. Time hung heavily on my hands.

Luckily there was Marlene, who was an ange! to me and tried 1o
cheer me up in every conceivable way. But she had very little time 45
she had to go te the studio every day to prepare to film Catherine The
Great. One day to comfort myself I decided to go up the coast to Car-
mel and sce Robinson Jeffers, whom 1 had met some time before. He
was living in 2 house he had built with his own hands from ocean-worn
boulders and gray Santa Ltcia granite found in Carmel and, practically
unaided, he had also built a thirty-foot tower attached to the house.

Jeffers might be termed a great American poct, but to classify him so
simply would tend to diminish the tragic stature of his gentus. He has
been frequently called the “poet of tragic terror” because of the som-
berness and mujestic quality of his work. Without doubt, he has niare
nearly approached Greek ideals of artistic expression than any other
American poet in contemporary times.

Like Shelley, Keats. and Byron, leffers looks physically as one woulg
have a poet look. He is over six feet tall, slender. but powerfully Ll
His face is beautilall§ molded. His skin at this time was tanned und
marked by wind and storms, weathered by sun and fog. His blue-pray
eyes were searching. I do not know how kindly the passage of twenty-
odd years sits on his shoulders, but at this time he was a remarkably
handsome man.

We sat in his tower. He told me how most of the poems he has writen
have their settings and background in Monterey and Carmel. He s
he loved Carmel passionately and had no desire ever to leave it. I teid-
ized then that there, from his isolated tower, he could see the foos
hanging low like menacing warriors over the ocean, and he could hear
the screams of the sea gulls and pelicans with their shrill call of death
as they swooped down into the sea. What more could a poct wish for?
There he lived, indifferent to fame, applause, money.

He asked how much I earned working at Metro. I Was ashamed t0
answer him and I evaded the question. I wag ashamed even to mention
the studio. Sitting there with him its stains suddenly seemed washed
from me.

He opened one of his books—Roan Stallion. He, read from it.
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“Humanity is the mould to break away from,
the crust to break through,
the coal to break into fire,
the atom to be split.”

This was what Krishnamurti had said to me on a different level, dif-
ferent and yet the same. And once again it was inwardly reaffirmed to
me that only the poet and the mystic should be relied upon. I returned
to Hollywood much happicr. The menace of the studic and of Thalberg
had fallen from me.

1 started to work on a stage play of my swn. At other times,
‘o distract mysclf, I went to Paramount witl} Marlenc. I remember one
incident during the shooting of Catherine The Great which greatly en-
tertained me and showed an amusing side of her character.

Joseph von Sternberg was the director of this film as he was of nearly
all Marlene’s films at this time, and he was also a friend of hers, but he
was often very difficult and explosive on the set. One day they had a
violent .ua.i¢l and Joe refused to speak to her except when directing
her in front of the camera. After three days of this Marlene hit on a
solution. She was shooting a scene in which she had to sit and ride a
horse. She decided to fall off and pritend to be badly hurt. I was afraid
she would be ard bepged her to try something less Spsclacular, but Joe’s
silence was getting on her nerves. Besides, she thought it would be a
good joke for cveryone and clear the air in the studio. The horse was a
large one, quite some hands high, and I thought it very courageous of
her even to dream of it. She rang up mysdoctor and asked him to be
on the alert at a certain hour when she had decided to fall off her horse.
He thought she was quite mad but 1 explained the problem to him and,
greatly amused, he agreed to keep himscif in readiness at the appointed
hour.

The moment came and I saw her every inch an empress, high up on
the horse before the camera. 1 became extrerely nervous. In fact, [ was
on the verge of spoiling the whole plot when she quictly tumbled off
the horse, slipping to the ground as though it were a feat she often per-
formed. The camera stopped grinding and everyone, hands. grips, as-
sistant directors,®*and Joe, rushed in wild confusion o her side. Marlene
lay as though she were dead. Joe piched her up in his arms ar | screamed
for a doctor, who appcarc(f in an unnaturally short tyme. Luckily, Joe
Was oo beside himself to nojice this. He kissed Marlene’s hands and
begped her to forgive him, as if she were dying and they were parting

otcver. The doctor had Marlene carried into heir dressing room. She
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had fainted, the doctor shortly announced. “Probably from undue emo-
tional strain,” he said, looking darkly at Joe.

Marlene, in an apparently weak condition, was driven home by the
repentant Joe and all ended well. The newspapers carried headlines thu
Marlene Dietrich had had a bad fall but had bravely recovered. I could
not agree that she had bravely recovered but I could agree that she hud
bravely fallen.

Shortly after this Marlene left for Europe. It was her first trip back
since she had come to America. The newspapers were full of photograph.
of her. This was in May, 1933, She wrote me from the Europa sayirp
the boat was empty, all reservations having been cancelled by the Ameri-
cans because of the “gredt Mr. Hitler.” She felt lost and lonely an
when people were screaming her name over the black water and waving
bandkerchiefs, she suddenly realized she was leaving home. Her child
said, “Now you have no country any more,” but when she saw Marleny
crying she added, “You still have the water.” 1n July Marlene wrote me
again from Cap d’Antibes saying how much she longed for Hollywood
which she knew I would understand.

And I did understand it. She was without a country and without 1
home, It was as though her roots ,had been pulled up. After the war
many people had to adjust to new countries and new homes. But this
was only 1933. I #aink it speaks very well for Marlene that as far bach
as 1933 she was willing to give up Germany and her home on account
of Hitler. Luckily, she was happy to become an United States citizcn
and in the war she proved it. She did a magnificent job overseas. Many
times, in order td be with the boys who were right up at the front, she
was actually in danger. Hitler would ceruainly have loved to make her 2

prisoner.

All my life I have had what might be called psychic experiences. To me
they have not seemed psychic but an the contrary altogether natural In
my friendship with Greta these so-called psychic forces have been pur-
ticularly active. This might be explained because my great affection tor
her has possibly opened a channel, on an unseen level, between us. i
it might be explained because we have known each othier in a previnus
incarnation—perhaps even many. Whatever the explanation, the facts
have remained. While she was in Sweden I ¢eally believe that, lyiny o8
my bed in Brent®ood, I was sometimes able to project myself into her
room in Stockhotm. I later checked up onteverything I saw in her rovit
and the details were correct. When Greta cyme from Sweden on this
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particular trip she sailed on a slow ship—the S.S. Annie Johnson—to
San Diego, to avoid the newspaper reporters she would have encoun-
tered in New York. I knew she was on this boat bEcause she had written
to me, but it was not generally known and the press had not discovered
it.

One day while she was at sea, quite suddenly and almost within a
second I got a marked swelling on the outside of my throat. It was so
noticeable that Anna saw it and asked what it was and what I thought
was causing it. T said, “I have a distinct feeling that Miss Garbo has had
this same swelling and now, from the second I got this, [ have taken it
from her and she no longer has it.”" This proved to be the case. When
Greta arrived she told me she had had a swelling on her throat in pre-
cisely the same spot and that suddenly it had disappeared. On checking,
and allowing for the difference in time, the swelling had come on my
throat just at the moment when it had disuppeared from hers.

Shortly after Greta’s return, I helped her find another house. This one
was again on San Vincente Boulevard in Sunta Monica not far from the
one in which 1 had originally met ber. 1 helped her arrange it and the
evening she moved in 1 had it filled with flowers and, although it was
warm, I lighted all the fires to make it bright and gay,

I had for some *ime thought of an'idea for a film for her——the role of
Queen Christrrz of Sweden. I had made many roteg about it and had
written an outline of a story. When she arrived I told her about it. But
as things often go in the film world in Hollywood, the idea was taken
from me. Before I knew it, two other pcople were working on the story.
The scenario had no relation to the actual historical Life of Queen Chris-
tina and the studio had seen to it that very hitle of the real life of
Christina crept into the film. With a few flourishes of the pen, or more
likely with a few taps on the typewriter, history was transformed Never-
theless, Greta was beautiful in it and if she did not record Christina’s
history she made it herself a breathtaking and memorable performance.

While this film was in the making I had a very serious automobile
accident. One afternoon I was feeling extremely depressed and just by-
ing on my bed doing nothing, Rose and Anna, who were always con-
cerned about me, suggested I go for a ride over to San Fernando Valley.
To please them ¥ agreed and Rose and 1 got in my car and started off.
I was in a morose frame of mind and did not speak to Ros. all the way
over to the Valley, but when we reached there and jyst at a crossroad
when I was slowing the car dqwn, I said, **I wish to God a car would hit
us and kill me.”
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My car moved forward across the road and, a8 the words were barely
out of my mouth, another car which had not slowed down at the cross-
roads hit us at the spted of seventy miles an hour. The impact was on
my side. Rose, with her leg badly cut from the glass in the windshicld,
tanded in a soft field. I was hurled sixty feet out of the car and landeqd
cn my head on the macadamized road. The people in the crowd that
gathered by the roadside thought I was dead. They covered me with 3
blanket and waited for the police to arrive. Perhaps I was dead, for |
have always felt that my spirit traveled far in those strange suspended
minutes out of time. When I opened my eyes in the police station a
policeman was bendmg over me. I heard him say, “My God, she’s alive
I asked to be taken to the Santa Monica Hospital. There 1 was rushed to
the operating room. My whole face was mangled, cut and bruised. Just s
the surgeon was about to sew up my face, which would have utterly dis-
figured me for life, T heard a voice cry out, “Don’t let him touch your
face.” I was able to hear because, it being a head injury, I was given
only a local anesthetic. I put my hand up and prevented the surgeon
from proceeding. A hand took mine. 1 heard the voice of a director |
knew—Ned Goffith. He said, “This is a job for a plastic surgeon. o
God’s sake, don’t let an ordinary surgeon touch your face. I've brought
Doctor Updegraff, a wonderfu! plastic surgeon, with me.” Doctor Upi-
graff moved forwgrd,*and so my face was saved. Afterwards I learned
that a friend of Ned’s had seen the accident. He had telephoned Ned
who had telephened the police station.

Lying in my bed in the hospital after the operation I realized thut I
had called this accident upon’myself and selfishly enough I had included
Rose in it. I trembled at the thought that she might have been killcd
The whole thing took on the aspect of a lesson to me—a lesson showing
me the great power of a wish when strongly channeled. That T was not
killed made me feel that I still had something to do, some pattern (o
work out. I lay in bed with gratituygle in my heart that not only my life
had been spared but that I was not to be disfigured.

Marlene’s husband, Rudy Sieber, was at this time in Hollywood. He
cabled Marlene who was then in Paris about my accident. She immedi-
ately telephoned me from Paris to the hospital and said that if  lacked
money she would pay for any expense which I incurred there, She said
she wanted me to have the best room and the best care. She also called
my doctor and twld him the same thing. At this moment when I was
suffering and down in my luck Marlem's thoughtfulness helped my
morale a great deal,
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when I left the hospital some weeks later I was in bad shape. Having
no job, I was unoccupied and very much alone. The unhappy “spells™ I
used to have began again to attack me. I resurrécted my revolver and
went up to the hills and shot at targets that hung on trees. As [ held it in
my hand I felt again the old sense that it was a way ot escape.

Then one day Princess Norina Matchabelli rang me on the telephone.
She said there was someone in Hollywood she wanted me to meet. [ did
not want to meet anyone and I told her so. She said I would not regret
meeting this person. “Who is it?” I asked. She wouwld not tell me.

“I want it to be a surprise,” she said.

Finally, she prevailed upon me to go into Hollywood to an address she
gave me. Norina was waiting at the door andsthere seemed to be no one
else on the ground floor. She told me to go upstairs to a room on the
left. Responding to the sense of excitement and mystery I beard in her
voice, 1 rushed up the stairs.

In the room she had directed me to an extraordinary man was sitting
in the Burdha position, wth his legs drawn under him. He was dressed
in white in an Indian costume. His hair was long and black and he wore
a thick black moustache. His dark eyes gave the impression of extreme
brightness. I noticed at once his amazing hands which gave the feeling
of great strength. A\l this was impfesscd upon me in one second but
what | felt ove.whelmingly was the warmth that fdigted from him and
seemed to flood the whole room. He stretched out his arms to me and
without a moment’s hesitation 1 moved forward into their embrace.

“Who are you?" I said. For answer he made a gesture toward his tips.
I understood that he did not speak. Thed, confirming my thought. he
spelled out on an alphabetic board, 1 do not speak. I have taken a vow
of silence and have been silent for years.” Again I repeated, “Who are
you?” He answered, “I am You."”

I understood his meaning so 1 did not persist in the guestion. Sud-
denly, he spelied out on the board, .Go, fetch me your revolver.” 1 was
amazed, for indeed my revolver was in my car and loaded. How did he
know this? I had told absolutely no one of its existence. I went down
to my car and returned with the revolver and handed it to him. He
opened the barrel and one by one tock out the cartridges. He handed
them 10 me with the revolver. He spelied out on the board, “Suicide is
Dot the solution. It only entails rebirth with the same prob’ as all over
again. The only solution is God Realization—to see God in everything.
Then, everything is easy. Prcmise mc you will put this revolver away
and never again think of s‘,uicide." I promised this with the utmost sin=
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cerity. Suicide suddenly secemed absurd to me, a tragic misunderstanding
of life. .

I learned that this Strange man was Sri Meher Baba, who had re.
cently come from India. He had taken a vow of silence a number of
years previously which he had not broken. His followers called him ;
“Perfect Master” and look upon him as such. Regardless of what he is or
his so-called spiritual position, which meant little to me then and le<s
now, I found him at this time very helpful. He only remained in Holly-
wood a short while after my meeting with him but during this period |
saw him several times. He came into my life just at a right momer:,
greatly lifted my spirits and 1 have always been grateful to him.

When he left Hollywood he flew to London. I called him there and
had an amusing experience. Norina was with him. When I called she
put him on the telephone and when I said, “Hello Baba,” he responded
by just making strange cooing sounds and blowing me kisses. The 1.on-
don operator, in a most British voice, came in on the line and s
“Speak up sir—speak up! Your party can't hear you.” Whereupon §
said, “It’s all right. The gentleman can’t speak but T understand his coo-
ing.” T heard her gasp and she faded from the line.

Sheilah Hennessy came out at this time to stay with Gloria Swunson
who had been married to her cousin—the Marquis de la Falaise. Shetih
was good for me. £he's always gay, and an optimist. She is a reader of
cards and when I was depressed she ran for the deck of cards and m.n-
aged to tell me the most extraordinary and encouraging things. She wus
so charming looking and so eager to cheer me up that I pretended o
swallow all her ptedictions. We often sat on a swing on the Beverly Hotd
iawn just opposite Gloria's house. And, as often, Sheilah would assiie
me that everything she saw in the cards “always comes true.”

When I first met her, I asked, “Are you a brandy Hennessy?” She .
When I am annoyed with her, I call her “one star,” If 1 am less annvied
I call her “two stars,” and if she is«eally pleasing me, 1 call her "l
stars.”

Greta moved again. She moved to a house in Brentwood very nuuf
me on North Carmelina Drive. She had finished her film, so, as 1 w8
winter, we decided to go somewhere in the snow. We went o the
Yosemite and it turned out to be a trip full of various adventuics
humorous and otherwise.

To begin with®Greta was most anxious that no one should recopnize
her. It was the first time, I think, that she tsed the name Harriet Brown.
a name which she often used afterwards. She registered in the liotel
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under this name. So that no one should know who she was when we went
skating, she pulled a lumberman’s cap well down over her head to con-
ceal her hair, and tied the flaps under her chin. 6he wore dark glasses
and, because she felt cold, put on a number of heavy sweaters. She wore
trousers and under these stockings and woolen socks. When I saw her on
the ice 1 roared with laughter. There was no trace of her beauty. She
looked like a Michelin tire. Of course, everyone stared at her and not
because they had the slightest idea who she was. But when she saw
people laughing and felt she was attracting attention she went off the
ice and refused to skate again. I could not make her belicve they were
not laughing at Garbo but only at tiic strange creature she had made of
herself. She said that we must get away frcm people, so we went into
the Torest where there were only trees to starc at us. We went into it
just before sunset which occurs very early and rapidly in the Yosemite
owing to the high mountains which surrcund it. Unfortunately, we did
not realize the danger of forests after the sun sets.

When ve went in the sun was shining through the trees, When we had
gonw quite far it quickly dropped behind the mountain and in less than
a sccond we were almost in total darkness with the thickness of the trees
and vnderbrush closing in on us. [ think I realized the danger we were
in befure Gret, did. 1 said, “We must turn back.”™ Back! Which way
was back? We did not know. “Which way do ynu‘l think we should go?"
I asked, trying to keep the four out of my voice. "L don't know.” she
answered. The temperature was falling rapidly. "We must keep moving.
Let's try this way and don’t let go of my hund.” 1 sad. 1 pulled Greta
toward me and tumed first one way and then another.”

We stumbled on, banging agamst trees. seratehing our hands and faces
on them, falling over underbrush Atreads our hands, feet. and faces
were numb, 1 was hangine onto myeell witle all the force in ine to keep
(rom becoming hysterical. T haew fireta was dong the same.

Suddenly Greta stopped ded and pulled me back “There's a light!™
she ened. [ peered through the trees and saw only blackness Then, as
Fnoved a fraction of an inch. T <aw a umy Light gficker through the
trees and as quickly disappear acam But we had both seen it 1t could
notbe an hatludtnation. We pressed forward, seaing the light, then losing
i, “ht is o light,” she Joyously ened. VIO 0! The rees parted
and there before us stood a small house with a tiny hght (hehenng moa
window.

We knocked on the dogr. It was opened by an old man. We learned
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from him that we had been walking in the opposite direction from our
hotel. In fact we bad been walking further and further into the forest
and had we not come ypon his house we would surely have died from
exposure during the night. He said the temperature was falling fast and
would soon be below zero. It was already eight o’clock and we had been
walking over four hours. He stirred up some rather terrible coffee and
handed it to us in tin mugs. Bad as it was we were grateful to get some-
thing warm inside us. He suggested that we stretch out on the floor near
the stove and he told us the good news that his son would be passing by
in a wagon about five o'clock in the morning and would drive us back
to the hotel. He had Been a woodcutter but now, being too old to cut
wood, he just lived in thiselittle house and his son, who was now the
woodcutter, came to see him several times a week and brought him his
food.

Greta and I were so tired that off and on we fell aslecp while the old
man dozed in the corner. Just as he had said, his son appeared promptly
at five o’clock and drove us, weary and hungry, back to the hotel. By
Greta insisted upon our going home that day. She said the Yosemuc
had brought us bad luck,



Forty

The filo. of Rasputin, starring all three Barrymores, was now
tinished. The scenario beld all the lurid touches that Thalberg wanted,
including the seduction of 1rene by Rasputin. At the gula premitre those
who remembe-ed history—-and only had to remember events of therr
Ifctime—shrugged their shoulders and said, “This i% Hollywood.” But
this was not the answer or an excuse for Prince Yusupov. In the midst
of his triumph, the sword fell upon the head of Thalberg. Yusupov
brought a suit against Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer for libel to the tune of four
miullion dollars.

‘The film had already been released all over the country. but as soon as
Yusupov sued, the courts put an injunction on it and al! the prints had to
he recalled until the suit was settled onc way or another. Prinee Yusupov,
who, since the Russian Revolution, had beeome a British subject,
brought his suit in England. Fanny Holzman who was representing him
aked i T would go to London and testify for him. As | was still having
plastic surgery on my face 1 couid not po. but 1 said T was willing to
tesify in writing that Yusupov had cabled me that he dud not want
Trene impersonated in the film and that Thalberg had scen this cable.
Thix was g strong peint in his favor.

As s00n as Metro-GoldwWyn-Mayer got wind that T had been asked to
testify in London, one of thg top executives sent for Harcy Edington.
_HL‘ said that the studio would like me to go buck to work and that my
jobless state during the pfst months had all been a “big mistake.”

257
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“We'll make them pay through the nose for'kecping you so many
months -out of a job,” Edington said shrewdly. We did. T went back on
the payrell with my safary greatly increased.

I reported for work the following day and to my surprise was told 1o
go to Thalberg’s office. He greeted me as though nothing uapleasant had
ever occurred between us. He was not a big enough man to admit he hud
been wrong. Even when Yusupov won the case and the courts awarde(
him one milliod doilars and said that the film could never again be shown
in England, Thalberg remained with closed lips on the subject.

Back at work, instead of telling me what to do, he asked me what |
wanted to do. My old dream for Greta rose before my eyes. I decided
to tell him about it.

I believed that Greta was worth much more than all the glamour and
sex films she had been forced to play in. I had always wanted to se¢ her
play a peasant role in which she could brush her hair straight back off
her face and wear simple clothes instead of the grand ones she hud
always been seen in. I wanted her for once to portray a role where
beautiful clothes would not stand between her and her great acting. |
wanted her to do a picture close to the soil where nature would play a
part. Nature is Greta’s element and’in no picture has she been allowed
to express it. I told Thalberg this. I also told him that I thought Greiw
should play the roles of saints—several of them. I was surprised when
he picked up this'remark and appeared very interested in it. “What
saints?” he asked.

“Of course Jebanne d’Arc? She is a natural for this. But she could
also play Saint Francis and the great Spanish saint—Tercsa of Avila ™

To my surprise, Irving said, “Tell me about Saint Francis. 1 don!
know anything about him.” I briefly sketched for him the life of Sunt
Francis. Then he asked me questions about Teresa of Avila. Finally nv
questioned me about Jehanne d'Arg. While discussing her I sugges'-d
that if he did film the picture for Greta all the scenes should be shot in
France and in all of the places where Jehanne d’Arc had actually lne,
and fought. He became so excited and interested about this that he
assigned me to write a scenario of Jehanne d’Arc.

After nine months’ work my whole heartewas in the script. | hud
worked on it passlonately and intensely. Greta complained during Ui
months that I was “not there.” In a certhin way 1 wasn't and yut I
another way, had she but understood, I was never for a second sepd-
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rated from her, as shé¢ and Jehanne d’Arc became inseparable in my
consciousness. 1 arrived at a point when I could not tell which was
Greta and which was Jehanne. Yet, curiously edbugh, 1 could not dis-
cuss the script with Greta. She was too much Jehanne to be able 10 1alk
it over with her. It would have been like talking over Jehanne with
jehanne. 1 suffered a strange shyness about the whole matter with her
and ¥f she ever mentioned it I changed the subject.

When 1 presented the finished shooting script to Thalberg he was
delighted. He praised it extravagantly and said it was the best “one-man
job™ he had ever seen. After reading it he actually came out of his office
and with his arm around me walked with me to my car. Even his secre-
tary was astonished by this. I was extremed pleased and touched. He
said he was going to discuss the film with Greta that day and tell her
how wonderful the script was. I went home very happy.

That night when 1 was already in bed Thalberg rang me. I knew the
second I heard his voice that something was wrong. He said at once,
“Garbr gy ts not want to do this film.” I was too siaggered to answer.
He continued, “Have you discussed this with her”” 1 told hum I had
not. He then said, “I'm as disappointed as you. She may change her
rund. Come and see me tomorrow and we will talk about it.”

l lay awake all night. It was difficult to believg that what he said was
true. The following day 1 saw Greta. She did not thention the subject
to me and for some unaccountable reason [ could not bring myself to
mention it to her.

I went to see Thalberg, He said, “Greta is being influenced by some-
one. She would not make this decision on her own. But don’t he dis-
couraged. She may still do it, and if she does not 1 will find someone
che who will. She is not the only pebble on the beach ™

[ answered, “I wish I thought so but in spite of what you say you
hnow damn well she is the only pebble that can play Jehaone d'Are.”

| went home depressed and broken. Of all the disappointments [ had
in Holtywood, this hit me the hardest. Looking back on it now 1 ask
mysclf why T did not go direcily to Greta and thrash the whole situation
vut with her, Bpt something held me back.

Thalberg was extremely kind at this time. He said, "Don’t worry.
Your script will be done.Such good work cannot be w..ed.” But I
had lost heart and I did not care what happened 1o the script if Greta
Wwas not going to play it.

For some time after ?is when I was with Greta a ghost seemed to
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stand between us—the ghost of Jehanne d’Arc. But I mever again
mentioned a word to her or to anyone else about it,

During this time a* number of my friends appeared in Hollywood,
Hope Williams turned up to take tests for a film and No¢l Coward
came out “just to look around” as he put it. It was the beginning of
what | called “the British era” as a great many English actresses and
actors began to arrive in Hollywood then. Gladys Cooper, Rex Evans,
Herbert Marskall, Heather Thatcher, and a number of others appeared.
Isabel Jeans was among this number. She was charming and beautifu
and T was delighted she had arrived in Hollywood. We used to mict
often. In a way, Hollywood was a restless place—people were always
coming and going. When*Isabel went back to London I very much
missed her. Then Larry Olivier came back. He was divorced from JiY}
and engaged to Vivien Leigh. Vivien had also arrived in Hollywood to
play her unforgettable role in Gone With The Wind. Many of us, old
friends from years back, met at various parties and particulady at Ivors
house, which became a meeting center.

I used to go constantly to Adrian’s. When we came from the studic
we often had dinner by ourselves in his house or he would give partics
and ask me to help him arrange the table or receive his guests.

At one of these dinpers 1 met Paul Brunton who had written a bock
called A Search in aecret India. When I read this book it had a prefound
influence on me. In it I learned for the first time about Raman:
Mabharshi, a great Indian saint and sage. It was as though some emu-
nation of this saint was projected out of the book to me. For days and
nights after reading about him I could not think of anything else. !
became, as it were, possessed by him. I could not even talk of anything
else. So much so, that as a joke, Adrian made a drawing of me pecring
out from behind a group of Indians and wrote under it A SEARCH iN
SECRET INDIA. But nothing could distract me from the idea that {
must go and meet this saint. From' this time on, although I ceased ©
speak too much about it, the whole direction of my life turned toward
India and away from Hollywood. I felt that I would surely go there
although there was nothing at this time to indicate that 1 would. Never-
theless, I felt I would meet the Maharshi and that this meeting wouid
be the greatest experience of my life,

1 have always «felt that Paul Brunton deserves a lot of credit dof
introducing Romana Maharshi to Englandsand America. This boak was
ahead of its time, as at this period there was yery ljttle interest in Inda
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except among the special few who understood the spiritual significance
of the East.

At this time Greta had another fire in her house, or rather, she thcught
she did. What actually caught on fire was the brush, and dry, high g14ss
all around it. It made a terrific blaze and created a great deal of smoke,
when she telephoned I rushed down the road and even from a short
distance away 1 thought the whole house was in flames. Greta was
alone as it was her maid’s day out. It never occurred to her to telephone
the fire department. She only thought of calling me. The house was
entirely circled by flames and hidden by smoke. 1 scarcely realized it
was only the dry grass which was burning™and rushed through it, un-
aware until later that I had bumed my hands., huir and eyebrows.
I found Greta terribly frightened and no wonder, as from where we
stood it looked as if we would be engulfed any minute. We could hear
the flames crackling. When [ heard that she hadn’t calied for the fire
engines . ushed for the telephone, but they were already on their way.
A necighbor had turned in the alarm, and they arrived and did therr
work quickly and efficiently.

A few weeks after this [ received a letter from New York from Abram
saying that he was considering marrying Janice Fair—the young woman
who was his model. 1 knew she was a sweet pérscn and had nothing
against her. The letter, nevertheless, was a great shock te me. It had
never occurred to me that Abram and I would ever be divoreed. After
ali, we loved each other. We were friends and had been muarried fifteen
vears. That we could no longer make a success of our sexual life seemed
lo me no reason to separate. 1 was too European to feel, as Americans
do, that the moment the sex relation is over one must fly to the divorce
courts. 1t is more than just this relationship which holds two people to-
gether. I did not believe that Abram loved this model. T felt that he had
become involved with her and with his conventional viewpoint believed
he should marry her. 1 decided the best thing to do was to go to New
York and talk it over with him.

Several months before this 1 had given up smoking and 1 had become
a vegetarian. I,believe it is psychologically interesting to relate what
caused me to give up both of these habits although what nrompted me
10 give up smoking was aot the same reason which pio.ipted me to
give up meat eating.

I gave up smoking becallse | read an article Gandii had written
against it. He wrote Lh:? “apart from being a dirty and undiciplined
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habit, it utterly prevents spiritual progress. Nicotine in even the smallest
quantity. thickens the spiritual body and prevents its development.” A¢
this time I was a chaln smoker, but on reading this article I stopped
smoking and I have never smoked since,

It must be quite apparent that I love animals, and that they have
always played an important part in my life. I feel lost without then,.
When I was forced as a child to eat cows, sheep, pigs and other farm
animals, I became unhappy and depressed. Many times I became very
sick and vomited. But, most serious of all, I developed a guilt comp!lex
about eating them. I felt 1 was as truly eating my friends as though |
were eating humans, When I came to Hollywood I was very underweigh
and had remained so untif this time. I went to see a doctor in Pasaden.
who was a great dietician—Doctor Harold Bieler. He immediately said
my lack of weight was psychological. He said he believed that if I be-
came a vegetarian my health would greatly improve.

I was only too happy at last to find someone to back me up about
not eating animals. I gained weight, became much stronger, and definitcly
much happier. Greta also went to Doctor Bieler and began to live only
on vegetables and fruit. He is the only person, regardless of what othes
may claim, who has had the slightest influence on her health and physic.d
manner of living. She has continually consulted him about her diet and
her health for mamry years.

When I arrived in New York I found that what I had surmised w..
true. Abram actually did not want to marry Janice and he hoped the
I would refuse 1o give him a divorce; in fact he was counting on niwy
doing just this. Curiously endugh my reaction was contrary to his v:-
pectations. Suddenly, after discussing the matter with him, my sympatiy
turned in favor of his model. Although it was against my own inteici
and what I wanted, I insisted that he go through with a divorce and
marry her.

Greta was planning at this time fo leave very shortly for Sweden
decided to go to Europe too and to stop off first in New York. I aske
Thalberg to let me have a holiday. He said, “You need and desciie
one and when you return we will talk about the Jehanne d'Arc agan |
bave not given up the idea of doing it or the hope thyt T will be bic
to persuade Garbo to change her mind.”

I went to Florence with a British actor frjend of mine, Quintin Tod,
who had acted imNew York in a number of Elizabeth Marbury’s curly
productions. He was extremely small and dressed to perfection and was
neatness itself. Whenever we traveled togethgr he always packed and
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unpacked for me and kept everything in my room in order. He kept
all the tickets and never lost anything. We were. old friends and I was
exceedingly fond of him. We had wonderful times together and he
constantly made me laugh, although at the same time, he had a very
serious side. He was also extremely religious.

From Florence, Quintin and I went to Assisi. In those Umbrian hills,
where Saint Francis was born, there is a magic not to be found in any
other place. Many times 1 have walked in Assisi when twilight has
faded—when the streets are empty and the shutters of the houses closed
—and I have almost believed that I was back in the thirteenth century.

in the Christian world, Francis as well as Jesus has proved himself
a true democrat. In fact these two great fiffures are two of the most
perfect democrats in the Christian world. To think of Francis as be-
lenging only to the Middle Ages is not to understand him. He was far
in advance of his own age, and is still beyond our modern age. He
lived on the fringe of the world—he lived in it, and yet was not of i,
There ic ucthing that modern life can evolve in the attitude of brother-
hood or comradc ship that has not been borrowed from his teachings.

Not far from Assisi, in a remote and inaccessible spot high up 1n the
mountains, stands a monastery. This monastery was built in the fifth
century by a secret order of Buddhist monks who traveled all the way
from Tibet. Saint Francis is said to have visited'it. fter the death of
Francis, the Franciscans took over the monastery for their own Order.
They remained in it until the seventeenth century, when it was aban-
doved and left empty. From this time it remained deserted unul after
the first World War when it was taken over and restored by a remarkable
woman who, like Saint Francis, decided she did not wish to be attached
to any church or creed. She dropped her family name and is known
simply by the name of Soreila Maria.

I had heard of this monastery and having need of a certain solace.
[ wrote Sorella Maria from Assisivand asked if Quintin and 1 might
vist her, [ waited for her answer with impatience and in a few days it
arnived. The first gracious words of her letter. Si, cara, Favpetio con
amore al nostro eremo, gave me confidence in my welcome.

On arriving gt the station the following day, we werc met by an
ancient peasant driving a dilapidated old car. He drove u- about six
Riles and then stopped at the foot of the mountain. Here we were told
10 mount sturdy donkeys which were brought forward%y a kindly peas-
ant woman. She told us that %e narrow pathway up the mountains was
too steep for us to attempt on foot. She eyed our fuggage with dismay
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but after much excited conversation another donkey appeared, and the
bags were strapped on his back. It had been a warm day and the setting
sun made a glorious flaming color in the sky. As we climbed we could
see the whole Umbrian valley below and Assist in the distance. In
about an hour we sighted the monastery, and heard the bell ringing in
its tower.

“They are rigging the bell to welcome you,” the peasant announced,

As we approached the monastery, the door swung back for us
enter. We slid off our donkeys, and found ourselves on a terrace oves-
looking the vailey. Hore stood Sorella Maria with the “piccole sorelle”
as her twelve nuns called gmemsclves.

I have known many extraordinary women but on secing Sorella Maris
I knew that I was in the presence of one of the rarest. She wore her
hair loosely to her shoulders. Her body was frail, and yet from u
emanated that peculiar vitality not uncommon to frail people. Her hands
were delicate and at the same time strong and arresting. The two mat
striking things about her were her eyes and voice. Her eyes had a look
as though they were blind—the lids drooping as if it pained her to raise
them or as though they were too heavy 10 hold open. 1 remembersd
some lines 1 had once read about the eyes of Suint Francis, writter
by a contemporary: His lids were long and heavy. They half closed over
his eyes and impfegnated his words with gravity. Sometimes his ex-
pression was so imtense that it would have tuken courage to endiire
it had one not been rescued by the grace of his smile. These woids.
it a manner, htted Sorcila Maria,

It is difficult to write about her voice The nearest description I .an
offer is that it sounded like the voice of a mnaret singer, or of a youny
choir boy. Yet neither of these is correct, because her voice sounded
far more of another world. It was haunting, unearthly, strangely pury,
and at moments, downright unpleasant,

Without a word she led me into fhe garden. There was a long panee.
I waited for her to speak but she did not break the silence. In facr i
relaxed in it, and I felt that she meant me to refax. It was not an un-
comfortable silence. When she finally did break it she began to b me
in her hauntingly sure voice about my lifc with as muth familiariy @5
though she were speaking of her own. She told me why 1 had come ©
see her, what my problems were. ’

When we lcft the garden we went ontg the terrace overlooking (he
valley. The summer evening was long and it was still light as we stood
there. There was a wonderful stiliness. 1t seemé | as'if the whole country”
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side had paused for these few minutes. I was conscious of something
in Sorclla Maria belonging essentially to this soil, as Francis myst have
belonged to it. She told me that the countrysid® needed rain, that it
had been parched for months. 1 said, “I wish it would rain while 1 am
here. It might be a sign that Saint Francis welcomes me.”

I said this partly in fun, but a few seconds later we felt a light shower
of rain upon our faces. The skeptical would say, “Just a coincidence!”
Nevertheless, it made me happy and seemed a good omen.

The youngest sister—a girl from the south of Italy—took me to my
room, which was a cell of stone in which many monks during many
centuries had slept. It was small and square. Tie whitewashed stone
walls, ceiling and floor contributed to its immaculate appearance. One
small, deeply set, square window, cut into the stone wall, allowed me
to look far out over the valley. A narrow bed against one wall was
covered by a sheet of natural linen made by the sisters themselves on
their own looms. In fact, I found they had made almost everything in
the mona<:~rv. A small washbasin and pitcher of earthen pottery stood
in auother corner of my room on a carved wood table. This was all,
yet in this cell there was a tranquillity—almost a tenderness—that }§
had never found elsewhere. I slept that night as though a blessing hung
over my heart.

