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1926
December 4 [?], 1926 – Art School - Holst

“Formerly people worked all the time, later they did more intuitively, but since intuition seems to be palling it may be all right to do it the other way round again."

I had been trying to make a little figure according to R[oland]. Holst's method, but more as a joke. I couldn't do it, I thought. But it looked rather jolly. "If he takes it seriously I don't believe in him," I thought. But no. With a subtle smile R.H. told me: "That is a nice game, it is done with liveliness, but oh, It's not even near it, juffrouw [“Miss”]! The details fall apart like dust!" Then my respect for him rose 40 degrees and I was, curiously enough, pleased about it. 
Roland Holst is very nice to me but I don't think we'll be friends. Do you know who will be? Prof. Wolter and I. I glow inside with sympathy when I see him. He is older than Holst but more lively and witty. And he likes me too! We had to make an Adam and Eve at the moment when they crawl under the trees after they have eaten the apple and God calls them. So horribly difficult! But I had thought about it a long time and had applied Holst's method. Adam beats himself against the forehead and pulls at Eve, who is biting her nails, with a gesture as if he said: "Come along!" When I submitted it I noticed that Wolter stole looks at it occasionally, but all the drawings were pinned on the board and he began to say that according to him, Adam and Eve would try to make themselves as small as possible, feeling that way, and therefore the composition which expressed that was most significant. 
But he said that before he would give his judgment on the drawings he would want to hear one of his pupils and then he actually chose ME! I got a terrible fright but I began with choosing one I liked and from that there developed a discussion which relieved me of my precarious task. He says with every drawing that he sees something nice, but when he looks at mine he scratches his chin and says at last that he sees something so "mighty amusing," in it. "You have imagined their predicament very well," he chuckled. "That Adam is saying - come along Eve, we'd better be making ourselves scarce. Hi hi hi!" and then he asked me questions about Ireland until Agnes de Sitter pleaded with him to go on, for it was her turn. We then chattered till past four, and went away with the instruction to do it over, with an enthusiastic fire inside us.

This evening the second class had a horse, a great big black horse, to draw, with a man to mind him. Mr. Westerman had his pockets full of sugar lumps, and the creature stamped and blew and turned. I leant my head against the wall with a melancholy face because I was in the first class, but Mr. Westerman came to me and whispered that if I went to sit in the doorway I could draw him too. "Hurra!" I cried and then about five more of the first class came to draw the horse. 
It is tiring and very difficult! But when something doesn't go, you learn all the same and then suddenly it goes again. The professors are so naive about it, they think that when you do not do something wonderful every day you are relapsing and then they look so sad that I have to laugh. "It isn't funny," they tell me reproachfully. "And yesterday you did it so well." But I don't take it so tragically.

We have quite enough freedom here, you know, and we are being taught, really. I am getting more and more enthusiastic. In our class is also a teacher that is a pupil here. She tramps on her drawings and tears them up when they do not succeed, and she pulls a face like an earwig. It is probably her vanity that can't take it. 
There are two girls here, Agnes Pereira and Nella Gustauska, who have difficulties together. 
Nella you know from former letters. Her mother is in a mental home, her father was very clever but is dead. One of her brothers is mad. Her uncle is Frederick van Eeden, with whom she lives but her aunt does not understand her, she is always fighting with her. Her cousin, of whom she is very fond, is engaged to Agnes. Now she is a bit jealous, of course, though she does not admit it and that is made worse by the fact that her people like Agnes better than herself. 
Agnes used to be at the Baarrusch Lyceum and, though Jewish, is typically Dutch. She is rather nice, has great, soulful eyes but has rather a sentimental sympathy for her own troubles so that not much is left for those of others. She speaks with soft reproach of Nella, tells that she "feels nothing" and "Knows nothing," hints that she has suffered much through her but she is one of those people who do not tell of those things, though she cannot hide the bleeding of her sensitive heart. Nella, on the contrary, comes rushing into my room, curses, storms and rages against Agnes, trembles with excitement and is furious when I say that she does not like Agnes. Her behavior is much more healthy than that of Agnes. They have both selected me to be their confidante and I have to laugh but do not show that I know it all already, and hear from both sides that the other is "insensitive" and "notices nothing." That's that. 
We have really a lot do with all that homework. I want to give Engelien a self-made card game for St. Nicholas but when will I get it done? You'll have to wait with your drawing until Christmas. 
At 12 o’clock I go to the swimming pool and take a hot shower, afterwards a cold one, which helps the circulation, so I come with glowing cheeks back to school. Tonight I dreamt of Mr. Havelaar. You and I were visiting Theo and he thought I was not nice enough though I had made a point of saying "Mrs. Havelaar" several times. And then he looked at his wife and shook his head, whereupon I exploded: "I know very well what you think, but it is a scandal, you suspect me unjustly, etc." He said "Oh, that will be all right, a small, misunderstanding," but I said "Not on your life, I am never coming to you again." "If you say you're sorry," he said "we may be able to stay friends." "You'd better say you're sorry." I answered and ran up the stairs while he, downstairs, lifted pleading arms and you and Nella looked on from a distance!!

It is so cold in the morning, to get up. I bought a woolen undershirt. My dentist won't talk, I am scared to death of him. But today I said. "In your working room (speaking to him in Dutch) there isn't "much spoken," and then he actually laughed. He rather likes me, I think. I am also getting to know the pupils better. Insignificant people are growing more interesting. A nice healthy boy talked to me this morning. He speaks like a farmer but he thought much. 
Love – 
Daughter:

December 6 [?], 1926 [HvS 18] Academy St. Nicholas Ball, Roeling 
Monday

Dearest Mother

The school festival was so tremendously jolly, much more than our feast in Dublin! Nella Gustauska, Agnes de Sitter and I went there in a taxi. Agnes represented an orange balloon, and on her head she wore a lantern in which you could burn a light with a hidden battery. But her paper skirt was very impractical. We heard it tear already in a taxi. Nella went as flower girl and forgot her flowers. We all wore black masks. (I was pre-Celtic, of course.) 
We arrived in a lighted hall where the members of the commission, also in costume and masked, stood before the door, and we had to lift our masks for a moment to be let in, but I suspect them of asking it often unnecessarily because it was much fun. It was so strange, the auditorium was decorated with our drawings and full of lanterns and the greatest part was taken by the stage. First I thought it would be terribly dull, there was such a quiet atmosphere. Everyone just hung around and guessed at each other's identity. Then came suddenly a herald (Mrs. Carsteu, the administrator) and announced the festive entrance of the professors. Then, with music, came about seven long figures wrapped in beige gowns with enormous futuristic masks on their shoulders (probably made by R. Holst). The first was different from the others because he wore a medal in a ribbon, and he was the director. He read a beautiful poem and the others were the chorus. Then everyone cried "Hurra!" and we all danced around them and the fun had begun. 
There were the nicest costumes, so much more original them in Dublin! There was one beautiful beau, a house (with a mason), several figures from paintings, etc. Everyone was dressed up, and a small slightly deformed girl had dressed as a little black devil which was very funny. 
The band was simply cacophony and in a corner was a heap of cushions and in another corner a table with sandwiches, lemonade and wine. The first show was a marionette theatre, which was so funny that we rolled with laughter. It was about a knight who first slays many robbers, then saves a lady, kills a dragon, and rescues the lady out of a tree, giving her an audible kiss. 
Then we danced again and then there was a man who always draws caricatures on the "dam" square. He made landscapes upside down among great hilarity, and suchlike tricks. He perspired from it, and then he went around with his cap where soon silver was chinking. Among a lot of hurraying he departed. 
Then came St. Nicholas, who gave laurel wreaths with chocolate cigars on them to the winners. A girl who was a heroine of Leonardo da Vinci got the first prize and a golden crown. Then all the professors got a prize and were carried around in triumph, again with great shouting. Prof. Bronner had come separately with a beautiful high hat and tails. He acted like a backwoods farmer and made everybody laugh. The feast became wilder and wilder. Everyone began drinking glass after glass of wine. (I only lemonade, of course.) 
Roland Holst became very jolly, confetti and streamers were thrown through the room and curled around the motley whirling figures. The lights were dimmed and a full yellow moon was hoisted up while colored lights played over us so that we now collided in the dark, then hurried through blue beams or were drenched as if in blood. There were no wallflowers - everyone got a turn. The boys didn't stand chatting in groups but tried as much as possible to get around to all the girls they found attractive. One after the other the program was completed. 
A Eurythmics boy and girl did dances. There was a dialogue between two pupils who kept making remarks about the professor, which gave opportunity for much laughter and cheering. The marionnetters theatre came back once more and a pianist gave us some modern music. Between everything, the dancing. I danced, for instance, twice with Roland Holst and further with boys. Agnes danced much with Wolter and Bronner and not with R. Holst, etc etc. The tumbling of glasses was noticeable too for Prof. Bronner drank continuously. (Not that they are drunkards here, they are not as queer as in Dublin.) 
Then it was time for supper. A bagpiper went first with his piercing music and two by two, with singing and cheering, and with waving paper streamers that dragged along the floor, we marched through the building, all the stairs up and down again until we landed in the supper room where stood three long tables with rows of plates with herring-salad. Everyone took a plate and so we marched back again to the auditorium where we ate our salads in varied attitudes. Then the excitement started properly. Colored balls were thrown up and exploded, Roland Holst sat down on a cushion with an empty cushion on either side of him which he patted as he cried to the girls: "Two vacant! Two vacant!" – not resting until two female figures had plopped down beside him. Bronner disappeared hastily to be sick in his studio (which Westerman discovered and noised about) there were many moonlight dances and a nice boy gave me two fat kisses. Then a negro did a Charleston dance and it became wilder and wilder! 
Soon it became too unsocial to dance two by two. We took each other by the hand and traipsed [?] around, cheering and singing. The band had given up the ghost and a boy played on an accordian. Presently we played "Patertje Laup de Kaut" and we all sang the song with our already hoarse voices. Professors were pulled into the ring – two, three at a time – and they chose girls and kissed them until Prof. R. Holst pulled a doubtful face and ended the party. It was 4 o'clock! 
Under terrific hurraying we left the room. But you can understand, half the crowd had no intention of stopping the fun. The nice boy, Roeling, said he'd bring me home, but when I came, dressed and all with a wicker basket in my hand, Goldsteen came running and said to Roeling: "Oh, has she the wine?" pointing to the basket. I looked surprised, as you may imagine, and Roeling became shy and said: "Yes, I have to speak with you a moment," and tried to persuade us to go with him to one of the boy's rooms to continue the fun. It was going to be very innocent, they were all going, etc etc. I said: "Who is going then?" And he told me a lot of boy's names. "Yes, but which girls?" "Oh, he didn't know." "Well, then you can tell me that first," I said, for I had not much faith in a party at 4 o’clock in the morning, and they were all a little tipsy. He came back with a few girl's names. "I do not know them," I said. Again he departed. "And Nella de Gustanorka," he said, coming back again. But I had noticed Nella in the middle of the evening in our dressing room, suffering from a so called "fainting spell" while a boy used much time and tenderness to bring her to again; so I remarked sarcastically, "Yes, and I know her!" But I wavered a little, for I was in such a jolly mood, so Roeling drew me into the waiting room to persuade me and promised faithfully that he would take care of me. 
I really don't know what I would have done if Erfinan [Erfmann?] hadn't appeared with his lousy face and began making some smelly jokes about the necessity of women with the wine which they had stolen. I had scarcely heard this or without another word I marched out of the door into the cold night. And Röling after me, of course. So with Röling I walked around a little after that. First he gave me his arm, but when he invited me to take off my gloves I told him I didn't know him well enough for that, etc. etc., and at last we walked very correctly and talked seriously and sat down somewhere on a bench, admiring nature. After which, he brought me home like a good boy. At five-thirty I was in bed. 
Boys are funny creatures. Röling has so much more respect for me because I didn't do what he said would be so sensible to do! But this morning (Monday) there were the wildest rumors through the school. It seems that the boys did their damnedest to "catch" girls. A very decent, bourgeois girl, Marietje Hampe, flew into their net because she had taken too much wine. There was an opposition movement which Han Hulsbergen had started, who warned aus op'tland against the party. She tried to get Marietje Hampe to take a taxi home, but she escaped and the funny girl went along with the boys, sat all evening on a chair, blushing like an owl (according to the stories) with the most idiotic expression on her face, while a boy on his knees was declaring his love to her. 
I don't believe the party was as scandalous as rumors are making it out to be, but the boys themselves are now telling terrible tales about the girls who went along. The heels! I don't want to condemn the girls for I almost went myself and I don't believe I am the only one for Agnes says she wavered too. Everyone is now busy tearing up the reputation of the others. You ought to hear the cautious duels of words...

"What time did you get home?"

"I don't know. About 4.30."

"I was with so and so."

"Oh yes? I was brought by thus and thus."

"What time were you home?"

"About five."

"Yes, I too, about."

"Oh well, it may have been 5.30."

"Yes, that is true, with me too."

"I guess you also walked around a bit?"

"Yes... you too?"

"It was fun; wasn't it?"

"Oh yes, and we sat on a bench somewhere."

"No, we went arm in arm." etc.

Everyone has something on his conscience and watches with eagle eyes his neighbor. Bronner said: "I don't know how you all even got home!" Upon which, all the girls giggled. Roland Holst slept on a sofa in the Akademy. There are many stories about him too. It is the topic of the day. Nella never went to bed at all and went for feasting until 11 the next day. Meanwhile something terrible happened. Taute Mies had lent me a shillelagh and it got lost in the confusion. (Oom Alfred brought it for her from Ireland,) I am going to the police bureau tomorrow. Perhaps I left it on a bench. But if I don't find it, can you send her another?

I had my first Meusendreck lesson today.

Love.
H.

P.S.. They think me quite innocent here, don't get anxious.

PPS. I went to Amersfoort next day. I saw Mr. Havelaar at the station, who nodded to me. In the evening I went to Bertha and we went to a birthday [?] party. There I saw Mr. & Mrs. Havelaar. Mrs. Havelaar was saccharine, I timid. Lieske and I ignored each other. Goodbye. H.
December 18 [?],1926 Aftermath of the Feast
Monday

Tante Trot [van Stockum side] came to visit me yesterday. A funny childish person she is, really. We kissed each other cordially, though I was rather amused, of course. She thinks I have such a "real bohemian room!"

