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			SHORT STORIES


			The Yellow Wall-Paper


			(manuscript version)


			


			IT IS very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and I secure ancestral halls for the summer.


			A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I would say a haunted house, and reach the height of romantic felicity—but that would be asking too much of fate!


			Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about it. Else why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so long untenanted?


			John laughs at me of course, but one expects that in marriage.


			John is practical in the extreme.


			He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of superstition, and he scoffs openly at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in figures.


			John is a physician, and perhaps,—I wouldn’t say it to a living soul of course, but this is dead paper, and a great relief to my mind,—perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster.


			You see he does not believe I am sick! And what can one do? If a physician of high standing, and one’s own husband, assures friends and relatives that there is really nothing the matter with one but temporary nervous depression,—a slight hysterical tendency,—what is one to do? My brother is also a physician and also of high standing, and he says the same thing.


			So I take phosphates or phosphites—whichever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and air, and exercise, and am absolutely forbidden to “work” until I am well again.


			Personally, I disagree with their ideas.


			Personally, I believe that congenial work with excitement and change would do me good.


			But what is one to do?


			I did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust me a good deal,—having to be so sly about it, or else meet heavy opposition.


			I sometimes fancy that in my condition if I had less opposition and more society and stimulus—but John says the very worst thing I can do is to think about my condition, and I confess it always makes me feel badly.


			So I will let it alone, and write about the house.


			The most beautiful place!


			It is quite alone, standing well back from the road, and quite three miles from the village. It makes me think of English places that you read about, for there are hedges, and walls, and gates that lock, and lots of separate little houses for the gardeners and people.


			There is a delicious garden. I never saw such a garden, large and shady, full of box-bordered paths, and lined with long grape-covered arbors with seats under them.


			There were greenhouses too, but they are all broken now.


			There was some legal trouble I believe, something about the heirs and co-heirs; anyhow, it has been empty for years and years.


			That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid, but I don’t care—there is something strange about the house—I can feel it. I even said so to John one moonlit evening, but he said what I felt was a draught, and shut the window.


			I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. I’m sure I never used to be so sensitive. I think it is due to this nervous condition.


			But John says if I feel so I shall neglect proper self-control; so I take pains to control myself—before him at least, and that makes me very tired.


			I don’t like our room a bit. I wanted one downstairs, that opened on the piazza and had roses all over the window, and such pretty old-fashioned chintz hangings; but John wouldn’t hear of it.


			He said there was only one window and not room for two beds, and no near room for him if he took another.


			He is very careful and loving, hardly lets me stir without special direction; I have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day, he takes every care, and I feel basely ungrateful not to value it more. He said we came here solely on my account, that I was to have perfect rest, and all the air I could get. “Your exercise depends on your strength my dear” said he, “and your food somewhat on your appetite; but air you can absorb all the time.”


			So we took the nursery at the top of the house.


			It is a big airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all ways, and air and sunlight galore. It was nursery first, and then playroom and gymnasium, I should judge, for the windows are barred for little children and there are rings and things in the walls. The paint and paper look as if a boy’s school had used it. It is stripped off—the paper—in great patches, all around the head of my bed about as far as I can reach, and in a great place on the other side of the room, low down.


			I never saw a worse paper in my life. One of those sprawling, flamboyant patterns, committing every artistic sin! It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced enough to constantly irritate and provoke study, and when you follow the lame uncertain curves for a little distance they suddenly commit suicide—plunge off at outrageous angles, destroy themselves in unheard of contradictions.


			The color is repellant, almost revolting; a smouldering unclean yellow, strangely faded by the slow-turning sun. It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur tint in others.


			No wonder the children hated it! I should hate it myself if I had to live in this room long.


			There comes John, and I must put this away—he hates to have me write a word.


			* * *


			We have been here two weeks, and I haven’t felt like writing before since that first day.


			I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nursery, and there is nothing to hinder my writing as much as I please, save lack of strength.


			John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious. I am glad my case is not serious.


			But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing.


			John doesn’t know how much I really suffer. He knows there is no reason to suffer, and that satisfies him. Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me so not to do my duty in any way. I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and comfort, and here I am a comparative burden already! Nobody would believe what an effort it is just to do what little I am able. To dress and entertain and order things. It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby!


			And yet I can not be with him, it makes me so nervous.


			I suppose John was never nervous in his life. He laughs at me so about this wallpaper! At first he meant to re-paper the room, but afterwards he said that I was letting it get the better of me, and that nothing was worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such fancies. He said that after the wallpaper was changed it would be the heavy bedstead, and then the barred windows, and then that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on. “You know the place is doing you good” he said, “and really, dear, I don’t care to renovate the house just for a three months rental.”


			“Then do let us go down stairs” I said, “there are such pretty rooms there!”


			Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little goose, and said he would go down cellar if I wished, and have it whitewashed into the bargain!


			But he is right enough about the beds and windows and things. It is as airy and comfortable a room as any one need wish, and of course I wouldn’t be so silly as to make him uncomfortable just for a whim.


			I’m really getting quite fond of the big room, all but that horrid paper.


			Out of one window I can see the garden, those mysterious deep-shaded arbors, the riotous oldfashioned flowers and bushes, the gnarly trees. Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay and a little private wharf that belongs to the estate. There is a beautiful shaded lane that runs down there from the house. I always fancy I see people walking in these numerous paths and arbors, but John has cautioned me not to give way to fancy in the least. He says that with my imaginative power and habit of story making, a nervous weakness like mine is sure to lead to all manner of excited fancies, and that I ought to use my will and good sense to check the tendency. So I try.


			I think sometimes that if I were only well enough to write a little it would relieve the pressure of ideas and rest me.


			But I find I get pretty tired when I try. It is so discouraging not to have any advice and companionship about my work. When I get really well John says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he says he would as soon put fireworks in my pillowcase as to let me have those stimulating people about now. I wish I could get well faster. But I mustn’t think about that. ——— This paper looks to me as if it knew what a vicious influence it had!


			There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a broken neck, and two bulbous eyes stare at you upside down.


			I get positively angry with the impertinence of it, and the everlastingness. Up and down and sideways they crawl, and those absurd unblinking eyes are everywhere. There is one place where two breadths didn’t match, and the eyes go all up and down the line, one a little higher than the other. I never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing before, and we all know how much expression inanimate things have! I used to lie awake as a child, and get more entertainment and terror out of blank walls and plain furniture than most children could find in a toystore. I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big old bureau used to have; and there was one chair that always seemed like a strong friend.


			I used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce I could always hop into that chair and be safe.


			The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious, however, for we had to bring it all from down stairs. I suppose when this was used as a play room they had to take the nursery things out—and no wonder! for I never saw such ravages as the children have made here.


			The wall-paper, as I said before, is torn off in spots, and it sticketh closer than a brother—they must have had perseverance as well as hatred. Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here and there, and this great heavy bed which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been through the wars. But I don’t mind it a bit—only the paper.


			There comes John’s sister—such a dear girl as she is, and so careful of me! I mustn’t let her find me writing.


			She is a perfect,—an enthusiastic—,housekeeper, and hopes for no better profession. I verily believe she thinks it is the writing which made me sick!


			But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way off from these windows.


			There is one that commands the road, a lovely shaded winding road; and one that just looks off over the country. A lovely country too, full of great elms and velvet meadows.


			This wall paper has a kind of subpattern in a different shade, a particularly irritating one, for you can only see it in certain lights, and not clearly then. But in the places where it isn’t faded, and when the sun is just so,—I can see a strange provoking formless sort of figure, that seems to skulk about behind that silly and conspicuous front design.


			There’s sister on the stairs!


			* * *


			Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people are all gone and I am tired out.


			John thought it might do me good to see a little company, so we just had Mother and Nellie and the children down for a week.


			Of course I didn’t do a thing—Jennie sees to everything now. But it tired me all the same. John says if I don’t pick up faster he shall send me to Weir Mitchell in the Fall.


			But I don’t want to go there at all. I had a friend who was in his hands once, and she says he is just like John and my brother only more so!


			Besides it is such an undertaking to go so far. I don’t feel as if it were worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and I’m getting dreadfully fretful and querulous. I cry at nothing and cry most of the time. Of course I don’t when John is here, or anybody else, but when I am alone.


			And I am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town very often by serious cases, and Jennie is good and lets me alone when I want her to. So I walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit on the porch under the roses, and lie down up here a good deal.


			I’m getting really fond of the room in spite of the wall-paper.


			Perhaps because of the wall-paper! It dwells in my mind so! I lie here on this great immovable bed (—it’s nailed down, I believe!) and follow that pattern about by the hour.


			It is as good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we’ll say, at the bottom, down in the corner over there where it hasn’t been touched; and I determine, for the thousandth time, that I will follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion.


			I know a little of the principles of design, and I know this thing was not arranged on any laws of radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that I ever heard of. It is repeated of course, by the breadth, but not otherwise.


			Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes—a kind of debased Romanesque with delirium tremens—go waddling up and down in isolated columns of fatuity.


			But on the other hand they connect diagonally, and the sprawling outlines run off in great slanting waves of optic horror, like a lot of wallowing sea-weeds in full chase.


			The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so, and I exhaust myself in trying to distinguish the order of its going in that direction. They have used a horizontal breadth for a border, and that adds wonderfully to the confusion.


			There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and there, when the cross-lights fade and the low sun shines directly on it, I can almost fancy radiation after all; the interminable grotesques seem to form around a common center and rush off in headlong plunges of equal distraction.


			It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap I guess.


			* * *


			I don’t know why I should write this.


			I don’t want to.


			I don’t feel able.


			And I know John would think it absurd. But I must say what I feel and think in some way—it is such a relief.


			But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief.


			Half the time now I am lazy, awfully lazy, and lie down ever so much. John says I mustn’t lose my strength, and has me take codliver-oil and lots of tonics and things, to say nothing of ale and wine and rare meat.


			Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me sick. I tried to have a real earnest reasonable talk with him the other day, and tell him how I wish he would let me go and make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia.


			But he said I wasn’t able to go, nor able to stand it after I got there; and I did not make out a very good case for myself, for I was crying before I had finished.


			It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight—just this nervous weakness, I suppose.


			And dear John gathered me up in his strong arms and just carried me up stairs and laid me on the bed, and sat by me, and read to me till it tired my head.


			He said I was his darling, and his comfort, and all he had, and that I must take care of myself for his sake, and keep well.


			He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must use my will and self-control and not let any silly fancies run away with me. —— There’s one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does not have to occupy this nursery with the horrid wall-paper. If I had not used it that blessed child would have!


			What a fortunate escape!


			Why, I wouldn’t have a child of mine, an impressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds.


			I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me here after all.


			I can stand it so much easier than a baby you see! Of course I never mention it to them any more—I am too wise, but I keep watch of it all the same. There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will. Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day. It is all the same shape, only very numerous. And it’s like a woman stooping down, and creeping about behind that pattern. I don’t like it a bit. I wonder—I begin to think—.


			I wish John would take me away from here!——


			* * *


			It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because he loves me so.


			But I tried it last night.


			It was moonlight. The moon shines in all round just as the sun does.


			I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always comes in by one window or another.


			John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and watched the moonlight on that undulating wall-paper till it made me creepy.


			The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out.


			I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move, and when I came back John was awake.


			“What is it little girl?” he said. “Don’t go walking about like that—you’ll get cold.”


			I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really was not gaining here, and that I wished he would take me away.


			“Why, darling,” said he, “our lease will be up in three weeks, and I can’t see how to leave before. The repairs are not done at home, and I can’t possibly leave town just now. Of course if you were in any danger I could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you can see it or not.


			“I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better, I feel really much easier about you.”


			“I don’t weigh a bit more,” said I, “nor as much; and my appetite may be better in the evening when you are here, but it is worse in the morning when you are away.”


			“Bless her little heart!” said he, with a big hug, “she shall be as sick as she pleases! But now let’s improve the shining hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning!”


			“And you won’t go away?” I asked gloomily.


			“Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks more and then we will take a nice little trip of a few days while Jennie is getting the house ready. Really, dear, you are better!”


			“Better in body, perhaps—” I began, and stopped short; for he sat up straight and looked at me with such a stern reproachful look that I could not say another word.


			“My darling,” said he, “I beg of you, for my sake and our child’s sake, as well as for your own, that you will never for one instant let that idea enter your mind. There is nothing so dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament like yours. It is a false and foolish fancy. Can you not trust me as a physician when I tell you so?”


			So of course I said no more on that score, and he went to sleep before long.


			He thought I was asleep first, but I wasn’t. I lay there for hours trying to decide whether the front pattern and the back pattern really did move together or separately.


			* * *


			In a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a certain lack of sequence, a defiance of law that is a constant irritant to a normal mind.


			The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and infuriating enough; but the pattern is torturing.


			You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well under way in following it it turns a back somersault and there you are! It slaps you in the face, knocks you down and tramples on you. It is like a bad dream.


			The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a fungus. If you can imagine a toadstool in joints, an interminable string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless convolutions—why, that is something like it.


			That is, sometimes!


			There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but myself, and that is that it changes as the light changes.


			When the sun shoots in through the east window—I always watch for that first long straight ray—it changes so quickly that I never can quite believe it. That is why I watch it always. By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a moon—I wouldn’t know it was the same paper. At night, in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by moonlight—it becomes bars! The outside pattern, I mean. And the woman behind is as plain as can be.


			I didn’t realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, the dim subpattern, but now I am quite sure it is a woman.


			By daylight she is subdued,—quiet. I fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still. It is so puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the hour. I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all I can. Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal. It is a very bad habit I am convinced, for you see I don’t sleep!


			And that cultivates deceit, for I don’t tell them I’m awake—O no!


			The fact is I am getting a little afraid of John. He seems very queer sometimes. And even Jennie has an inexplicable look.


			It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis,—that perhaps it is the paper!


			I have watched John when he didn’t know I was looking—and come into the room suddenly on the most innocent excuses, and I’ve caught him several times looking at the paper! And Jennie, too.


			I caught Jennie with her hand on it once.


			She didn’t know I was in the room, and when I asked her in a quiet, a very quiet voice, with the most restrained manner possible, what she was doing with the paper? she turned around as if she had been caught stealing and looked quite angry—asked me why I should frighten her so!


			Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched, that she had found yellow smooches on all my clothes and John’s, and she wished we would be more careful!


			Did not that sound innocent? But I know she was studying that pattern, and I am determined that nobody shall find it out but myself!


			* * *


			Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see I have something to expect, to look forward to, to watch. I really do eat better, and am much more quiet than I was.


			John is so pleased to see me improve.


			He laughed a little the other day and said I seemed to be flourishing in spite of my wall paper. I turned it off with a laugh. I had no intention of telling him it was because of the wall-paper!


			He would make fun of me. He might even take me away. I don’t want to leave now until I have found it out. There is a week more, and I think that will be enough.


			* * *


			I’m feeling ever so much better! I don’t sleep much at night, for it is so interesting to watch developments; but I sleep a good deal in the day time. In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing. There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow all over it. I can not keep count of them, though I have tried conscientiously. It is the strangest yellow—that paper! A sickly penetrating suggestive yellow. It makes me think of all the yellow things I ever saw—not beautiful ones like buttercups, but old foul bad yellow things.


			But there is another thing about that paper—the smell!


			I noticed it the moment we came into the room, but with so much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog and rain, and whether the windows are open or not the smell is here. It creeps all over the house. I find it hovering in the dining room, skulking in the parlor, hiding in the hall, lying in wait for me on the stairs. It gets into my hair. Even when I go to ride, if I turn my head suddenly and surprise it there is that smell!


			Such a peculiar odor too! I have spent hours in trying to analyse it, to find what it smelled like. It is not bad—at first, and very gentle but quite the subtlest, most enduring odor I ever met.


			In this damp weather it is awful. I wake up in the night and find it hanging over me. It used to disturb me at first. I thought seriously of burning the house to reach the smell. But now I am used to it. The only thing I can think of that it is like is the color of the paper! A yellow smell.


			There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the mop-board. A streak that runs all round the room.


			It goes behind every piece of furniture except the bed; a long straight even smooch, as if it had been rubbed over and over.


			I wonder how it was done, and who did it, and what they did it for! Round and round and round—round and round and round—it makes me dizzy!


			* * *


			I really have discovered something at last. Through watching so much at night, when it changes so, I have finally found out.


			The front pattern does move—and no wonder!


			The woman behind shakes it! Sometimes I think there are a great many women behind, and sometimes only one and she crawls around fast. And her crawling shakes it all over.


			Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and in very shady spots she just takes hold of the bars and shakes them hard.


			And she is all the time trying to climb through.


			But nobody could climb through that pattern, it strangles so. I think that is why it has so many heads. They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off, and turns them upside down and makes their eyes white!


			If those heads were covered or taken off it would not be half so bad.


			* * *


			I think that woman gets out in the day time! And I’ll tell you why—privately—I’ve seen her! I can see her out of every one of my windows! It is the same woman, I know, for she is always creeping, and most women do not creep by daylight.


			I see her in that long shaded lane, creeping up and down. I see her in those dark grape arbors, creeping all around the garden.


			I see her on that long road under the trees, creeping along, and when a carriage comes she hides under the blackberry vines. I don’t blame her a bit. It must be very unpleasant to be caught creeping by daylight. I always lock the door when I creep by daylight. I can’t do it at night, for I know John would suspect something at once. And John is so queer now that I don’t want to irritate him. I wish he would take another room!


			Besides I don’t want anybody to get that woman out at night but me.


			I often wonder if I could see her out of all the windows at once. But turn as fast as I can I can only see out of one at a time.


			And though I always see her she may be able to creep faster than I can turn!


			I have watched her sometimes away off in the open country, creeping as fast as a cloud shadow in a high wind.


			* * *


			If only that top pattern could be gotten off from the under one! I mean to try tearing it, little by little.


			I have found out another funny thing, but I shan’t tell it this time! It does not do to trust people too much.


			There are only two more days to get this paper off, and I believe John is beginning to notice.


