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card), the Countess of Londesborough would be pleased to pre­
sent Pavlova and her partner as the special entertainment during 
a soiree in her town house. Furthem1ore, the likelihood was that 
her guests of honor would be none other than King Edward and 
0-ueen Alexandra. Of course nothing more than this could be 

.ed; it would have been the height of impropriety to use the 
Sovereign's name in any capacity relating to a business arrange­
ment, just as etiquette forbade a king making overt invitations on 
behalf of his hostess. On the other hand, discreet inquiries could 
be made as to whether Their Majesties would like to see two of 
their nephew the Tsar's finest dancers. Nothing could ha\·e been 
better calculated to woo Padova from her perch, and with the 
compliant Mordkin she swooped across the Channel. There was 
just over three weeks to fill before the Londesborough party. 
What of the other engagement? 

Conclusive evidence for the identity of the pioneering hostess 
arises only in the reports of a 1911 court case. On that evidence 
the friend of Astruc was Mrs. Brown Potter. The Times reporter 
was the only one who wrote down "Mrs. Potter Palmer." Confu­
sion was perhaps inevitable. Both ladies were American, both 
had great wealth, and both set enom1ous store by their standing 
in London society. But there the similarity ended. Bertha Potter 
Palmer was a Chicago matron renowned for the way she had 
hounded vice from the World's Fair in 1893. If she was known as 
"the Mrs. Astor of the Middle West," then Cora Brown Potter 
was perhaps New Orleans's answer to Lillie Langtry. Having 
detached herself from Mr. Brown Potter-cl1ough not from his 
money-she pursued her career as an actress, cutting a swathe 
· rough many capitals. She even managed London's Savoy 
heatre for a spell, and appeared with Beerbohm Tree in a play 

at Windsor Castle. It was Bertha from Chicago, with her seven­
strand pearl necklace and her towering silver hair, who gave a 
party on July 12, at which the highlight was a display by Russian 
Imperial dancers-none other than Karsavina and her friends 
from the Coliseum. The imagination boggles at Cora scheming 
to top that, but it seems she may have done so. 

Part of the appeal .of Daniel Mayer's agency lay in Mayer's 
personal entree to the good offices of Alfred Butt, who con­
trolled the immensely popular Palace Theatre. Mayer's ambition 
was to get Pavlova and Mordkin top billing at the Palace for a 
season beginning the following spring, immediately following the 
close of the Imperial Theatres' season. For two years Butt had 
been presenting Maud Allan's spectacularly provocative Salome, 
but now he was lacking a good dancing act: Maud had been Butt's 
mistress, but she left him for the immensely rich Duke of West­
minster, whose charms must have exceeded the phenomenal 
£500 weekly salary she was drawing from Alfred. Mayer and 
Butt argued about the worthiness of Pavlova and Mordkin as an 
alternative to Maud Allan, and since no contract was signed prior 
to Lady Londesborough's party on July 19, it seems likely that 
Butt was waiting to observe their true effect for himself; it is 
r asonable to suppose that he had angled an invitation to the 

.iree. As a background to all this, Edouard Fazer seems to have 
been trying to set up some plan for Pavlova to head another 

I 

touting group, with London as the objec 
Padova addressed a letter around this time 
and in it she (or Dandre) mounted a convinc 
trying to present a complete Russian ballet 
framework of English music hall.* By this 
been aware that she could pick up as much r 
as she could leading a troublesome compan 

The Londesborough party was the real 
countess had arranged for a low platform 
one end of the ballroom in St. Dunstan's Lo< 
a stage. Distinguished guests arriving at thi 
Park were dined lavishly, and then, after as 
were conducted to the seating arranged 
ballroom, where an orchestral group was re 
let Pavlova herself pick up the story, for she 
the Daily Mail the following day: 

"Well-I danced first with M. Mordkin to a val 
by Chopin. I wore an exact replica of the cc 
'Thirties T aglioni, the great Italian ballerina 
London. It has delicate pastel shades, which r 
with the tender and somewhat morbid musi< 
poser. The second number was a dance of 1 

Rubinstein. In this I appeared in flowing gn 
holding white lilies. A pale mauve light playe 

"The King and Queen seemed eagerly to ap1 
that dance, for they applauded with mud 
dances to an adagio, and variations [the Pham 
the first Opera gala], M. Mordkin and I appean 
Naturally I wore one of our old Russian garb 
and gold tissue and the classical kokoshnik . ... -
to carry everyone away, especially that which 
bieff's famous 'Nightingale' tune." 