Leacing from the monastery was a subterrarkan, passage of stone
which wound down inte a stone cave. It is said that Francis and the
Eastern monks used to sit there and converse. The day of my arnval,
and every day during my visit there, I went down into this cave and
meditated. It seemed to me to have retainel the presenve of Francis.

Sorella Maria and the sisters asked me where 1 had been the past
years. I told them 1 had been in Hollywood writing for pictures. None
of them had ever seen a moving picture and they knew only vaguely
about Hollywood. This cheered and refreshed me enormously.

Gandhi had once been to the mpnastery to see Sorella Maria. He
had taught all the sisters a hymn which they sang for me. Although
they were considerably off the tune and the English words were hope-
lessly mispronounced, 1 nevertheless recognized “Lead. Kindly Light.”

It was evening when the moment came to leave. Sorclla Maria and
the piccole soretle stood at the doorway. Sorelia Maria kissed me fare-
well. They all sang as we walked down the mountainside.

“We will sing to give you courage to go out and ‘ace life.” Sorella
Maria called after me.
For a long time as we wound down the mountain path. we could
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bear their voices, sometimes singing, sometimes calling,
cedes! Adio Quintino! Adie! Adior”

When I reached Puris, it scemed almost impossible 1o take . my
old life. People seemed unfeeling, their voices loud and raucoy,, | fely
ashamed to mingle in their worldliness. It took some time 1o OVEL iy
again my old, dull, uninspired self. Alas! The vision of the stblimg
fades so easily in this commonplace world, We are lucky, indeed |
we can remember the dream of .

“A(J'le Mcr-



Forty-One

After leaving Sorella Maria I went to Austria to visit Eleanora
vort Mendelssohn who had a castle in a place called Kammer not far
from Salzburg. fleanora was the granddaughter of the celebrated com-
po~cr, and she was christened Eleonora after Diube, pho was her pod-
mother and an intimate friend of her father’s. It was through our mutual
iove for Duse that our friendship originally came about. She was a
charming and beautiful person both physically and spiritually. When I
first knew her and until Hitler took over Germany she was immensely
wealthy, as her father had been one of the great German bankers,
comparable to the Rothschilds in France or J, P. Morgan in the United
Stiates. But he was Jewish and, although her mother was not, Eleonora
w.s forced to leave Germany as soon as Hitler came to power. She fled
0 the United States leaving all her possessions behind her. Not long
after the war, from an accumulation of various iragedies, she killed
Eerself in New York.

Her castle in Kammer was filled with art treasures, but she was
completely unspoiled by her worldly possessions, and in the midst of
them she was a‘ways generous and mindful of less forturate people.
Even when she had lost these possessions and was livin, in an in-
expensive flat in New York, she never relinquished hersgraciousness and
theughtfulness although she ras often pressed for moaey.

At the time of my visit, Alice Astor, who was then married to
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Raimund von Hoffmansthal, the famous poet’s son, lived in one-hlf
of the castle, and there were many other guests besides myself—Dian,
Duff Cooper and her Hasband, Iris Tree, and Marion Hall among them,
Many people came over daily from Salzburg to sec Eleonora. She was
an intimate friend of both Max Reinhardt and Toscanini.

Eleanora had viclent “fixations™ on both men and women. She alsg
had them on historical characters who were dead. Once when she had
one on Napoléon she arrived in Paris and asked me to meet her at the
Gare Saint Lazare. When we came out of the station it was pouiing
rain and we had grcat‘difﬁculty getting a taxi. We were soaking wet, b
Eleanora asked if I would mind if she made a little visit to somwcone
she loved before we went t the hotel, Of course 1 said yes. She leaned
forward and whispered an address to the driver which I did not heur
and, thinking it kinder to be discreet, did not gquestion. Nevertheless,
I was slightly surprised when we drove up to the Invalides and Elecnura
jumped out of the taxi saying, “Darling, just wait here a second wiile
I say a few words to the Emperor.”

An amusing incident happened in Kamtmer while I was there. One day
Toscanini remarked how much he loved a particular Guardi which was
hanging in one of the hallways of the castle. Eleanora ran out of ‘he
room. She returngd currying the Guardi and laid it on the floor at
Toscanini’s feet saying, “It is yours.” The Maestro looked stariled,
then, seeming to p‘ull himself 1ogether, he bent down and picked it up
and holding tightly onto it disappeared from the room. Within a very
short while he reappeared wilhout it and when we asked him wheie 12
was he said, “I have locked it in my car. I do not want to take a chance
on Eleanora’s changing her mind.”

After I returned to New York I received a letter from Greta, who
was still in Sweden, In her letter she said jokingly, 7 will meet you for
dinner a week from Tuesday at eight o'clock in the dining room of the
Grand Horel. 1 got this letter on a Tuesday morming. I figured that if
I could get the necessary ship passage, I could then fly from Bremen to
Malmo, Sweden, that same day, take the train from there to Stockhoim
and arrive late that night. At this time the only airfield in Sweden Wwas
at Malmo.

I was staying with Vouletti Proctor (mvho had married Vernon
Brown) and whea I told her of my plan to spend one evening "“‘T‘
Greta and fly back to Bremen the followiig day to catch the Europa’
return trip on Thursday, she encouraged me to do jit. Marion Stevensont
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and Vouletti always encouraged me in all my wild adventures. I loved
them for it. I booked my passage on the Europa and sailed the following
day. In the meantime, I cabled Greta what I hoped would seem a
caswal wire: WILL MEET YOU FOR DINNER EIGHT O'CLOCK
GRAND HOTEL NEXT TUESDAY EVENING AS SUGGESTED.

The trip over was very rough. This was the month of October and the
gales kept portholes closed and even boarded up. But the Europa
was a well-built ship and we made good time in spite of head winds.

Less than a week later I arrived in Stockholm at onc o'clock in the
morning. It was bitter cold and I was frozen and desperately ured,
partly because of the nervous tension and my excitement about the whele
adventure. I had wired for a room in the &rand Hotel and when the
porter met me at the station and we drove there in a glacial and thick
fop, 1 fett as though 1 had reached the North Pole. Seized in sudden
panic | thought, What if I don’t meet Greta? What if she fails to turn
up for dinner? Of course, | knew her address, but she myght have gone
to the .ouniry or be hiding in a Viking's lair!

I'he manager of the hotel had stayed up to meet me and cxplain that
it was so crowded that the only reservation he had been able to keep
for me was the Royal Suite. I was too tired to object and followed him
upstairs, prav g it was not going to cost me all the money [ had.
When he switched on the lights 1 saw an enorfnovs room with great
ornate gold mirrors, heavy furniture, crystal chandeliers and stuffy red
plush curtains. 1 was delighted. Tt was all just as it should have been—
every inch a royal suite! When I remarked that 1 could roller skate in
the bathroom as it was so large, the manager took me seriously and
asked if I was a professional roller skater.

I undressed and climbed into the great bed. It seemed to me 1 had
just gone to sleep when the telephone rang. 1 groped for the receiver,
To my joy I heard Greta's voice. It is not possible that you are here.
You are really wonderful,” she said.

“What time is it? Where are you?” I asked. She answered that it was
six o'clock in the morning, that she had called the hotel to see if I
had arrived and was surprised and yet not surprised when they said
I was there and, in her usual way, she added “I'll be right over.”

‘1 rang off, jumped out of bed and began to dress. I look ~d out of the
window. It was still pitch derk outside, as indeed 1 knew n would be for
many hours yet. In winter one never sees the sun in Stockholm before
ten. In a very few minutes Greta knocked on my door. She came in
and burst into laughter. “.You are funny. I might have known I'd find
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you in the Royal Suite,” she said. “But hurry up! Put on your coy
and heavy shoes—bundle up. Let’s get out of this stuffy place.” I asked
her where she was gofng to take me. To my astonishment she answercy,
“To the z0o0.” Now it was my turn to laugh. “lmagine sane peopl.
going to the zoo in the icy cold dark at six o'clock in the morning'™
She laughed again. “But who said we were sane?”

Out in the street it was freezing cold but I did not feel it. I was 1.y
too excited. Sbon we reached the gates of the zoo and as we paswd
iato it she said, “I know how you love animals so I thought you hug
better come and shoy yourself to them before going anywhere elw ™

We went into the zoo restaurant, which I was surprised to find open
at such an early hour, and had coffee and a delicious breakfast. Aticr
breakfast and in this same mood we went into the monkey house. Moving
toward a cage which held a large monkey, Greta put her hand between
the bars as if to shake hands with him. At the same time she bent for-
ward putting her face close to the cage and spoke to him. “How ure
you, Honey Lamb?” she said softly. He stretched out his hand, but
instead of taking hers he made a gesture toward her face. If she h.d
not moved I am sure he would only have patted it. Unfortunately, ..
his hand reached out of the cage she drew back. Startled by her move-
ment he leaned far enough out to contact her face, and changing b
gesture from affeqtiod to violence, scratched it. To my horror | ww
blood trickling down her check. All the tales of people dying fiom
monkey scratches sprang to my mind. 1 was petrified with [ear but |
tried not to show it.

“Don’t touch your cheek."We must try and find a doctor,” I »ud
as calmly as I could, but she knew as well as I did the danger of ~uh
a scratch, Besides, I knew she was thinking, as [ was, that this muun
scar her face.

Fortunately, not far from the zoo we found a chemist’s shop. and
he gave us the address of a doctpr nearby. The doctor was an wld
man and very kind. He cleaned the wound and dressed it and, to -wur
great relief, said he felt no ill effect would come of it and that he was
sure it would eventually leave no scar. He also recogrized Greta, hut
he seemed such a nice person that I felt she needn’t worry aboul the
newspapers. We left his office with a dressing on Greta's cheek nd
our high spirits somewhat curbed.

At Greta's apactment I tried to recover a little from my trip, the cold,
and wayward monkeys. That evening weedined at eight o'clock at the
Grand Hotel as planned.
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The evening was a sentimental one. We sat at a table in the corner
of the room which Greta had reserved and the same one she had de-
scribed to me so many times in Hollywood. And e did the traditional
things, ordering caviar, champagne, and our favorite tunes from the
orchestra. It was a charming evening and there, in that rococo room with
its pink-shaded lights, its soft string orchestra and its old-world atmos-
phere, I felt that 1 was moving in a dream within a dream.

The White Horse Inn was playing in Stockholm at this time and afier
dinner we went to see it. When we left the theatre a gang of photog-
raphers was lined up outside waiting for Greta, She saw them, lost
ber head, and dodging through the crowd disappeared before | could
foltow her. Luckily, I had had a great deal X training in Hollywood at
this sort of thing and knew that when the crowd thinned out 1 would
find her somewhere. I was right about this. Some time after the theatre
was dark I found her in a small shop down the streect where she had
hidden behind the counter.

It was an unhappy ending to our evening. I wonder if press photog-
raphers actually realize what a thoroughly miscrable time they have
given Greta over all the many years of their relentiess and merciless
pursuit.

I siayed on '» Sweden longer than 1 had planngd. The following day
Greta took me to Tistad, some hours away from Stdckholm, We went
10 stay with two friends of hers, Count and Countess Wachtmeister.
Their estate was large and they had a beautiful house there besides
2 model farm where the Count bred bul's and cows and ran a dairy.

It was interesting to see Greta on her native soil. We took long wulks
across country and through plowed fields of heavy, dark mud, and as
in Hollywood we sometimes started out at the crack of dawn. When we
tramped past typically Swedish red-painted farmhouses and saw the
cones of fir trees piled high in their courtyards. 1 reslized that in some
mysterious way she had an affinity with them, which 1. as a stranger,
never could have. Something of her spirit was in the earth beneath our
fect and in the very wind that whistled round us.

I was in Tistad the last days in October and the first days in November
and was told it was still too early for the snow, but nevertheless 1 said,
"I muse see snow here in ghe country before 1 leave.” .u this Greta
answered, “Then you had better try and do something wbout it.” Jokingly
U answered, “Tonight 1 will» pray for snow and we will have some
tomorrow.” That night I did pray for snow and the next morning about
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seven o'clock, while it was still dark, Greta tossed a snowball through
the open window at my bed. It had snowed all night.

Seeing snow madé me say how much 1 would love to experience
Christmas in Sweden. Soon after, the whole household suddenly took
on an air of mystery. The servants whispered and ran to and fro in the
hallways. Greta and the Countess disappeared for hours. They said
they were goigg to the village and did not want me with them. I was
rather hurt at this and 1 went for a walk by myself and nursed my
feelings.

That evening withya look of mischief in her eyes, Greta told me to
dress for dinner and make myself look as nice as possible. She said a
distinguished guest was commg She herself put on a white sweater and
white slacks and twined flowers in her hair. Before dinner we went
down to the library and in front of a roaring fire had several rounds
of schnapps, which made us very gay. When the Count and Countess
appeared in full evening dress, I knew that indeed something out of
the ordinary was about to take place.

When the butler opened the doors leading into the dining room, ther
stood a Christmas tree as high as the ceiling, completely decorated, with
brightly lighted candlies on its boughs. The table was festively arranged
and the whole room Rad a genuine air of Christmas spirit.

After a deliciots dinner with many kinds of wines, everyone gave
me presents. Greta gave me a pair of rubber boots which [ wore all
the following day tramping across the fields with her. I was tremendously
touched by the whole evening.

Before 1 left Stockholm, Greta took me to sce the house where she
was born. She made no comment as we stood looking at it—nor did |
I was very much moved. I was moved becausc it was her birthpiace and
also by the fact that she had brought me there to see it. [ knew that such
a gesture meant much to her. As we moved away neither of us spuoke.
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My first day back in Hellywood T went te the studio to report
to Thalberg. He told me he was planning to produce Camilie for Greta
and asked me vhut 1 thought of the idea. | answered that 1 thought
she would be magnificent in the role, surpassed pbssihly only by Dusc.
He seemed pleased and relieved and asked me 10 reread the play in
French and make notes. He asked me to deseribe how Bernhardt had
acted the part. I left the swudio stimulated and excited that Greta was
o play what secemed to me a perfect role fur her, and one that had been
done by two such great actresses as Duse and Bernhardt. T felt sure
that her performance would be compared to thewrs and that her acting
of it would create a trio—an unforgettable trio of Camiles—approached
differently but, nevertheless, achieving perfection each in its own way.

When Greta returned she decideg to move and 1 was anxwus to
have her take a better and more gaily furnished house with more grounds
and, possibly, a tennis court or a swimming pool. For some time [ had
had my eye on the one I hoped she would get. Unfortunately it was
fented to Jeannette MacDonald and the real estate agents reported that
she had no intention of leaving it. We looked at other houses but
always returned to this one. ,

“"What's the use of discussing it? I just can’t have it. Miss MacDonald
Obviously intends to remain in it and since she had it first, why shouldn't
she?” said Greta, but § did not accept this.
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Without consulting her, I finally .came to the conclusion that somg.
thing must be done to get it for her. I decided to work toward this ¢nq
on an unseen level® Every nmight I lay in bed and visualized Mig
MacDonald moving out of the house and Greta moving into it. I evep
told the real estate woman that certain things were coming 1o puss
which led me to believe Miss MacDonald would unexpectedly give i
up. I advised her to begin looking for another tenant without letting
Miss MacDonald know it.

Shortly after this she called me up one day in great excitement and «aig
that I was right—Migs MacDonald had informed them that she waiited
to move. When they asked her why, she said she did not know wha
it was but that “somethin8™ was urging her to move.

Whether this “something” was my doing or not, I shall never kn.w,
Bat the result was that Greta got the house, and according to the rea
estate women, Miss MacDonald was quite content in another one they
found for her.

At this time Greta had started shooting Camille. Practically all the
time she was filming, she was not well and it was a great physical eflurt
for her to make it. This was very unfortunate for her, but her suffering
was an undeniable asset to the picture. It gave a reality to the suffering
and illness she had tg portray in the character of Marguerite Gaut'ier,

Many times wken she was on the set or actually playing before the
camera she was in such pain that she could barely stand on her fiot.
Often she came directly from the studio to my house, looking deadly
white and sometimes scarcely able to drag herself up the stairs. 1 would
make her lie down and rest before we went out for a walk in the tulls,
because no matter how ill she felt, she always said that after s day
cooped up in the studio and shooting in the lights she simply h.i to
have air.

There is no doubt that at this time she really was ill, but there wie .0
a psychological factor involved. She had so much identified herw!! wiih
the character of Marguerite Gauthier that even off the set and out of
the studio she was conscious of the illness of this tubercular woeman.
Sometimes when we walked in the hills or on the beach she would P
and put her hand to her heart as though her breath, was comir; w0
fast. I never commented on these spells but immediately tricd Iv tel
her something amusing to dissociate her from the character of Mt
rite Gauthier. .

It was not a happy time and I was giad when the shooting of this
film was over. I have seen it many times siﬁce it first was released 1
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1937, but, as each scene brings back to me Greta’s personal suffering,
i have no fondness for it, although it is regarded by nearly everyone
except myself as her greatest film.

At this time I saw quitc a lot of Gabriel Pascal, whom [ had known
when he was producing films in Europe. I was very fond of this dark-
eyed, imaginative Hungarian with the so-called Gypsy temperament.
During this period he was completely broke-—a state not unusual for
him! For one reason or another he could not get a job at any studio,
He was living in a boardinghouse for which he paid five dotlars a week
and used to come to my house for nearly all his meals. If he had an
sngageméht so that he could not come for his usual meal, Anna made
him up a package of sandwiches.

He was constantly telling me then that he had a dream in which
he met Bernard Shaw who told him he could have the rights to all his
ploys for films. Shaw had so far refused to give the film rights to anyone
although many people had tried to get them. Gabriel and 1 often dis-
cussed *.ay e wouldn’t do it. One day 1 said to him, “Why don't you
ro (6 England aad try to persuade him to give them to vou? Your
dream may mean something and after all you have as much chance with
the old boy as anynne else.”” To this Gabriel answered, “How could 1
pet there withe. « money?” I suggested hitching from California to New
York and working his way over to England on a cargo oat.

Not long after this he accepted my challenge. I did not hear from
him for a number of months. Then one day a letter came saying that
Shaw had given him the film rights of all his plays and he was planning
to hegin production with Pygmalion. His Jetter went off 10 explain that
looking very shabby and unshaven he had gone to Shaw's house and
rung the bell. The maid had demanded his nume. To this Gabriel
responded, “Tell Mr. Shaw he will gain more from seeing me than 1
will fose from not seeing him.” Happily Shaw overheard this remark.
as he was listening behind the door.,The message amused hint and he
told the maid to show Gabriel into the study. "My good man, what
can | do for you?" he said. Undaunted, Gabriel explained his mission.
Shaw smiled. “Very interesting. But where is your money and how do
you intend to brigg this venture about?” Whereupon Gabriel produced
a shilling. He laid it on the table and said, “This is my mor v but add
2OIﬂ_lis shilling your signaturs on a contract to me and it will turn into
n‘ullmns of pounds.” Shaw walked over to his desk anl, according to
Caubriel, drew up a contract to Aim that very hour, Gabricl's producuons
of Pygmalion and other Shaw plays have since become film history.
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At this time, a young and them iittle-known Hindu dancer, Rap
Gopal, arrived in Hollywood. He was a superb dancer, but he had ye( 1o
become the most fambUus young Indian dancer of our time—a distinction
which he achieved after his great success at the Edinburgh Festival
1956. At first sight we became friends. We share a feeling of timeles-
ness. I, for instance, bave no memory of historic dates, which undouby.
edly springs from the fact that time as it is commonly regarded has ng
reality for me.

For this reason I found it a relief that Ram was not concerned 'wnh
time in its smaller aspect of dates and years. I once asked him if recently
there had been any changes in the classical form of Indian dancing.

“Recently?” he mused, fooking a little sad. *Yes, quitc recently there
has been a change.”

“When was this change? How long ago?” I asked, expecting him to
say during the nineteenth century.

“About a thousand years ago,” he answered.

Somewhere during this period, Cornelia Runyan wanted her house back,
s0 I was forced to move. Luckily, I found a charming little house on
Carmelina Drive. It was a small Spanish-style house with a patio and
it belonged to that very fine actress Aileen MacMahon, who was tnen
acting in New York and was willing to rent it to me for a few months,

It was in this bouse that I saw for the last time my beautiful friend
Greta Kembie Cooper. She came out to California desperately ill, to «ay
with her sistér Violet. In fagt, she was dying and to see her saddencd
me beyond woras. I thought, however, that she would live longer than
she did, and while under this impression 1 unfortunately left for Europe.

I had received a cable from Sri Mcher Baba, who had returned from
India and was in the south of France. He wanted me to come over and
see him, as he was soon returning to India. T was at this time secking
some kind of spiritual guidance and I blindly agreed to go and see him
as he requested.

After reaching New York I had just time to board the Normandi.
sailing that night. When the ship had put out to sea, Noel Coward ap-
peared in my cabin. I had not known he was on board and I was de-
lighted to see him. This made the trip start off well and we had a lot of
fun the whole way over. _

When I arrivéd in the south of France I found Sri Meher Baba in #
large comfortable house in the hills back 4f Cannes, overlooking the s¢
He was in high spirits all the time 1 visited fim.. He had brought il
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him a harmless but insane young ‘Hindu who was mad on the subject
of God and used to shout and pray out loud, One day he Jocked himself
in the toilet and prayed at a great rate in there. NO one could entice him
to open the door and it finally had to be broken in.

One afterncon the Baba asked me to go for a drive with him and the
mad Hindu, We drove in an open car, and just as the chauffeur slowed
down for the traffic in Nice the Hindu began to shout at the top of his
lungs A policeman stopped the car and asked Baba what the trouble
was. Baba put his hand to his mouth and made strange sounds to ex-
plain that he did not speak. The Hindu shouted louder and began to
sing. At this point I took it upon myself to explain the situation to the
policeman. I said that one gentleman had iaken a vow of silence and
the other one was mad but harmless. He pushed his cap back and
scratched his head. He was hot and the whole thing was too much for
bim. Shrugging his shoulders, he waved his hand and told us to go on.

Staving with Baba at this time was one of his disciples, Ruanc Bogis-
lav. Shke wat a remarkable chacacter and 1 dearly loved her. She had at
one time been laarried to the opera singer Riccardo Martin and she was
the mother of Bijie de Wardener who, before the war, ran Mainbocher’s
couture house for him in Paris. Bijie and I were old freads from the
What Next da . )

Ruano was also a singer. She sang folk songs in sighteen languages.
She was strikingly handsome and the most fearless person I ever met.
She traveled all over the world with absolutely no money but something
always miraculously turned up to help her. If it didn't, she didn’t care.
She slept as comfortably in a ficld or in a railroad station as in the Ritz
and said her only extravagance was her love of cigars. It was one of
my greatest pleasures to have a Corona cigar waiting for her when she
came to see me,

One day Baba came into my rocm. He saw my black cape hanging in
the cupboard and, by chance, a Spaaish hat was on the shelf. He put the
hat on, draped himself in the cape and began dancing a Spanish dance,
He danced round the room and from one side to the other, snapping his
fingers at the same time. He danced gracefully and I marked time by
clapping my hspds. I began to laugh. He dragged me up end made me
dance with him. I was delighted to see him so gay and fv ! of fun but
Thoped none of the gopis { women disciples) would come in and catch
Us. This was what I loved about Baba. He was alwiys unpredictable.
Before I had been there a wekk he spelled out on his board that I had to
& back to Hollywsod. #Move again! But 1 have only just arrived.
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Must I move again?” I complained. He spelled out on the board, “That's
the idea—keep moving. Never allow yourself to become static.”

So I caught the N¥rmandie on her return trip and I was back i
Hollywood before anyone knew 1 had left. No one but Greta was evep
aware that I had been to Europe and back.

Shortly after my return from Europe, Irving Thalberg died. He hug
a bad cold but had gone to the Hollywood Bowl to hear some music,
His cold turned into pneumonia and within forty-¢ight hours he was dead,

This was a great blow to Metro-Goldywn-Mayer and the film worly,
He was the only man jn Hollywood at this time who had vision and a
high standard in making pictures. There was no one to take his place,
and I knew that no one cbuld take his place as far as producing for
Greta was concerned. She was very much affected by his death and |
had a premonition then that she would not continue very long in pictures.

As for myself, I was not only saddened by his personal loss but I knew
it was the end to any hopes I might have had for my Jehanne d'Ar.
I also felt there would be many changes in the studio and that a number
of people, including myself, would lose their jobs.

I was right about this. A great many people who worked for Thalberg
were taken off the payroll and 1 was one of them.
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During the summer of 1938 I was back again in Europe. My
Hindu friend, Ram Gopal, was booked for a series of dance recitals in
Warsaw in Jv',. Janta Polezynski, a Polish poet and writer, was manag-
ing Ram and ue asked me to come over and help him with these recitals.
He invited us to stay with him on his family’s estate in a place called
Komorza, not far from the German border,

As Ram was already in Komorza when I left Paris for Poland I set
out by myself, and in Berlin 1 had a verysunpleasant experience. When
I boarded the Nord Express from Paris I had several band pieces of
tuggage which 1 saw the porter place in the rack over my seat. When
we rcached the Belgian border the customs officer marked each piece
over my head, but when the train drew into the Poisdamer Bahnhof at
cleven o'clock that night and I called a porter, the luggage was it there.

I was completely mystified and in a great state of excitement catled
the conductor, who spoke French. He was a typical Prussian and when
U asked him where my luggape was, he looked me coldly in the eye and
said he had seen me board the train in Paris without any.

! jurnped froth the train and ran to find the station mast=r. I had only
twenty-one minutes to make my connection. Unfortunat.:y the station
Mmaster could speak only German. Mine is extremely bad and in my
hurry and fear T could not get a word out. A pale blond student came
forward and in French said he would translate for me. I told him about
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the disappearance of my luggage and he explained it to the stating
master, who sauntered off to find the conductor as the minutes passeg.
When he returned with the conductor the villain repeated again thy
he had seen me board the train without luggage. The station maste,
shrugged his shoulders and merely suggested that I run for the train 1o
Poland.

Frantic with rage, I said I would miss it, spend the night in a hotg
and go to the '‘American Embassy the first thing in the morning. By this
time it was pourinpg. The student walked silently with me to a ne:{;hy
hotel where I spent a restless night with a huge photograph of Hitler
over my bed and witflout even a toothbrush to make me comfortuble.

Just before dawn I heard: a faint noise outside my door and then the
sound of a piece of paper being slipped under it. After a minute I turned
on the light and got up. It was from the student and written in French,
He wrote that he was in great danger because he was against the Nugj
regime and implored me to help him get out of Germany. He added tha
he knew my luggage had been taken off the train so that it could be
searched, and he advised me to leave Germany as soon as I could with-
out even trying to recover it. He signed his name and put down his
address.

I tore this hysterical note into little pieces and put it down the toilet.
In a very nervous gtat¢ of mind I waited for the morning, still planning
to go to the embassy.

But I did not have to. At seven o'clock my telephone rang and a man
spoke to me in English. Without any explanation he said that my Jug-
gage had been found. He said a train was leaving for Poland at cight-
thirty and he suggested that I take it. And indeed 1 did. When 1 reachud
Poland and finally Komorza, I found Ram and fanta very disturbed at
my delay. When I told them my story they decided that because of my
Spanish name the Nazis might have thought me a Spanish Loyalist and
wanted to discover why I was going to Poland. This may or muy not
have been the reason.

I stayed several weeks in Komorza with Janta and his mother--
“Mamushka,” as we called her—on their very beautiful estate. Littic did
we dream then that within a short time it would be overrun by Nazis and
later by Communists, the family narrowly escaping into the woods whik
many of the farm hands and servants were purdered.

One of my mogt pleasant memories of this visit was driving in an -
cient carriage, a relic of better days, with tre old driver wearing a faded
green livery. The carriage was what used to be called a victoria and,
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with the hood down, we drove through waving golden wheat fields, the
horses bending their heads to make an opening through the stalks. The
wheat broke and snapped around us as the can‘iag’c rolled from onc side
to the other. We drove in the sunlight, laughing and joking, through miles
and miles of wheat, and it seemed to me as though I were taking part in
a scene from Chekhov or Turgenev.

I was back in Paris when the crisis came which was only temporarily
postponed by the Munich Pact. There were grim hours before the Pact
was signed and it was not known whether there would be war or not.
Paris was in darkness and there was suddenly a cpmplete disappearance
of manpower, as all had gone to report for service. Most Amcernicans
rushed for whatever ship they could get and, rrcgrct to say, behaved very
badly. My hotel empticd out. All the waiters, valets and menservants
had been called to their regiments. Actually, the oaly guests left were
Marlene Dietrich and myself. Several of my American friends, including
Malvir? Hoffman, had tried to muke me sail with them, but 1 felt that
since T nad hved in France so much in peacetime I should stund by it
in danger, In the stress of the moment, however, one morning. intending
to pour eyewash in my eyecup so as to soothe my eyes, | poured in clean-
ing fluid, and .fter applying it I wus blinded 1 <houted for Marlene on
the telephor.  She rushed down to my room and put cold compresses on
my eyes. Luckily, they were not injured.

A blacked-out city was 2 new experience then. I remember walking in
the darkness from my hote! on the Avenue George V(o the Place Ven-
dome where my friend Lady lya Abdy was livine. She tou had staved
on and, as she has the courage of a lion, she was a gréat comfort 1o me.
She is Russian by birth but she became a Brittsh subject when <he mar-
nied Lord Abdy. She is a warm, striking-looking, remarkable personaity
and for many years she was a prominent figure in the 2ristic and socrl
life of Paris. That night we did nut know whether there would be war or
pot and we sat in the darkuess digcussing it Then suddenly we heard
over the radio that Daladier and Chamberlain were flving to Munwch,

After the Munich Pact was signed. Daludier returned toumphantly
to Paris, and I was standing in front of the Guaranty Trust Company on
the Place dc 1s Concorde when he drove through on his way to the
_Senalc. The crowds were wild with enthusiasm. the new apers carried
great headlines, PEACE IW OUR TIME, and that night people danced
I the streets with joy. )

Strangely enough I did ndt fect easy. I cannot say I foresaw war but
I remember Iecling-thal_d must hurry to do whatever | wanted to do.
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And this time I wanted most of all to go to India to see the great In.
dian sape and saint, Ramana Maharshi, and I felt that I must go at once,

I had very little money, far too little to risk going to India, but some.
thing pushed me toward it. I went to the steamship company and bookeg
myself one of the cheapest cabins on an Indian ship, the §.S. Victorig,
sailing from Genoa to Bombay toward the beginning of October. In the
meantime I flew to Dublin to see my sister Baba and her husband,
Freddie Shaw, and their two children Frederick and Mercedes. Like
many youngest sons, Freddic had no money, but he was a remarkahly
good and fine man. They were living in a modest little house and I never
saw a family so devoted to each other or so happy together.

Alfredo Sides’ wife sailed® with me to India. She intended to stay there
several years with Sri Meher Baba, but Alfredo, when he came to ihe
station to see us off to Genoa, said, “Don’t let Consuelo do anything
foolish and please take care of her.” Before Alfredo, Consuelo had been
married to Charles Nungesser, the aviator who tried to fly west over the
Atlantic at the same time that Lindbergh flew east. Nungesser was lost
cn the flight. But it was not unti]l she married the unmarrtageable Al
fredo that we became close friends. I will never know what made Alfivdo
suddenly marcry. He was out of character in doing so and was certunly
not the husband for Consuelo.

I had booked passage to Ceylon intending from there to cross over
to southern India and go directly to Tiruvannamalai where Ramunu
Maharshi lived. But when the ship called at Bombay, Norina Matchubell
came on board to see me with a message from Mecher Baba saying that
Consuelo and I must get off the ship and come to see him in Ahmednaar.
about two hours from Bombay. 1 did not want to do this as my el
purpose in India was to see the Maharshi, and I was impatient to ger 10
him. But Consuelo was going to Baba and she and Norina pressed e
to do the same. It was an appallingly hot day and I had a migraine bead-
ache, so I let them pack my things and, in a daze, followed them off the
boat. I remember edging my way through masses of people whose Jurk
faces stood out in the brilliant sunlight against the white which the men
wore. There was also a great deal of color among the crowds— turhane
and saris of brilliant pinks, blues, greens, every imaginable color. and
after the incessant black one sees worn in occidental countries, Bomiy
gave me the impression of a gay festival.

The next day we motored to Baba's ashram in Ahmednagar. Thi. w8
a place he had built a number of years ago, tven before he had Furepadf
disciples. He had built it for what are called in India,"God-mad men and
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women.” These are people who become possessed by God and the spirit-
ual life, and go out of their minds. A great many of them had become
insane at an carly age. Thousands of them wancer all over India, sleep
in the fields and are fed by anyone who gives them food. Most of them
arc harmless, but their physical condition becomes tragic. Although
they are considered holy and like the Sacred Cow allowed privileges,
down through the ages nothing had been done about them by the govern-
ment or by individuals.

‘Mecher Baba is the first person in India who has taken care of them
and attempted to cure them. He sends his Mandali (men disciples)
throughout India to bring as many of them as they can to his ashram.
Here he puts them in order physically, and then works spiritually and
psychologically to cure them. He has cured hundreds of them and many
of them, after coming to their senses, have bccome his Mandali and
helped to cure others. When 1 arrived in Ahmednagar. Baba had a great
compound where about five thousand of these mad people lived. I saw
him Lathe many of them, a technique he uses to work spiritually through
water, which scems to calm a great many of them in an extraordinary
fashion. I was very much impressed by these sessions.

1 was, however, not at all happy my first night in the ashram. Baba
had many t' .28 spoken to me about it, and he had always promised me
that if I ever went there I would have a room %or g cabin of my own.
This point had been brought up because Norina had toild me that all
the women slept in dormitories. I am a poor sleeper and I knew that
under these conditions I would not be able to sicep. Alse I Liave a horror
of a lot of women herded together. This it onc of the reasons why I have
always hated convents and the life of nuns and any kind of dormutory
school life, So 1 was extremely upset when I was told T would have to
slecp in a dormitory. 1 mentioned this to Norina, who brushed my objec-
tions aside and said that I had to be “like evervone else.” Looking back
on it now I realize that I had no right to expect special treatment. Baba
was possibly teaching me a lesson. but I felt that a man who was a spint-
ual teacher should not break his word.

In any case I spent a miserable night. The heat was terrific. many of
the women snored, and all of them had pots under their beds which they
used during thé night. This was about the last straw for me. I arose at

-five and I was in no good l;'lOOd when Norina told me that Baba expected
CUnS}lelo and me to stay with him for five years.

“Five years!™ I cried. “Ane you out of your mind? 1 came to India o

se¢ the Maharshi and I am leaving here today.”
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I went to Baba's cabin. He was sitting on the floor in the Buddh,
posture with bare feet and a garland of flowers around his neck. He
embraced me warmly snd I sat down on the floor before him. He spelle
out on his board, “I see you have slept badily.” I shrugged my shoulders,
I was not going into all that again. He continued. “I want you and Cup.-
suelo to stay here with me for five years. I hope you will agree to this.”

“I regret terribly to have to refuse you this request. I could not pos-
sibly remain here and I must not deceive you, Baba. In case you don't
already know it; I must tell you I came to India to see Ramana Ma.
barshi.”

He asked on the bbard, “Do you consider the Maharshi a Perfec
Master?’

“I dom’t know anything about such things. I am no judge of Masters
or of the fact that they exist. I only know that I long to see the Maharsh;
with all my heart, and I must go to him.”

“When do you want to leave?”

“I would like to leave today.”

“There is no car to take you to Bombay today. You will have to gu
tomorrow. But Consuelo will remain.”

*I hope she will not. Alfredo put her in my care and I think after a
few months she should go back to Europe.”

