

















































































































































































































































































































FIFTEEN YEARS OF A DANCER’'S LIFE

to assume from ILisbon to St. Petersburg if I had
decided to send my Japanese home.

I tried for a long time to get my money back by
transporting my Nipponese and their viands up
and down the earth, but, weary of the struggle, I
finally assembled another troupe, which was as
good as the first one and which was willing to
travel without a cargo of rice and salted fish.

““ Business is business” I am well aware. I
decided, therefore, to endure bravely the losses I
had incurred, and I was thinking of quite another
subject when fortune appeared to smile on me
again.

In TLondon there was a Japanese troupe looking
for an engagement. The actors came to see me.
They made some ridiculous claims and I sent them
away. But as they did not find an engagement,
we came to an understanding, and I found an im-
presario for them, who took them to Copenhagen.

I went to Denmark, too, and I expected to look
after the affairs of these Japanese and attend to my
own business as well.

When they arrived at Copenhagen I saw the
whole troupe for the first time. They all came to
greet me at my hotel and played some piece or
other of their own invention.

I noticed at that time, among the comedians,
a charming little Japanese woman, whom I should
have been glad to make the star of the company.

Among these Japanese, however, women did not :
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count for much, all the important roles being taken
by men. She was, nevertheless, the only one Who
had attracted my attention. She played a minor
part, itis true, but very intelligently, and with the
oddest mimicry. She was pretty withal, refined,
graceful, queer, and so individual as to stand out,
even among those of her own race.

When the rehearsal was over I gathered the
actors together and said to them : .

“If you are going to remain with me you will
have to obey me. And if you do not take this
little woman as your star you will have no success.”

And as she had a name that could not be
translated, and which was longer than the moral
law, I christened her on the spot Hanako.

To make a long story short they assented to my
request, and lengthened out my protégée’s role.
In reality the play had no climax. T therefore
made one for it then and there. Hanako had to
die on the stage. After everybody had laughed
wildly at my notion, and Hanako more than all
the others; she finally consented to die. With
little movements like those of a frightened child,
with sighs, with cries as of a wounded bird, she
rolled herself into a ball, seeming to reduce her
thin body to a mere nothing so that it was lost in
the folds of her heavy embroidered Japanese robe.
Her face became immovable, as if petrified, but
her eyes continued to reveal intense animation.
Then some little hiccoughs convulsed her, she
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made a little outery and then another one, so faint
that it was hardly more than a sigh. Finally with
great wide-open eyes she surveyed death, which
had just overtaken her.

It was thrilling.

The evening of the first appearance came. The
first act was successful. The actors acquired
confidence and entered into the spirit of their parts,
a fact which caused them to play wonderfully
well. I was obliged to leave after the first act, for
I was dancing at another theatre, but some one
came to tell me at the close of the performance that
Hanake had scored more than a success; it was
a veritable triumph. To her it came as a genuine
surprise, but one that was not more extraordinary
than the anger provoked by her success among
the actors of the company. The box office receipts,
however, somewhat assuaged their sensitivehess,
and I was able to give to the feminine member of
the troupe a longer part in the new play, rehearsals
of which were just beginning.

From thijs time on Hanako was in high favour.
Everywhere she was obliged to double the number
of her performances. After Copenhagen she made
a nine months’ tour of Europe. Her success in
Finland bordered upon popular delirium. Finland,
it is interesting to note, has always evinced the
greatest sympathy for Japan. This was during the
time of the Russian-Japanese War.

She played in all the royal theatres of Europe.
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AN APPEAIL FOR HELP

Then after a tour in Holland she came finally to
Paris.

The Japanese and Hanako stayed with me
for nearly a year. At the close of their contract
they gave some performances at Marseilles and
then dispersed. Some of them went home, others
proceeded to Paris or elsewhere. Time passed, and
1 heard nothing more about my Japanese, when one
day I received a letter from Hanako, who told me
that she was at a cheap concert hall at Antwerp,
where she had to sing and dance for the amuse-
ment of sailors, patrons of the place. She was all
alone among strangers, and the man who had
brought her to this degrading pursuit inspired her
with mortal terror. She wrote me that she
wanted at all costs to be saved from her fate, but
that, without assistance, the thing was utterly
jmpossible. She had gone from Marseilles to
Autwerp with other actors of the troupe to take
a steamer for Japan. At Antwerp she and her
travelling companion had fallen into the hands
of a low-lived compatriot, and she called me to
her rescue.

One of the actors of the company happened to
be in Paris, and I sent him to Antwerp with two
of my friends. After numerous difficulties and

thanks to the police, they were able to enter into
 communication with Hanako and tell her that they
had come to take her away.

Omne evening she succeeded in escaping with her
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~ companion, and, with no baggage except the
little Japanese robes which they wore, they took
the train for Paris.

Hanako had been obliged to leave behind her
little pet Japanese dog, lest by taking it away from
the house she should arouse the proprietor’s
suspicion. They reached Paris shrouded in the
European cloaks I had sent them, which were
far too long, and hid them completely.

Presently I found myself in Paris, manager of
one of the most gifted Japanese artists, but, alas !
with no company to support her. I was puzzled
to know what to do with and what to do for g
kind, gentle, sweet little Japanese doll.

I first tried to find out if some one would not
engage Hanako, then an entire stranger to Paris,
and a small, a very small company for one of the
minor theatres.

I received from one of the managers a remark-
able answer. If I could guarantee that the play
which Hanako would present was a good one he
would engage her.

The play ? Why there was no play. But I
was not bothered by a little detail like that, and I
explained that Hanako would offer a wonderful
play, one that was easy to understand whether
you knew Japanese or not.

Then I signed a contract for ten performances
on trial. A contract ? Ves, it was a contract.
And I had not secured my actors yet. And I
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had no play yet. I had, altogether, Hanako, her
maid and a young Japanese actor. I was not
discouraged, however. I undertook to find another
actor. I secured one in Londom, thanks to an
agent. Then I went to work to construc.t a play
for four characters. There were two major roles
and two supernumeraries. The result of my
efforts was “* The Martyr.” .

A great difficulty now arose. The question
came up of procuring wigs, shoes, costumes and
various accessories. But here again luck helped
me out. They made a very successful first appear-
ance at the Théitre Moderne in the Boulevard. des
Italiens. The play was given thirty prese'ntamons
instead of ten and twice a day, at a mat_mee and
in the evening. Presently the manager said to me:

“1f your actors have another play as gooc‘,lj as
that one I would keep them a month longer.

Naturally I declared they had another play,
a better one than the first, and I signed a new
contract.

New stage settings, mew costumes and new
accessories were necessitated. The result was a
new tragedy called “ A Drama at Yoshiwara.”

While the new play was running the manager of

" the Palais des Beaux-Arts at Monte Carlo made a
: ‘Véry important offer for my Japanese, for three
performances. I accepted. The troupe left for
- Monaco, where they gave twelve performances
" inStead of three. In the meantime a small theatre,
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that of the Musée Grevin, proposed to engage my
Nipponese for a imonth in a new play which was
to be a comedy. To suit the purposes of this
theatre we wrote ““ The Japanese Doll.” Next
the Little Palace offered a month’s engagement
for a play that was to be a tragi-comedy. There
my Japanese played the “ Little Japanese Girl.”
Finally they went to the Treteau Royal, where
Mr. Daly engaged them for their six plays, a
circumstance that compelled me to increase their
repertoire by three new pieces, “ The Political
Spy,” ““ The Japanese Ophelia,” and “ A Japanese
Tea House.”

Hanako finally began a tour of Switzerland with
the company. Mr. Daly suddenly wanted Hanako
to appear in New York, and to break off this trip
I needed more imagination and took more trouble
than in writing a dozen plays. Then I was
obliged, still on Mr. Daly’s account, to break an
agreement for a tour in France.

Such is the history of my relations with Hanako,
the great little actress from Japan. As it is
always fitting that a story of this kind shall end
with a wedding, I may say that, conforming to
the tradition, the actor Sato, whom I sent to
release Hanako at Antwerp, is now the husband
of the little Japanese doll.
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XIX

SARDOU AND KAWAKAMI

" ¥YHO is author of the play that Sada
/' Vacco is playing?” a writer friend
asked me one day.

, “ Kawakami, her husband.”

E “ Really. Well, then he ought to belong to the
Society of Authors.”

And we proposed his name.

On the appointed day I took him to the Society
of Authors. I was quite surprised to note that
the gentlemen of the committee had turned out
to a man to receive him.

We were ushered into the committee room,
where these gentlemen awaited us, seated round a
large table.

Sardou, who presided, received us with a very
appropriate address. He greeted Kawakami as
the man who first forged a literary bond between
France and Japan. He warmly congratulated
Kawakami on having been the first manager
who had the courage to bring a company
from his distant native land to a city where
mo one understood a word of Japanese. He
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complimented Kawakami and complimented him
again, and ended by «calling him his * dear
comrade.”

After which he sat down.

There was silence, and I knew that they were
expecting some response from Kawakami. But
he seemed in no wise to suspect that he had
furnished the theme for the discourse just ended.
He remained calmly in his seat and surveyed the
gentlemen one by one.

I realised the necessity for immediate action.
Some one must sacrifice himself. In the present
crisis, cost what it may, it devolved on me to
intervene. Turning toward Kawakami, I asked,
in pantomime: ‘“Do you understand ?”

He shook his head to say no.

Thereupon M. Sardou added :

““ Speak to him, Miss Fuller.
what has just been said.”