Pavlova had had three weeks to sort out th1 
the choreography. (There was no way sh< 
dancing an erotic bacchanale within a few ft 
she was representing Russia.) 

The royal couple led enthusiastic app 
number, and as the dancers took their 
borough came forward and told Pavlova 
Queen would like to meet her. In her Cl 

Pavlova hesitated on the edge of the plarf 
how to negotiate the srep; the King noticed 
with natural simplicity immediately stepped 
down. At that moment England utterly chi 
the informal style of royalty that she had g1 
childhood, and it gave her a sudden positiv1 
dealings in the city. Pavlova continued: 

"Just as Their Majesties were leaving, Cass; 
'Paraguay,' a South American tune to which 
dreds of times. The Queen turned. 'I know 

• It is a supposition that the "Edouard" in question was Fa 
Biblioch~que had rhe letter catalogued as being to Edward 
.. Pre,umahly this was a free ndaptatilm of Legat', piece, or 



,up, with London as the objective; we know that 
Jressed a letter around this time to "Cher Edouard," 
~ (or f-)\mdre) mounted a convincing argument against 
ese1 complete Russian ballet ensemble within the 
of English music hall: By this stage she must have 
0 hat she could pick up as much money as a "star turn" 
leading a troublesome company. 
iesborough party was the real turning point. The 
I arranged for a low platfom1 to be constructed at 

he ballroom in St. Dunstan's Lodge; this was to act as 
,tinguished guests arriving at this corner of Regent's 
,ined lavishly, and then, after a suitable interval, they 
ICted to the seating arranged in the body of the 
,here an orchestral group was ready to play. We can 
herself pick up the story, for she gave an interview to 
fail the following day: 

1eed first with M. Mordkin to a \'alse and two mazurkas 
I wore an exact replica of the costume which in the 

1glioni, the great Italian ballerina, wore in Paris and 
has delicate pastel shades, which harmonise exquisitely 

~nder and somewhat morbid music of the Polish com­
~ second number was a dance of mine to 'La Nuit' of 
,. In this I appeared in flowing greyish-blue gam1ents, 
1ite lilies. A pale mauve light played on me.** 
ng and Queen seemed eagerly to appreciate the cham1 of 
', for they applauded with much enthusiasm. After 
111 ? ' ·io, and variations [the Pharaoh pas de deux from 
fr ... d], M. Mordkin and I appeared in Russian dances. 
wore one of our old Russian garbs-a sarafan of white 
ue and the classical kokoshnik . ... These dances seemed 
ryone away, especially that which is perfom1ed to Ala­

•us 'Nightingale' tune." 

l had three weeks to sort out this costume, as well as 
raphy. (There was no way she would have risked 
:rotic bacchanale within a few feet of foreign royalty; 
·esenting Russia.) 
ti couple led enthusiastic applause after this last 
d as the dancers took their bows Lady Londes­
ne forward and told Pavlova that the King and 
J like to meet her. In her cumbersome costume, 
rated on the edge of the platform, uncertain as to 
tiate the step; the King noticed her predicament and 
simplicity immediately stepped forward to help her 

1at moment England utterly cham1ed her. This was 
· style of royalty that she had grown to respect from 
nd it gave her a sudden positive view for any future 
he city. Pavlova continued: 

1eir Majesties were leaving, Cassano's band struck up 
a South American tune to which I have danced hun­
ne · the Queen turned. 1 know this air so well,' she 

,n that the "Edouard" in question was Fazer. In 1956 the Paris Opera 
I the lerter catalogued as being to Edward Kagan. 
, was a free adaptation of Legat's piece, originally a pas de deux. 
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Maud Allan 

exclaimed, and I was asked to give this encore. Quickly I tied a red 
'kerchief round my head, for local colour's sake- 'Paraguay' being 
really a Spanish dance-and I did my best, I at once forgot my 
fatigue; and although I had been perfom1ing for over one hour I 
think I danced better than I ever did before." 