Baba made no cgmmient on this and I felt dismissed. Suddenly 1 knew
I was no longer within the inner circle. The European disciples withdrew
from me and their attitude strengthened my wish to leave. 1 did not feci
any spirituality in such a lack of understanding.

That night Norina walked &p and down with me in the compound.
Ske made one more effort to change my mind and used all her charm
and force of personality—and she had an abundance of both—to accom-
plish this. When Norina spoke of Baba or God she became ferocious.
She told me laughingly once that Professor Jung had called her a “God-
beast” because, he said, he feared she might devour God. It was a dark
night and as we walked she swung a lantern back and forth in her hand.
She told me that by refusing Baba's request I would face ten terrible
incarnations. 1 laughed and said, “I'll take my chances.” She said,
“Surely you are not thinking of going back to that hgrrible Westem
world and to that terrible Hollywood!” 1 told her that after I had seen
the Maharshi it was quite likely I would gsturn to Hollywood. She
threw her hands wp in disgust. “There is nothing to be done with you.
You are lost.”

The next day I had a battle with Consuelo. Yorina had persuaded he
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to stay. But I won out. As we were leaving, Meher Baba was very gmioug
to us, which was more than the others were. He kissed us both ‘good-by
and enacted a promise fromsme that I would not gb to see either Gandhi
or the Maharshi before sightseeing all over India. I afterwards regretted
this because it caused me to miss meeting Gandhi.

When we left Bombay, Consuelo and I kept our promise to Baba and
went on quite an extensive tour of India. Among the many places we
saw. I was most charmed, in a worldly sense, by the little city of Jaipur
built entirely of pink stone. Here was a fairy tale world—a world from a
Bakst ballet. In front of the pink palace with it ornate door of gold
stood Indian guards wearing only short white skirts and white jaipurs,
and the most beautiful green turbans drapecf in a very special manner.
I saw a string of elephants belonging to the Maharajah sauntering past
the palace. Thrown over their backs were blankets of the most exquisite
gold material, while on their heads sat naked boys in the Buddha pos-
ture wearing brilliantly colored turbans, and directing the elephants with
sharp cries.

Because of he paintings ana photographs I had seen of the Taj Mahal
1 had expected to dislike it. But we had the good fortupe 1o arrive in
Agra by full moon, and as I stood in front of the Taj [ was overcome by
its white beaury. It seemed to me a living thing, end when I touched it
the stone was varm and lifelike. The heat of the sun on the stone did not
cool off at night. ’

Benares, of course, is an unforgettable experience. There too we were
fortunate, as we arrived for an eclipse of ‘he moon, an event considered
sacred by the Indians who are tremendously influenced by astrology and
the heavens. Millions of people crowded down to the Ganges and plunged
into it, many of them carrying their sick and dead. Regardless of the
consequepces they were determined to submerge in the river at the mo-
ment of the eclipse.

We went to Ellora, and Ajanta. Here, in the caves of Ellora, and
especially Ajanta, I felt art transcended beyond art. Here was some
blending of mysterious forces that went beyond the human. Here was the
testimony of thg divine heights man can reach. This was an experience
for me beyond Greece and beyond the greatest Gothic cathedral.

Meher Baba wired us tosgo to Poona, and when we got here he seat
us a message to go to a certain cave and meditate for séveral weeks. This
1 flatly refused to do. I told Consuelo she could do so if she wished, but
that I was on my way to southern India and the Maharshi. So she came
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along with me. We went to Bangalore, Mysore, and Madras and then
to Pondicherry, boping to see Aurobindo Ghose in his ashram.

Qddly enough, we Zrrived in Pondicherry on November 21 not know.
ing that Aurobindo always held darshan on the 22. This weord, in 4
sense, means what Christians would call a blessing or benediction, It is
derived from the Sanscrit darshana, meaning cognition or even sight.
And yet it is not exact to say it is a blessing or a benediction because
darshan is neither given nor received—it occurs. 1t may appear to. be
given by a saint or a sage, but it is not. It is really an experience. An
experience which may, occur at the sight of the river Ganges, or at the
sight of a holy temple, or at the sight of a sacred hill such as Arunachala
—-any one of these may gife darshan as well as a person. The thing to
understand is that any spiritually-miaded Indian will travel hundreds of
miles and put up with any discomfort if at the end bhe is to receive
darshan. Thousands of people had already arrived; many of them had
been walking for six months from villages in the north to arrive in time
for darshan. The town was already crowded and masses of people wen
sleeping in the fieclds. Consuelo and 1, not knowing what the crowd wu:
about, went to the ashram and rang the bell. A disciple, dressed in a sont
of monk’s costume, opened the door. I asked if it would be possible fur
us (0 see Anrobindo, I.'Id could not have been more surprised. He ox-
plained that po one ever saw Aurobindo and that he lived in compleiv
seclusion except on the day of the darshan, which happened to be the
next day and was the reason for the great crowds in the town.

It would scem now that Consuele and ] should have known all this.
but twenty years ago very few ‘people outside of India knew much abou:
the great Indian sages such as Aurobindo and the Maharshi, T had resd
everything that Aurobindo had written, afthough it had not always been
easy to get his books in Europe or America. But I did not actually know
about his habits as I did about Ramana Maharshi’s, in whom 1 «.us
intensely interested and had taken the greatest pains to find out eveiv-
thing about. I do not wish to attempt a comparison between these twd
sages. Aurobindo was an intellectual and in his early years he had been
in politics. In his later years, in his years of seclusion, he had, I belivs¢,
allowed himseli to be dramatized by the Mother, a Frepchwoman wha
ran the ashram and had an enormous influence on him and who undur-
stood the value of creating the legend around him that he never saw any-
one but her, except at darshan, which he gavg twice a year—Novembar
22nd and March, 22nd.

When I understood that I could not see Aygobindo alone and would
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have to wait till the next day to see him with thousands of other people,
1 asked if we might see President Wilson's daughter Margaret, who was
living in the ashram and whpm Consuelo and I bith knew. She was, of
course, surprised to see us but immediately said she could arrange for
us to go to darshan and would also find a place for us to spend the
night, as the ashram and the hotels were already crowded. As we passed
through corridors I had an unpleasant sensation. To me it scemed like
another convent and 1 have always wanted to forget my convent experi-
ences. Women in nunlike costumes were whispering in corners and the
whote place had a deadly atmosphere as well as @ theatrical one. This
was not surprising, as the Mother, who was the supreme influence there,
.had been on the stage in France. She had eviflently not lost her sense of
theatre over the years.

I asked Margaret Wilson if she was happy. She said she was and that
not for anything would she want to leave the ashram. She said she hoped
1o die there and only a few years later she got her wish,

That night Margaret arranged for us to stay in the house of a French
lady—-. Malame Yvonne Gaebelé. Darshan was to be at five o’clock in
the moming. Madame Gaebelé graciously served us tea and cakes at
three o'clock in the moming and around four we went to the ashram with
our garlands and fell into line with the many pedple who had been hoid-
ing their places all night, Madame Gacbelé was well knpwn at the ashram
and because of her and Margaret Wilson we were allowed to go almost
to the front of the line. There was great tension and an extraordinary
slence as everyone waited for Aurobindo to appear and take his ptace
on a huge chair on a high platform. EverYthing was in readiness when
suddenly a disciple appeared and made the astounding announcement
that Aurobindo would not give darshan. He explained that Aurobindo
had sprained his ankle and was 1n too much pain to give it. He said the
Mother would give darshan in his place. I could hardly believe my ears.
Thousands of poor people who had traveled hundreds of miles. many
of whom had been journeying for months, were to be disapponted be-
cause of a sprained ankle. There was a hush. and s wave of depression
ran through the crowd that was almost staggering. Many people wept,
but I was angry. “If a spiritual leader can disappuoint so many people how
can one find fault with a government leader or a politician?” 1 asked
out loud—but no one angwered me.

The Mother appeared and mountcd the platform. Made up withio an
inch of her life, her lips scardet and her hair brightly dyed, she wore a
trailing chiffon dress, and as she took her place on the chair I wondered
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if anyone in that crowd could experience darshan. But we all filed pag
her, placing our garlands at her feet. I felt like a first-class hypocrite,
Some years later Vinoent Sheean told me that when he was in the simily
position before the Mother she had slyly winked at him, 1 was glad o
hear this. It at least made me fee! better to know she had some humor.
But strangely enough, opinions differ. Consuelo was impressed by the
Mother and by the whole place. She wanted to stay there. I, however,
said good-by to Margaret, and sadly enough it was really a last good-by.
As I left the ashram I wondered how such a great man as Aurobindo
could have allowed himself to be so exploited. He is now decad, but the
Mother still carries on'in the ashram even though the Light has gonc ou:,



Forty-Four

I left Pondicherry and spiritually turned my heart toward Tiru-
vannamalai where the Maharshi lived. To get there, however, [ had to
return to Madris. On my way 10 Madras 1 had @ amusing experience,
This particule Jay I traveled third class in order # study the native
types, but the only occupants of the coach besides myself were an old
Indian {wearing a loincloth) and a well-dressed young Indian barrister.
Presently the conductor appeared and began to talk very excitedly to me
in the language of southern India—Tamil. I shrugged*my shoulders and
said in English that 1 did not understand Tamil. at the same time dis-
plaving my ticket and muking signs that 1 hoped there was nothing
wrong with it. The old mun leaned forward and, in the mo<t scholarly
Fnghish, asked if he might transtute for me and explain what the con-
ductor was saying. 1 was delighted ind asked if anvthing was wrong with
the ticket. *It is not your tuchet he 1s ashing about He is asking if you
believe in the unity of the Divine and the individual soul.™

Not a little staggered by this question, [ tricd, however, to appear as
though such aminquiry from a railroad conductor was the most natural
in the world. 1 then replicd that T was of the opinion that there is no
teparation between the Mivine Source and the individ il soul My
imerpreler conveyed my sentuments to the conductor L fo beamed at me
and nodded and bowed, malzing me understand that he, too, held these
same views. He thea mumbled something and rushed off into the other
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coach. “He says he is going to colléct the tickets,” the loinclothed one
remarked, “but he w.i‘].l soon return for further conversation.” He not
only returned, but he settled himself down fiext to me, peering into ney
face, and until I reached my destination we four discussed the Ved.s
the old man translating from time to time to the conductor.

In Madras I hired a car and, so anxious was I to arrive in Tiruvys.
namalai that I did not go to bed and traveled by night, arriving abous
seven o'clock in the morning after driving almost eleven hours, 1 w..
very tired as I got out of the car in a small square in front of the temnle.
The driver explained ¢hat he could take me no further as there was n)
road up the hill where Bhagavan could be found. 1 learned then to (i
the Maharshi “Bhagavan,” which means Lord and is a title by which he
was always addressed. A religious ceremony was in progress, and men
wearting bright-colored turbans and women in their festive saris wese
already surging into the square, carrying garlands of flowers and imaves
of Siva. I did not linger to watch them, but turned toward the hill of
Arunachala and hurried in the hot sun along the dust-covered roud
the abode about two miles from the town where the Sage dwelt. As | 1
those two miles up the hill, deeply within mysell 1 knew that T wes
running toward the greatest experience of my life. I was no longer tited
and ] was unaware of ¥ie distance and of the heat of the sun on m, v
covered head. I rafl the whole way and when I reached the ashram 1 w.s
not even out of breath.

Though only 2,682 feet high, Arunachala dominates the landscape
It looks as though a giant hand had quietly opened and dropped 1 v
place. From the south side of the ashram it is just a symmetrical hull v
two almost equal foothills, one on either side. But its aspect change- o
the sun moves and the light varies. It has many faces and early n tie
morning a white cloud often drapes what scems to be its brow
reality its summit. ]

The ashram was a small place. I remember only a stone hall wherv ¥
and might Bhagavan sat on a couch. Not far from this hall. scuiizied
around the hill, were small houses where some of the disciples hed
including his brother. I am told that all this has greaty, changed. Ve
the Sage’s great spiritual reputation began to spread, the ashram oW
larger. In my time comparatively few people dourneyed to sce Bhag.van
and only a few Western women had ever begn there. In 1943 Hemrich
Zimmer, the famous authority on Indian sfiritual thought, wrote 4 hook
about the Maharshi called The Way of the Seif for which Jung wrote
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a Preface. In recent years, and especially since his death in 1950, Bhags-
van has become widely known all over the world.

The Sage in Somerset Mgugham’s book The Ruvor's Edge is supposed
to be Ramana Mabharshi. It is possible that this is so as a few weeks be-
fore my visit o the ashram, Somerset Maugham had been there. [ was
told that an English avthor had come to sec Bhagavan and had fainted
when first coming into his presence. T asked his name but they did not
know how to pronounce it. One of the disciples retired and came back
with Somerset Maugham written on a piece of paper. A few years later
I saw Mr. Maugham in New York and inquired 1[ he had actually been
10 see the Maharshi. He said he had, but I did not feel [ should trespass
on a possible spiritual expericnce by asking® if it was true that he had
fainted.

When, dazed and filled with emotion, 1 first entered the hall. I did not
quite know what to do. Coming from strong sunlight into the somewhat
darkened hall, it was, at first, difficult to see. Nevertheless, 1 perceived
Bhagavan at once, sitting in the Buddha posture on his couch in the
cornci. A <he same moment 1 felt overcome by some strong power in
the hall as if an invisible wind was pushing violenily against me. For a
moment I felt dizzy. Then I recovered myself. To my great surprise 7
<uddenly heard an American voice calling out%o me, “Helle, come n."
b was the vois » ot an American named Guy Haghe. who originally came
{rom Long Beach, California. He told me later that he had been honor-
ahly discharged from the American Navy in the Philippines and had
then worked his way to India. taking up the study of Yoga when he
reuched Bombay. Then he heard about SM Ramana Maharshi and, feel-
ing greatly drawn to him, decided to go to Tiruvannamalai. When [
met him he had already been with the Maharshi for a year, sitting un-
interruptedty day and night in the hall with the Sage.

He rose from where he was sitting against the wall and came toward
me. taking my hand and leading mg back to a place beside him against
the wall. He did not at first speak to me, allowing me to pull myself
together. I was able to Jook around the hall but my gaze was drawn to
Bhagavan, who was sitting absolutcly straight in the Buddha posture
looking directly in front of him. His eyes did not blink or in any way
move. Because they secemed so full of light [ had the impression they
‘were gray. I learned lateg that they were brown, althous™ there have
been various opinions as o the color of his eyes. Hw body was naked
except for a loincloth. 1 discovered soon after that this and his staff
were absolutely his, only, possessions. His body seemed firm and as if
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tanned by the sun, although I found that the only exercise he ever took
was a twenty-minute walk every afternoon at five o'clock when he
walked on the hill andl sometimes greeted Yogis who came to prostrate
themselves at his feet. The rest of the time, day and night, and for over
half a century, he had been sitting on his couch. He was a strict vege.
tarian, but he only ate what was placed before him and he mever ¢x-
pressed a desire for any kind of food. As he sat there he seemed like 4
statue, and yet something extraordinary emanated from him. I had 4
feeling that on some invisible level 1 was receiving spiritual shocks
from him afthough his gaze was not directed toward me, He did not seem
to be looking at anything, and yet I feit he could see and was conscious
of the whole world.

“Bhagavan is in samadhi,” Guy Hague said.

Samadhi is a very difficult state to explain. In fact I do not think any-
one has ever explained it. Doctors have tried to analyze it from a medicat
and physical point of view, and have failed. I have heard it described as
“a state of spiritual ecstasy in which consciousness leaves the body.” But
this i5 not the whole phenomenon, as the breath stops and so does the
beating of the heart. But it is not a form of trance as in the trance state
both of these continue. It is claimed that samadhi is a state attained only
by highly enlightened people—people who have reached Spiritual flumi-
nation. It is a state,where the spirit temporarily leaves the body and goes
into one of bliss. All the Enlightened Ones who have attained samadhi
describe it as Bliss. In the last century the great saint Ramakrishna
often went into samadhi. The Maharshi would go into it for hours at a
time, and often Tar days. Whea I arrived at the ashram he had already
been in it seven hours.

I looked around. Squatting on the floor or sitting in the Buddha
posture or lying prostrate face down, a number of Indians prayed—
some of them reciting their mantras out loud. Several small monkeys
came into the hall and approached Bhagavan. They climbed onto his
couch and broke the stillness with their gay chatter. He loved animais
and any kind was respected and welcomed by him in the ashram. They
were treated as the equals of humans and always addressed by their
names. Sick animals were brought to Bhagavan and kept by him on his
couch or on the floor beside him until they were well! Many animals
had died in his arms. When I was there he had a much-beloved cow
who wandered in and out of the hall, and often lay down beside him
and licked his hand. He loved to tell storias about the goodness of ani-
mals. He was very fond, too, of snakes and many came into the ball 10
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pay their respects. He always had a little milk for them. It was remark-
able that none of the animals ever fought or attacked each other.

The story of the Bhagav‘a.m is a simple but unique one. Born into a
poor Brabmin family of South India, at the age of seventeen he asked
himself “Who am I?” He said, “I am not this changing body, nor am 1
these passing thoughts.” Then he tried to imagine death. He stretched
out and so vividly visualized himself dead that his body became cold
and lifeless. This convinced him that the body was not he, but only a
cloak that would be cast off at death. He decided that the goal of every
life should be to find the Self and that nothing else was important. He
had heard of the sacred hill of Arunachala and hid long been attracted
to it. He decided to go there and start the guest for the Self. He first
went to the temple in Tiruvannamalai. There he meditated for several
months with such spiritual absorption that the temple priest began to
wonder about him. But people, sensing his holiness, became his devotees,
Feeling that he was attracting too much attention in the temple, he left
it and one night wound his way up the hill of Arunachala. At this early
time b wok up his abode in a cave and, until his death fifty-four years
later, he never lcft the hill. Devotees found him and asked lus help and
guidance, Out of compassion he allowed them to live near him and
from then until his death he allowed anyone—poor and rich, great and
humble—to come freely 1o sce him. He himsel$, through the quest of
the Self, found Enlightenment, living out his long Yife in the egoless
state but subject, nevertheless, to all the conditions bf human pain and
sickness. Bhagavan was usked many times about his egoless state. He
explained it and said, “The Gnani (the Fulightened) continually enjoys
uninterrupted, transcendental experience, keeping his inner atiention al-
ways on the Source, in spite of the apparens existence of the ego, which
the ignorant imagine to be real. This apparent ego is harmless; it is ke
the skeleton of 2 burnt rope—though it has form, it is of no use to tie
anything with.”

After 1 had been sitting several hours in the hall listening to the
mantras of the Indians and the incessant droning of flies, and lost in &
sort of inner world, Guy Hague suggested that I go and sit near the
Maharshi, He said, “You can never tell when Bhagavan will come out
of samadhi. Witen he does, I am sure he will be pleased to see you, and
it will be beneficial for you, at this moment, to be sitting near him.”

I moved near Bhagavad, sitting at his feet and facing ..m. Guy was
right, Not long after this Bhagavan opened his eyes. ﬁe moved his head
and looked directly down at me, his cyes looking into mine, It would
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- be impossible to describe this moment and I am'not going to attempt .
1 can only say that at this second I felt my inner being raised to a ney
level—as if, suddendy, my state of consciqusness was lifted to a mucp,
higher degree. Perhaps in this split second I was no longer my hum:p
self but the Self. Then Bhagavan smiled at me. It seemed to me tha |
had never before known what a smile was. I said, “I have come a long
way to see you.” He said, “I knew you were coming and I have becy
guiding your gteps.” There was a silence. 1 had stupidly brought a picee
of paper on which I had written a number of questions I wanted to 1k
him. I fumbled for it in my pocket, but the questions were already
answered by merely being in his presence. There was no need for ques-
tions or answers. Nevertheless, my dull intellect expressed one.

“Tell me, whom shall I follow—what shall I follow? I have besp
trying to find this out for years by seeking in religions, in philosophies,
in teachers and teachings.” Again there was a silence. After a few min-
utes, which seemed to me a long time, he spoke.

“You are not telling the truth. You are just using words—just t:k-
ing. You know perfectly well whom to foliow. Why do you need me to
confirm it?”

“You mean I should follow my inner self?” I asked.

“I don’t know anything about your inner self. You should follow the
Self. There is notfing ‘or no one else to follow.”

I asked again, ““What about religions, teachers, gurus?”

“If they can hélp in the quest of the Self. But can they help? Can
religion, which teaches you to look outside yourself, which promr. s
heaven and a reward outsidetyourself, can this help you? It is orly hy
diving deep into the Spiritual Heart that one can find the Sclf.” He
placed his right hand on my right breast and continued, “Here lic- 1he
Heart, the Dynamic, Spiritual Heart. 1t is called Hridaya and is locotd
on the right side of the chest and is clearly visible to the inner eye of un
adept on the Spiriiual Path. Through meditation you can learn to find
the Self in the cave of this Heart.”

It is a strange thing but when I was very young, Ignacio Zulwipu
said to me, “All great people function with the heart.” He placc: his
hand over my physical heart and continued, “See, here lies the lwart
Always remember to think with it, to feel with it, and above all. to
judge with it.”

But the Enlightened One raised the counsel to a higher level ne
said, “Find the Self in the real Heart.”

Both, just at the right moment in my life, showed me the Way.
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Bhagavan was not a philosopher and he did not sct himself up as a
teacher, a master or a guru. He made the same statement all through
his life—that there is no usk knowing anything if one does not know
the Seif. He said, “Without knowing the Self, of what avail is it 10 know
anything else? And, knowing the Self, what else remains yet to know?
All ¢lse but the Self is ignorance.” He pointed out a path to Liberation
through the practice of “Self Enquiry” and the question “Who am [?”
If this question is pursued and narrowed down, the questioner will ar-
rive at understanding that there is no “I” because / am not my hands,
my feet, my body, my so-called personality. or aven my brain. 1 am
certainly not my physical sum total, because, when | am dead, where
am 7 Does some success flatter me? 1 must ask the question “Who is
flattered?” Am I sad? [ ask the question “Whe is sad?” By rememberimg
that I am not the doer it 15 possible to understand the illunvion of the
world. Bhagavan gave as an example a bank clerk who handles moncy
daily, but without agitation because he knows it is not /us moency So,
tog, it 7. nat the Real Self that is affected by changes of states or for-
fuirs.,

People said to Bhagavan, 1 would jike to find God.” His answer
wis: “Find the Self first und then you won't have 1o worny abaut Ged.”
And once a r 4n said to him, 1 don’t know “'h.-lh:r to be o Cuthelic
or a Buddhis.. Bhagavan asked him. “What arc yo# now”” The man
answered, *I am a Catholic.” He then said. “Go howe and be a good
Catholic and then you will know whether you should he o Buddhiat or
not.”

Bhagavan pointed out to me that the Real Suif is tineless “But,” he
said, “in spite of ignorance, no man takes seriously the lact of death. He
may see death around him. but he stili does not believe that fe will die.
He believes, or rather, feels, in some strange w.as, thut death 5 pot tor
him. Only when the body is threatened does he fall o swtn fo the fear
ol death. Every man belicves himsdf to be erernal, and this v actually
the truth, This truth asserts itself in spite of man’s fgnoramt beliet that
the body is the Self.”

1 asked him how to pray for other people. He answered, “1f you are
:}biding within the Self, there arc no other people You and I are the
same. When I pray for you I pray for myself and when | pray for my-
selt 1 pray for you, Real prayer is to abule within the §- This §s the
meaning of Tat Twam Asi—l1 Am Thou. There can be no stparation
i the Self. There is no need lor prayer for yoursclt or any persen other
than to abide withinsthe Self.”
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I said, “Bhagavan, you say that I am to take vup the Search for the
Self by Atman Vichara, asking myself the question Who Am I? May
I ask Who Are You®™

Bhagavan answered, “When you know the Sclf, the ‘I “You' ‘He’ and
‘She’ disappear. They merge together in pure Consciousness.”

I uaderstood then that Bhagavan, being egoless, could not speak for
himself in terms of “1” or “We.” His nearest approach 1o a direct answer
was “Pure Consciousness” which to a discriminating mind did not- an-
swer the question, though it could not be answered in any other wasy.
Bhagavan, abiding im the egoless state, was awake only to Truth and
the Real Self. He was aslf,;ep to the world, the appearance of which i
false, being born out of and sustained by ignorance.

Noticing cne time what 1 thought were some cvil-looking priests whe
had come from the temple, I remarked on them to Bhagavan. He suid,
“What do you mean by evil? I do not know the difference between
what you call good and evil. To me they are both the same thing—just
the opposite sides of the coin.” 1 should huave known this. Bhagavan
was, of course, beyond duality. He was beyond love and hatred, beyond
good and evil, and beyond all pairs of opposites.

To write of this expegience with Bhagavan, to secapture and record
all that he said. or alishat his silences implied, is like trying to put the
Infinite into an edz cup. One small chapter cannot in any way do hm
justice or give an impression of his Enlightenment, and I do not thini
that 1 am far enough spiritually advanced-if at all—to try to interpret
his Supreme Knowledge. On ge he had, and still has, a profound influ-
ence. I feel it presumptuous to say he changed my life. My hie wus
perbaps not so important as all this. But T definitely saw lifc differently
after I had been in his presence, a presence that just by merely “beie”
was sufficient spiritual nourishment for a lifetime. It may have buoen
that when I returned from India undiscerning people saw very Inil
change in me. But there was a chafige—a transformation of my vnure
consciousness. And how could it have been otherwise? I had been m
the atmosphere of an egoless, world-detached, and completely Puie
Being,.

1 sat in the hall with Bhagavan three days and three nights. Some-
times he spoke to me, other times he was silent and I did not interrunt
his silence. Often he was in samadhi. I wafited to stay on there with
bim but finally h€ told me that I should go back to America. He sad,
“There will be what will be called a ‘war,’ but which, in reality, wifl he
a great world revolution. Every country and every person will be toych'-'d
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by it. You must return to America. Your destiny is not in India at this
time.”

Before leaving the Ashram, Bhagavan gave messome verses he had
selected from the Yoga Vasishta. He said they contained the essence
for the Path of a Pure Life.

Steady in the state of fullness which shines when all desires are
given up, and peaceful in the state of freedom in life, act playfuily
in the world, O Bhagava!

Inwardly free from ail desires, dispassionate and detuched, but out-
wardly active in all directions. act playfully’ in the world, O
Bhagava!

Free from egoism, with mind detached av in sleep. pure like the
sky, ever untainted, act playfully in the world, O Bhagava!

Conducting yoursell nobly with kindly tenderness. outwardly con.
forming to conventions but inwardly renouncing Ll et plas fully
in tie world, O Bhagava!

Quite unattached at heart but for all appearance acting as with
attachment, inwardly cool but outwardly ful} of fervour, act play-
fully in the -vo:id, O Bhagava!

I sorrowfully said furcwell to Bhagavan. As 1 was leaving he said,
“You will return here again” 1 wonder. Since tus phisical precence has
gone 1 wonder if 1 shall. Yet often I teel the pull of Arunachala as
though it were drawing me back. 1 feol the pull of that Sacred Hil of
which he was so much a part, and where his mortal body hes buried.

Guy walked with me down the hill nto the town. We went to the
temple and saw the spot where Bhagavan had hrst attumed samadhi
Then 1 went by car to see the beautitul temple in Madura. ~toppimg on
the way to see other temples 1n seuthern Indin. From Madura 1 went to
Ceylon, stopping first at Colembo. 1 went. of course, w0 Kandy and to a
number of places and temples throughout the 1sland sacred to Buoddhists.
In Anuradhapura 1 had a deeply spiritual experience. b sat beneath the
sacred Pipal or Bo-Tree under which Buddha often sat and preached his
scrmons. It was’tran.xplzmtcd from Buddh Gava. in India. 10 Anuradha-
pura by the Princess Sanghumitta around 288 n.c. i is 1> oldest his-
torical tree existing, To me it was more than o tree It was ghe living
essence of Buddha himsell. &t had sheltered the Tathagata and surely
drunk into its very roots the Supreme Holiness of the Blessed QOne. 1
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-touched its trunk and leaves and felt purified. -And I sat beneath its
shade and meditated.

While visiting a Buddhist monastery, a_monk asked me if I came
from America. When I told him that I did he said there was a monk in
the monastery who was an American, but that, unfortunately, she was
in India on the road with the begging bowl. In Buddhist monasteries no
distinction is made between men and women. They both wear the yel-
low robe, shave their heads, are considered monks and are known only
by the name they take when they enter the order. When I inquired ‘this
monk’s name, he said he would go and look it up in the book, He came
back with it written Jh a slip of paper. It was Constant Lounsbery. This
was a great surprise to meas | had been looking for Constant Lounsbery
since Rita’s death in 1929. I had wanted to thank her for the very touch-
ing piece she had written about Rita then in the Paris Herald Tribune.
I left a note for her there in Ceylon.

And there in Ceylon I received word from Gandhi that he would
see me. | had written him before coming to India, but his answer had
followed me around from one place to another and now, sadly enough,
I did not have the moncy or the energy to retrace my steps and go north
to him. Besides T {clt that having seen the Maharshi, my cup was alrcady
filled and. in a sense, brimming over, 1 wired nfy regrets, thinking |
would see him thv; nex! time I went to India. Alas. Had I known I surely
would have made the cifort.

Consuelo was fthere in Ceylon with me. Together we sailed on the
S.8. Victoria from Colombo, the same ship we had arrived in India on
Two days later i stopped ineBombay. Consuelo couldn't make up her
mind whether or not to get off and stay on in India a few weeks longe:
At the last minute she got off and I sailed alone back to Europe.

Before leaving the ashram 1 wrote down several questions for Guy
ask Bhagavan that I had not had a chance to ask mysclf. | had beer
bothered by the fact that so many saints and enlightencd people had be-
ill and suffering physically. I asked, should they not have perfect bodie-
and why do they not cure themselves? In Europe 1 got a fetter from Gio
saying he had discussed my question with Bhagavan. He wrote, “Bhag.
van told me to tell you that the spiritually perfect person need not neces
sarily have a perfect body. The reason, as he explained if, is very simpiv.
You e, the cgo, the body and the mind are lhc same thing. The spinitu
ally perfect persqn, like Bhagavan, is above' thesc three things, Conse
quently he has no body to heal, neither a mind—or cgo~—to heat it with
He is beyond all this because it is illusion, He js living in Reality. Chri-
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tian Scientists can take the mind and heal the body—for they are the same
thing. American Indians heal, too, in this manner. It is faith healing,
But if the spiritually perfect person is sick in body i*%s because the body
is working out its Karma. Bhagavan gave an illustration of Karma,
which he says is like an electric fan and must just run its course, only
gradually ceasing even after it has been turned ofl. He says the mind is
born into illusion and builds a body and u world to suit jt—that is, a
world that it has earned and deserves (by its Karma). Bhagavan, know-
ing the body and the mind to be illusion, cannot experience anv bodily
ailment or discomfort. We make him suffer pain, Igss of weight, etc. It
is in our minds not his. He is bodiiess, actually is, though you and I
cannot realize this as a fact.”

In another letter Guy answered my questions, which led to others.
He wrote down my questions and Bhagavan's unswers.

Question: s reincarnation a fuct?

Bhayuvan: You are incarnaled now, arcn’t you? Then vou will be
so again. But as the body is iltuvion then the Hlusien
will repeat itself and keep on repeating itself until you
find tha Reai Self.

Question: What is death and what 1< birth?

Bhagavan: Only the body has death and birth, and it [the body]
is illusion. There is, in Reality, neither birth nor death.

Question: How much tme may clapse ®etween death and rebinth?

Bhagavan: Perhaps one is reborn within a vear. three vears or
thousands of years. Who can say? Anyway what is
time? Time does not exist.

Question:  Why have we no memory of past ives?

Bhagavan: Mcmory is a focuity of the mind and part of the illu-
sion. Why do you want to remember other lives that
are also illusions? 1f you alude within the Seif. there
is no past or future and not even o present since the
Scif is out of time—timeless.

Question: Are the world, the mind. ego and the body all he same
thing?

Bhagavan: Yes. They are 8nc and the same thing. The mind and
the egq are pne thing, but there is no word to explua
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Bhagavan:

Question:

Bhagavan:
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Bhagavan:

Question:
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Bhagavan:
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Bhagavan:
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Bhagavan:

Question:

Bhagavan:

Question:

this. You see, the world cannct exist without the
mind, the mind cannot exist without what we call the
ego [imelf, really] and the ego cannot exist without a
body.

Then when we leave this body, that is when the ego
leaves it, will it [the ego] immediately grasp another
body?

Oh, yes, it must. It cannot exist without a body.
What sort of a body will it grasp then?

Either a phvsical body or a subtle-mental-body.

Do you call this present physical body the gross body?

Only to distinguish it—to set it apart in conversation,
It is really a subtle-mental-body also.

What causes us to be reborn?

Desires. Your unfulfilled desires bring you back. And
in each case—in each body—as your desires are ful-
filled, you create new ones. You must conquer desire
to be abs8rbed into the One and thus end rebirth.

Cah sex change in rebirth?
Oh,.surely. We have all been both scxes many times,
Is it possible tg sin?

Having & body, which creates illusion, is the only sin,
and the body is our only hell. But it is right that we
observe moral laws. The discussion of sin is too difficult
for a few lines.

Does one who has realized the Self lose the sense of
lII"?

Absolutely.

Then to you there is no difference betweeg yourself anc
myself, that man over there, my servant, are all the °
same?

Al are the same, including thdse monkeys.
But the monkeys are not people, Are they not different?
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Bhagavan: They are cxactly the same as people. All creatures are
the same in One Conscxouv.ness

Question: Do we lose o individuality when We merge into-the
Self?

Bhagavan: There is no individuality in the Self. The Self is One—
Supreme.

Question: Then individuality and identity are lost?
Bhagavan: You don’t retain them in decp slecp, do you?

Question: But we retain them from une birth' to another, don’t
we?

Bhagavan: Oh, yes. The “I” thought [the cgo] will recur again,
only each time you identify with it a different body and
different surroundings around the body The effects of
past acts [Karma| wilt continue to control the new body
just as they did the old one. It 15 Karma that has given
yru this particular body and placed it in a particular
fauuly, race, sex, surroundings and so {orth,

Bhagavan added ‘' These questions are good, but teil de Acosia {he
atways called ma de Acosta] she must not become* too 1ntellecmal about
these things. It is better just to meditaic and have no thought. Let the
mind rest guietly on the Self in the cave of the Sputual Heart. Soon
this will become natural and then there wil! be no need for questions.
Do not imagine that this means being inazuve. Sience 1s the only real
activity.” Then Guy added, “Bhagavan says 1o tell you that he sends
you his blessings.”

This message greatly comforted me.,

On my way back to Europe my boat stopped at Port Said. 1 landed
there and motored across the desert 1o Cairo where 1 stayed three days
and then caught the ship agair when it docked at Alexandria.