			I don’t like the look in his eyes. And I heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions about me. She had a very good report to give.


			She said I slept a good deal in the day time. John knows I don’t sleep very well at night, for all I’m so quiet. He asked me all sorts of questions, too; and pretended to be very loving and kind. As if I couldn’t see through him!


			Still I don’t wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for three months.


			It only interests me, but I feel sure John and Jennie are secretly affected by it.


			* * *


			Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John had to stay in town over night, and won’t be out till this evening.


			Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly thing!—but I told her I should undoubtedly rest better for a night all alone.


			That was clever, for really I wasn’t alone a bit! As soon as it was moonlight and that poor thing began to crawl and shake the pattern, I got up and ran to help her.


			I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before morning we had peeled off yards of that paper.


			A strip about as high as my head, and half around the room.


			And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to laugh at me I declared I would finish it today!


			We go away tomorrow, and they are moving all my furniture down again to leave things as they were before.


			Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but I told her merrily that I did it out of pure spite at the vicious thing.


			She laughed and said she wouldn’t mind doing it herself, but I must not get tired. How she betrayed herself that time!


			But I am here, and no person touches this paper but me—not alive!


			She tried to get me out of the room—it was too patent! But I said it was so quiet and empty and clean now that I believed I would lie down again and sleep all I could; and not to wake me even for dinner—I would call when I woke!


			So now she is gone, and the servants, and the things, and there is nothing left but that great bedstead, nailed down, with the canvas mattress we found on it.


			We shall sleep down stairs tonight, and take the boat home tomorrow.


			I quite enjoy the room now it is bare again.


			How those children did tear about here! This bedstead is fairly gnawed! But I must get to work.


			I have locked the door and thrown the key down into the front path.


			I don’t want to go out, and I don’t want to have anybody come in until John comes. I want to astonish him.


			I’ve got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If that woman does get out, and tries to get away, I can tie her!


			But I forgot I couldn’t reach far without anything to stand on! The bed will not move. I tried to lift or push it till I was lame, and then I got so angry I bit off a little piece at one corner—but it hurt my teeth.


			Then I peeled off all the paper I could reach standing on the floor. It sticks horribly. And the pattern just enjoys it. All those strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus growths just shriek with derision!


			I am getting angry enough to do something desperate. To jump out of the window would be admirable exercise, but the bars are too strong even to try. Besides I wouldn’t do it of course! I know well enough that a step like that is improper and might be misconstrued.


			I don’t like to look out of the windows even—there are so many of those creeping women, and they creep so fast.


			I wonder if they all came out of that wall paper as I did? But I am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope—you don’t get me out in the road there!


			I suppose I shall have to get back behind the pattern when it comes night, and that is hard!


			It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep around as I please!


			I don’t want to go outside. I won’t, even if Jennie asks me to! For outside you have to creep on the ground, and everything is green instead of yellow.


			But here I can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder just fits in that long smooch around the wall, so I can not lose my way.


			Why there’s John at the door!


			It is no use, young man, you can’t open it!


			How he does call and pound?


			Now he’s crying for an ax!


			It would be a shame to break that beautiful strong door!


			“John dear!” said I in the gentlest voice—“The key is down by the front steps, under a plantain leaf.”


			That silenced him for a few moments.


			Then he said—very quietly indeed—“Open the door, my darling!”


			“I can’t,” said I, “The key is down by the front steps under a plantain leaf.”


			And then I said it again, several times, very gently and slowly.


			I said it so often that he had to go and see, and he got it of course, and came in.


			He stopped short, by the door. “What is the matter!” he cried. “For God’s sake what are you doing!”


			I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked at him over my shoulder:


			“I’ve got out at last,” said I, “in spite of you and Jane! And I’ve pulled off most of the paper, so you can’t put me back!”


			Now why should that man have fainted?


			But he did, and right across my path by the wall, so that I had to creep over him!


			The Yellow Wall-Paper


			(1892 published version)


			


			IT IS very seldom that mere ordinary people like John and myself secure ancestral halls for the summer.


			A colonial mansion, a hereditary estate, I would say a haunted house, and reach the height of romantic felicity—but that would be asking too much of fate!


			Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about it.


			Else, why should it be let so cheaply? And why have stood so long untenanted?


			John laughs at me, of course, but one expects that in marriage.


			John is practical in the extreme. He has no patience with faith, an intense horror of superstition, and he scoffs openly at any talk of things not to be felt and seen and put down in figures.


			John is a physician, and perhaps—(I would not say it to a living soul, of course, but this is dead paper and a great relief to my mind—) perhaps that is one reason I do not get well faster.


			You see, he does not believe I am sick!


			And what can one do?


			If a physician of high standing, and one’s own husband, assures friends and relatives that there is really nothing the matter with one but temporary nervous depression—a slight hysterical tendency—what is one to do?


			My brother is also a physician, and also of high standing, and he says the same thing.


			So I take phosphates or phosphites—whichever it is, and tonics, and journeys, and air, and exercise, and am absolutely forbidden to “work” until I am well again.


			Personally, I disagree with their ideas.


			Personally, I believe that congenial work, with excitement and change, would do me good.


			But what is one to do?


			I did write for a while in spite of them; but it does exhaust me a good deal—having to be so sly about it, or else meet with heavy opposition.


			I sometimes fancy that in my condition if I had less opposition and more society and stimulus—but John says the very worst thing I can do is to think about my condition, and I confess it always makes me feel bad.


			So I will let it alone and talk about the house.


			The most beautiful place! It is quite alone, standing well back from the road, quite three miles from the village. It makes me think of English places that you read about, for there are hedges and walls and gates that lock, and lots of separate little houses for the gardeners and people.


			There is a delicious garden! I never saw such a garden—large and shady, full of box-bordered paths, and lined with long grape-covered arbors with seats under them.


			There were greenhouses, too, but they are all broken now.


			There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about the heirs and co-heirs; anyhow, the place has been empty for years.


			That spoils my ghostliness, I am afraid, but I don’t care—there is something strange about the house—I can feel it.


			I even said so to John one moonlight evening, but he said what I felt was a draught, and shut the window.


			I get unreasonably angry with John sometimes. I’m sure I never used to be so sensitive. I think it is due to this nervous condition.


			But John says if I feel so, I shall neglect proper self-control; so I take pains to control myself—before him, at least, and that makes me very tired.


			I don’t like our room a bit. I wanted one downstairs that opened on the piazza and had roses all over the window, and such pretty old-fashioned chintz hangings! but John would not hear of it.


			He said there was only one window and not room for two beds, and no near room for him if he took another.


			He is very careful and loving, and hardly lets me stir without special direction.


			I have a schedule prescription for each hour in the day; he takes all care from me, and so I feel basely ungrateful not to value it more.


			He said we came here solely on my account, that I was to have perfect rest and all the air I could get. “Your exercise depends on your strength, my dear,” said he, “and your food somewhat on your appetite; but air you can absorb all the time.” So we took the nursery at the top of the house.


			It is a big, airy room, the whole floor nearly, with windows that look all ways, and air and sunlight galore. It was nursery first and then playground and gymnasium, I should judge; for the windows are barred for little children, and there are rings and things in the walls.


			The paint and paper look as if a boys’ school had used it. It is stripped off—the paper—in great patches all around the head of my bed, about as far as I can reach, and in a great place on the other side of the room low down. I never saw a worse paper in my life.


			One of those sprawling flamboyant patterns committing every artistic sin.


			It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following, pronounced enough to constantly irritate and provoke study, and when you follow the lame uncertain curves for a little distance they suddenly commit suicide—plunge off at outrageous angles, destroy themselves in unheard of contradictions.


			The color is repellant, almost revolting; a smouldering unclean yellow, strangely faded by the slow-turning sunlight.


			It is a dull yet lurid orange in some places, a sickly sulphur tint in others.


			No wonder the children hated it! I should hate it myself if I had to live in this room long.


			There comes John, and I must put this away,—he hates to have me write a word.


			* * *


			We have been here two weeks, and I haven’t felt like writing before, since that first day.


			I am sitting by the window now, up in this atrocious nursery, and there is nothing to hinder my writing as much as I please, save lack of strength.


			John is away all day, and even some nights when his cases are serious.


			I am glad my case is not serious!


			But these nervous troubles are dreadfully depressing.


			John does not know how much I really suffer. He knows there is no reason to suffer, and that satisfies him.


			Of course it is only nervousness. It does weigh on me so not to do my duty in any way!


			I meant to be such a help to John, such a real rest and comfort, and here I am a comparative burden already!


			Nobody would believe what an effort it is to do what little I am able—to dress and entertain, and order things.


			It is fortunate Mary is so good with the baby. Such a dear baby!


			And yet I cannot be with him, it makes me so nervous.


			I suppose John never was nervous in his life. He laughs at me so about this wall-paper!


			At first he meant to repaper the room, but afterwards he said that I was letting it get the better of me, and that nothing was worse for a nervous patient than to give way to such fancies.


			He said that after the wall-paper was changed it would be the heavy bedstead, and then the barred windows, and then that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on.


			“You know the place is doing you good,” he said, “and really, dear, I don’t care to renovate the house just for a three months’ rental.”


			“Then do let us go downstairs,” I said, “there are such pretty rooms there.”


			Then he took me in his arms and called me a blessed little goose, and said he would go down cellar, if I wished, and have it whitewashed into the bargain.


			But he is right enough about the beds and windows and things.


			It is an airy and comfortable room as any one need wish, and, of course, I would not be so silly as to make him uncomfortable just for a whim.


			I’m really getting quite fond of the big room, all but that horrid paper.


			Out of one window I can see the garden, those mysterious deep-shaded arbors, the riotous old-fashioned flowers, and bushes and gnarly trees.


			Out of another I get a lovely view of the bay and a little private wharf belonging to the estate. There is a beautiful shaded lane that runs down there from the house. I always fancy I see people walking in these numerous paths and arbors, but John has cautioned me not to give way to fancy in the least. He says that with my imaginative power and habit of story-making, a nervous weakness like mine is sure to lead to all manner of excited fancies, and that I ought to use my will and good sense to check the tendency. So I try.


			I think sometimes that if I were only well enough to write a little it would relieve the press of ideas and rest me.


			But I find I get pretty tired when I try.


			It is so discouraging not to have any advice and companionship about my work. When I get really well, John says we will ask Cousin Henry and Julia down for a long visit; but he says he would as soon put fireworks in my pillow-case as to let me have those stimulating people about now.


			I wish I could get well faster.


			But I must not think about that. This paper looks to me as if it knew what a vicious influence it had!


			There is a recurrent spot where the pattern lolls like a broken neck and two bulbous eyes stare at you upside down.


			I got positively angry with the impertinence of it and the everlastingness. Up and down and sideways they crawl, and those absurd, unblinking eyes are everywhere. There is one place where two breadths didn’t match, and the eyes go all up and down the line, one a little higher than the other.


			I never saw so much expression in an inanimate thing before, and we all know how much expression they have! I used to lie awake as a child and get more entertainment and terror out of blank walls and plain furniture than most children could find in a toy-store.


			I remember what a kindly wink the knobs of our big, old bureau used to have, and there was one chair that always seemed like a strong friend.


			I used to feel that if any of the other things looked too fierce I could always hop into that chair and be safe.


			The furniture in this room is no worse than inharmonious, however, for we had to bring it all from downstairs. I suppose when this was used as a playroom they had to take the nursery things out, and no wonder! I never saw such ravages as the children have made here.


			The wall-paper, as I said before, is torn off in spots, and it sticketh closer than a brother—they must have had perseverance as well as hatred.


			Then the floor is scratched and gouged and splintered, the plaster itself is dug out here and there, and this great heavy bed which is all we found in the room, looks as if it had been through the wars.


			But I don’t mind it a bit—only the paper.


			There comes John’s sister. Such a dear girl as she is, and so careful of me! I must not let her find me writing.


			She is a perfect and enthusiastic housekeeper, and hopes for no better profession. I verily believe she thinks it is the writing which made me sick!


			But I can write when she is out, and see her a long way off from these windows.


			There is one that commands the road, a lovely shaded winding road, and one that just looks off over the country. A lovely country, too, full of great elms and velvet meadows.


			This wallpaper has a kind of subpattern in a different shade, a particularly irritating one, for you can only see it in certain lights, and not clearly then.


			But in the places where it isn’t faded, and where the sun is just so—I can see a strange, provoking, formless sort of figure, that seems to skulk about behind that silly and conspicuous front design.


			There’s sister on the stairs!


			* * *


			Well, the Fourth of July is over! The people are all gone and I am tired out. John thought it might do me good to see a little company, so we just had mother and Nellie and the children down for a week.


			Of course I didn’t do a thing. Jennie sees to everything now.


			But it tired me all the same.


			John says if I don’t pick up faster he shall send me to Weir Mitchell in the fall.


			But I don’t want to go there at all. I had a friend who was in his hands once, and she says he is just like John and my brother, only more so!


			Besides, it is such an undertaking to go so far.


			I don’t feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and I’m getting dreadfully fretful and querulous.


			I cry at nothing, and cry most of the time.


			Of course I don’t when John is here, or anybody else, but when I am alone.


			And I am alone a good deal just now. John is kept in town very often by serious cases, and Jennie is good and lets me alone when I want her to.


			So I walk a little in the garden or down that lovely lane, sit on the porch under the roses, and lie down up here a good deal.


			I’m getting really fond of the room in spite of the wallpaper. Perhaps because of the wallpaper.


			It dwells in my mind so!


			I lie here on this great immovable bed—it is nailed down, I believe—and follow that pattern about by the hour. It is as good as gymnastics, I assure you. I start, we’ll say, at the bottom, down in the corner over there where it has not been touched, and I determine for the thousandth time that I will follow that pointless pattern to some sort of a conclusion.


			I know a little of the principle of design, and I know this thing was not arranged on any laws of radiation, or alternation, or repetition, or symmetry, or anything else that I ever heard of.


			It is repeated, of course, by the breadths, but not otherwise.


			Looked at in one way each breadth stands alone, the bloated curves and flourishes—a kind of “debased Romanesque” with delirium tremens—go waddling up and down in isolated columns of fatuity.


			But, on the other hand, they connect diagonally, and the sprawling outlines run off in great slanting waves of optic horror, like a lot of wallowing seaweeds in full chase.


			The whole thing goes horizontally, too, at least it seems so, and I exhaust myself in trying to distinguish the order of its going in that direction.


			They have used a horizontal breadth for a frieze, and that adds wonderfully to the confusion.


			There is one end of the room where it is almost intact, and there, when the crosslights fade and the low sun shines directly upon it, I can almost fancy radiation after all,—the interminable grotesque seem to form around a common centre and rush off in headlong plunges of equal distraction.


			It makes me tired to follow it. I will take a nap I guess.


			* * *


			I don’t know why I should write this.


			I don’t want to.


			I don’t feel able.


			And I know John would think it absurd. But I must say what I feel and think in some way—it is such a relief!


			But the effort is getting to be greater than the relief.


			Half the time now I am awfully lazy, and lie down ever so much.


			John says I mustn’t lose my strength, and has me take cod liver oil and lots of tonics and things, to say nothing of ale and wine and rare meat.


			Dear John! He loves me very dearly, and hates to have me sick. I tried to have a real earnest reasonable talk with him the other day, and tell him how I wish he would let me go and make a visit to Cousin Henry and Julia.


			But he said I wasn’t able to go, nor able to stand it after I got there; and I did not make out a very good case for myself, for I was crying before I had finished.


			It is getting to be a great effort for me to think straight. Just this nervous weakness I suppose.


			And dear John gathered me up in his arms, and just carried me upstairs and laid me on the bed, and sat by me and read to me till it tired my head.


			He said I was his darling and his comfort and all he had, and that I must take care of myself for his sake, and keep well.


			He says no one but myself can help me out of it, that I must use my will and self-control and not let my silly fancies run away with me.


			There’s one comfort, the baby is well and happy, and does not have to occupy this nursery with the horrid wallpaper.


			If we had not used it, that blessed child would have! What a fortunate escape! Why, I wouldn’t have a child of mine, an impressionable little thing, live in such a room for worlds.


			I never thought of it before, but it is lucky that John kept me here after all, I can stand it so much easier than a baby, you see.


			Of course I never mention it to them any more—I am too wise,—but I keep watch of it all the same.


			There are things in that paper that nobody knows but me, or ever will.


			Behind that outside pattern the dim shapes get clearer every day.


			It is always the same shape, only very numerous.


			And it is like a woman stooping down and creeping about behind that pattern. I don’t like it a bit. I wonder—I begin to think—I wish John would take me away from here!


			* * *


			It is so hard to talk with John about my case, because he is so wise, and because he loves me so.


			But I tried it last night.


			It was moonlight. The moon shines in all around just as the sun does.


			I hate to see it sometimes, it creeps so slowly, and always comes in by one window or another.


			John was asleep and I hated to waken him, so I kept still and watched the moonlight on that undulating wallpaper till I felt creepy.


			The faint figure behind seemed to shake the pattern, just as if she wanted to get out.


			I got up softly and went to feel and see if the paper did move, and when I came back John was awake.


			“What is it, little girl?” he said. “Don’t go walking about like that—you’ll get cold.”


			I thought it was a good time to talk, so I told him that I really was not gaining here, and that I wished he would take me away.


			“Why, darling!” said he, “our lease will be up in three weeks, and I can’t see how to leave before.


			“The repairs are not done at home, and I cannot possibly leave town just now. Of course if you were in any danger, I could and would, but you really are better, dear, whether you can see it or not. I am a doctor, dear, and I know. You are gaining flesh and color, your appetite is better, I feel really much easier about you.”


			“I don’t weigh a bit more,” said I, “nor as much; and my appetite may be better in the evening when you are here, but it is worse in the morning when you are away!”


			“Bless her little heart!” said he with a big hug, “she shall be as sick as she pleases! But now let’s improve the shining hours by going to sleep, and talk about it in the morning!”


			“And you won’t go away?” I asked gloomily.


			“Why, how can I, dear? It is only three weeks more and then we will take a nice little trip of a few days while Jennie is getting the house ready. Really dear you are better!”