By the following day, July 20, Mayer had contracts ready to 
present, and he took them to the Grosvenor Hotel in Victoria; 
when he arrived he found Victor Dandre was present and acting 
as interpreter, though his English was not perfect. Pavlova was 
eager to have Mordkin as her partner- she enjoyed his full. 
blooded Moscow approach-but she definitely saw herself as the 
motivating force in the new arrangement. Mordkin was just 
beginning to appreciate his own ability to please an audience 
(which was in contrast to Nijinsky's mysterious insinuation on the 
stage), though he knew that he could not achieve a success on his 
own. He agreed to be engaged for £80 a week, while Pavlova 
was to get five times as much; but from her £400 she was re­
quired to pay for any soloists or corps de ballet dancers she might 
wish to engage for the program. Mayer agreed to undertake to 

secure private engagements for the two dancers as a supplement 
to the basic income, and these special engagements would be 
very highly paid: 300 to 400 guineas was the suggested range. For 
all this work, Mayer was to receive 10 percent as agent and sole 
representative in England for the two dancers. The authority was 
for five years. Dandre explained the details of the contract to 

Mordkin, whose English was nonexistent. 



Posing for StaftuRetutseslan Sculptor 
PavJowa in Studio o 

exact nature of the talks, so all was not wasted. Little girls like 
Muriel Popper were overwhelmed by Pavlova's ~incerity and 
conviction on these occasions. They all knew she was someone 
special, and hard words or broken glass never altered their basic 
attitude of adoration. Pavlova was perfectly aware of the precepts 
of Stanislavsky's teachings, and much of that basic approach sat 
easily on her own methods, even though these sprang from inner 
convictions of which she was the medium rather than the con­
scious creator. Despite ' the heady analyses of dancing, the chil­
dren were taken along slowly in the physical domain. While 
Pavlova was waiting until she thought them strong enough to 
attempt some pointe work, she compensated for this slow pro­
gression (slow to eager children, that is) with careful lessons in 
other departments of performing: how to put on a hair piece 
correctly, how to sit on stage in a graceful yet natural manner. 
Pavlova never tired of preparing the children for the hurdles that 
she had encountered as a student. She had a rare ability to 
present profound problems in a simple manner, and never ex­
pected results from blind obedience to command. 

Even with her pupils and her endless schedule at the Palace, 
Pavlova cheerfully took on extra jobs. She chaired the an­

nual dinner of the London Stage Society on May 18 and even 
made a brief speech. She opened the Ionic Picture Theatre (a sign 
of the times) in Finchley Road; she helped at the bazaar held at 
Grosvenor House in aid of the Colonial Intelligence League 
Oeaving the dancing on this occasion to Maud Allan and others); 
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she even made an ascent in a Maurice Fam1an bir 
took her up for a circuit above Hendon one Sund 
summer when other women were determined! y mak 
in their search for emancipation. The premier ho1 
Derby, was run on June 4 that year. At Tattenha1 
strategic bend on Epsom Racecourse), Emily Daviso 
teacher, darted out under the rails just as the field 
dering past. She had suffragette colors sewn inside h 
the horse she brought down belonged to the King. 
injuries resulted in her death soon after. 

Society's greatest interest and concern seemed to 
huge ball taking place at the Albert Hall the followi 1 
was a late-night costume pageant called "Fete at Vers 
in aid of the Soldiers and Sailors Help Society. The C( 

was the re-creation of a reception such as might have 
for Louis XIV at the Palace of Versailles. Hundred 
took part in rehearsed processions that formed part o 
tableau, which had Pavlova, supported by Noviko\· 
of her dancers, as the central attraction. The star 
dismayed by the huge expanse of floor on which 
pected to perfom1, and she was also perplexed as to 
should face the mock King of France (actual! y the Gr; 
Mecklenburg-Strelitz) or genuine royalty in the fon 
Mary, who was going to grace the Royal Box. Pavlo\· 
problem neatly, perfom1ing a Mozart minuet for "LOL 
turning to present the rest of the program to the 
England. Pavlova wore pink ostrich feathers in he1 
dered wig, and pink silk looped in panniers over a 