In Cairo I stayed at the old famous Shepheard’s Hotel. 1 spent one
day in the museum sceing the Tut-Ankb-Amon collection, and the
second day I rode out by camel to see the Sphinx and the Great Pyra-
mid. When I reAched the Pyramid it was nearly sunset. There was no
one around except my own dragoman and one or two Ar “s sleeping
against their kneeling camels. 1 decided to climb to thc top of the Pyra-
mid. Although it towered above me, tapering off into the sky, and
looked terribly high, I did not realize how high it was until T started



302 / Here Lies the Heaort

climbing. I started out briskly but after a certain distance I grew tired
and my pace slackened. The steps of the Pyramid are very narrow ang
eroded, but T was determined to reach the top. Thoroughly exhausted, |
finally did. The sun had already gone down. I turned and looked down
the steep and awesome slope of the Pyramid. Suddenly I was overcome
by the most frightful vertigo. My head swam and I feit that I was goin;
to plunge to my death. I crouched on the narrow steps and clung to the
top of the Pyramid so fiercely that my nails broke against the stone and
my fingers bled. I could not bring myself to look down again. An ago-
nizing fear took hold of me. I felt cold sweat pouring over my face, neck,
and back. I became' hysterical. What was I to do? I knew if I let go |
would fall, but I also kmew 1 could not hold on much longer. 1 closcgd
my eyes. I remembered what the Maharshi said—to dive deep into the
Spiritual Heart. 1 summoned every faculty and all power within me and
concentrated on the Heart. Suddenly I saw it, like a great light, in my
mind's eye. In the center [ saw the Maharshi's face smiling at me. In-
stantly I felt caim. I turned and looked down. Far below I saw a mun
waving at me. I loosened one hand and held it cver my head, then |
waved back. The man began calling someone else. Another man tan
to him. Swiftly they began to climb. They climbed expertly and fast but
it seemed hours to mea Probably it took them alfout thirty-five minutes
to reach me. Ong mat had a rope. He tied it around my waist and gentiy
stroked my face. He mumbled some words that I could not understand,
but 1 knew they were kind words to encourage me. Between them. ca.h
one holding the rope as though we were mountain climbing, we bepun
to descend. Eventually we roached the bottom safely.

Some time after this I was told by an enlightened person that climh-
ing the Great Pyramid was considered in ancient Egypt one of the “fear
tests” which students had to pass in order to be initiated into the preat
religious mysteries. Aspirants were required to climb to the very top ol
the Pyramid, and if on reaching the top of it he or she could conyuer
fear, this particular test was won.
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Back in Hollywood from India in the Spring of 1939, 1 felt
very changed. All my yalues were different. | wondered why 1 had ever
let Hollywood “yet me down” or why I had ever qaredsswhether 1 made
a success in the studios or not. I rented a house near th2 sea with lemon
trees around it. The blossoms were in full bloom when 1 moved in, and
i can recall their fragrance distinctly. It was a new house and ne one
had ever lived in it. I was glad of this. The only trouble was that gt was
too large for just Anna, Chotzie and me.” Bambina hud died when 1
was in India. When Anna broke this news 10 me [ was greatly saddened.
She was eighteen years old, but [ had hoped she would hve until my
return, I kept her basket, her blanket. and her tovs (n my room and 1
would not let Anna take them awayv. Then a strange thing happened. 1
was motoring home one evening in guite o heavy tog. and suddenly saw
something gray running just a little in front of my car. 1 slowed up,
thinking it was a rabbit. Then it disappeared 1 stopped. fearing I would
run over jt. In the fog 1 could just dimly sec the side of the road. 1
opened the door, Something darted in and jumped onto my lap. and
that “something” began madly licking my face. I put on the lights and
saw it was a puppy Bedlinfgon terrier, a female, and exac”, the same
coloring as Bambina. Of cqurse I took her home with me, and when 1
opened the door of the hous® she rushed upstairs and ran directly to
Bambina's basket and got jnto it. 1 called Anna and when she saw her,

303
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she cried, “She’s a small Bambina!” To me she was not only a small
Bambiha but she was Bambina, This puppy had all her habits. Bambing
loved ‘bananas. This dog ate one as soon &s 1 gave it to her. Bambina
also liked brandy, which is very unusual for a dog. This puppy lapped
it up greedily. She was at home in Bambina’s basket, played with her
toys, and obeyed me just as Bambina had done. 1 called her Scampi and
strangest of all, Chotzie behaved with her as she had with Bambina.

At this same time Greta rentcd a house on North Amalfi Drive just
up the road from me, but across Sunset Boulevard. This boulevard d;-
vided Amalfi Drive sinto North and South. On the same road, down
nearer the sea, Maria and Aldous Huxley had a house. Maria was
Belgian. She was fragile *and charming-looking, quick, intelligent and
responsive. We were friends and T was fond of her. When she died a few
years ago it made me extremely sad. I was fond of Aldous, too, and stilt
am. I have the greatest admiration for his amazing erudition and pro-
digious knowledge and I don't think [ have ever known anyonc who
knows as much, intellectually, as he. No need to have a dicticnary ot
encyclopedia if you live near him! He can answer any question on any
subject and tell you the meaning and origin of any word. Often in those
days we used to go forwalks together just beforeear after sunset. When
I was alone with"Aldeus I used to ask him endless questions on all sorn
of subjects. 1 alfvays felt he knew s0 much that 1 shouldn’t spend u
second with him without digging some rare prece of information out of
him. Added to this, I thought him very attractive.

Not far away, in Santa Manica Canyon, lived Eva Hermaonn. She wi.
a German painter who had been well known in Berlin for her carica-
tures. A lovely and sensitive person, she was a great friend of the Hux-
leys, who introduced me to her. I saw her often those last years n
Hollywood and we have remained warm friends.

On the beach in Santa Monica Anita Loos lived, and next to her the
Albert Lewins—Millie and Allie—had a house, I have known Amin
since the early twenties. No need to describe who she is. She has beva
famous the world over ever since she wrote Gentlemen Prefer Blonde.
1 have always had a great affection for her and an admiration for hur
brains, her quick wit, and her dynamic encrgy—ail wr'lppcd up in het
small, unigue personality.

The kewins Eved in a modern house degigned for them by Neubi.
Like Anita’s, it was right by the sca with’ the beach in front of it. They
always allowed me to use their house to dress in when 1 went swimming



Here Lies the Heart /- 305

People said then that Millie looked like a Renoir, but I thought she was -
far more beautiful.

During the first few weeks J was in my new housc*Anna and 1 goticed
a great many ants. They came into the library in a steady stream through
the long French windows, across the floor, up one side of the mantel,
down on the other, and out of the room through a window on the oppo-
site wall., They marched in strict formation and I was fascinated by the
incessant procession. I was quite convinced that, like exiras in the thea-
tre who are supposed to be marching soldiers and appear on the stage
and then run behind the backdrop to reappear again and give the im-
pression of numbers, the ants were Joing the samé thing, putting on a
show for me.

The owner of the house came over one day and when she saw the
ants, she said she would send an exterminator 10 do away with then:.
My bload ran cold at the thought of killing my little marching friends.
I hastily told her not to bother, that I would get rid of them. She de-
parted, saving she would come buck in a weck, and if my method hadn't
worked she woutd try hers. After she left I turned over in my mind what
my “method™ could be. Knowing that ants are very intelhigent, I hit on
a plan. 1 closed the door of the room and sat down in front of the man-
tel. 1 first made mvsdlf inwardly guiel and did some slow breathing
exercises. Then 1 dove deep into the Spiritual Hlart gnd tried to con-
tact the Self. Then [ called on ali the Enlightened Ones. 1 asked their
help. Then I spoke out loud to the ants. T spoke slowly, distinctly, and
softly. 1 told them that they were n great danger and would surely be
killed if they did not go away. After savingall this. I bpgan saying over
and over again, “Plecase leave the house,” as though 1 were chanting or
repeating a mantram. Afier about fifteen minutes the line of ants turned
and began marching toward the window through which it had entered.
When I had scen the last one disappear. 1 calied Anna and explained
what had happened. We never had apother ant m the house.

One day a remarkably hand;ome yeung man, Ronme Eliot, brought
Ona Munsoo out to my house. They wanted to hear about my experi-
ences in India. 1 had not scen Ona since I had met her at Lubitsch’s
house with Greta. This meeting made us great fnends. Alter this she
came often to my house, and as she was living in Hollywood and loved
to come down to the sea, she often came to spend the nigh when she
was shooting at Republic Studios in San Fernando \'all;y.

That spring and summer of 1939 was a happy tune. I, like most
people, did not foresee the impending war and for me personally it was
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" & happy time because Greta was happy. Never since I had known her
had she been in such good spirits. She had begun shooting the first gay
picture she had ever done, Ninotchka; apd Lubitsch was directing i1
“The first time I have had a great director since I am in Hollywood,”
she said.

Greta was a changed person. She used to come for me as usual after
shooting, and we walked in the hills. At least I walked, but she more
often ran and danced. She laughed constantly and she used to repcat
the question “Why?" as she did in the picture. She would imitate I.u-
bitsch’s accent and ask over and over again “Vhy? Vhy?” She acted out
scenes for me from the picture, and some days she would really b
Ninotchka. It was fascineting toc see how by playing a gay role rather
than a sad one her whole personality changed.

The studio ran an advance ad before the picture was released. It read.
GARBO LAUGHS. When I saw this it made me sad. It made me sad
to think that all the years she had been in Hollywood she had never
been permitted to laugh in a picture, and that the fact of her laughing
should be so featured and considered remarkable. I felt the studio had
kept her in a strait jacket, and I knew only too well the tragic effect it
had bad on her health.

Late in the summer*after she had finished shooting, I took her up 10
Gaylord Hauserds house high up in the hills back of Beverly Hills it
was a very nice house with a beautiful view, a swimming pool, and a
badminton court. Gaylord and Frey Brown, who lived with him. are
both very good-looking men and [ liked them, and I was sure Greta
would. At first she did not want to meet them but I tempted her to ther
house by saying they would have a wonderful vegetable meal for us.
Greta and I were confirmed vegetarians by this time and Gaylord h.d
promised he would have a vegetable tunch for us. He kept his word We
had a delicious lunch served charmingly on the terrace, and afterwards
swam in the pool and played badminton.

Shortly after this the four of us took a trip to Reno, Nevadu W
motored across the desert, stopping at various places on the way. The
scenery was magnificent and, of course, the weather was perfect and
full of sunshine. In Reno we went to a big rodeo, which Greta and ! -,I_Id
not like, as we hated to see the steers and calves thrown by the cowbors.
At mght we went to some kind of a gardoling place which was vTy
tame and not dt afl what Greta and 1 had hoped such a place in the
“Wikd West” would be. We drove back to Hollywood over some nouf-
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tain passes in the Sierra Nevada—a breath-taking sight. Gaylord and
Frey are delightful companions and the trip was a great success, -

Iris Tree was in Hollywood,then. She had been thére for some years
and was always a source of amusement to me. When I was in my former
house, before going to India, she was living in a trailer. She came one
day and asked me if she couid have a bath in my house. To my surprise
she got into the tub with her underclothes on and washed herseif and
them at the same time. Afterwards she went out into the garden and
stretched out in the sun to dry herself and her clothes. She said, “It’s so
much simpler to wash and dry yourself and your glothes at the same
time.”

“When I had the house on Amalfi Drive side was living in a Lttle
shack on the beach near Malibu. 1 went to see her and found an old
car was at the door. Iris told me she was leaving in half an hour to go
to Ojai, adding calmly, “I am giving up this house and taking every-
thing with me except the furniture.” I looked around. Nothing was
packed and I saw no sign of bexes or valises. She caught my thought,
“Don't werry. I'il be ready.” she said, and proceeded to spread out a
huge sheet on the floor. She went to the cupboard und gathered up her
dresses and clothes and threw them onto the sheet. Then she took all
the spoons, knives, forks, cups, dishes and pans from the kichen and
tossed them ont¢: her clothes. Finally she picked up alj the remaining
things: sponge, tocthbrush, books, magazines, ashtrays, and put them
on top of everything else. This was all done in a very few minutes. Tying
up the four corners of the sheet 1ogether she carried the bundle out to
the car. “See what a quick packer I am!™ ste said, in her soft beautiful
voice. I could not contradict the statement.

Ganna Walska, celebrated as a singer and for her beauty, had bought
a lovely house in Santa Barbara during this period. She is Polish by
origin, but is now four times more American than most Americans,
having had four American husbands, One of them was the famous
millionaire, Harold McCormick {rom Chicago, who was a backer for the
Chicago Opera Company. She owns the Champs-Elysces Theatre in Pans
which, among other things, he bought for her. Harold was a friend of
Abram’s. I thought him kind and liked him because he gave no evidence
of his vast wealth.*

} met Ganna some years ago in Paris when Eva and v re there
with my Jehanne d’ Arc. She g'avc a large lunch for us in per house, but
aficr walking round the block sgveral times, we ended by not going 10
it. We saw so many people arriving and they all looked so dressy and
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grand that we just twned and fled. I was afraid Ganna would never
forgive me, but when T met her some years later she never mentioned
it. We. have a numbder of interests in common—among them, Eastern
religions. At this particular time she had a friend of mine, Theos Ber-
nard, staying with her.

Theos was a young American lawyer from Arizona. He was blond,
blue-eyed, and handsome and he looked like an athlete. But this was
far from what he actually was. He was spiritually connected with the
East and had remarkable knowledge in Eastern teachings and Yoga,
He was an exponent of Hatha Yoga and could take the postures, per-
form purification practices and breathing exercises, as well as any Yogi.

In Tibet he met the DAlai Lama at a time when this was a rare uc-
complishment for anyone. Tragically enough, after the war he went to
India and returned again to Tibet. He was killed there in some mysteri-
ous way, the details of which are conflicting.

I had another friend by the name of Bob Abbot who had a beautiful
ranch on the Mojave Desert just outside of Victorville. Bob was tall,
handsome, and full of fun. I often went out to the desert to stay with
him and 1 felt absolutely at home there. It is strange, but sometimes.
maybe only once in a lifetime, you find a place which you feel is pan
of you—which helongs to you and where you belong. 1 felt like this on
Bob’s place in thz desert. There was nothing grand about it except the
desert itself and the range of mountains in the distance, and perhapsy
the swimming pool. That was unique. It was certainiy as long as a ciy
block and nearly as wide. The water that poured into it came from a
mountain stream, and its temperature could be regulated. Swimming in
it right there in the heart of the desert in moonlight or full sunlight was
an expericnce.

The ranch house was simple but furnished with taste. I had a room
which Bob zlways kept for me, with the bed placed so that I could see
the rising sun over the desert. Bob.owned a great deal of land on which
he raised aifaifa.

There were cows on the ranch and also an aviary, where Bob raised
canaries. Of course, there were horses and I used to ride off every day
inta the desert. One day as I was riding at a leisurely pace, I passed an
old Indian on foot. We greeted each other and I was conscious that he
gazed into my eyes in a most penetrating way. He stopped and 1 Pull?fi
up my horse. “Po you know that you are a water-finder?” he asked. {
never make a mistake. When I look imo a person's eyes I can tell
Would you like me to prove that you can find water?” Of course said
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yes. He led me to a grove of Tamarisk trees and cut off a branch that'
looked like a fork and gave it to me to hold, with the two points of the
fork pointing downward. “Follow me,” he said. “1* know where, water
is on every inch of this area of the desert. We will see what happeos
when you come to a place where it is.” We walked solemnly, I with the
branch bent low over the ground, and the old boy leading my horse,
Suddenly, after about haif an hour, the branch twisted and tumed in
my hand, and bent under me with such force that [ fell to my knees.
The Indian cried out, “f knew it, here is water!” We tried it again
further on and again I was pulied to my knces and again he cried,
“Here is water.” There was no doubt that I was a “water-finder.”

Other curious things happened on the deser.. One evening, in the dusk,
I was taking a walk and came upon a coiled rattlesnake just in fromt
of my feet. I stopped dead, the toes of my sandals not an inch away
from him. As hc reared his head I quickly bent over him. I was not at
atl frightened and said sofdy, “Hello, old boy. How are you?" He sank
down and T passed around him. I will never forgive myself for teliing a
cowhoy my experience. He rushed for a flashlight and a gun. I heard a
shot and he returned with the dead snake over the muzzle of his gun. 1
felt like an accomplice in a crime.

One time 1 ook Greta to the ranch with me: Bob was away and he
said we could stay there as long as we wanted 10."When we reached the
desert a sandstorm came up. The blowing sand was so dense and sharp
that we had to stop the car and get down on the fioor with handker-
chiefs over our mouths, and the rug over our heads. When the storm
passed we found that the sand had taken ¢very bit of paint off the car.
Our hair, ears, and clothes were full of sand and our skin was horribly
dry. 1 had wanted to give Greta a holiday, but it certainly started off
badly. The desert can be friend or foe.

One day I got a call from Gabriel Pascal in New York. He was broke
and said that the Sherry Netherianus Hotel where he was staving would
not let him leave with his tuggage until he paid his bill. He said he had
a ticket for California and the possibility of a job there, and he asked if
he could stay with me as obviously he could not afford a hotel. 1, of
course, said yes, and he arrived the next day with a brief case in his
hand and his shaving brush and toothbrush in his pocket. He said that
m a few days he would be able to raise the morney to po the Sherry
Netherlands and have his things sent on, but that until je got his clothes
he did not want anyone to know he was in Hollywood, except Greer
Garson, He added that he was madly in love with Miss Garson and
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‘wanted to marry her. As Gaby always insulted people he was generally
in hot water. Eventually his clothes did arrive and he went to Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer whtre he had hoped to,get a job as a producer,
Nevertheless, he promptly insulted Louis B. Mayer and lost any chance
of a job. After that he decided to return to London and film another
Shaw play,

Before he went he asked me if he could charge some things to me,
He wanted to bring a picnic basket to Miss Garson’s house and said
he intended to ask her to marry him. He went to the vilflage and returned
with several dozen red roses and a huge basket in which he had fiuu,
vegetables, and a turkey "1 will pay you for all these things when |
get some money,” he said childishly. I put my arms around him and
laughed. “Tell that to tne birdies,” I said. Then 1 added, “You can
consider all these things, especially the turkey, as a wedding present.”
He went upstairs, came down with his hair brushed and shining with
brilliantine, and gathered up the flowers and the basket. Miss Garson
was then living with her mother and Gaby said, “I am not frightened of
Greer but I am of her mother.”

As he drove off, looking very nervous, 1 called after him, “If the
mother throws you out of the window when you propose to Greer,
be sure to bring back ¢he flowers and the food.' We'll have a picnic
here.”

Within a couple of hours the poor, sweet man returned, looking very
glum and depresséd without the flowers or the basket. “Greer won't
marry me,"” he said.

I opened a bottle of champagne and wished him better luck next
time, which indeed he had. Not long after this he was consoled. He
married Valeric Hidveghy, a beautiful Hungarian actress.



Forty-Six

At the end of the summer of 1939 I moved to «nother smali
Fouse belonging to Elissa Landi’s brother. It was hteh up on u hill on
Napoli Drive with the garage at the bottem add yoy, had to walk up
sixty-seven steps to the front door. I used to po dowp those steps day
and night and up them two steps at a time. [ had a laree bedroom with
a porch off it and I could sce from my window the mountains on one
side and the sea on the other. At night the mighuingales sang so loudly
in the trees outside my window thar I kept hittle pebbles 10 throw at
them when they got too boisterous.

Nazimova had come to Hollywood and was living in onc of the
bungalows of the Garden of Allah Hotel. This hotel had originaily been
her own home and she catled it then the Garden of Alla. When she sold
it bungalows were built in the garden around the swimming pool Alla
had designed. It was a sad thing for her to have to Ine there in a small
bungatow in the garden of her own hause. When I moved to Napoli
Drive she came out and helped me arrange my furmture. b remember
how remarkably agile she was at lifting things.

Gladys Coopér lived in a house ju~t across the road. and by <ome
kind of strange acoustic effect 1 could hear her voice dis' 1y when !
was in bed and she was in her garden. She had chigkens awd Welh
corgi dogs and sometimes 'asn:arly as six or seven in the mormny she
would be out there feeding and talking to them. No matter how guietly

31!
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she talked it sounded as though she were right there beside me. 1 had
met Gladys with Ivor Novello in London many years before and had
thought her remarka%ly beautiful, as everyore did. To then be thousands
of miles away from London, in bed in a little house on the Pacific
Palisades in California, and suddenly hear her most individual and
attractive voice right beside me, and sometimes even waking me up,
was indeed weird. [ was too shy to tell her about it, but ¥ wrote Ivor
in London and Yold him. All the years 1 was in that house, until |
left it in 1944, I heard Gladys’ voice beside me every morning.

In September 193>, when war was declared in Europe, 1 was in
a desperate state of mind. I cursed myself for not having stayed in
France or England when 1'came back from India. To be caught again in
America in another war was more than I could bear. I was terrified for
the safety of Baba and Freddie and their two children, and I was terrified,
too, for the safety of all my friends in France and England. Today 1
cannot say that 1 had the “good fortune™ to escape being bombed in
the war because I do not feel like that and [ never did.

Hollywood changed completely during those war years. It suddentv
became flooded with Europeans, refugees who had fled from their
various homelands. Among the first celebrated vnes to arrive were
Igor Stravinsky a#ad bés wife Vera. Igor said, “1 fled from Russia to
France where [ btcame a French citizen. Now I have fled from Frunce
to the United States where I shall become an American citizen. Thi
is my last move, Three countries in one lifetime are enough.”

I was happy t© have them in Hollywood. During those war years [
felt they were my family. I used to go to their house continually, and
often we would sit up late into the night drinking tea and discussine
the news. Igor was like a child. He was excited 1o seec how quickhy
everything grew in Southern California. He is a great lover of birds und
he was always pointing out to me the different ones that flew into the
garden or perched on the trees. His favorite was the hummingbid
Lots of them came for the honeysuckie that grew on his porch.

Many artists swamped Hollywood then who had nothing to do with
films. They came out there cither as rcfugees from Europe or (if they
were Americans) because they could not go to Europe. ¥arious colonies
of all nationalities sprang up—French, German, Austrian, Ialian and
English. hesides its own very special artists-—actors, dircctors, designers.
painters, Yculpto® and musicians. During the period of the war it wits
a fascinating place and a great internationdl center.

One of my favorite refugees at that time was Galka Scheyer. Galka
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was German and because she was Jewish, shie had, fortunately, left
Germany at the beginning of Hitler’s rule. Ste came to Hollywood in
the mid-thirtics and built am extreinely modern hduse high up.in the
hilis oft Sunset Plaza Drive. The house litcrally hung frons a ciifl and
dominated a magnificent view, overlooking ull of Hollywood, Beverly
Hills and Santa Monica. In the distance one could see the sea. Many
people were afraid to go over this road. espeally at might, and would
not .o to sec Galka. [ took Rosc Adler, the famous French book-
binder, over it onc evening and she nearly had a heant attack. Often
when the rains camce and part of 1t was wasnedsaway, | left my car
. and braved it on foot. But Galka hved tht,rc fearlewsly, surrounded by
her collection of modern paintings and ldkmL her daihy bath in a lhitfle
pool partly hidden by bamboo trees, which she shared with the birds.

She was an amazing person. To the casual observer she was physically
monstrous. Her head was too barge and her bady ill-shaped. She dressed
with the most appalling bad taste. She alse murdered the Enchsh
languar: ond spoke with an accent as wrnble as Lubitsel’s. Yet of you
knew the real Gualka vou forgot all this She wias extremely sensitive
to beauty and fought passionately for ot i alt fungs—except her own
penson. But T believe, her lach of taste 1 dresung came from o state
of hopelessnes: about her own looks. Loving heauts as she did. she
suffered from her looks and in a kind of violent and pathenc protest
made herself appear worse than was necessary But, her siiming spint
made up for all this, Many evenings we sat on her terrace with that
fantastic view miles below us and watched the hebts ceme on as far
as we could see, 1alking of att—modern arl for thes was Galka's
passion. When France fell and 1 nearly had o breakdown, owas 1o
Galka 1 went and sobbed nyy heart ouvt—and it was she who comforted
.

In Germany she had been a great foiend of the Blue Four Riders:
Kice, Kandinsky, Feimnger. and Jawlensky. When she came 1o the
United States they made her theit reprosentative She hrought with her
many of their best paintings and had them w her house, She atso had
several fine Picassos, Braques, and a number of vther tirst-class modem
painters,

" The beautiful Negro dancer Kathernme Dustham stayed with Gatka
once for several months, and my friend Consucho Sides swxed with her
the summers of 1940 and J941. Comwucto, Gatha. andsl uqed% moter
some Sundays over te Ojai Yo bear Knshnamarti talk. Other umes 1
went with the Huxlsys., Rrishnamurti Tectured out under the trees as
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'they do in India. These talks were .always exciting as he is dynamic_
in fact, -atomic. As scientists have split the atom on the physical plane,
be has split the cor® of thought on the spisitual plane.

Then Sir Charles and Lady Mend! descended on Hollywood with
their entourage, including Elsie’s lovable companion and secretary,
Hilda West, and her adopted son, Johnnie McMullin, Elsie tried to bring
an atmosphere of Versailles to her house, a rather difficult thing to do
so close to Sunsét Bonlevard. Catherine, Baroness d’Erlanger, opéned
2 night club, which was much more to the point.

All kinds of art cqllections had sprung to life in Hollywood. Edward
G. Robinson, Charles Laughton, and the Maitlands all began their
acquisitions during this period. Of course there was the Arensbery
collection which was started in 1913. This was then one of the greatest
modern collections in the world, comprising eight hundred painting.,
including the famous “Nude Descending the Stairway” by Marcel Du-
champs which caused such a sensation in its day. Mr. and Mrs, Arens-
berg hung this collection in their own house and it covered every inch
of their walls. You found a masterpiece in the kitchen or a bathroom
as well as in the drawing room.

During the summer of 1941 Greta went beforg the camera for the
last time. She acted in £ film by the name of Two Faced Woman. 1 was
terribly upset when 1 heard she was going to do this stery. The same
plot had aiready been used twice in the silent films with other actressc:
in the titie role. Why this old chestnut was dug up again for her 1 will
never know. It was a dull story in the silent days and remained ihe
same when she played it. The studio made her feel that she should do
a film that would appeal to the American market, which meant appealiny
to a very low standard as far as Greta was concerned. Except for the
big cities she has always been too European for the American tasic
She was too mysterious, too much of an enigma for the small towns m
the United States. The average person likes to identify himself with the
character he sees on the screen and the average American man did not
feel that Greta was “cute” enough for him. If unconsciously he recog-
nized her artistry, at the same time he felt as uncomfortable when he
saw her acting as he would have felt in her presence. And although the
American small town woman secretly admired Greta she was ule
baffled by her. What relation had Mrs. Amarica to a Viking's davghter
whose sdul was ewept by wind and snow?

And yet there is a paradox in all tMis because Greta's influcnce
eventually spread all over America, as it didsover the whole wm.-ld. Al



Here Lies the Heart / 315

no time in the history of the world has one woman so vitally influenced”
so many other women. Because for the first time in history, thanks to
the medium of the screen, millions of people couiff be reached, Greta
rcached them. Her beauty and artistry stirred them She stirred and
influenced not only women but men, and she inspircd artists. In the
thirties and forties she completely influenced fashion. Women the world
over copied her straight, long-hair style. Her type of beuuty became the
prototype for this period. Even the dummies for women's clothes in the
shop windows of America, England and France were made 1o resemble
her.

But the studio did not sense all this. They argued on a low level.
In their view an artist must be pulled down®o the public. At the time
of Two Faced Woman, when because of the war they were unable to
sell Greta's films to the European market, they did not have the vision
to know that if she had been given the right story she could have raised
this same public up to her own level, and made money into the bargain.
But wh. iv blinder about money than a so-called busness man? Call in
a peet and his vision will often make more money than a business man,
that is if he cares 1o bother about it.

So Greta was prevgiled upon to do this film. When it was released at
the end of Deveniber 1941 not one critic had ® goodywond for it The
Catholic church banned it because the hero of thesstory. played by
Melvyn Douglas, falls in love and has an affair with his wife’s supposed
sister. The picture deserved reproach, not on grounds of maorality. but
because it was an insult to anvone of even the most retarded mentality.
Oscar Wilde said, “A book is neither mdral nor immoral. it is cither
vood or bad.” In this case, what applies 1o the book applies o films.

Greta was humiliated by the reviews and by the furor created by the
women’s clubs. To my way of thinking all thi was a tempest in 2
teacup and as stupid as the picture itself But 1 think Greta's regret was
mote in her own soul for having allowed herself to be influenced mto
lowering her own high standards. She said, “1 will never act in another
film.”

Since then many writers have sent me manuscripts asking me to give
them to Greta. Producers and dircctors have calied me or cabled me
thinking I mighz persuade her to do a picture with them. A few vears
ago Jean Cocteau begged mie to intercede for um. He w  red to write
and direct a picture for heg. To all entreaties of this find T Heve been
entirely indifferent just becauae I have scen her suffer too much in pic-
tures. I would only yant §o sec her return to films if a great unnersal
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-role could be written for her in a significant story. I would want her to
have a producer with vision, a perfect director, an amazingly talented
camerg man, and a eat artist to create sets,and costumes. Where would
anyone find such a set-up? I belicve today, in her mature years, Greta
could give the most moving and inspired performance of her life. But
why should she unless things are perfect for her? She has already con-
tributed enough of herself to art in our era. She and Duse are the two
greatest actresses of our century, and the two who will be long remem-
bered. '

Many things have been written and said about Greta, most of them
false because few peaplc know her. In writing about the end of her film
career, who can doubt that she will go on influencing and inspiring peo-
ple for years even if she never does another film in her life? 1 believe that
she will because her legend will live,

Like many great artists Greta is often superficially child-like. At the
same time, on a deeper level, she has what I would term a “soul quality™
so profound that it seems to take her out of life and it accounts, I think,
for her remoteness. She is Nordic and it is surprising how true she runs
to type. She is reticent, but the stories about her shyness are incorrect
—she is never shy. She is emotional and fears showing it. When she
among people she canebe gay and full of fun blt alone she tends 1o
become serious gnd melancholic. 1 understand this because Spaniard-
too are like this.

The important ‘thing is that Greta was born an artist. She did not
become one. Such true art as Greta’s hus no “becoming.” As an snnut
artist it must have been f 1etraung for her to have lived with a con
ventional family and in the surroundings of her childhood and adolescent
life. In Stockholm she worked at jobs that had no relation to her soul
and aspirations. Until she met the great director, Maurice Stller. she
had no true contact with art, though she was acting in the Ruys!
Academy in Stockholm at the time that he met her. After her first success
in “Gosta werling’ in Sweden under Suller’s direction, and after her
first success in Hollywood in “The Torrent” she sky-rocketed to fame
overnight. How much it is to her credit that in spite of this fame and
amazing beauty, in Hollywood, of all places, with adulation and every
frivolous snare laid at her fect, she kept her dignity ald led a solitary
life.

She ngt only Jived a solitary life but she %ived an austere and simple
one. Despite the claims of vulgar writery 3nd fan magazines in thorr
distorted books or articles as to what her butlers, valets, chaulteurs.



Here Lies the Heart [/ 317

secretar%cs and servants have written or reported about her, the fact
js that in the many years I was in Hollywood she had exactly three
servants. Two of them werq maids—first Whistler™and then Gertrude.
James was her only chauffeur. 1 am convinced that these three penple
were always loyal to her, and never discussed her or gave out any |
information about her. I feel this should be stated in view of the many
stories given out by Greta’s “phantom” servants.

She never went to nightclubs and she never allowed producers or
directors to overstep their professional relation to her. | remember well
once when Louis B. Mayer sent her an enormops basket of flowers,
When the florist’s boy came with it she told her maid not to accept
it. Her thought was, “What right has Mr. Mayer to take the liberty of
sending me flowers?” She did not have the slightest fear of offending
the head of her studio and such a powerful man as Mr. Mayer. Her
sense of personal privacy was so strong that she thought it an offense
for anyone to send her flowers or presents whom she had not accepted
as a frier. T think life has since mellowed this attitude somewhat, but it
was very strong then.

It has been said that this sense of privacy and Greta's wanting to be
“glonec™ was a pose that her agent, Harry Edington, prompted by the
studio, cooked up for publicity. This is sheer NUBSENSE, N¢ one who has
known Greta and her wnfaiting honesty couid ever beligve that she could
at any time put on an act. She has suffered tmmeasurably from publicity
and newspaper men. [ can vouch for this. In the davs when she received
thousands of fan mail letters a week she sufiered from them. She never
opened them and they were burned on the back lop of the studio. I
know these letters caused her sleepless nights. She worried about the
senders even though she would have no part of them. Once when [
said to her that perhaps these poor fans had a need to write to her,
she answered, “But what right have they to intrude in my private life?”

Another time 1 persuaded her to go with me to see The Blue Boy.
When we got to the Huntington Library a group of children were in
the gallery. One of them spied Greta and rushed at her for a signature.
The others followed and crowded around her. If they had been lons
about to tear her to pieces she could not have been more frightened.
I saw her poor Beautiful little face twisted in fear as she backed against
the wall. Then, before | cquld reach her. she rushed thre 2h the circle
of children and out of the muscum. James was sitting jn the aor a little
way down the road. She fled to the car shouting to him to start. She
opened the door as the cgr moved, jumped in, and in shuttine the door
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caught her finger in it. Far down the road James stopped for me. Her
finger had been badly smashed. She was sitting on the floor weeping
hystenca]ly-——not basause of the pain but .because of the children. [
can’t even go to a museum way off here in Pasadena without having
people surround and torture me,” she cried. I tried to explain that they
were only children who meant no harm, but it was no good. T wished
that some of the people who said she put on an act could have seen her
then.

Her real tragedy is that she is a lone wolf. No matter how much ‘she
may love a person and try to hold onto that person’s life and be pary
of it, in the end she *nas 10 let go and pursuc her own lonely course,
People have sometimes saiel that she has little talent for friendship. Her
problem is that her stundards of friendship are so high that few people
can meet them. In her self-imposed isolation she cannot understand
a friend who has a neced 10 go about socially and perhaps partake of
the innocent frivolities of life. To her, and rightly so, life is a serious
matter. She is a Virgo, Virgos are often over critical, high strung and
intolerant. They are also very analytical. Greta analyzes everything as
if she were holding a magnifying glass up to life. Her analyses are some-
times wrong, but [ once said of her, "No matter how wrong she is, in
her error she is more right than people who are rightt.”

She has, what:I cohsider a very striking quality, a dcep purity of
intention in all that she does. I believe her own greatest problem and
one that causes her untold unhappiness is an underlying suspicion toward
people and life itgelf. This trait, ] am told, is a Scandinavian character-
istic and is perhaps more ecmphasized in Greta than in many Scandi-
navians. Latins are just the opposite. We flow more readily with hfe
than the Nordic race and are msore out-going. We are willing to take a
chance and throw our caps over the mill. Greta takes few chances. She
continually draws back, and when she moves she moves cautiously and
then is tortured with regret, convinced she has made a mistake.

But in this matter of suspicion Greta is again a paradox, as she i
in most things. She will often be suspicious to the last ditch of son-
one who is really her frend, and give her confidence to someone who
has not got the slightest bit of her interest at heart. Her judgment can
often be unstable and unsound,

Greta can more thoroughly evoke an cmouon of pity and defense than
anyone | jhave ever known—at least she can in me and, I think, this
is the case in other. people, too. Though thgre'may be nothing particular
to defend her against, 1 want to defend her, to protect her, to take ho
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part. This may be because there is a strange sadness in her, underlying:
everything she does. This :rsadness is lurking beneath the surface, even
atlhcr gayest moments, It 1" a sadness that makes the continually con-
scious of the _eternal su!‘Iermgs of all creatures. There is sometiing
cosmic about !t——-somethmg that keeps me constantly aware of funda-
mental ar!d serious val‘ucs. It awakens in me a great sense of compassion
—-a readiness to forgive her any shortcoming—a desire to take upon
my.own shoulders her slightest pain or sorrow. [ have often anatyzed
this sadness in her and I believe it is a quality of ail great souls, I say
“quality” because it is a guality. Any atnbute Jvhich lifts the spirit
to higher things and penetrates it to deeper things 15 a quality. Greta, in
her art and in her life, does just this. This is¥he hold. | believe. she has
had on the public. Sceing her on the screen people have felt this lifting
of the spirit—this contact with mystic forces that they, themselves,
could not even understand. And yet, ske has never played in a fitm in
which the role lent scope or dimension to this quality, Being so much
a part ¢ { her it came through anyway. in spite of the rolc.