			“Better in body perhaps—” I began, and stopped short, for he sat up straight and looked at me with such a stern, reproachful look that I could not say another word.


			“My darling,” said he, “I beg of you, for my sake and for our child’s sake, as well as for your own, that you will never for one instant let that idea enter your mind! There is nothing so dangerous, so fascinating, to a temperament like yours. It is a false and foolish fancy. Can you not trust me as a physician when I tell you so?”


			So of course I said no more on that score, and we went to sleep before long. He thought I was asleep first, but I wasn’t, and lay there for hours trying to decide whether that front pattern and the back pattern really did move together or separately.


			* * *


			On a pattern like this, by daylight, there is a lack of sequence, a defiance of law, that is a constant irritant to a normal mind.


			The color is hideous enough, and unreliable enough, and infuriating enough, but the pattern is torturing.


			You think you have mastered it, but just as you get well underway in following, it turns a back-somersault and there you are. It slaps you in the face, knocks you down, and tramples upon you. It is like a bad dream.


			The outside pattern is a florid arabesque, reminding one of a fungus. If you can imagine a toadstool in joints, an interminable string of toadstools, budding and sprouting in endless convolutions—why, that is something like it.


			That is, sometimes!


			There is one marked peculiarity about this paper, a thing nobody seems to notice but myself, and that is that it changes as the light changes.


			When the sun shoots in through the east window—I always watch for that first long, straight ray—it changes so quickly that I never can quite believe it.


			That is why I watch it always.


			By moonlight—the moon shines in all night when there is a moon—I wouldn’t know it was the same paper.


			At night in any kind of light, in twilight, candlelight, lamplight, and worst of all by moonlight, it becomes bars! The outside pattern I mean, and the woman behind it is as plain as can be.


			I didn’t realize for a long time what the thing was that showed behind, that dim sub-pattern, but now I am quite sure it is a woman.


			By daylight she is subdued, quiet. I fancy it is the pattern that keeps her so still. It is so puzzling. It keeps me quiet by the hour.


			I lie down ever so much now. John says it is good for me, and to sleep all I can.


			Indeed he started the habit by making me lie down for an hour after each meal.


			It is a very bad habit I am convinced, for you see I don’t sleep.


			And that cultivates deceit, for I don’t tell them I’m awake, O no!


			The fact is I am getting a little afraid of John.


			He seems very queer sometimes, and even Jennie has an inexplicable look.


			It strikes me occasionally, just as a scientific hypothesis,—that perhaps it is the paper!


			I have watched John when he did not know I was looking, and come into the room suddenly on the most innocent excuses, and I’ve caught him several times looking at the paper! And Jennie too. I caught Jennie with her hand on it once.


			She didn’t know I was in the room, and when I asked her in a quiet, a very quiet voice, with the most restrained manner possible, what she was doing with the paper—she turned around as if she had been caught stealing, and looked quite angry—asked me why I should frighten her so!


			Then she said that the paper stained everything it touched, that she had found yellow smooches on all my clothes and John’s, and she wished we would be more careful!


			Did not that sound innocent? But I know she was studying that pattern, and I am determined that nobody shall find it out but myself!


			* * *


			Life is very much more exciting now than it used to be. You see I have something more to expect, to look forward to, to watch. I really do eat better, and am more quiet than I was.


			John is so pleased to see me improve! He laughed a little the other day, and said I seemed to be flourishing in spite of my wall-paper.


			I turned it off with a laugh. I had no intention of telling him it was because of the wall-paper—he would make fun of me. He might even want to take me away.


			I don’t want to leave now until I have found it out. There is a week more, and I think that will be enough.


			* * *


			I’m feeling ever so much better! I don’t sleep much at night, for it is so interesting to watch developments; but I sleep a good deal in the daytime.


			In the daytime it is tiresome and perplexing.


			There are always new shoots on the fungus, and new shades of yellow all over it. I cannot keep count of them, though I have tried conscientiously.


			It is the strangest yellow, that wall-paper! It makes me think of all the yellow things I ever saw—not beautiful ones like buttercups, but old foul, bad yellow things.


			But there is something else about that paper—the smell! I noticed it the moment we came into the room, but with so much air and sun it was not bad. Now we have had a week of fog and rain, and whether the windows are open or not, the smell is here.


			It creeps all over the house.


			I find it hovering in the dining-room, skulking in the parlor, hiding in the hall, lying in wait for me on the stairs.


			It gets into my hair.


			Even when I go to ride, if I turn my head suddenly and surprise it—there is that smell!


			Such a peculiar odor, too! I have spent hours in trying to analyze it, to find what it smelled like.


			It is not bad—at first, and very gentle, but quite the subtlest, most enduring odor I ever met.


			In this damp weather it is awful, I wake up in the night and find it hanging over me.


			It used to disturb me at first. I thought seriously of burning the house—to reach the smell.


			But now I am used to it. The only thing I can think of that it is like is the color of the paper! A yellow smell.


			There is a very funny mark on this wall, low down, near the mopboard. A streak that runs around the room. It goes behind every piece of furniture, except the bed, a long, straight, even smooch, as if it had been rubbed over and over.


			I wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they did it for. Round and round and round—round and round and round—it makes me dizzy!


			* * *


			I really have discovered something at last.


			Through watching so much at night, when it changes so, I have finally found out.


			The front pattern does move—and no wonder! The woman behind shakes it!


			Sometimes I think there are a great many women behind, and sometimes only one, and she crawls around fast, and her crawling shakes it all over.


			Then in the very bright spots she keeps still, and in the very shady spots she just takes hold of the bars and shakes them hard.


			And she is all the time trying to climb through. But nobody could climb through that pattern—it strangles so; I think that is why it has so many heads.


			They get through, and then the pattern strangles them off and turns them upside down, and makes their eyes white!


			If those heads were covered or taken off it would not be half so bad.


			* * *


			I think that woman gets out in the daytime!


			And I’ll tell you why—privately—I’ve seen her!


			I can see her out of every one of my windows!


			It is the same woman, I know, for she is always creeping, and most women do not creep by daylight.


			I see her in that long shaded lane, creeping up and down. I see her in those dark grape arbors, creeping all around the garden.


			I see her on that long road under the trees, creeping along, and when a carriage comes she hides under the blackberry vines.


			I don’t blame her a bit. It must be very humiliating to be caught creeping by daylight!


			I always lock the door when I creep by daylight. I can’t do it at night, for I know John would suspect something at once.


			And John is so queer now, that I don’t want to irritate him. I wish he would take another room! Besides, I don’t want anybody to get that woman out at night but myself.


			I often wonder if I could see her out of all the windows at once.


			But, turn as fast as I can, I can only see out of one at one time.


			And though I always see her, she may be able to creep faster than I can turn!


			I have watched her sometimes away off in the open country, creeping as fast as a cloud shadow in a high wind.


			* * *


			If only that top pattern could be gotten off from the under one! I mean to try it, little by little.


			I have found out another funny thing, but I shan’t tell it this time! It does not do to trust people too much.


			There are only two more days to get this paper off, and I believe John is beginning to notice. I don’t like the look in his eyes.


			And I heard him ask Jennie a lot of professional questions about me. She had a very good report to give.


			She said I slept a good deal in the daytime.


			John knows I don’t sleep very well at night, for all I’m so quiet!


			He asked me all sorts of questions, too, and pretended to be very loving and kind.


			As if I couldn’t see through him!


			Still, I don’t wonder he acts so, sleeping under this paper for three months.


			It only interests me, but I feel sure John and Jennie are secretly affected by it.


			* * *


			Hurrah! This is the last day, but it is enough. John is to stay in town over night, and won’t be out until this evening.


			Jennie wanted to sleep with me—the sly thing! but I told her I should undoubtedly rest better for a night all alone.


			That was clever, for really I wasn’t alone a bit! As soon as it was moonlight, and that poor thing began to crawl and shake the pattern, I got up and ran to help her.


			I pulled and she shook, I shook and she pulled, and before morning we had peeled off yards of that paper.


			A strip about as high as my head and half around the room.


			And then when the sun came and that awful pattern began to laugh at me, I declared I would finish it to-day!


			We go away to-morrow, and they are moving all my furniture down again to leave things as they were before.


			Jennie looked at the wall in amazement, but I told her merrily that I did it out of pure spite at the vicious thing.


			She laughed and said she wouldn’t mind doing it herself, but I must not get tired.


			How she betrayed herself that time!


			But I am here, and no person touches this paper but me,—not alive!


			She tried to get me out of the room—it was too patent! But I said it was so quiet and empty and clean now that I believed I would lie down again and sleep all I could; and not to wake me even for dinner—I would call when I woke.


			So now she is gone, and the servants are gone, and the things are gone, and there is nothing left but that great bedstead nailed down, with the canvas mattress we found on it.


			We shall sleep downstairs to-night, and take the boat home to-morrow.


			I quite enjoy the room, now it is bare again.


			How those children did tear about here!


			This bedstead is fairly gnawed!


			But I must get to work.


			I have locked the door and thrown the key down into the front path.


			I don’t want to go out, and I don’t want to have anybody come in, till John comes.


			I want to astonish him.


			I’ve got a rope up here that even Jennie did not find. If that woman does get out, and tries to get away, I can tie her!


			But I forgot I could not reach far without anything to stand on!


			This bed will not move!


			I tried to lift and push it until I was lame, and then I got so angry I bit off a little piece at one corner—but it hurt my teeth.


			Then I peeled off all the paper I could reach standing on the floor. It sticks horribly and the pattern just enjoys it! All those strangled heads and bulbous eyes and waddling fungus growths just shriek with derision!


			I am getting angry enough to do something desperate. To jump out of the window would be admirable exercise, but the bars are too strong even to try.


			Besides I wouldn’t do it. Of course not. I know well enough that a step like that is improper and might be misconstrued.


			I don’t like to look out of the windows even—there are so many of those creeping women, and they creep so fast.


			I wonder if they all come out of that wall-paper as I did?


			But I am securely fastened now by my well-hidden rope—you don’t get me out in the road there!


			I suppose I shall have to get back behind the pattern when it comes night, and that is hard!


			It is so pleasant to be out in this great room and creep around as I please!


			I don’t want to go outside. I won’t, even if Jennie asks me to.


			For outside you have to creep on the ground, and everything is green instead of yellow.


			But here I can creep smoothly on the floor, and my shoulder just fits in that long smooch around the wall, so I cannot lose my way.


			Why, there’s John at the door!


			It is no use, young man, you can’t open it!


			How he does call and pound!


			Now he’s crying for an axe.


			It would be a shame to break down that beautiful door!


			“John, dear!” said I in the gentlest voice, “the key is down by the front steps, under a plantain leaf!”


			That silenced him for a few moments.


			Then he said—very quietly indeed, “Open the door, my darling!”


			“I can’t,” said I. “The key is down by the front door under a plantain leaf!”


			And then I said it again, several times, very gently and slowly, and said it so often that he had to go and see, and he got it of course, and came in. He stopped short by the door.


			“What is the matter?” he cried. “For God’s sake, what are you doing?”


			I kept on creeping just the same, but I looked at him over my shoulder.


			“I’ve got out at last,” said I, “in spite of you and Jane? And I’ve pulled off most of the paper, so you can’t put me back!”


			Now why should that man have fainted? But he did, and right across my path by the wall, so that I had to creep over him every time!


			STUDIES IN STYLE


			The Misleading of Pendleton Oaks



			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			There’s many a trick to the red, red fox—


			  The white snake well can please—


			And the tree-toad hides behind the box


			  Beside your very knees.


			But the smiling guile of a witch-eyed girl


			  Is deeper far than these.

						
					

				
			




			—The Second Daughter


			


			


			IT ALL came of not understanding a new country.


			When Pendleton Oaks came to Santa Barbara from home he came direct.


			That is, he did not stop in Boston or New York, or even Chicago—in fact, he did not come across country at all, but through the Gulf and over the Isthmus.


			He preferred to travel that way. Therefore to him Santa Barbara and her customs were the United States of America. He took no note of certain cities on the Atlantic seaboard otherwise known to fame.


			Preconceived opinions are not useful in traveling. They are good furniture in home life, however. Which is why you find so many of them there.


			When a man is a stranger and a pilgrim, and the people of a country are kind to him, he ought to treat their local customs with respect; but Pendleton Oaks did not do this.


			He held that at home they knew how to live, but that in Santa Barbara all men were yahoos—savages. So he came to the Orchester tennis court in the clothes he wore in the stable, and lifted, slightly, to the Orchester girls, the hat of a ranchman. Pendleton enjoyed his ranch, and was proud of it. He wrote large letters home of the yard-long grape bunches, and the eucalyptus tree that grows thirty feet in a year.


			But he did not mention the Orchester girls. There were two of them, Maisie and Maud. It was a pity that both their names began with M. You will see the reason later.


			Santa Barbara was gay that winter. The Delmars were there with their new bowling-alley, and the beautiful Miss Easter and her sister Lou and Ella Sandhurst, and the Conway girl that sang.


			There were young men, too, but most of them were only Americans. Still, the dancing parties were very pleasant, and the bowling parties in between; for the Orchester girls attended all these festivities, and so did Pendleton Oaks.


			It was not his fault that he could not tell which one of them preferred him. He knew which one he preferred, and said so, clearly, to the rest of the fellows. Miss Maud was the one for him. And yet, sometimes, when Miss Maisie was more than commonly gracious, he wished again that he knew which one preferred him. One did, that was certain. Or else it was both. Certain little notes and invitations—all proper enough in their way—seemed to him to speak volumes in the first person, as well as phrases in the third, but all these much-regarded missives were signed only with an M. “M. Orchester.”


			And the writing he could not distinguish.


			That is what comes of being twins and having one writing-master.


			It was the valentine party that he expected to settle it. A valentine party is a good thing when properly conducted. The Orchester girls had one once, when every guest was treated to a separate surprise. But that isn’t the story I’m telling. Pendleton Oaks had never attended a valentine party before. They do not have them at home.


			And he was not good at joking. However, when the valentine first came it made him quite happy.


			He knew now.


			He knew now that she must care for him, or she never would have written such beautiful verses. And if he was not quite sure yet as to whether it was Miss Maisie or Miss Maud—why the occasion would settle that matter forever. For did not it say that he should know her then at last; and did not that suffice to illumine the Past with a new intelligence, and fill the Future with most roseate light?


			When a man is as young as Pendleton Oaks and thinks as much of himself, a valentine like that is rather fetching.


			Here it is:


			



			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			“Blessed St. Valentine once a year

						
					

					
							

			“Banisheth shame and scattereth fear.

						
					

					
							

			“Biddeth each maiden reveal her heart,

						
					

					
							

			“Sweet St. Valentine! Kind thou art!

						
					

					
							

			“If I a Valentine write for thee

						
					

					
							

			“Wilt thou not wear a flower for me?

						
					

					
							

			“A passion flower of scarlet bright,

						
					

					
							

			“Wear it for me on Wednesday night.

						
					

					
							

			“There thou’ll see thy Valentine,

						
					

					
							

			“And thou wilt know her by this sign!

						
					

					
							

			“That she for thee will surely wear

						
					

					
							

			“An azure love knot in her hair

						
					

					
							

			“O red is the color for love and for lover,

						
					

					
							

			“And blue is for truth the wide world over!

						
					

					
							

			“See thou forget not the token and sign,

						
					

					
							

			“Thy faithful lover and Valentine.”

						
					

				
			




			


			That settled it.


			A girl who could write like that must be a Genius, he was sure of that; and he knew she was a Beauty. Whichever of them it was, the beauty was undeniable; and that is more than could be said of Miss Delmars. Yet her costumes came from Paris.


			When Pendleton Oaks first read that valentine he was fairly awed by its grandeur.


			You see when a man cannot rhyme two words even with the aid of a T square, he is impressionable on that side.


			The worst of it was that it went to his head. He couldn’t hold it. Now that is bad.


			



			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			“You may let out your horse on a falling incline,

						
					

					
							

			“Or your sail on the hurricane’s wing,

						
					

					
							

			“But the tongue you should hold

						
					

					
							

			“Till the doom-record’s told,

						
					

					
							

			“For the tongue is a different thing.”

						
					

				
			




			


			Now if Pendleton Oaks had known that! But he didn’t.


			First he told the Galoot. The Galoot threw back his head and snorted. Pendleton would have rebelled with violence, but the Galoot was a bigger man. So he demanded an explanation.


			The Galoot looked at him for a few moments, visibly bursting; but withheld his information, and went off, snorting at intervals.


			Then, after a while, Pendleton told Exeter. Exeter looked at him very earnestly and opened his mouth as if to speak. He did not speak, however, to any purpose,—merely congratulated him on his prowess with the fair, and seemed anxious to get away.


			Afterwards he and the Galoot were seen to roll in the alfalfa, with uproarious outcry.


			Pendleton felt hurt. But he could not keep it to himself.


			The thing was so deucedly clever—and—it was too good to keep, really.


			So he told it to Forsyth. Then it came out.


			Forsyth was more merciful, or not so self-restrained. Perhaps he thought it was too good to keep, also. At any rate he showed him his copy.


			It is as well to pause here. There are emotions which no rude pen should seek to paint for the heartless beholder.


			When a young man, and such a young man as Pendleton Oaks, receives a valentine from the object of his affections—even granting that he is not quite sure which she is—he is naturally complimented.


			But when he finds that every last one of the regular dancing party set has received the same thing, it is not nice. Pendleton Oaks experienced various sensations, of a kind quite new in his history. After a while they consoled him.


			“Come,” said they all, led by the Galoot’s cheerful voice, “let’s go in a body, and wear that red thing unanimously, and pay our respects to the fair deceiver as one man.”


			This was a fine plan. They were not to show any consciousness of having betrayed the crafty secret, but simply to surround and overwhelm the perpetrator. “’Tis sport to see the engineer hoist with his own petard,” hummed little Mortarson as they went, and the Galoot punched him, for the tune was atrocious.