. The New York premiere coincideJ with the opening 
1ghilev season at the Metropolitan. They were without 
-,in, '.e ship bringing him and his family to America, 
clea ,rom internment, was not due to dock until the 
lay. Pavlova was actually performing in Salt Lake City 
In, but she manageJ to scoop the theatre page head­
,· York: 

PAVLOWA AGAIN Is "INCOMPARABLE" 

ON THE SCREEN 

Achieves Wonderful Triumph in Picture 
"The Dumb Girl of Portici" 

SPLENDID FILM DRAMA 

Auber's Opera "Masaniello" 
Furnishes a Story of Unusual Power 

ny who have seen her as a dancer in the flesh and to the 
· who han~ not because of the prohibiti,·e prices, Anna 
1e inimitable, prm·eJ a revelatio n because of her won-

, er as an actress .... Padowa, in her first attempt, has 
, 1 marvelous a histrionic ability as to call from many in the 

i rst-night audience the opiniun that she would make the 
.:annen of them all. If the great film plays of recent years 
,uperlati,·ed [sic], the consensus of opinion would place 
it the head as a spectacle, The Birth of a Nation for emo­
rill, Carmen for individual force, and The Dumb Girl of 
·· artistry.But in all fairness to Mme. Pavlowa's production, 

~a ,at, although it stands pre-eminently as the artistic 
the ·ear, if nor of all other years, it combines in high 
, ither three qualities. The picture is as big as it is beauti -
es the new film-star an oprorcuniry for the display of 

tiun, c,·ery one of which is done in a most original way. 

1a\'e been an unusual occurrence for an acclaimed new 
to be absent from her own premiere. But Pavlova had 

Nee ks to go before the long haul of the tour was due to 
nough she had every excuse for calling a halt, she was 
J to see it through to the end. Meanwhile, The Dumb 
1icked up the tag of an "all women's" production, about 
inists were said to be especially enthusiastic; many 
· 1bs were buying blocks of seats and attending en 
,ire widespread enthusiasm for Pavlova, and for the 
111 general, occasional ad\'erse reaction was inevitable 

,· dancer's name carried the production; yet she did not 
:ontinuous display of the skill for which she was best 
,ere were, too, some references to the fact that Pa\'­
J t possess a conventionally pretty "screen" face. 

,tt's five-year option on Pavlo\'a's services had expired 
..: with his bank account), and this meant that, by the 
>l f .--,wlo\'a was free to accept any new offers. For a 
,h ved with the idea of embarking from San Fran­
Pacific tour, with ballet only. It was plain that the 

ure was at an end-an honorable end, of that there 
estion-but the financial sactifice had been massive, 
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and it would take a lengthy period of further unremitting work 
for the inroads to be repaired. There was talk of Hawaii, of 
Australia, even of the Orient: ul believe the Orient will give me 
many ideas for new dances, especially the Hindoo and Japanese," 
she had said in an interview on the West Coast. Pavlova also 
spoke of Ivy House, though she could hardly get farther from 
home. 

"It is a great big place with, oh, so many windows for letting in the 
sunshine. It is not to live for show there, no, no. It is to live for life, 
you understand? 

"A garden? Oh yes, a ,·ery big one, with all sorts of flowers. I dig 
the flowers, and work with them, make them bloom all summer, 
and get myself dirty like a pig, yes?" She laughed and clapped her 
hands at this idea. "I own birds, too, and they sing for me, and I like 
best the wild birds. And never am I home in summertime hut I 
think of many plans for dances and costumes. One dance I do is 
from watching the hm·ering of a butterfly, another a hummingbird. 
And their colors suggest gowns. 

"I have many friends lost in the war, yes; and often when I must 
dance I am sad. Tonight I have a letter from a dear friend in 
London; her husband is just killed in the war. He, too, was my 
friend. But one must think of the people ~-ut in front, so that you 
not make them sad too, is it not so?" 

She did not mention that Ivy House was being used as a hospital 
for wounded officers. Like Isadora Duncan, Maud Allan was a 
"dear friend" of Pavlova's: "Miss Allan has a room in my London 
house that's her own whenever she cares to use it." 