Finally, since there was nothing else for it, I
summoned all my strength, and at some length I
explained in good English to Kawakami, who did
not understand a syllable of it, that this speech
Sardotn had prepared expressly for him because
he was a Japanese author, and because the
French were greatly pleased that he had brought
his Japanese company to Paris, and that the
Society of Authors received him with pleasure.

Translate to him

1 then explained to Kawakami, with the indis-
pensable assistance of appropriate gestures, that .
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the time had arrived for him to get up and say
something in Japanese.

Was it not the essential fact that these gentle-
men believed that M. Sardou’s words had been
translated ?

Kawakami immediately arose and delivered an
address which must have been most carefully
thought out. To judge from the seriousness of the
orator’s aspect, and from the length of his harangue
Kawakami is a great political orator. When he
had finished he sat down, while everybody looked
at him admiringly, with beaming faces.

No one, however, had understood a single word
of what he said. I, naturally, was in the same
plight as the others. There ensued a second
somewhat painful silence, broken by Sardou
asking :

“ What did he say, Miss Loie ? "

That was a poser. For there was no reason
why I should understand Japanese any better
than these gentlemen of the Society of Authors.

As, however, I had a feeling that I was a little

- responsible for what took place, in order not to
cause them any disappointment I screwed my
courage up again, rose and began to make a
speech. Those who know me can fancy what this

speech was like. It was in French, but I would

 take my oath that it was as hard to understand as

Kawakami’s Japanese. However, I managed to
ring the changes on the words “ Japanese grati-
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tude, Japanese pride,” and I did my best to paint
in glowing colours Kawakami’'s joy at having
established a bond between the theatrical worlds
of the two coumntries.

My speech was only a bad imitation of what M.
Sardou had said, and what I had vaguely under-
stood of Kawakami’s views. I tried, in fact,
to say what Kawakami would have said in my
place and, with as much emphasis and big sincere
words, I came to a close. Then before sitting
down I asserted once more : ‘“ There, gentlemen,
that is what he said.”

My role of being an interpreter without under-
standing the language was finished. There was
a storm of hurrahs and the ice was broken. The
conversation became general, and the meeting
ended in being a great success so far as Kawakami
was concerned. It was Kawakami’'s day. As for
me, I was not in it.

The result of this meeting was that Kawakami
played Sardou’s La Patrie in Japan, obtaining for
this work a success as great as for the Shake-
spearean plays he likewise represents there, and
whose parts he plays with such truth that he is
called at home, ‘‘ the Japanese Mark Antony.”

He brought to the theatres of his native land
certain modifications, which have radically
changed their dramatic methods. It is custom-
ary in Japan to begin a play at nine or ten o’clock
in the morning and to make it last at least until
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midnight. One lunches and dines at the theatre
during the intervals, which, it is needless to say,
are interminable.

Kawakami changed that condition of things by
beginning at half-past six or at seven o’clock in the
evening and ending before midmight. And how
do you suppose he managed to prevent people
eating between the acts ? for that was the most
difficult innovation. He made the intervals so
short that there was mno time even to go to the
refreshment-room. It was really an easy thing to
compel the public to alter its habits. Instead of
appealing to people’s reason, Kawakami simply
made it impossible for them to continue doing
what they had previously done.

European theatres are now building in Japan,
in order that actors from Europe may go there
and produce their plays. The Nipponese public is
learning to give them a more favourable reception.

All that is due to Kawakami and to his sym-
pathic reception at the Society of Authors. I
cannot refrain from congratulating myself on this,
for, after all, it was I who “ translated’ the
addresses and thus sealed in words this new

entente covdiale.

That brings to mind a little story.

It happened at the Athénée in 18g3. We were
rehearsing the ‘‘Salome” of Armand Silvestre
and Gabriel Pierné. Behind the scenes one day
I encountered a man with an enormous muffler,
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which went several times around his neck, and a
tall hat of a style that came down over his ears.
I chatted with him in the indifferent French I had
at command, and this without knowing who he
was. While talking to him I noticed a hole in his
shoe. He was aware of my discovery, I suppose,
for he said to me:

“1 had that hole made expressly. I prefer a
hole in my shoe to a pain in my foot.”

This man was Victorien Sardou.

A word more about my Japanese friends.

Kawakami has a son who was five years old
when I first saw him. He passed his time drawing
everything around him.

1 observed in his simple childish drawings a very
peculiar manner he affected in representing people’s
eyes. They were always drawn like billiard balls
emerging from the face. I asked Kawakami :

“ Don’t you think that it is an odd way to draw
eyes ?”’

“Ves, but it is because the European eye is
quite like the eye of a fish,” the father replied.

That arcused in me a desire to know more
intimately his impressions of our race, and I
asked him what Europeans look like from the
Japanese point of view.

“ All. Europeans,” he said, “resemble pigs.
Some of them look like dirty pigs, some like clean

‘pigs ; but they all look like pigs.”

1 never said anything about this to M. Sardou.
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XX

AN EXPHERIENCE

at Vienna with my Japanese company,
headed by Sada Yacco. We had with us
an artist to whom I had been delighted to
be of service. In Paris my close friend, Madame
Nevada, the celebrated American singer, had
presented her to me, and the dancer had given me
a performance as an example of her skill. She
danced with remarkable grace, her body barely

ET happened in February, 1go2. I arrived

covered by the flimsiest of Greek costumes, and
she bade fair to become somebody. Since then

she has arrived. In her I saw the ancient tragic
dances revived. I saw the Egyptian, Greek and
Hindoo rhythms recalled.

1 told the dancer to what height I believed that
she could attain, with study and persistent work.
A short time after I left for Berlin, where she
rejoined me. During our stay there she was ili

~ tnost of the time and could do hardly any work.

Finally, on our return to Vienna, we began our
studies seriously, and I decided to organise soine
‘evening affairs as a means of bringing her before
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an audience of people capable of appreciating and
understanding her.

To this end I took her to every drawing-room
that was open to me in Vienna. OQur first call
was upon the wife of the English ambassador,
whom I had known at Brussels when her husband
represented the United Kingdom there. On this
day I came near going in alone and leaving my
dancer in the carriage, because of her personal
appearance. She wore an Empire robe, grey, with
a long train and a man’s hat, a soft felt hat, with
a flying veil. Thus gowned she appeared to so
little advantage that I rather expected a rebuff.
However, I pleaded my dancer’s cause so warmly,
and I obtained a promise that both the ambassador
and his wife would be present on the first evening.

I went next to see the Princess of Metternich.

“ My dear Princess,” I said to her, I have a
friend, a dancer, who has not yet succeeded in
coming to the front because she is poor and has
no one to launch her. She is very talented, and
I am anxious that Viennese drawing-rooms shall
come to know her. Are you willing to help
me ? "’

‘“ With pleasure. What must Ido?”

“ To begin with, come to my hotel, and see her
dance.”

“ Why, certainly. You can count absolutely
upon me.”’

The princess is impressively simple. Where
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one expects to find a grande dame arrayed in finery
and of lofty bearing, one discovers a charming
woman, receptive, simple, witty, and possessed
of extraordinary youthfulness of manner. When
Prince Metternich was ambassador at Paris she
was given the nickname one applied to Adelaide
of Savoy ; she was called “the pretty, homely
one.” The princess went one better by saying,
“I am the best dressed ape in Paris.”” I wonder
if she could ever have been plain. There is such
intelligence implicit in every feature of her face.

Under the light grey locks the black eyes have
preserved the sprightliness, the sweetness of
youth. Her smile gave me confidence. It was
thus that I had always pictured the gentlewoman,
revealed by everything that she is herself and not
solely by the things that surround her or by the
high rank she occupies in society.

I had heard it said that this woman had the
greatest influence at the Austrian court, and
looking at her I understood it. Her carriage, her
countenance and everything else inspired respect
and affection.

When I took leave her last words were :

1 shall be delighted to help your friend since
I shall be thus able to please you.”

I went away, gratified and thankful on my

~own account as well as on my friend’s.

Then I went to the Embassy of the United

States. I saw the ambassador immediately, but
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I was obliged to wait to see his wife. She entered
breezily, bringing with her, as it were, a whiff of
her own far west. Kind, energetic, jolly, she was
a free born woman, cordial and sincere, and I felt
at once that I could rely on her.

While I spoke of my protégée, the ambassador’s
wife remembered having seen her dance at her
sister’s house in Chicago some years before. The
dancing, to tell the truth, had not particularly
interested her, but if it would be of any help to us
she would be very glad to come to our perform-
ance.

Sure of having a good audience I returned to
the hotel and told my friend that the occasion
she had desired so long had at last arrived.

1 decided to give an evening for the press on the
same day on which my friend would appear at a
matinée before the Princess and members of the
diplomatic corps.

1 then sent invitations to the Viennese artists
and art critics. When the day came everything
was in readiness. I had engaged an orchestra;
the hall had floral decorations; the buffet was
most appetising.

The English ambassador, hiswife and daughter,
were among the first arrivals. There was a great
gathering in front of the hotel to admire their
carriage with the magnificent liveries.

Then came the turn of the American ambassador
and his wife, in a black carriage, very simple,
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but very elegant. Finally all the others arrived.
Suddenly the princess’ turnout, so well known to
all Vienna, paused before the door.

After having welcomed my guests I begged
them to excuse me for a minute and I went in to
see the débutante.

It was half-past four. In ten minutes she was
due to begin. I found her with her feet in warm
water, in the act of dressing her hair, in a very
leisurely manner. Startled, I begged her to hurry,
explaining that she ran the risk through her
negligence of offending an audience that would
definitely give her her start. My words were
without effect. Very slowly she continued her
preparations. Feeling that I could do nothing
with her I returned to the drawing-room and made
the greatest effort of my life to get out of this
delicate situation.