			Meanwhile the Orchester house was full of light inside, and the Orchester girls were apparently in the best of spirits, both Miss Maud and Miss Maisie.


			Which of them had put the little “M” to so many dainty missives is not here told, and as the girls gathered in the big bedrooms and laid their “things” elbow deep on the beds, there was no hint of other mischief toward than it has pleased God to put in the young female heart at all times.


			To this scene came Pendleton and his brethren in iniquity, exulting hugely that they had risen to the occasion.


			



			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			“And she for thee will surely wear

						
					

					
							
			“An azure love knot in her hair,”

						
					

				
			




			


			hummed little Mortarson as the crucial moment approached. The Galoot punched him for his sins.


			Into the great parlors they marched in a body, each wearing upon his front a scarlet passion flower, and gloating over the forthcoming discomfiture of the wily fair.


			These were but men, however, and the Orchester girls were Women.


			Every woman in that room wore a knot of blue ribbon in her hair.?


			


			The author chosen for study in the issue of October 6th was Rudyard Kipling.


			None of our younger writers have made a more distinctive impression upon literature than has this Anglo-Indian.


			The first and clearest impression given by his work is that of strength. Here is a voice to which you do not have to listen with strained ears as you do to the dull monotone of some of our realists, the irregular screams and gasps of some of our romanticists, and the receding whispers of those who seek in ever-weakening faintness to touch the languid palate of the age.


			Kipling is strong with the wholesome natural power that appeals to children, that would have appealed to early peoples who knew no literature but the epic, and that still appeals to the submerged reader of this century. He simply says what he has to say with the fierce brevity of the French, yet constantly modifies that fierceness with the gentlest and most musical phrases, so that the ear is never wearied, even with a monotony of freshness.


			Besides this first essential quality are many more beyond the limits of these paragraphs, which aim to show merely what points of our author’s style were brought out in last week’s story.


			The name is easily Kiplingesque, as in “The Rescue of Pluffles,” “The Madness of Private Ortheris,” etc. The initial stanza, from some ballad that never was written, and more in the body of the tale—always begging his pardon for verses in mere burlesque—these points are also easily recognizable.


			Then the nature of the story itself, a thing of minor importance treated with all the gravity of a great theme; and the cheerful reference to characters unknown save by that passing mention, yet so handled as to live vividly before you. This is one of Kipling’s marked distinctions. The very familiarity of his touch, and the lightness of his allusion, carries with it by implication a full and friendly acquaintance with the persons concerned. The pseudonym of “The Galoot,” the little fling at a foreign phraseology in an italicized “yahoo,” the putting of periods where commas ought to grow, and the occasional bracing snap of a far-fetched comparison—these are the salient points on which is based “The Misleading of Pendleton Oaks.”


			It is interesting to remark, in this connection, that there is a far better example of the same thing in the October Overland, by Frank Norris—“Outward and Visible Signs.”


			Merely as a title this is good, and the subtitle, “After Strange Gods,” makes it better. Then the Oriental coloring and contrast, using only the Chinese charmer instead of the Hindu, is more broadly and recognizably Kipling than a mere society story. The style is perfect. A closer and more scholarly study it would be hard to find. The very beginning—“This is not my story”—strikes the Kipling note unerringly; and it does not cease to ring till the closing paragraph: “This is the story as my friend, Kew Wen Lung, the gong toi told it to me. Personally, I do not believe very much of it; however, you may have it for what it is worth.” The plot, action and treatment are admirably rendered; and some touches are simply inimitable in their perfect expression of the very spirit and body of Kipling’s work. Mr. Norris offers no prize for guessing the model of his study, however, and has indeed omitted to indicate in any way that it is an imitation.


			This, to return to our author’s manner, is sometimes called by another name.


			A Day’s Berryin’


			


			THE SUN was very hot on the round humpy little hills above “the smut.” It was hot enough down there, on the black cracked surface of the peat bog; or where the still blacker pools reflected the cloudless sky in filmy lustre.


			But up here it was hotter, and the lovely white moss crumbled under foot as you walked on it.


			“That moss makes first-rate kindlin’ if you keep it dry,” said Dothea Hopkins, crushing through the brittle masses. “That is, I’ve always heard say it did—I ain’t never tried it.”


			“Goodness! how hot ’tis up here!” ejaculated her sister in reply. She was a little thin woman, and apparently nimbler than Dothea, whose square back was now bent low over the huckleberry bushes, while a brisk, hopping sound in the six-quart pail she wore at her waist told of the day’s work being already begun. “Yes, it takes just such sun to sweeten the berries,” Dothea replied. “They’re real good this year. It’s rained some, so they ain’t little, and now it’s hot enough so s’t they’ll be sweet.” She rolled a few about in the palm of her large hand, blew off the bits of leaf and twig and put them in her mouth.


			“I like these better’n the blueb’ry’s, don’t you?” she said.


			“Well, I do’ know’s I do,” responded her sister, still panting a little from her climb up the hill, and looking gingerly about her for the very thickest place to pick in.


			Dothea’s big pail had ceased to thump and rattle, and only gave forth a dull soft sound, long before Almira had found a spot to her liking. Once settled, however, she picked steadily and with care. You did not have to pick over Almira’s berries—they could go on the table at once.


			“The swamp blues is the best, I think,” pursued Almira. “Them big bushes you can bend down and sit on—I used to when I was little. But after all I do’ know’s they’re any better’n the low blues—the real little ones that knock against your shoes so heavy.”


			“The black ones is the best,” said Dothea firmly. “Blueb’rys is good for a change, I admit, but for steady wear, ’n above all for cookin’, give me good black huckleberries!”


			“O, for cookin’, of course, I thought you meant jest a matter of taste,” said Almira, and they relapsed into silence, moving farther away from each other and picking steadily.


			It was hot. The big stones crusted with lichen, that lay in the midst of the huckleberry patches, were too hot to sit on comfortably, and the stiff little juniper trees filled the dry air with aromatic breath. In the shade, a few large speckled mosquitoes lurked hungrily.


			“It’s an awful bad year for mosquitoes,” suddenly burst out Almira. “Downstairs where I live in the city they’ve got screen doors and screen windows and nettin’s over the beds, and then they complain.”


			“Is that Hines girl married yet?” inquired Dothea, brightening up at the mention of her sister’s tenants.


			“No, she ain’t,” said Almira.


			Almira Hopkins had married a “city feller” in her youth; and while she never said much of her life with him and mourned him decorously in whole, half and quarter mourning when he died; still it was observed that she did not marry again.


			“Marriage,” she would say sagely, “is a lott’ry. I’ve got a house and lot, and I’m independent—why should I marry again?” Yet Almira had plenty of chances, for her “city house” was a solid attraction, and her domestic skill was added to year by year with marvelous new recipes. Still she serenely declined any further experiment, making no explanation, and lived up stairs in her small city home, in two or three slant-roofed rooms, renting the lower part.


			“She ain’t, and I don’t think it’s likely she will,” continued Almira, “with that mother of her’n. How much did I tell you about her, anyway?”


			“Only that she was strong-minded and queer, and hadn’t a beau for all her good looks. But ’Bijah Sterns sells ’em potatoes; he knew her mother when they lived over in Pendleton, and he says she’s got a beau now. Has she?”


			“Well, it’s hard tellin’,” answered Almira slowly, “but I’ll tell you what I know about it. That girl works like a horse anyway. Her mother frets to have her work so hard; but she will do it, and I suppose there’s reason good. Did you bring anythin’ to drink, Dothea, or shall I hev to go down to the spring?”


			“There’s cold tea, lots of it,” replied Dothea. “We didn’t git started till near noon time, anyhow; and we might as well eat now as ever, if you’re ready. I’ve filled this pail, anyhow, and we want the one with the things in it.”


			So they sat down together in a shady spot, kept off the mosquitoes as best they might with waving of sweet-fern bushes, and continued to discuss the Hines girl’s marriage.


			“She’s a good girl for all she’s so queer,” pursued Almira, “and her mother has kept her awful strict. Then when she come of age she kind of asserted herself, and done as she pleased. She don’t do no manner of harm; only she won’t be put upon as if she was a child any more. Her room is on the top floor with me and she pays reg’lar board to her mother. Pays some of the bills beside I guess, and does consid’able of the housework; but she’s real independent and her mother can’t abide it. She is a domineerin’ sort of woman, I think, for all her religion.


			“Well, when this young feller began to come—he was a photographer and good at his business, they said; but he had no faculty, and his folks were not up to what Mis’ Hines wanted for her daughter.


			“Anyhow, when he first come Mis’ Hines never thought her Car’line would take up with him; and she was awful polite—kind of patronizin’, I think. Car’line didn’t like it, for she wasn’t encouragin’ him much, but her mother would ask him to tea, and set and talk with him Sunday evenin’s while Car’line went to church. She would go to church regular and he wouldn’t, not even for her company, it appears. So she’d go just the same to all the services, and her mother ’d keep him to tea, as I say, and to spend the evenin’.


			“Car’line never altered what she was doin’ fer any man, or woman either. I never saw a young person so sot.


			“Well, it run along, and bye ’n bye it begun to look as if she would have him after all. Then Mis’ Hines turned right around. She’d been doin’ all she could to encourage him, it looked to be, before that; more’n Car’line did by a long chalk. But now she thought the girl was goin’ to have him, she began to behave—well, it was most peculiar, I think. Why, she told Car’line that he couldn’t stay to tea no more, and that she’d got to tell him so! And here he’d been comin’ right along every Sunday, and she keepin’ him to tea as a reg’lar thing!”


			“Well, of all things!” said Dothea. Dothea was unimaginative—unromantic. She had lived with her mother until that good woman, after five years in her chair and two in her bed, had died and left her the little house and a tiny bit in the bank. She was a nurse by profession, not from choice, particularly, but because she had been a nurse for seven years. This story of Almira’s seemed to stir some faint memory in her broad breast, for she sat up straighter, shook the flakes of pie crust off her brown gingham apron, and asked, with some eagerness:


			“What did she do?”


			“Do? Why she had to tell him, of course. It come tea time, and we was thinkin’, of course, he was goin’ to stay, and there was no plate set, and Car’line’s mother just rung the bell and said nothin’. So she had to tell him.”


			“What’d he do?” asked Dothea, eagerly.


			“Oh, of course he said he wouldn’t come any more. But Car’line held her head right up straight. I heard ’em, ’cause they was in the front hall, and I was up stairs lookin’ out the window. ‘I pay my board here,’ says Car’line, ‘and if I can’t receive my friends here where I board, I will board somewhere else!’


			“So he’s comin’ yet, but her mother don’t speak to him, and I think he feels kinder stiff there now.”


			Dothea sighed a long, slow sigh.


			“When’d Bijah Sterns get back from Idaho,” asked Almira, suddenly.


			Dothea colored a little.


			“Last June,” said she.


			“And is he waitin’ on you agin?” eagerly inquired Almira.


			“He has called once or twice,” slowly assented Dothea, looking far over the sun-burned meadows to where the white, dusty road lay like a piece of faded tape between its yellow-green border.


			An old horse jogged slowly along in the sun, and a man sat dozing over the reins, his elbows on his knees.


			“Come, let’s go home,” said she suddenly. “There’s berries enough, and it looks as if ’t was goin’ to shower.”


			It was black in the north, and the air was hotter than ever. So they gathered up the pails, and reached the road by the shortest cut, the sweet fern breathing fragrant remonstrance, as they crushed it under foot.


			“Why, Dothea! and here’s Almira, too!” said Bijah Sterns, from his wagon, overtaking them, as they walked single file in the narrow footpath by the fence, the dust rising in clouds from the laden grass.


			“Get right in, and lem’me take you home. It’s goin’ to shower!”


			“How lucky ’t you should come along!” said Almira. “It’s a special providence, I think.”


			Almira was rather nearsighted.?


			


			She whose brief and simple tales so well bring up to us the piteous starved lives of the New England villages and outlying farms, Miss Mary E. Wilkins, was the subject of study in our last week’s story. Miss Wilkins’ style looks very easy at first, easy to adopt and handle. Some country dialect, a strain of pathos, clear local color, and bits of vivid personal description, vivid, yet very delicate and simple; these seem at first sight to be Miss Wilkins. But there is much more in her. Under the dialect and color, under the pathos and the description, in the very least and briefest of these stories, lies a whole human life. Sometimes several, always some one. And this life is revealed not by direct narration, but by subtle side and rear touches; by what seems almost a chance phrase, yet which reveals years of tragedy in its casual mention.


			The sum of her work is a patient melancholy, broken by occasional light gleams of hope. Two notes of grief are sounded oftenest,—failure to marry, and failure to pay the mortgage. Also there is the frequent spectre of family intolerance and oppression.


			“A Day’s Berryin’” in THE IMPRESS of October 13th has the New England locale very strongly, and the New England dialect. The pathos is there, too, but, as is Miss Wilkins’ way, it is only hinted at and shown by inference. The characteristic touch in personal description is not fully given, but the suggestion of buried lives—of the patient martyrdom that makes no sign and bears the pang without the palm—this is clearly shown in the pictures of three at least of these scant characters.


			The Mother’s Prayer


			


			A MOTHER knelt in a great church, praying.


			There was low rolling music under the groined arches, for the organist was playing softly to himself in the organ-loft. The smell of flowers was heavy in the still air, for the Easter lilies were not yet taken down. And the sunlight filtered in in long slanting lines, where the motes moved slowly to the music in paths of purple and azure and pale gold.


			But the mother’s heart was heavy within her. At home her child lay sick, and the days passed, and the weeks, and the child did not recover. All that a mother could do she had done. Nursing by day and watching by night, tending with unwearied patience, and brooding with unstinted love, till the physician had sent her away, weeping.


			“Go out,” he said; “go out and get some strength—you may need it. Your child is too sick to know you now, too sick to value love; he needs care only—the care which means skill, wisdom and experience. With such care he may live—not with your’s.”


			So she came weeping to the church, and prayed. “O God!” she prayed, “be merciful to me a mother; he is all I have since Thou hast taken his father from me. Alone in my great house I live, devoting my life, my time, my strength, my thoughts, my wealth to this sacred charge which Thou has given me. I have been faithful, O God! Diligently I served my mother and father, and Thou hast taken them; diligently I served my husband, and Thou hast taken him; diligently I have served my child—failing in no day or night of thought and prayer and effort—thinking of no other thing in all the world but this, my child! Be merciful, O God! to me a mother.”


			There came One and stood by her, in a white garment, having a light within Him that shone through His garment and through His eyes, which were like wells of light and fire. And she bowed before Him, weeping, and kissed His feet, and said: “O Thou who hadst a mother—see—I am a mother and Thy servant—save my child!”


			And He said, “Art thou a mother?” And she cried aloud, clinging to His garment, “O, have pity on a mother’s heart!” And He said, “A mother’s heart! Wouldst thou indeed know what it is to have a mother’s heart?”


			And she gazed, wondering, and said “Yes.”


			Then, suddenly, she heard her child cry, and something held her from him, and there arose within her a pain like that of those women of old time who were tormented—their little ones laid in sight of their breasts, starving, and the mothers bound.


			She saw her child as he was when he was little, walking along the street, dressed in stiff, heavy clothes that hurt him. A coarse woman held him tight by the hand, and dragged him along. His little fingers were purple with the pressure, and his arm ached from being held up so long. He stumbled from weariness and fell, soiling his pretty dress. The coarse woman dragged him to his feet with a grip on the tired arm, and shook him. Then she dusted his clothing, struck him sharply once or twice, and went on. He did not dare to cry. He only sobbed softly, and said, “Mamma, mamma!” under his breath.


			And she could not go to him.


			She saw him again—in a schoolroom. The air was bad, heavy with the smell of ill-kept children. The teacher did not like the air, either, and it made her crosser than was natural to her. The child tried to study, as he might try to climb up the wall. There was nothing to hold by, and his brain fell down so many times that it was bruised and weary, and could not try any more. He was kept after school; while the yellow sun sank lower, and the leaves fluttered merrily down. The teacher punished him before he went home, and the woman who kept house for his father was unkind to him after he came in. He cried himself to sleep, calling “Mamma! mamma!” until the woman came in and struck him. Then he cried softly.


			And she could not quiet him.


			She saw him in a little sun bonnet, sitting on the steps with a stout nursemaid. He started to run merrily and the nurse pulled him back. He started again, and she seized him by his little skirts and jerked him to her side on the step. He began to cry and she threatened him with the policeman. A lady passing stopped to look on critically. “Why may not the child run about?” she asked. “He’s got to stay where I tell him,” answered the nurse. “He’s got to mind!”


			The child cried, and the nurse rapped his knuckles with a little stick.


			And she could not go to him.


			She saw him in an inside room in a tenement house. The window opened on the hall, and the hall was foul and airless. The night was very hot. In the next room were oaths and fighting. The child’s lips were dry and he tossed feverishly on his dirty mattress. “I want a drink of water,” he cried. “Mamma! Gim’me some water! please, mamma!”


			But the woman who “took care of him” was drunk in the other room.


			She saw him sorting coal in a mine. The golden hair she had so loved to brush was short and ragged and black with coal dust. The little hands were black, save for the nails, and here and there a bloody place—but that was soon black, too. His face was black except for a few fresh tear streaks. He did not call to her aloud, but she knew what was in his little heart.


			And she could not go to him.


			And then he came before her faster, thicker, in all ages, so that it seemed an innumerable throng of children. Yet each was her own, whose eyes she knew so well, and the little arms that clung about her neck in the morning, and the firm little body it was so good to hug.


			She saw him crippled in his infancy by brutality and ignorance, neglected and dirty, and diseased; untaught and ill-taught—taught all manner of evil, unfed when he cried with hunger, and unloved when he cried with loneliness. And each one was her own, and for each was the pull at the heartstrings that tells of motherhood. And she strained wildly at the arm that held her, and cried, “Let me go to them—O, my children, I am coming! Let me go!”


			And He let her go.