Everyone is still talking about the feast. I do not understand people. Nella de Gustauska has got into terrible difficulties because she went to the party afterwards. R. Holst has talked with her. Marieje Hampe the same. And yet I assure you I was almost persuaded to go myself, because Röling looked at me with trustworthy eyes and said it was quite innocent. I immediately believed him! Such credibility is dangerous.

But, of course, if I had gone it would have been because other nice girls went, and then other nice girls would have gone, for we were really waiting for each other. And anyway, when Erfinan with his ugly mug came along I knew right away I shouldn't do it. 
But you can't really judge anyone who was fooled. Agnes de Sitter [?] says some boy who had seen her the first time that evening proposed to her! But of course they had all been drinking wine. I'm glad I don't drink.

1,000 kisses from 
Your daughter

December 20[?], 1926 St. Nicholas Gifts
Saturday, In the train to Granny [Emily, Charles Boissevain’s widow, still living at Drafna in Naarden].
Dearest Mother. 
Thanks for your amusing letter I read it to Tante Hilda who thought it lovely. She said that she had only now a proper picture of the consul. 
Will you please advise me about St. Nicholas presents! I find it so difficult to know whom to give, for I warm to people who have been so nice to me and on the other hand I do not want to give someone something and thus create the impression that I expect something from them, which would, of course be entirely false. 
For Father I'm spending almost all my money, but I can make calendars and so I have solved the problem with Tante Hilda [de Booy] – she says she doesn't celebrate it except for Engelien [her daughter] and that I have no obligations on that score, but I like to give her something and so I'm giving Engelien a card game that I drew myself. It takes me about 18 hours to do one. I am often drawing until 1 o clock in the morning. But when you have no money you have to give time, and it is really luxury to sleep more than six hours. At school there is hardly anybody who sleeps longer, and how many children of my age don't dance all night long? But at Granny's, I go early to bed (though I draw there too, of course). For Christien, who has been sweet to me, I have a calendar and candy, Tora, Bertha and Lante Mies also get something similar, but Jan den Tex and Tante Heleen are problems. Later Granny says she doesn't bother about St. Nicholas, but the angel has given me some money. Sunday evening I was at Bronwer's, very cosy. 
Daughter.
December 26, 1926 Christmas Celebration
Astra [Tante Hessie van Hall home], Hattem. 

Dearest doty family. 
What an angelic parcel you sent me! So sweet and angelic and darling and fine and lovely, etc. Write me quickly how your Christmas was. It was very cozy here. I only bought one present for your gulden, the dressing gown for father. It was 28 gulden, so I had to add 4 myself but I was pleased for now I could add my name to it. There was nothing over for Astra, which was just as well for Tante Hilda says they would not like you to spend money on them. I have made a drawing for Tante Hessie, and Tante Hilda says that is just the right thing. In this world mother, it is not right to be too generous. Unless it is demanded, like in marriage, but I notice that most people do not like to feel obligated and you often get a false relationship that way. For instance, if I came now with a beautiful present from you to Tante Hessie then she would of course think: "and later, when she is short of money, etc.”

I think it is sweet of you to send the money but a good bathrobe is expensive. Saturday I travelled here with Andre. When we arrived the room was already decorated and the tree was being trimmed. We sang carols, Cilla and Hausje van Eylard van Hall were there too and Ella plays the piano beautifully, she has such a beautiful touch! And she and Hansje sang the most beautiful chants. They were the cornerstone of the choir.

They do not celebrate Xmas morning at Astra. But I got your parcel and that was lovely. The brooch is sweet and the books lovely and the handkerchiefs beautiful. Willem wrote a nice letter to Charles, Tante Hessie read it aloud for the whole family. They appreciate him so much here. Every time I hear stories about him. When he played Charlie Chaplin in a charade he said to a French lady: "Venez avec moi ce minuit" (meaning minute! [she took it to mean Midnight]) and she was so shocked! And he had to smile to another lady and squeezed a little grin and the lady said: "Ah, but it cost effort!" Tante Hessie calls him "Mon Guillaume" Ella van Hall, who is 17 too, is longing to meet him. She says the whole time: "Heh, but I must yet to know him, when can I meet him?" And stamps with her foot on the ground. She is a very thin, tender girl with blinking brown eyes and a sweet mouth. She is very gifted. Composes music and goes to the conservatorium next year. A nice girl for Willem to marry. Eugen and Charles are very fond of her.

On Xmas afternoon all sorts of people came with violin and flute etc and played all afternoon the most beautiful melodies. We sang also a lot of carols. Then they left and we had a nice dinner, richly decorated with burning plum pudding etc. Crackers at the end. Afterwards the Xmas tree, Tante Hessie read from the Bible and we got little presents, a bottle of perfume, some peanut butter, a cake, etc. We sang some more and Andre' bribed me to kiss Mr. [?] Voerman, which I did after which they teased me though they liked me to do it! I have also made the acquaintance of Nora Mees. Tuesday we went to her. She lives in a wooden house and has an enormous room with a Xmas tree in the middle. She has a stove and a fireplace, where she burns fir branches and all around are paintings she has made. It was a beautiful room!

I also saw snaps of Mrs. Havelaar and I talked with her about that family. Nora Mees got quite violent, she said that she never went there any more and that it was so idiotic that Mr. Havelaar was so jealous of the "rights" of his second wife. I could understand from all she said that she had had just such a letter as I. So I told her of mine and she shuddered and said: "Oh, he writes awful letters!" She said she had often heard of you from her sister and would love to meet you and I said that you still think of her almost every day and she loved that. I think She is very mad. She is not as beautiful as Mrs. Havelaar was but there is something magnanimous and human about her and she is lovely and passionate. And what you will think sympathetic – she wrote a letter to someone with the address and everything, only the name of her own town instead of the right one, so it travelled around and could not be delivered. It is lovely weather, snow and sun. I am having a grand time, Eugen and Andre are cordial and I am content. A kiss from your daughter.

1927

January 10 [?], 1927 Handelsblad Evening – Walking with Male Students
Monday

Dearest Mother. 
We have Art History and there is no enduring it. The man talks such nonsense. He mentions labile blood circulation, and murdering in apotheosis, and Venus who wrings herself out of the sea, and then Congeales, and the knowing manipulation of the rump and such like idioticisms. Very good to write letters under. 
Sunday there was a play entertainment of the Handelsblad [HvS’s late grandfather’s newspaper] and it was so nice, I send you the program. Ella Charlesje [son of Charles] van Hall, Mies and Jan Canada [the uncle or cousin Jan who spent time in Canada], Tilly, Jules and I sat in the gallery. At the entrance the ladies got bags of candy from ladies in fancy dress and the gentlemen boxes with enormous cigars. We first got a speech from one of the Handelsblad gentlemen and when the name "Boissevain" was mentioned there was big applause. Herman and Ralph [Boissevain] were crying a little, I believe. 
Afterwards we all sang a Handelsblad song and then we got the play – a detective story, very funny. Then there was an interval and one could get some drink for nothing, on a ticket. Afterwards came Kloris and Roosje with a special New Year’s wish for the Handelsblad and a moving speech about the Father and Son, who had, alas, been taken away, meaning grandfather and Uncle Alfred. Shivers ran along my spine. It was lovely. 
There were also nice presents for the players. They got baskets full of oranges and canned goods, and as for [?] Kloris and Roosje they got ham and champagne instead of the usual sham food. They were very gay in consequence. We had such fun on the gallery! When the music was jolly we bounced up and down. Sometimes we threw paper balls down. 
After the entertainment we went to drink something with Jan and Alies. Jan brought me home in a taxi! I have also seen the Handelsblad exhibition and there grandfather was much honored. There are certainly ten portraits of him and a very good article about him. 
At school it is very pleasant. Roland Holst has asked me to work in his class for a while and so I am now in another room, upstairs, a beauty of a place, with parquet floor and high, sunny windows. There is an aquarium of goldfish. Goldsteen and I have given them names, and we feed them with dried fleas. We have to draw a negro, very beautiful. He whistles sometimes. R. Holst says he wants to take me in hand because I draw too much and do not look enough and that he will teach me to be neat. If it won't go with goodwill, then with bad, he says, but I have had no scolding from him yet, I am taking care! I am now alone with five boys, very amusing. But Jurres doesn't like it a bit, he likes me and he wants me to go his way. With memory drawing we had a beautiful Hindu with a lively, amusing face, oh! How beautiful he was! "Agnes the Sitter said:"What a dote," and a subtle smile played around his lips. His name is Soenka.

Our akademie is beginning to wake up. On Monday Agnes, Han Hulsbergen, Goldsteen, Aus, Tune and I went to a movie in the Kalverstraat. We sat in cheap places right in front. It was an uncanny piece but also interesting. The next day Roeling and Goldsteen invited me to walk with them through the Jewish quarter (this is all after 9), which I did. We walked an enormous length and afterwards we ate a bun somewhere. Then they brought me home. But yesterday we had the greatest fun of all. We went, nine of us, to a movie at the Niewendike, of Asta Nielsen in "The Waitress." We again took the cheapest seats, which was this time way at the back, so instead of large and broad everything looked tiny. (It is a very long theatre.) 
First we got a stage entertainment with a man who was really funny. He made all sorts of indecent jokes about W.C.s etc. and we had to sing songs and imitate animals. We, behind, roared and yelled and laughed and viewed and bashed and had the time of our lives. But for the movie itself there wasn't enough time left so they turned it off much too quickly which was a pity. That man was very funny though. He made all sorts of political jokes, real folk-humor. When we left the cinema it was 11.45, but we didn't want to go home. So, except for Agnes, eight of us went into a cafe and ordered a drink, a lemonade, and some coffee and Roeling proposed that we draw caricatures of each other, so we did, and we laughed! Bauhnijo told us all sorts of jokes!  
January 25 [?], 1927 Concern about Her Mother’s Isolation
Saturday, in the train [to Drafna]
Dearest Mother. 
Thanks for your letters. Three mornings with a letter! And tell Willem that I was overjoyed with his and that I showed it to Tante Hilda who laughed heartily. He may send me another one like that! Further you may tell him that I got from Tante Hilda another book by Theo Thyssen which I'll send him as soon as Bertha has finished it. It is again about a boy, but a very different one from Rees, though quite amusing. It is rather a crazy book.
I have told you ahead that I am going to spend Christmas with Tante Hessie, haven't I? And I am not sorry I accepted, for Tante Hilda told me that Grannie was very relieved. She hated not having a jolly Christmas for me and you know that feeling. But now I spend this weekend (Grannie has gone to London with Oom Jan) decorating the house a little. For Polly [the family governess, now retired and living with Emily Boissevain] I have a tiny Christmas tree with candles and for Grannie a big Christmas bell. Oom Jan is there so she'll have a nice time anyway. I got a letter from Tante Pierre [?Mary?] who sends me 10 gulden! Yum Yum! Sweet, eh? I have sent you the fireworks in a letter.

Prof. Wolter is the one who appreciated Adam and Eve but I didn't notice him at the festival. He probably didn't even recognize me. But you must not think I still venerate professors. I'd much rather dance with one of the boys than with R. Holst. I've had my fill of married old gentlemen. We have snow here! And thanks to your 15 gulden I have now my Russian boots. We have had lovely snowball fights during the refreshments. And oh, the snow is so beautiful, I was mad with pleasure and excitement when I saw it in the morning. Lucie, a boy and I have been chasing each other on the stadhunderskade, but that is allowed here. Everywhere big boys and girls are jumping around. I was rubbed in with snow by a boy from the Normal School.

Agnes de Sitter is 19. The nicest and most gifted girl in the class is Lucie Steffens. She did her final examination in art but her father didn't pay any attention. So she herself went to R. Holst who sent her to Westermann, with whom she worked for a year. Then she did her entrance examination this year and there she was. But how splendid to do it all without her parents. Now she lives in rooms with her sister and they have the same diet as I. Agnes P. is nice too. With Conact [?] she is Lucie's great friend. Everyone talks about Nella de Gustauska. She is hysterical and I think she is morally rather like Tante Trot.
I made a book for Tora for St. Nicholas which was a great success. Jan and Mies wanted to edit it!! 
Are the boys better?
 I also think it sad that you have so few friends. I think there are two reasons you are not popular.

#1. You are too generous and people suspect it, they think there must be some string attached. (You must not take Nano into your house. Remember McGonigal!) 
#2. You have no special work. 
Tante Hilda is not more popular than you, she has perhaps only one or two people she really cares for, but she has a reason to suffer fools. Whether it is a Dante-evening, or a Theosophical club etc. It is true, you know, that if you do not tolerate bores you never get to the interesting people. I know it from dances. When you keep speculating on one boy, no one asks you and certainly not the special one. But when you apply [?] yourself with those you happen to find yourself with all the others come running to you. You just be your own charming self. 
Stomach and all. Mensencheck is wonderful. The teacher says I have no faults and should be much thinner. I am not muscular enough. 
Daughter.
January 26 [?], 1927 Sweet 16 Birthday Party
I am in Blaricum, with Grannie. Friday we went to a Flemish play. They gave a piece of Moliere but made it a barbaric buffoonery, not half as witty as at the Abbey [Theater in Dublin]. 

Yesterday after dinner I went to a birthday party of Yvonne Bronner. The child was 16, and I bought a bar of chocolate for her and wondered about a package of cigarettes but decided her parents wouldn't approve. Mevrouw [Mrs.] wanted that I helped. I thought of course that it would be a party like I had when I was 16, a lot of girls and appletarts, and I was surprised when Mijnheer said he wasn't going to be there. I would have hated you and father not to be there. 
But there were all sorts of long boys, a.o [such as?] Win van Remberk,the brother of Jol, whom Willem may remember. And Mevrouw told that he shouldn't be there because he was in love with one of the girls at the party who was only 14 and the parents didn't approve of marriage(!!) but he had come anyway and Mevrouw was told to say he wasn't there to everyone who would ask for him except if it was the smith who was going to bring him a latchkey. But Mevrouw did not know whether it was the smith when a man came and she had to ask Yvonne, but it was the smith. 
There were very many boys and Yvonne was dressed in pink silk with pearls, she smoked and drank wine and there were tremendous kissing parties [?], of course quite innocent but I was amazed. V. was pushed out of the room.  I was allowed to stay. But I much preferred to sit on Mevrouw’s bed and drink [from a] bowl with her and another lady. One girl with painted lips danced solo. Very ungraceful, but clever. Her father and mother are both painters, I hear. I helped Mevrouw a lot and she was very glad that I had come. She is rather helpless, I had so decided all the time what kind of cookies should be served! We are very good friends. 
Grannie is Angelic as usual and Polly too and Tante Mary and Oom Jan. Oom Jan gave me a big box of chocolates because I won a wager and I thought of you all for they were delicious. Tora says everybody is so pleased with her looks since she came from Ireland and that she is so much freerer. She has made a paradise of Ireland already. I read out some letters from you and she said. "There is only one person like your mother."