I was obliged to make a little impromptu
address. What I said I have never known, but I
remember having vaguely fashioned something like
a dissertation on dancing and its value in relation
to the other arts and to nature. I said that the
young woman whom we were going to see was

~not an imitator of the dancers depicted on the
~ Etruscan vases and the frescoes at Pompeii. She
was the living reality of which these paintings

were only an imitation. She was inspired by the
spirit which had made dancers of them.

. All at once she made her entrance, calm and
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indifferent, looking as if she did not care in the
least what our guests thought of her.

But it was not her air of indifference that
surprised me most. I could hardly refrain from
rubbing my eyes. She appeared to me nude, or
nearly so, to so slight an extent did the gauze
which she wore cover her form.

She came to the front, and, while the orchestra
played a prelude from Chopin she stood motionless,
her eyes lowered, her arms hanging by her side.
Then she began to dance.

Oh, that dance, how I loved it ! To me it was
the most beautiful thing in the world. I forgot
the woman and all her faults, her absurd affecta-
tions, her costume, and even her bare legs. I
saw only the dancer, and the artistic pleasure
she was giving me. When she had finished no
one spoke. )

I went up to the Princess. She said to me in
a low voice :

“Why does she dance with so little clothing
on?”’

Then I suddenly realised the strange attitude
of the public, and guided by a sort of inspiration,
I answered in tones loud enough so that everybody
should hear :

“J forgot to tell you how kind our artist is.
Her trunks upon which she relied absolutely for
the day have not arrived. Accordingly, rather
than give you the disappointment of not seeing
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her dance, she appeared before you in the gown
in which she practises.”

At nine o’clock the press performance tock
place. Everybody was enthusiastic, but none
more so than I.

Next day I arranged a third performance for
painters and sculptors, and this affair was likewise
a great success.

A lady finally asked my friend to dance at her
house. The star demanded a very high price.
Persuaded by me the lady consented to pay the
big fee my dancer claimed to be worth. For
several weeks her success increased day by day.

Then, all at once, people seemed to have
forgotten the dancer. She was engaged only
rarely, but I was not discouraged.

Meantime, I had forgotten to mention it, my
friend’s mother had joined us at Vienna, and in
place of one guest I now had two.

A little while after these performances we went
to Budapesth, where I gave a new entertainment
to launch my protégée. Iinvited all the best people
of the city to this.

The leading actress of the Théitre National

- heard of the affair, and was anxious to take part in

it. I invited the theatrical managers as I had
done at Vienna. This time one of them was to
make up his mind regarding an engagement.
The next day he came to see me, and proposed
twenty performances in one of the first theatres
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of Budapesth. My friend was to rehearse, begin-
ning the next day. On that same day I had an
interminable rehearsal with my Japanese actors,
and I was detained from home until late in the
afternoon. On returning to the hotel I learned
that the dancer and her mother had gome to
Vienna to give there an evening performance I
had arranged for her before our departure. My
orchestra leader accompanied them. I was, 1
must confess, a little surprised at the abruptness
with which they left, but I thought no more
about it until my orchestra leader returned.

He came back alone. At first he evaded
questions. Then he confessed that these ladies
did not expect to rejoin me. I could not, and
would not, believe him.

“ Very well,” he said. ‘ These are the precise
words which the mother uttered while we were on

the train. ‘ Now that she has started you,” she

said, to her daughter, ‘ you have no more use for
her’ To which the daughter replied, ‘ Well, T
haven’t the least desire to go back to Loie.” ”

When these ladies were ready to return to Buda-
pesth they allowed my orchestra leader to go
without sending any message to me. I telegraphed
to find out if I was not to see them again. My
dancer replied with a telegram so worded : *“ Only
in case you will deposit to my credit ten thousand
francs in a Viennese bank before nine o clock
to-morrow morning.”
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This proceeding was all the more cruel as she
knew that I had just lost more than one hundred
thousand francs through a Viennese manager who
had broken his contract with my Japanese com-
pany. Besides, my expenses were very heavy
and I was badly embarrassed. After I left Buda-
pesth the dancer came there to fill the engagement
1 had secured for her. Then she went to Vienna
and gave some performances there. I have been
told that she went to all the people to whom I had
presented her and asked them to take tickets.
She thus disposed of seats amounting to some
thousands of florins. Everybody was ready to

“help her, including the wife of the English ambassa-

dor and the Princess of Metternich. Above all, I
must have gained a reputation as an impostor, for
my friend continued to appear in public in what
I had called her practising gown.

Some vears later at Brussels I learned that my
dancer said to somebody who wanted to know

 whether she was acquainted with Loie Fuller that

she did not know me.



XXI
AMERICAN AFFAIRS

STRANGER, and especially a Frenchman
who has never travelled in America
simply cannot imagine what our country
is like. A Frenchman may get an idea of

Germany without having seen it ; of Italy, without
having been there; of India even, without
having visited it. It is impossible for him to
understand America as it is.

I had proof of the truth of this observation in
certain circumstances that were altogether unex-
pected. This experience I recall frequently as
one that was peculiarly amusing, so amusing indeed
that I regard the incident as one of the most comic
I have ever encountered.

The hero of the adventure was a young journalist
and man about town named Pierre Mortier. One
might imagine that from the fact of his profession,
which usually gives those who follow it a reason-
able smattering of everything, that he would be
less liable to surprise and astonishment than some

shop assistant or railway employee. The actual

occurrences proved the contrary.
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But let us view this farce from the rising of
the curtain.

I embarked on a steamer at Cherbourg, with
my mother and some friends, bound for New York.
Pierre Mortier came on board to offer his best
wishes for a delightful voyage. We made him
inspect our state-rooms, my friends and I, and we
shut him in one of them. In vain he battered
the wooden door with fist and foot. We were
deaf to his appeals, for we had decided to release
him omnly when the boat was already out of the
roadstead and bound for the shores of the new
world.

At first he protested, not without vehemence,
for he was not at all equipped as regards wardrobe
for such a voyage, but he soon cooled off and

gaily assumed his part in the rather strenuous farce

into which we had precipitated him.

“ Be quiet,” I said to him, ‘ everything will
come out all right.”

“But how? I haven't even a spare collar
with me.”
His appearance was so disconsolate that I

‘began to laugh heartily. Gaiety spreads from

me person to another as easily as gloom. He
yegan, in his turn, to laugh.

Aarived in New York we went to the best hotel
Brooklyn. The first thing that caught Pierre
ortier’s eye in the hotel lobby was the unusual
umber of spittoons. They were everywhere, of
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all sizes and shapes, for Americans do not hesitate,
if they have no receptacle within easy reach, to
spit on the floor, and to throw the ends of their
cigars anywhere, without even taking the trouble
to extinguish them.

We reached our rooms. There in an array
along the wall some buckets, filled with water,
attracted his attention. ‘* Some more spittoons ! ”

cried Mortier.
Fverybody laughed, and he said in a somewhat

peevish tone :
“hen what are those buckets for 2 ”
“ Why, in case of fire.”
“ T thought,” said Mortier, “‘that all American

buildings were fire-proof.”
“ That is what you hear in Paris, but houses of

that sort are really very rare.”

“ Vet you pay enough in your country to have
more comfort and security than anywhere else.
For instance, that carriage just now. It was
nothing short of robbery. Twenty-five francs to
take us from the station here. And such an old
trap! I don’t understand why your laws tolerate

such things.”

Already he was beginning to protest. There

was sure to be something else the next day.

On awakening on the first morning he pressed
once on the electric button in his bedroom. A

bell-boy appeared, bringing a pitcher of ice water.

Thinking this a form of cheap wit Mortier sputtered
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some of his worst insults, happily couched inX
French. The bell-boy, a huge mnegro, looked |
calmly down upon this excited little man with the
fair hair and skin, and then, without asking for
his tip, quietly closed the door and went avv;y.
This attitude of unconcern was not calculated
! to assuage our friend’s bellicose mood. He rang
' the bell again, and three times instead of once.
That was the summons to be made when a guest
wanted a boot-black sent to take his boots. Such
a personage presented himself.

The personage explained to Mortier that if he
touched the bell once that brought ice water ;
three times a boot-black. But Mortier did no‘;
understand a word of English. Accordingly the
boot-black did what the bearer of ice water
had done before, quite unconcernedly he went
away.

Pierre Mortier was in a furious rage when a
third boy presented himself, as black as the two

~ preceding, for all the attendants are negroes in
: Am_ierican hotels. This fellow was willing to
- remove his boots. Some minutes passed. Mortier
 was almost apoplectic with anger. The boy
~ reappeared. He explained to his client that he
_.gave the boots back only in return for a dollar.
M‘ortier was still in bed. To make him under-
st‘and, the negro lifted his clothes, which were
lded on a chair, and, whistling, all the while
ed the pockets. He picked out a dollar, amd’~
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put it catelessly into his own pocket. Then he
left the boots on the floor and disappeared.

In a paroxysm of rage our friend dressed himself
in a great hurry and went to the hotel desk, where
he made the place resound with curses that no
one paid any attention to since no one understood
them.

On the evening of the same day Mortier put
his boots outside his door in order that they
might be cleaned before next morning, as is done
everywhere in Fngland and France.

In America when something is left in front of
the door it is only as a sign that the object can be
thrown away. Mortier never saw his shoes again.

He rang, a negro presented himself. Mortier
demanded his shoes. He cried, stormed, threat-
ened. The negro backed up against the wall and
unconcernedly whistled a cakewalk.