			And she rushed to them and opened her arms, and they crowded to her, holding up their hands to be taken, hanging to her skirts, reaching out and crying eagerly. She filled her lap with them. She buried her face in their soft little necks and strained them to her heart. She hugged them till her arms were weary, but not a hundredth—no, nor a thousandth part, could come near enough to be kissed. And the love grew, and the pain grew with it—for Love unfulfilled is Pain—and she ran among them, herself sobbing for joy and love and pain. But those who cried in the dark were not here—nor the sick—nor the weary scholars—nor the little coal-pickers and mill-hands, and tiny, narrow-chested workers of every description.


			So she ran faster, opening doors and windows, bringing water, bringing food, bringing clothing, lifting little heads to hold warm milk to baby lips, picking slivers from little fingers, binding cuts and bruises, bathing, brushing, tending—but still the children came and held up longing, little arms, and called her “Mother!” and the tugging at the heartstrings answered, and the Love grew, and the Pain.


			And there among them lay her first child, sleeping lightly in his bed of white and gold. The trained nurse sat quite still waiting for the hour when the child should have his medicine. Below the physician was just driving away after his third call that day. The servants stepped softly, and there was straw in the street. The great nursery stretched empty and sunny, full of toys unused; the wide garden smiled with flowers unpicked, and all the empty chambers of the mansion waited dark and still till the child should be free to run through them once more.


			But across the alley at the back, from an open window a child shrieked wildly, while the woman who kept house for his father beat him.


			“O mamma! mamma!” he cried: “I will be good! I will be good! O mamma! mamma!”


			And again the arm held her, and she heard her child cry, and she could not go to him.


			And she turned and clasped His knees in agony and prayed:


			“O God! O God! Let me go! Let me go to my children! Do you not hear them cry? They cry for their mother—children crying for their mother! O be merciful to me, a mother, and let me go!”


			And He let her go to her children.?


			


			If greatness, as applied to a writer, means first that height and breadth of vision, depth of insight, and keenness of perception, which denote the seer, and second that power of expression which is simple enough for the understanding of a child, subtle and beautiful enough for the delight of a poet, and strong enough to last forever—if this is greatness, then Olive Schrei­ner is great among the greatest.


			The thoughts which she so eagerly seeks, so gladly gives us, are of the highest known to man; and the method chosen is that sublime form, oldest of all, yet always new, the allegory. Where Olive Schreiner’s allegory differs from John Bunyan’s, or from any of the minor allegorists, is in the clear simplicity of theme—some one high thought chosen with unerring directness—and in the matchless power and beauty of diction which makes of her “Dreams” a book of poems. Another even more distinctive feature in her personal style is the epigrammatic intensity of phrase which thrills you with new appreciation of the mighty truths conveyed.


			Where Reason says, to the woman who had carried Love so long, “On your breast he cannot lay his head; put him down that he may grow”—where of the woman who kept her white skirts clean in earth’s foul streets by picking her way, God suddenly asks, “On what?” Where the man who could not forgive said of the naked soul of his adversary “It is I—it is myself;” and went forward as if he would have laid his heart against it—words like these drive truths into the brain forever. In “The Mother’s Prayer,” effort has been made to choose a subject of deep truth, yet of common interest, and to treat it with the subdued melody of expression,—the clear picture simply drawn, yet connected with a steady thrilling undertone of pain and power—such as Olive Schreiner loves. In depth of feeling and power of thought, in theme and form and personal style, lovers of this great author may recognize a faithful study of her work.


			Clifford’s Tower


			


			THERE ARE few localities in New England where so much of the charm and color of old romance was given to the landscape by the work of man, as that which lay under the far reaching and dignified shadow of Clifford’s Tower. The houses in the neighboring village were of no nobler character than those of any similar group of human habitations in all the country-side; neither were the lives of the citizens—if indeed we can designate with so large a title the humble dwellers in this hamlet—more dignified nor more ambitious than were those of their fellows. None the less was there a certain air of pride in the bearing of any resident when you asked him concerning the battlemented grandeur that stood so dark and tall against the evening sky.


			“That,” you would have been told, with an unconscious arrogance in the tone of the speaker, “that is Clifford’s Tower.”


			The Cliffords, it further appeared, were a great family in that place. They had been a great family when old Sir Mortimer Clifford received his grant of New World land from a king of whom the envious did say that he was glad to so cheaply rid himself of a too officious servant; and they were a great family now, still holding wide lands in the very heart of this fair and fertile region, and mighty industries which made them arbiters of fate to the greater part of the population.


			True, some of the house of Clifford were not so great and powerful, not so prosperous and full of success, as were the main branch; yet every last bough and twig felt to the full the Clifford pride, and gloried daily in that standing record of past magnificence—Clifford’s Tower. Of these poorer yet no humbler Cliffords, none were more pronounced in the characteristics of their race than Mistress Catharine Clifford and her fair daughter. Agnes Clifford knew by heart the story of her kinsman of old days—that young, proud, handsome Clifford who had traversed the four seas and levied tribute on all lands, to make fair and rich the great manor to which he was to bring home his bride. He had planted those wide acres with every tree and shrub the climate would allow—strange vines and unknown bushes, flowers from across the world—and in the midst of them he reared the walls of this gray tower, meaning to have there a manor house which should rival in this new world the ancestral glory of his family in the old.


			It was no fit match for a Clifford after all; this wild slip of a country lass he had chosen for wife, a fair maiden enough, and virtuous, although her father was only a sea captain and her heart, the gossips said, was buried at sea with her first-love. But Herndon Clifford loved fair Mabel Hurd all the better that she was cold and hard to win, and the more his family showed scorn of her whom he had chosen, the more he sought to exalt her by every high observance. She should have a home such as no other lady in the land could claim, not even a Clifford; he would make for her a castle, not a house; and then as the day drew near for the completion of the building and his happiness, the sea gave up its dead—and there returned to her the lover she had mourned so long. Herndon Clifford stopped the work on the house and the work on the place at once; and all these years the gray stone tower had looked down on the unfinished walls beside it and the tangled waste of strange dark foliage below—a ruin that had never been a home; whose master wandered in far lands, an exile till he died. The Clifford pride would never sell or let the grand demesne, a broken heart might be carried with unmoved countenance, a life might pass in sorrow, but the tower stood.


			And when Agnes Clifford, fair pale Agnes whose short life was passed in the very shadow of the tower—for her mother had found shelter after a stormy youth under the roof of the never finished home beside it,—when Agnes first met a lover, it was in these long whispering avenues of strange trees, and in sheltered nooks where flowers bloomed rankly, large flowers of a sort unknown to the land about.


			Urgent and warm was his wooing, and he begged her to leave these sickly shadows, this dark world of green and gray and come to the cheery light of his cottage on the hillside. “The sun shines there all day,” he said to her, “and there are scarlet-flowered bean vines that drum merrily on the pane in the fresh sea winds. You know my sister already, and love her; she will be company for you while I am on the bay.” For Robert Hurd was a fisherman as his father and grandfather had been before him,—and he prospered in a sturdy quiet way. His sister Elsie, a blithe and wholesome lass whose bright cheeks had the fresh color of sea pinks in them, kept house for him in the new cottage he had built; and to his cheery home he sought to lead this slender, drooping maiden, whose very life seemed colored by the darkness of the tangled trees about her, and the shadow of the tower.


			“Come, Agnes” urged her lover. “You need more air, more light. The wind never stirs under these matted boughs—it only shakes the gathered fog down on the house and on you. The sun does not get in—see—look at the green moss on the side of every tree trunk—on the roof—here even by the door-steps—and all down the tower—come! Bring your mother with you,—we will cheer her in spite of herself. She cannot live long here.”


			“Agnes! Come here!” cried a weak, harsh voice from within. “Come here, and bring that man to me!”


			Agnes obeyed, and her tall lover followed, his broad shoulders and ruddy cheeks bearing a sense of youth and strength into the shadowy room where age and illness lay.


			Mistress Catharine Clifford lay back upon the pillows, as she had lain for long years past, her firm thin lips and clear eyes telling of an undiminished will which had once ruled many, but whose only instrument now was this one pale girl.


			“Agnes!” said she, “What is this? What is this young man to you?”


			He spoke for her at once.


			“Mistress Catharine Clifford,” said he firmly, “I am come to ask your daughter’s hand, and to offer her and you a home which will be more fit for human use than this. I love her well and can keep her, if not in grandeur, at least in loving comfort. You will not deny us your consent?”


			The sick woman’s eyes burned large and fierce as she listened, and she fixed them on him with scorn so deep that gentle Agnes was roused to quick rebellion.


			“You shall not look at him so!” she cried. “He is a good man, mother, and I love him!” Her mother turned her gaze on her daughter, with the same relentless scorn.


			“You love him, do you? You love him? You, a Clifford, love this Hurd! And do you know that he is but the grandson of that Mabel Hurd for whose false faith this great house stands to-day unbuilt! He says it is unfit for human use, this house which should have been the glory of the country had that girl been true! But a Clifford was well served for loving so beneath him; and you shall fare no better if you love this man. You, a Clifford, living here on your own land, to wed a fisherman and go to live in his cheap hut—and offer me a home! Thank God your mother lives and can defend you yet from the weakness of your own heart! Thank God that in my very helplessness I hold you fast. You cannot leave me for a day—a night—and while I live, and while this tower shall stand, you shall not marry this man!”


			A sudden darkness gathered while she spoke. In those green shades the dark came earlier always, but this fell thickly as though a curtain closed across the sky.


			Not a leaf stirred; the insistent shrilling of insects filled the hot air with vibrant energy. Far off a heavy breath of sound and the soft sheeted flashes of heat lightning spoke of a gathering storm.


			Robert Hurd stood pale and silent, then turned and strode away without a word. Agnes followed him to the door. He seized her hand and strained her to him once. “Meet me once more to-night,” he begged, “Once more, while she sleeps—at the west gate.”


			It was midnight before the slow breathing of the exhausted woman told Agnes that for a few short hours she might rest beside her. Instead she stole away—softer footed than a fog wreath—and crept out to the great lodge gate where her lover waited yet her final word.


			There was a fearful storm raging, but Agnes was too worn by storms within to mind the wind that wrenched the tree-tops and laid flat the dripping grass, the sheets of hammering rain, or the recurrent roar and flash that filled the heavens.


			Strong arms were around her and drew her into shelter when she reached the gate. She stood panting, and looked at him in the intermittent light.


			“It is the last time Robert,” said she, quietly. “I cannot disobey my mother. She is firm and my duty is with her. Seek another wife, my strong, true friend—one who will bring you joy, not sorrow. While my mother lives and the tower stands I cannot come.”


			A fearful glare poured out across the sky. Every wet leaf stood out pale green and vivid, and the driving rain was lit as it rushed down.


			A crash that stunned them followed on the instant—a crash that echoed from earth to heaven and was followed by another roar, less loud but doubly awful. Before their eyes the tall tower bent and tottered, rent from turret to foundation by the stroke, and burying as it fell the ruined home and ruined life beneath it.


			Strong in her pride she lived, and she died as she would have wished—by the power of the house of Clifford.


			Robert bore Agnes, fainting to his sister’s arms, and a newer, brighter life unfolded for the fair young girl in the bright home that now became her own.?


			


			Nathaniel Hawthorne, so widely known and honored as one of the distinctive glories of American literature, was the model chosen for the study in THE IMPRESS of October 27th.


			Not the greatest and deepest characteristics of so great and deep a writer could be rendered in this brief story. Indeed its brevity was one of the essential difficulties in this case, the style of Hawthorne being comparatively diffuse. But the superficial qualities are fairly represented, notably the general air of gloom and quiet with which his writings are infused.


			This sombre hush is entered upon with the first sentence, and well maintained, with the careful touches of light in the scarlet flowered bean vines and bright cheeked sister which do but enhance the prevailing depression. The slow but elegant diction is also followed with some accuracy; and the old New England background is, of course, easily put in. But the most Hawthornesque feature is in the character of the story itself: the tone of sadness and hint of supernaturalism, the family strain of pride and unforgiven injury long past, and the sudden dark catastrophe which brings it to an end.


			To be more fully like our author would have required more space, more room for filling in the background with those delicate touches which so clearly bring out the scenery and personages involved, yet keep so well the dark, cool tone of the picture. In some authors the most essential distinction is in a certain long-windedness. Scott, for instance, would be impossible to treat in these limits save in an extract. But Hawthorne has enough of shorter tales to make this pass unmistakably.


			Ad’line


			


			THE MUDDY waters of the Missouri rolled under the long bridge and the passing train so endlessly that it seemed more like crossing a lake than a river. Thick, soily water crept along the mudbanks at its sides, and softly took them with it.


			George Crandall looked at the wide, ugly stream with unseeing eyes. He did not observe the great rivers nor the little ones, nor the long, long hours of level farm land which the car window gave him. The rich black mud lay deep in the country roads and held back the dragging wheels of the slow farm wagons. The cottonwood leaves flickered yellowly in the moister places, and here and there an enterprising farmer had planted trees for a windbreak around his home. But mostly the land lay very wide and flat before him, and his thoughts sped over it, faster than the train that bore him, to the home he had left in his boyhood to come “out West” and get rich. He remembered it all in these long, yet flying, days, when he was unable to work and must needs sit still in the plush cushioned sleeper, and look out of the window and think. His fellow travelers in the car did not interest him much.


			These people with the perfectly appointed traveling array,—their neat dust-shedding garments and small soft caps to doze in as the train rocked steadily on over the endless miles,—their brown seal bags with little silver labels, their well adjusted literature and dainty lunch baskets to supplement the possible deficiencies of buffet or dining car, or roadside eating house,—these experienced travelers stirred in him a smouldering rage.


			There was a pretty girl with one party who looked as Ad’line would have looked in such clothes; and a young man was with her who might have been himself if the girl was Ad’line and if they both had half a chance! He leaned back stiffly, the rim of his hat jogging against the window pane uncomfortably enough, and regarded the tourists with visible disfavor. The things that they had and their perfect ease in handling them, the general air of being accustomed to see and to have and do all that they wished to, these made him painfully conscious of how unfit his own appearance was, how plainly it marked him as unused to travel. He was unused to it—in a palace car. Yet he had traveled enough in the past ten years, seeking for a place to live and make the home he meant to have for Ad’line. When his family moved West in hopes of bettering themselves, he was but a boy of twenty, and Ad’line was younger yet. Now he was thirty and the record of his life showed in his face and hands, in the muscle-bound stoop of his great shoulders, and the lozenge-shaped sharp creases that marked the back of his sunburnt neck.


			He had done somewhat in those ten years. Three times he had settled and prepared a place that should be a home in due season. The first time, two years of drought had ruined him and the farm was lost because of it. The second time he settled on some fine land that only needed irrigation and the irrigation was to have come that fall. It did not come, and he was obliged to give up the place after a prolonged struggle to hold it till the big ditch should be put through. Then he worked and saved till enough money was on hand to begin again, and now at last he had something he could call a home and bring Ad’line to. He could remember just how she looked that summer evening in the old home “back East” where he had grown to prematurely careworn manhood.


			“Come with me, Ad’line!” he had urged her then—“we two together can do twice ’n three times the work we can alone. You’re only killin’ yourself here working so hard. You can’t work harder with me, and what you do ’ll all count for the home we’re goin’ to have out West. Say, you’ll come!”


			And Ad’line had stood there under the low, swinging elm-boughs by the little white front gate, crushing the brown curled leaves that lay in the path with her light foot, and considered the matter fairly.


			“It’s no use,” she said at last. “I can’t go and what’s the good of askin’? Here’s father, old now, and needs me more every year; ’n mother ain’t strong—she ain’t been able to do the housework since last summer, ’n my school teachin’, is really the most we live off. If I went with you they’d foreclose on us in no time, and there’s no children but me, ’n little Nellie, you know, to take care of mother, or father either. No; you go and get a place really your own, and your folks comfortable, and then, perhaps, we might arrange it. We’re both young, anyhow.”


			There was nothing to be said. He was not able then to offer any help to the old folks; nor was he now. But it stirred him to the depths with a bitter resentment that he should be driven so many miles away, and she held so fast at home by the same inexorable pressure.


			And now that the years were passed; now that he had a fair sized claim and a house with four rooms in it, and the last year’s crop had left him margin enough to go East and bring back his bride, he was strangely little gladdened. But for that bare unpainted house, the few naked little trees he had set out around it, whose thin leaves shivered in the wind, and the cattle that his neighbor, Lars Andersen, was caring for until he returned, he had nothing to show for his ten years’ struggle, but the tickets in his pocket. His was an excursion, with a rebate on return, and he had one for her too—which he had arranged for with a fellow townswoman on the train, an old lady, going home to die. She took an excursion ticket, however, and he paid for the return. It was cheaper for both of them.


			He had not written much to Ad’line in these years. He never was much of a writer, and grew less so as his hands stiffened with long toil. But something of a correspondence had been kept up, and twice before he had written her that he should come back for her after the crops were in.


			This time he had not written, he dared not say so again till he had the money in his hand. She was a fair, rosy girl, as he remembered her, patient and faithful to all her home cares. She was beginning to be a school teacher then; and had written him since of her having a good school and doing well.


			She had written very nice, quiet letters; always accepting their parting as final, saying that she could never leave her mother, and that he had better take a wife among his Western neighbors.


			Poor little Ad’line—she should never be sorry she had waited for him so long.


			He found her sitting on the narrow little piazza in the light of a low golden sun. The gate creaked just as it used to as he lifted the rusty latch; and the grass-grown gravel path seemed just as little trodden as when he had walked up it so long ago to say good-by.


			She did not know him at first, but started to her feet a little nervously to greet the stranger.


			He saw how thin she was as she stood there, the little worried lines across her forehead, and the dark shades under her eyes. She was a frail girl—she seemed frailer now.


			“Ad’line,” said he, holding out his hands,—“Don’t you know me!”


			“Why, George Crandall!” she cried at last, after a moment’s hesitant scrutiny—“When did you get back! Sit right down and tell me about it.”


			“Just now,” he answered, sitting down on the narrow step and looking up at her as she settled into the creaking wooden rocking chair again. “I’ve just come—and I’ve come for you.”


