It is spring in C&dfornia. Woary of travelling I hawve just
returned from my last concort tour in the easts The minosa trees are
in full bloom and tholr luzuriance an@ fragronce ali0st nakes ro foel
as 1f thoy were welconing mezas I sit in quiel ecstecy drlaing in all
tho beauty whilch surrounds me, srateful thet I must never leuvcj) it again,
even though 1t means resigning from a beloved and loving publice

I had o1t that the time had ®ome for me o Suy fercwell 0 iy
Town Hall audlence %o wheom I was bound through gratitude sud rmtual
love, Town [all meant being "at home", singing thore was lilre Leoing
anong my faiily and friends, 8o it 1s not hard to Llaagine how it hurt
me to think &f thie farewell. And yeot it was what I wanted and I lmew
it was right. llere I am at hawe in Santa Barbareas

Life 15 always full and beautiful; »ich ond croative. It will
never cease to be so for me,

Anddst the intocicating scont of the mimosas I sit in our patio
looking out ovor the ocogn which spreads ite blue shlmmering carpet ab
our feete Thoe mocking bird wio rust have a nest in one of owr chiumeys,
sings as if 1t too is drunk from all this beautys -~

Zot at this unoment there camws to my ears souething even uore
ajduring theft that bird song, filled as it is with beauty: from the rgd o
I hear strains of Fidello undor Bruno Wal tor. Suddenly this nusie
takes pocsession of e emweloping me in a golden flood of boaubty and
tearing me out of ¢ his Parcdice into a past in which I drew inspiration
vot {rom the divine spring of nature but from & passionate regponse to

the :SiC ghyough which I transcended mythuman 1loltatlions and lived

and loved and suffered in the: .porsouificat:.ion of anothor being viho for
those blisisl | hours soemod more roal than my own self.
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Bloscod past § Unlimited in the richmess of experience}

Uninhibited abandonmsent of oneself, unrestralnoed su.x"_ondc;r to
1ife and theatroses

Tears pour from iy eyes and in thils mouwent Ivould exchange all
the beauty which surrounds mo for one single year of ¢ hat time whon I
was young and fired by a fmnatie zest for life which could nevelr be
tamodee« In which I lived and died in 1y roles, in which I was fools
hordy and perhaps very hard to bear: In which I was a difforent "I"s.e

Through the shimering bridge of this msie my thouchts go back =
back across soubre chasms and radient pecks, penks from which I swung
as in a danceeee

There were loving hands which sought to lead me but it was not
0asye 1

Iy mothewy kind and always £ill d with concerne

Iy fathor whose deep love 1 ogl;%;mn to understond in later yoarss

Vy lmsbend gentle end forgiving and always wisely helpful in wmy
stage carcer, talken from me by an untiuely death

liy brothey now American as I, always congeniel in art and in life
a part of my vory boings

Friends, dear to nes

And Frances: We share our lives and our intorests = and nay it be
80 forever. One cammot call i* just "good luck" that I met her. I was
*u.dcd wisely cnd kindly = ocur paths crossed at a time when I most
needed hers

Throughout my life I have been consgious of a guiding power and
wore I not &n the depths of my heaxt a believer , I mmst looking baeclk,

-
2.
r

have uvecomo sos Jt seoms iLupocsible that one could from o eomuonplace
amall towm childhood reach the heights of huwan exyerience as if born

on thesoaring wings of victory without the guldance of some higher
POVOTs » »
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If as a child I had been able to look clatrvegrantly into
@ erystal ball would I have believed what I saw ? I doubt ite

Half ebsorbsd in the musie, I see the curtain rising on
that distent past and what had faded and was half forgotten becomes vivid
before ry eyess

"""""‘"'0"°°-Ooooooo-o-.-.ooooo

"Bt Your father's face is very Prench" remarked the wife
of the French Ambassador when she saw a photograph of my father. "But
we have no rench blood, we are couplotely German" I answered smiling,