Speechless with rage, Mortier hurled himself
upon the black. The hotel negroes, especially
when they are not armed, are ordinarily lacking in
courage. Besides, this one had good reasons for
believing that his client had gone mad. So he
hastily decamped.

After that nothing could induce any one of the.
negroes of the establishment to enter Mortier's

room as long as he remained at this hotel.

We did our best to explain to M. Mortier that
the domestics were nowise in the wrong. He
would not listen to a word, but kept exclaiming,

236

UNIMPRESSED WITH AMERICA

with his eyes sticking further out of his head than
usual (his eyes were naturally prominent) :

“No, no! In America you are savages, all
savages. Yes, savages and thieves. It is much
worse here than I had supposed.”

One morning he went down alone into the
testaurant for breakfast. Some minutes after
we saw him bounding up the stairs. He was
livid and trembling with rage. On reaching the
door of our apartment, he burst out :

“This time it is too much. What is the matter
with these brutes here ? Has some change come
over me ? Tell me. Am I an object of ridicule ?
What is the matter with me ? When I entered the
restaurant a great fool looked me over from top
to bottom, and said something, thereupon every-
body began to stare at me. What is the trouble
with me ? Tell me what is the matter ?

What was the matter 7 He wore a straw hat

~with very narrow brim, one of those hats called

“ American’ in Paris and of a kind that is never
worn in America. He also had “ New Yorkey ”
trousers such as were never cut in New VYork.
That was enough to let loose the risibilities of this
ankee public, a public that is far from being
dulgent of little eccentricities in other people.
Instead of calming him our explanations
casperated him, and it was only after he had
ent his violence that we succeeded in getting
L down to breakfast again.
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The breakfast was not extraordinarily expen-
sive. But when he looked over his account Mortier
went into a rage. He had ordered the same things
that we did, and his bill was two dollars and a
half, that is about twelve and a half francs,
higher than ours. These twelve and a half francs
represented the price of a bottle of very ordinary
red wine, which he had ordered.

“Po you want me to tell you what your
Americans are,” he shouted. ‘ Well, they are,
and don’t you forget it eithet, they are every one
thieves, savages, hogs. They are hogs, hogs!
That one word expresses it.”

One morning at eight o'clock, after we had had
coffee together, he left us.

“T am going to take a little walk,” he said.
“ T shall be back in half an hour.”

The half hour lasted until seven o’clock in
the evening. You can imagine how anxious we
became.

This is what happened.

Seeing that everybody, almost without excep-

tion, was headed in the same direction, he followed.
the crowd along the side walk. Presently he found

himself on Brooklyn Bridge, black with people
and burdened with cars, those bound to New
York filled to overflowing, the others returning to

Brooklyn completely empty.
Mortier did not know that all Brooklyn goes to
work on the New York side, where the business
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district is situated, and that everybody goes to
work at the same hour in this peculiar country.
Astonished, curious, a little bewildered, he followed
the crowd. Once across the bridge he found
himself in one of the innumerable streets of
New York.

On the New York side he looked round him to
establish a landmark by which he could find his
way back. He did not discover one, but it seemed
impossible to get lost, as he had only to return
to the base of this big bridge to retrace his steps
to Brooklyn. He kept on, therefore, until he
had completely satisfied his curiosity. Then he
retraced his steps, or at least he thought he was
doing so. He looked for the bridge, but in vain.
Everybody walked so quickly that his very
courteous “ Pardon, Monsieur,”” met with no
response. Omnce or twice he made a bad effort at
asking for “ Brooklyn Bridge.” This met with
no better success.

All the while he was unable to find a policeman.
The idea occurred to him, a magnificent idea,
of going into a shop. No one made the slightest
 effort to help him. The assistants were interested
only in trying to sell him everything which the
house contained. Finally he found himself in a
street where there were only clothmg merchants.
Hardly had he set foot there when he was seized
dragged into a shop. An hour passed before
ortier could escape, more dead than alive, from
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distaste for the country to a head, and precipitated
his departure.

One day on returning to the Holland House he
forgot to pay his cabman and found him ten hours
later still standing in front of the hotel. His
charge was a dollar and a half an hour. That
meant that Mortier had to give up fifteen dollars,

Our friend thought at first the house porter
should have paid for the trip, and had the charge
made on his bill. Accordingly he complained at
the hotel desk regarding what he called a piece of
negligence.

Although the house was conducted on the
French plan they gave him a thoroughly American
answer :

“ Well, that has nothing to do with the porter.
Vou ordered the carriage, didn't you? Ves.
Vou had the use of it, didn’t you? Ves. Well,
then, what do you expect ? If you don’t kiiow
what you want, it isn’t up to the employees to
run after you to find out. They’ve got something
else to do.”

By the next steamer Pierre Mortier left the
United States for good and all, swearing never
again to set foot there.

Mr. W. Boosey, the English publisher, had some
very different experiences in the United States.

On board the steamer he had become acquainted
with a very interesting and companionable Ameri-
can, who invited him to lunch at Delmonico’s.
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“ Thanks awfully,” said the Englishman as he
accepted. “On what day ?”

“ Any day you please.”

That was a little vague, but Mr. Boosey assured
him that he should be delighted, and would come as
soon as he had a free day. He was afraid of not
having said the proper thing, from the American
point of view. This notion bothered him for
several days.

Finally, just before sailing, he asked the
American again when they should lunch together
at Delmonico’s.

His friend replied : ““ On Thursday or Saturday,
whichever suits you best.”

The Englishman decided on Thursday.

The day set for the lunch arrived and Mr.
Boosey was prompt to keep the appointment. He
asked for Mr. X., and they showed him to a table.
Half-past one, two, half-past two, three o’clock,
and still no American.

The Englishman, patient though he was, began
to find time hanging heavily on his hands. He
thought he must have made a mistake as to the
day, and at last he sent for the manager.

““ What,”” said the manager, ‘‘ didn’t the waiter
tell you that Mr. X. had telephoned that he could

~pnot come, and that he begged you to order
whatever you liked? He will attend to the
“account.”

Imagine what the Xnglishman must have
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thought. He had come to lunch with a gentleman,
not to have his food paid for by some one. Just
at that moment the American rushed into the
restaurant.

“1 am awfully sorry, my dear fellow, but I am
glad to find you still here. I had quite forgotten
about our lunch up to two o’clock, and then I
telephoned. I didn’t think I could get here at all.
I had a deal on, one involving a million dollars,
and 1 simply couldn’t leave it. Have you had
your bite? No? Well, I haven't either. Well,
then, let us go and sit down.”

And they sat down. Mr. Boosey will never
forget his American entertainer.

The American had, it must be confessed, treated
his English guest with a certain negligence.
However little he may be inclined to philosophical
considerations, nothing is more instructive to a
thorough-going Englishman than to observe the
manner in which a Vankee ordinarily observes
the civilised conventions and the lofty spirit in
which he also looks upon anyone who is not an
American. Nothing gives him a better notion of
the high opinion Americans have of themselves
than to hear a Yankee say :

“Well, what are you anyway ? FEnglish, T'll
bet.”

Then, after a profound sigh and with an indefin-
able sweep of the hand: “As for me, with
emphasis on the “ me,” ““ I am an American.”
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He seems to experience genuine annoyance at
having to face a man who isn’'t an American.

Every American thinks, without ever being
guilty of profound reflection on the subject, that
evervbody, whatever his nationality, would have
preferred first to see the light of day in the United
States. For the United States, if one were to
accept the cheerful American belief, is a free
country whose parallel does not exist anywhere
in the world.

The native American claims to have the advan-
tage of being a citizen of the world’s freest
country. If you were to say to most Americans
that there is a great deal of liberty in England,
they would think that you were trying to make
fun of them, and they would tell you that they did
not believe it. They admit, occasionally, that

‘thete is a little freedom outside of the United

States, but they will add :

“ What a pity there isn’t more of it.”

The American believes himself completely
emancipated, for freedom is the passion of the

‘whole people. He pays for this catchword, which

‘satisfies him, for having no basis of comparison

he in reality does not know what he possesses
_and what he lacks.

The Spanish American is not less picturesque
than the Anglo-Saxon American.

1 had an engagement for a season at the city
of Mexico. I made my first appearance at
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the Grand Théitre-National in presence of five
thousand spectators. On returning to the Hotel
Sands, the most beautiful hotel in the city, I
found there the municipal orchestra come to
serenade me.

At the end of my stay I was asked to take part
in a charitable performance. The house was
packed, despite the high price of the seats. After
the performance a great banquet was given, under
the auspices of the festival committee.

At the table I was received with an enthusiasm
which was quite Mexican, and that means with
an enthusiasm that could be hardly surpassed in
any country of the world. Throughout the
repast I kept receiving presents. Some of the
women took off their bracelets, others their rings,
others their brooches, and, in spite of my pro-
testations, insisted on giving them to me.

““ Absolutely at your service!”

They obliged me to take them all.

1 was inexpressibly embarrassed by my booty.
When I returned to the hotel I asked the clerk
to put all these jewels in a safe place.

He looked at the jewels and said :

“ But you will have to send them back, madam.”

« Send them back ? Why, they were given me.”

“Tt is the custom here, madam. Presents
are always returned.”

“ What am I going to do? I am leaving
to-morrow morning at six o’clock, and I don’t
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know the names of the people who have entrusted
their jewels to me.”

He shook his head.

“ Well, then, I don’t know what to do. After
all, keep them.”