Greta’s art ~ind character deserve far more appreciation than T can
give it in these few pages in this book. There i so much more that 1
could continue to deyelop and analyze aubout thi inexhausutble subject
on the artistic, human and mystical Jovel 1 e T e only seratehed
the surface in giving this slight picture of her v an artiet and as a person.
I have said nothing of Greta’s mystic quahty. which is extremely strong,
and which, in spite of her lack of understunding of tt'in herself. controls
mast of her motives and actions. She 15 unconsciously suspicious of
this, too, and tries 1o suppress it and figl agamst 1,1 she would gine
herself completely over to 1t and be abways guided by it | believe she
would spiritually and mentaily integrate and come powerfully into her
own, She will one day—wuthout the <hgbtest doubt.

To know Greta—uone must know the North, She may Tive the rest
of her life in a Southern chmate. but she will always be Nordic with
all its sober and introvert cliaracterntios. To know her one must know
—really know—wind. rain. and dark brooding ~higs She i3 of the
elements—actually and svmbolieallv, Forever, in this present incarnation,
she will be a V.iking’s child-——tioubled by a dream of snow.



Forty-Seven
B

In March 1940 1 went to New York for a few weeks, as the
Museum of Costume Art (since moved to the Metropolitan Museum
from Rockefeller @entes$ had an exhibition of Rita's clothes which werce
part of her wardrtbe from 1900 to her death in 1929. Fortunately I
had kept all these things. Since then I have divided this collection be-
tween the Metropolitan Museum, the Museum of the City of New York.
and the Brooklyn Museum, and donated it in Rita’s name.

The exhibition was arranged by Irenc Lewisohn, Aline Bernstem,
and Polaire Weissman and it was very well done.

Frank Crowninshicld, who had been the editor of that stimulating
magazine “Vanity Fair” and who in himself was a famous character,
a gracious person and a great patron of the arts, and who was knowa
as “‘Crownie,” opened the exhibition. Three thousand people cume to
it the first day and we had to call the police to keep the clothes and
laces from being handled. It is interesting to sce how peoplc always
respond to a romantic personality. Crownie wrote in the catalogue:

On viewing the costumes worn by Rita de Acosta Lydig, one is
impressed by the fact that they belong to wo period. ‘i hey are the
expression of a«zreat individualist bent not pnly on personal adqrn-
ment, butvon acquiring and displaying to %rreatest advantage ancicnt
materials, rare laces, brocades and velvets, in themselves works of

320
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art. Thus she developed a style of dress to which she remained
faithful despite changes of fashion. It is interesting, moreover, to
note that she never had pne thing of a kind; jieother words, that
every model in her wardrobe was duplicated by the dozens®with
only slight variation in material, lace or design.

The whole collection has a quality of extravagance that reminds
one, perhaps, of the Renaissance—certainly it has no parallel in
the costumes worn today.

. Beautiful and original though they are, one is conscious that
these clothes depended for their real life on the romantic and
striking personality of their wearer.

During the summer of 1941 Eileen Garrétt came out to Hollywood.
She is a unique person and is usually considered the greatest medium
in America. She is also many other things and has a variety of talents
as editor and publisher of “Tomorrow,” a quarterly review of psychical
research, president of the Parapsychology Frundation, noted author
of a nmuiuber of books. She has experimented in extra-sensory-perception
at Duke Unneisity with such leading minds on the subject as J. B.
Rhine and Gardner Murphy, and she has lectured ut many universities,
on related subjects quch as Spontaneous Phenomena and Unorthodox
Healing.

When she came to Hollywood she looked me uvp and I took her
down the road to meet Aldous Huxley. They hecume friends and when
Aldous experimented with the drug mescahn by taking 1t and writing
a book about it, Eileen was instrumental in the progect. She was planning
that autumn to publish the first number &f the magaame. “Tomorrow,”
and 1o start the Creatine Age Press. She asked me of Fwould go 10 New
York and become associate editor of the magazine When the time came
I decided to accept this offer. Leaving my htle family with Anna in
my house on Nupoh Drove, Tleft for New Yoark.

Happily, by this time America had come into the war. In spite of it
the winter was not an unhappy one. Eileen has great charm and intelli-
gence as well as plenty of humor and wit. Working for her was very
pleasant although | don't think | was too pood at the wb. The muaeazine
at thiy time published stories as well as articles b at least got Aldous
.Huxley, Thomas Mann, and Ipor Stravisky to contribt & to it. And
for a South Amertcan nunther, 1 translated some artictes fromy the Span-
ish and alo a beautiful pf‘rcql by the Chitean poet Pablo .\'.crud:l about
the fall of Stalingrad. At this ume the Russisas were our alles and one
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could comfortably write about them. I received a charming letter of
congratylation about this number from Mrs. Roosevelt. But, a few years
ago, when that horrer McCarthy began accysing writers of being Com-
munists because they wore red ties or bought red roses, I was afruig
the F.B.1. would dig up this poem and draw it to his attention—espe-
cially as Neruda had by then become an avowed Communist.

Harold Vursell and Jack Sullivan were editors on the magazine ar
the same time I was. Eileen and I used to go out with them often
night. Usually we went to a restaurant that Cole Porter backed, called
123, where a friend of mine, Roger Stearns, played the piano. It wa,
good to see my friends in New York again, but I missed the California
sunshine and [ was homesick for what I called “my little brood and
family"—Anna, and my dogs. When May came I was glad to return
Napoli Drive.

Unfortunately, with the entry of the United States into the war, things
changed greatly out there, especiaily for those who lived directly on the
coast and near the beach as [ did, as there the Japanese threat was much
closer. Truckloads of Japanese were being transported, and this made a
big difference 1o California as almost ull the ficld workers, florists, gar-
deners and fishermen were Japanese. My own gardener, a sweet iutie
old man, was taken off.end 1 was fearful for Annd as she was Germun
and had never tak}:n odt United States papers, although she had been m
California since 1930, Like all encemy alicns outside a camp, she had +,
report to the F.B.L cvery day and observe a curfew,

Greta had moved to Beverly Hills und 1 missed her very much, but i
seidom went far from homesexcept to the village for food, as mes
shops would not deliver because of the petrol shortage. The Huvies-
had gone to live on the desert in a place called Llane, near Victoruile
[ managed to go there once and Aldous took me for a walk on the
desert. We came to an old Indsan cemetery and sat down on one of the
graves where we discussed the Christian Mystics and Aldous told e
lot ubout Catherine of Siena. He said he hoped to write a book about
her. He was eating, then, only food cooked in a manner which he cailed
“natural.” This meant by the sun’s reflection in a mirror.

The worst problem for me at this time was Anna. Well-meanity
friends told me that the reason I could not get a job inYhe stadios .
because 1 was protecting and befricnding a German. 1 »nderstood e
attitude of the studios. Most of the producers ‘and directors were Jew e
the war news was‘ierrihly frightening to tht;m'and [ did not expect thcf:!
to understand how 1 feit about Anna. But she had been with me ov.il
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all my years in California and 1 cauid not help putting human vajues-
and friendship before anything else. 1 was determined to stand by her
at any cost. I consulted Ajdous. Fortunately he #as of my opinion,
although even his disapproval would not have influenced me, But | was
hurt when a few friends began keeping a strange and guarded <ilence on
the subject. 1 withdrew more into myself and stayed more and more
alone.

Janet Flanner came out to visit her mother in Altadena. and she
stayed a weck with me. | remember sitting by the fire drinking rum,
and talking nostalgically of France. One starlesg, pitch black night 1
was coming home and in order to see the keyhole I struck a match. Ten
minutes after I was in the house 1 heard motorcycles coming up the
road. 1 looked out and saw two officers stariing up my <leps Anna was
in bed and ! rushed into her room. sure they were conune for her. Wiih
my heart in my mouth, 1 said. “Have you any German literature of any
kind? If you have give it tu me at once’™ Poor Annu. who hud cone
white, v~z under her mattress and produced a very old and wrm Ger-
mar. Bible. I snqtched it from her and hid it under & wfa in the draw-
ing room just as the officers began bunging on e door, | opencd it
They entered the hquse, and said, "Who fnes here”™ "1 doo wih my
mud ” They Tsoked sharply at me. “You dont ek mencan Are rou
an American™®” I told them [ was, but T thought sinee [ was sure they
already knew it, 1 better mahe a clean breast of Anne T 1okd them che
was German, “Which ane of you has heea agnalling ' 1 was myvarified.
“No one has been signalling.” “There was o flash ot Light ot dos doorway
not more than fifteen minutes ayo.” hetinasted Then |oremembered
strtking a match o see the lock | finally watistied them ond they drove
away on their motoreveles, 1 tetnesed the Bibie and took 5t haek 0
Anny who was Iying in bed cryving

But not long after this someth,ag happened which rude e thnk |
must comie to a drastic deceson One mormine ofter tunch T went dewn
10 the garage where Anna’s and my, raichy wed cars were ~tundeng 1
drove mine out and went to the sillage 1n it About an hour fater 1 re-
lurned and as 1 came over the Wl 1 saw smoke tear the house As ]
drew nearer I aw fire engines in front of (1 smoke was pounng out of

the garage, Later empty herosene cans were found in the ol nearty
Whoever had done it had Waited for me o toke my car out. Sut it wan
very sinister, and made the realize that feeling was mnuqtml' PR
Anna in our vicinitv. As 1 qtood by the window in the darkness and
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watched the smoldering embers, I asked myself with some fear, how
much longer could I protect Anna?

Shortly after this~ was told that the Office of War Information was
starting the publication of a propaganda magazine called, “Victory,”
in New York, and needed editors. 1 applied for the job, and after mak-
ing out dozens of governmental papers, 1 pot it. When I broached the
subject of my departure to Anna, she said that she had saved up a little
money and would like to buy a little place of her own in the desert.
Anna knew the country ncar Victorville and after some exploring we
found a place for sale in Lucerne Valley with forty acres, a small house,
electricity, and a well. It was very low-priced and had a magnificent
view. I knew she would net be out of a job as there was a great need
for workers on the ranches since so many men had gone to war,

The last night before 1 left Hollywood for New York, Anna and |
slept on the floor on our coats. The poor dogs were bewildered and
could not imagine what we were doing. As the curtains were all gone,
so we lay in the dark and watched the great searchlights sweeping the
sky for enemy planes. I felt desperately depressed, and 1 knew Anna
did too. She had permission to motor me to the station in Pasadena and
then to motor herself out to the desert. When the train pulled out from
the station I saw the anaious little faces of my brood peering out of the
car, wondering wbere I was going. Anna was standing on the platform
with tears pouring down her face. I rushed into my compartment and
wept bitterly myselr.

From my bedroom window of my New York flat, 471 Park Avenue,
I could see the rooms in the Ritz tower that faced north. Greta had alw
come to New York and from one of these rooms we used to signal to
each other at night with lighted candles. Why we weren’t arrested for
showing lights I will never know.

I reported for work on “Victory” and met Frances Keene, onc of its
editors. She is a lovable and remarkably intelligent person and 1t was
a joy to find that she, also, had a flat in my building. But it was a siJ
time. No one actually knew which way the war would turn, although
no one expressed the opinion that the Allies could lose it.

I had very little sleep at this time as I got up at four in the morning
and wrote letters to Europe and various articles for yself. Far mnta
the night I made up packages to send to Europe. My living room looked
like a grogery store. Somctimes 1 went to Eyre de Lanux’s flat ncar m¢
on Fifty-sixth Street and we made up packgges there. Eyre is (:r:lcbbruit‘d
for her beauty. She is warm and unconventional and a talented painter.
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She had lived a great many years in France and like me felt very close.
to it. We were both counting the days until we could return to what we
called our “homeland.” ,

My brother Ricardo died that winter. I had seen nttle of him over the
years, but his death made me extremely sad. He had a brilliant mind,
good looks, amazing charm, and was considercd one of the best tax
lawyers in New York. President Roosevelt was a friend of his and had
offcred him a distinguished government job. But for some unknown
recason he began to drink. Spaniards just cannot drink, cspecially bard
liquor. Unlike the British and the Americans who can pour down cock-
tails, whisky, gin, and brandy conunually, and sfill survive—if rather
‘badly—the Spaniard who drinks just does nos survive at ail.

Walking home the night 1 saw him dead | was plunged 1nto despair.
It was cold and drizzling. As I went along the dark sueets 1 came upon
a policeman. He was huddled up against = building with the drizzte drip-
ping from his cap and raincoat. He looked cold and lonely. We were
the onlv peaple on the street so § stopped and spoke to him. “Officer,”
I suid, “what do vou think about death? Where are we all going in this
beastly war?” “Lady,” he answered. “I'm no inteilectual It's hard for
roe to think about these things. But come 10 think of them now, T guess
we'te all damr w:ll Boing to hell.” | walked cp. He was no comfort.

My sister Maria was living in New York thal win}tr with her hus-
band. Teddy Chanler. They had a flat on Fifty-fifth Street, not far from
mine. Maria was under a great strain with Ignacio in the Air Force, and
I tried to see her as often as I could and talk to her about things out-
side the war; and when | was lonely and depressed myself it was good
to be able to drop in for lunch or dinner at ther flat. '

After work, or sometimes during the lunch hour, 1 went to America
House to see Alfred Sticglitz. He was old then, and not too well, but his
mind was unfailingly brilliant and 1t was always stirnulating to listen
to him. By métier, he was a photographer. but he was also what I
would call an artist of life. e only saw life in terms of art. It was he
who introduced Cezanne, Picasso, and the Cubist painters 10 America.
He also discovered Marin and Georgia O'Kecfe who later became his
wife.

. They often atked me to tunch on Sundays. After lunch Stieglitz and
I would sit and talk. I have always loved capes. especial  black ones.
and have worn them all my life. Stieglitz loved them too. When I went
there for lunch we always tjed on cach other’s capes. The, last ume |
saw him he was in bed wearing a most beautful white linen night shirt.
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As I do, he loved black and white, and, with his white hair, he looked
best in them. I never get over missing both Stieglitz and O'Keefe. Sadly
enough, he died. O¥Keefe now lives in Newg Mexico.

Ten days before the end of the war in Europe Baba wrote me a pa-
thetic letter. She said she thanked God that it was nearly over and that
ber husband Freddie was safe. He was coming home the second it was
over and she was counting the days. Baba had done wonderful work
during the war dnd had been through terrible bombings. 1 knew how
tired she was and what a lift it would give her to have her Freddie honie
again as they were the ¢losest couple I had ever known. Three days be-
fore the end of the war I got a cable from her, It said: “Freddic killed
yesterday.” I simply could not take it in or believe it. But it was only
too true. Fortunately, Baba’s marvelous Catholic faith and her indomits-
ble courage pulled her through this tragedy,

Just at the end of the war Madge Garland came to New York. 1t was
wonderful to see someone from England and to sce,"Madge for hersclf.
Then, almost immediately and to my great joy, I/ got a job to go tc
Burope and write articles for a syndicated newspaper. 1 could not have
gone otherwise, as without a definite job no one was then issued a pass-
port. I sailed on the first boat I could get on.
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The ship I sailed on had been a troopship and this was her first
voyage since the wap as a passenger bout. She wae still stripped of
furniture and coinforts. There were po carper® deck chuirs or table
cloths, and the china and glassware was a mixture of sany old thing the
company could pick up. No one complained. We were all too happy to
be poing back to Europe. I had eight Mittel-European women in my
cabin and we slept on a sort of mattress-hammock arrapgement hung
from the ceiling. They all smoked, ate {rdfit. and hung their rather sus-
pect underclothes on a line across the room at night. Luckily my berth
was nearest the porthole and when the smoke got too thick and the
odor too high I opened it. In one chorus they complained, but 1 gazed
out the porthole and pretended not to hear them. When they rang for
the stewardess to tell ber what a monster I was she sided with me. She
was a Canadian and used to good fresh air. I could see she wanted no
truck with these ladies.

It was already night when we reached Paris although we had been
in the train singe early morning. As most of the tracks were being ‘Eﬁd
down new, and the bridges were still mukeshift and unsafe. the train
‘had to creep along. To my great surprise Alfredo Sid. . Rose :Adler.
and René Gimple were at the station to mect me. Mage Laufencin had
sent René Gimple in her place as she was not well enough to come.
Cars were very scasce apd there was practically no petrol. but 1h;2s;
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- three thoughtful people had managed to rent a car so that I could ge
my luggage to Alfredo's house on the Quai where he had offered me ,
fiat. But I had af® unfortunate accident. ¢A stecl-wheeled hand truck
piled high with luggage ran over my foot before 1 had time to get our
of the way. The pain was excruciating. Everything went black before
my eyes, but [ managed to conceal it from my friends. Knowing alt
the strain and suffering they had been through, 1 didn’t think it sporting
to make a fuss over a crushed foot when we were seeing each other fo;
the first time after years of separation. As we walked toward the car |
looked behind me and saw a trail of blood! I pulled myself together
violently and got in without anyone noticing that my shoe was com-
pletely torn away at the ®es and covered with blood.

Alfredo had written that the flat he offered me was empty and |
thought he meant no one was living in it. It was indeed empty, in the
barest sense of the word. There was nothing in it at all except an army
cot with a blanket thrown over it. Evidently an American G.L had lcft
these two things. There was no hot water, which 1 had expected, but |
had at least counted on sheets and towels. Alfredo moaned that the
Germans had taken all of them, but when T went up to his flat I noticed
he had plenty of both!

I slept under gy coe that night with my painfur, bloody [oot wrappe:d
in a silk scarf. By morning it was horribly swollen ali the way up to the
knee. At great cxpense I pot a car from the Ritz Hotel and went out 10
the American Hospital in Neuilly. Three toes were crushed and the nah
gone, I was alwdys proud of my feet and for onc week I had to huc
car every day to drive to the hospital and have my foot dressed and it
was another two weeks hefore T could really walk on .

To get food you had to know someone in the country, deal with the
black market or go to very expensive restaurants.

But one day my gencrous friend, Iya Abdy, called me in great excie-
ment, Her maid had a friend in the country who was wilhing to sclb o
chicken. Iya had scnt her off by train to get it. It was to arnive 1n Qs
for dinner and 1 was invited. 1 had not tasted meat sinee 1933 but | it
this was no time to refuse it. 1 rushed across the Tuilernies gardens o
fya's flut. Her son George was there, very excited about the clichen.
He was a son by Iya's first husband, who was Dutch, drd he had such
an impossible name and George had such trouble with t that he cventu-
ally changed it tp Gaynes. George has his t:mther’s good looks and 1
extremely handsome, tall, and well built with rcally golden hair. He has
a marvelous singing voice and is a talented gctor. Since thosc days be
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has gone far in his career. We gathered around the dining room table
and waited for the chicken to appear. Iya had paid a good sum for this
birdie, and run-down and huagty as 1 was, I hoped ®would be foggiven
for planning to eat him with relish. Proudly the maid brought the puor
thing in on a silver platter. George rose to carve him. He tried once and
then twice. He said there was something wrong with the knife. He was
given a sharper one and with great exertion hacked off a few pieces. We
bit into them with no success. I put mine back on my plate. “I hate to
be unkind about this poor old fellow, but I'm afraid he was killed be-
fore the war of 1914,” said I. “This is what comeg of dealing with the
Ylack market,” said George. Iya called in the maid and said, “Give this
bird to the birds.” Solemnly and sorrowfully®he was carried from the
table. On the way home I said to myself, “Let this be a lesson to you
for trying to eat your fellow creatures.”

A few days after this I saw the first carloads of caulifiowers coming
in from the country to the Paris markets. People lined the streets to
watch hwewte. I must say 1 never thought cautiffowers could look so
beauuful. They wcre piled high in neat pyramids and their leaves were
fresh and green. I bad a lump in my throat as they passed, and one man
took off his hat. 1t way interesting to sce him dor it because be made the
gesture quite vnconsciously. I look upon caulifpwers, vers differcntly
since that day. At the time I was sending two or thrae stories a week
back to my newspapers and the entrance of the caubflowers into Paris
was one of them.

One day Bébé (Christian) Bérard came for me and took me out to
Iunch. We sat for a fong time over our cotite and talkhed of the war and
its influence on art. Bébé thought that the trend in romantic art would
change to a brutal realism. 1 did not think, at the time, that ke was
entirely right but now 1 am inclined to believe he was. 1 asked him to
walk with me to the Rue du Bac I spoke of the many people | had
known on this strect—Ilsadora. Teddy Gerrard. Dorothy Ireland. Mimi
Franchetti, Nazimova. Greta Cooper, Dollic Wiide, Jacques Rigault
Gerald Kelly—all of them dead. He shivered and said, "Let's get away
from here. This is a street of ghosts.” How unknowing we are, for we
did not know hoxv soon he too, would be dead,

-1 went to see Marcel Herrand in his flat. He and Jean Morchat were
still producing and acting ig the Théatre des Mathurins. rie described
to me all the vicissitudes Ko had passed through durigg the &ar and
how, in spite of everything, hivand Jean had managed to keep the thea-
tre going. He had seqt me,a wonderful cable during the war which had



330 [/ Here Lies the Heart

- deeply touched me. I told him that afternoon how much it had meant
to me. He did an imitation for me again of Etienne de Beaumont, |
seemed like old tirfes.

Of course I saw a lot of Marie Laurencin. Having lost her own flat
during the war, she was living, oddly enough, in a small house belong-
ing to Etienne de Beaumont. And, naturally, I could not return to Paiis
without going to see my favorite fortuneteller—Sheilah Hennessy. I met
Aileen, her sister, for the first time. Droll, and very much “une type,”
Aileen has many qualities to make her endearing.

Soon afterward I yent over to London to see Baba and the children
Our reunion was, of course, a sad one, It was difficult not to continualhy
talk of Freddie. 1 saw Quintin Tod, who took me around the city anJ
showed me the worst bombed spots; Gabrielle Enthoven, ivor Novell.,
and many other old friends. It was exciting to see them again, but «.
emotional that I felt like weeping most of the time. Before the wur,
Tamara Karsavina and her husband, Bengie, had been living in a chanin
ing house in Regents Park, Now they were in a flat. Bengie did not seem
well and | sensed Tamara's anxiety about him, although she dJid not
express it. Bengic was so considerate it would have worried him t
think he was making anyone anxious. But I was anxious about hins too

I went down tp the #4idi to visit an American ‘fricnd of mine, Iab.,
Pell. When the war hroke out Pell, as her friends called her, was dow:
there in the South and refused to leave. She stayed on and worked v
the Resistance, and was decorated by the French Government. She wae
a lovable person; the quality I liked best about her was that, like Ma:y
Garden, she always made m: believe in mysclf. At one hme in New
York when I was going through a bad period, she sent me a garden
every morning with some absurd thing written on the card, and ‘i
often came for me in a chic white Sunbeam and drove me to the conr-
try. She predicted 1 would look back on that bad time and feel st hed
taught me a lot, and she was right.

When I got off the train at Cannes, there was Pell on the platfous.
but her car was no longer a shining white Sunbeam; it was a sm.i!
shabby French vehicle and as it panted up the hills toward Grasse &)
she talked to it lovingly, I soon found out that it was dearer to her 1l
any other car she had ever had and not to be exchahged for u Rois
Royce.

Pell’s kouse, then, was high up in the l‘llllS overlooking Grasse. M i
a magnificent view and from the terrace wg. could sce the Mediterranc
After the strain of Paris and London it was paradise. She led mc 10/
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lovely tiled floor room where the shutters were closed just enough to .
allow the sunlight to play on the floor, and to let that wonderful heat
of the Midi during the sumrger months, seep into tie room. I reacted
to it like a cat to catnip. Heat gives me vitality. And there was the sca.
From my window 1 could behold its blucness and even smell it. Pell is
dead now, but I look back on those two weeks and bless her for them.
1 bless her not only for the joy I had then but because 1 met a wonderful
friend in her house.

Besides mysclf she had two other guests, Anne Francine and Claire,
the Marquise de Forbin. Anne is a statuesque American singer who
worked with the U.S.0. during the war, und later %ang with great suc-
cess at Monseigneur in Paris.

Pell said Claire had gone to Cannes and would not be back until din-
ner time and she hoped [ would not mind dining with her alone as Anne
and she had a dinner engagement.

After they had left Claire arrived. Once or twice dunng the war
had secer Ber name mentioned in the Amencan newspapers as one of
the French women doing remarkable work in the Resistance movement.
But as I did not know anything more about her than this 1 had not
formed any impression of her. When, however, she came into the house
this evening am.i inurolluced hersell to me I waseat first struck by her
extreme fragility. She was so thin and looked so if?that ¥ wondered how
it was possible for her to actually be alive under thexe conditions. [ saw
at once, however, that she bad great nervous vitality—even a kind of
nervous strength.

It was moonlight. After dinner we went out and sat down on the
werrace. Far away we could see the Mediterranean shimmering like quick-
sitver. I noticed then how really beautiful Claire was. Her beauty was
not that of a glamour girl—far from it. It was a beauty born of race—
of heritage—of a long and ancient Iine. I noticed the formation of her
smatl skull, the delicate modeling of her brow, the exquisite chiseling
of her nose. 1 thought of a woman I had seen on a fresco in Pompeii.
She could have been this woman. She told me of her life. Her own name
was Claire Charles-Roux. She was born in Avignon. but brought up in
Morocco as her father had been aide to Marshal Leyhauty. She spoke
with emotion of ter father. He had been killed in the first world war.
He had taught ber to love horses and made her ride Ar- ian ponies
barchack on the desert. 1 folnd out later that she excelled in aynumber
of sports. She swam like a*figh, skicd beautifully and“could nide any
horse. Some days later when li saw her in a bathing suit I noticed her
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* legs were developed above the knees. This puzzled me. I knew that the
legs of. ballet dancers were often developed below the knees but I asked
myself what could®develop legs above ther knees? Then I remembered
about the bareback riding. This was the answer.

I found out later from other people how courageous and extraordinary
she had been during the war in the Resistance and what a help she had
been to the American Army when it arrived in the Midi. She was later
given a citation by the Strategic Services Unit of the United States Forces
in the European Theatre.

That first evening, we had been speaking French but when Pell and
Anne returned Claire suddenly began to speak English. She spoke it
quite fluently but I wantel to laugh because she used phrases and words
that she had evidently picked up from the G.1.'s. These phrases and
words did not at all go with her distinguished looks. To hear her 1ajk
abont “guys,” “dolls,” and someone being a “louse™ was startling
enough, but when she began using really tough words and phrases it
was funay. Pell drew me aside and said, “Don’t correct her. It's such
fun when she comes out with these astonishing words in front of prudish
people. She's learned English from the G.I's and half the time she
doesn’t know what she’s saying.” .

Alas, everything clr.ngcs! She speaks perfect English now, but some-
times I miss her’tough remarks.

Gaylord Hauser and Frey Brown turned up at Pell's house when they
heard I was there. Gaylord had come to lecture in Paris, He liked
Chaire and was disturbed at her lack of weight. He wanted to take her
in hand and fattén her up. “With what?” we said. But I made a resolve
then to get her to New York.

Back in New York, I kept my resolve and persuaded Claire to fly
over before Christmas to spend at least six weeks with me. She arrived
Christmas Eve, the day the great blizzard of 1947 started, and on this
first trip to the States and New York she never saw the city except with-
out taxis, without buses, and buried in snow. But we had great fun. |
took her to a Christmas Eve party that night and everyone adored her.
Before I knew it she was being dated up by all the men. When we left,
long after midnight, we were still able to get a taxi as if had been snow-
ing only a few hours then, and I took her Eo see the Christmas trec in
Radio Gity. Fog someone who had been Lhrgmgh five vears of war, who
had slept én the woods, in cellars and even sewers, who had been cold
and hungry and faced every kind of danger,,to suddenly see this great
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lighted tree through the falling snow was like a miracle. She burst into
tears, and [ wept too.

I became obsessed with the idea of making Claire gain weight and
fecl well. I woke her up at least once, and sometimes twice during the
night, and gave her cereals, fruit-juices or milk. [ made her stay in bed
Jate in the morning and fed her every known food that T felt was healthy

for her. Whatever maternal instinct 1 possess came out during those
weeks.

She said she had never been so happy Sleighs with horses appeared
that winter, and we went for a sleigh nde around the park. When we
went to the theatre to see Lillian Gish, we took th® Third Avenue efe-
vated. It was the only thing running. The cars swayed and bumped
along (it was falling to picces and has since been torn down). und in
the stations there were still the old 1ron stoves with people crowded
around them trying to keep wurm. Many an old fur cap which had been
in mothballs for years came out of the attic that winter complete with
ear flaps u» women put shawls over their heads. Clatre looked around
and said, “But th'- can't be New York. We aust be 1in Qdessa!™

1 took her backstage to meet Lilan who lef the thewre with us.
Dressed in heavy boots and a great fur cape. with atostlakes falling on
her face, Lillian lovked very besutiful and everyJnch w1 orphan of the
storm, Of course we had to walk home, but that onbe gave me a fine
excuse to feed Claire again when we got there cold and shivering. When
the six weexs was over and Claire had to go back to Pans tor a job, she
had gained sixteen pounds and had to have her clothes zlered. 1 was
very happy, especially as the same syndicated paper went me back to
Europe soon agun,

That summer, I went to Venice and there met my two good friends,
Loren Mclver and Lloyd Frankerherg Loren s what T would cail a
lyric and poetic painter. Since then she has had many exhibitions and
the Metropolitan Museum bought a pamnting she did of Vemee at this
time. This was their first wip to Furope. and as Vemee is one of my
most beloved places it was great fun showing thein arovad

Back in ParicsBluet Gaubert, a charming Freneh frend of mine, in-
troduced me to Eleanor Lutton who has 3 Sorous natura veice and
had come to Pans for sindoe Losons, We omet often at a dggary tea
room in the Rue Monthabdt because st was the only Ohe ingParis that
occasionally served one brioche apicce with tea. Eleanor is great fun
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. and strikingly handsome. 1 took her to sing for Muratore who was cp.
chanted with her voice.

I had met Muweatore in Paris the yeag before the war when My
Garden had taken me to his studio. I had given her my play, “7y,.
Mother of Christ” to read, and she suddenly said she would like to h..
it produced in Paris and play the part herself. She thought Murato;,
could play the part of Pilate. It seemed a little wild to me to have 1y,
great opera singers in a play without music, but Mary is such an arti
that I felt she wouldn't cast herself in such a role without knowing wha:
she was doing. 1 was not, however, so sure of Muratore. We went {o
see him and discuss it. He was enthusiastic but the war came and tiw
idea was abandoned. Hewalked about it the day I took Eleanor to siny
for him, and said he regretted it had never come to pass.

Loren and Lloyd were returning to New York and they said. before
going, they wanted to mect Brancusi. As he had no telephone we just
went to his studio on a chance of finding him in. I had known him m
the twenties but I had not seen him since he had grown old. When he
opened the door it was clear that he had suffered a great deal during
the war and this had prematurely aged him. His hair had grown white
and he appeared quite feeble, He had on a soiled white smock and hi
hair, face, and peard swere covered with litde flakes of white plastes
His entire appeagance made him seem like a ghost. Even the studio w..
ghost-like, as all his works, many of them hupe, were covered wih
white sheets. The'studio was icy cold and felt like a tomb.

We hesitated in the doorway, embarrassed at disturbing him, but he
made a weary gesture with s hand and beckoned us to come in !
explained that Loren was a painter and greatly admired his worl
Lloyd added that we all admired it and asked if we might sec some «l
it. Silently, like someone risen from a death bed, he shuffled across the
room and slowly began removing the sheets from his various works
Lloyd moved ferward to help him. One by one his mugnificent work-
appeared as the sheets fell away. Some were in stone, some in brass
some in wood, and some in marble, They were all highly finished wite
an extraordinary patina. As each sheet slid 1o the floor, he ran his hand
lovingly over the surface. We were tremendously impressed and he felt
it. For a fleeting second his face lighted up. No one spoke. How coult
we? Anything we could have said in this stugio would | ave been triv_ml.
We weroswell ayare that we were secing thg lifetime work of a genius.
Finally Lleyd asked, “Were you able to work during the war?" He
answered, “I lived here in this studio with practically no food, but each
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day 1 managed to polish with my hapds some piece of work. See, how
smooth this is.” He tenderly indicated the surface of a stone, piece,
Lloyd drew a package of cigarettes from his pockc? and oﬁercq him
one. The old man sadly shook hig head. “I am too tired to smoke,”
he said.



Forty-Nine
NS

I was staying at the Crillon that autumn. [ had one of the wmali
rooms with a baicony on the fifth fioor that loeked over the Amencan
Embussy. 1t fucgd Wept und got the light of the setting sun and from
I could see the “bour Ciffel. It ulso had a wood-burning fireplace, and |
lighted it often at night as the hotel was stll poarly heated. Greti camie
over for a short time and had a room not far from mme on the some
fioor. | stayed on because I had promused Clasre to po with her 1o
Avignon where she was horh.

Before we left, Bebe Bérard came for me one day and we lunchet
at a small restaurant-—La Grepowtlle—which Bebé loved. At this restan
rant I dropped o little mirror T carned in my bap. It fell at Bebe's to
and broke into pieces. He wus ternbly disturbed, and said some mis-
fortune would come to him. 1 remembered fgor Stravinsky telling nw
how superstitious Diaghilev was about breaking nurrors, and that, when
he did break one, he never rested untl he had thrown the pieces e
flowing water. Flowing water, he believed, counteracted any snstortiite
the broken mirror could cause. To make Bébé feel at gase | sugeosicd!
we go to the Seine und throw the picces into it. He jumped te his 13
and we rushed to the Quai. T gave him thg picces. and when he b
thrown tRem ing the river he Jooked reticved. | Lav hed and said. “You
know, it whs § who broke the nurror. Yot haven’t worried at ali abowt
the misfortune that might come to me.”

336
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He looked childishly repentant. 1 took his arm and said, “Oh, well,
pever mind. | don’t need a river because 1 just can't have any bad luck
with you. We always have 109 good a time together.” *Fhis was thg last
time 1 saw him alive. We finished lunch and parted in the street. I
told him 1 was going to Avignon and he said we would go antique
kunting again when | returned. Alas, if we only could have.

Claire and | went first to Nimes, then to Arles and Les Saintes-
Marigs-de-la-Mcr 1n the Camargue, and finally to Avignon. She took
me to the house where she was born und to the Eglise Saint Pierre
where she was christened and marned. She hought a4 photograph of
-he baptismal lont and wrote on the back of 1. “Here 1s where 1 let
out my first loud yell when salt was put on my*tongue 1 must have spit
out wisdom then, which accounts for the later visit 1n a long white
dress.”

Alter my viut to Avignon with Claire, i took a truin back to Paris.
It came from Muarseille and 1 chose an unfortunse compartment, After
Lyons, ~iva evervone wis asteep and the compartment was i total
darkness except Jor the ke blue mght-lizht overbead. 2 man quiedy
opened the door. He was wearnng black glasses wnd o cap pulled well
down ovar his eyes. and he held a revelver o each band Three young
men in the corpanment jumped to therr feet as ey wpke up and saw
him in the doorway. He fired at afl three. Two were kiked instantly and
the third died later in the hospital in Lyons An old mar. the other
occupant of the compartment. turned on the hehts and rang the emer-
gency alarm. The man who had done the <hoeung ¢afrorsards called
the “bandit of Marsestle”™ by the newspapersy qumpad off the trivn,
broke hiv leg. and was captured in a field | read ~some months later
that the poor devld was hung. He was no bandit. but an unbalanced
casnalty ot the war.