That was in Vlemma - mony years agos

ihen I told umy father of this I saw to ny astonishment that
he was embarrassed. Once my curlosity is groused I don't rest until
it is satisfieds So I gave my father an wncmzlertcble time - not
the first by any means, until he finally made a confession: his

sald to be a son cf
EfffE granafether wastthe illegitimate child oftthe famous French
singe} Sophie Amould-\mo has ofton becon called t;ho first "singing
actress and who played et the Paris opera 4n the time of Madaie
Poupadour,

Had this glowing drop of blood in our family history
givemxin:ha restlessnecs of the artist ? Had it glven me the power of
creation, the almost fanatical dedication to the theatre, the Incoupareble
blessing of being able to lose uysclf in the portrayal of other
personalities ?

iy parents were Syploal ' . middle class people. Iy mother
and father were both born in Prenzlau - in the (German Uckemmark. All
wy relatives were MIFEH¥ pood simple peoples There is & cousin who
had Mo ambitions which were never reallized. 3She is eew happlly
married to a Baltimore physiclan and 1s the only relative,aside from
my brother,living in Americas That she had a leanly toward the stege
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end talent for 1¥,1s an argument against uy imaginative theory for

she comes fram my mother's side of the fenily - the "morally stainlouss™
sldes Ilevertheless I find 1t much more intriguing to disregard this
fact and foel that Sophie Armould haunts my velns,malking mne act through
the nmore hectie years of wy life in ways which all my other ancestors
*.':01.;£.£Y?mei.na‘b0‘.

- I should lilte to be able to say that even &«s & child the lure
of the stage possessed mo and set me aparts Unfortunately that ls not
the case, I was just an average child with moderate abllility in soue
directions but in no way exceptional., liy wother alweys said that even
as & little diild I never caused her any trouble. I was qulet and
obedient, liked to play in a cormer with my dollis. painted pictures by
tlhwe hour undcr Papas instruction wiich no one could eover recognize, had
a smwall, pretty volce = but generally spoaking was just a "good child%s..

Instead of recelling . thisc with pride it makes me unconfortable
to thiik that I was such a pattern of virtues

How vividly I romembey our hoxs . in Perleberg, the city where
I was boyn. liy father in comnection with hie pocition at the Rittore
schaft Bank ( a bank which dealt chlefly with the foudal ostates of
the aristocracy) was given® large house belonging to the bani for his
porsonal use and in this we lived. lle had a very good position eb-the
hamd: and we should have boen very well off but ¢t he continuous illness
of my mother, with all the doctor and druggist bills clwaeys kept us
behind and as far back as I cen remomber the lack of money played &
leading role in our lives, The perpetual 1llness end woory also
undermined the happiness of ny parents! marriages I grew up amnidst
fears and quarreling end the reallzation ¢t hat money was something evil
and indomitable but I also remewber woell that Pepats wonderful humoyr

always enabled him to win the | fpper hand and made hin forget mmch
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whlch would have ombittered one of a less easy ;3,011'4_;‘ M%’.IOn the
other hand the wore melancholy nature of my mother made life inercase
ingly difficult for hor,

I love %o think of my parents as young peoples I am ospecilally
fond of photographs talken of them when they were first engogods Both
look so handsome and as if made for one anothors A melencholy exprosion
plays about iy umothers mouths Hers was a sombre benuty while my father
represented the ideal of K)f that period: he had e definitely ronantic
look which had probably helped to led my mothor into his arms.