Next day, accordingly, when I departed, I
took the precious package, thinking that we
should return from Cuba, to which we were bound,
by way of Mexico, and that I should then look up
the owners of “my " jewels.

In Cuba all our plans were changed. We
left directly for New York, with the object of
returning at once to Europe. Consequently I
have never given back the jewels.

I sometimes wonder what my friends of some

_hours must think of a woman who dared to accept,

under protest, the presents that were tendered

her.

While we were in Mexico I had occasion to offer
a. cheque payable in New York for some books
I was buying

No one, absolutely no one, wanted to accept

" it. Then I went to the Chief of Police, General

Carbadjadoes, whom I knew and he telegraphed
to a New York bank, from which the reply was
received that, ¢ Loie Fuller's cheques are per-

fectly good.”

That put an end to any reluctance among the
merchants, who afterward, on the contrary, over-
whelmed me with all sorts of propositions.
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My most vivid impressions of Mexico were of that, since I took the affair to heart, he would go
the abounding and well-regulated enthusiasm ‘ and make his peace, and he left.
of the upper classes and the extraordinary in- _j I never saw him or his rubies again, it is needless
solence of the tradespeople. The whole character tosay.
of the country is expressed in these two traits. : I believe that from this time forward they
On the liner that took us to the United States * have been seeking me in vain to charge me with
Pierre Mortier, for I shall have to mention him smuggling a package through the customs-house.

once more, made the acquaintance of a young
Roumanian, who seemed to be a well-bred man,
a very well-bred man. In Mortier enthusiasm
is as easily evoked as is condemnation, and he
presented this man to me in a most cordial manner.

Upon our arrival the young man said to me :

“I have so many little parcels that I don’t
know where to put them. Would you do me
the great favour of taking care of this one ? ”

I gave the object to my maid, who put it in my
travelling case, and it passed the inspection of
the customs-house officer.

That evening at the hotel the young man called
on me with Mortier, and I gave him back his
package.

He opened it smiling, and showed me the
contents.

I had fraudulently brought in a bag of uncut
tubies.

I treated the Roumanian as a cheat and told
him that if he did not make the matter right
with the customs I should hand him over to the
authorities. Smiling all the while he promised
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GAB

OR eight years Gab and I have lived
together on terms of the greatest intimacy,
like two sisters. Gab is much younger than
T and regards me with deep affection.

Often I look at her curiously. She seems to
read what is in my face and replies to my mute
interrogation.

“ You cannot understand me.
and I am TLatin.”

When I survey her I find myself thinking as
she thinks, and I wonder if there exists a way
of comprehending that we Anglo-Saxons do not
possess. Gab is deeply serious. She has long,
black eyes which seem to slumber perpetually.
When she walks, despite her youth, she proceeds
with slow and protracted steps, which give you an.
impression that she must be of a serious and
meditative nature.

When I became acquainted with her she wa

You are Saxon

living in a dark little apartment, furnished in
Hindu style, where in her black wvelvet cos- .

tume she looked like some Byzantine prince_ss.
Jean Aicard, the poet, said one day that her voice
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is of velvet, her skin and locks are of velvet, her
eyes are of velvet and her name ought to be
Velours. If one could compare her to a living
creature a boa constrictor would be most ap-
propriate, for her movements are like those
of a snake. There is nothing sinuous, nothing
rampant about them, but the emsemble of her
motions suggests the suppleness of the young
adder.

I knew Gab for at least two years before it
entered into my head that she was fond of me.
She was always so calm, so silent, so undemon-
strative, so unlike any other human being that
only a supernatural personality, it seemed, would
ever be able to understand her.

Her eyes and her hair are just alike, deep
black and very brilliant. In her presence people
never know for certain whether she is looking
at them or not. Vet nothing about them escapes
her, and through her half-closed eyes she penetrates
1o the very depths of their souls. She is neither
tall nor slight, neither plump nor thin. Her skin
is like alabaster, her abundant locks are parted
in the middle and brought together in a knot
behind the head, just as our grandmothers did
their hair. Her teeth are small, regular and white
_as pearls. Her mose is straight and graceful.
Her face is full and her head is so large that she
never finds quite hair enough to dress it with.
When Gab was a baby she had as playmates
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a donkey, a pony and an army of lead soldiers,
including Napoleon in his various aspects, with
horses, rifles and wooden cannon. When I
became acquainted with her she still had with
her the nurse who had taken her mother’s place.
This woman told me that Gab used to make her
play horse while she took the part of Napoleon,
until the poor nurse staggered with fatigue. She
told me again that Gab was so shy that when her
mother received a visitor, if the child were in the
drawing-room and there was 10 Way of escape,
the little one would hide herself behind a curtain
and would not budge until the intruder went
away. Her mother was so much concerned with
what she called the child’s timidity that she
was unwilling to force her in any way. Gab
subsequently has explained to me that she was
not afraid and was not timid, but the truth was
she could not endure certain people and that she
did not wish to be obliged to see those who
annoyed her.

She is just the same to-day. For years whenever
a visitor came in by one door she would go out
by another, and it made no difference whether the
person came for a long call or for only a single word.
‘At lunch or at dinner nothing could, and nothi
can, induce Gab to meet people. .

Gab has an iron will. Her nurse told me that A e '
one day on a journey with her parents Gab, who ',' B Tabier
was then a very small girl, wanted to have a
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donkey that was running along the railway track.
She cried for the donkey and did not cease until
they had found the beast and bought it for her.
Gab has rarely to be corrected. It seems as if
some one had taught her all the politeness in the
world, and all the seriousness as well. When nine
years old she was reading Schopenhauer. At
fourteen she was carrying on special research
among the archives of the State police. At sixteen
she was studying the literature of ancient India.
At eighteen she published a manuscript she had
found after her mother’s death. She spent her
pocket money to have it published. The title of
the book was A« Loin, and Jean Lorrain declared
that it was the most beautiful book on India
which he had ever read.
Gab’s mother must have written this book during

her journey in India, for a short time before her

death she had visited this interesting country, and

had gained access to private houses and courts to
~which Furopeans are not ordinarily admitted.
She was a marvellously beautiful woman, and made
3 great sensation in a country in which beauty is
_ held in high regard.
The story goes that one evening at a ball in the
viceroy’s palace, to which she had been invited,
her entrance made such a sensation that all the
ouples, forgetting that they were there to dance,
stopped and came forward to admire her radiant
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When she died those who attended her funeral
wept like children, saying that she was too
beautiful to have been an ordinary mortal, and
that there was something supernatural in her

countenance.
All her life she had been called the beautiful

Mme. X.

At the time of my debut at the Tolies-Bergere
Gab was fourteen years old. One day her mother
said to her : “‘ There is a new foreign dancer whom
everybody is going to see. We will see her at a
matinee.”

On reaching the theatre to buy seats the day
before the performance they asked about me at
the ticket office. Gab’s mother, whose beauty
captivated everybody, had no trouble in getting
afl the information she wanted. The following
dialogue ensued :

«“Is she pretty ? "’ asked Gab’s mother.

“No, she is not pretty,” was the reply.

¢ s she common, ordinary ? "

¢ No, she has an individuality of her owint.”

“Tall?”

““ Rather slight than tall.”

“Is she young ?”’
“ Ves, I suppose so, but I could not swear

“Is she brunette or blonde ? ”

¢ Ghe has brown hair and blue eyes, very blue.”

«Is she smart ? ”

“ Oh, no. Not smart. She is anything but
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SOME DISCREET INQUIRIES

that. She is a queer sort of gi
think of nothing %ut her "\f;vork.’%1r1 who seems to

““Is she retiring ? ”

“Well, yes. She knows nobody and sees
nobf)dy. She has continued to be quite unac-
quainted in Paris. She lives on the third storey at
the end of a court in a house totherear of the Folies-
Bergere, and she never goes out unless with
the manager of the theatre or his wife and with her
mother, who never leaves her.”

““ Does her dancing weary her greatly » ”’

“ After the dance she is so tired that they have
to carry her home and she goes to bed at once
The first time she came here she stayed at thé
Grand Hotel, but the manager has given her the
appartement of which T havebeen speaking. Hehas
had a door let in at the rear of the stage, so that
she can return to her rooms without having
toﬁ go upon the street. She remains forty-five
minutes on the stage. The white dance alone
lasts eleven minutes. That is very fatiguing for
her ; she sticks at it too long, but the public is
never willing to let her stop.”

““Is she amiable ? ”’

“Well, she does not know a word of French,

:but she smiles all the time, and says, ‘ bong-jour.” ”

‘_At this moment the manager, M. Marchand
who had come near the ticket office, and who fell

victim to the irresistible charm of Gab’s mother

omned in the conversation.
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‘“ She is a very complex personality, Miss Loie
Fuller,” he said. ‘‘She has no patience but
displays nevertheless an incredible amount of
perseverance. She is always rehearsing with her
electric apparatus, engaged in search of new effects,
and she sometimes keeps her electricians at work
until six o’clock in the morning. No one would
venture to make the slightest suggestion to her
about this; overwork seems to agree with her.
She stops neither for dinner nor for supper. Sheis
endlessly seeking for combinations of light and
colour.”

Then he added, as if aside :

“ They are queer people, these Americans.”

Gab’s mother then asked about my studies and
my ideas.