At school it is all right. I only work slowly, It takes me ages before I finish something. But I only enjoy it if I can get something to be good, that quick business never pleased me. I can work a thing through now very well and do not understand why I did not know at first how to do it.

Today we are getting free tickets for the theatre and we are all going. Akademy pupils, I mean. Roland Holst got them for us. Agnes de Sitter and Nella both live near me.

Mijnheer Havelaar answered my letter and hoped that I did not take it too seriously that his wife was not one to take offense but that his children were less indulgent. Tante Hilda and I were both irritated by it but it was well-meant.

Hilda.

February [9?], 1927 – HvS 19, Self-Deprecating and Ambitious
Wednesday, 8:30, in bed

Dearest Mother, the sweater is beautiful, I did not know you could do it so well. Pity there is no ice. Thanks 1000x. 
Of course I think it lovely you are coming over but I do not think up plans, everything can yet happen. I am so glad you became a member of the Pen Club. Since I read your old letters I am convinced you have great talent. LaFontaine started too at your age.

Yoork has again caught me in an unanalytical frame of mind, which is only popular at school but there is of course no one who wants to know me better which is a pity for them, I think. Yet it is hard to understand that a girl like Agnes de Sitter, pretty, with dimples and curls, but as far as I can tell generous and warm but not sensitive, gets appreciation which is denied to me. She takes it for granted that when she is not around boys won't look at me, which I do not think so matter of course. But I am content, it only surprises me. 
What bothers me most is a certain childishness of movement which I have. I am not neat and civilized like other girls but very often ungraceful from pure childishness. When we skated and I got tired I lay down on flat ice. Agnes de Sitter says that a girl does not do things like that because it is unflattering.Then I get scared and for three days I do everything very neatly. And then promptly forget all about it again. It is horrible - the result is that they call me "the child" at school, and I believe they are amused by me, though I'd rather they considered me a "pretty girl." However, since I am not a "pretty girl" I'll have to acquiesce.

Tora is very nice to me. I stayed with Tante Heleen and Tora said she and I had been invited by Frans den Tex for lunch, but Tante Heleen wouldn't have it. So instead Tora and I lunched in a cafe, Tante Heleen gave us a gulden, but we didn't spend it all for we went to an akademy cafe, or Folk cafe, where we got a bun and a cup of soup for 20 cents. Half the akademy was there already and afterwards I bethought me that Tante Hellen would have fallen backwards with fright when she saw Tora sitting there, and so felt very guilty, but I did it in all innocence. It is lovely to be free!

Yesterday we had memory drawing. It is not obligatory for the first class and Jurres asked me if I wanted to stay in the classroom. I said all right, but it was Holst's turn to give it. So I was not half an hour drawing when he stormed into the classroom, slammed the door and said: "Soenka, get off that chair!" and thundered to me: "Posing is not allowed here now!" My nerves were not able to withstand all this, my knees trembled like reeds and I murmured something about Prof. Jurres," which I thought cowardly afterwards, but what else could I do? He raced to Prof. Jurres studio and banged on it, while the Hindu dressed with imperturbable calm and I fled like a hare. I was so upset that I could not speak a word and afterwards Holst was ashamed and very nice to me but I despise his tyranny!

We had to draw the head of an old man and I thought of all sorts of things, of Death which soon would come, the questioning, etc. but Holst said I hadn't enough wrinkles in his face and cried in a cheerful voice: "Och, yes, let's make an office clerk of him!" and drew a heartless caricature of a bourgeous like Hildebrand's. I watched with a sigh and at the last I saw he was going to put a comforter around his neck and that was too much for me. I cried "Hey, no! Now he gets to be a liver patient! Oh booh! No! Now it is enough," and I quickly wiped it out. Holst didn't like it a bit and walked off in a huff, and further on pupils were giggling. Of course I immediately thought "Goodness, what have I done!" It had happened out of the fullness of my heart. 
Afterwards we had to draw Irish [?] children flying from a dog, which I did best, of course, but I can't say I learnt much. Roland Holst said: "What a lot you learnt in this lesson," the donkey. Just because I can do that sort of thing! They do not have half as much illustrative talent here as in Dublin. When I think of Stella and Hilda Roberts and even Brigid O'Brien, I am astonished. But much faith they do not have in me here – I am the only one who has that! If I can stick it out until the painting class I'll surprise them yet, but they are already irritating me with their shortsighted view on pupils. Bah! I'd be a better professor!
February 11 [?], 1927 Bronners - Prikkebeen
Sunday evening

Dear Mother,

I went tonight to return a bicycle which I had borrowed last evening from Bronner and wanted to go on to Amsterdam. But the Bronners were so cordial, I had to stay at all costs. Bronner first [?] told me that his first names are Isaac Alexander and he is born in Medemblile. I also met his father, a nice man. Mevrouw and Yvonne were still full of Yvonne's birthday, Mijnheer very cordial because I had helped his wife so. Then we studied Prikkebeen
 and Alice in Wonderland and suddenly Mijnheer wanted to draw me. So I had to sit up straight for an hour and he wants me to come back the following Sunday. I was wearing my brown silk and velvet dress silk stockings and light shoes and pink spats and a grey raincoat, colored scarf and high hat. Smart!! He has given me large eyes and a tragic expression, I looked sad now and then, I think that is much more interesting. Mijnheer and Mevrouw quarreled about what I was to eat and Bronner's father paid me all sorts of compliments, he thought me so philosophical and admired my knowledge of human nature, Prof. Bronner was teasing me. I am getting very familiar with them, Mevrouw calls me "Hilletje" by accident and then Yvonne says "Hey, mother," and I say "Don't be silly," to Mijnheer, etc. It is a lovely relationship, I am very happy with it. 
I got your letter about Havelaar but I do not agree with you that my letter was too humble. I only say. "You are emotionally roused so there must be a reason for this, probably I was not nice, I am sorry." and so I say the truth and do not reveal my own feelings, which is an art. Thus I prevent further emotional, unpleasant letters, remain unpersonal, etc. But I certainly am not going to spend 1.30 gulden again to visit them!

Sometimes I am simply longing for you all! But I love Grannie, Tante Hilda, Tante Mary, Oom Jan, Bronner and Bertha and so I am happy too. 

Bronner again told me that he had enjoyed my letters so and that he felt so ashamed that he did not answer them. I believe he loves me to come, and I think he boast a little that he has a pupil who has got to love him so. He told us of all sorts of difficulties in the class, so jolly! Ask Willem and Jan to write, you and Brigid are the only ones. Brigid wrote me 2 long letters. Stella 1. Father nix.

Goodbye angel mother, remain alive a long long time and take many servants and get scholarships and see people and love your daughter. 
Kisses of same.

March 1927 [?] – Ice – A Day on Skates
Monday evening.

Dear Mother, Ice! Ice! Ice! Under modelling groups of professors, groups of students. Shall we strike? Shall we play hookey? Yes! Yes! Yes! Prof. R. Holst said "No," we "Yes". Prof Bronner, Westermann and Wolter, yes! A trip is organized. Bronner went along but Wolter was a good boy and stayed in. 
I borrowed skates from Tante Hilda and bought shoes. Off to the Scheukel. Aw! What a pain after 4 years of not skating. Besides, my shoes were low. I throw myself against the sides, perishing with it. Professors and students are assembling. The canal gets full. Then Bronner decides: "We go to Sloten." So we go. Ouch ouch ouch. After a while it goes better. The wind is behind. Beautiful snow landscape. Under Bridges! Crawling! Boom! One is down. Always  another partner. Gay faces, red cheeks. We arrive in Sloten. There we drink Chocolate in a cafe. Lector Westermann treats us. Oh what joy! There are 22 of us. Such a jolly spirit. Going back we see the red sun go down. The wind is against us. Mehler's son pulls me. They think me have to have gone. Then we reassemble and drink tea at Prof. Bronner's house and arrange to go back again the next morning at 10 o'clock to Halsmeer. R. Holst has to be persuaded. Bronner is scared of him. At last we go and I arrive at Aunt Hilda's full of stories - Andre is there and jealous he didn't go. I am going to Astra with him on Saturday.

Daughter.

May 1927 [?] – Tante Hessie van Hall
35 Balthasar Floresstraat

Dearest Mother - thanks for your letter. Lovely that the boys have such a jolly vacation - am envious of their horseback riding. You don't know how it would help my self-respect if I could learn it too. I have improved anyway because they taught me to skate leg over leg at Astra, and the fact that I dared it (though it is nothing) has chased my silly fears somewhat. If I had only reason to believe that I wasn't a coward, less so [?] than other people, oh! I'd thank our Blessed Lord. And that quite apart from the joy of riding. Skating is not so nice, it hurts too much. And you can understand I am terrified on the ice too. I have an unhappy imagination which can picture all possible accidents. [HvS note 15 years later: Very useful quality for a mother!!]

And it is really a kind of scorning death when I do what others take as a matter of course. Luckily I have found out that your fear always tries to spread to the next thing. If you leave of doing something still less dangerous and so on until life becomes impossible. So I have decided to forget my fears and do what I am supposed to do anyway; that way you chase your fear back to reasonable subjects. So I would like to ride again this summer. A bicycle tour seems a nice idea but I have no bike. You have to have a good one for it. My idea was to stay a few weeks in Dublin first and then to hire a cottage somewhere for 3 weeks and to spend two weeks on trips. Then I'll spend September in Dublin to continue my anatomy studies and art history. (Three months without work I couldn't stand.) And in the cottage I can paint, of course. 
I do not know whether Grannie is going to Ireland but are you coming here in spring? – as Grannie promised? I am getting 100 gulden in April for my clothes. I need only one pair of shoes but I do need underclothes, dresses, hat etc.

You asked if something was lacking still in my happiness? Mother, there is only one happiness and that is work. People think it is happiness to be loved, but that is not true. Nobody is ever loved as much as he would wish. When I first came to Astra I thought Tante Hessie was cool to me. In any case I understood that she has no special place in her heart for me, or wasn't conscious of it. I felt as if I wasn't "her sort." I thought immediately, that it must be something lacking in my behavior and I studied her face carefully with everything I did to see how she liked it. I am still far from understanding her. But at the end she became very cordial, cordial enough even for my hungry soul. It is for me a martyrdom to know that there is something in me which a superior person like Tante Hessie would find unsympathetic, quite apart from the depressing feeling that you are not appreciated. But I think I won this battle. 
Andre and Eugen [van Hall] were nice to me. To my astonishment I noticed that I still have the childish feelings of sacrificing love and adoration for them, but not that I am in love with them. It is uncanny, how little one changes. But I have become more philosophical and though I am am momentarily jealous when they flirt with someone else, I know the worthlessness of that kind of appreciation. I was in a disadvantageous position, not knowing the modern dances (Charleston, Boston, Black Bottom, Tango). I have no time to take lessons and so I often just looked on. But, as I say, they were cordial, though I know I was not half so charming as musical little Ella, with her slender figure. 
And Tante Hessie must have liked me, she spoke to me about everything and the last evening we read poems together of Edna Vincent Millay, whom we both appreciated very much. I have illustrated one and Tante Hessie is going to send it to Oom Eugen. I think that Tante Hessie remarkable. She is quite different from you. She is a very superior person and her delicate taste and aristocratic impulses and sense of beauty are greatly to be admired in her, but sometimes, just for a moment, it seems as if the mirror of truth in her gets obscured. Only a wee bit but just enough to make the scales tip over too much at her own side. I appreciate her very much, I love her truly, and I know she is not a self-deluder and yet she is too sure of her own righteousness. I can scarcely say it without being unjust and yet it makes a big difference. But for it I would understand her and now I am in a maze. There is something I do not understand. And Tante Hessie feels it – she says Willem understands her better than I. She appreciates Willem very much. She says he has many faults. According to Oom Jan he is not handy and active enough, "but he has something that I wish my boys had." Out of Tante Hessie's mouth that is some compliment! But she was very nice to me in the end. I helped her wash up etc. 
My difficulties are really comical. When I go regularly to Tante Hilda and Grannie I get real warmth. If I haven't been there for a while they have forgotten me again and I get only the ordinary attention. My despair when I notice it! Really, you'd laugh. Can you imagine someone who is always rushing around the globe to keep warm the love in the hearts of numerous friends? Luckily I have my work to keep me reasonable. But, you understand, I don't mind it of Tante Hilda. She loves me and what she does at a given moment doesn't signify. She is that and firm and unsentimental. 
But with Grannie it hurts me. I love Grannie and a smile from her makes me extremely happy, but I seldom get a genuine little laugh. She is so unhappy in the Houten Huis and I should like to be something for her but I can't. With her my tongue becomes swollen in my mouth. I can't say a word. And when a small Teautje is visiting she is so happy and beaming and tender, and I hit myself on the head that I cannot coax forth such an expression. Yet I go to her as often as possible, otherwise she'll forget me completely. She only likes me because other people have told her that I am nice. And then she is so generous, with New Year she gave me 5.00 gulden and I thought "Och Grannie; keep them and rather give me a kiss!" and a bitter smile played over my lips. But, I think, if I always found love I should not try to change myself. Now I do gigantic efforts. In my free time I Charleston, for Father I interest myself in electricity and inventions, I learn to listen to people, to jump up to help them, am watchful as a dog for a chance to show my affection etc. 
Yes, I have a busy life. As I wrote, my vacations are thus even more structured than schooltime. The two-weekly visit to Bronner is like an oasis. There I get a little of the incense which does a person good. But I am careful of it and do not go too often. Bertha has so far be my only female friend for whom I want to do things. And then I think: "Och, you demand all the time. But what do you give?" As to that, most of my gifts are politely refused, but that is because they are ofered to boys. I am now going to make a point of not being cordial to boys but only to girls.