One knows so little of one's parcnts. One nover imagines then
as young, as passionate warmblooded beings with fts and cheyming
caprices... lmma usal to love to tell of her first love whom she would
have marriod 1f e had not been killed in the war of 1870. She always
cherished his memory and wo.ld occasionally say scorniuily in Papa's
presence: "He was The love of my life". But Pape never took this
seriugly and used to wink at me with half closed oyes as if he wanted
to say: "Don't you believe itise" Iov I "!‘sh that my parents -ar—*:avo
knewy romance and beauty which all the later differences of opinion
could not erese. I often have this thought as I look at thelr plcturess.s

Perhaps we werc not exactly o thrifty fanlly. Every swusier ve
wont for some weoks to the Daltic Sea - God kiuows why for we had our
beautiful garden and a forest of fir trees within a stoned throw. Dut
we had to have cur "vocatfon"s.e

This was always @ woudorful times I am afraid that it must have
been financed by an advance from the Ritterschaft - but we forgot evory
worry and enjoyed cach noment...

lama had a beautiful contralto voilce without any trainings The
sound of this volce with its gilden glow is ny first impression of music.
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r-thtSray,]l am ofton asked if I am »clated to Lill Lelusann,
lio there wus not the slightest commection between us but sovetimes I
w: told by elderly ladles how theilled they have been by 1y Isolde which
Ly the way I have never sung and others have insistod I was her daughtors
0y Lelmann 1s just a very comuon name in Gommany like Suith in Amoricas
Actuaily I saw and heard her only onces When I gave my first recital
in Now York long years ago the bax office told me they had a hard $ine
pursuading their patrons that I was stlll allve and not even oldy ond that
this waz Lotte not Lili,

Uana Xved a very secluded life in Perleberg but when we
went on our helidays to Warnemtinde on the Baltie s]i:s expanded and
every oveldigg as she sat in hor beach chair singing old folksongs &
whole clircle would gather around hery

do used to sing very mmich at home just for ourselves - that
is inborn in the Cerman people. Their follsongs are am 1mpor7/z"“t of
their dalily living, When our many problems seet, to cest a lmo over
the sun, we dang. Papa joined his light, charming tonor wiih Uamiel!s
wonderful cello tone and my brother Fritz end I joined in - to our
chorus Papa played an scecofgpaniment on hiz zither.

Fritz at that tlse seemed far more gifted than I. Ie was tho
one destined for the carcer of a ainger, His venor voice was besutiful
and full of proaise and his whole being seemed far more artistiec than
uine. I wad, 30 to spoak, a plein, averege child - but even as 2 boy
he had origiteXity ond went his own way with obstinacy and Luagination.
He was never much of a seholar in school but in other things he was
always the leader. Iverything came to him so easily he neglected his
work, He tore through thoe woods and fields dressed as an Indian and
many a good Porlebergan had a real shock when he burst out of the
forest with gf wild yell and my doll's red wig stuek in his belt as
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booty. I1lis report cards werc always spiced with comments on lids bad
conduct while I was always good and had nof problems in that respectas«e

Perhaps Just because he did give her more irouble Fritz was lamals
favorite and he conti:med to be so through her long life. Although she
was the best and kindost of mothers to me I wos always just & little
consclous of hor preforence for him. @ rtunately there is little of
Jealousy in gy make-up or this night have really Ihurt we. Actually
it didn't and my love for my mother was the dominant factor throughout
Wy life. I adored her above everything and herswas always the strongest
influence wupn moe For many years I was aluost estranged froa my
father. The wany differences of opinion botween iy parcats settled
ke a dark cloud over the heaven pf my childouood and ocarly youthd I
took sidas violently,.elven tos=day it lurts e to remembor that I nover
had any perspective on those differences and -\illwayl ungqiostioningly
gnd passionately sided with' ©. o0 demmy (whenover thore was amy quection
of "right or wrong"... No one ever asked mo to ontor into those disputes.
Homa leaned on my brother in everything and he was just as much undor
her Influence as I.