¢ She has just been interviewed on this subject,
and the interview was published this morning.
Among other things she said, in speaking of the
effect that she obtains : ‘¢ Everybody knows when
it is successful, but no one realises how one has
to keep at it to succeed. That is what I am
after unceasingly.” 7The interviewer asked her if
there was no established system, no books that
could help her in her work. She looked aston-
ished and replied, ‘ I do not see how any one could
use words to indicate the rays of light in their
imperceptible and unceasing interplay that is
changing all the time.’ ”’

My manager then drew the newspaper from
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his pocket and read this passage from my exposi-
tion :

“ “One needs to have order in one’s thinking to
be able to write. One can feel rays of light, in
disintegration or in transition only as one feels
heat or cold. One cannot tell in words what one
feels. Sensations are not thoughts.”

“ ‘ But music, for example, can be reduced to
notation.” ”’

*“’This seemed to surprise her. She was silent,
reflected a moment, and then said :

“ ‘I ought to think about that, but it seems to
me that the vibration represented by sight is a
finer sense, more indefinite, more fugitive, than
that of sound. Sounds have a more fixed char-
acter and they are limited. As for sight it has
no limit, or none at least that we recognise. In
any case we are more ignorant of things that
concern our eyes than those which address them-
selves to our ears.. Perhaps this is becatise our

‘eyes from infancy are better developed at an
earlier stage, and because seeing is a faculty the
young child exercises sooner than hearing. The
field of visual harmony as compared with aural
armony is like sunshine in comparison with
moonlight. That is why there took place in the
man brain a great development of the sense
f sight, long before we were able to direct it or
ven to understand the results or the uses of it.’
 “Those who watch Loie Fuller during her work,”
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continued M. Marchand, after he had put the
paper back into his pocket, ““are struck by the
transformation that takes place in her as she
speaks, or as she directs her men to try this
experiment or that. Iu point of fact, Madame,
she has transformed the Folies-Bergére. Every
evening the usual audience is lost amid a
crowd composed of scholars, painters, sculptors,
writers and ambassadors, and at the matinees
there is a crowd of women and children. All
the chairs and tables of the galleries have been
piled up behind the orchestra chairs and all the
people, forgetful of their rank and dignity, climb
over them like a crowd of urchins. All that for
a young girl who does not seem to suspect that
she has won success. Would you like an example ?
Lately my wife took her to a large store to buy
some handkerchiefs. The first thing Miss Fuller
saw was some handkerchiefs marked ‘ Loie Fuller,’
and she was surprised to note that some omne
had the same name as hers. When they told her :
‘ Why, not at all. It is your name that appears
on these handkerchiefs,” she replied :

“‘How can that be? These people don’t
know me.’

“ She did not understand and could not under-
stand that it was on account of her success.”

Gab’s mother, after acknowledging the manager’s

salutation as he said good-bye, again asked the

ticket office men :
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“A LITTLE COUNTRY-GIRL?”

“‘ She is a proper person, then ? ”

“Good Heavens, yes. She is so middle class

that she looks like a little country girl. I suspect
that she has never dreamed of trying to be swell.
She came here with a valise and a little steamer
trunk, and dressed as in this photograph,”
he added, showing the portrait I had given
him.
This photograph depicted me in a yachting cap,
a straight-cut dress of indefinite colour, and sup-
ported by straps. A light underwaist, a short
jacket and a very simple cape completed my
costume.

After seeing this Gab and her mother went
home with their seats for next day’s matinee.
This matinee impressed Gab to such a degree that
on reaching home this child of fourteen wrote
the following lines in my honour :

- “ A luminous and impalpable shadow. Across

the dark brown night flits a pallid, palpitating
reflection. And while petals fly in the air a
supernatural golden flower rises toward the sky.
It is not a sister of the terrestrial flowers which shed
their dream particles upon our aching souls. Like
em the gigantic flower brings no consolation.
grew in a strange region under the moon’s
lue rays. Life beats in its transparent stem,
nd its clear leaves hang loosely in the shade like
eat tormented arms. Just a dream efflorescence
isplays itself and meditates. It is the flower’s
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living poetry that sings there, delicate, fugitive
and mysterious.

“Tt is the unsullied firmament, bestrewn with
stars and it is the dance of fire.

“ A crackling flame is kindled. It turns and
twists and glows. Smoke, heavy as an incense,
rises and mingles in the darkness where embers
glow. In the midst of the tumult, licked by
torrents of foaming fire, a mask, also a strange
flame, is outlined in the reddish air. The flames
die into a single flame, which grows to im-
mensity. You might think that human thought
were rending itself in the darkness. And we
await with anxious hearts the beauty that passes.

“ Soul of the flowers, soul of the sky, soul of
flame, T.oie Fuller has given them to us. Words
and phrases avail nothing. She has created
the soul of the dance, for until Loie Fuller came
the dance was without soul !

“Tt had no soul in Greece when among fair
wheat heads on days flooded with sunshine
beautiful children danced gaily, brandishing their
golden sickles. Rigid, majestic, and somewhat
too formal, it had no soul under the Grand
Monarch. It had no soul when it might have
had one. The eighteenth century dances, the
minuet in a whirl of powder ; the waltz is only
an embrace, the woman cult revived.

“ The soul of the dance was destined to be born
in this sad and feverish age. Loie Fuller modelled

264

LOIE FULLER’S SECRET

form out of a dream. Our foolish desires. our
dread of mere nothing, these she expressed 1';1 ]ie'r
dance of fire. To satisfy our thirst for oblivion
she humanised the flowers. Happier than her
brothers, the lords of creation, she caused her
silent deeds to live and in the darknéss, this
setting of grandeur, no human defect marred her
beauty. Providence shows itself kindly toward
her. Inits great secret Loie shares.

““ Amorous of the resplendent beauty in nature
she asks it questions out of her clear eyes. To
seize the unknown her hand becomes coaxing.
Her firm, precise glance penetrates the soul of
things even when they have none. The in-
animate becomes animate, and thinks under her
magical desire, and the ‘dream pantomime’ is
evolved. ’

“ Charmingly womanly she has chosen the
sweetest and finest among sleeping lives. She
is the butterfly, she is the fire, she is light, heaven
the stars. Frail, under floating material, ﬂowery,
with pale gold, with calcedony and beryl, Salome

“passed in her power. Afterwards humanity went

by feverishly. “To calm our frayed souls and our

childish nightmares a fragile figure dances in a

elestial robe.”

And now, fifteen years after, Gab still tells me,
hen we speak of the impression I made on her
t the time she wrote these pages full of ingenuous
motion,
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“ T never see you exactly as you are,” she says,
“ but as you seemed to me on that day.”

I wonder if her friendship, so well founded and
positive, is not intimately mingled with the love
of form, of colour and of light, which I interpreted
synthetically before her eyes when I appeared
before her for the first time.
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XXIII
THE VALUE OF A NAME

HEN in the autumn of 1892 I appeared

for the first time at the Folies-Bergére

I knew no one, absolutely no one, in

Paris. Imagine then my surprise upon

receiving one day a visiting card from one of the

spectators on which these words were written in
lead pencil :

“Oh, well, old girl, I am fiercely glad to see

that you have tapped the till. We are here, a

whole gang of us, two boxes full, and we want you

to join us after the performance.
Your old pal.”

The card bore a name with which I was
‘unacquainted.

~ This was some practical joke, or else the call-
boy had made a slip in the address. I continued
my disrobing without considering the matter
further.

All at once a gentleman rushed into my dressing-
oom.

“ Well, Mollie, my old girl, why don’t you reply
to a comrade’s letter ? ”’
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But on seeing me in street costume he stopped
short and cried :

“ Well, but who are you ? I thought you were
Mollie Fuller ! ”

Then I understood that he had taken me for
one of his old friends.

“I know whom you mean,” I answered, ‘ but
I am not Mollie Fuller. Mollie Fuller is very well
known in the United States, where she is imitating
my dances. We are often mistaken for each
other, but you must realise that this isn’t the
same person.”’

The gentleman was tall, stout, very dark, of
distinguished appearance, with a certain odd
defect in one of his eyes. He wore a full
beard.

I shall never forget his aspect as he apologised.
Without asking me again to join his “‘ gang”
he disappeared even more quickly than he had
entered.

I often encountered him after that, and he
always greeted me very respectfully. From my
window looking upon the courtyard of a great
hotel in London I have even been present at a
dinner—such a dinner as had never before been
seen there—given by this same gentleman. Caruso
sang. The courtyard of the hotel had been trans-

formed into a lake, and the host and his guests

dined in gondolas. From my window I watched
the banquet and I thought of the other supper to
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which I had been invited involuntarily. The world
is so small !

I did not become the well-known I,0ie Fuller
without, as is easily realised, being invelved in
some little adventures. I had once played the
patt of Jack Sheppard in the drama of that name.
Our company stopped in Philadelphia. My father
and mother were with me, and we took our meals
in a very modest boarding-house.

Some years after I returned, as a dancer, to this
same city, and at the hotel at which I registered,
it was one of the largest of the city, I was refused
admittance. Without taking the trouble to ask
why, I went elsewhere. But I thought over this
irritating reception and as I could not understand

it T teturned to the hotel in question and asked

to speak to the manager. On seeing me he looked
amazed :

“ But you are not Loie Fuller.”

I assured him that I certainly was Loie Fuller,

and asked why he had been unwilling to receive
me in his hotel.

- He told me the following story.

“When you were playing Jack Sheppard one
of the ladies of the company stayed here with
Mr. Z. One day they had such a quarrel that I
was obliged to ask them to vacate. This lady
was registered under the name of Miss Fuller.”

T had absolutely no idea who the person could
and I was trying to find out when at the theatre
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some one brought me the card of a gentleman who
wanted to see me.

His name was quite unfamiliar. This gentleman,
however, might have been sent by a friend.
Accordingly I received him. A tall gentleman
entered, and, very much surprised, repeated the
hotel man’s afirmation :

“ But you are not Loie Fuller!”