Do not worry about Sheila and the boys, They'll soon find out about her temper. 
Dearest Mother, at last I have finally discovered that I am not pretty. But not unattractive. I thought, that nonsense must be finished. I shall stick to this thought. I shall try to reduce a little with Mensenchieck and try to be neat and jolly and then I refuse to be in despair because I do not get admiring glances at my beauty. It is not bad that I am not beautiful, but that I worry about it. That shouldn't be. It is better to behave with dignity no matter what your face then to be beautiful. It is necessary that I think more of others and less of myself.

P.S. I had another unpleasant letter from Po'l, full of stings. He withdraws what he said in the last one but seems not to have understood any of the jokes in mine. I have torn it up and taken his portrait from the wall. I am not going to answer him.

1928
January 19, 1928 HvS Admires Her Mother’s Old Letters
Thursday, Akademy.

Dearest Angel mother, 
Thanks for your letter what you say about Kathleen leaves me cold. I have banned the two of them from my heart. His letters are so tasteless, cold, illogical, irritable and insincere that it gave me a cold shower and I think of him only with disgust. 
How did you like the caricatures I sent you? No Mother, you did not understand my worries, but it doesn't matter – it is only the result of too much time to think of myself in the vacation. Now I am again so busy that I don't worry any more. I am learning to appreciate others and that causes displeasure with myself. My greatest fault is lack of charity and selfishness, so now I am trying to improve especially the latter. I have noticed that I think with everything "How is it for ME?" and never "How is it for so and so?" 
Mother, I am reading your old letters to Grannie and I enjoy them so! You have a decided talent for writing and it is a pity you do not do it more. All your adventures I follow with interest. But the most beautiful letters for me are those out of Java [?]. Oh Mother, how much you loved me, what an adoration speaks out of your descriptions of me. Do you know that I am ashamed not to be the ethereal, delicate creature you hoped for? And how did you survive Grannie’s lack of interest in me? And do you know what strikes me so? The love for your mother which you express so passionately in every letter. Do I love you less because I do not write that you are the only one I'll ever love? It seems to me you were more conscious of your love than I am of mine. That one letter you wrote Aunt [?] Missmie one Xmas before the fire is a masterpiece. You were very unselfish and much more superior to your miserable daughter. Or rather, your happy daughter for I am well content. 
But you must write me one thing I want to know, was Java [?] disillusion for you? I understand that you have a different feeling for me now, which is a good thing. Such adoration would have spoilt me completely. How lovely that you may be coming over in April! With Tante Hilda and Oom Han all is well. Tante Hilda is going to bring Grannie to Antibes, nice for her [Uncle Jan married Charlotte Ives who lived at Villa Housee on the Cap d’Antibes – I visited her in the 1960s – JTM]. Tante Mies and I are good friends. Ralph is full of cordiality. He plays gramophone records for me to Herman's disgust. He thinks me "romantic."

This week has been rather uninteresting. I made a shadow play for Tante Heleen which she admired and I went to that party where I told character by hands [palm reading]. I think I was rather a bore but they seemed to like me all right. I am staying in the city this week-end, thank goodness. I need time.

January 20 [?], 1928 – Emily Heloise MacDonnell Goes to Paris
Dearest Mother, 
Today I got your letter with the Wendepunkt [Bircher-Benner Clinic] magazines. Do you know something funny? Yesterday evening I was with Oom Han and read the article you mentioned. I saw immediately that the struggle described in it was my own. I suffer from too much ego which I must sublimate by contemplating others and I am realizing already it cannot be done by cramps of the will. I am taking pleasure in not preferring my own wishes and in conquering my natural laziness by for instance going to visit Tante Mies. She cares for me a lot - she is lonely now. And I bring her flowers and she loves it.

I am sorry for Stella. She is so big and beautiful, Mother. You [will] learn to love her when you know her better. That generous unhysterical or irritable nature is so rare in Ireland. They are all, with their lovely idealism, so narrow and full of hatred. The people here are not so romantic and superior and not so decent to girls but better fitted for life and more largely made. The Irish also suffer from too much ego.

I said goodbye to Grannie at the train to Paris. She sat there on uncomfortable seat in front of a laid table. I kissed her and she was fresh and beaming as a flower. I threw a bunch of white narcissus in her lap and she looked at me with touched eyes. "How nice of you!" Then I embraced Tante Hilda and the train went off. I believe they'll both have a grand time, but Oom Han is very melancholy. 
It is far too nice of you to knit so much for us. You need not hurry, at present it is raining all the time. I am glad I was no disappointment for you but isn't it a blow that I have no curls and can't sing and dance. 
Your dochter [?], your straight-haired 
daughter.
February 8, 1928 – HvS Birthday Eve
Dearest Mother,

The last morning I am in my teens! They have given me all sorts of advice at school, how I am to behave when I am twenty. I must not laugh so much, and must not be so nice to boys and professors, says Goldsteen. I must have only one and him I must belabor with the most subtle tricks. I was sick just listening to him. 
But that I shouldn't say "Stile" and "Verrele". any more or pull out my tongue to the boys is perhaps good advice. I thought first that Goldsteen was altruistic giving me this advice. But since I have a suspicion that he hates not being able to penetrate a mask of friendliness. I think I use cheerfulness and childishness and kindness as a kind of shield around my true feelings. For I am still shy of too intimate contact with boys. I do not want to marry yet. And yet I die with longing for their love and admiration.

Mensendieck is going well. Jeff Scholte is very content with me. Yesterday was a lucky day for me. My work went well, I felt bursting with health and I was prettier than usual. I did not know what to do to get rid of my energy. When I was walking after dark along the canal to the Akademy I took off my hat, the wind blew through my hair and I invented a song.

"Oh the wind strokes my hair,

And the wind strokes my ears,

And the wind whispers words to whoever hears!"

When I had chanted away the excess of jubilation I did a good drawing with Westermann - And the day before! O my! What hopeless misery! 

I was modeling [with clay] in a corner and Agnes de Sitter was talking and laughing all day with a circle of boys around her. And then I was seized with such incredible, passionate, desperate jealousy that I was amazed. I stood, so to speak, looking at myself with open mouth. I trembled with it and could have cried, while she the whole time in my mind was laughing at me. Nobody noticed it, but to air my feelings I began to sing sad songs to match my mood. But the boys and Agnes found it unsuitable and began to bombard me with clay and Agnes rubbed me with a wet dirty rag. After a silence I began to sing again, afraid to suffocate, but immediately the bombardment began again, so I had to give up, trying to model while Agnes and her friends played tennis with lathes [?] and lumps of clay, and Agnes’s laugh cut though my soul. What a funny thing that you cannot help such feelings, isn't it? But at a moment like that I am in despair about nothing. 
I am looking forward to tomorrow. Thank goodness there won't be a party. In the morning I breakfast at Tante Hilda's. But I am looking forward to my first birthday as a grownup, without after tears on my mother's lap!
February 11 [?], 1928 – 20th Birthday Celebrations
Dearest Mother,
100x thanks for letter, flowers fruit and money. But I'll tell you about my birthday later. First I want to tell you about a discovery of mine. I know now why I felt so unhappy when I got laughing gas from Dowling. It has an erotic significance.
Yesterday I cut my finger and Agnes went along with me to have it bandaged. But in the porter’s room she suddenly fainted! Pale as death, she collapsed and fell with a thud on the floor. Maas and I were terrified and I thought: "Goodness, she is dead," but at the same time I thought of her boyfriend, Piet v.R. We brought her around again and Maas said it was on account of my finger, but it was only a tiny cut, so that was ridiculous. Afterwards she told me she thought she was with Piet and quite astonished when she recognized me and Maas. She also told me of her difficulties with Piet, to keep him at a distance and yet not be cold etc. (I do not envy her any more, there is no time for work when these things are going on.) - So I thought this must have something to do with the fainting but I didn't know how. 
Tonight I read the "Briefe an cine Mutter" by Wilhelm Stekel and there stood "Viele erleben in der Narkose einesr gewaltact.(besondes Franen - die situation in das erotische umdichten) un leiden dann an den Folgen dieses suendhaften narkose erlebmisse." That explains everything. She has tried to satisfy herself this way and it proves my fear for gas and the calling out I did, and the whirling of boys and music I saw and the guilty feeling towards Dowling, whom I found standing, as I thought, near my bed when I awoke. It also explains my greater fear of dentists which is beginning to diminish again. I am very happy with this discovery.

Agnes de Sitter is quite an education for me. Through her talks I get a peep into life of the opposite side from the one Nano showed me, I learnt from Nano to accept not being loved, and to give up pleasant phantasies which are untrue. But through Agnes I am seeing a part of life I did not know existed. Agnes is a pleasant, fresh, natural and chaste girl but she has had flirtations since she was 14. Po'l and me are nothing compared to it. She tells how difficult it is to prevent a boy who kisses you from going too far, and what a jolly game it is to get all the boys around you at a party. "You see," She says. "It isn't enough that you look at them once, you have to look at them often or they run off again." 
I choked with laughter at her descriptions and understand why boys don't hang around me. I think it is remarkable, now, that they look at me at all. I enjoy Agnes, and my flights of jealousy are luckily only ridiculous and short-lived. Yesterday we painted together in my room and imagine what she said! She said she had never had a friend like me who could listen without jealousy to her stories of Piet etc. That all her friends always were so jealous of her. Och, Mother, I blushed with shame and pride! Shame because, when she does not leave me one single boy, I do get mad, and pride because I know I never revenged it on her and really am not jealous of her special friends. But I have made a kind of division, and those whom she says she does not like I have reserved for myself, and I cannot tolerate her making up to them without emotion! 
Funny creatures, aren't we? But that compliment did brace me. It is more to conquer your jealousy than to be flattered, and people are nice enough to me. I wouldn't want such a tiresome affair as Agnes was describing. I ought to thank God on, bended knees that He made me square with small eyes and straight hair and fat cheeks so nobody can interfere with my work. Just think, I am twenty and do not even earn my own money yet! 
What a pity about O'Reilly. He surely can't always stay in a mental home? What kind of girl's clothes did he wear? 
Now I must tell you about my birthday. On Wednesday the 8th [birthday eve] Tante Mies gave me 10 gulden and Ralph and Herman gave me flowers and a book of Felix Timmermans. Afterwards I went to school. But I was in such a mad mood that I went with Roeling, Agnes and Goldsteen to the cinema to a movie called Don Juan, which was very sentimental but I liked it. Afterwards Roling proposed a walk through the park and when we stood on a little bridge, with the night wind blowing through the trees. We halted, Roeling looked at his watch and all the clocks rang twelve. Goldsteen fell on his knees, Agnes kissed me and Roeling cordially pressed my hand with appropriate felicitations. Then, joking and laughing, we went to a shop which remains open until 1 o'clock and I bought liquor-candy which I passed around. We used the candy as glasses and drank my health at the corner of my street. Lovely! 
The next morning I went to Tante Hilda’s. Tante Hilda, Oom Han and Engelien sang "Long Shall she live." [“Lang zal ze leven”] and I got presents and found your letters and flowers and fruit at my plate and a pot with tulips from Olga van Marle. Oom Han gave me the pocket knife with which I cut myself the day before yesterday. But Tante Hilda was apologetic that she wasn't my mother and that I wasn't her daughter so I wasn't sorry when I had to leave for school. 
I put a flower in my buttonhole and walked through the streets as proud as a peacock. I bought two huge bags of sweets in a shop, which I passed around to everyone all morning. During Art history the bag travelled constantly. Then I suddenly got the idea of giving a festive bunch and at 12 noon I flew off to buy lots of bread. But half the akademy came so Lous had to fetch more provisions. We met two men with Concertinas and we bribed them to play in front of the akademy. I had spread a white paper on the throne and on it I threw thirty tangerines, a bottle with cherry-lemonade, current bread, cake, filled cakes, and a pound of peanuts. Aus fetched glasses from the kitchen and they all sang "Long shall she live" and toasted. Jurres came to look and Prof. v.d. Pluyess and Bronner too, but he had to disappear quickly for he is bad friends with v.d. Pluyess. After a while the easels were shoved aside, the professors were bombarded with peanuts, till they left the room and we danced to the music of the Concertinas. We did a polonaise, nut on each other's hats, etc. When the model came we chased the boys, cleared the mess and when Jurres came at 5 past one we were drawing. What do you say to that? But I do not believe there was ever a feast like it in the annals of the akademy; and Roeling said "Your birthday was definitely an event!" At 6 I went to Mevr.der Kinderen who gave me a diary with a key [we still have this – HvS wrote in it for 59 years - JTM] and had ordered a cake for me. Then I went back to work, to the surprise of the pupils and was still congratulated by several professors and pupils. (I must have shaken 60 hands that day) and my birthday was over.

The evening you spent at the gaiety I was in bed. Yesterday I saw ”L'Aiglon!” Beautiful! Elsa Mauhs has done Mensendieck for a long time and her movements are beautiful. I've got many letters. Goodbye, your not-to-be-pitied, grateful 
Daughter
February 20 [?], 1928 – Polly Dies
35 Balthasar, Floris straat
Dearest Mother. Thanks 1000x for your letter, it was lovely to get it. I was delighted that you have 100 gulden for me for I am worried about clothes. But I just bought at a sale a coat for next winter and am short anyway. I am longing for you. Are you unhappy at Polly's death? I too.
 What is Grannie going to do now? It will be lovely to have a party with you. 
Goldsteen says he would like to know you and Agnes de Sitter too. Goldsteen is nice. He visits me a lot. He doesn't look very masculine and he is a month younger than I but I like him anyway. Roeling is very interesting looking, long and dark. He isn't German and he isn't Jewish. R. Holst tries to reform my art. I had spoilt my lithographic still life and Prof. Aarts was angry with me but Holst defended me warmly and gave me a pencil. So I did my best with this new still life and now it looks like the first scribble of a child. Your daughter.
(Mother then came, we had a party. I fell in love with Roeling. The following are excerpts from a diary. I had to reject an improper proposal of his - and the resultant see-saw is recorded)
May 13, 1928 – Thoughts about Marriage
Sunday

A curious day today. I woke more peaceful than for a long time. The post brought a letter from John Dowling which I answered glowingly forthwith, instead of painting the sentimental self-portrait I started for Roeling. I had to laugh because of the emotion I had put into it the day before. I had come back happy to my soul from the Saturday morning lessons at the zoo, because he had been so sweet again, and it was all right between us again, a friendship, and no avoiding of each other, like the days before. 
He was my "daddy" again, and we had walked around the zoo blissfully nibbling chocolate. I had told him (partly to please him) that I wasn't disappointed in him and so we had a beautiful mood; he because he had given up his desire for me and I because I had the best in him again. I put daisies in his buttonhole and the laburnums in my hat and then we ran hand in hand to catch the train. Such bliss! Long did we look after each other.