luch later we children came to realime that our good fathor was
not always "in the wrong" and that our debt to himwas very groat. In
his last yoars I came very close to him, I was alwcys hic fevorite
although he never dhowed his prefceronce as obvlously as llama, DBut those
fow years could uot atone for the neglect HelBed recoived through the
dong poriod of my youth. He had much to forgive -~ but I know that he
has forgiven,
Papa had a large and besutiful garden which he loved sbove

evorything olses le spent all his spare tie working in it and caring
for ity lio was an carly riser (I seem to have inherited from him the

upossibllity of remaining in bed oucc the sun has ricen) and bofore his
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office operod he had already put in several hours of work in the gerdens
It was a typlecal small towm garden; the paths lived with box ,wiiole
rows of roses winich my father loved vasslionately end knew az well as if
cach blossom wore his own childs DBeside a loug wall grow dari, Jjulcy
cheorries which had a tart, frogrsnot taste; Papa called them "Schatten=
morellon". I can still feel the taste of the wellow julce on my lipss
e had many fruit trees and long erbors of rape vinos. From the
quantities of currants which we harbosted rapa mede an excellont wine =
in swaser leame mixed it with sparkiing water m &l)h‘«;n-‘lo a very good,
mildly intoxicating dri .k which acquired quite a reputation in our littlo
toume

Our 1little tom § I see it so clearly before ned The way t':o school
dosm, a broad shaedy avenue lined with chestmut troes, the stroot\"gzbblod
and along 1t were little stores and a great water mill,

€here wae a doll store owned by en asthmatic little woman who
soemed as tiny us soume of hor dolls. Vhen she slowly and loboriously
turned around a;;idstiifolo:s,s;.;ilin[; doll faces she had an alnost
Bhostly quality... This store had a tremendovs fascination for we, I
could coupletely lose myself iIn delight over the negro dolls vhich I pme=
Lorved to all tgl?.m'x wo:1ld like to Inmow whye FPorhaps just because
they were so different from the ordinary white cheeked dolls? It would
be inbe.esting to know why negro dolls were never missing fron gy
colloction and were always iy favorites...

Our tom often recelved excliin_ visitors: travelling stock
companies of tho mmblest type; - oh and the gypsies § Plcturesque,
dirty but enchanting and mysterious gypelos whom one never dared approach
too closely for perhiaps 1t was true that they stole little childrenses
Hepulsive and attractive - ugly yet at the same time beautiful...3lacl,

wlld, unkempt haiy, dripping w.th oll, hung dowmn oveor tholr slwevneetag
+ Pagged
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clothess.e White shining teeth in brown faces«.. I followed their battercd

wagons - but always at a respectful distanceese

Then there were youths from Slovalda who came with rot and
mouee traps for cales They woere no less rich in dirt than the gyprsies
but their thin smooth yellow faccs were elways alight with a friendly
grin as thoy swung thelr wire instruments of murder before our NOSCBeee
I don?'t beliaeve theoy ever had much luek in our house, = our old cab
oyed thelr contraptions scornfully kuowing that they were quite
umecessary in any region whore she mwmteds

A pretty red chooked Silesien uged to come often' with boautiful
white linen which she herself had wovens Even whon we were v ry short
of money and therc was none to spare Mama alwvays bought soue little
thing as she had an ab® lute wealkness for this linen wontan. Porhaps
it was hor sparkling chkanliness which attracted heor - I constill sce
hor shining wiilbe toeth ond sweot fresh facee It is really strange how
/ vividly T rememboy aor, she was in no way important in gy life, Just
Saueone o passed quite fleetlngly yat I could paint hor as I see hor
before me, young and fresh looking - & gay kerchief tied about her head,
her eotton dress spotless and stiffly starched, her sktirt held out by
e munerous mustling white povtlcoats, White cobton stockings, black
slippers souewhat dusty fram lop long trip for which she elweys
apologlzed as she dusted them off before oawug%ptgur modest howe
widch she always did as though she wore entering a royal castleess

She nevor showed how tired she was although it must have been
very hoavy worgs 1rudgb“t.110ng @#th door to door with yon pundle on how
back, Her beautiful white fragwant liren was alwgys tied up it olarpe -
bing tinen covor uut/l:he 1ight sigh wit: which she set it down was
always accoupanied by a radlant smiles..
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llo matter in how bad a husor my mother might be, she was