			“Come for me—” she repeated slowly—dubiously.


			“Why, yes,” he continued, “I wrote you two—no, three years ago ’t I was comin’, and couldn’t make it then, any more’n I could the time before. But this time I’ve made it, and here are the return tickets!”


			He showed them with a little flourish, being somewhat pleased with his own perspicacity in saving that much on the long trip.


			“Why, Mr. Crandall!” she cried, flushing a little—“You oughtn’t to’ve done that—I can’t go.”


			“Can’t go?” he repeated mechanically. “Why, I wrote twice—”


			“Yes, yes,” said she,—“I know you did, and every time I wrote you that I couldn’t come, and I can’t now. I—but it’s out of the question.”


			“Don’t you want to?” he asked, eagerly. “I’ve got a good home now, and some stock and the land’s good. There aint much mortgage—another good year’ll clear it. O, Ad’line!—I counted on you comin’. You don’t mean you won’t?”


			“I can’t George, that’s all,”—said she slowly. “I have a school here and that’s all that keeps mother and Nellie. Father’s dead. We have this little home, of course, with the mortgage for rent—and I have to stay. We couldn’t take mother—she’s confined to her bed mostly and I can’t let the place go, because its all there will be for Nellie. She’s getting ready to teach, too, but she’s only fourteen. And besides,” she added, “I could no more live and work as I’d have to on a ranch like yours than I could fly. If I live here till Nellie’s started it will be all I can do.”


			Then he saw how very thin she was, and the glow on her cheeks that was not all the sunset light. A long silence fell between them.


			“It looks as if you were in the right of it,” he said slowly. “But I’m sorry, Ad’line.”?


			


			No writer of the new school of American realists has made a stronger impression than Hamlin Garland, the model of “Ad’line” in THE IMPRESS of Nov. 3d. His governing spirit is a passionate realization of the wrong and suffering of the American farming class, especially in the middle west.


			There is suppressed fury in his presentation, not unlike the smouldering rage of the French peasant before the revolution; a futile rebellion that falls back helpless from the limiting walls of circumstance, yet seems to swell with gathered force in presage of some outbreak that shall change the face of events materially.


			Withal he has a dumb and terrible pathos, the patience of the yoked ox under the goad, and it is this phase of his work which is rendered in “Ad’line.”


			The courage and unfailing resolution of the young farmer who worked so long to make a home where he could bring his wife, and the same qualities more negatively expressed in the girl who was keeping up until her little sister could take her place in the hopeless struggle—these are Garland’s own.


			The Twilight


			


			SCENE: The edge of a wood. A dim half-light is over everything. Between the huge tree-trunks hang creepers and veils of moss. A castle shows faintly in the deeper shadows, with vague lights in its windows. Birds go by.


			


			The Child. Mother!


			Mathilde. What is it?


			The Child. Why do we sit here, mother?


			Engard. It is time to sit. We cannot see.


			The Child. Why does father answer, mother? I asked you.


			Mathilde. Why does he answer?


			The Child. Yes, why does he answer? He always answers.


			Mathilde. It is because—yes, it is because he always knows.


			The Child. Are you sure of that, mother? Are you sure he always knows?


			Engard. Be quiet. It is time to sit still. We cannot see. Do you not feel, Mathilde, how damp it is? The mist rises down there where the water is. Yes, the mist rises. But I cannot see the water.


			The Child (softly). Mother!—father is not quiet. He talks.


			Mathilde. Hush! Your father feels. He feels the hour.


			The Child. I feel, too. I feel the cold, mother. Let us run about. (The child rises.)


			Engard. Sit down again. This is not time to run about. It is dark. We cannot see.


			The Child. But, father—it is lighter. I feel sure it is lighter. And a little further is meadow land—there it is lighter. Come, father! Let us go out of the woods.


			Engard. Come back. Sit still. See how dark it is! We must wait.


			The Child. How long must we wait, father?


			Engard. I do not know. The night is upon us.


			Mathilde. Come, child. Obey your father.


			The Child. I cannot, mother. He does not know.


			Mathilde. It does not matter. He is your father. Come back.


			The Child. But, mother—it is really lighter. See! the birds are stirring.


			Engard. The birds are going to nest. Night is coming.


			The Child. But they chirp. I heard one chirping. They do chirp, mother.


			Engard. They are chirping good-night, as you should do. Come, sit down.


			Mathilde. Yes; sit down with us.


			The Child. But, mother, why should we sit down? If it is night really—if it really is night, mother, should we not go to bed? I want my little bed, mother, with the netting over it. There are gnats here, mother.


			Engard. We cannot go back.


			The Child. Cannot we go back, really, mother? Can we never go back at all?


			Mathilde. No; we cannot go back.


			The Child. Why cannot we go back, mother? I can see the castle. I can see my window—the little window in the little tower. Why did I have that room, mother? It was so little. It was so far away.


			Engard. Be quiet, child. You should not talk so much. You talk altogether too much. Your mother should keep you quiet. Keep the child quiet, Mathilde.


			Mathilde. He is quiet now, Engard. See how quiet he is!


			Engard. It is very dark here. It is very cold. How the vines swing there between the trees! They swing like ropes. Do they not look to you like ropes, Mathilde?


			The Child. O, father! they are like ropes; and they do swing! I have swung on them! I can swing high like a bird. I can touch the boughs. Let us go and swing!


			Engard. Be still, child. Why should we swing on them? We cannot swing. They would break. But they look like ropes. How very cold it is!


			Mathilde. Yes, it is cold. Will you not put on your cloak, Engard? You have your cloak on your arm. It is lined with fur.


			Engard. No; I have no cloak.


			Mathilde. Have you lost your cloak? Is that beautiful cloak lost? It was lined with fur. Oh, how sorry I am! Oh, oh!


			The Child. He is sitting on it, mother! It is not lost. See, father! You are sitting on it.


			(Engard remains silent).


			Mathilde (in an under tone). Hush! Do not disturb him.


			The Child. But, mother—see!—he is sitting on it!


			Mathilde. Hush! Perhaps he is.


			The Child. But you can see the edges of it. Look, here is the fur. Shall I pull it out?


			Mathilde. No, no! Do not pull it out. You would disturb him!


			The Child. But, mother! Why do we sit here? Why may we not go back to bed? Father says it is night. I think it is lighter. I hear more birds. I want to go on. Mother, why may we not go on? Let us go on, you and I, mother. Then father will come.


			Mathilde. No, no! We cannot go on. We cannot go on without him. It is a long journey.


			The Child. I am not impatient. Come, mother.


			Mathilde. No, no! It is dangerous. Your father is strong. He must guard us. He has the gun.


			The Child. Has he the gun, mother? Where is the gun? O, mother! Let me carry the gun.


			Mathilde. No, no! You cannot carry the gun. You cannot shoot. You are too little.


			The Child. Let me try. Where is the gun? Let me carry it.


			Mathilde. No, no! You cannot get the gun. See! Your father is sitting on it!


			(There is a silence).


			Engard. How dark it is! We have to wait. I like to sit here. I am cold.


			The Child. Mother! mother! I am hungry.


			Mathilde. It is not time to eat. There is no food here.


			The Child. But—mother—I am very hungry! See how hungry I am. I feel quite flat.


			Mathilde. Yes, you do feel flat—quite flat. I am sorry. But there is no food. We must wait here.


			The Child. But father has food. Yes, he has food, mother! I see him eat. He is chewing!


			Mathilde. Are you chewing, Engard?


			Engard. Yes.


			Mathilde. Have you food?


			Engard. Yes; I have food. I brought food in a basket. I knew we should need it.


			Mathilde. There, child! Did I not tell you we could not go on alone. Your father has food in a basket.


			The Child. Where is it, mother? I do not see it. Where is the basket, mother? Ask him for some food!


			Mathilde. Will you not give us some food, Engard?


			Engard. Not now. It is not time to eat.


			The Child. But I am hungry!—mother—it is time. It is time, because I am hungry. Make him give me some food, mother.


			Mathilde. The child is hungry, Engard.


			Engard. It is not time.


			The Child. Why does father sit so still, mother? Why does he not say something to me? And, mother, I do not see the food. Where is the basket, mother?


			Mathilde. Do you not see—there under the cloak. He is sitting on it.


			(Another silence).


			The Child. Mother, it is lighter. Come, let us go on. Perhaps we shall find some food.


			Mathilde. No; your father says it is night.


			The Child. But, mother! see the light between the branches! Let us get out in the meadow—there we can see!


			Engard. That is the moon rising. The full moon. It is night. It is very cold. It is very dark. We must wait here.


			Mathilde. Will you not come, Engard? It seems to me that you might come. Do you not mean to come at all? Where are we going?


			Engard. We are not going. We have come. This is the end of the journey. It is the beginning of night. Let us sit quite still.


			The Child. O, mother, see! The sun is rising. It is really rising! Hear the birds, mother. Oh, so many birds! Oh! oh! and feel the wind, mother—see the leaves stir! They stir like hands, mother—everything is stirring—do you not feel the wind on your face? Oh, see, mother! See! See! It is morning, mother! It is a new day!


			Mathilde. Hush! listen to your father!


			Engard. Be quiet; sit still. It is night.


			The Child. Good-bye, mother! Good-bye, father! I cannot wait. Oh, see the sun shine on the grass! Good-bye!—?


			


			It is not to be expected that our last week’s study will be easily guessed on the Pacific Coast, as we have to look half around the world for the author represented,—Maurice Maeterlinck.


			Maeterlinck is a young author, a dramatist, and noteworthy in that he represents several important elements in present literature. He is a decadent of the decadents, pessimistic, morbid, full of weird unnatural gloom and vagueness. He is one of those who are bringing more literary treatment to the drama—a change due largely to the work of Ibsen, and in his own method, besides being a symbolist, he is developing marvellous power in the use of most ordinary words, a technique so strong and distinctive as to mark his work at once to those who know him ever so little.


			The combination of great thoughts with common words; of vast and vague ideas expressed by most trivial and ordinary character, and scenes, the utter impersonality and unreality with which these boldly real persons speak and act before you, and the haunting gloom and mystery which hangs over it all,—these make it easy to recognize Maeterlinck when once you know him.


			A most careful and scholarly study of this author is to be found in the November “Atlantic,” showing not only his personal quality, but also what he represents in the peculiar literary growth of the end-of-the-century.


			Two Better Than One


			


			IT WAS not Edgar Applethorpe’s fault that his mother had brought him up as she did. Edgar’s mother was a Braintree before she married, one of those spirited Vermont Braintrees who believe that the very odor of the Mayflower is in their family chest, and indeed old Israel Braintree did come over in her.


			Sarah Braintree married Mr. Applethorpe with a distinct consciousness of social descent, but she never admitted it to herself much less—faithful soul—to him. She had loved, honored and obeyed her husband as long as he lived, just as she would be loyal to any kind of king; as indeed her family were always loyal,—to doddering James I just as devoutly as to masterful Queen Bess. To be sure she had to suggest most of his commands, and to convey their suggestions to him so subtly that they should appear as his own; but all this she did with the sublime ingenuity of woman. Still Edgar was her own son and had Braintree blood, and Edgar must be taught to appreciate this fact and his rightful position in the world.


			He was a slim lad, studious, and eager, and with a great turn for what are called the natural sciences, though if any sciences are unnatural I at least have never heard of them.


			Mrs. Applethorpe sympathized intensely with all his interests, bearing sweetly with a laboratory in her kitchen, a museum in her bed-chamber, and all the odors of incipient chemistry pervading the whole house. The worst of these pursuits was that they produced no money. Other boys in Pennegassett worked after school hours in stores and offices and woodsheds, at all manner of odd jobs, and really helped their families quite a little. But our Edgar was not like the Pennegassett boys, his mother proudly declared, and neither was he.


			In some ways he was better, perhaps—kinder, gentler, cleaner, softer of speech, more considerate always of the personal tastes and wishes of those about him, and therefore did his mother love him with growing intensity. For that matter, so did Molly O’Shea. Mrs. Applethorpe knew that Molly regarded her son with awe and devotion; that was of course essential to the condition of household acquaintance; but it had never once dawned on her Braintree consciousness that her own and only son could love,—literally and practically love, his mother’s “help.” She knew, of course, that they had gone to school together—all Pennegassett goes to school together below a certain age,—and she knew, and approved of Edgar’s having helped little Molly with her studies when he was home from college. Molly had to give up schood for good and all when her father was killed in the Sauchunket Rolling Mill disaster, and her poor mother left with twin babies to nurse and care for, and no one to earn a cent but Molly.


			So Molly had been with Mrs. Applethorpe these five years, learning all the principles and theories of fine old New England housekeeping, than which there is none cleaner and sounder and more satisfying in the world. Molly’s dust cloths were marked “D” in red cross-stitch, and she had three kinds of dish towels, “G” for glass, “S” for silver, and dear knows what for the rest of the dishes. Then Edgar used to teach her the chemistry of cooking and he bought her Serena Hyde’s “Fine Art in Fair Feeding,” Dr. Anna Kingsford’s “The Perfect Way in Diet,” Professor Castletown’s “Food and its Functions” and a score of others; so that, altogether, what with the dear child’s natural taste for good living, the New England grounding, the chemical filling, and general scientific and artistic polishing off, it was a sad loss to the Applethorpe family when she had to go.


			Of course she had to go—there were no two ways about it. When Mrs. Applethorpe found that Edgar meant to marry Molly, she said things that no Irish maiden could stand, nor indeed any other maiden as pure and honest and loving as this sloe-eyed, rose-cheeked little beauty, with the tears sparkling in her eyes as she tossed her head and left them.


			“You say that I am no match for your son, Mrs. Applethorpe, and you may be right, for he is too good for any woman that I ever saw. But if honest work is to keep him from me, he is welcome to marry the Queen’s daughter—I’ll not be ashamed of my work and the caring for my mother for any man that walks, if he be seven times an angel!”


			So Molly went away, and Edgar after her, to beg her to come back—to marry him then and there and come back—or to let him go away with her—any where, so that they were together. But Molly was practical. She loved him dearly and did not deny it; but at best she could only earn enough for the mother and the sturdy twins who were using up “two pair of shoes a month between them—bless their little feet!” And he was earning nothing at all but glory, his thesis on “Right Eating in its Relation to Chemistry” having won golden opinions from Professor Morgenhammer himself. “No” said Molly. “Do you stay with your mother and I will stay with mine, and the first of us who can see a way to bring us honestly together without robbing those that belong to us, write to the other.”


			So it was settled, with much regret and some kisses and a few tears, and though they wrote often of how they prospered, the letter that meant union did not come for five years.


			Edgar was Professor of Chemistry at Winandago University in North Dakota at the time, and his mother had died and been buried in the old Braintree lot in Salem, for Mr. Apple­thorpe had insisted on being cremated, and while she had loyally obeyed his last wish it left her determined to be buried herself in the home place. She never felt as if Mr. Applethorpe was in that little square box, she said, and truly he was not.


			And Edgar had used up every last scrap of what little money they had in the course of his education, and was now but just clear and able to pay expenses. So he was glad when Molly’s letter said “Never mind your fandango university; there’s a better one here and I know you can get a better place in it than you have now, and besides you can feel perfectly safe for a year’s time to write chemical things and publish them if you prefer—I’ve got a real bonanza here—come right away—that is, of course, if you want to?”


			He did want to. He resigned promptly from his hard and ill-supported chair and left the blizzardy little town she so disrespectfully referred to before the week was over. Before another week was over—yes, it took him five days to get there, and on the sixth they were married—Molly was Mrs. M. O. Applethorpe, for she claimed some initials, of her own she said.


			By what miracle had the little American—she was just as much American as Increase Mather was, you know—made possible this happy marriage and installed her professor in a fair home in Southern California, where he could really do the great work he was meant for, and incidentally make her the happiest woman alive? The simplest of devices. She used the talent God had given her, plus her careful training in Mrs. Applethorpe’s kitchen and her own common school education. She never told Edgar quite all the story; not all the incidental unpleasantnesses in some of the situations which she had filled, as she rose from strength to strength until he found her poised peacefully and gloriously at the head of a flourishing family hotel in the loveliest town in California.


			How cautiously she had planned her course! How she had gone, carefully recommended, through various great families in various capacities, until she got a good place in a large boarding house, and so on and on till at last she drew a spanking salary for managing two good houses, one in winter and one in summer, as the tide of tourists flowed from the hills to the sea and back again.


			“You can own a hotel in five years more,” her employer said to her admiringly; and in truth she did, in just four years and eight months from his prediction.


			The best of it is that the dear mother and the twins were never left without her, and that “blessed Edgar,” as she called him, grew to be a very great man indeed and was known afar for his wonderful work on “Human Nourishment.” There were even some people who thought it a pity that such a great man’s wife should be so practical, but he never thought so. And she was as happy as good health, a good business, and a good husband can make a woman.—?


			


			Courage and hopefulness, a warm good will to all humanity, a steady faith, and a cheerful acceptance of life as it is—these, together with an underlying faith in the goodness of God, form the spirit of the writer represented in last week’s IMPRESS. His style is easy and familiar,—audaciously easy and familiar,—especially in the hasty pitchforking in of names and titles, half real half unreal—the handling of a master who will make his picture out of anything that comes handy, as Horner pasted the little black dogs into the middle of his water color.


			In “Two Better Than One,” this well known and well loved writer is fairly rendered in some of his most prominent characteristics. The local color, showing practical acquaintance with the details of New England life; the insight into character, the wholesome spirit of human love and energy, and the sublime victory over circumstances of the principal personage—these are all to the life, and make easily recognizable one of the greatest Americans of the last half century, a tower of strength and comfort to thousands upon thousands of readers, hearers and friends,—Edward Everett Hale.


			From “Thurston Gower”


			[The study this week is an extract from a chapter in a novel—a three volume novel at that,—the author’s style being such as to prohibit a short story imitation, or even a short chapter.]


			chapter xi


			


			WHEN THE time had come for Mary Ellerton to be enlightened as to the fact of her relationship to the family at the Hall, there were not wanting kind and officious friends to add much comment and explanation to the mere, dry facts of the case. In the minds of most of us there lurks a mild satisfaction in the contemplation and discussion of intricate family affairs; and none the less so when these affairs are largely of the heart.