I assured him that I was.

He had known the ‘ Loie Fuller” who had
been entertained in my stead at the hotel and who
sang in the chorus of ““ Jack Sheppard,” the play
of which I was playing the principal part. He
wanted to see her in her new incarnation and
renew his acquaintance with her. When I had
at last shown him his mistake he allowed me to
see the counterfeit Loie Fuller's picture. And
as a matter of fact when we were made up for the
stage there was a little resemblance.

One day we were giving some performances at
Lyons. On arriving at the theatre one of my
electricians said to me:

“ The proprietress of the hotel where I am stay-
ing with my comrades is greatly annoyed. She
says that you lived with her at the time of your
last trip to Lyons.
and promised to come again, and yet you have
not come. She declares that it isn’t nice of you

to show yourself so haughty under the pretext

that now you are successful.”
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Vou were very well satisfied

A FORERUNNER

Everybody who is acquainted with me knows
that such conduct is not at all characteristic of
me. I was, therefore, very much surprised
I was unable to recall the name of the hotel thé
electrician mentioned. I asked him, therefore,
to find out at what period I had put up at the
hostelry of the good lady whose grievance he had
just forwarded to me.

The next day he told me the date. Now at
that period I was at Bucharest, I was, therefore
more perplexed than ever, and I asked the elec-
trician to continue his inquiry and to do his best
to straighten out the difficulty.

“My landlady,” he said, ‘“is sure that it was
you. She saw you at the theatre. It is the
same dance and she bade me say again that she
‘ is very much astonished at Miss Fuller’s conduct.’
You were so well satisfied with her house, both

you and the gentleman with you.”

T then went to the hotel to show the landlady
. that she was mistaken. She then made me look
at the photograph of a woman who imitates
everything that I do, passes her life watching over
each one of my creations and follows me every-
here, whether to ILondon, to New York, to
aris or Berlin.

In addition to these rare adventures that come
> my knowledge, how many others are there that
shall never know about ?

I never arrive in a town without Loie Fuller’s
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having been there in advance of me, and even
in Paris I have seen announced in flamboyant
letters, ‘ Loie Fuller, radiant dances,” and I
have been able to see with my own eyes ‘“ la Loie
Fuller” dance before my face.

When I went to South America I discovered
that there, too, Loie Fuller had been ahead of me.

What I often wonder is what ‘‘imitations”
in private life are perpetrated by these ladies, who
are embarrassed by no scruples.

So I am not the woman, perhaps my word will
be taken for it, who, of all the world, is most
appreciative of the value of a name. I mightadd
that the American chorus girl of whom I have
been writing came to Paris and that one day her
lover left her there. Alone, without friends,
without a cent, ill, she sent for me.

Did I help her ?
I am afraid I did. When we see a dog in the

street dying of hunger, we give him something to
eat, and not in order that he may not bite us, not
in order that he may be grateful to us; we give
him something to eat because he is hungry.
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XXIV

HOW M. CLARETIE INDUCED ME TO WRITE THIS
BOOK

NE evening during the Exposition of 1goo

M. and Mme. Jules Claretie came to my

little theatre in the Rue de Paris, to see

Sada Yacco in her famous death-scene.

After the performance they came behind the scenes,
where I was presented to them.

Several years passed and I became interested,
as I have explained, in a little Japanese artist,
Hanako. I remembered how Sada Vacco had
pleased the Clareties, and I asked them to come
and see my new Japanese star. After the per-
formance they came to the dressing-room of the
dearest little actress in the world, and I had the
pleasure of receiving them there.

Some days later I received an invitation to
unch with M. and Mme. Claretie. It wasextended
o little Hanako and myself. The day arrived,
nd we set forth. Hanako appeared to be quite
maware that she was going to lunch with a cele-
yrated writer, and experienced no excitement at
he idea of paying a visit to the director of the
orld’s first theatre. I had lived in Paris long
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enough to be able to group people according to
their standing, and I was, for my part, somewhat
confused. Hanako was curious only as regards
the things she was going to see, since all intercourse
with others was barred from the fact that she
spoke only Japanese. Indeed, it was because she
knew it would please me, and because I had
expressly begged her to do so, was she willing to
come to this lunch. She was charming, with her
odd little wooden sandals, which she called her
shoes, and her robes worn one over the other.
She gave an impression of nothing lacking. Hanako
is so exquisite that it is difficult to draw her
likeness. Her stature is so slight that she barely
reaches a tall man’s waist.

Mme. Claretie received us so cordially that we
were at once glad we came. Then M. Claretie
came in, very refined and very simple. He was
accompanied by M. Prudhon, an impressive
person, who did not utter a word. He was pre-
sented to me as the director’s right-hand man.
I wondered how it was possible to carry oun
business without saying anything. From noon
until three o’clock, as a matter of fact, I did not
hear a single word escape his lips. At the table
I asked Mme. Claretie, in an undertone in
English :

“Is he dumb ?”

She began to laugh in her friendly and reassuring ‘

way and replied :
274

A STRANGELY SILENT GUES

“ Oh, no, but he never has much to say.”

Then, thinking the ice broken, I looked a{z M
Prudhon smiling. He did not smile at all, and I
said to him vivaciously :

‘“If you contintie to contradict me in that way
I won't say another word to you.”

M. Prudhon, still serious, bowed and had nothing
to say.

This quip, which did not even make him smile,
was not an original one with me, I make haste
to say. I had heard it said by a young girl who
was my private secretary, and who wanted to stir
up a gentleman who was unpleasantly silent.
M. Prudhon reminded me of that man, and I
wanted to see what effect the remark would have
on him. It had no effect.

While I am speaking of this secretary I ought
to devote a few lines to her, although I have no

~ reason to remember her kindly. She was a pretty,
young girl, always exquisitely gowned, although
her financial resources were slight. To my extreme
displeasure I found out later the explanation of
the enigma.

~ She was my secretary, and I often sent her to
place orders among all my tradespeople. At the
ame time that she gave orders for things that I
anted she ordered them for herself, taking care
ot to call for two articles of the same make. I
ever had gloves or veils or handkerchiefs. She
vays had taken the last of them. She always
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thought that she had ordered more of them, and
would sally forth to order more.

One day I sent her to Tiffany’s, the jewellers.
She added only a mere little trinket to my order,
a locket with her monogram set in diamonds. I
received the bill in due course, but she had
left me. Previously she had gone with me to
Nice, and had remained there while I was on the
road in the United States. When I returned
I learned that during my absence she had
lived at the hotel where I left her and that her
bill, charged to my account, amounted to nearly
6,000 francs.

Presently other invoices arrived from dyers and
cleaners, glove makers, shoemakers, costumiers,
modistes, furriers, linendrapers and finally the
bill from Tiffany’s.

But the limit was reached when a student
from the Beaux Arts asked me if I could not return
him sixty-six francs which he had lent me two years
before through the medium of my pretty secre-
tary. Next there came a gentleman from I,ondon,
one whom I held in too great esteem to go into
details, who asked me for ten pounds sterling

which he had loaned me, again through the

medium of my clever and well-dressed secretary.

But in speaking of my troubles I am liable to |

forget my lunch with the Clareties.
As we were about to sit down Mme. Claretie
brought in an elderly woman of very pleasant
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A NONAGENARIAN'S COMPLAT

gppearance. I have rarely seen motions easzef;'
more simple or more harmonious. Leaning
against each other they made a delightful picture.

Mme. Claretie presented me to her mother. I

asked how she was.

“Ob, I am very well,” she replied, “ my eyes
are my ounly trouble. I cannot read without
glasses, and the glasses annoy me a great deal.”

She had always been very fond of reading,
and could not bring herself to the idea of reading
no more. I sympathised with her and told her
so. 'Then suddenly it occurred to me to ask her
how old she was.

“ Ninety-five years,” she replied.

And she was complaining of not being able to
read any longer without glasses !

We spoke of her grandchildren and her great
grandchildren. I asked her if the happiness of
being surrounded by so many affectionate people
did not bring large compensation for the infirmities
‘of age.

She replied:

“I love my children and my grandchildren, and
I live in them. But that does not restore to me
k y eyesight. It is terrible not to be able to see.”’
 And she was right. Love gave her strength
0 bear her misfortune, but she feared that the
rison of darkness would claim her as its prey.
3efore going to the dining-room she had taken
er daughter’s arm. She had no assistance on
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the other hand in eating. Her good humour
was unvarying. v

She took some knitting from a work-basket,
and said in a firm voice:

“T must work. I can no longer see well enough
to be sure that my knitting is well done, but I
have to keep busy, nevertheless.”

Mme. Claretie asked me if I was acquainted
with Alexandre Dumas.

I told her how I had chanced to meet him.
Then M. Claretie asked me numerous questions,
which T tried to evade in order not to seem to talk
about myself all the time. Imagine my astonish-
ment when next morning I tead in the Temps
an article, a column and a half long, devoted
entirely to our visit at M. Claretie’s and signed
by the gentleman himself.

“ Mme. Hanako,”” he wrote, “ is in town, a little
person, delightfully odd and charming. In her
blue or green robes, embroidered with flowers of

many colours, she is like a costly doll, or a prettily
animated idol, which should have a bird’s voice.

The sculptor Rodin may possibly show us her

refined features and keen eyes at the next Salonm,
for he is occupied just now with a study of her,
and I believe a statue of the comedienne. He
has never had a better model. These Japanese,

who are so energetic, leaping into the fray like
the ants upon a tree trunk, are likewise capable
of the most complete immobility and the greatest
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patience. These divergent qualities constitute
the strength of their race.