At Tante Hilda I heard music and beautiful poems, felt myself open for the whole world, trembling with life and growing power. At home I began to paint right away, put my box on a chair and sat on a footstool. The mirror hung on the knob of the door. But alas! My canvas got no light so I couldn't judge of the tones. But the fever was upon me, I thought it was a masterpiece and hated to have to leave it and go to Tante Mies for dinner. But now I never saw anything so sentimental. I am not yet ready for sensitive things, I'd better stay cold and honest, that is better! I gave myself cows' eyes.

Before lunch I went to Bertha who was very happy to see me - We discussed my friend, she is the only one besides Mother I tell of it. Mother must know because she is part of myself and I couldn't bear there was something she didn't know about, but Bertha I tell because I want her sharp objective witty judgment. It is always painful to speak of these things but I don't mind if Bertha makes fun of it, because she does it in the same the same way that I do myself. It is a kind of philosophical mockery. At any rate Bertha and I have laughed together a lot in our laugh, and though I felt a little disloyal, that is just a scruple, for I know Bertha much longer and perhaps love her even more! She took my side of course, which made me feel good. A person gets to doubt himself, and I really began to think it was cowardice of me that I wouldn't do what he asked. But when I worked it out with Bertha I understood more and more how right I was, and that it would have become a false relationship. As Bertha remarked justly: "Yes, and when it goes wrong it is just a disillusion for him but you're stuck with it." And all those beautiful ideas of giving yourself generously etc, it all ends up that the children are the victims. In any case, with me it would have been impossible because my feeling is not strong enough to support such a situation. I do not love him enough. It is, as I explained to Bertha, as if one person is trembling and fainting for him while another looks down cynically at it. Bertha said that it probably is the same with him. "He must have the same doubt or he'd have mentioned marriage, but he is probably too much of an artist to let you wait for him as if he were just a bourgeois fellow." It is very likely time - how far away Roeling seemed.....We were lying on our stomachs in the heather and I got somber feelings about marriage. Whom would I get, to whom would I be surrendered? The girl can only wait...But Bertha says that unconsciously she attracts, and consciously too, sometimes. In the evening I read everybody's hands to their amusement.

In the train sat a newly married pair of our station-in-life, probably business. He, refused, nervous, with a high, intellectual forehead, sweet intelligent eyes, reserved face, pointed nose, thin lips, kind but bloodless bad teeth. He fascinated me. "That's the kind of person you ought to marry, Money, civilization. position, sonsitivity."...he was a little like Dowling - I contemplated him for a long time and also the very feminine little woman with the sensual lips.

But when I arrived at the station in Amsterdam I decided full of satisfaction: "If I had to choose I'd rather have Roeling" Why? Because of his strong masculinity? You are dumb. You ought to hope that you escape marriage with him, but instead you spin your phantasies the other way.

But before I reached home I decided one thing. Whomsoever I marry, I shall try to make it a beautiful marriage with God's help. Amen.
May 14, 1928 – Roeling and Agnes de Sitter
Monday

Yes, there is an end to the first phase between Roeling and I said I am very happy there is such lovely peace between us. This morning I awoke at a quarter to seven but I managed to be at school at seven thirty. Roeling was there already, he was surprised that I hadn't come sooner. I worked hard at a book cover and he asked after my weekend with great cordiality. It was pleasant. It really was the day for modelling but we had Mrs. Duvivier in the drawing class and I couldn't stay away from it. I ran from one classroom to the other.
It was Agnes de Sitter's birthday and she treated us to hard candy. I had my pockets full of them but didn't want to make myself sick and anyway I wanted to save them for "Daddy." I gave them to him at 12 and when I sat in my classroom with a book he came to bring me an orange. Oh, I had such a restful, happy feeling! A mercy after those exciting weeks. And I worked so well, even did my modeling with pleasure. And "Daddy" fetched me to go with him to an exhibition. 
The world is strange and delightful. All things are suddenly possible. What freedom! No confusing fears, and whipped-up longings, only a miraculous calm and sweet content. Whom must I thank for this? When the need is highest rescue is near. Only I wish I could iron better for I burnt a dress today. [ERM complained about her ironing in 1965 in Geneva!] O work, divine work, I love you. Oh, world, divine world, I love you. Oh, our Blessed Lord, I thank you. "Daddy", I bless you.
May 15, 1928 - Mengelberg
Tuesday

It was nice this morning with Westermann. The sun shone and I had discovered that you can sit in the little garden, so there we spent the rest-periods, joking and doing tricks. Roeling is very strong, much stronger than the others. I picked a flower for him but he had no buttonhole so he pricked a hole in his new suit with a pencil and stuck it in. He also gave me a lovely slice of brown bread with butter. Then I drew Miss Duvivier, but didn't improve it, I think. At lunch I saw Roeling for a moment and gave him a banana. With memory drawing I sat beside him and we discussed art. But the drawing was tiresome and the close proximity of my dear "daddy" made me restless again. If he touches my hand a moment my head splits. 
But luckily that ended too, and I bought an ounce of cookies which I ate and went to Tante Hilda. There I got the offer to go to a Beethoven concert with Oom Han [at the Concertgebouw]. I accepted gratefully and I enjoyed it!! The music was extraordinary, Mengelberg [concertmaster, friend of the Boissevain family] interesting and Grannie was there too, looking fragile and old. Oom Han took me to the artist's room and there it was very jolly. Mevrouw Mengelberg and another lady knew mother and were full of interest. 
The famous violinist Linimerman thought I was English or American. Naughty Oom Han told him I was Czechoslovak and he swallowed it and began talking to me in that language. Afterwards Oom Han told him in confidence that I was Spanish. 
When I was introduced to Mengelberg he said: "Oh, is she Dutch? I thought she must at least be South-American or something, out of those wild regions, she looks so full of temperament. Heavens, when she falls in love she'll eat the man!" I was very flattered and blushed shyly. Grannie also came upstairs a moment and Mengelberg was sweet to her but with me he held my hand too long and I worried whether it was the girl's duty to withdraw her hand first or the boy's. 
I studied him long for I may have to paint him some day, which shows I have megalomania. Ah well, every beggar has his dreams.

Wednesday 16 May 1928
It rained this morning and I didn't talk to Roeling. I had to do lithography and finished my still life. Holst gave me praise because I worked so hard at it. Goldsteen and I had to start a new one, a skull. Roeling is also doing it. I said to Goldsteen "Heh, ask him if he'll also come to lithography on Wednesday." Goldsteen promised to ask him. But if he does it the girls will understand right away, it is rather dangerous. I told Goldsteen that he has become so popular among the girls and he said there are many different opinions of me. Roeling apparently thinks me still very naive but Ydema says I am the most calculating girl of the school. I hope not. I do reason things out but that is because I am not stupid. To be calculating you have to be unscrupulous ans surely I am not that.

When I went down I found the girls were furious because I had asked if Miss Duvivier might stay in her pose. The girls hadn't worked seriously at her and were soon bored. Agnes Pereira was not the least aggrieved, which disappointed me, since Steffens was fiercer, more honest and warmer. Agnes de Sitter thought it a nice opportunity to bail me out. Their jealousy when I work seriously is funny. When I am superficial all is well. But alas! if I concentrate.

I went to lunch with Roeling. First it was lovely, he insisted on buying me fruit and we sat in the park and talked of this and that but then he told of a letter he got from a friend in South Africa who invited him to come over there, which he had decided not to do because it was going so well at the akademy etc. But he might go in four years, perhaps. He was going to travel a lot, before he settled down...
My head shriveled and I looked at him with wounded green eyes. Why I still think he may marry me is a riddle.

I He does not love me enough

II he won't have money for at least 8 years

III you do not even know whether you love him enough

IV He isn't in the least like your ideal

V He says he isn't going to marry until much later and not with you.

Five reasons to put him out of your head! Are you in love with him? Like fire. Do you love him? Enough to marry? No. Do you know he is the right one? Oh no. Can you bear the idea of not marrying him? Sometime... But what is it then? Why is your day spoilt because of a letter from South Africa? Is all this analysis calculation? 
Agnes de S. said today too that my innocence had become calculated. That is because she has noticed that my kind of innocence is successful and now she thinks I bought it at a bazaar in Dublin for 6d.

May 17, 1928 Olympic Games Start
Thursday. Ascension Day

Agnes is finishing my dress. It is a scandal I don't do anything to it. At Mevr. der Kinderen I talked about art and afterwards I went to a beautiful concert. Today is the first day of the Olympic Games. The Dutch won from the French, with 5-0. What they won at I know not.

May 19, 1928 – More Thoughts on Marriage and 7 Children
Saturday,

Yesterday was a jolly day, drawing, lunch with "daddy" and in the evening anatomy, also with "daddy." I met Alfie and Fay at Tante Hilda's. Fay jolly, unpretentious, Alfred distinguished and sympathetic. We drew at the zoo again today. Roeling awaited me at 9 but I arrived only a half hour later. Afterwards we sat on a bench for a while. 
I took off my coat because the sun shone and Roeling admired my biceps. On the way back we discussed marriage. I said I realized I'd have to give up my work for a while and I really believe he was pleased. I wonder does he also entertain phantasies about marrying me. I also definitely told him I couldn't marry yet for a while. I think he liked that too. You could hear his breathing rattle with pleasure. I told him also that I wanted 7 children. He was very amused. He wants to live in the country, with a big pond and a fountain and fruit trees and a river and a big house full of sunshine and yet not too far from the city. Men always want enormous houses. I would be quite content with a little cottage among ordinary trees, with a brook, not far from a village and with a pump in the yard. But his idea is lovely too! Fancy being his wife! Idiotic and yet blessed thought. My ideal is much gentler, more sympathie, loftier and more understanding, but going home I thought maybe that wouldn't do for me. A masculine one, a brown monster, with a bad character, glittering eyes, shining teeth, prickly mustache and red lips.

It could be beautiful - but dangerous. He is like gunpowder. A mistake, and he'd be gone. But "safe" people are not for me. In any case, he doesn't want to marry me. But if not him, then another. The world is full of dark dangerous men. I am beginning to order him around a bit. It is a lovely feeling, like the lion and the mouse. He was sharpening my pencil today and I kept saying it was not sharp enough. He obeyed laughing, the Giant! An old man in the park looked on.

Then the point broke. He saw that too.

"Yes, yes," he said from his bench. "You wanted it so fine!"

But my man must not be too fine, I don't want him to break. Roeling'll do...But he may not know this.
May 20, 1928 Concertgebouw, Beethoven’s 7th 
Sunday Houten Huis

Oh! Oh! I again heard such a beautiful concert [at the Concertgebouw with Tante Hilda! The Pastorale and 7th Symphony of Beethoven. Especially the 2nd movement of the 7th was so beautiful, it went through the marrow of my bones, that melancholy lamentation, the song of a big, lonely heart. And the wild joy, the drunken orgy of the end is grand too. There is one moment which fills your heart with a whoop of joy, you feel it swell inside you and follow the music, pushing everything aside in a tempestuous hurry. And I also loved the calm Pastorale with the sensitive, witty cuckoo. And the thunderstorm! I trembled with emotion. 
Tante Hilda says the thunder is a point of view that has now been left behind. That may be but if I were a musician I would want to do it just so. Apparently it has not been left behind by me. But I preferred the 7th [to the Pastorale]. Today I woke because of the nightingales around the Houten Huis. I dreamt of "daddy" and it was bliss waking and listening to those lovebirds. I prefer skylarks, really, but in the night the nightingales are very sweet. In the morning I walked in the sunshine before breakfast, thinking of my dear boy, [whom] I really believe I am beginning to love. I also visited Bronner, but that wasn't nice. He said he sometimes teased people out of cruelty and I said "I don't." He asked me if I could bear to be teased. "If I know it is done good-naturedly," I answered. "Otherwise I won't have it." "What would you do then?" he asked curiously - "Ph[ooey]!" I said, snapping my fingers. "Would you go away?" "Yes, of course." He looked cross. He wasn't nice but I wasn't either. I got up to go away. "Why do you go?" asked Yvonne. "She goes because she is afraid I am bored with her, admit it honestly," he cried. But I ran off furiously." You don't run a bit elegantly." he called after me.

For a moment I held a baby, the baby of Em. I hardly dared touch it. How soft a child is. And what a lovely feeling. Em is awaiting a second. She has a quiet dignity, but I want to look different all the same, when I'm married.
May 29, 1928 Roeling
Wednesday

Tonight was a moonlit night.

We had a lecture from Holst. We discussed Roeling's drawing. I looked around. He sat in a corner with his lovely sun-burnt face and when he laughed he showed a strong row of white teeth with a cute mustache over them. Boy! How warm it got inside me. It has got so that when he approaches or is near me, something warm seems to envelop me. It is such a subtle feeling, a word is too coarse for it. When I see him such waves of love come over me, I have to clench my teeth not to embrace him, but it is quiet feeling too, for I know he loves me more and more. I can tell him everything, he is my "daddy." Every day he is more like my ideal, but I cannot build on him yet. He supports me with his love, I do not rattle loose beside him; but I am not content until his love carries me, so that I can fly with him over the whole wide world.
June 14, 1928 – In Love with Roeling
Yes "daddy," now I am fast looking my head over you, the bud is bursting! At last, after a terrible Sunday when we again decided to make an end to our friendship, I realized that I must be simpler.
Oh, how lovely it was today on our new bench. He looks at me with adoration and thinks I can give him religion, he wants to know God. He should know what a stupid chicken I am! Ach, I would so gladly have helped him! We are even fond of each other. We walk hand in hand over the streets, bursting with bliss, (If only my aunts don't meet us!!) Oh daddy you are so fine, I love you so! They tease me with him at school, I love it. We are proud of each other as he told me. When he gives me a tender little kiss I tremble with happiness. Oh "daddy," "daddy"!!.....