			Miss Ellerton, calmly happy in her quiet life at Chelwick Parsonage, being accustomed to the reserved but steady affection of her reverend uncle, and having never known other care than his and that of Mrs. Porter, and so far never questioned fate as to her past or future fortune. She knew that her mother had died young, when she herself was but a tiny baby, too young to miss her; and that her father—what did she know of her father after all?


			It had been sufficient always to tell her that she had lost him even before she lost her mother; and her mind, occupied to the full, as it always was, with the details of household management and the enlarging interests of the Gower schools, had never concerned itself to ask questions about people with whom she had no shadow of association, save as they were brought to remembrance sometimes by the sight of other girls with present parents.


			This was not often, and when occasion did cause Mary to remember that her life was something lonely, and that she lacked much which seemed essential to the happiness of her companions, it merely seemed to strengthen in her the conviction of her superior strength as compared with most girls of her age.


			She did not meditate deeply nor very clearly on the subject: it was simply the perception that whereas these others had parents one or two—generally two—and, on being deprived of them, visibly pined and languished, she, Mary, having had no parent at all from earliest memory, was able to stand calmly alone, manage her uncle’s house with perhaps too severe a system, and still be free to devote herself to the school work she loved.


			And now, into this quiet, busy, and altogether satisfied life, there must needs be introduced the new and startling current of her uncle’s disclosure.


			The Reverend Simon Ellerton rarely troubled himself as to consequences. It was enough for him, he said, to know a thing was right and to do it; and do it he did, with a certain inexorable quality of virtue which sometimes proved wearing to those of his associates who were less rigorous, in right doing. Some, even among his parishioners, at times ventured to object to this, humbly submitting in course of argument, or what they deemed argument, that the rightness of an act might in some measure depend on its consequences.


			Such faint and ill-founded opposition rarely moved Mr. Ellerton to anger. It was too easy for him with a few fine quotations of a classic or mediæval nature and some swinging rhetorical sentences, to entirely overcome and reduce to respectful silence whatever hapless person had ventured to oppose him. When Mary opposed him, it was not always so easy to silence her. She was respectful always, but he had at times a faint sense that her respectfulness was due more to an abiding sense of her own dignity than of his. It was not from a wider acquaintance with the classics that she was so persistent, although her education in that line had gone on under his own careful supervision for many years; but from a sort of general acceptance and waving aside of these oft quoted authorities, as though the words of Tertullian or a line from Chrysostom or Augustine were of no greater importance than her own opinions.


			On the occasion when this communication was to be made, Mary was summoned by Mrs. Porter to come to her uncle’s study, as he had a word to say to her. Never had the cheery, book-lined room seemed more like home to her, and never had her uncle beamed more genially across his somewhat antiquated spectacles than he now beamed as she entered. He was really fond of Mary in his quiet way, and as demonstrative as he ever was with any one, though that, in truth, is not saying a great deal.


			“Mary, my dear,” he began when she had seated herself comfortably under the lamp, the warm yellow light falling pleasantly on her smooth, firm coil of hair and bringing out the healthy color of her cheek and neck; “Mary, my dear, how old are you to-night?”


			“Twenty-one, sir” replied Mary, completely at her own ease, and wondering as she dropped her little gourd shell into the stocking she was darning, what Uncle had on his mind to-night.


			She was not long kept waiting. The Reverend Simon Ellerton leaned well back in his chair and crossed one slippered foot over the other. His elbows were rested on either arm of the great leathern study chair, and his fingers gracefully juxtaposed in a judical sort of posture—calmly held together and drawn apart as his spirit dictated,—conveyed an impression of almost disheartening profundity.


			“Mary, my dear, it is now time that I should explain to you certain matters which have been held in my mind for you for a period of years. I am pleased on some accounts with the large prospects which now open before you, and hope that you will manifest in the wider sphere of usefulness shortly to become yours the same diligence and faithfulness which have always characterized your labors here,—pleasant labors, I hope, my dear; and always well appreciated.”


			Mary waited calmly, drawing the heel of her uncle’s sock tightly over the little gourd shell, and beginning another elaborate darn. Mary’s darning was as thorough and irreproachable as all her other work. She had a perfectly arranged basket of materials, and used them with the fine discrimination and promptitude of a surgeon. The darns, being accomplished, were more imposing in structure and more reliably durable than the original fabric. At present, with her uncle speaking as he had never spoken before, plainly indicating the opening before her of some new field of life hitherto undreamed of, Mary Ellerton showed no signs of perturbation beyond a little heightening of color and more steady breathing; her long bright needle went in and out among the threads under and over, never missing a stitch, and when the threads were drawn through the little loops along the margin remained as regular as though her patient process had been utterly undisturbed. But, for all her calmness, her absolute control over muscle and nerve, the girl’s mind was stirred to swift and far-reaching activity, by her uncle’s words.


			He, good soul, pausing to observe the effect of his somewhat cumbrous introduction, was thinking only of what a good girl Mary was, and how she had made his home more comfortable than it had ever been under the care of his ailing young wife. He should deeply regret her loss, but the Reverend Simon Ellerton was not a man to hesitate in a case of plain duty like this, no matter what it cost him. He little imagined, watching the deft fingers of his young companion, that her thoughts were now flying far afield and reverting with almost painful intensity to the only subject of disagreement which had ever arisen between them. That wayward, disowned son seldom arose in his mind now, and he could not have believed, had Mary herself told him, with what unflinching, patient faith she had accepted his excuses and awaited his return.


			To the strong, quiet, self-poised character of the girl it was a weakness to be moved by any external influence beyond the chosen expression of her own will. Something of her uncle’s dogged righteousness perhaps, and with it a streak of sterner nobler stuff, which she had never analyzed, never sought to account for, until now.


			But this slow preamble to weighty revelations, while she was resolved to be unmoved by it, did stir her to kindling imagination which all her strength could not utterly subdue. This she was certain enough of, however, that whatever might presently be told her, she should continue to act as she had always acted, from the unalterable decision of her own good judgment.


			And Marcus? Marcus would come back some day. She knew that; not only because he had said it so earnestly, but because she wanted him; not now to be sure, but bye and bye when—she did not dare to think of the “when” she meant; duties and affections crossed there, and she did not follow them.


			She looked up now, turned her clear eyes smilingly on him and said, “Well Uncle?”, as if to encourage him.—?


			


			In the eighth of our series of studies in literature, George Eliot is represented. The fragment of a chapter, which was all that it was possible to give in her own marked style, hints at a deep, strong character growing up under conditions of difficulty in one sense and of great freedom and power in another.


			The general scheme of color, of quiet English village life some fifty or sixty years ago, the subdued, even tone of the treatment, and the flowing elaboration of a clear but somewhat heavy style, these are all George Eliot; but there is necessarily lacking in this brief attempt that sweeping breadth of vision, deep insight, and wide scholarship which make the author of “Romola” so great a power in literature.


			It is interesting to compare the diction of this noted author, still so much a standard, with the increasing brevity and fluency of our modern writers. We seek to express an idea with the least expense of words, strengthening it by skillful harmonies and contrasts,—by “value” rather than elaborate richness of color and form.


			The old school, for all its heavy ornament and rich coloring, seems dull when compared with the ringing tones, the sudden surprises and soft gradations of color in the work of to-day.


			Five Girls


			


			“THERE WON’T be many more such good times as these for us,” said Olive Sargent, mournfully hugging her knees as she sat on the floor under the big Victory; “we’ve got to go out into the cold world presently and earn our livings.”


			“I don’t mind earning the living a bit,” pretty Mollie Edgerton asserted; “I like to, and I shall never give it up; but I do hate to be separated the way we shall be. I wish we needn’t.” And Mollie dusted the crumbs of her luncheon from her spotless gingham apron.


			The other girls always had charcoal on their aprons, or water colors, or oil, or dabs of clay; even sometimes all of these; but Mollie’s was always clean. To be sure, her work was mostly pencil drawing, the making of delicately beautiful designs for jewelry, for fans, for wood carving, for lace even—she was a born designer, and made the other girls green with envy.


			Then Serena Woods opened her mouth and spoke. Serena was going to be an architect; indeed she was one already in a modest way, having planned the school-house in her native town, and also the dwelling of her married sister. To be sure, the sister did sometimes complain to intimate friends of certain minor deficiencies in the edifice, but what is that to a rising architect whose brain glows with enthusiasm and lives in a luminous cloud of architraves, pediments, and facades. She spoke slowly, looking down from her perch on a high stool. “Girls, let’s not separate. “Let’s go and live together in a house of our own. I’ll build it.”


			“O do!” said Julia Morse, “I’ll decorate it! We shall each have a room in our favorite color, with most appropriate designs, and the rooms down stairs shall be a real sermon and poem in one!” And Julia gushed on with fervid descriptions of her proposed scheme of mural decoration, while the others joined in rapturous applause.


			Then Maud Annersley joined in. Maud was a tall, pale, slender girl, with dark, thoughtful, blue eyes and a quiet voice. She was a painter, and had had a picture in the last exhibition which had won approval from the best critics. “Do you know,” she said earnestly, “that we really might do this thing? We are all good friends and used to rooming together for these two years. We know all we mean to each other and when to stop—when to let each other alone. We’ve all got to earn our living, as Olive says, and it would be cheaper to earn it together than it would apart.” And Maud rinsed her biggest brush in the turpentine cup with severe decision.


			Olive rose to her feet tempestuously.


			“I do believe we could!” she said, her blue eyes lighting with sudden fervor. “What is to hinder our joining forces and working on together, having the sweetest, grandest, most useful life in the world! We could club our funds, go to some nice place where land is cheap, and Serena could really plan for us one of those splendid compound houses that are so beautiful and convenient. We could arrange it with studios, all as they should be, and other artists could rent them of us to help on. You know I shall have some money as soon as I’m twenty-one; and I’d rather invest it so than any way I know.” Olive stopped for breath, flushed and triumphant; and the others looked at each other with new earnestness.


			“We’re talking of an awfully serious thing,” said Maud. “It would mean living, you know, really living right along;” and she scraped her palette softly as she talked, making a beautiful mixed tint of the spotty little dabs of burnt sienna, cadmium and terre vert. “There is no reason we should not do it though. But it ought to mean for life, and we’re not all going to be single, I hope.”


			Beautiful Maud, with her pale, sweet, oval face and wealth of soft, glistening, chestnut hair, had seen her lover buried, and turned to her chosen art as a life-long companion. But, she could speak all the more earnestly to her heart free friends; though there was a tell-tale blush on pretty Mollie’s cheek, and Julia looked a little conscious as she spoke.


			“Well anyway,” said the last named damsel, with rather a defiant tone; “if we do marry we don’t mean to give up our work I hope. I mean to marry some time, perhaps—but I don’t mean to cook! I mean to decorate always, and make lots of money and hire a housekeeper.”


			“I don’t see” said Mollie dimpling softly, “why that should be an obstacle. Couldn’t we have a house so big and beautiful and live so happily and get to be so famous that—that—if any one wanted to marry us they could come there too?”


			“What sort of compound fractions do you think we are?” demanded Serena. “Any one marry us indeed! It would take five to marry us, Mollie!”


			“Now stop joking, girls,” said Olive. “We are all grown and trained. We all want to always work—indeed, some of us have got to. Now, honestly, why shouldn’t we build a sort of apartment home you know, a beautiful ‘model tenement’ affair, artistic and hygienic and esthetic and everything else; with central kitchens and all those things; and studios and rooms for ourselves, and a hall to exhibit in and so on. Then we could have suites of apartments for families and let them; and bye and bye, if we are families, we can occupy those ourselves and let the others!”


			And Olive hugged the headless Victory in her enthusiasm while the girls applauded rapturously.


			Then what a happy year they had before their course at the Institute was finished! Such innumerable plans and elevations; such glowing schemes of color, such torrents of design for carving and painting and modelling, such wild visions of decoration, where races and epochs and styles waltzed madly together in interminable procession.


			The class work went on, of course, and Maud’s great picture won the first prize at the exhibition, though no one guessed that the lovely walls in the background were from one of Serena’s least practicable elevations, and that the group of girls in front were the future owners thereof. There was a troubadour in it also, but he was purely imaginary; though Maud did tell Mollie that he was the fortunate youth that was going to marry them.


			It was but a year or two before the lovely plan came true, for after all there was nothing impossible in it. Between them all there was money enough to buy the lot and build the house, and the “families” consented to hire apartments therein to such an extent as to furnish all the funds for running expenses.


			Julia Morse’s redoubtable Aunt Susan came down from her New Hampshire home to keep house in the new mansion, and declared that she never had had half a chance to show what was in her before.


			Olive’s widowed mother made the dearest of chaperones for the girls, and their long parlor rang with music and merriment on the pleasant winter evenings.


			The studios were easy to let also, and the velveteen coat and loose blouse became as frequent in the long halls as the paint-daubed gingham apron. Also the troubadour materialized in the shape of a most angelic-voiced singing master, who occupied a room on the top floor; and who, though he did not marry them all, as was aforetime suggested, did marry Olive in due season and stayed in the same pleasant quarters thereafter. Only a “family” was evicted, so to speak, for their convenience, and Olive’s room was let to an aspiring little sister of the troubadour.


			Pretty Mollie followed suit in a few months more—it took some time to convince her devoted but conservative lover that they could just as well have a suite in this beautiful great home cluster as in a flat near the park. Every girl of them married, as years passed on; even Maud, who forgot her early sorrow in a newer, deeper joy.


			But live together they did, and work together always, with various breaks and lapses, as the sweet home cares sometimes interfered with working hours, and the charming little kindergarten in the south wing grew fuller and fuller.


			“There’s nothing like planning things for life,” said Olive one still June evening in after years, as the same five girls sat together on the rose shadowed porch; older, but no less earnest in their work and their love for each other.


			“That’s so,” said Serena heartily—“especially when you do the things you plan.”—?


			


			Every girl in America ought to be able to recognize the author given in “Five Girls.” There might well have been a moment’s hesitation between one and another of our young girls’ favorites. Mrs. A. D. T. Whitney might well have had a thought, and some few others; but none of them all has the breezy swing and warm cheerfulness of our old favorite Louisa M. Alcott.


			In this little sketch, the points of composition kept in view are these: the dealing with earnest, gay, young people as characters; the whole-souled indifference to detail; the broad humanitarian trend, the insistence on happy family life, and on freedom and progress. In style, the little trick of three adjectives together, the general swift ease of handling, and the strongly personal trait of finishing a sentence in conversation with the act of the person speaking: as, “‘Indeed we will!’ said Kate, and rushed out of the room.” Or, “‘O girls, they’ve come! They’ve come!’ and pretty Susan fairly flew down stairs to meet them, while Rob pranced madly after.”


			The Unwatched Door


			


			I SAT calmly in my marble house, and none knew what was under it or who had put it there. The house was very beautiful, I knew that. I had engaged the best of architects and builders, the materials were of spotless purity, and every block cost a great sum. Around it the flowers grew, rich, brilliant flowers, in eddying sweeps of color that pulsed and flowed up to the white walls, over the wide steps, and out into the vivid velvet of the lawn. Flowers I would have, and not only those in the rich beds—the soil was very fertile where I built my house—but in exuberant vines which grew up against wall and window and overhung the gleaming porch with their dripping crimson bells and buds.


			The trees were not very tall yet, not tall enough to give the place the air I wanted, and some which I had eagerly transplanted died after a little while and stood withered and stiff among the flowers. But even those the vines soon covered, riotous climbing things that shot out creeping fingers of pale delicate green, which turned to clutching hands, and then to embracing arms that only death would loosen.


			My house was full of beautiful and curious things; memorials of past ages and other lands, and specimens or strange unusual growths and freaks—a wonderful collection. But the strangest thing of all, and one I could not myself account for, was a singular low sound I heard sometimes among my curiosities. A low, faint, irregular, throbbing sound.


			I lived there in a free and noble manner, well served and respected, but I had few friends to dwell in the house and love it. It almost seemed to me sometimes as if they knew what was under the house and who had put it there.


			The Prince of that country came riding by one day and found me tending my flowers with passionate devotion. I watched over them as a mother watches her children; and when all the air was golden and crimson and purple and scarlet with their uncounted blossoms I was satisfied. My home looked joyous then.


			The Prince was interested in my flowers. He used to dismount and stand there on the porch, leaning against a pillar of red porphyry, watching my white fingers disentangle the clinging tendrils and lead them to a higher, firmer hold on the rich carving. I wanted my house to be hidden in flowers. Then he asked to see the inside of it and I led him in. He was welcome to go in and out as he liked, and, if he cared to know, I would explain to him all the curious things I kept there. I knew them all, just where they came from, what they were, and how they became mine. So I looked at him with cold eyes and told him all he asked about my household gods.


			“It is a beautiful house,” he said, “and over rich with flowers. But you—you seem sad.”


			Then I laughed, quietly, to show that I was not sad; for it was not indeed melancholy that affected me, as I lived in this fair house among the ruddy roses and thick, sweet lilies; only an interest in the place and a pride in it. For no one had so fair and firm and well built a house as I, nor one so buried in beauty.


			But the Prince persisted that I was indeed unhappy. He missed something, he said, in all the beauty and lightness, and something in the tales I told him of my gathering these strange things. There were things there, he said, that seemed to call for another explanation than the one I had given—things that seemed to call for another ownership.


			Then suddenly he held out his hands to me, with deep eyes searching mine.


			“Show me your heart!” he said.


			A faintness that was like pain ran through me at his words—it seemed as if the house shook under my feet, and in the demanding silence I caught that sound I could not myself account for, among the jars and cases around us. But I held my head high and met his gaze as calmly as if he were but one of my strange idols; and I drew in deep breaths of sweetness from the drooping wreaths of jasmine that hung over the window.


			“I have none,” said I.