Lrmodiately a different percon the momont the linen wouan appeareds
I would like to lmow ulye liama had no weakness for people, it was not
at all her waye Iven to=day I remembor this woman with a kind of grati-
tude for she go often made the house ring with llsma's happy laughtor
where a noment before it had been filled with sighSeese

Another character wio lntrigued msespo?iarlly was the ragione
lle gave us St.John's bread wiiech he kept cv-;xc;;lg(il"’a:';;‘ﬁgcgnt‘.w edpty rags
in exchange for old remants which we begged from liama. No food tmsbed
80 good to me as that dregdful smelling old St.John's broadese

Then there was always greoat excitmment whon the organ
grinder toured the streets. Iis wagon was coverec wigh plctures: it was
a kind of forermmnor of the movies, a performarce with misical accupanl=
ment. The pictures were lurid and shaved in sequence a story which
collkd even outdo our horrible "thrillers" in bloodthirstincss. The
stories always began with a gruesome mmurdeys Blood was shown flowlng
in streams ovor trbles and chairs - one saw the pltiful victim, gonorajly
a bamptiful young wonen lying on the ground, dead without the shadow
of & doubb, her long Lwcuriands yollow helr hanging dripping with bloods
Then one saw the murderer ~ there was nevor any doubt about his identity
as his face spoke voluues...In the end cne had the satisfaction of
seeing hin diles Of course he was beheadod and one was given the
opportunity of enjoying his rortal fear while adniriy the upralsed
hatchote.s ALBOX one of theseo performances I could never sloop. I kopt
hoaring the "director" reciting the story in hd heart breaking ¢ ones.
I s till remember the chaming beglmning of one of those versess “Robert
was a grin 1Frderer. In one night he killed his wife and seven children.
All of them he murdered without a single pange"

Ofton the hoarse voico of the "director" was drowmed aut by
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the organ - but novertheless 1t stuek in ny memory well enough foy
me o later on repeat it dramatically for lMamm who wor 1d reward me
with a box on the ears as I had been forbldden to watch these £2U0 8 Oni®
affalraeee

When I think back over these incldents it Seems &8s if centurles
mist lie between my ehildhood and the world of to=dey and as if I
recall the cry of the nightwatclmeni "Havk ve veople as I tell yo: tho
hour of ten has struck. Beware of five, put out your lightfdy licy

Nnotl
4

w0thing

)

W yous rraise God the Lords" only from Wagnerts lelstorsinger
but that 1s no% so, for it sounded through thw streets cach night
throughout my childhood.

What unforgettable romance lay over the small Sown of the nineteonth
century i

By fathor loved it, my mother hated it.

It 3 have been very hard for my father to leave all that had
becone 3¢ dear to hilm and above ell his garden but ny mother cemld
only think of getting awey from I orlebergs She longed to be in Berlin
among her brothers and 2istors o4 vhom she e-r'l-f very '5936. While the
distance frou Berlin to Parleberg is ridiculously shortsas we had no
money for trevelling and lher relatives had none elther, we uight as well

have lived on *wo Jdiffercnti stars.

We children Yook the move to Berlin cc o 2:0st desirable overts
We never heard a single couplaint from Papa although 1t must have made
bls heart bleed to leave all that he loved so dearlys... liot only his
gerden § Ho would miss too the evenings with his singing club for
choral singing was a great Joy to him. lusic for him was mich more
than just an inborn joy in folksongse He wanted to loow clessical