Book IV 

June 20 [?], 1928 Tribute to Her Mother
Monday

Dearest Mother, Thanks for your letter which I appreciated very much. 
You can always tell me your moods and I will always be interested and though the rest of the world be beastly to you, you can always count on the fact that your own daughter loves no one in the world as much as you and few mothers have ever meant so much to their daughters. All your sisters have good qualities but not one, do you hear, not one, loves truth so much as you or is so honest toward life and so touchingly humble. Let them talk!

With me it goes very well. The romance Roeling - Hilda has been established on a healthy footing. He has realized that it is nonsense not to be friends but we see each other only during school hours. Only sometimes I give him sweets, or he throws an orange in the classroom and we bring each other flowers and use each other's drawing material and similar intimacies. We don't walk together any more, of course, except when the whole class draws animals on Saturday morning in the Zoo, for then he draws next to me and gradually we wander through the Zoo together. But that is allowed. 
The man at the ticket office of the Zoo has been at sea and knows father! He asked after him right away. The school starts at seven in the morning. It is lovely to draw so early but at 4 I’m pretty exhausted after 9 hours at a sketch with only 1 hour free in between. And then we still have to draw at home. I don't understand my peaceful feeling about Roeling. Where is the tempestuous sorrow I felt for three days? Gone, and why? Because he came only for me at the anatomy lessons to the akademy. I knew it was a crisis. If he didn't go, then he was merely in love. If he did go, then he also loved. He felt it himself for he said that he really couldn't go, he had other dates but he felt he had to go. That was on Friday. 
Saturday morning I woke up so happy, without the old seasick feeling. I went to the Zoo full of ambition to work and when he came I wasn't even excited. He was very tender to me, said he thought everything right the way I arranged it, put laburnum in my hat, bought chocolate bars for me and brought me to the trolley. At school he is also sweet and attentive, warm, cordial, friendly and not emotional. He has let me free. It is good we do not see each other so much any more. He works hard and I too. He is angry if I don't. It is such fun to see him already at 7 o'clock. He asks after my experiences of the day before, gives me advice about art, tells me which exhibitions to see and when we take our breakfast in the garden he shares his head with me. It is lovely and much nicer than all that love-business. And now I have time again to read and to sew, now all those walks are over.

Love H.
June 21, 1928 – Roeling Again
Wednesday

Dearest Mother

It is going well between Roeling and me but always more tempestuous. But you needn't fear – he doesn't even want that one thing any more, he'd rather hang himself. Besides it was only in the beginning he wanted that. We love each other more and more. He told me today that he is very selfish but still he wanted to do anything for me. I believe it. 
We went to Eandirrst on Saturday with 15 people of the akademy. We swam and he was so beautiful! Quite reddish brown with broad shoulders and narrow hips and he could do everything best. Then we ate and hid ourselves in the dunes and afterwards we two were tired and minded the clothes while the others played football but they look at us so significantly that I proposed a walk to him. So we went for a walk and he said that alas! he had to restrain his love because of circumstances and then he kissed me, but I was unhappy because I didn't think he ought to restrain his love no matter how poor he was so I ran away and hid myself somewhere for I hated that we couldn't just arrange to wait for each other in a sensible way, because I love him so much. 
Then I heard a coaxing whistle and saw him looking for me on top of a dune. I held my breath and he went straight at me though he didn't yet see me. Clouds gathered over our heads and the first drops fell down. In the distance sounded the waves of the sea and through it all the light whistle. I could not stick it any longer and ran right through a thorn bush to meet him. He saw me and a nervous spasm went through him. In a few jumps he was with me. Mother! How he looked! The heath stuck in my throat for his eyebrows were gathered angrily, beads of sweat stood on his forehead, his hair stood straight on end, his eyes were dark and desperate and with trembling lips he asked:

"Where have you been? You have made me terribly anxious!" 
Of course I hid my face in his coat and to my surprise tears dripped from my eyes. His hand trembled, his heart beat wildly and oh! If you had seen his face you would have been moved. Then he took my hand and climbed the dune without saying a word, in the streaming rain. He walked like a king with a flapping coat over one shoulder, his head high and his curly hair moving in the wind. Oh I swelled with pride and admiration and knew he was my man! I felt like an Indian squaw with her lord and master. And when he turned round with grim mouth and soulful, sad, dark eyes I shuddered with respectful awe. That was a man! But I understood too because of his passionate, sorrowful, wounded anger that he thought I had not trusted him and had run away because of that. While it had only been a symbolic action, I had wanted to run away from my own sorrow. He stood beside me with bowed head and said with a desperate glance at me:

"Tell me what must I do to be good? I find it so hard to know what to do!" 
I looked at him and said in a choked voice with glittering eyes: "Do you think I know?" and turned myself around right away for my emotion suffocated me. 
Then we went to the beach together where the wind had lashed the sea into an angry foaming ocean. I ran recklessly to meet the waves and they wet me to my middle. "Daddy" watched it sadly from the beach. I came back, covered with foam. He looked at me speechlessly. I couldn't go back to Amsterdam like that! But I was so beside myself, you have no idea. The others were amazed when they saw us. He windblown, with my coat, stockings and shoes, I wet to the middle, my hair on end and a long stick in my hand. 
We told them that I had fallen in the water which made everybody laugh heartily. As usual my example was catching for soon they all waded around in the waves wetting their clothes. "Daddy" was full of care for me. He carried me over a dirty place to the steps, dried my feet, told me to buy some dry stockings, etc. and seemed very concerned for my health. I had often surprised an anxious look of him. I had meanwhile decided to make an end to our friendship. My teeth chattered at the mere thought. 
He brought me home without a word, only pushed some cornflowers into my arms. Every minute I wanted to say: "This is the end," but I couldn't. I wanted to because I'm afraid I am beginning to love him too much. But today we rowed together and he has told me I must trust him, that he'll never do that one thing to me, that he will be good for me and he feels as if we are made for each other. I too!
June 23 [?], 1928 – Roeling Thinks HvS Beautiful

Tuesday evening

Yes mother, we are kind of engaged now. He said yesterday evening that he was glad to have to wait so long for me because now he had time to grow better. 
"And for you I can't be good enough". 
He said he would never let me go, that he was much too happy to have found me, and that he would take good care of me. And I said I was ready to take the consequences. And he said he trusted me so much, he expected that I would be great and beautiful when trouble came and not weak and spineless. He said that he felt that I would always understand him and that I was the most magnificent thing he had ever known, and that he would battle to be worthy of it. 
He was wonderful, Mother, and filled my hungry heart in all its corners. He wants to work hard and later he may take me to South Africa because he has a friend there and he says that it is such a good country for artists. 
But you need not worry about that yet. We talked about children and he is so understanding, mother. He longs to be a father. Mother you don't know how much I love him! 10x more than when I saw you last. And I am beginning to be one who dreads the waiting. But I plan to do your housekeeping in the vacation for I want to learn, and I don't want to be a sloppy housewife for my Prince hates that. (He calls me his Roumanian Princess.) I asked him if he would still love me when I have false teeth and he said he'd put them on the mantelpiece and kneel before them! [Yuck! Aren’t we glad she didn’t marry him! JTM]

But what I like best of all is that miraculously he thinks me beautiful! He thinks me "magnificent." Mother, did you ever hear such a thing! I was amazed. And he even likes my clumsy legs! He says there is such growth in me and that he thinks that so lovely. He said he would always love me more and more and I said "Well, of course" and then he laughed uproariously. 
He always has to laugh at my jokes and then he says he'll eat me. "Do you know you are very precious?" he asked me: "I bet you!" I said. "I wonder you aren't more grateful!" And then he almost squashed me. I told him lots about you and father and said he had to be very grateful to you for you had made me what I am and then he kissed my fingertips and said that was what he said he was. I asked him how he liked you and he said he couldn't say he didn't know you well enough. But then I asked him just as I asked you, what his first impressions was and he said "pleasant." And that it had struck him that you looked so alive and not so died out like most older people. I told him your first impression of his was pleasant too and he liked that, he was pleased. 
Mother, you don't half know what an angel he is, You'll love him. He thinks so symbolically and psychologically and understandingly. He wants to spend the next vacation with his brother in a cottage in Ireland for 3 months. Wouldn't you like to get to know your future son-in-law that way? But Mother, you understand how grave I am becoming. No one understands better the demands marriage will ask of me and the duties which will be laid on me, but as my Prince says: "It is lovely to work for a cause." Listen, the boy has such a beautiful name: Gerard Victor Alphonse = Battle, Victory and the name of a saint.

Do you know what I like? That he isn't very Dutch. He comes from Brabant
 and his Grandfather was French. But it is all still a deathly secret.


June 24, 1928 – Engaged to Roeling

Wednesday

Yes we are formally engaged. In 4 years we'll marry. [HvS was in fact married within four years – but not to Roeling.] He first remains a few years at the akademy and then he goes to Paris or somewhere and then we'll marry and live somewhere abroad. He wanted to get his teacher’s diploma but I thought it better to start a pottery business or something. But, as he says, all ways are open to us. He says we must earn [for] each other but it is funny – we speak as if we were going to marry tomorrow: 
He wanted to call his oldest son Hildo but I said that I would then call his oldest daughter Alphonsetta so he gave up the idea. He says it still has to be a great secret but he can hardly hide it, he says he'd like to tell everyone, and can't walk with all those riches in his pocket. I not either, it's very hard! Don't you think 24 a good time to marry? He is such a lovely person, mother. 
Hilda
June 25, 1928 – Disengaged
Thursday

I have given him back his word, mother. We just hated not ever to be able to marry anyone else now and we both thought the future terrifying. So now we'll wait and see if we love each other enough. We are afraid we are too similar and too complicated. I got the shivers thinking of myself in South Africa with a lot of children, a "strange" man, no one to help me and that horrible hot sand and hot sun. And he thought it rotten never to be able to look at other girls. So I told him he could be quite free and he was so grateful he gave me a peach. We love each other all the same.

Heh. I was so afraid, what a terrible thing. I am a rotten child. Are you happy?
Hilda

(I went to Ireland for the vacation and found Jan had appendicitis and was in hospital. HvS)
July 25 [?], 1928 Jan is Sick
Dearest Father,

We arrived after an adventuring journey (we missed our boat train but luckily we caught another train and arrived in time anyway). 

Now I'll tell you of the situation here. Jan is very well, he first had a bad time, nightmares etc. but all the nurses and doctors are well content with him and now he may lie on his side and eat everything. I have visited him today. He was nicely fixed with flowers around him. The consul sent him an enormous bunch and Harrie and Violet too. Aleck, the son of Violet, bought a vase for him, with his own money. Mother comes to sit with him every afternoon until 7, then she reads to him. In the morning he is washed and can't have visitors. 
Today the consul visited him and told him a nightmare he had. He had dreamt that a whole company went to the mountains with him, all in evening dress - and a snowstorm surprised them. The guides said: "Yes, it all is lost, we'll perish!" but the consul cried: "I refuse to die in a dinner jacket. I'll get to the top." And woke up trying to climb the wall. Jan had to laugh so much at that story he got tears in his eyes with the pain. 
Sunday the stitches come out and Saturday week he can go to Sligo. 
We have a nice time, the three of us. Mother's hands are much better. It was time we came, she was very depressed the last days. Jan's illness was a shock for her. But the doctor who operated was a nice man and she is easier about Jan now. Agnes likes it here very much. She sends her love.

'Bye,  
Daughter

(After the vacation, hearing Roeling had "another woman," I broke it off for good. Mother found me too emotional and sent me to Dr. v.d.Hoop, psychologist.)

August 15 [?], 1928 Paid Illustration Commissions

My own dear mother.

I can't sleep, too excited. So I'm writing again - or rather, excited you can't call it but it seems as if all conflicts chose the night to scream in my ears, if only I am busy, life is bearable. Gerard is still ill. I asked Goldsteen how it was with him but he didn't know for he is with friends and no one knows the address.
 You must look in the children's corner of the Handelsblad. I have illustrated a story of Dr. Luikerhoek. I get 5 gulden for it. 
Fritz van Raalte has become great friends with me. He is a cordial fellow. We drank tea together and on the menu we drew pigs and elephants. He can do it very well. He has good taste and it is nice for me to know him. I owe it to Ralphje. He likes me because I am ordinary and don't act insulted if he is a bit familiar but I always feel it when people are really coarse or only frank. 
He wanted to see my hands. "Yes, that is very important," he said and he liked mine. He once knew a girl who had hands like a child-murderess and so he wouldn't have anything to do with her; though he liked her at first. 
We talked about Vorder Hake, I told him of my experiences at school and he told me that Vorder Hake had complained to him about the article of Prof. Casimir in the Handelsblad and van Raalte had answered: "Now, you write something then, to answer it," but Vorder Hake wouldn't do it. Fritz van Raalte also told me two stories of Andersen which I didn't know and lent me a book. Perhaps I may illustrate a book of fairy tales for him which he wrote himself. He is a good connection to have, that is certain and he and v. d. Hoop save me from despair in the other sex.

Jan Canada [Boissevain] has a commission for me to illustrate some philanthropic pamphlet, so that's all right. I also promised to paint all their children. And I am going to give lessons. So I am busy. 
Oh yes, I still have to tell how it went with van Raalte. He liked the drawing. He phoned another important person and he came in, bowed and pulled a face like: "Oh, goodness, another protege." Listened crossly to what v. Raalte had to say. The result depended on him - Then he saw the drawing and seemed afraid of something atrocious, but it didn't look too bad, he studied it and even, yes, smiled. "That's good," he said. "We'll take it." Then he wrote down my address for future orders and disappeared. Van Raalte rubbed his hands and said it was a stroke of luck. He did not consider me enthusiastic enough. I believe my self-respect shone through my humility and surprised him. 
But I knew that when I didn't get Gerard all the other things would fall in my lap, and yet nothing in the world can make me really happy now so success is not very dangerous. It can't go to my head for my head is filled with Gerard.

"How many brothers have you?" asked van Raalte.