Pavlova had recent! y lost her Pekinese, Purchok ("Powder 
Puff"), and tl.e replacement was a Boston terrier bought in Los 
Angeles and named Poppy. The new recruit quickly had to get 
used to the traveling, just as Purchok had done- During the week 
she was at the Mason Opera House in Los Angeles, Pavlova 
attended a rodeo and was very impressed by the activity, partic­
ularly the skill of the riders- Though her voice was usually 
withheld from the public, it was noted that here its staccato 
sweetness filled the air as she cried uBravo!" at the events that 
excited her most. A small boy sold her peanuts, and when he was 
told who his famous client was, he returned and asked to have 
one of the peanuts back to remember her by. He got it, and a kiss 
as well. Pavlova loved children, but there was obviously no place 
in her life for any of her own; indeed, sh~ sometimes hinted that 
there was a physical reason that precluded the possibility. For 
years she carried in her handbag a newspaper clipping of a 
woman posing with her thirteen children. "You see," Pavlova 
would exclaim, unfolding the faded relic time and again, "she has 
so many children, and I have none." Instead, the characters she 
created on stage became a sort of family, just as the loyal team of 
her household was. They were the familiars who seldom altered, 
even though their surroundings were an endlessly blurring kalei­
doscope of hotels and theatres and railway carriages. 

Work was the anodyne, the insidious drug that could not be 
denied, and now it hovered perpetually, just beyond the field of 
vision, as a coachman to a horse in harness. When asked if it was 
not all terribly hard work, she replied, "Oh yes; one could not do 



Outside Sherheard', Hnrd, Cairn, 1923. 

, witness two Hindu wedding ceremonies, and from there 
visited the caves of Ajanta, 150 miles away, on one of 
trips she often organized for the company, and usually 
herself. The deep chambers of the cave, with their 

11aril y rich carvings hewn out of the hing rock, held an 
re so potent as to be almost sinister. The celebrated 
which had recently been restored by the Italian experts 

nd Cecconi, had a cumulative effect that was almost 
!ming. At last Pavlova had found an unsullied image of 
ck in Bombay, she was driving in a carriage with Stier 
~y spotted a marriage procession. They stopped to get a 
)k, and someone in the crowd recognized Pavlova and 
r if she would care to witness the actual ceremony. It 
1t to be a double event: two brothers were marrying two 
i none of them was more than a child. Pavlova took in 

~h avidity: the showers of rice o,·er the couples, 
.,g 01 ,he brides' feet with milk, the little fingers of the 
eing tied together with string. 

was also subjected to more banal social conventions 
ndia, including attending a horse race as the guest of the 

11 . 

Governor. On seeing a disgruntled jockey belaboring his horse 
after it had lo:,t a race, she rushed across the unsaddling enclosure 
and accosted the culprit with a stream of rapid-fire French. The 
jockey could not understand a word of this, hut the import was 
clear enough, and by the time a flushed Pavlm·a had rejo ined her 
group, the jockey could be seen solicitously stroking his mount as 
he led it away. Just before leaving Bombay, Pavlova witnessed a 
second juvenile wedding; this time she asked to be allowed to 

give a few rupees as a wedding present. The groom was eleven 
and the bride nine . 

The customs of India so intrigued Pavlova that her questions 
were sometimes embarrassingly direct. When she saw a young 
man cremating the body of his father in Calcutta, she thought 
the ritual beautiful, though her companions shrank from the 
sight. She said then that she would wish to be consumed by fire 
when she died. obody could deflect her from the topic. "I shall 
die before any of you. I could never grow old and die slowly." 

In Cairo t~ v:ompany was perfo!V)ing at the decaying old 
Kursaal Theatre. The stage was full of holes, and the dressing 

rooms were cubicles. While Pavlova complained to the manager, 
several of the Poles eased their gloom with the local liquor, so 
that the chaos backstage took on operatic dimensions. There was 
also the usual struggle to meld a recruited orchestra into some 
sort of recognizable ensemble; as always it was the music that 
suffered most on these tours, since the dancers were already 
familiar with the repertoire and had only to find the best way of 
circumventing the physical pitfalls. Rather boldly, Pavlova al­
lowed the Egyptian Ballet back into the repertoire for the occa­
sion; but whatever its absurdities, the audience took the move as 
a compliment, and the theatre resounded with applause. The 
Queen of Egypt attended the opening. 