masic which would gpen new horigons for him. Uid he have secret plans
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for Fritz in this connectlon ? Had he dreamed of letting Fritsz
gtudy In the hope that his lovely tenor would lcad him to hbights
of wiich he scarcely dared to Jream ¢ I do not know but 1t is possibles
iy little voice hiad alsgo Scourad quite a nice success: I had a
s8olo pert in an operetta called Quoen Louise. It was given in wy school
and was wmy Lirst success with my volcee.s The teacher even sald I should
become a singer - and people patted me on the back and smiled and geld:
"who knows?" and then of courge forgot all about it just as I did myselfs
Iy brother wiho was six year:s older than I didn't really seem to
have much ambition for a singing carecer so it was no great hardship
for him %o give up this droeam whon his voilce was ruincd through the
stupldity of a singing teacher who forced him to sing soprano in the
School chorus while his voilce was changinge FFritz! plans were much
moye adventurcus: he warted to go to sea, e make far off expodltions,
discover new tervitories and spead his life on the oceans llo ster seomod
too high for Lim Imt jlamets love and worry about him tied Liu dovness
He was forced iuto a mundene-pasiilon and found an escape only thral gh
writing poetsy and indulging in wild escapades of which I as a child
was allowed ©O inow nobtilngeee
i was vewy happy iu Berlin, found now friends and even iy first
love in the blond son of & neighvors Poems without number poured from
my pen. I hopefully sent them to newspapers and amazingly enough one
day the Berlin Dally published omof them paying me ten marks for 4t
Ton marks = the first money I had actually earmed all by myself § And
it was througn my writing not my singinge In school I wes considered
& very average pupll with one exception: I could write, Ny chaming
teacher,!ics Vogel, n whon I had a violent "crush" prophesied Jor me
a future as a wvriter. lio one said much about my vocal tulemt. My voice

was enell and not exceptional in any wey and I myself got more pleasure
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fraa reciting than from singings In school we rend classical works
oach taking o different pert ~ € these wore the hours I loved moste

To be able %o change one's being = suddonly to be able to express whab
anothor foels ond male it one's own, So that it coumes fram oneself «
how fuscinating § Iy secrot, unspoken dream was to beoeame an actressSe..
A singor - Oh yes, porhaps § If my volce should develop 8o that I
could play roles - yes, in that case. But y volco was so snall,
Flexible and I bolleve, of a swoot quallty. But whore was the strength,
the dramatic force which I coudd bring to 1ife In reciting poons and
paris T

Lifec was full of corplications...

Yorhaps the best thing would be to uarrys To marwy my handsoue
neighbor wvho was very much in love with me but who found so rmch in me
to criticize. A student of philology he wanted to becono a professor
and was decply horrified Ly wy ignorances We had many & quarrel whon
I couldn't $ell him when Hapoloon was born or the datc of the battle
of Uatorloo... I sat there rebellious and disdainful.

"ihat difference doos 1t male?" I said arrogantly. "y 1o 1t
inportant for ;ou aul ne to lmow when that old Nepoleon camo into the
world ? I don't want to live in the past, I live in the present and
will elweys live for the moment."

Willy looked at me with an expression of helpless ln couprehonsions

"But don't you want to broaden your education ? Do you always
want to nvo'jjust your own narrow interests 7 Don't you want to share
in vhat 1s ifuportant to me "

I said that all that was important to me was the faect that we
loved one another and would marry - in five years whon he had a position,
Five years § 'hat wge five yoars to me THen % . ,J Just toused

then away orvl ramg through them laughing as in & Aance...
liot evon the
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cares of our hame lifo could dim my gelety for I wans so accuztomed
to unending troubles at home that they had become apavt of the dally
routine, like an unchanging molody, an unpleasent dlssonance which I
hal leaxrned o overlookees

Thon too I was very much occuplod with a strange inner conflict:
in spite of my love for Willy my heoaort boat wildly whenever I was neal
the principel of ry schools Lveryone in my class had a “"erush" on
Director Ulrichs Ve called him Ulli and worshipped hime For me he was
the personification of elegance - and even to=doy as I visualize him
I sce before me a slendoy; olegant; fascirabing gontlomen who even in
later yoars remainod for me the patterm for that ideal of which everyone
dreans. Was he really as I remember him ? I can see him before me
gazing out of the window only half listening to what we were reciting.
It was a kind of exquiscito torture to feel that he was really scornful
of us alle lc found us stupid - we knew it and wept and sighed over
this manlliation which in sweet self tovture wo secreily enjoyeds

llow many poems I wrote Iin this sentimental perloed in which I wus
in love with love § low many tears I shed, how many sighs escaped e
and vhot eudaclioul dreoams I dreamed § That was a time when Inloved to
sit at the plano singing melancholy songs. Singing quioted me, I could
feel my longing and vague passion teking form and substance in sound
and melodye