"How do you know I have brothers?" I asked.

"That is my job, to know things like that," he said.

"What else do you know?" I asked.

"That you are full of wishes," he said.

"That is true," I admitted, struck.

He is pedagogical advisor and had to help a rich girl rehabilitate herself. "Now, we'll get work for you," he said and gave her books to translate. But he gets the books from other people who had to do them. Those people submit it as their own work and get their pay. The money the girl gets is paid by van Raalte, and he gets it from her papa - Funny, eh?
H. 
September 18[?], 1928 HvS Self-Confidence Sustained by Little Princess
Dearest Mother, I was very happy with last letter and presents. With v.d. Hoop, it is queer. He doesn't analyze me yet. I doubt if he'll do it. I must write down my dreams and then he reads them and asks me a thing now and again. I air my feelings and he answers little. 
About the fear of teeth he only told me to go to a dentist who didn't hurt me - and that dentists can do much for teeth. He said that I had to save the courage to be unhappy. He said that my great danger at present is to lose my self-confidence. That is also shown in my dreams. He makes me so weak about Gerard. It makes me think it was all my fault. I guess he did wrong too but I feel my love failed, that I was not mature enough, that I was too frank, left him too little illusion about me etc. V.d. Hoop thinks I tried to frighten him off on purpose because I subconsciously did not approve of my love. And the funny thing is I've become much too sensitive. I know exactly what people think of me, which is not flattering at present. At school they all pity me with a whiff of contempt, which they would not admit to themselves. Lately it was very bad, I had sent in a jolly poster and they wouldn't hang it. They also didn't like the paintings I sent to the exhibition. My work was so weak [?]. Lucie said: "Damn it, if you didn't spoil it on purpose because you think it's bad, it'd be excellent!" I know it is true. 
And I was very weak lately. My feeling for Gerard seemed to burst me...imagine loving someone so much your heart stops when you see him and you have to swallow when you see his hat somewhere and you start when you hear his name. Imagine knowing there isn't any hope at all because you wouldn't even want to marry him? And you have to see him every day, fear to see him, long to see him? Ah well. Roeling is popular, and has most to say in the Students Union and the Festival Committee. His work is excellent and his poster got the place of honor. Perhaps you'll think it childish but it made me grind my teeth in fury. Then I fly to the w.c. and using my hands and cry "Is there nothing, then, for me?" 
Today it was terrible. We had memory drawing and I could see Roeling. I couldn't help making a few sketches of him and the fact that he was in the same room made me so dizzy I couldn't pay attention to my work. And there I sat, fighting my feelings till my heart broke and I felt my forehead wobble and he sat calmly doing good work. Oh! I cursed life that moment. And then I remember all the criticism he made of me and think of the other woman with a clearness which sometimes makes me burst into tears in the middle of the street. I tremble and quake with jealousy and inferiority. Meanwhile the professors told me I made "a joke" of my work because with bitter gallows humor I had accentuated the badness of my work. Prof Jurres passes Roeling and says: "Excellent! Go on like that!" Paf! said I - and only ashes remained of me. Roeling, boyishly happy, blushed and smiled. He went on drawing with fervor.

I could work if only he weren't at the school. It isn't sorrow but emotion which bothers me. Not that I contemplated suicide but I felt a vague sympathy with it. I walked, eyes blinded with tears, asking the reason for life since I could do [?] nothing, knew nothing and produced nothing. But luckily I passed a book shop and bought The Little Princess 
by F Hodgson Burnett for 76 cents. A very good book for me at present. 
With van Raalto it was well. He understands that I do not want to be too intimate with him. I felt that I was disgusted, friendly and appealing. My recently shed tears gave me a lady-like dignity which I do not usually have, for van Raalte oozed respect. I could see he had been angry and had thought that I was going to take airs. He meant to let me feel it was all my fault which I admit. But nothing of all this happened. He looked at me scutinizingly for a moment and I answered his look frankly, which satisfied him. I could see he understands I had blamed myself and had no bad thoughts of him, merely wanted to change the relationship. He was very polite. 
Going back, I was in a slightly better mood. It is lovely to walk when you are unhappy. And the fact that I had bought The Little Princess made me think of the book. I read it years ago, and I thought "You are a princess too, you want to be good and try to think of others, so remember and don't despise yourself." I believe God does love me very much. 
This evening I went to school but the model wasn't there and the festival committee was rehearsing. I met Roeling and I said to him "Jurres praised, you, didn't he?" He beamed. "A little," he said, but he was happy. 
I asked Moulin for paper and made poems for the party on a bench in the hall. In the auditorium was music and they were noising about. I got excited and got in the mood. My poems were good. Roling went through the hall. First his face stiffened but then he remembered he could talk to me. "What are you doing?" he said. "I'm making poems," I told him and he gave a jolly laugh. Then I also went into the auditorium and brought the poems. Great success. I was hauled into the circle and asked to conduct the orchestra. Baryhays and Hulobergen invited me to have tea with the Committee. Roeling declaimed and I pulled his leg a little. 
I thought I'd been a fool. Why should I stay away from everything and feel lonely and out of it, why shouldn't I make fun? I am young. A street organ sends me dancing, one so seldom has a feast. Those family balls aren't my kind, why shouldn't I go? When I went home I managed a little costume with a shawl and an Indian cloth. Roeling and I can't be on tenterhooks all the time, I must be able to speak to him and if I avoid him I am out of everything for he is the center of all fun, and Goldsteen is always with him. Last year the three of us were the center. I feel so hopelessly, hopelessly alone. I don't get much help from Agnes and Esther. They pity me without understanding my difficulties. But it doesn't help to gnash one's teeth, life goes on. 
Up to now I was curiously numb and now my feeling is waking up again and the least little pinprick seems lethal. But it does mean that things are mending. I can also speak about it more easily. Which is a sign it's coming to the surface. It seems like a year since I saw you, the time crawls, or rather, there are so many days to a day! It is so that I look up in surprise when someone asks me about yesterday. I irritate Aunt Hilda with it, she thinks I am dreaming....but yesterday....that seems a century ago. 
In any case I am going to the feast and I am going to try and keep my head high like the little princess. I am going to try and help others. I hate people to avoid me because they think I am pulsing [?] with sorrow. It is true, after these last weeks when someone talked to me, I had to swallow a lung before I could answer, and my eyes were hazy with tears, which I suppose will still occur sometimes, but I don't want to shut myself off from others, I want to help, only in that way can I feel a princess. I love being nice to Engelien. 
At the feast I am going to deny that picture of pale sufferer. I am going to let myself be manicured and my hair waved. I'll be beautiful. I am not saving on food, which I need. Later I can go hungry again. Now a warm cup of soup is sometimes a cure for melancholy. 
Now you mustn't think I believe I am carrying the load of the world on my shoulders! Far from it, I'm even well off. To be engaged at my age with a boy like Roeling would be, viewed objectively, a tragedy. 
Then I have my art and my first timid steps into publicity: I only suffer [indecipherable word] because of myself. I am fighting phantoms, I am riding a mount that I can't master. That is what makes me suffer. It is not grief, it is unrest and division. O that tumultuous, heartrending, perspiring, exhausting, enervating struggle! Sometimes I think you can see the steam come off me. They who call me undisciplined ought to know what I live through second after second, every time when I pass his coat on the hanger and half of me tells me to hide my face in it and kiss it and the other half sneers and makes me go on. Oh! That pulling, and torturing pulling! If you get your daughter sent to you by post in two little pieces fastened with a blue ribbon, shed a tear over the battle that caused it. But my passions haven't the faintest chance, my resolution is immoveable. Sometimes it is as though I felt a cold hand grabbing me by the neck and shaking me. I'm not going to drink a drop of wine at the feast, for one thing is sure, if I go the cold hand goes too. Yes go ahead, struggle and kick, after a while it will slacken and only a single spasm will show where once was a bloodthirsty feeling. 
Yes, Roeling gets the best of it all. He is successful and well liked, so are the others. Goldsteen is the genius of the school and very popular. I am nothing. I know what people think of me and it is true. I have talent but haven't made anything remarkable or original yet. I look nice but unkempt and am not always gracious. I am undisciplined, babyish, can't keep measure, don't know my place. 
But: I am honest, to myself and in my work. I want to do right. I obey my intuition. Those are good and rare things so success will come if I work hard. I'll also get wisdom for I want to learn and do not refuse things because of vanity or obstinacy. And when the battle has been won I'll be disciplined. At present it is impossible. People don't say of a volcano: "If only it learnt to control itself" God knows I try. When I see Agnes flirt with Roeling I have to clench my fists and gnash my teeth, but I don't blame her, she doesn't know any better. I know I have faults but I shall learn from them. Values are so curious. If I could choose I'd probably make it all much pleasanter and easier, then I wouldn't have to push my face into my cushions and cry because of my defects, but then I wouldn't become a queen, perhaps, and I'd like to. I'll do my best, Mother, I promise. I try and try and God'll help me for He does. He is my only true friend and that is why I am not really lonely. Please don't worry about my dramatic language, that is just to release my feelings. 
H.
September 25[?], 1928 Surprised by van Gogh
Dearest Mother.
Thanks for the money, I'll keep it. I did not go to the party. I felt it was not right, I was too excited and even the preparations for the party made me so excited that I cried (that was Wednesday) Then I went to Tante Hilda, told her I needed a rest and was going to Grannie. I packed lots of books and sewing and had three wonderful quiet days at the Houten Huis, only I ate too much. There was a storm and I had to think of Gerard. Last week a wall shifted and he had a few terrible nights in a rocking house. 
Everyone was very nice to me at the party. It wasn't much good anyway, the dancing was nice but last year's mood was far to seek. Yet it unified the school again. I had enough with Bauhuys, Moulin, Aus and a new girl. Bauhuys toasted to the fact that they had me back again. That was because I was cheerful again. I'll try to keep it up. Later I am very unhappy about my work. I feel all I miss - on that score I have also lost my self-respect. 
But do you know who consoled me? Van Gogh! I was at the Modern [Museum]. Van Gogh I never understood but today I stood still, surprised. All my old favorites seem dull beside him. I began to understand. It is because I have to struggle so myself and am so engrossed in the minor significance of things that I was unimpressed [?] by Van Gogh. "Here I am," it said. "I struggle! I suffer! I want to be spirit but my spirit is matter and my matter is spirit, God help me!" I didn't feel what I feel with those clever people, like Goldsteen, Roeling, what illustrators and advertisers make me feel: that I am so powerless, silly, childish, undisciplined, stupid, etc. No, those people are friends, Rembrandt and Van Gogh, I feel they are human, they do not laugh at me because I can't draw a horse. "Och," they say. "We know it is difficult, look, we suffer too!" It is funny but feel truly consoled. I also feel that one person can't have everything and that I am doubting a present from God. If I have something it will come out.

Now about Gerard – you are too hard on him. His behavior was bad but you do not know his attitude. He lied to himself, he tortured himself. He didn't want to do us harm, and really struggled. You are unjust to him if you do not see that. He did want to do right, but was too much accustomed to do otherwise. He wanted to be honest, but couldn't. He is a poor, torn person and he suffers. He is pale and thin and wasn't at school today. Sometimes my heart bleeds for him but my severity may be his salvation. I am still waiting for a conversation on his part. No, I know he is sensual and not very noble but he isn't a scoundrel. If he did me harm it is my own fault. I ought to look after myself and I knew from the beginning I shouldn't fall in love with him.

PS Believe me mother, Gerard didn't know what he was doing, he had a troubled viewpoint, he travelled with a defective compass. If you could see him now your mother heart would open. He is so thin! And not bitter at all and touchingly happy when I smile at him. Can you judge someone? Do you know his life, his motives? If I blamed anyone it would be that "Woman" but she is probably unhappy too and he is perhaps the only thing she has in the world. No mother, our happiness comes through ourselves Gerard is unhappy because he has sinned against himself and I too and that Woman probably too. I know he did wrong. He still does wrong. I condemn his behavior but he is human and I know a tender side to him, though alas! It is the shortest side. H.

PSPS Oom Han and Tante Hilda are very unhappy because a ship is sinking near the coast and it is impossible to save the sailors. In years there has not been such a storm. There is a chance of water shortage and one of the lifesavers has died.

I wish you could understand Gerard. If I quite understood him myself I'd be cured but that's a long way off yet. If I hadn't been so in love that I wouldn't believe what my intuition told me he would never have been able to make me suffer so. Do you remember that day in Blaricum when I asked you: "Is happiness possible?" and you said "of course" and I wouldn't believe you? I knew I was meeting sorrow and that wasn't choosing the right thing but at the time I didn't know what else I could do, I felt that one needed courage to live and so I chanced the engagement, and I am not at all sure that it hasn't enriched me. In any case I am nearer understanding human nature, and have more sympathy for others. You do not get those things without paying for them. In any case my unconscious struggle has become conscious and now I eat less greedily. I feel and suffer more, but it is good. I only wish Gerard would leave; then I could work better. It think it so extraordinary, this storm. It is just as if it has something to do with Gerard and me - very self centered. 
Gerard has moved in the vacation to a tower. All those unhappy days he worked at his studies. When I went in I did not like it. It was very magnificent and artistic à la Mr. Tiggers, only more severe. Very cleverly done. But it was the kind of unpleasant cleverness. "See what I can, see what I am!" said the room. "Dare you criticize?" I told Gerard that I thought it not cozy enough, that he hadn't thought of me when he worked at it. And see! Now the wind comes and the whole, beautiful studio is spoilt. The furniture is ruined by the rain and the wall displaced. The other tower fell in. The new architects apparently did not know about hurricanes. And it keeps on blowing. 
Would he have to move? He hates school now, it makes him ill. If he has to move anyway, will he go to Paris? I wish he did, not only for me but for himself too. He ought to have gone anyway. He says he can't because of the money. I think it's nonsense. He also couldn't marry me because of "money." No, it's because of that Woman, and he ought to break that off, it can't be healthy. That's why I hope the wind'll chase him. Isn't it symbolic? His horse is on a tower, beautiful, but it is blown down. My ugly little room is sheltered, I was even able to keep my window open these terrible nights! 
'Bye 
Hilda
October 10 [?], 1928 Analysis Blamed for Lack of Self-Confidence
Dearest Mother.