“Mme. Hanako, whom I saw and applauded
in ‘The Martyr’ at the Opera, came to see me,
through the kindness of Miss Loie Fuller, who
discovered Sada Yacco for us some years ago.
It is delightful to see at close hand and in so
attractive a guise this little creature, who looks
so frightful when, with convulsed eyes, she mimics
the death agony. There is a pretty smile on the
lips which at the theatre are curled under the pain
of hara-kiri. She made me think of Orestes

- exhibiting the funeral urn to Electra: ‘As you
see; we bring the little remnants in a little urn.’

“Loie Fuller, who was a soubrette before being
the goddess of light, an enchantress of strange
visions, has become enamoured of this dramatic

Japanese art and has popularised it everywhere,
through Sada VYacco and then through Mme.
Hanako. I have always observed that Ioie
Fuller has a very keen intelligence. I am not
urprised that Alexandre Dumas said to me:
She ought to write out her impressions and her
memories.” I should like to hear from her how she
first conceived these radiant dances, of which the
yublic has never grown tired, and which she has
ust begun again at the Hippodrome. She is,
iowever, more ready to talk philosophy than the
tage. Gaily, with her blue eye and her faun-like
e, she replied to my question: ‘It’'s just

279




FIFTEEN YEARS OF A DANCER’S LIFE

chance. The light came to me. I didn’t have

to go toit.””

1 apologize for reproducing these eulogistic
words. I have even suppressed certain passages,
for M. Claretie was very complimentary. It was,
however, absolutely necessary that I should make
this citation, since out of it grew the present book.

M. Claretie had quoted Dumas’ opinion. He
returned to the charge.

Soon after, in fact, I received a letter from M.
Claretie urging me to begin my ‘ memoirs.”
Perhaps he was right, but I hardly dared under-
take such a terrible task all alone. It looked so
formidable to write a book, and a book about
myself !

One afternoon I called on Mme. Claretie. A
number of pleasant people were there and, after
Mme. Claretie had mentioned this notion of
“ memoirs >’ which her husband, following Dumas’
lead, had favoured, they all began to ask me

questions about myself, my art and the steps

by which I had created it. Everyome tried to
encourage me to undertake the work.

A short time after this Mme. Claretie sent me
tickets for her box at the Thédtre-Francais. I
went there with several friends. There were

twelve of us, among whom was Mrs. Mason, wife
of the American Consul-General, who is the most
remarkable statesman I have ever kmown, and

the best diplomatist of the service.
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AN INDISCREET REMAR

In return for the Clareties’ kindness
them to be present at ome of my rehe s
‘Sal.om'e.”. They were good enough t@accept
my invitation and one evening they arrived at the
Thédtre des Arts while I was at work. ILater I
came forward to join them. We stood in the
gloom of a dimly lighted hall. The orchestra
was rehearsing. All at once a dispute arose
between the musical composer and the orchestra
leader. The composer said :

“They don’t do it that way at the Opera.”

Thereupon the young orchestra leader replied :

“Pon’t speak to me of subsidised theatres.
There’s nothing more imbecile anywhere.”

He laid great stress on the words “ subsidised *’
and ‘‘ imbecile.”

M. Claretie asked me who this young man was.
I had not heard exactly what he said. Neverthe-
less, as I knew something embarrassing had
occurred, I tried to excuse him, alleging that
he had been rehearsing all day, that half his
musicians had deserted to take positions at the
Opera and that they had left him only the under-

udies.
M. Claretie, whose good nature is proverbial,
yid no attention to the incident. Several days
r, indeed, on November 5, 1907, he wrote for
Temps a long article, which is more eulogistic
an I deserve, but which I cite because it gives
impression of my work at a rehearsal.
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“‘The other evening,” he wrote, “ I had, as it
were, a vision of a theatre of the future, something
of the nature of a feministic theatre.

“Women are more and more taking men’s
places. They are steadily supplanting the so-
called stronger sex. The court-house swarms with
women lawyers. The literature of imagination
and observation will soon belong to women of
letters. In spite of man’s declaration that there
ghall be no woman doctor for him the female
physician continues to pass her examinations and
brilliantly. Just watch and you will see woman
growing in influence and power; and if, as in
Gladstone’s phrase, the nineteenth century was
the working-man’s century, the twentieth will be
the women’s century.

“ T have been at the Théatre des Arts, Boulevard
des Batignolles, at a private rehearsal, which Miss
Ioie Fuller invited me to attend. She is about
to present there to-morrow a ‘mute drama’—
we used to call it a pantomime—the Tragedic de
Salome, by M. Robert @’ Humiéres, who has rivalled
Rudyard Kipling in translating it. Loie Fuller
will show several new dances there : the dance of
pearls, in which she entwines herself in strings
of pearls taken from the coffin of Herodias ; the
snake dance, which she performs in the midst of
a wild incantation ; the dance of steel, the dance
of silver, and the dance of fright, which causes her
to flee, panic-stricken, from the sight of John'
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MIRACLES Op
decapi‘rfated heafi persistently
surveying her with martyred es

“Loie Fuller has made st
laboratory of all the effects of lig
form the stage, with the Dead "Se
a height, and the terraces of Herod:
has succeeded, by means of various
in giving the actual appearance of thi
glimpse of the moonbeams cast up"oﬁ
of the horror of a sea of blood. Of Mount

where Moses, dying, hailed the promised land, ant
the hills of Moab which border the hormon, fade
into each other where night envelops them. The
light in a weird way changes the appearance of
the picturesque country. Clouds traverse the
sky. Waves break or become smooth as a surface
of mother-of-pearl. The electric apparatus is
so arranged that a signal effects magical changes.

“ We shall view miracles of light ere long at the
theatre. When M. Fortuny, son of the distinguished
Spanish artist, has realised ‘ his theatre ' we shall
have glorious visions. Little by little the scenery
encroaches upon the stage, and perhaps beautiful
rses, well pronounced, will be worthy of all these
arvels.

“Ttis certain that new capacities are developing

ntheatrical art, and that Miss Loie Fuller will have

en tesponsible for an jmportant contribution.

hould not venture to say how she has created

light effects. She has actually been turned
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out by her landlord because of an explosion in her
apparatus. Had she not been so well known she
would have been taken for an anarchist. At this
theatre, Rue des Batignolles, where I once wit-
nessed the direst of melodramas that ever made
popular audiences shiver, at this theatre, which has
become elegant and sumptuous with its handsome,
modernised decorations, at the Théitre des Arts,
she has installed her footlights, her electric lamps,
all this visual fairyland which she has invented
and perfected, which has made of her a unique
personality, an independent creator, a revolutionist
in art.

‘“ There, on that evening when I saw her rehearse
Salome in everyday clothes, without costume, her
glasses over her eyes, measuring her steps, out-
lining in her dark robe the seductive and suggestive
movements, which she will produce to-morrow in
her brilliant costume, I seemed to be watching a
wonderful impresaria, manager of her troupe as
well as mistress of the audience, giving her
directions to the orchestra, to the mechanicians,
with an exquisite politeness, smiling in face of

the inevitable nerve-racking circumstances, always |
good-natured and making herself obeyed, as all
real leaders do, by giving orders in a tone that

sounds like asking a favour.
“Will you be good enough to give us a little
more light ? Ves. That isit. Thank you.”
““On the stage another woman in street dress,
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nificent under her veils, and assumed
of regissenr (one cannot yet say reg :
I was struck by the smoothness of
formance of a complicated piece, with
ments and various changes. These two Am, ,
women, without raising their voices, quietly t
with the absolute brevity of practical peopie'
(distrust at the theatre those who talk too mueli)(,
these two women with their little hands fashioned
for command were managing the rehearsal as an
expert Amazon drives a restive horse.

“Then I had the immense pleasure of seeing
this Salome in everyday clothes dance her steps
without the illusion created by theatrical costume,
with a simple strip of stuff, sometimes red and

-gometimes green, for the purpose of studying the

reflections on the moving folds under the electric

light. It was Salome dancing, but a Salome in a

short skirt, a Salome with a jacket over her
shoulders, a Salome in a tailor-made dress, whose
ands—mobile, expressive, tender or threatening
ands, white hands, hands like the tips of birds’
wings—emerged from the clothes, imparted to
hem all the poetry of the dance, of the seductive
ance or the dance of fright, the infernal dance
r the dance of delight. The gleam from the
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footlights reflected itself on the dancer’s glasses
and blazed there like flame, like fugitive flashes,
and nothing could be at once more fantastic and
more charming than these twists of the body,
these caressing motious, these hands, again, these
dream hands waving there before Herod, superb
in his theatrical mantle, and observing the sight of
the dance idealised in the everyday costume.

“1 can well believe that Loie Fuller's Salome
is destined to add a Salome unforeseen of all the
Salomes that we have been privileged to see.
With M. Florent Schmitt’s music she connects
the wonders of her luminous effects. This woman,
who has so profoundly influenced the modes,
the tone of materials, has discovered still further
effects, and I can imagine the picturesqueness of
the movements when she envelops herself with the
black serpents which she used the other evening
only among the accessories behind the scenes.”

That evening between the two scemes, M.
Claretie again spoke of my book ; and, to sum up,
it is thanks to his insistence that I decided to
dip my pen in the inkwell and to begin these
“ memoirs.” It was a long task, this book was,
long and formidable for me. And so many little
incidents, sometimes comic and sometimes tragic,
have already recurred during the making of this
manuscript that they might alone suffice to fill -
a second volume.

288