That was my first ronlisation.

withm'dopumrmscbool ! {ﬁi nrcﬁux .i
and an exchange of oatho of etermal fal noss with wy aahoomm. |

my parents and I moved n.gnin. This time to Lichtorfelde, a suburb of
Borling

There we found again a suggostion of a garden, better alir and
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some posslbility for life outdoors which had beun denied us in the
crowded northern district of Berlin and wh ch J kreow iy father must
have detesteds ILven Mama had had enough of 1iving in awll, dazk
streets - and so we saild sood=bye to Berlin.

J1lly ¢ noliglboris sen was sad at our parting but I prouiscd
love untll doaths He was serving his year in the crmy and looked vory

P

handsono in his uniforma so I was very ;);'ou..?z"i;: when he visitod mo
on sundoys and all the neightbors leancd cut of thelr windows fillied

< H2Boou cechool but 1t was pgood to be rovm up and able to holp
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ADC 30 4 cang nysolf into the heart of a Joung wonan who livoed
below us., Sho took it inte bhor lvad that I mwt be trained as a cingor.
3

20 s8ing oporas « to conquor the world - to LOTTY & Prince weees What a

-— -

But could it bo manazed ? Wo had no noney for studying. I would
Soon ontor a carwrcial school and telo a secretarial course. Then Papa

oould got a position for mo with the Ritterschaft and oeventually I would
be ontitled to o pension as ry good father often repoatod with pride and
satlisfactions At £irot ho hed thought it best for me to bocome a teachor

but I caphatically rejocted that idoas I could nover have pasced the

axeninations as I was quite hopeless in mathematies and oy other subjocte,

It really ceomod ridieculous to me to take the seerctarial cwurse as I
Wa: ld marry Willy and have no noed for its That wac cottlode Bui Yapa

was not so certain of this and toolk tho fivo yoars of walting wore sorie



@Growing Up 16

"All »ight" I agreed, "then I will be a secretavy for fivo yoarg

but thon I shwll marry illy. I will never love anyone but him" - or
.\J..Lli, I SUuUeuU LO .:_,‘As.;\a...-_{.'t-

Wow Prou dueihmncn ceemed o throw all our plans overboard,

"Secrotary” she snorted. "You woere not born for that § You were
borm for a great carcor. You must become a singers I will take you to
my wncle, he will give his advices

ler uncle had a cantoen at the Royal lighschool of lusic and in
this cormoction seemed to have some influence or at least so Freu Iuchnon
sald.

She might as well have thrown a bamb into our households

Papa would hoar nothing of it. leo wanted @ more colid future for
his daughtors Launa opposcd him with fire and cword, Ferhaps her owm
dreams night beo reallzed through me. FPerhaps hor owm CGod given voice
would bloom in hor daughter. And Pritz became ny passionate advocate.
Wwhille hio voice had boon denied him, his sister would sing and Le vice
torious where he could not bes.s Throo ogainst one § Paph held his

Else Thicle,

tongues I followed tho advice of my hew friend's wwle and went tolone
of the advanced pupils of tho Royal Highschool whio was just on the
vorge ol a professional carcer, for an auditions

God bloss her ~ she gave me my first insight into this strange
world to vhich I came to belong with evory broath: the world of art, the
world of the theatres the world of illusion where one rgy change into
another belng - llving anothor fate, exporiencing a.lJ: thoe love and hatrod

et boid

of cnother heart = ghoping into other livea ono': omn blessed with a
sraclous pifes the gift of transformations