I'm so sorry about Jan. But I would not go to Holland. I should send him to another school in Dublin, a school where he won't feel a stranger. Even if he became a Catholic I believe it would be better, also because of Willem. And I know how refreshing it is to make a new reputation for yourself and not to be always tied to the old one. The money is a difficulty of course. So don't send that extra money for father. I'll use one of those you sent already. I am beginning to earn money, soon I can perhaps help you a little. Aunt Hilda says she may be able to help you with v.d. Hoop. She says it is necessary for me to go there. 
Now, I am trusting to your judgment but I don't see what good it is doing me. He doesn't analyze, he just lets me rattle on. The result in that I do see myself more clearly but that comes also because he sometimes says the wrong things which make me think. So he was always saying I lacked self-confidence and that made me discover that it comes through pride, but he didn't say it, I doubt if he sees it. I know it is because I set such a high standard for myself that I am so depressed that I don't measure up to it. I must be content to be mediocre, if God wishes it. 
Oh mother, I understand many things but what v.d. Hoop does other than indirectly, I do not see. Yet I believe that the fact that I can air myself is a great help. But he doesn't analyze and I still have the impression that he can't handle me - but perhaps I'm mistaken. But perhaps the fact that he makes me say my least pretty thought is a good thing. Yet he isn't the sort of person I would recommend for Jan. He doesn't give the impression of Power. He is quiet and rather superior but weak, I think, and he has a girlish laugh, which irritates me. I feel he thinks me interesting, and in the beginning I was flattered but now it bores me. Please send Jan to Maeder. 
Meanwhile I'm getting back to normal by myself; and having someone to talk to is a good thing. Aunt HIlda hates confidences, Mevr. der Kinderen is getting bored too and I suppose it's about time I listened to her a spell. I do not speak to the girls at school either, so v.d. Hoop is the only one I have and he irritates me. 
Ah, well - I asked him about Gerard [Roeling] and the only thing he could say was that he is vain. I am sometimes convinced he just misses the truth. V.d. Hoop is a good fellow but I really need a more gifted man, with intuition. Meanwhile his errors are giving me back my self-confidence. Instead of getting to depend on him I am getting more and more free. I see that I have quite an honest eye on myself and that life ought not to be a hopeless business. And it is as if my soul is waking up. I dream almost every night of God and the Devil, it seems as if I'm only now being part of actual life and yet I'm the same child as ever. When I read books about people who sadly recollect their childish years I am astonished. I was just the same when I was small. Gerard hasn't changed me either, except that he has made me more conscious.

I am not unhappy and await with surprise what's coming in the next world. Though outer adventure are banned for a while what seemed so empty proves full of things. I am peaceful about Gerard, though I am still in love with him.

Every day I understand everything better. It was inevitable that it should be so, like darkness besides light. From the beginning Gerard wanted of me that I should withstand him and I of him that he should try me. We did both and can now go in peace. I also feel that love is a grace which you cannot demand and does not depend on people’s virtues. I also understand Father much better.

December 13[?], 1928 St. Nicholas and Christmas Celebrations
 Dearest Mother. 
I am so glad you don't have an ulcer! Please take it easy and don't worry about Grannie. She is up again. Of course it is true that she is in an uncertain condition in which anything can happen but don't picture the worst. I have got all sorts of commissions for children's portraits in the vacation. 
Oh Mother, I do nothing but celebrate Christmas. I have a tree in my own room and I had a lovely evening with the two Agneses, Ans Op't Land, Esther, Engelien, Mevr. der Kinderen, Olga van Lennep and also Oom Han and Aunt Hilda for a moment. Ralph helped me put up the tree and decorate the room and Aunt Mies sent me a Christmas cake and lemonade. 
For Engelien I had bought a tiny doll’s gramophone. Yesterday I brought her tiny candles for her Christmas tree in the doll’s house, which we lit. It caused great joy. 
Friday, the last day in school, I also made a Christmas party. I had bought some candles for my own tree and when I came in the hall I saw the little orange tree and out of mischief I put two candles on it and lit them and it looked so nice a few boys and girls sang to it. Then I hung a paper on the wall saying that everyone could come in the Hall Friday at 3.30 for a Christmas party. It wasn't allowed, I should have asked permission and I had to go to Professor Jurres. Professor Jurres didn't mind a bit, he thought it a lark if only we did not damage the tree. So I bought candles and fireworks and garlands and tangerines and a star and trim the tree. Roeling enjoys it all hugely and watches us through the glass doors. We treat each other quite naturally now. But Esther had asked me to have coffee with her and some others at the cafe next door. I said I'd come in a minute, I first had to say something to Jurres. Then I went there, still thinking of Jurres, open the door of the cafe and say to the group of students sitting there: "Listen, Jurres is such a darling..." and suddenly stop, for Roeling is sitting there too and looking straight at me. It was so funny. I hadn't even imagined the possibility so I said impulsively: "Oh! Grat!" [“Great!”?]
"What's the matter," they all cry and so I laugh and sit down between Moulin and Hulsbergen and tell about Jurres and act quite ordinary and even leave earlier than the others. I'm sure Roeling must have noticed the change.

In the afternoon it was lovely, only they wouldn't sing and didn't hardly look at the tree which was jolly with tangerines, and everything. I had heaps of fireworks and twenty boys were waving them around, a few had brought a sprig of mistletoe under which I was kissed 3 times. They were so cordial, and it was so beautiful, and when they sang it was so exciting, but of course they had to go off to celebrate somewhere else and made an end to it much too soon. They all went to a grotto cafe to dance, only because there they can flirt and my feast was so friendly and innocent. I didn't go, I had to go to v.d. Hoop. But they thought it was because of Roeling. I don't know whether I would have had the strength to refuse but luckily I couldn't go. They begged me but I was firm, dancing. Tonight there is a fancy dress ball at Jan and Mies. I hope you have a lovely Christmas. I still don't know whether I like v.d. Hoop but I'll try to make the best of it. V.d. Hoop and Gerard both think me so immature and I'll try to accept it and yet I always felt maturer than Gerard and even have a temptation to feel maturer than v.d. Hoop. I suppose that is a sign of great immaturity?
1929

July 1, 1929 Portrait Commissions – “Hates Illustrating” - Dreams
My darling Mother, thanks for your letter, it was lovely hearing from you. I hope you eat raw foods for your appendix.

Aunt Heleen and I got on well together when I stayed with her but I couldn't finish the portrait because she fell ill. So she suddenly asked me to go with her to Florence. I said of course "yes," right away. "Can you go next week?" She asked.

Now, that was hard, but I said if it had to be I could. But she said she could wait a little longer. So now perhaps I'll soon be in Italy for a few weeks. What do you think of that? You understand how delighted I am. I know very well the possible embarrassment of such a journey but it is the chance of a lifetime and I accept it with both hands. 
And anyway at school it is awful at present. Holst has his will and four of the girls are now in the boy's class and we have two silly boys in ours who spoil the atmosphere. Besides, they smoke and such awful stuff it gives us a headache. I have an aversion to men at present so this is all disagreeable to me. But work goes well. I made two children's portraits which Aunt Romee liked very much and got a third communion to paint here, her youngest child, a lively youngster. Hildaje van Marle is finished but I still have to finish Willemje. I have earned 22 1/2 Gulden and expect another 30. I am now going to paint portraits at school during lunch hour. My drawing is only so-so. I believe I'll earn more money with portraits than with illustrating for there is much more demand for them. 
Olga's friends heard of Hildatje’s picture and now also want their promising offspring portrayed for 7 1/2 Gulden, which is a sum they can pay. I couldn't have chosen a better price and when I get too many offers I can always add to the price. But now I am happy, I think it is lovely work and I earn much more than with illustrating. And I hate illustrating! You get such crazy subjects! Besides, I think I have a special talent for children's heads. It is not the character that fascinates me, but the soul, and the soul is still so pure and perfect in a child. Everything is there, like a flower so tender and fresh, while life has already mutilated the face of grownups. That is beautiful too, but at present I prefer children, I can't work unless I am charmed. 
I am very lonely so you must write often. V.d. Hoop is sweet to me, not a bit hard or severe. I believe he understands that I mean well. I feel lonely because I am not ready for the demands of people. I can live, but only alone. I can't have or be a friend. Girls like me for a moment but give me little warmth. Agnes is useless because she agrees with everything I say and says sweet thing that mean nothing. She never criticizes. I sometimes think of what Paul Farrell once said. "Men can be friends because they quarrel and learn, women always carefully hide it when they disagree, never learn and never get to be friends. It is true. 
But I had a very nice talk with Susie van Hall (and during that time I had the lovely feeling of talking with someone equal to or above me. Which made me realize how few girls give me that feeling at school.) Susie is a very gifted girl and v.d. Hoop and he did her a lot of good. She gave me back my faith in v.d. Hoop because she confessed that she had the same sensations as I so that I understood that they are natural reactions. It goes very well now, I believe v.d. Hoop likes and does not judge me, though I hate myself so much I can't believe the rest of the world doesn't. 
But do you know something funny? I have really become part of Ralph and Engelientje's [de Booy] life. Those children are always happy when I come and give me sunshine when I least expect it. It is lovely to hear Engelien say: "Are you coming tonight? Jolly!" and "Hilda, come and look, I've got to show you something," and, "it was fun, wasn't it, Hilda?" She is sweet and cordial. And Ralph loves me. We have philosophical arguments and I help him understand his mother and Herman better. He complains that he can't get on with girls of his age because he thinks them so ridiculous and feels so ridiculous. I explain why it is and then he says "But I never have it with you! 
Once he said "Heh, you're nothing but a child still, Hilda." Then I said that people reproached me for it and he said "Don't listen to them. Be glad, a lot of people take pleasure in you. It will go away soon enough and then..."

"What then?"

"Now, then you are a genius, like your mothers."
And we laughed. So you see, there are people who appreciate me, but they are young. 
Grannie is very well at present. Aunt Nella stayed with her and says she can't imagine Grannie getting sick again, so don't worry about that. Aunt Hilda and Oom Han are very good friends. Once Aunt Hilda said that Oom Han had not slept in the concert hall for the first time in their married life, and that was on account of the raw food. And she beamed with pleasure and Oom Han also looked so happy. And now Aunt Hilda teases him with a girl who gives him violin lessons, and with his secretary, and Oom Han impulsively put his hand on hers, and he seems younger and doesn't look as unhappy as a while ago. I'm so glad about it. 
Aunt Hilda now dreams every night of something she can't finish. She says. "I hope it doesn't mean I'm not looking after someone," she said. "Oh, you'll think you don't care of father." said Engelien impertinently. "That's what you think anyway." and Aunt Hilda tries to look as if she isn't thinking at all. 
The poor dear, I believe she is discontented with herself and thinks there is so much to change she'll never get finished. That is my theory which I keep quiet. I understand it because she is so like me in those things. She is just as unsatisfied as I and people have also trampled on her feelings.

1930

January 23, 1930 The Value of Never Feeling Ridiculous
Dearest Mother. 
Thanks for your last letter about your lady you read to. I showed him to Aunt Hilda and she also liked him very much. I'm going the 5th of March to Florence. Jolly, isn't it? With Susie van Hall I have become fast friends. She is something new for me and I adore her. This weekend I stayed with her and painted Susie. She is pleased with it but I am not. It is technically bad and she is much more beautiful. She is an extraordinary girl, full of grace, charm, gifts, talent, spirit, and joie de vivre. The only thing she has little of is humor, and a sort of sober self-criticism. 
But that is what gets her to go so far. She can make a lovely gesture because she never, like me, sees how ridiculous that gesture might be. But Mother, she does fulfill something for me; it was so peaceful to be able to admire again without making an effort. She is terribly ego-centric but in such an unconscious, charming manner that you are captivated and charmed. She talks a lot about herself, but if you look at the changing expressions of her face you feel that no subject could be more interesting and delightful. But she can also listen and has a kind of interest and love for others which she values rather more than it deserves. She is very worldly and yet I feel in her a child. She is a riddle for me, an ever-changing one, and I can understand why all men lay at her feet. But I can see her way never could be my way. She is more mature than I, has more courage and certainty and poise, she is fairylike and suggestive personality and is quite outside my range. It is her perfection that she has no sense of humor, she could not remain perfect with it - impossible. Nothing would be left of her grandeur, her innocence, her harmony. A humorous self-criticism would put out her flame. That is just what is choking me. I do not dare any more. Yet I would not miss it. 
All alone I have laughed to tears over Susie. She told me so touchingly how she brings all men in turn to the road of virtue. And then she says so naively that she always sat in the officers’ room on the boat and that people gossiped so heartlessly about it while her sole motive was to convert some drunkards away from their drink...!"
� Dutch name for a Daddy Long Legs children’s book. Eugen Boissevain’s farewell party in 1913 when he sailed for the USA made Eugen into a Prikkebeen (prick-a-bain).


� Polly was the English governess for at least two and maybe three generations of Boissevains. Since Emily Heloise MacDonnell Boissevain never learned much Dutch, the two of them constituted an Anglophone island at Drafna.


� Northern Brabant is the large southern province in central Holland, centered on Eindhoven. The rest (southern half) of Brabant is in Belgium and was once linked with Luxembourg in the Duchy of Brabant. The secret, I suppose, is that Roeling is part of the Frankish-Spanish Roman Catholic legacy in Belgium whereas his name implies High German Protestantism. Anyway, it is interesting that (1) HvS was ready in 1928 to marry someone who seemed Protestant German but was hiding the deep secret that he was secretly of French Catholic origin, and (2) She says this was an attraction – Roeling’s being from somewhere else, not being Dutch (and mysteriously carrying a secret around with him).– JTM.


� A Little Princess is the 1905 children's book by Frances Hodgson Burnett that was made into U.S. movies in 1939 (with Shirley Temple) and 1995 (� HYPERLINK "http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uTa3V2AdfNk" �www.youtube.com/watch?v=uTa3V2AdfNk�). This book and Little Lord Fauntleroy and The Secret Garden were three of HvS’s favorite stories, all by Burnett. During the last ten years of her life especially, HvS loved watching the UK movies made from these books, at least two movie versions per book. A Little Princess was expanded from Burnett's 1888 serialized novel entitled Sara Crewe: or, What Happened at Miss Minchin's Boarding School, which was published in St. Nicholas Magazine. – JTM.
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