The three men were deteetnes sent by the government 1o Murseille
to break up a black market ning. They had large sums of money on
them which the so-called “bandit”™ had been tipped off about. When
they jumped 10 their feet to attack him. he lost his head, There was
only one relicvine incident to this tragedy—he dropped his guns behind
Bimi i his flight. When T saw them lying on the tloor, 1 covered one with
my handkerchicf and the other with my scarf. 1 knew that fingerprints
on a eun should not be wpcth When the police areim they were
amazed. They said ic was a yery intelhgent thing to have done.%ut they
ooked at me suspiciously fes having done it. “How did #ou know
about covering the guns?' gne of them asked.
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“I have been a writer in Holtywood and [ have seen enough gangster
pictures being produced out there to make me a full-fledged detective
and g policeman Tolled into one,” I told Mim.

But I had a bad reaction from this melodramatic little adventure.
When the train arrived late in Paris (the police had held it up for
several hours) I had a high temperature and went to bed in the Crillon.
A doctor came and said 1 had “shock.” For the first time in my life |
developed a bad earache and had to be given large doses of penicillin.
I became a bit delirious, and half in this state, and half asleep, I had »
dream. )

I dreamed 1 was in Tibet. It was interesting that T knew it was Tihet
as I have never been thert, but I was fuily aware that it was this country
I was walking along a white road in briiliant sunshine. The road
stretched out before me, winding up intc the miountains, the highe.
peak of which was covered with snow, The air was so clear and rarc
that as I walked I felt as if 1 was flying. At first as I walked, there was
no one in sight. Then, suddenly, at a distance on the road, 1 saw
worman coming toward me. She walked freely and beautifully, and she
was dressed in a sort of purplish blue Chinese gown embroidered in
gold, As she drew close and passed me on my Jeft side, 1 noticed hesr
slanting eyes saemednimost closed. She smiled faintly when she w..
directly beside me, but she did not turn her head. I wanted to tun
and look after her, but I dared not because [ knew she would be aware
of it. I walked an a little further with a great feeling of well-being. Then
I woke up.

As I lay in bed I felt extiemely happy. Although 1 stili had pamn 0
my ear it did not seem to matter. When the doctor came he remuriisl
my good spirits, I said, I have been to Tibet.” He did not answer 1
probably thought I was still delirious. 1 knew it was no use tryng o
explain.

Some days later Dilkusha dec Rohan rang me on the telephone | 1old
her | was fed up with staying in bed. She suggested that 1 go with
to a friend’s for dinner. The friend's name was Poppy Kirk and she was
an excellent cook. (I lcarned later that Poppy’s real name was Mt
Annunziata Sartori—what a shame to have changed if!) Her father
Ttalian descent was born in Philadeiphia from a familv who had b.oop
Americans for scveral generations. Poppy wgs the only child of his second
marriagt and Brr mother was British. She Jvas boin in Italy—in fu
hom—bR she was brought up in the imzmational sets of France aid
England.
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We went to Auteuil, stopping on the way to pick up Mary Busch
and an Indo-Chinese poet—Pierre Dodinh. When we arrived Poppy was
in the kitchen and called out tv us to take off our coat? As 1 am always
very sensitive to voices, I like to hear a voice before I meet the person
it belongs to. Poppy has a charming one, and her English is English,
although she was born and brought up in ltaly. The room we were in
was lighted only by candles and when she appeared I thought for a
second that 1 wasn’t seeing clearly, or that 1 was dreaming again. She
was wearing the same Chinese gown the woman in my Tibetan dream
had worm and in fact she was the same woman, There were the same
sit, half-closed eyes, and the same faint smile. 1 was actually so stunned
by this encounter that it was difficult for me eten to shake hands with
her. She was so busy preparing dinner that she was unaware of my
cmotion, but when we sat down at the table and I remarked on her
rown, she said, “I always wear Chinese gowus. [ love everything oricntal.
in fact, I sometimes think I really am oriental.” She did not have 1o
say this ‘o inake me believe it.

When we left <lie told us she was going to the United States within
a week, first to Washington and New York. then c:, o jotn her husband
m Mexico City. She had been working with Edward Xolvneux. but had
given up the job, for a while anyway. I gave nesamy cddress and she
said she would look me up after the New Year.

That week Bébé Berard died. Boris Kochnow, whom he lived with,
telephoned me the shocking news. 1 went over at once and saw poor
Bébé lying dead on his bed. I simply c.ould not take in his death or
believe it. He always seemed so part of life>—so part of-the artistic hfe
of Paris—so part of my own life in Pans. His funeral senices were
at Saint Sulpice. And never, even for a great statesman, have 1 scen s0
many flowers. 1 was told that ¢very flower shep in Paris hud been
emptied. T sat through the High Mu:s feching vern despondent because,
somehow, I identified Bébé's dcath with the breaking of my mirror.

On Christmas Day Jean Cocteau and I flew 10 New York together, We
had a miserable trip because the heating apparatus in the plane broke
down. Luckily, we were the oniv passengers, o we took all the
hlankets and piled them on. I was afraid Jean would smother under
his mountain of coverings during the night But worse was © come for
him. When we arrived in N’cw York he found he had.fon:olcn s
viccination certificate. No amoym of pleading with the officiaks would
let him off. They dragged him into a room. took off his coat and
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vaccinated him then and there. He was horribly frightened and it was
no small ordeal after a freezing flight.

My wonderful’ friend, Marion Stevenssa, was waiting for me in my
flat. Although it was the day after Christmas, she had thoughtfully
decorated a small tree for me and arranged flowers in my rooms. Greta
was next door in the Ritz Tower and she came in to have tea with us.
She had never met Marion and I could see she was intrigued by her.
She 1ooked at her closely, frankly staring at her the way a child some-
times stares. Then she said to Marion, *May I ask you a personal
question?” Marion was puzzled, but answered, “Of course. I have no
secrets from Mercedes.” 1 couldn’t imagine what Greta was going to
bring forth. Rather shyly, she asked, “Are you a virgin?” Marion
laughed. “Do you know, I am seventy-six years old and 1 have never
really thought about that question. But come to think of it now, I am
a virgin.” Greta gazed at her in wonderment, and said, “How extraordi-
nary.”

After this conversation I always had great fun with Marion. When
I rang her on the telephone I used to ask, “Is this the Virgin speaking?”

Just before New Year’s I had a letter from Poppy Kiitk who was in
Washington saying she was coming to New York soon. 1 invited her for
dinner and gotetickets for The Mad Woman of Chaillot. Although we
had had a magsificent dinner the night I had been to her flat, [ did not
realize she was a celebrated cook and known as such far and wide.
During the war, with several other women, she had cooked [or hundreds
of British officers a day at the National Gallery in London, and with
practically no ingredients, mianaged to vary their food and give them
such good dishes that this particular canteen became famous.

What got into me the night Poppy came for dinner, I'll never know.
I decided to cook her a dinner. When she arrived 1 was in a nervous
state. I had been cooking since three o'clock! She looked indulgent but
politely said nothing. She cven more politely ate my dinner and pre-
tended she thought it exceptionally good. 1 am ashamed to say what
a simple dinner it was. As it turned out, she could have cooked it in
thirty minutes with only one hand and her eyes closed.

We went sightseeing the next day, and just before sunset, around the
Reservoir for a walk. It was bitter cold, but the sky was flame pink a
the sun went down, Over the water the lights in the wirdows of the tull
buildings begap to come on and she was cnchantcd Dressed in a grey
tweed suh she walked with the ease and.along strides 1 had seen in mYy
dream. I said, “Now you are walking as yqu did in Tibet.” I told her
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about my dream. She was tremendously interested, and said that her
fat'hcr, whom sl'{c adored, haq encouraged her at an early age to feel
oriental and to hke' Easte'm tyings. When she was a s,hall child he used
to wrap her naked in an ice cqld, wet sheet and make her create enough
heat in h_cr own body to dr.y it. This is an exercise practised by Yogis
in the 'Himaiayas. Poppy didn’t know this and was amazed to hear it.
She safd her father hgd made her sit quictly alone i her room, making
her mind blank. This is another Yoga practisc—-emptying the mind.
She did not know where her father had learned these practises, but they
gave me an even stronger impression that she had been Tibetan or
Chinese in another incarnation. "

T introduced Poppy to my friends. Marion idored her and from old
trunks where she had been hoarding treasures for years she produced
Chinese shawls, bits of exquisite silk, a paisley bedspread, a crystal
necklace, lace baby dresses (which she said rould be made into blouses)
and heaven knows what else, and gave them to Poppy. They were
constantly in a huddle over bits of lace or some Victorian piece of
jewelry. At a partv given by Kay and Georpe Szkier. she wore a white
Molyncux evening dress. Kay and George were Inme in a sudio over
a stable, lit by candlelipht, and when she came int. the room everyone
stopped talking. Ka- said she was fascinating Sk should know, as she
is the able fash.on editor of “Mademoisclle™ unider hgr own aame—
Kay Silver. Kay herself is a combination of a successful career woman
and a bashful child. Blonde and pretty, she often, at"her own parties,
wears Ningteenth Century dresses which swit her very well George is
a painter, dark as Kay is blonde. He has begn art director of both Vogue
in Paris and Harper's Bazaar in New York. He 15 sensitive, intelligent
and has the qualities that make him companionable to women.

I introduced Poppy to another fnend of mune. Elcanor Cooley. 1 met
Nell through Natasha Rambova when [ wanted her to look up zn aspect
of my astrological chart. She had ro time to do it then, and said she
knew only one astrologer she v ould trust to do it for me. Nell s warm
and intelligent and a profound student of esoteric teachmngs. 1 often
discuss complex problems with her. .

Poppy was having such a good time that she stretehed out her visit
for a month, but finally the day came when she had to teave for Merxico.
I rented my flat to Carol Channing and her husband and fic v back to
Paris. _ ‘

I heard from Poppy often, She secmed restless andl didy not like
Mexico. In the meantime 1 went out often 1o Senlis to see my friends,
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. the Ericksons who had a lovely house out there and what was even
more “lovely” was its atmosphere of perennial hospitality. There is no
one more hospitable in the world than Ige Erickson. The household
consisted then (before Eric’s sad death) of Lee, Eric, their daughter
Charlotte, and three French poodles, one of which had a gentle habit
of biting people. At one party he tore off a lady's skirt and left her
standing rather exposed and extremely embarrassed, but these were only
miner inconveniences compared to the warmth, affection, and good food
of this house. Apart from Eric’s fine portraits, he had over a nuniber
of years contributed fashion drawings to Vogue which in my opinion
greatly enhanced thd prestige of that magazine. But I always jokingh
told Eric that his true fame came from the chic manner in which he
could wear a bowler hat! No one could wear one as he did.

I went two or three times a week to Marie Laureucin’s studio and
sat with her while she painted. Suvzanne made tea for us and onc day
she took some rather monstrous photographs of Marie and myscll
Marie was terribly upsct at this time that she had lost her apartment at
1 rue Savorgnan de Brazza, near the Champs de Mars. Everything in
it was hers—her furniture, even her personal things, and her books.
I think she carcd more about losing her book;r. than anything elsc.
During the war some :people moved into the apartment, which Munv
had unfortunately left vacant. When the war was over they would not
move out. Marie started a lawsuit but it trailed on and on and made
her terribly unhappy and nervous. She was also hurt that the government
did not force these people out. She talked to me about this and said,
“After all, I am gn artist who has brought France some réclame. In my
old age the least they can do is 1o return me my home.” Had she had
the money to bribe the officials she probably would have won the sun
I believe all the nervous strain of this suit caused her death. Not lony
before she died she did recover the apartment but, it was too late. Sh
was too ill to care.

One day in the bus [ ran into my beloved friend, Alice Toklus. I b
not seen her for a long time and this chance meeting was very fortunste
She was wearing what [ calied “a Knight's hat"—a hat dripping with
plumes. I feit she should have whisked it off her head,and bowed low
with it to the floor when she said good-bye to me. But she did betier th. ©
that. She invited me to lunch. Whoever rands this uas, [ hope, i
read the Wondeaful cook book written by Alice B. Iokias. If they have
done so tﬁcy will know why I looked Yorward to this lunch. Al
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completes the trio of the three best cooks m my hfe—Marlene, Poppy,
and Alice

But lct no one think thatd only went to see Alice™or food 1 would
gladly starve for a month for one hour s conversation with her <be
has the quickest and most intelhgent muind I know And what 15 mor
she has unteld kindness, and the good manners of the heart | do not
know anyone with more exquisite manners, which spring from her ex-
treme preoccupation with the welfare of others, and also {rom her rare
sensitivity. When I am away from her 1 look forward to her Jetters
which 1 am fortunate cnough to receive quite often They look as ol they
were written with the eyelash of a iy The letters are 50 small and so
delscately shaped that she could cauly write sy full name and address
on a postage stamp I am always fascinated by them and when 1 oget
a letter from her 1 often sit and gaze at the wrniung for 4 long ume hefore
openmng the envelope I have studied handwriings and Alice s denotes
what she is. beauvtfully modest, rehgiously humble seputine 1o an
extreme a~istic, full of awarencss, alert, tactful, forcetul unswerving 1o
prnciple, genercis and kind These are just a few of the traits her
wnung reveals She 1s a continual ‘event™ in mv Qife, 10 1er fetters or
10 person.

At this tir. Basket was soll alne Bashetwas 3 doa—[ would
prefer to say a person He was a large white poodle Je had belonged
to Gertrude Stemn and I suspect that Ale not only loved im for
bimself but also for his association with Miss Stein At thee ume he
was exceedingly oid, blind, and frail It was stringe but whenover 1
taw hum 1 felt I was “dreammeg hin 1 never tdt he bofonged on thes
plane.

I suddenly had a letter from Poppy saving she wanted to retarn to
Paris and suggesting we share a flat together 1 put m a lone-distance
call to Mexico City and we decided she would iy 10 Pariv a2 voun as 1
found an apartment

Then began the hunt for one' 1 could have found a nevdle 1n & hav-
stack with my eyes closed more casidy than an apartment an Pans at
this ime | wore the soles off my shoes runne from one apirtment
house to another 1 ascended and descended m <haky old hfts T walked
up and walked dqown dozens of starwass a dav 1 stoppud unsuspecting
toncicrges who were beating therr rugs m the street and  «ed them
they knew of any apartment m ther quartier | made the soand
thousangd-franc note under the'r noses Al to no avatl Fondh #n F v or
I gave up. That same day Claure rushed 10 to wwe me She by he rd ot
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- a small flat on the Quai Voltaire.that we should go and see at once.
“Not & stone must be left unturned,” she said, using a stock phrase she
bhad picked up froh a book of English expsessions.

“W‘el], you go and turn the stone,” 1 said, “and if there isn’t an old
moth-eaten carpet under it, 1'll consider looking at the flat. At present
I'm tired of dingy stairways and nasty smells.”

Claire was exasperated. “['ve worked hard to find cut about this flat.
You simply must look at it,” she moaned. Just for deviltry and not to
seem to be giving in too easily, 1 said, “If there is a butterfly in the
flat of any kind, 1 \.yill take it without even looking at it. But if not
I will come away at once.” Claire looked puzzled and produced a bit
of G.1. slang. “Are you fats?” “No, 1 just mcan what | say. Who can
tell? There may be a butterfly painted on a lampshade, or there may
be an ashtray with a butterfly on it, or there may be just some old dead
butterflies with pins through them on the wall in a frame. You know
the kind. You've seen them in every stuffy house.”

Claire shook her head and mumbled, “Come on.” We proceeded out
of the hotel, into her car, across the Place de la Concorde and on to the
Quai Voltaire. We stopped at number five. Entering the house I per-
ceived a beautiful stairway but no lift. “Just as ] thoughtwno lift." 1
grumbled. At the top &f the fifth floor, I said, “Remember about the
butterflics. No buyterflies, no apartment.™

Claire gave me a withering look as we went down a small corridor
She knocked at a door. It was opened wide by a woman, and we stou
on the threshold gasping. All four walls of the room were covered with
butterflies and in the center of the room, on an easel, there was a huge
oil painting of butterflies. The woman saw our look of amazement ind
said, “I am a painter of butterflies. Won't you come in?” I moved nat
a muscle. T just said, “Madame, 1 will take the apartment. Please druw
up the paper.”

How 1 got it ready in the shon time I did, I will never know 1t
it never be said that the French cannot work quickly. True, the it
was sinall, There was only a bedroom, a living room, and a kitchen.
I had a modern toilet put in the hallway and a bathtub in the kitchen
The rooms were attractively shaped as they had dormey windows. A nd
the living room had a charming Louis XVI1 mantle and firepla.o
Luckily, the rooms were at the back of the house and faced south
and got ful! sunghine when there was any. ] had all the walls painted
white and %00k cases built in. Two friemds of mine, Andrew Shunny
and Charles Maguire, belped me furnish its I had long yellow linca
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curtains made for all the windows.and we picked up old pieces of.
furniture in antique shops. When Poppy arrived it was filled with flowers,
and fortunately it was a sunwy day. Of course it was%ust a modest little
place but it was gay, clean, and amusing. Poppy brought a Jot of ‘things
from Mexico which suited it. Silver ,plates, tin candelabras, printed
Madonnas, colored paper flowers and all sorts of nonsense that gave it
a special playful character of its own.

Spring was sweet in the little flat. As well as being a good cook,
Poppy has a genius for flowers and always arranges them beautifully,
The place was a mass of flowers inside and we hag flower boxes at the
windows. She made different colored dinners, She would have an all
pink dinner. The flowers on the table were fink, the soup was pink—
borscht or tomato. There would be radishes on the table und we might
have shrimps with rice, beetl salad. and strawberries or raspberries for
dessert. Nothing was allowed on the tuble that was not pink except
bread, tice, and butter. And. of course, we had vin rose. A greco dinner
was tb. eoaest: pea soup, artichokes, sprnisch and string beans, a green
salad and mint wce cream. Yellow was casy wo Melons, all kinds of
soups are more or fess vellow: then there are ~:|,;1':1=>h, corn, sweet po-
tatoes, and chicken. We called chicken veltow  And for dessert there
were cheese, . pricots, bananas. ar even peaches gigeplamt, purple plums,
purple grapes, prunes and cabbage came under the pfple dinners.

All this Poppy did with the greatest of vaswe She often came home
from having worked uif day at Schirparells und while tidong a bath
and making up she not only covked a4 marvclous dinner for «iy or
seven people but she also arranged the bk « beautfully that the mere
sight of it so stimulated the guests' appettes that they eould hardly wast
for dinner to be served. But while they were hunendy vveing the tible
and drinking their cocktails. Poppy would appear lookmg utierly charm-
ing in one of her Chinese powns and zivny the impression that she had
never been near a kitchen, much less having coped with afty or more
tiresome and exacting women chicnts all dav at Schups, having probably
run up and down the stairs one hundied tes and ansaered the tele-
phone dozens of other times. having hud w0 m e chowe of matenals
and possibly haging had to awast Schiap persen i in vanous wiys

Poppy is deliciously umygue. | have never met anyons m the worid
‘remotely like her.

George Sakier came tosPans that sprng He was %ot \V:H and he
came often to our fiat 1o he Yown Poppy cooked for him amt he told
her how atiractive she wAs. Then Poppy got it She had caeght some



346 [/ Here Lies the Heart

kind of a germ in Mexico so I had them both ill on my hands. One
day when I tried to take Poppy's temperature she spatched the ther-
mometer out of m$ hand and smashed it apainst the wall. George called
out from the other room. *Never let a woman with even 2 drop in her of
Italian blood get anything breakable in her hands.” The rest of the time
I lived with Poppy I remembered this advice,

We had a happy summer. We did not go away and it was lovely when
everyone else did. We seemed to have Paris to ourselves. We walked
down by the water’s edge on the quais, we went to the flower markets,
and we sat in the sun. We went to concerts, sometimes dined late at
our favorite restaurants, and a great deal of the time we did just nothing.
But Poppy began to getsestless and said she must work again. We
viewed our finances and decided she had to. She had not been brought
up to work and had only begun to when her first husband left her
without any money and a small son. I hated to see her start working
again. Shke considered returning to Edward Motyneux, but one day by
accideat she ran into Schiaparelli, who immediately offered her a job
as a sort of general manag’cr of her shop. Poppy and Schiaparelli have
very much the same ‘taste and artistically see things with the samc eye.
Also, Poppy had known Schiap a long time and yas fond of her. Then
too, she liked thegocatign of the shop on the Place Vendome. Altogether
she was not unhgppy about the job, but I was suddenly left alone all
day. I had been most of my life alone, but these few months with Poppy
had spoiled me, I thought of getting a job myself, but 1 had free-lanced
so Jong that I dreaded again being stuck in set hours. Greta came to
Paris in the beginning of September and we took long walks in the Bois
and the Tuileries Gardens.

Then it began to rain and the days were dark and cold. In the midst
of this dreary weather the concierge’s wife died. She had been ailing for
some time and I often went in to see her. A few days after the funeral
I met her on the stairs. Of course 1 knew it was only her astral body,
but it had a very disturbing effect on me. I became very nervous and [
hated being left alone in the flat and going up and down the stairs.
Poppy saw my state of mind and suggestcd we move. A small hotel on
the Quai farther up—the Bisson—had just been opened, and a friend of
mine, Eric Charrel, was living there. Eric was the origmnal producer of
the White Horse Inn when it was first done, in German+. He had also
produced*that bgautiful film, Congress Dances. He suggested that Poppy
and I go b this hotel. So we took a little suite there and furnished it
with a good many of our own things. We had a beautiful Chrigtmas.



Here Lies the Heart /347
We carried home our own tree and Po
paper butterflics. Shl':.‘ can cook on a candle and in some extragrdinary
way she cooked delicious .meals for us on some kAd of a makeshift
burnel: and a small electric stove. This stove regularly blew out the
fuses in the hotel. Undaunted, Poppy would fix the fuses with hairpins
and suddenly the lights would go on again. She has green thumbs for
flowers and plants and red thumbs for fuses)

But after Christmas 1 became ill. 1 am a creature of the sun and
continual dark days and rain get me down, Next I heard that Eleanor
von Mendelssohn had killed herself and this had a terrible eficct on me.
Ona Munson and Eugene Berman came to Paris %and lived in Alice de
Lamar's flat a few doors away from us in Mlfredo Side’s house. Ona
hated Paris. She did not feel well either and talkea constantly about how
she wished she was in New York. When 1 went to see her 1 was unable
to cheer her up and unconsciously she communicated her unhappiness
to me. I always left her feeling worse mivself. T began having terrible
headaches and a recurrence of my old time depressions. The hotel was
badly beated and I was often cold. Poppy had so much work to do at
the shop that many evenings she did not come home untii seven, |
began writing articles, and in order to be war.. 1 wrote them in the
American Cultural Centre on the Fauboury Sagh Hunpre But this was
no solution to my depressions so 1 deaided to 2o to dew York und see
my beloved doctor, Max Wolf. Max was not only my doctor but he
and his wife Edith were also my friends Schiap aas s«ending Poppy to
New York in six weeks, 50 it wus just o matter of going o lisile sooner.
When 1 reached New York | came dowm with a baq case of shingles,

Of course, Marion came and took care of me [ wis soodl she siased
with me night and day at first. But as 1 ot better she came only in
the afternoon and stayed until about eleven. She was o mght owl Whep
she left me she would say she was gomg iver to walk on Broadway.
This was actually true. She loved walking at nizht on Broadway. Otten.
in the old days, before I went ta Hollvwood and when 1 was aioht
ow! too, we used to walk together on Broadway semeinnes as lae—or
as carly—as dawn. She would hold my arm and sav. T mu-t hang om
to you so that po one wili pick vou up 1 .umxcrvd‘l “H there w any
picking to be done it will be you who will be prcked '

I had a letter then from Gabriclle Fathoven in 1 ondaon L Quin.ia
Tod had died. He had digd in his sleep. He had woigk .o me "‘"'-‘*I Wi
days before, saying he wishcd he could leave Fngland for d fome T

Then one day 1 had a far greater blow. but T haow I “herkd ot

PPy decorated it entirely with.
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. have regarded it as such. Bhagavan Ramana Maharshi died on April
fourteenth. He bad said, “I am going away. Where could I go? 1 am
here.” By the wond “here” he did not imgly any limitation. He meant
rathef, that the Self /5. There is po going, or coming, or changing, in that
which is changeless and Universal. ! should not have regarded his death
as a blow. How could I lose him? How can one lose anyone? How can
one lose that which is Eternal? 1t is only in the first shock, and gripped
in the illusion of death, that one grieves for the physical presence.

Yet, millions in India mourned the Mabarshi. A long article about
his death in the New York Times ended with “Here in India, where
thousands of so-calldd holy men ¢laim close tune with the Infinite, it
is said that the most reasaarkable thing about Sti Ramana Maharsh
was that he never claimed anything remarkable for himself yet became
one of the most loved and respected of all.”

His death was remarkable. My friend, the celebrated French photog-
rapher, Henri Cartier-Bresson, and his wife Ratna, were there at the
time. They told me that at six P.M. of the evening of his death, he gave
Darshan to a great number of people, who, hearing he was dving, had
come long distances just for the last Darshan. A short while before the
actual minute of his death, he had the doctor put his body in the Lutus
posture. The regldcnl «evotees came 1n one by one, touched his ILu
and had their lagt Dafsnan. Then Bhagavan asked the doctor to te
his pulse. He said, “When it stops, you will know my physicul orginesn
has come to a standstill.” At forty-seven minutes past ¢ight, and withow
any movement, Bhagavan's heart stopped. At thes same second, a bnghi
ball of light rose from his head and was observed moving slowly across
tbe sky. For ten to fifteen seconds it trailed across the sky. It passed to
the Northeast and dipped into the peak of Arunachala. Many people
saw it, and many more people saw its reflection. even as far as Mudras,
and felt what it portended. Both Henri and Ratna Cartier-Bresson saw
it and said there was no doubt about this phenomenon.

I did grieve at first because of a feeling that I would not agwm b
able to be in the physical presence of Bhagavan. 1 regretted not having
flown over to see him before the end, but I had no tdea it was so cline
Then one day in meditation, ] felt his Spiritual Prescnce so stronsls
that T never grieved again.

Poppy had. in the meantime, come 0 New York. After some weehs
when she had finished the job for Schiap. we flew back to Paris She
had two s@rprises for me. White 1 was in New York she found a lovelv
duplex apariment on the Quai Saint Michel. gnd she had found a lirtfe



Here Lies the Heart [ 349

farmhbouse in Normandy. The apartment had a large studic on the top .
fioor with a balcony all the way around it, and on the roof there was
a terrace. The floor below hael a living room, a study, % large bafhroorn,
kitchen and bedroom. As this block of houses is on a hill we could see
all over Paris from the studio floor. Jhe Seine fay at our feet and
directly opposite was the Notre Dame. It was a lovely location because
it was so easy to get to the flower market right near Notre Dame.

The farmhouse in Normandy was a find as it was charmingly fur-
nished with Provincial furniture. 1t was in a small village called Aincourt,
not far from Magny-en-Vexin, Besides two farms owned by peasants,
we and the Dreyfus family (of the famous Dreyfus case) were the only
‘people in the village. A mile and a quarter®away there was another
village called Parpe, which boasted a twelfth-century church and a cafe.
This village had no runnming water an the houses. Evervone drew water
from a pump in front of the church. The Dreyfus house and ours were
the only ones for miles around with runmng water, and of course that
did not mean hot running water. I thought 1 ceuld organize a petition
to the wovernment 1o have running water installed in the houses in
Parne but the peasants did not want n. They shrueeed their shouiders
and asked, "Who wanjs running water?” And yo* the two poor women
(ome very oid) who kept the cafe had to go idvery gand of weuther
with u bucket 1o draw 11 at the church just to wash thear glasses.

But we were very happy 1n thos farmhouse 1t was surrounded by fields
in which there were cows. This dehghted me. but Poppy was frightened
of them, at first, when they came clote enough to chew our flowers and
shrubs. At night thev coughed and sneezed toudly which always made
me laugh. They sounded hke verny old men cleanng their throats, We
spoke of them as “the girls ™

At this time Poppy came 1 one day when we were at the apartment
with something bulging from her pocket She sawd. "You don't Know
what | have in my pochet.” | sard. “1H bet T do—a Siamese cat.” |
was right. She produced a umy Siamese hitten T decided to call her “La
Linda,” after my grandmother She was very deicate s her mother had
not been fed properly. Poppy had bought her from a concierge on the
Quai. She was inclined to be humpbached. But we fed her the best food
and fussed over fier. We became dotng paents We went every week end
to the country and sometimgs, in summer. we motored dov  every eve-
ning and came back to Paris in the momning. Lucky Linda loved
motoring. If she was up a tree and we wanted to get her down. all |
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had to do was turn on the motor and she would rush down and make
a dive for her seat in the car.

That August in‘1950, Gabrielle Enthoven died. After Ivor's death,
followed by Quintin and finally Gabrielle, London never seemed the
same to me again.

Often friends turned up in Paris. I used to say it was like a corridor
because people were continually coming and going. For this reason 1}
always feel that Paris is the most restless city in the world. While
Poppy and I were on the Quai Saint Michel friends were always arriving
from America or England. Greta came to Paris a number of times
during those years. I used to drive her around in a Hillman car that
Poppy and I shared. I low: driving in Paris because anc has to be o
much on one’s toes. 1 remember dashing Greta around the Place de Ia
Concorde and recalling our slow-paced driving in iHollywood. “No
getting out to pick flowers here,” I said.

Malvina Hoffman has a house in Paris and I often drove her various
places. We went a number of times to the foundry on rue Leplanquais
where she had all her scuipture cast in bronze. This was the found:y
of Eugene Rudier—considered the Master Founder. Rudier cast fo
Rodin, Bourdelle, Despiau, Maillol, Renoir, Daymier, and Degas 1n
recent years he cgst for gnch modern sculptors as Matisse, Henry Moor
and Zadkine.

It is an interesting fact that Rudier signed his name under Rodin -
name on everything he ever cast for him. This, i1 is said. gives Rodui -
bronzes more vafue since they bear the Master Founder's sipnature ..
well as his own. Rudier was umquestionably the greatest bronze founder
of this century and the last. Rodin said of him, "1 create in plait
Rudier then takes my creations and gives them ficsh in bronze.”
died in 1952.

Two English friends of Poppy's came from London to stay a v
with us—Mrs. Winifret Game and her daughter Barbara Neiil. | &
covered that Mrs. Game is Eastern in her way of thinking. Perhaps -
is why she is so wise, Without actually being a Buddhist, like myself. -
tries to follow the Eight Fold Path.

While we were still in this apartment Eva Le Gallienne cante
dinner with us bringing her friend the English stage diYector Marsa
Webster with her. The evening passed pleasantly and we faughed v
the old ddys of [ghanne d'Arc.

NatashaMRambova also came to Paris. § did not know she was th:¢
and I was sitting in the sun in the Tuilerics {ardens. I was not =

-



Here Lies the Heart / 1351

thinking of Natasha, then suddenly I'saw her standing before me cxactly.
as though she was flesh and blood. This appearance lasted only a split
second, bu? long enough fore me to notice her clothed, T got up, walked
to the Quai and along it. Just in front of the Institut de France Natasha
actually came toward me in the flesh apd dressed as ! had scen her wn
minutes previously.

In 1951, Baba and my niece Mercedes were living in Paris in Passy,
as Mercedes had a job at the Britsh Embassy. On the ninth of April
Poppy and I had tickets to fly back to New York. as she was schéduled
to do a job there for Schiap. Frederick came over o Pars on a few
days leave from the Navy. The nirht before he was to return we all
weni out to an Austrian restaurant for dinnor. We had vodka, a good
wine, chicken paprika, strudel and all the things that go with @, and
a very happy time—at least until the moment Frederick announced he
had volunteered for an assignment on a submarine called the Afray.
He had already told Baba and she was very upset about it. Frederick
argued that there was more danger in crossing a Boulevard in Paris on
foot than geing down in a submarine. He said this submarine had every
modemn safety device. He drew a plan of the Affrav on the table cloth
and showed us where all these safety devices were His eves shone as
he talked and T could see he was terribly huppysboutgthe whole thing.
“But if there™ no danger why did they call for volupteers?™ I asked
To this question he had no answer. He tovsed it off lightly and just
said, “Oh, they always ask for volunteers if a job's ‘outside the usual
routine.” Looking back on it now 1 don't thunk either Baba or | could
possibly have persuaded him not 1o make dhis trip Poor boy, he proba-
bly also thought that by voluntecring for thin assgnment, which was
obviously a dangerous one no matter what he «aid, he would advance
his promotion and make more money with which to help Baba, After
dinner he put Poppy and me into a taxi. It was raiming and 1 called out
to him not to wait. I never saw bm again.

On the morning of April seventcenth, after 1 had returned 1o New
York, 1 received a cable from Baba just saying, “Fredenck lost on
Affray—Mercedes and | fying London—there is suil hope.”

Poor Baba sitting in her room in Paris had turned on the radnu';{nd
heard the Affra} was lost. She and Mereedes flew to London walting
forty-eight hours in the Admuralty Office only to be told st the end th.
ghastly news that the submarine could not be rccm‘u‘rcd. Tt SRS
that waiting must have taken! But Baba, like all of my family & alvays
had courage.
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When Poppy and [ returned to Paris, Baba and Mercedes were
back again in their flat in Passy. To me the tragedy of Frederick and
the Affray seemed a ¥pd dream. But to them [ know it did not even
seem z nightmanc—it was just a ghastly reality.

That summer Poppy took a few weeks holiday. We spent it in the
little house in Aincourt. Although we were delighted to have these un-
interrupted weeks in the country, I think the happiest one of us w.s
Linda. With the good food amd care we pave her she had developed into
a beautiful little creature with amazingly beautiful big blue eyes St
is a great talker——as many Siamese are and often she has had a number
of impolite things to say whenever she dislikes someone. She loves e
and when driving she likes to lean out the window and fecl the wind
whistle through her Jong whiskers. She also enjovs flying. She sits gquictly.
attentive 1o all that is going on. There are no flics on her! She pures
a lot and I think it is her way of making music.

At this time Schiap had some problems of her own and came to <Ly
a week with us 1o get away from people and to rest. Otherwise, we had
no other visitors except Poppy’s cousins, Mick and his wife, Kitty, wha
came once or twice for the day. Mick is likg a brother to Poppy. He is
Sir Willidm Mgjklereid and at this time wgs British Minister in Pares
and later ¥as the British Ambassador to Isaxcmbourg.

I look btk to those days in the litile house in Aincourt, and to the
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farm country spread out around it with great nostalgia. I have a deep
fondness for Normandy. Somehow, its soil speaks to me more than anv
part of France.

The following winter 1 went often to Gretz, to the Ramakrishna
Centre, to se¢ a beloved friend—Swam Siddheswarananda, a very re-
markable man. With the help of Monsieur and Madame Sauton the
Swam: founded the Centre there. Not long after this Monsieur Sauton
died, but Madame Sauton remained with the Swumi, and became the
“Mother™ of the Centre She 15 called Mammap by all the friends and
disciples. She is a beautiful person, phyucally and 4N her character She
ran the Centre for the Swapu, who until the moment of his death
Aprii 1957, established a cultural centre th&re People of note {rom
every country went to sece him He attracted scientists, philosophers,
poets, musicians, writers—in fact, every kind of artist or thinking mund

In May of 1952 1 knew that Marion Stevenson was very 1il She had
been wniting me and (rying to conceal it, but she did not fool me Be-
sides I knew her condition from her doctor [ decided to fly back to
New Yoik o see her. It was not 0o soon In the hospital she said,
“Tell me the truth. Am I dving?” For a secord T thought of lymg to
her, but I had never Jjed to her before I did not lie to her then, and 1
am thankful I diin’t ] answered, "Yes. darigft ‘ow are dying, but
don't be afraid There 15 nothing to fear Death, 1 am sure. 1s no differ-
ent from life. 1 will becoming along seon. too, und we wiil be walking
on Broadway again ” She <miled fantly Then 1 sad, “But whatever
happens 1 know God has s arms around you’ Thiv tme she really
smiled. Her face became radtant She sadd “Yes yos That's # God
has his arms around me ™ She closed her eves and went anto a coma
She died an hour later

When the doctor came I told him what T had sad to Manion and
what her last words had been He said “How wonderful that you wid
her the truth T wish eversone would do this 1o people who are dying
It would help them to die Dhne people are vers sensttne They hnow
when they are being hed te, and T bahweve, halt the nme the pretend
to swaliow what they are toid about getting well and afl thii ponsense
Just 10 make #t easier for their family and tnends T dic, bang told the
sruth. 15 what c:cr_mnc would want 1 am glud he whd me this 1 be-
lieve at 1y an important thige 0 know .