Despite the political upheavals that were adding tensions to 
Cairo's life, the company followed the usual tourist rites, lurching 
across the sands by camel to see the monuments, and even going 
back to Giza for a second look, by moonlight, after one of the 
shows. Pavlova posed dutifully for the huge plate cameras of the 
Anglo-Swiss agents who materialized at every tourist spot, and 
she even climbed up onto the shoulder of the Sphinx for one 
picture. The surroundings were shattered and desolate, a far cry 
from the splendors once summoned up by Maryinsky scenery 
painters. As usual, the local rigors were taking their toll in the 
company, with fevers, influenza, and even mumps thinning the 
ranks. 

The Mohammed Ali Theatre in Alexandria was a relief after 
the Kursaal. The city's principal house of respectable entertain­
ment was ornately elegant; gilt glimmered in the curved audito­
rium, and when the dust had been banged out of it, the plush 
was still rosy. Audiences arrived smartly dressed, and huge floral 
tributes were carried onto the stage. In the streets, posters were 
announcing the impending visit of Maud Allan, who was already 
in Cairo dancing to scant audiences; Pavlova, unwittingly, had 
for the time being "drained the waterhole" for dance in Egypt. 



of Colonial rule; there were still brief contacts with the indige­
nous population. Pavlova saw Kaf.fir dancers give a perfom1ance 
in Johannesburg, and it was reported that when the leader of that 
troupe was told that the greatest dancer in the world was coming 
to see him, he replied, "She hasn't seen me yet!" He himself was 
n -<-i.ceably unencumbered by the overtones of foreign rule, but 
his ·corps de balletn were given rugby shirts and shorts to wear 
along with their animal plumes; only the leader was allowed to 

parade with a bare torso. To these Kaffirs, most of whom were 
mine workers, a rugby shirt was a part of their life; in some senses 
it was more honest than suggesting that they had all strayed in 
from distant horizons. Members of Pavlova's company were 
eager to talk to these native dancers, but a portcullis of strict, if 
unofficial, apartheid denied them the opportunity. It was the 
same in Pretoria, Kimberley, and Cape Town. Pavlova was seen, 
but she did not have much of an opportunity to see. Her main 
contacts-local managers and impresarios-were almost inces­
tuously European; in fact, her South African representative, Leo 
Cherniavsky, was a Russian Jew, a forn1er violinist who had had 
a protracted affair with Maud_ Allan before the war. It was a 
foregone conclusion that Pavlova's visit to Cape Town would be 
a success. Ladies of society strove to outdo each other in gestures 
of goodwill, and it was axiomatic that one of their gifts should be 
an ostrich feather fan, common currency in European fashion, 
along with the tail feathers of egrets and the skins of increasingly 
rare wild cats. 

Pavlova had traveled 12 ,000 miles to Australia in order to 
appear in two cities on the initial leg of the journey. She won 
Sydney and Melbourne effortlessly. In some ways her fame had 
preceded her uncomfortably: artistes in Eastern Australia had 
been presenting tattered versions of The Swan for some time. 
The Bacchanale did not fare as well; when Pavlova presented this 
signature piece from earlier days, Australian audiences reacted 
with an embarrassed shuffling and not a whisper of applause. 
Apparently the scanty costumes and the overt abandon of the 
piece were considered ri~que; Victorian England was, in many 
ways, still a reality in this British Dominion. 

After the cl9sing perforn1ance, Pavlova was bombarded with 
paper streamers, normally reserved for departing steamers. A 
little girl walked on stage and presented her with a boomerang 
bound with expensive flowers. In piping tones she said to Pav­
kwa: "The boomerang comes back, and we hope you'll come 
back too.n The J.C. Williamson theatre organization was already 
laying plans for just that eventuality, though Pavlova had the 
demon Tasman Sea ahead of her, and a tour down the length of 
New Zealand. This would take her from a mild, windy autumn 
in Auckland to the first gripping fingers of sleetish winter in the 
South Island, and there would be none of the comforts of North 
American central heating. 

Auckland had reckoned to put its best foot forward in honor 
of Pavlova , and a team of workmen slaved away to prepare the 
stage for the great ballerina. With infinite pains they surfaced the 
boards with linseed oil. When a young dancer landed on the 
back of her head during a rehearsal, it was apparent that a lot of 

With Noviko\' in the Bacchanale, Germany, c. l 92i 
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