While T was stll in Nege York after Manon's deagy o heard that
Abram's wife had died | went 1o Old [yme, Connectout waerne he
was bving in the countny & found bum not vein welband | VW disturbed
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. by the fact that all his paintings wére in a barn where there were mice,
bats, and a leaking roof. Many of them were in very bad condition from
exposure and dampness. There were about thirty or forty paintings. 1
got a van and brought them all down to New York where 1 left them
with my friend, Dick Pleasant, who allowed me to hang them in his
fiat so [ could judge their condition.

Then 1 flew back to Paris. Poppy and 1 had lost the house in Aincourt
because the owner wanted it herself, but in the meantime she had found
another one beyond Saint Denis and Orgival. It was attractive, and, it
could be said, more go than Aincourt. But I missed our fields and the
“girls.” We went out to it every weekend during the summer and
autumn, but then Poppy $ave it up as she knew Schiap wanted her to
work for her in New York that winter.

In September I heard that Muriel Draper had died. Muriel and 1
were friends for many years. She was an outstanding figure in New
York and Europe because of her vibrant and arresting personality, and
for her interest, in what I would call humanity at large. Unfortunately
for her at this time she did not take into account that McCarthy was
spreading his slime all over the United States, and that the House Un-
American Activities Committee was just as apt asynot to label a woman
“pink” because ¢he udyl pink powder. As a result when Muriel war
labeled “pink,” she was not prepared for afl that went with it-—social
ostracism, criticism, and the cancelling of her passport. She might have
borne these things had they not affected her son Paul, the remarkablc
dancer and artist. At this time he was at the peak of his career and us
unconcerned with national affairs as his mother was coacerned with
them. His career was blocked and he was unable to continue danciny
in the United States. All this had a terrible effect on Muriel. She died
of a stroke brought on by aaxiety, but, 1 believe, she died of a sad heart
Right or wrong, she was a casvalty of the Cold War, There have been
many such casualtics here in the United States—victims of misplaced
patriotism, and unintelligent nationalism. I have known several.

At the end of November, when it was time to go t0 New York, wv
gave up the apartment on the Quai and with Linda flew to New Yourk.
We lived at first in my flat.

This winter | had the great privilege of meeting and studying with’
Dnctor Suzuki. 1 went to many of his classgs in Columbia University
Docior [faiselzﬁuzuki is the greatest living anthority on Zen Buddhism
and it is &ostly through his writings and teachings that the western
world has ré&ently become conscious of Zen.«
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Zen often scems in contradiction, but it is just this contradiction.
which gives the spiritual “shock™ so mecessary to shatter ignorance.
“Where Buddha is do not stay, where Buddha is no pass on quickly,”
is an example of Zen contradiction.

At the lectures, Mihoko Okamura jat next to Doctor Suzuki taking
notes for him. She was then not more than nineteen years old. She is
slender and small, like many Japancse women, but the shape of her face
—oval and finely carved—and the texture of her skin—white as a mag-
nolia flower—are unusual. At the lectures I was impressed by a Kiod of
radiation Doctor Suzuki projected. In fact, I was so caught up by this
radiation of goodness which came from him tnaf often 1 lost track of
- his words. 1 thought about these two people so apparently close in
spirit and so far apart in age. (Doctor Suzuk: was then eighty-eight
ycars old.) Then one day I was walking up Third Avenuc before the
elevated tracks had been torn down and coming toward me were Doctor
Suztki and Mihoko-—"Miho,” as I call her. They ghded toward me and
in just this way seemed 10 come into my hfe We met thue on that
shabby avenue and smiled at one another. They insited me 1o wa

When Miho wok me into Doctor Suzub s study-he was scated behind
a large desk drcsscd.m Japapese contume He o amalt and huas bright
intelligent eyes overhung with amazing evebroww whih wtnd cet from
his brow like great wings. On his desh and rohd the Fonnn mny books
were piled high. Miho brought in tea We spped it end spoke of cats,
Doctor Suzuki had heard of Linda Miho called s thor can Peter. She
explained that he was only an “alley cat.” not mesring that she loved
him any the less because of thie fact Wy ali arrced sbou iy nubiby
of spirit. Then we talked of tea and Nowers Finally, we fell into slence.
There was no need to talk. Doctor Suzub's goodness and socl-rarciess
so filled the reom there was no need for words. Before feaving hie ganve
me one of his books and wrote an inscription in it for me, Waen 4 cat
home 1 saw the inscription was in Chinese 1 catlad Mowoke Wndpokanzhh
said, “Tell D, Suzuki that. as clever as [ am. 1 do net understand
Chinese. Ask him what he bas wntten i nn book 7 Shoko retumed
from discussing the matter wih P Suzukt She sind he s wodien an
carly Zen saying “Mouatan v mountant weler o Wt v _

In the sprind Poppy's son, Victor Montrezze, cany back frome Howe
mania where he had been workme for the State Departmen The s
young and had been UilhE‘I‘I‘.‘- and virtually moeude \:ﬁ. S
serving one’s country belund ghe Tron Curtamn Poppy URNEURSHS N"ml!d
live with him. She found ¢ fat oy building dunng the ~L#RwT. but In
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the winter they took another flat on East Thirty-fifth Street. Then came
the problem—who would keep Linda? We both loved her. Poppy gen-
erously left her wkh me. She bought an enghanting little Pekinese fellow
whomi we christened Cherry Blossom and a little later I gave her an-
other Pekinese—Lotus Blossom. This boy is breathtakingly beautiful
and so geod and gentle that we are constantly touched by him, although,
at odd moments, we secretly admit to each other that he is, perhaps, the
village idiot. Brains are not his strong point. But Poppy adores him just
the same, and I am & runner-up for his heart and paw!

As a roundup of, what I call, “my first hundred year plan,” I would
like to say that Abrdm has married a third time and is very happy. He
married Marion Skirten, § wonderful and charming person.

Anna still lives on the desert in California but, one by one, the little
brood have died. She used to sign all their names to my Christmas and
birthday cards, but, over the years, each name has dropped off uatil
now she only signs her own. I shall never forget my “littie family.”
They were a vital part of me in younger days.

Happily, old friends still remain in my life—Vouletti, Audrey, Hope,
Claire, Poppy, Natacha, Greta, and many others.

Linda is now nine years old. She grows steadily each day in wisdom
and mischief. She is my “dream-girl,"—and corfipletely rules my life.

The circle cloﬁcs in, Pam once more living alone. I am reminded of 2
Spanish saying: *Whichever way the monkey jumps he always sees his
own tail.” But I cannot really say I am alone. How can I? I have my
Linda, and, despite the many years behind me, I feel now, as if I am
only beginning life. I feel this because I believe I bave arrived at a true
consciousness of* the meanmg of life. That meaning to me lies in the
practice of the art of the complete gift of myself in all that 1 do. This,
I have found, is the only way to bring life alive. I have never had any
desire for money, but now [ have no desire for possessions of any kind,
or for fame, or even for any further friendships. I only desire to achieve
life—not in taking from it—but, in whatever small way it may be
granted to me, fo give to it. But even this desire T know I must also
overcome. I must learn just simply and quietly o be. To cease trying.
Then it may be given to me to mount even further than the very last step
—beyond giving or taking—t0 mount into the realm which encom-
passes the Whole. '

As [ finish, thiserarrative, I feel I have in some measure fulfilled Granny
Pop’s wish that I should write my life, tholigh I bave failed to carry out
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ber otht::r w_ish—that 1 should keep notes. I have never kept notes on |
any 3“"-‘10‘}1 i all my life, and [ have not done so for this book. Nor have

1 at any time kept a diary or,even an engagement pa? At odd moments

I bave written down my appointments on little slips of papert—and

promptly lost them. Everything 1 have written here (except quotations

from letters, cards, catalogues, newspapers, and so forth) I have drawn

from memory. I may have made mistakes in some dates or minor inci-

dents, but if so, I do not too much regret it since I feel that [ have held

to the spirit of my statement if not to the letter, .

Perhaps, we all have to write such a book as this in some one of our
incarnations. 1 hope [ shall never have to do so again. It has taken too
much out of me. One should brood over such a book for years, adding
to it and then eliminating; polishing it as one potishes an old piece of
wood. To dash it off is not good. 1 can see why Jung makes many of his
patients write their lives. Somehow, after doing so, it puts one's life be-
hind one. It is like closing a door in an old house, throwing away the
key and starting out on the road. But plunging back in the subconscious
and reaeiabering incidents long since passed is, many times, very
painful,

Today, I realize that my view of life is very difierent fron. what it was
when I was young. o what it was a few years ago. or even only yester-
day. Life is nathing but a continual process K changt Thanks to my
many mistakes along the way, 1 have learned some léssons.

[ have written in these pages about people as | helined I knew them,
but I must, in a way, apologize for this because. in the final analysis,
who knows another person” Like myself. are they not continually chang-
ing and are they not different people today? Can anvene know another
person without continually evaluating and constuntly taking new measure
of him or her?

I recall one of the wisest things George Bernard Shaw ever said. He
was asked, who knew him best in all the world. He answered. "My
tailor. Becausc every tume he sces mie he takes new measures of me.”

If 1 have written about anyone in tus book without taking his or her
new measures, as of the day. or, ever, as of the very second, I write, I
hope 1 will be forgiven.

Many people 1 have written about in this book are now dead. Death—
that supreme sculptor—his chiselied much of my heart a1y with the
dying of each one. And yex the core of my heart remaia. }t'rcmalns to
battle, to struggle, and ever {o seck peace. Perhaps just this lesson 1 in
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the end must learn: that struggle itself is the peace of life, and that real
peace—that envied peace—belongs to another shore. Another shore so
close that it is withn ourselves. But we mus become mariners to reach it.
We must cross the sea of our own natures to reach that peaceful shore
where dwells our Divine Soul.

Is there anything outside ourselves? Do we not hold within our own
hearts the Belovéd, and Life and Death? And do we not hold within
our own souls the'Divine Self? But the illusions created by both Life
and Death must initiate us into their dark mysteries before we can com-
prehend all this. And it may be, too, that in this initiation we cannot
reach our full maturdty until we have bled deeply from a wound, pierced
far into the garden of ous hearts by the hand of the Belovéd. Until we
have gone in despair and loneliness through foreign lands, and heard
the echoes of our once oherished dreams proclaimed in the mouths of
gossipers and vulgar people—distorted—deformed—until we ourselves
no longer recognize them.

So at last we are forced to return to some simple thing we once loved
—perhaps only the delight in a streak of sunlight across the floor,

But in this a small contentment: to know that some things are to-
gether and hold forever tightly, and some things are never to be more
than dreamed. ,



Abbot, Boh, 108.30y

Abhdy, Lady lva, 281, 128-29

Abdy, Lord, 381

de Acosts, Asda Marta, 2,%29, 3% 3, 59.
60, 100, 24

de Acosta, Angéla Aloysios (Babad, 2 21,
30, 37, 4041, <353 Sh, 77, 104-108,
[Y7, 123, 2R2, 312, 326, 30, 36142

de Acosta, Enngué (Henme), 2, 30, 37,
53, 6-65

de Acosta (grandfsther), 1113

de Acosta {grandmother), 11-15

de Acosta, Joaquin Ignacio, 2, 21

de Acosta, Maria Ceccha, 2, 27, 20-30, 37,
43, 53, 60, £Y, 126, 328

de Acosta, Mercedes, 116, 129, 168, 197,
216, 265, 301, 340, on dancmg, 119,
familv of, 7-15; and flowers, 99, health
of. 1840, schoobing of, $4-5%; 48 vege-
tanan, 61-67, as waterfinder, 108.309;
fathes of, see de Acosta, Ricardo, mother
of, see de Atba y de Alba, Micacls
Ilernander

de Avosta, Riwcardo, 1-3, 11-16, J3-.4, 18-
3, 44, 53.54

de Acosta, Ricardo Miguel (Dicky, 2, 29,
5184, 204, 25

de Acosta, Rina lina Hernander de Alba,
o060 106, 21223, 1, 18, 178, 4143,
4h-49, 54, 6%, 7h, BX-R1, RT.90, 99-10M),
109, 114, 117, 119, 124, 12493], 134.08,
150, 16364, 167-6R 171, 184, 193, 197-
199, 203206, 241, 298, 12001,

Actors' Equity, 99, 128

Adams, Maude, 17-18, 70-71, 112

Adirondack Mountama, 5)

Adler, Cathenine, 115, 144

Adter, David, 115, 134, 201

Index

[y 3

Adler, Rose, 2131.327

Admurabty Ofh- . 31

Adol! Blm Corr pany, 117

Adrnan 230, 244 260

Aptran 53¢ €l

Afncg, 121

Aviwsaine and Sels ce ¥~ 130

Agounnsky, Prawe, 117-18, 137, 201, 217,
245 4k .

Agra, 288

Agurla, we Lagels, Jeanne

Ahmednagar 25283

I Awlon, 49, 88 140

\il‘h‘(ﬂlﬂ, KL R ¥

Aar Force, we Umited States Ay Force

Annta, 48, 205

Aked, Munel 202

Alms Zoe, 0

Alabama, 127

de Alha, 220 Dukes of 7

de Alba v de Alba, Micacla Hernandez,
P8, 910, 18 te, 21232, 34-34 3735, 40-
44, 46, S8 4D, 65, 104, 10S, J08-109,
I 185, 117,124, 131, 134-30

de Alba. Raluel, 89

de Alba. Rita Herpandes v, 79

Alevander, Grand Duke, 237

Alevandrig, W

Alfonu, Sh

Alfonse, Kme of Span, 47 {12 .

Alingon, ford Naper, “Naps 125 131

Allied Nattons, World War 7 w5

Adlies, Sorld War 1], 324

Altadena, 323

Amaganselt, 79, RS

Amaih Thive, 307

Ambassador Holel, 201

Ambassador Theatre, 181

359



360 / Index

America House, 325

American Cultural Centre, 347

American bassy, Berlm. 280

Arperican Embassy, Pa,is 336

American 'Hospua Neu.l.liy

Americun Tour, 1

Amsterdam, 45

Andrews, Bobbie, 123

Anglin, Margaret, 73

Anna Chrisiie, 9? 213, 232

D’Annunaio, 47, 121

Anuradhnpura. 297

Arabesgue, 164

Arabs, 301-3102

“Archahgel,” 170.75%

Archwayvs of Life, 116, 124

Arensburg collection, 314 Mr. aod M.
Arensburg 3[4

Arins, José, 28, 44

Arizona, 137, 151, 308

Arlen, Mlchnc] 128

Arles, 337

L’Arquest, 133

Arts eatre, 202

Arunachala, 286, 290 293, 297, 348

Ashton, Lady 13‘5 126

Askowith, Balhsheba 152-53

Aaola, 51,121, 153

Assiar, 26365

Astaire, Adele, 130

Agraire, Fred, 130

Astor, Alice, 267-68

Astor, Mrs John Jacoh, 95

Astor, Yincent, 95

Astoria, 193

asiral travel, 319

sstrology, 145

As You Desire Me, 243

Austria, 65, 287

Autewl, 139

Avenue George V, 231

Avignon, 331, 116-37

Baba, see de Acosta, Angéla Aloysius,

Babs, Sri Mcher, :ﬂ 54, 276-78, 282%

rue du Bac, 17, 329

Bacchnnalc, 179

Bach, 174

Bagrnoles- lc‘ Bams 189

Bakse, 114,

Bal d&" anams Jl

Balief. 139

Ballet Company, Alenis Koaloff's, 145

Bambina, tR1-42, {89, 228, 303-304

Band Box, £9

Banealore, 286

Bankhead, Td"ll]dh 97, 207-208

Banks, Leshie, 202

Barlmg, Adelasde fBarley), 28

Barmney, Natalie, 179

Baroja, Piu, 112, 120

The Barretis of Wimpale Streer, 237

Barrymore, Ethel, 42-43, 112, 257

Barrymare, John (Jack), 1%, 4241, 91.97,

B 102-103, ) li)dll léé%&‘) 234.35, 251
arrymore, ne

Basket, 343 ©

Ballcry Park, 19

Bavaria, 202

Bay of Bisc::ir
Beaton, Cecil, 19-20, 132.33, 203, 241
%:a Beaumom.. Count Euenne. 1‘19-30 329
uv:
Benux'ﬁru. 145, 158; M. le Ministre des,
158-59; Ministry of, 157-59
Becket, .I'ohn 132-33, 202-203
Bedford Hills, 531, 134
Beekman Place, 18- 19, 192, 201, 206
Becry, Wallace, 224
gci eddes, Nurman, 69, 156-60, 164
L
Bella Damaa. T2, 714
Belmont, Mr. and Mrs. August, 18
Henares, 28%
Benedict Canyon, 211
Benevente, 47, 120
Bennett, Arnold, 198
Bennetl. Barhara, 202
Bennett, Constance, 202
Bennett, Joan, 202
Beanett, Rachard, 202
Benms, Alexandre, 118
Benson, Mary, 1%}
Béravd, Béhé I(‘hnstmn) 129, 136-37, 339
Bcrﬁsnn Henrt, 4
Berheley th‘dre ‘44
Berhin, 213-14, 279
Berman, Fugene, 347
Bernard, Theos, Y0R
Bermhardr, Sarah, 4749, 87-89, 273
Bernstewn, Alme, 120
fiesant, Anne, 245
Bessie, ses M:n‘hur)‘r Elizabe
Beverly Hulls, 281, 333, 242. 306, 313, 32
Beverly Hotel, 244
The Bhagavad (Fata, 92.93
Bhagavan, ser Maharshi, Ramana
Bickerion, Joseph, 166
Bieler, I Harold, 262
Bigelow, Dorothy, 96
A Bl of Divorcement, 244
"The Banih of Venus,” 147
Bisson, 346
Rlandish Serena, 183
Blavatsky, 10%
The Rlue Angel, 241-42
The Blue Boy, 317
“The Blue Danube,” 32, 120
Blue Rufers, 113
Bogistay, Rusna, 277
By, 17, 161, |75, 146
Boidini, 37, 47-4R
Bolingen Foundatinn, 146
Bomhay, JR2 JR4.85, 291 298
Bori de Camellane, Count, 47
Boru and 1iveright, 173, L8R, 193-94, 200
Borghese, Princess Senta, 149
Boston, 6, 14-15, 60, §2- 83 155
Bo-Tree, 297
Botticelll, Sandro, 147-4%
Houlevard Raspad, 170, 146
Bourdelle, 47, 179, 150
wery, A
Bowman, Bill, [0 1)
Bracket, arhe, 197
HBrahmd, 17
Hrancas, 114-35



Braque, 313

Bremen, 268

Brentwood, 227, 251, 254
Breit, Dorothy, 206
Brieux, 47, 204

Brighton, 32

Brinton, Christian, §2
Hristod, Admoral, 142
Bristo) Avenue, 218

Briush Embassy, Paris, 151
“Briush era,' 26}
Brittany, 133, 197-UR
Broadway, 2, 131, 347, 35}
Brongé, Emly, 1R1
Brooklyn, 14E, 1R2
Brooklyn Muscum, K2, 320
The Brothers Karamazo, 74
Broun, Heywood, 106
Brown, Frey, ‘Uh 107, 332
Mrown, Harrer, 254
Brown, Vernon, 268
Brunchilde, 97

Brunton, Paul, 264
Bsherrs, 92

Budapest, 14142

Buddha, #6, 92 Inc  J1K 20X 207 485

position, 251 2RgRS,
Buddh Gaya, 297
Buddhism, 263, 265,
Bugstty v+
Bulle, s Wilshare, 243
Busch, Mary, 110
Hutler, Tamies, A8
Byron, 244

Cadir, 9
Cahtll, Anme, 75250, %4 62 107 13534
Cabferrpry, 99100 150 177 20k, 21 229,
FTET6 UL RN, A2, 164
Care, WL
Callot doenrs, 46
Caltthrop, (Jadss, 162, 1R,
Camargue, 337
Carille, 145 77374
Camphetl, AMrs Patnick, (96
Canada, H45
Cannes, 276, 33003
Cap Antihes, 20
Caprni, 19
Cardin, Mere, 131
Carlshad, 62
Carmeld, 4%
Carmeltna [Yring, 276
Caracgie, Adrew, 4
Carnegse Hall, 248
Carpenter, John, 116
Carpenter, Rue 116
Cartier Hresson, Hoenn, 348
Cuwincr-Bresaen, Ratng, a8
Carteer's, 114
Caruso, 42 »
LCosa del Mare, 220
Casals, Pablo, W
*Casat, Matchesy, 121
Case, Margarer, 119
Castle, frene, 7%, 139
Cuostle, Vermon, 78 12V
Cautherse the (reear, 243 80
Catherme of Siena, 122

Jal u2

245, JTAUN, s T

Jaf.uz

Latholictsm, Roman, 25, 52,

Index [/ 361

326
Catholics, Roman, 14 21 25-26, 56, 58,
71, 114, 144- 45, 295
(avalll.n 1na, 42 7-28
Century 'IhmtrL HS 56
Cervantes, 11
Ceylon, Zf}ﬁ 2R, 29T-98
( crunne, 175
Chliamherlan, 28]
Champs Elysées, 161
Champs Flysées Theatre, 157, 307
Chomps de Mars, 18], 342
Chanler Hob, 125, K, 1237
Chanler, Lewps, §2%
(_h.:nlv- Theelr e, 136, 128
Chanier, Mrv lhe t‘(Ian we de Acosia,
'\-hrn(ull.ll
C hanre! 1w by 22<
Channme, ¢ ol 313
Chapaim, Chartie, £4
Charles-ISgy 7
rJ'nll LN
Charrel Frie, 3in

iy t™arguise de For-
h-‘w 'ia-dd, 156

C R oy g D sl 24 7p
Chaternan Wl a2
| TN GO PR VI RV
Clhiephen 73 2w
L O AR YR
[ (TR LT S
Crerr By o o
RIS e
ross
' [ 307
Ly i
L0

W Tam W
S oTe W paE 2700,
IR LIS LR I - 2Y )
Chiseek .".' e he, teon, 1240 129 1R
Chas b Pronesne PR 180
Church Baomom Coatto’, 7 07 Fa0Sy LA
O S E A L R
Coan Repor oow bheate Th8°
Cron W v e Tad spannh, H1-12
oo € vwe s 0o 482
( ill' Pf“"'.“_"-hl TG
[T S R G
Cocdinar Cbaros P70 BN
P A A AL
Cotton g 25226 32 A 41 85154
I‘.‘ "."'i, AL I
Cother Alome L, T PRY Bk, 190
T
Colopate 2o .
Cohop, bl 12% ee0 o7 lus IiI 208
Iv oIt I

Colurm Unveosiy, 149, 354
Lhe Comreds & e, e
Camamonsg, 00

oty Bt L'.L‘. 16]am
ot [ AT
omyree [ran
Connccin it

R

i
191



362 / Index

Constantinople, 141-43, 162
Cook, Howard Willard, 101-102
Cooley, Eleanor, J41
, Diana, 138
Cooper Ghdys. 260, 34112
&er reta Kcmble. 19 183-84, 19799,
206, 276

Cooper. Vlolet. 276

Copeau, Jacques, 47, 99, 204

Copeland, George, 136

Comell, Katherlnc. 19, 70, 128, 183, 196,
206, 237-3

Corrigan, Archbxshop. 2]

Cosl, Sia, 149

Coué, 26

Cowssord. Noel, 32, 131, 162, 165, 182, 206,

sz, Gordon £9, 194

Crane, Mns., 110, 114

Crawford, Joan, 222

Creative Age Press, 321-22

Crillon, 117, 336, 3338

Crgrnjnshjeld, Frank {(Crownie), 47, 320-

Cuba, 11-15, 28, 53, 63
Cubists, 325

Cukor, George, 214
Cunard, Nancy, 118
Car, 23, 113
Cazarevilch, 73 .
Czarins, 23, 237

, 218, 228
“Dassy, You're Driving Me Cruxzy,” 215,
218, 228
Daladier, 281
Dalai Lama, 308
Daly, Augustin, 2-5 .
Daly, M. Augustin, 4-5
Daly Theatre, 2, 4-5
Danchenko, Nemirovich, 74
The Dark Light, 166
darshan, 286-88, 348
Daumier, 150
Davidova, Lucia, 13940
Dwavidson, Jo, 125 °
Davies, Marion, 239, 1424}
Davis, Richard Harding, 29
Dean-Paul, Lady Irene, 124, 131
Degan, 3150
Delgado, Don, 9, 15-16
Delmonico’s, 27
Desirée, 149-54
Desperate, 13132
Despiau, 350
Destt, Mary, 80, 85, 193
Detrois, 151
Draghifev. 69, 118-20, 203, 316
Diamond Horseshoe, 47, 205
Dick, sre de Acosta, Ricardo Miguel
Dietrich, Marlene, 241-44, 248-50, 252,
281, 145
Divine One, se¢ Hernbardt, Sarah
Divine Source, JRY
Dodge, Mahc]. 206
Dodinh, Peitre, 139
Dolores. Lai.l:lgu’
Dermintican Cathohic (,hur:,h 153-54
La Donna del jfare, 15

Daorian Grey, 233
Doro, Marie, 131-32, 148, 156, 181
Dostoevslcy 74
15, Melvyn, 315
Doyle, Miriam, 182
Dramatists Guild, 182
Draper, Muriel, 125 197, 354
gr'aper. Paul 35
aper,
Dreyfus flmlfy 349
Drinkwater, Joim 168
Drury Lane, 124
Dublin, 123, 168, 282
Duchamps, Marcel, 314
Duff Cooper, | Dmrla 268
Duke University, 321
Duke of Windsor, 131
Dumeont, Santos, 35
Dunapalata, 142
Duncan, Isadora, 50-52, 78.81, 85, 120-21,
170-80, 13690 193-94, 329
Dunham, Kaﬂicn.nc. n
Dunsa.ng. 168
, Eleonoras, 50-52, &8, 70, 114, 121,
123-25, 148-55, 163, 184, 214, 232, 267,
273, 316
Duveen Gallenica, 82-83, 179

Elgéls Jeapne, 68, 97, 118, 128, 166, 195-

Eames. Clare, 130
es, Emma, 42

Early Smge:. 202

East, 142, rehgions of, 64, 105, 145.46,
08; sptn’tuag signiticance of, 260-61;
teachings of, 19

Fast Fiver, 18, 107

Easr River, 207, 212, 218, 222, 129

East River Dnve, 18

Eckhart, Mcister, 10§

Edinburgh Festival, 276

Edwngton, Harry, 235, 247, 257, 117

Egypr, 301-202, religious 1exts of, 146

Eiflel Tower, 133

Eight-Fold Path, 105, 150

Eldeudge, Florence, 182

Eleonora Duse Theatre, 165

Eliot, George, 71

Flit, T 8§, 86

Fihott, Mres John, ree Oshorn, Audrey

Elhot, John, 11314

Eiliot, Ronnie, 305

Fllis Island, 1893

Fllora, 48, &%

“The Enfant Ternihle Years,” 67

England, #7-68, T7-T8, %1, 119, 145 1499
I57.58, 261, 275, 312, 318, IR, M47 1

Englivh, 14 15, 21, 24, 2K, 38, 73, 134, L*0,
23, W19, furnature, 123

Enhghtened OUnes, 292-94, 296, 305

Eniers, Angna, 144

Enthoven. Ciabrielle, f23-25, 136,
30, a7, s

Ephcmcns. 146

Eqnly, sd¢ Acinrs’ Equity

Frickson g harlotte, 342

Enickson, Fric, 342

Frickshn, Lee, 342

d‘l-_tl.mgcl" Baroness Cothenine, 314

14R-a49,



Eskell, Bertie, 197.99

Esmonde, Jill, 244

Europa, 250, 268-69

Europe, 28, 45-46_ 65, 68-69, 77-74, 82, 99,
115, 117, 124, 131, 144, 146, 157, 184,
198, 203, 250, 275-76, 278-79, 286, 298,
301, 312, 324, 326-17, 333, 354

Evening Transcript, Boston, 150

extra-sensory-perception, 321

Fagan, Jim, 168

Fagan, Mary, 168

Fair, Janice, 261-62

Fabanks, Douglas, 100

Fairbanks, Douglas Jr., 232

Fa1 Yen, 100

de Ja Falaise, Marquss, 254

de Falla, 136

Fargo, Jimmr, 106-107

Parrar, Geraldine, 42

Farrar, Thomas, 158, 160

Faubourg, Samnt Honure, 347

F.B.I, A2

Feimnger, 313

Ferguson, Elsie, 196

Firangcon-Davies, Gwen, 202

Field, Marshall, 167

Fifth Avenue, 17-1%, 42, B2, 85, 9%, 124

Fiji Islander, 211 .

Fiske, Harrs oo 148

Fitzgerald, Scott. 68, 160-61

Flanner, Janet, 323

Fleury, Rose, 229, 26, 2413, 251.52

Florence, 128, 26263

Flying Point, 65

"Follvwaod,” 210

Fontena, Georges, ™ 7

Foatonne, Lynn, 20~

de Forbin, Marguise, see Charles-Rous,
Claire

Ford, Mrs Simean, 140

The Forerunne-, 92

Forest of Fontanebleau, 173

Fotest of 51 Denis, 174

Four Hundred, 65, 72, 201

Fourteenth of July { Basulle Dav), 1R

Fiance, 1, 15, 46, 54, %9 #5656, o9 77, B3,
87,104, 107 108, 17,177, 193 204, 2€8,
IR, 2H1, 287, M2, 316, A2 25 AR,
42, 153 Gosernment of, 230, penod
furniture of, 72, South of, 180, 276

France, Anatole, 47

Vranchetnn, Matmy, 179, 129

Francine, Anne, 311-32

Franciscans, 263

Frankenberg, 1 lovd, 133.15

F-ranklin, Benjamin, 146

b rasso, Coumess, swee Taylor, Dorothy

trench, 149

Vreud, 68

Frick Museum, 19

 rohman, Charles, 1%

Frost, Robert, 68, 140

Frucautl, Mrs. Frank, 96-97

The Gadflv, 6041

Gaehelé, Madame Yvanne, 287
Game, Mrs Wimilrer, 250
Gandhy, 261, 268, 245, 298

Index / 363

Qanges, 285-86

Garba, Greta, 63, 97, 100, 127, 143, 162
184, 208, 212-40, 245, 250-51, 254-56
25859, 261-62, 34875, 778, 304, 306,
0y, 31419, 1272, 124, 336, 340, 346,
350, 156; art and character of, 31819

(Ixardt:n of Allah Hael, 311

Crarden, Mary, 42, 174 110, 334

(3:\.1.(1n<'r Callection, &

sirdner, Mrs Jack, 6 83

Gare SU lazare, 167, 268

Goarlanil, Mudye. tee Ashion, Lady

Grarrett, Oliver, 215

Oarmek Thegtre, 99

Coarson, Gireer, 09,110

Crarrett, Lileep, 321272

Cratubert, Bluer, 111

Gauwtheer, Nareuggne, 274

Lovares, Genr e, 42029

Cremmeer, Vagmin, LA S

Coenony, TAI¥ 1ug, 202

Centhe, Aranld, 162

Crenttemien Prefer oy, 104

:.{-m:c ‘l'}unnc T 160, 164
wrioanh, Bh TI20 213 20, 267, 2%
Ty . 267, 2EN, 313:

Gierrard Teddw, 125, 121,179, 129

g fe, 317

Lies' Mo, 1

fihove Aprmmande, JHA-KS

b 10T M

LIS RO AT O -

Lnbratar 79 ’

Coliran, koahh!o 0 97105 140

Cremsen © bgrles 1adna, °°F

Codand ] i 202

Cobrure Wng o

Gonnle,
e rathis U124

Gty Tallian, 333

LraTames 1y

tue Ot le Coeur, 98

Crovs Hurnins, s

The i of Fousbaen, 2608

Coovnesee Pabieniened Cne

God-mad mien 28287

Chogthe 11031

Lot T3

ot Aes i Aamenica, 69,0 Hallywood,

AL

trone Bk The and 260
Cwnestiehn Sweethenrt,” 216
Crewmenin, Boonie 182
Oovsens, Tueene, 162

Loapal Ropn 27R0 27980
Ciordor, Rath, 70, el
Cioray, 74

Coendg Berong 184 36

Loy 45 170
Lo, Lt ™
Coraee { frrch, 37
Lerraie Suatare, ol

(araham Nrs 1

Crabam Loergddme, TR
Giranabos, Fatace, §9-90, 1o
Lerand Canal, 121 - !
Corand Horel 71338

Grand Hotel, Zoex.™



364 / Index

Grant, Dr. Percy Suckney, 124, 129, 111,

135, 150, 163, 200
Grasse, 330
Grent Brimain, |
Gireat Pyrnmld 301 3od
Greece, 162, 2
El Greco, 45, 39, 111, 121
Greek costume, B0, BS, 175
The Green Har, 128, 231
Greenwich Village, 125.26
La Grenm.ulle. 136
Gretz, 353
Gnﬂith Ned, 252
Guaranty Trust Compa.n)', 172, 281
Guards. 268
Guggenheim, 210
Guilbert, Yvetie, 47, 88, 204
Guinan, Texas, 197
Gustafsson, Alva, 220

Haggin, Ben Ali, 98

Hague, Guy. 191-93, 297-301
Hale, Ruth, 106

Hall, Marion, 268

Hamiet, 88

The Harbor, 112

Harlem, 128

Harper's Bazaar, 341
Harriman, Avertll, 125
Harriman, Ethel, 95

Harris, Catherme, 41

Harris, Sam, 14748

Harvard Universaty, 29, 61, 124
Hatha Yoga, 308: ter alio Yoga
Heuser, Gaylord, 306-307, 332
Havana, 12-11

Le Havre, 9, 189, 20

Hayes, Helen, 102, 195

Hearst, William Randolph, 23%
Hedda Gahiler, 73-74

Helbum, Theresa, 70

Helleu, 35, 37, 47 .
Hemingway, Emest, 68
Hempstead cart, 108
Hennessy, Aiteen, 330,
Hennecssy, Sheilah, 254, 330
Hennie, ser de Acosta, Enriqué
Henry Helt and Company, 60
Hepburn, Katherine, 244
Herald, Paris, 167, 204, 298
Hermann, Eva. 104

Hermiage Museum, 118
Herrand, Marcel, 166, 180-81, 329
Herrick, Ambassador, §57-59
Hidveghy, Valenie, 3103

Hilda, 73

Hillman, 350

Himalayas, 341

Hindu, mad, 277; ser alto God-mad men

Hispano Suiza, 12R

Hitler, 250, 267, 240, 311
HEoffman, Malvina, 83, 95, 281, 350
von Hoffmansthal, Raimund, 268
Hohenlobe, % rika, 56

Hohenlohe, Rily, 587

Hohenlohe, Princess, 47

Holland, 199

Hollywood, 80, 100, 118, 122, 127, 1as,
162, 203-203, 206-214, 216, 219 224,
226 I, 233.34, 240, 242-41 245. 54, 257,
259.60, 262, 265 2?[ 273, 216—73 284,
303, 106- 107, 309 311 14, 316-18, 321,
3’4 338, 34? 350

Hollywood Boulevard, 228-29

Hollywood Bowl, 278

Helman, Libby, 202

Holzman, Fanny, 257

Homeric, 181-62

Honfleur, 163

Hopkins, Arthur, 99

Hopper, Hedda, 244

Hot Springs, Virginia, 62

Hotel Astor, 128

Hotel Crillan, 117, 336, 318

Hotel Foyot, 170

Hotel Lutetia, 170

Hotel Mazestic, 149

Hotel Montulembery, 167, 179

Hotel Pont Roval, 179

Hotel du Quai Voltaire, 170

Hotel Regina, 148

Hotel Sarnts Péres, 170

Hotel L'Université, 170

Hotel Vanderbiit, 83, 115

Houlgate, 31-32 4546, 53, 117

Houke UnAmerican Actvities Committee,

<4

Howard. Lestie, 244

Hungary, 142

Hunter, Glen, X, 192
Huntingion Library, 317

Huxley, Aldous, 304, 313, 321.73
Huzley, Maria, 304, 313, 322

Ihsen, 72.73, 117, 150

The Fdin, 74

India, 1, 4R, 2454 260, 276, 282-98, 10},
N5, 107-108, 148

Indwan, Amenican, 156, 299, 30B-309; ree
alro Redshing

Insuiut de France, 151

International Polo Team, 29

Inverness cape, 157

Invalides, 268

Ipswich, Massachusetts, 130, 134

Tretand, 26, 3%

Ireland, Dorothy, 179, 329

Tron Curtatn, 35¢

Irving House, 109

Iatian, 149

Irahian Embassy, 152.54

Italian organ grinders, 19

laly, §0, 121, 265, 238-19

Jacob Slovak, 182-83

La lagoa, [1-11

Jatpur, 188

James, 221 24, 226.27, (7
James, Willams, 41+
Yanis, Elue, 2121

Japanese, 322

Jawlenshy, 1!‘*

“The Jarz Yeary," 67
Jeans, {savel, 260

JefTersy Rohinson, R6, 24R-49
Jefferson, Thomas, 146, 201



hanne d"Arc, 8B, 137, 147, 156-60, 164,
e 168, 238-60, 262, 278, 307, 330

Jerries, 69

Jum. 135 263

Jesuin, 1

Jews, Spanish, 74

.loﬂ're. arshal Joseph, 159
Jobn, Augustus, 121, 1K)
John of the Cross, 105
Jones, Robert Edmond, 69
Journal American, 153
Jouvel, Louis, 99, 204
Joyce, James, 63, 120
Juliag, 112

Jung, 68, 284, 290, 187

Kunhn, Otto, 99, 164
Kahn, Mrs. Otio, 114
Kammer, 267-68
Kandinsky, 113

Karma, 64, 299, 10t

Karolyl, Jeanne, 183

Karsavina, Tamara, 6269, 119,
203, 330

Katie, tee Coffev, Catherine

Keane, Dorm, 196

Keals, John, 53, 155-56, 248

chnc. Fraz.e "24

“Keep the Home Firea Burmmg,” 77

Keith, jan, 148

Kelly, Gerald, 179, 329

Kelly, Magaie, 2, 1§, 25-27, 35, 46, 54

Kentocky, 22

Kenya, 104

Kim, IR

Kimball, Heber C . Campbell), 144

Kiphng, Rudyard, t8

Kirk, Poppy, 33841, 343 345.52, 154.%6

Kiee, 313

Kochnow, Bonis, 139

Kommer, Rudolf, 138

Komorza, 279.R0

Kosleck, Martin, 244

Koaloff, Alexis, 145

Kreutzberg, Harold, 241
Krishnamurti. 210, 245-46, 249, 313-14

Lady Be Good, 130
Lady fram the Sea, 150
"Lady Vibraung to Jack-in-the - Pulpit,” 129
Lafayette Fund,
Lake Shore Drwe 115
Lalque vases, 147
de Lamar, Alice, }60, 347
Lambert, Dr, 134
Laadi, Elissa. 311, brother of, 311
Langner, Lawrence, 7¢
de Lanux, Fyre, 124
Llo Tzu, 10

ughlon Charles, ¥4
h;:rencm Mane, 1RO-R1, 189, 127, 330,

42
‘Lavalle, Falher {Monsugnor), 3, 136
Lavenders
Llwrcnce D H, 68 206
Lawrence, Freda
“Lead, Kindly Lmhl.' 265

13739,

Index /| 365

LeBlanc, Georgetie, 204
tBank 157, 167, 170, 182

Le! Gailllgla'lnel”Eva 68, 114, 124-25, 130,
62,148 307 !4“42 147- 50, 153 157-

Le('alhenne Ru_hard 162

Leghorn, 133

Legion of Ilonnr 204

Legh, Fhihp, 148

Lewgh, Vivien, 260

Lemn, 176

Iemngrad 176

The Legrer, 195

Lewin, Alhert (ALY, 279 104

Lewin, Milbe, 239, 304-305

Lewns, Sinclair rRed) 12526

Lewlxohn Trens, 320

Iennpmn Averig 181

r-eyhauty, Marshal, 331

Life of Kears, 156

Iwht, Jam®s, 182

Ln’mm, 6K, 124 131, 141, 147

Loilie, Heatriee, 32, 97

la linda, Rita, see de Alba,
der v

lalinct 349, 352, 3%4.56

Lindbergh, 282

Lindsav, Vache! 140

Linsley. 1orna, 116

Litany to the Virgin Mary, 197

Iriife Review, 68

ltttle the itre movement, 10

Rila Jlerman-

Liano, 122
Llohet, \‘hguel e
Lﬂnd(:n, 3 B iU A R B |

¢ t}‘ llg, 123
AT, 045 jas 4 192, 168,
IT 9, IS" hﬁ Vol 202 244, 254,
257, 260, n 12 g0, 340, 347, 35051
I,ondnn lhcalrc ‘coliedtion, 123
Long Beach, Califurma, 291
Longchamps, 172 .
Teong Ishand, 2100 167, 2u7
Laca, Anita, 23¢ 208
Los Angeles, 145, 237, 242
1.1us Blossom, 156
Lous XVI mantle, 344
Louis Vuitton trunks. 167
Lounsber-, Constant, 204, 298
Louvre, 37
Lowell Amv, 102, 155.56
Lubitsch, Frpst, 23980, 305-306, 313
1 uce, Ulare Baathe, 167
Lucerne Valley. 124
TP Qtnnc League, 106
1
Ll H(ur, 12
1 unt, Alfred, 706
[ uttén, Liesnor, 333.34
Tunemboure, 126, 352, sardcns. 181
[ vihg, Philip, 37, 4%, 6t, 129
1 v, Rita, see de Acosis, Rita
L voas, 337

hE]

MeArhur, Charlie, 102
MoCanhy (Senater), 322
McC hone, Guthoe, 19, 201
MeChnie, Kat, 202 *
MoCormuck, Harald, 307
Mooy, Bessie, 9798



366/

Index

MacDonald, Jeannette, 273-74
Mclver, Loren, 333-34

Mcl(eever

Bullie, 122

McKintey, William, §£0

McLean, Mi
Mactuhon,

iss, 33
Aline, 276

MacMonnics, Frederick, 204-205
McMullin, Johnnie, 314

Mabe Road, 213

Mack, Gerstle, 158, 160

Mademoiselle, 341

Maddern, Merle, 148 *

Madison Avenue, 41-42, 54, 62-63, 1318,
183

Madison Square Garden, 73-74
The Madman, 92
Madonna, 57-S8, 345 s#+ also Virgin

Madonna, in The Miracle, 69
Madras, 286, 289-90, 348

Madrid, 7.9 11-12. i4, 45, 12(
Madura, 297
The Mad Woman of Chaillor, 340

Maeterlinck,
Magpie, see Kelly, Maggie

+The Mapica

Magny-en-V

130

! Ciry, T0
¢xin, 149

Maguire, Charles, 144
“The Mahabharata,” 93

Maharajah {Jaipur), 285

Maharshy, Ramana, 160, 282-8& 289-302,

148; questions and answers from, 298!

301
Malllol. 150
Mainbocher,

Main Streer,

Maine, 192

77
i26 ,

Matlands, 314 f
Mareshc, 162, 182

Malecon, 63

Malibu, 228,

307

Malmo, Sweden, 268,

“Mamushka
Mandali, 28
Manet, 184

Manhattan Opera House, 138

;280
3

Mann, Thomas, 321

Manners, I ady Dhana, 69

Manning, Hishop, 129, 135, 150
Manshicld, Katherine, 68
Mantanzas, 11, 13-14; cathedral, 65

March, Irs,

Marbury, Elizaheth, ., 71,

128, 231

73, 77, 96.99,

184, 192.93, 202, 206-207, 262, 156-57

Marchat, Je

an, 319

Maria, 152-54
Mane, Cueen of Roumania, 47

Manenhad
Marin, 328

Mar Sarkm Mcm;slcry of, 92

Marseille, 3

65

Marshall, Ilerben. 260
Martha, 193
Martin, Riccardo, 277

Mary,
Massach
The Maisr,
Masters, Ed
Maia Hari,

Qugeen, 220

s, AR EY |

Bui&)r, 73
r Lee, 140
7. 234}

Martchabelli, Princess Norina, 69, 235354
282-84

Mathews, Mr, und Mrs. George, 18

Malisse, 120, 350

Maugham, Somerset, 71, 133, 195, 294

Maugham, Syrie, 133

Mauretania, 157

Mary, 32

Mayer, Louis B, 184, 224 110, 317

Meadow Club, &5, 71-78

Mediterranean, 230-31

Meiklerewd, Kitiy, 152

Meiklereid, Sir William (Mick), 352

voq4'?{endcls\whn. Eleanora, 203, 267-6¥,

Mendl, Sir Charles and Lady, 207, 314
Menken, Helen, 1R3, 196
Metro-Goldwyn-Maver, 184, 225, 235.37,
247, 245, 248, 287, 278, 3O
Melr;}polunn Muscum of Art, 111-12, 320,

Mgrnrnpoluan Opera House, 47, 89-%0, 150

Meuri, Rosita, 145

Mezxico, 141, 34546

Mexico ('ny. 119, 143

Michael, Archangel, 7

Muddle Ages, 26

Middle Path, B6

Muds, 330-32

Millay, Fdna St Vincent, 102, 140

de Mille, Ceci! B, 1458

Miuliar, Gitbert, 148

Muiler, Henry, 73

Minme, 205 .

The Mracle, 69, 148, 157

Moewller, Philip, 70

Mofat and Yard, 101, 116, 135

Mogador Theatre, 1R

Maotave desert, 223, INB

Molnar, Ferene, 14142, 14R

Molyneux, Fdward, 144, 139, 346

Monroe, Hareriel, 86, 115-16

Maonsegneur, 131

rue Montzlembert, 179

Monte Carlo night club, 41

Muonterey, D4R

Monterey, Carlotea, 183, 192-93

rue Monthahaor, 313

Montmarire, 47, 201

Montrezza, Victor, 5%

Aearde, 101, 112, 124

Moore, Henry, 3150

Morand, Susanne, 18081, 189, 142

Morgan, Anne, 14%

Maorgan, 1 P, 267

Mormon Rehigion, 144

Mormons, 144-4%

Moroceo, Vil

Marocen, 241413

Morrson, Adreane, 202

Morristiown, New Jefsey, 40

Morro Castle, 17 14

Moscow Art Theaire, 44, 69, [18

Moshé, John, 197

“MMossgind Fontans,” 207

Mosr, Manjone, 207-208 .

Molier (Aurobindo Ghose shram}.
1]



The Mother of Christ, 149, 133, 156, 334
Motber Superior Ada Maj rtha .14
Mother Superior, Sister of Cnmty School,

Mowet. hli!,uuret 70
ozan,
ﬂumch 141, 202, 281
Munich PI.CI 281
Munson Ona, 21940, 205, M7
Murat, Princess Vlolelte izo
Muratore, 334
Murphy, Gardner, 321
Murray Hill, 59
Museum of the City of New York 320
Museum of Costume Art, 3
Museum of Modern Art, 145
The Music Master, 96
de Musset, Mfreﬁllm
Muassoling, 154,
M’;’Baby's Arms,” 108
My Life, 193.94
Mysore, 286
mysticism, Russian and Spanish, 74, 84

Napoleon, 268

The Nalon, 68

Napoh Drive, 311, 321.2
Natonal Arts Club, l*'-)
Nauonal Galler, !nndnn. 340
Navarro, R:l.lmnon .1161“

Navy, Brti oya

Na:; tee United Siates Navy

Nazimova, Alla, 68 72-75, 100, 145, 167,
196, 240, 11, 329
Nozi regume, zggf.nou 111, 21618, 222,

Negn, Pols,
""Dg

Nehler, Anns, 229, 236, 238, 243, 251, 275,
303-305, 12[-24. 356

Neill, Barbara, 150

Neruda, Pahlp, 121-22

Meuilly, 128

Neutra, 304

Nevada, 221, 306

Newell, Gertrude, 166

New FEngland, 156

New Jerscy, 40

New Mexico, 210, 326

Newport, 10, 65

The New Repubhc, 68, 130

Mew York, 1, &, 1415, 1819, 22, 26, 28,
32, 34, 41, 63, 6771, 7677, 79, 8L, RS,
87, B9-90, 95, 98, 100, 104-105, 112, 114,
116-17, 122-26, 128, 134, 13738, 14041,
145, 14951, 153, 16367, 173, 182, %9,
192-9), 19698, 203, 207, Tt1, 222, 23
244, 251, 261-62. 26768, 27576, 294,
309, 320-21, 324-25, 330, 32233, davdl,
347.48, 351, 153.54

New Yorker, 68

The New York Timc. 130, 148

New World, 16, 154

Nice, 1717

Nijinsky, 119-21, 203

Nunes, 337

Minoichka, 225, 306

Norsg, 13

Nerd Ex 19
Nomumru. 216, 278

Index /

Normandy, 31, 168, 181, 1
North Amalf Dnvc 4 49, 349, 353
Nonh Carmeling Dnve 254
North, characterisiics f, 319
North’ Hollywaod, 4?

orth Rockingham Hoad, 227
NmrL Dame, 98, 149

Nc:li\rgcllo fvor, 77 123, 159, 207, 222, 3z,

“Nude Dcsc.endmg the St "
Nungesser, Charles, 252 arax” 314

Nurse's mde 76

367

Odéon 'lheatre 156-58
Odessa 3

Odral.:r IS
Office of W Tuformatan, 324

C'Higgins, Harve® 19798, 200 203
Ohw, 133, 3:“r 2 201, 263

Chse, 54

L'Oiseai dc Feu, 019

Oyar, 245, 307, 311

Okanu.m Mihoko, 155

O'Keefe, (;mrp.m 12526

CGhlahoma, 127

Old Lyme. Connecucur, 353

Old World, 16 134

Olivier, hl. 260

Olivier, Lawrence, 2344, 2

O'Neill, Agnes, 15291

O’ Neadl, }ngcne 1#3197.9)

Order of the Sacred Hean‘.. 41

Orgaval, 184

Ornent FBxpress, 14,0

Orlenef, 72

Ortegs ¥ Qusse® Joae, o 112 120

Oshorn. Auctes 1'\1»? Jnl*n [
LR BN T L

OrShaughnessy, Mu b -c'_

O'Shaughnesss,
MNatacha

Ossining-on-the-Hudson, 166, 195

(ancnsk.n '\1.1ru ad, 139

Onford, 2

O, crﬁ.u i~

ot A2
13144
Vndred, see Rambona,

Pacific, 151, M5, 214

Paciic Palsades, 332

Paderewsh: 42, ¥y

Pampol, 133

Pan ho, 29

Paguin, 46

Parsmount Stedios, 98 218 727 243 149

Parapsschologs Foundation 371

Paris, 9, 1%, 2548 €% pTopy QR Ge (17,
RS RERIS LR T !4': 135 |48,
T8h-00, THA TAT 170 178 17weinl, 16,
TS R T L A T e S TE R b 31 2k
I&E,ITT Ty \1 .
LRSI F R T T “41. R

Parit Bowrrd 99

ar opera, 145

E:‘.dk .'\[:i-r'.\;c [T I O L

Parher, Dhoroths, 144

Parpe, WV

CPars,” s, del L

Eapsens, Betts Peirson, ' 13, 104

Pursons. Schusier,

Pasadena, 262, 7'~ Fl4




368 / Index

Pascal, Gubriel (Gaby), 275, 309-110

Passy, 351-

Pater, Waiter, 162

Pathé, 212 ¥

Path ol' a Pure Life, 297

Pavlofa, Anna, 68, 83-85

Pell, Isabel, 330-12

Pennsylvania, 59

Pennsylvania Academny, 183

Pera Palace Hotel, 141

Perry, Antoinette, see Frueauff, Mrs. Frank

Peter, 355

. Peter [bbetson, 166

Peser Pan, 17, 70

Peters, Rollo, 197-98, 204

Prlmuchka 119

Phédre, 49, 88

Fhenorncna. psychic, 14657, 250.52
hiuadelphia, 338

Philippines, 291

Picasse, 1204, 313, 325

Piccaditly, 132

Pickfair, 212

Pickford, Mary, 212

zilate. 1M
inchat, Rosamand, 69

Pinker, Eric, 202

Pinta, 54

Pipal, 297

Pirandelio, 219

Pittsburgh, 59, 151-53

Place de la Concorde, 117, 281, 144, 350

Place Verutome, 281, 3146

Plaza Hotel, 139

Pleasant, Dhek, 154

Plymouth, 198 ’

Portry, 68, 86, 135§

Poiret, 46

Potand, 279-8G

Polczynski, Jania, 279-80

Poldowski, see Dean- Paul Lady lrene

Pompeii, i

Pondicherry, 2R6, 2R9

Poole, Abram, 108-109, 11217, 123.24,
130-31. 133, 13627, 139, 141-4% 167,

171, IR}, 19192 197 201, 03,
244, 261-62, X007, 35}, 150

Poole, Frnest, 113, 114

Poole, Ralph, t16

Poona, 285

La Porcw Chutea, 151-52

Port Said, M

Porter, Cole, 96-97, 312

Porter, George, 115

Porte Saint Martin Theawre, 157-94

Polsdamer Bahnhof, 27

Pound, Ezra, bR, 144

Poweirs, Tom, 183

Prado, 45, 121

Prequdice, 200

Presbytersan Hospital, 76

“Priestess of the Dance,”
Isadora

Prince of Wales, 11]

Princess TReatre, 72, 96

Proctor, Vofiglett, 99-60, 6%, 117, 136, 268,
69, 356, marries Yernon Brown, 268

Proctor, Mrs William Roas, 59

The Prophet, 7

2086,

see LDuncan,

Protestants, 21, 37, 58, 114, 124
Prousi, 68

)f(.hIC phenomena, see phenomens
Elget Simone, 79-80
Pushkil,
Pygmuhcm, 2713

Quai Saint Michel, 348, 350, 354
Quai Vollpre, 344

Querete, Bruanca, 152

Cuoque, Long Island, 2

Radic C‘llg 3

Ramn, 68, 97, 128, 228

Ramakrnhna, 105, 292

Ramahkrnshna Centre, 253

Ramhovu, Matacha, 128-29,
35041, 356

“*Ramona.” 216

Raspuim, 237, 241, 245.46, 157

Rathbone, Basi, ‘I(ﬁ

The Ruzur's !n"j.'r 2491

Reud, Bartow, 121

Read, Hope Williams, 121

Red Cross, 9596

Redskiny. 174, sre also Indians, American

Regents Park, 130

Rehan, Ada, 4

Resncarnation, 63, 299301

Rewshardt, Max, 69, 138.39, 148, 268

Rembrandt, 118

Renaissance, 121

Renascene. 162

Renn, Nevada. Wit

Renor, 305, 1)

Republic Studios, 305

Resstance, 33032

“The Retreat from Moscow,” 117

Revolution, Russian, t16, 118, 139, 17%,
247

Rhine, I R 2

Hichardson, Ralph, 202

Rigaufn Jacquis, 120

Kire, 17, 114, Iuwrr “4!) 124

Rtz (Tars), 161, 3"8

R K (), 206207, "]‘

Roan Srallien, 24H

Rehinson, Fdward G . 114

Rubyabn-{nbhings, 2605

Ruchkrefeller Center, 120

Roudnigues, TR 1S

Foisling, 47 4% 177, 350

Ruerich, K1

de Ruhan, Meikusha, 138

Rojas, b requiet, 2829

Raodis Hovee, 10

Roumance, 19

Kome, 152

Romeer and Jilier, 118

Ruowmevelt, Frankhn Delaneo, 76 104

Roasevelt, Mus Frankdn Detpng, 322

Housenell, Theodore, 17, 80

Raot, Flihu, b0

Rovot, (ig~n,

Hivit, Mprs Oren,
Marpf

Fimen, Felin, 16

Roas, Hueold, 197, 204

Hothachild, 67

144-47, 344,

see de Acosta, Anl



Rothmere, [.ord and Lady, 179

Roumania, 355

Roxbury Drive, 242

Royat Academy, Steckholm, 316

Royal Suite, 26970

Rithen, José, 1R2

Kudier, Lugene, ‘*‘i[}

Rumnsey, Mary, |

Runyon, (‘ormha 216 276

La Kussa, 152

Russia, 2'4. F2-734, L6, 11819, 176, 312

Russian, 140, 189 321, Whate, 102

Russian Ballet, 118 20

Ruswidn Moscow Art Theatre, see Moscow
Art Theatre

Sacred Cow, 2481

“Sacred and Profane Love,™ 111

Srunt Denps, 154

Les Samntes-Muanes-de-la-Mer, 137

Soant b ancis, 25K, 261 6%

Saint Joseph's Chapel, 151 54

Saint Sulpice, 1349

Sadkoer, George, 341,

Sakicr, Kay, M|

Sulomé, 145

Salt Lake Oy, 144

Salvalion Army, 192

Sabkzburg, 207 i

samacth, 297 9% JuRT

San Beraarding, 208

de San Curlos e Pedroso, Marquesa, 55.58

San {hege, 251

Sand, Gearge, 104

Sandre Botncelli, 147 -4R

San Ferpando Valles, 220

San Franoiseo, 151

Sanger, Margarer, 67

Sanghanutta, Princess, 297

Sanma, Vulentina, 18}

Sun Pedro, 21<

Sanskri, 286

Ran Sehastin, 112

Santa Barbara, Califorma, 9%-100, 07

Santa Lucia gromite, 248

Sal'i:t:!‘ Moneea, 207, 213, 23, 233, 251, UM,
13

Santa Monwa Canvon, 244, 304

Santa Momwea Hospuoal, 252

S4an Mncente Bowlevard, 217, 227, 251

Sarah Bernhardt Theatee, 157

Sargent, Amdrew Roheson cHua ), sl

Sorgent, Mes Andrew  Ruobeson,
Acosta, Mana Ueoclia

Sargent, Ignacio, 12¢

Surgent, John Simger, &, 6, R2-BY

Surgent, Profesor, &0

Sarteri, Mana Annunziata, ser
Foppy

Sartons, Ceatle, 123, 125, 141

Sauton, M and Mme (Mothery, 153

Savour, Alfred, 197

e Savorgnan de Hearzn, 142

Scampi, 107 04

Schever, Galka, 112-11

Schiaparelly, 14536, V4%, 35152, 1%
chlee, Liearge, 1K)

“Schone Gagolo.”" 2186

Schopeahauer, 41

3a5-44

. 236, 253, 308

see de

Kirk,

Index / 369

S¢ience nf Mind, 203

Scotu, 4
Screen Wnlrn Cruild, 219
Suribine, 172, 1754 &

sculpture, Greck and Eastern, 48
A Search in Secret India, 260
Serrct Doctrine, 105
Sre_Americn rmr 96
de Segurala, Andrn i H
Semine, YR, 175, 116, "-4
Self, 293 o6, Tyy. 301, 308, 348, 3158
‘)e!?mck David, 231, 239
Selrmick, Irene, 231, 239
Sembrich, 42
Senlis, 342
Vo Senora de la Merced, 13, 65
\quﬂ Viclor, (86-%7, 1RY, 193
fené Mar: a, 920

‘aerl M, 170
Sevenrh H{‘.\ en, 1873
Sewall, Mry Rlanche, 210.12
Sewall, William tH:Hv} 60, 104-10%
Sewall, Mg \'nl!lam see de  Acosta,

Angéla
Shakespeire, William, 11
T e Shanohar frr*\mrr. 2R
Shaw, O Rarles

Shaw, 1 reterch, 123, 282, 112, 376

Shaw, Fregde Tk I SR2, 351

Shaw, Moo I—rcdemk, e’ de Acosta,
Angen

Shuw  Crearpe Hernard, 121 'AR, 275, 310,

Shaw, Meroedos 282

Shaw Mo Bt 1204

Shaw, Walter

Shearer, “orMy, 230

Sheean Nngent, 28K

Sheidon Favward, 90 102103, 140, 196

Shellew, £1 244 -

Shephessd Il \te, K|

Sherrs 27

Shierrs \uh\r amte

Shottant nops, I

Shohod, s

Shutwerr, Lee 13170

Shuansy Andrew, T4

Seddbevaarananty, Swam, 151

Sudes  Aifredo, 959 114, 160,
LD T N

Stdes {oonnglen IR2.840 198353

Saeber, Ruads 250

Sperra Sevadas, D23 23 2260 S0

Silver Kas, wee Sabaer, Kav

Siiver boahe, Sew Yok, 140, 22426

Simene Madame 179

“inctwr, Hugh 244

Yister Clara, n

Sister Taabel 363740

Sesters of Chaniny, 3437 404)

“1he Siters haramaros,” 47

Sitw el Sip Oshery, 13221

v, W

Shirten. Marnon 356

Smith, Joseph, 144

smirth, Torntnes, 173

Soha, 131

Sorclla Maria, 263 8% 187

Nouthampton, 1F &%, T8 7Y, a3

£1-52

Huorel, 309
145, 166, 1R2.82

381, 184,

109, 182



370 / Index

South India, 293

South Pole, 52

Soviet flags, 176

Spein, 1, B, 11, 15-16:45, 90, 110-112, 121,

204; Civil War in, 111-12; Loyalist, 280

parfards, 1, 13-14, 24, 28-30, 45, 56, 89-
90, 110-12, 187, 225, 233, 316, 325

Spanish, 21, 24, 38, $6-58, 138, 22¢

“Le Spectre de 1s Rose,” 119

Speyer, Leonora, 140

Spinoza, 41

Spook Sonara, 168 '

5.5. Annie Johnson, 251

88. Vicioria, 182

St. John, Margaret, 157

St Nicholas Hotel, 15

Stavions of the Crosy, 93
Stearns, Roger, 312
Stein, Gertrude, 68, 110, 343
Stern, G. B. (Peter), 244
von Stemmberg, Joseph, 249-30
*Stevens, Wallace,
e n, Marion, 130, 268, 34041, 347,

Stevenson, Robert Louis, 130

tieglitz, Alfaed, 325-26
Stiller, Msurice, 143, 162, 184, 116
Stockholm, 250, 268-6%, 271-72, 116
Stokes, Anson Phelpa, 22 .
Stokes, William Eart Dodge (Will), 5, 2)-

23,35 129 .

Strange, Michael, 91, 103-1)4, 140-41, 168-

69, 234

Army
Stravinsky, {}or, 118, 312, 321, 336
Stravinsky, Yers, 312

Streeis and Shadows, 133

Street Without Joy, 184

Strictly Dishonomﬁle, &0

Strindberg, 168

Sullivan, Jack, 322

Sultan, 142

Sunbeam, 330

Sunset Boulevard, 218, 244, 304, 314
Supreme Court of the Uinited States, 9
Susan Lennox, 214, 217, 219

Suzuki, Dr. Daisctz, 354-55

The Swan, 14849

Swanson, Glona, 254

Swze-?]el},.zlz‘!. 184, 219, 240, 251, 262, 268,
Swedes, 226, 232, 250-51

Swedish, 216

Sw . Bndget, 28, 30, 54

Swi and, 203

Sydney, Basil, 158

Synge, Jolm, BS, 168

Taj Mahd,"lﬂs
Tamarisk trees, 309
Tamil, 289 o
Tummany Hall, 71

tango, 78

Taos, 206

Tardieu, 204

Tatharats, 297

Tat am Asi, 298
Taylor, Deemny, 97, 99
Taylor, Dorothy, 30
Taylor, Laurette, 19, 196
Taylor, Valerie, 244
Teasdale, Sara, 102, 140
Technigue por Living, 146
Trrtnurn’ 3

Teresa of Avila, 105, 258
Tessier, Valentne, 99

Texas, 202

T‘halberg. Irving, 231-33, 235, 237, 239,
245-49, 257-59

Thatcher, Heather, 260

Theatre Guild, 69, 197

Théatre des Mathusins, 180, 329

Theatre Roval, 114

Thédtre du Vieux Colombier, 99

Theosophy, 105, 24546

This Year of Gruce, 32

Thomas, Clara Fargo. 107-108

Thomas, Gaillard, 97

Thomas, Joe, 107-108

Thomas, Robin, 104

Thompson, Dorolhgv 126

Thompson, Sadie, 91,128

Tiber, 108, 31841

Tibetan Book of the Dead, 105

Tiruvannamalsi, 282, 269-91, 293

%5.%11-72262« 330, 347, 350

ntin, ¢ . 330, 347, 35

Toklas, Alice B., 34243

Toledo, 121

Tolstoy, 74

Tommies, §9

“Tomorrow,” 321

The Torrens, 184, 116

Tosca, 157

“Toscar, Mr.," 217

Teacanui, 42, 268

Toulon, 180

Tour Eiffel, 336

Towne, Charles Hanson, 112, 129, 140

Tragic Mansions, 198, 200-201

Tree, Sir Beerhohm, 132

Tree, Iris, 132, 268, 307

Trocadéra Hall, 158-59

Truth, 94, 105, 146, 246

Tuileries Gardens, 48, 128, }46, 150

Turgenev, 74, 281

“Tu sais les mors calint et tendres.” 161

Tut-Ankh-Amon collechon, 301

von Twardowsky, Hans, 244

Twentieth Century, 116

Tweo Faced Woman, 314-15

Twombly estate, 40)

Umbrian hills, 263; v:}lr{ 264

Unamuno, Miguel, 471 i 120

United States, 1, 3, 9, 14-16, 24, 29, °
51, §5, 6769, 71, 74-79, A3, 8%, R7. 4
95) M1, 116, 129, 127, 140, 14446, 14
137.98, 17576, 189, 232, 234, 250, 1
26%,7 286, 296-98, 12.15, 331-32, V'
139, 150,154

United States Air Force, 125



United Statea Army, 146, 332. Strategic
Services Unit, 332 €

United States Nnvy. 291

United States Union Army, 144

Upanishads, 93

Updgraaff, Dr., 252

U.s.0.,
Utab, 127, 137, 14445

Valentino, Rudolph, 69, 128.29, 14%
Valley of La Chevreuse, 174
Vanderbalt, Alfred, 19
Vvanderbilt, Anne, 145
Vanderbilt, Mrs. Cornebus, {25
Vanderbilt Haotel, ¥3, 115
Vanderbilt Mansion, 125

Yan Druten, John, 192

Varnity Farr, 68, 320

Vanne, 198 )
Variettes of Religious Experience, 4]
Valican, 58

Vedas, 93, 290

Yelasquez, 45

Venezuela, 28-29 -~
Venice, 50, 121, 141, 203, 33¥
Verdad VY Siencio, 191
Verlaine, 88

Versatles, 145, 114

Vespueei, Simonetia, 147-48
Wichara, Atr.un, 2.6

Vichy, 148

Victona and Albert Muscum, 123-24
Victena, Queen, 28
Victortanism, &7, 949, 117
Victoralle 20K, 322.24
“Victory,” 314

vienna, 141

Viertel, Berthold, 212 05
Yiertel, Hans, 21%

Viertel, Perer, 215

Viertel, Salka, T11.15

Viertel, Tommy, 213-1%

da Vinci, Leonardao, 118
Vionet, 46

Virgin (Mary), 13-14, 57.38, 107
Virginia, 62

Yirgo, 318

“The Vision of 51. John,” 111
Vitya, see Seroff, Viclor
Yivekananda, 105

Vladimirov, Peter, 137-38
Vogue, 133, 14142

The Voriex, 162, 165-67
Voeynich, 60

Vursell, Harold, 322

Wachimeister, Count and Countess, 271-72
Wagram, B8R

Wallach, Jane, 73-74

Walpole, Hugh, 71

Wailska, Ganna, 307-308

Walter Lippincott Pniz# 183

Waiton, Florence, 207

Wanger, Walter, 195-96

war, see World War I, World War 11
War Brides. 68, 72-13

de Wardener, Bijie, 277

Warfield, David, 96

Warsaw, 279

Washingion, 28, 131940

Index /

Washington, George, 146, 201
wgsnl}mgtun Square, 42,54, 89, 125, 150

’

Wishington Square Plage - .
Walerbury brathers, 213‘ s, 6970
U'he Way, 146, 294
weh:héyl rr;,f the Self, 290

b L hiftan, 17, 197, 20, -
Weblm Mubel, 202 - 206207
Webster, Murgarer, 350
Wedding March, 114
e Weerth, Ernest, 148
Wersman, Polasre, 320
Weli mee Jufte, 181

371

CWells, 1) G 7

Wekh corg dogs, 311

\‘:‘cmly, T
ertheimn, Mauniceg 70

West, atigades of E’U

Yoo, Hudds, 214

Westhury, Ldhy 1stand, 100

Wost Indies, 12,15

Westley, Hielen, 70

West Side, New Yark, 17, B9

Wharton, Edith, 47

HBiliat Ne o, ux.9y 277

Whistler 277,220 222 224, 216, 316

White, Giraham, 30

White Huwk, Y

The Whie Hurie Inn, 271 346,

Hihue M- 2y

“The Whit, Pennd,” 1311

Winre, sanford, 470

Whiley Heighrs, 23

Wohitman, Wajr @5, 11 13

Whittee s, Sonns, 2K

Wikie, Dollv, gk, 30w ®

Wiide, Osar 71,198, 15

“The Wild Fwentiey, ' 67

Wi West ' 36

Williares, Hope, 95-99, 738, 183, 207, 213,
el

Wilson, John, 206

Ve ison, Marearet, 287-58

Wert o, hoernton, 95

Wilson, Woeodrow, 287

Hopad ha, 1001, 112

WYonwood, Eaeile, bid

A ne, Rk, 13

MWoalf, b itk 3sT

Wl I Maw 157

do Wl booger 1S

e Wolte, e, 2013

Vool Albhert, 188

4 Booener Commands, 212,229

Wonen's Riohts, 7, T8 8 117

Women s Sulflrage, Th, BS, Ui, 106

Wood, General Teonrd, 116

Woordstowk, 182

Wooolf, N ipimia, 68 198

Weoaliontt, Alesander, 206 — N

World War 1, T4, 6667, 60, 7677 T 80
QU 9%, j04, el 2e%, T

World War 1L 118, 128, 192 ; )
26T, 3R], A4, TI6-2T, XI5 L et S
g2

Worth, 46 .

Wy lie, Fliner, &5, 102 10, 198

Wynvand, Thang, 24

Woaoenung, 127

T

g og,




372 1 Index

“The Yama Yama Man,” 97 Young Woodley, 68, 192
. Yl Bl e
nntomy mupov ce, 237,
ts, William Buties 286
Yor. 291, 308 341. See abso Haths Yoga, Zad.kma. so
Zaldo, Alice, M, 42-43 54, 100
Yosa Vmsht:. 291 Zen Buddh.nm 35455
Yogia, 292, 141 Zimmer, Hnmn:h, 290

Yosemile, 254-56 Z.I.llzg:;n, lgnacio, 47, 8283, 110-12, 120,

Young, Brigham, 144
Young, Stark, 48, 130 Zumays, 110-11