			He came close to me then with a look of doubt and terror, and laid his hand above my girdle, my straight silver girdle with the curious intricate clasp no one knew but myself. But he felt nothing, nothing, and I laughed softly at the anguish in his eyes.


			Then he looked again at the cabinet next him and seemed to be counting over some of the things there. I sought to draw his attention away from them by my usual explanation, but he would not hear me. A wreath of withered roses in a dim corner of the case seemed to stimulate him anew, for he suddenly turned upon me again and demanded, “Where is your heart? What have you done with it?”


			I trembled before him, for we were alone and the heavy, fragrant twilight was settling down. But his eyes burned steadily and he seized me by both wrists and bore me backward to the wall.


			“What have you done with your heart?” said he.


			Then a horrible pain ran through me in all the empty places, and I threw back my head and laughed long and loud, laughed madly, wildly.


			Of what use was his fury and persistence? He could not have what he asked for, ever.


			“If you must know,” said I, “my heart is dead. Quite dead. It died many years ago.”


			“Are you sure it is dead?” said he with a deep, searching tenderness that made me shiver. “Hearts have been known to lie long as dead; yet revive when One comes to touch them. Let me see your heart. Let me touch it.”


			I shook off his hand and smiled coldly, cruelly.


			“My heart is really dead,” I answered. “To make sure, I myself drove deeper every stroke that slew it. I sealed it in linen and folded it in lead. I laid it in a stone coffin, a monolith, bound with iron. I buried it under seven vaults and built this fair house over it; my fair, bright house where the flowers grow so wildly.”


			“Why did you build your house over the tomb?” he asked.


			“That none might know there was a tomb,” I answered coldly.


			“Have you watched the door?” said he.


			“Watched the door!” I cried, clutching at my cold breast, “watched the door of a tomb? Why should I? A tomb is not a prison!”


			But even as I spoke a horrible thought seized me and I broke from him and ran leaping down the stairs that led below.


			He followed me eagerly, his sword clanking on the wide, damp steps where no sound had fallen for so long.


			I sought to bar the doors behind me, but he always caught my hand in time and passed through by my side.


			At first I thought I caught again the low sound I knew above, but it had stopped wholly now, and as I turned to face him at the last door, my face white with terror, there was no breath of sound, no pulse of motion anywhere.


			“O go away!” I moaned—“go away utterly and let me look. You shall not see—you shall not touch—O my heart! my little heart that died so long ago! Go from me, you torture me—I tell you my heart is dead!”


			But he never moved his steady eyes.


			“Open the door,” said he.


			Then I opened the door. Dark—dark till our swinging lanterns struck faintly into the cold gloom. The great sarcophagus loomed dim and black in the middle. A scent of flowers years dead hung over it. But what was that—that little crouching thing that suddenly sprang up and ran upon us with unearthly eyes—on us—over us like an escaping beast, up the echoing stairs and out into the hot, sweet night with frantic leaps and wavering senseless cries. My heart was mad.—?


			


			No reader and lover of Poe can fail to recognize something of his spirit in the mingled beauty and horror of “The Unwatched Door.” The horror of Poe has a deeper hold on the reader than that of any lesser master of the same theme, because it is so closely allied to beauty. No crude brutality can give the convulsive thrill that at once drives you from and draws you toward the cause of sensation, as does this poetic, rhythmic touch which commands the attention and holds you in shuddering fascination. When the element of horror is allowed to verge on loathing, it no longer horrifies—it merely disgusts and repels.


			Poe delights, while he harrows your feelings; it is an “ecstasy of woe,” and you fairly enjoy your pain. The fantastic poise of his imagination is well given in this instance—the strange unreal setting with its deep chords of color and tone; the haunting melody of phrase and heavy clinging richness of expression pervading it all. It is an atmosphere like the tuberose and heliotrope odors of a funeral, and adds to the effect of horror with most subtle art of literature.


			The Eating House


			


			THERE ARE many resorts of a similar nature in the immediate vicinity of the one in question; but none of them is so thoroughly and satisfactorily The Eating House as this is.


			You can eat there such a variety of pleasing and savory viands, and the payments required therefor is so preposterously inadequate that the heart of the economist and of the epicure are alike devoted to the place. The spectacle presented by the window is enough in itself to allure any passer-by whose stomach is not as dead as the soul of that unhappy person who has never uttered the unaccountable soliloquy: “This is my own; my native land!”


			For in that window stands a cook, a stalwart and personable young man, with a most appetizing white apron, and a cap of similar hue, calculated to win every susceptible nursemaid’s heart at once; and this cook, with an engaging dexterity of hand, and most telling glance of eye, makes here in full view of the hungry multitude, innumerable cakes, muffins, and waffles, glorious to behold.


			Such waffles! Done to a turn, of a most distracting brownness, and full of little dry ditches and gullies intended by an over arching providence to run lavishly with syrup and melted butter.


			Delicious are the products of this window-cook, standing there serenely conscious of the unapproachable nature of his feats, like some successful ventriloquist or professor of leger­demain; but let not your appetites be wholly occupied with hot cakes, however be-syruped and be-buttered; within are better things. Pass the first bit of counter where are numerous cigars and cigarettes of varying strength and value, from that adapted to the pale and unnecessarily shaven youth, to the regular after dinner nicotine of the steady smoker, and where the attenuated gas jet burns forever like some inconspicuous shrine lamp in this temple of Jupiter Cookius; pass the next bit, where the very decided young lady with the smart side-combs on either side of her carefully made parting sits at the receipt of custom and thumps the patent till that reminds you of a typewriter, when she makes change; and see what glories wait you further on!


			Here are triangles of pie, pie of every description and consistency, from those of a tense and sticky nature, beloved of youth, to the quivering heaps of somewhat suspicious looking white froth known to the gloating school boy as “m’rang top.” Here are doughnuts also, and apple dumplings, these last like moated castles, each surrounded by its ring of sauce, and curiously bedizened with little whorls of whipped cream on top; chocolate eclairs of an inordinate size, layer cake with its geological suggestion of strata, telling of the alternate ages of dry cake and warm seas of lemon custard or jelly; some of them have a remaining ice-cap of frosting and are heavily snowed in with cocoanut, while others bear the marks of the glacial period on their striated tops.


			These dainties are as difficult to pass as ever were the sirens of fable; but pass you must, if you are really hungry and wish to taste to the full the glories of this eating house. Beyond are many little tables, and four times as many little chairs, and if it is meal time for the denizens of that quarter you are lucky to find a seat. There is one, nearly at the end of the line, one vacant chair at a table of four, you will not be lonely at any rate; sit down and be thankful. Here is the bill of fare, with sundry vivacious little personal touches in it which rouse a friendly feeling in the reader at once.


			



			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			“Here are the cakes men long have sought,

						
					

					
							
			“And wondered where they could be bought.”

						
					

				
			




			


			says the card, and you make up your mind to have some of those cakes before you go out, or you’ll know the reason why. But there are numbers of other edibles of brilliant promise and you stray wildly among them, torn by the conflicting claims of “short ribs of beef with browned potatoes,” and “breast of lamb breaded, with tomato sauce,” while the waiter regards you calmly as one of wavering judgment and uncertain tastes.


			In time, however, you order something, and in time your order is filled, and you eat rejoicingly from the bounteous provision on your private relay of dishes and the large pile of bread and glittering array of “individual butters” which were brought also.


			The rest of the diners at your table—they would probably speak of you as an “interloper” at theirs—are also having a good meal on the same ridiculous financial basis as your own. Such astonishing quantities of provisions for such astonishing scarcity of pecuniary return cause one to wonder how the keeper of the house makes both ends meet in his profession; but meet they do apparently, for the place continues to be filled with crowds of customers who enter, flat and empty, with a yearning expression of countenance, and go away as round as aldermen and smiling like gilded cherubim.


			If you come at noon time—anywhere between twelve and one or thereabouts,—there is hardly room for the waiters to get about, all the tables have four chairs, some five, and some in the middle aisle have even six, to the grievous inconvenience of the incoming and outgoing guests. Also the high chairs are brought forth, and various turbulent babies are ensconced therein, to the joy and admiration of their fond mamas and the more or less audible discontent of those immediately beside them.


			Great numbers of shop girls come to this place to dine, and exhaust the bill of fare in ingenious combinations of cheap dishes whereby the most food can be obtained for the least money. Pour, meagre creatures, most of these, with flat chests, narrow shoulders and skimpy, dark-colored dresses whose horizontal wrinkles around the waist suggest the bandage rather than the bodice. Some, however, present a comparatively gorgeous appearance, having more color about their costumes and much more in their cheeks, together with bright eyes of a somewhat languishing expression, and a ready smile. The smile is quite lavish in its application, being turned like the glow of a dark lantern now on this object and now on that, illuminating the somewhat callous countenance of the waiter at one moment, and the more susceptible visage of the young man across the room at the next. Poor smile! Poor, wayward, flickering gleam, an ill substitute for the steady brightness and warm, tender light in the rosy face of the young matron yonder, who can scarce eat three consecutive mouthfuls for loving pride in the more rosy faced urchin by her side. ’Tis a timid smile too, for all its boldness, knowing well that its audacity is but a plea, and when that plea shall fail, as fail it must in time, no smile will then be left,—only tears, tears for an irrecoverable past, a sure and hopeless future.


			She of the too ready smile has gone now, having eaten a lunch as light and unstable as her hopes, and, as she goes back to her place behind the glove counter, she is accompanied by a tall youth of engaging manners, who rose and went out as she did. Better stick to the glove counter, my poor girl; the smile so far has done you no serious harm, but do not trust it too much!


			Her place is taken by a pale young woman with a pasty cheek, a formless fretful mouth, and a most melancholy eye. She has been ill, she tells you presently, moved no doubt by the sympathy in your face, and this is the first time she has been out to a meal. You wonder secretly why she is out now, why not rather have that meal at home; but a second thought shows that there can be no home in the case, only a room somewhere, and another girl to nurse her while she is there. So out she must come as early as possible. She has her trouble for her pains, poor thing; for the lamb chops remain uneaten, and she goes away soon, looking whiter than when she came.


			A stout lady with a florid complexion comes next, wearing upon her bosom much beaded passementerie, and as all natural conveniences for breathing are denied her by the rigid constriction below this emblazoned front, yet breathe she must, having hurried mightily to get here, the beaded passementerie heaves unsteadily before your eyes, rises and falls and twinkles and glitters like the broken lustre of moonlight on a limited but tumultuous sea.


			They are thinning now. The hasty gentlemen who fill the other side have nearly all thrown in their provisions and returned in short space to their work. The equally hasty, but much less substantial meals of their feminine fellow workers have vanished also, they and their eaters, and only the irregulars remain; disappointed people who have failed to meet friends, unhappy looking families who have a train or boat to “make” directly, and some few unaccountable individuals whose appetites have waited over time.


			The melancholy young waiter walks solemnly up and down, casting tea leaves with a measured sweep of the arm upon the strip of carpet in the aisles, to be swept up presently. The charwoman is there also, heavy-footed and sad of eye; ready to wash the linoleum, which abounds where the carpet is not.


			The chairs are being turned up against the empty tables. Even the waiters have had their belated meals and discreetly disappear. Between meals, the eating house dozes.—?


			


			Those who are familiar with the lingering appreciative touch with which Charles Dickens dwells on the details of all that pertains to good living; his sharp eye for minor characteristics in things as well as people, his tender sympathy and keen insight, and the musical cadence of measured sentences with which he draws a story to its close, will recognize the author imitated in “The Eating House.”


			The touch of pathos in the description of the too smiling shop-girl, and the broad, cheerful good will of the general treatment are also like the powerful novelist who brought men to a knowledge of each other as none had done before him.


			To imitate Dickens on his native heath would have been presumptuous in the extreme, and probably a failure; but to treat a local subject as Dickens would have treated it, and make clear whose touch is used is carrying out perfectly the spirit of these studies.


			One Way Out


			


			SHE SAT quite silent for a little after his last remark, with that silence which suggests the retention of many things most pertinent to the matter in hand, but not always of an agreeable nature.


			Her cousin—she had quite returned to the old habit of thinking of him as a cousin,—regardless of the few weeks after their betrothal in which he had seemed to become luminous and large, a hero, a lover, such as one reads about. She had read about many, and delighted in the change from the old child love between them to this new feeling, half combined with, half separated from the first, yet so palpably another.


			“What’s the matter?” he inquired lightly enough, yet with a certain suppressed anxiety in his voice. “It does seem, May, as if nothing I said suited you in these days. You used not to be so—captious—when we were just cousins.”


			It was a trifle—the merest trifle, and of itself surely inadequate to send such a multitude of feelings to the heart of the hearer.


			She made no sign of emotion however, beyond a quick look at the earnest yet boyish face beside her, with its rather petulant expression. In what way was it possible, she thought coldly, for this man to have become so—so distasteful,—in so short a time. She had had the warmest affection for him as a boy, and surely but a few short weeks ago she had had a love far warmer and of larger meaning. Now she groped hurriedly about in her heart for either feeling, and to her astonishment found only a pale sense of justice to the human creature by her side, whom she knew loved her, and who had done her no harm whatever, save for a hapless jarring on certain minor chords of her life, which perhaps she was foolish to so resent.


			Then as she saw the disconsolate droop of his big shoulders, and noted how he sat over the fire and relieved his mind by carefully picking the perfectly arranged cannel coal into a score of flaming fragments, greatly to their mutual discomfort, two strong sensations rose uppermost. The one a sense of accumulated outrage based on no one act of discourtesy or forgetfulness; on nothing that was unworthy of her cousin or her lover, but that sweepingly admitted its inability to show just cause of offence and at the same time protested before high heaven that any man should be able to so trample on every minor peculiarity, so fail to apprehend, so perversely misapply, so succeed in distilling perpetual unrest into the cup of life he had but now lifted to her lips. The very talk they had been having—what had he said? Nothing in which any listener would find cause even for displeasure, yet which left her wrung and angry as from a bitter dispute. Then following this causeless rage, which raged the more at its own causelessness, came a great wave of ante-betrothal tenderness, the warm affection of her childhood for the big cousin who had always been so good to her. He was good to her now, he had never failed to be kind, tender, patient, self-sacrificing; there was nothing wrong except—except—ah yes, that was it. She had over estimated his love and her own. They loved each other of course, and always would, but he was perfectly right in the speech that hurt her so just now—they were happier, she was less fretful and hard to please, when they were only cousins.


			She rose and went to him, kneeling on the rug by his side, and laid one hand on his knee, the other about his neck.


			“Bert, dear,” she said, “Do you know I think you’ve just hit it. I was nicer when we were only cousins, and so were you. Now don’t let’s be miserable or make any more mistakes as to how we feel. I love you dearly, as I always did, and you do me, I know. Nobody knows we were engaged and nobody need know why we aren’t; but really, Bert, I think we were both naturally mistaken—don’t you? Now, don’t be sulky, you dear boy. You’ll thank me some day, really. Come—let’s be just cousins again—and always.”


			He rose to his feet without a word and began to walk up and down with his hands in his pockets and a puzzled frown on his brow. She watched him narrowly, feeling sure she should recognize any signs of pain, and with a queer tugging sort of wish that he would stop striding about, take his hands out of his pockets and come and take possession of her hands, as he did once; assure her that it was he who was wrong—that he had been a wretched failure so far, and that he wasn’t half good enough for her, but—and the tugging wish became an absolute cry for something of that look in his eyes which had so burned itself into hers a month or more ago.


			But when he came and stood over her there was no such look visible, only a rueful sort of expression, and, she fancied a glimmer of relief. And what he said,—alas for the ineffable stupidity of the most considerate of men! dull creatures whose efforts to console and spare are often productive of quite the subtlest pangs in life,—what he said was only in tones of the tenderest compunction: “Are you sure you won’t care?”


			He mistrusted that he had entered a frying pan the instant the words were uttered and precipitated himself nimbly into the fire by adding: “—care too much, I mean!”


			For one wild moment, she longed to hurt his honest heart by assuring him that it would not cost her a moment’s uneasiness; and truly what grief she had fled utterly, as she realized anew the utter misapprehension in which her life might have been passed had she failed to save them both from such mis-step.


			“Bert, you dear old, uncomplimentary goose!—it’s you who ought to be a mass of ruin, if you weren’t too visibly thankful at my being wise enough for two! Of course, I shall care some. A woman hates to make a mistake like that. But it’s well found out now, and you and I will always love each other dearly, as we always have. It’s all right, isn’t it? Come shake hands on the new cousinship, dear.”


			He took her hand and held it a moment, saying with an unreliable voice: “May—you are the best friend a fellow ever had—I hope—I hope that you will find some one that is good enough for you!”


			She looked at his perturbed countenance and broke into a little laugh.


			“Any one would think to hear you, Bert Howard, that I could not possibly sustain the state of single-cousinship without serious distress of mind. You are such a goose that I have a great mind to punish you.”


			“What will you do to me?” he asked, standing with his back to the fire and looking down at her. The leaping flames which followed his unseemly use of the poker were brighter than the much draped lamp, whose profuse silken petticoats and copious laces gave somehow the impression of a skirt dance—motionless but suggestive. Her fair face, lit by the rosy flames, was turned up at him mockingly.


			“What will I do? I will upbraid you with being a feather-headed inconstant boy, deluding your pet cousin into the notion that she was fonder of you than is really the case. Or I would, if I were not so grateful to you for finding it out in time, and being so palpably miserable that I could not choose but see it?”


			“I was not miserable,” he protested, flushing. “I was as happy as could be, only—you don’t imagine I wanted to get out of it, do you?”


			“No, indeed, I don’t!” she hastily replied, “It is all right, dear boy; don’t feel badly. You didn’t do a thing but just what was natural under the circumstances. It is I who have found out that I do not feel as I did—that’s all. If you had acted like Uncle Chester, now, I never would have forgiven you!”


			“What did he do?” demanded her listener.


			“Do? Why he found out there was insanity or something in the family of the girl he was engaged to, and just calmly broke it off. She found out the reason and went mad on the spot—lamentable corroboration of his theory, was it not? If I knew of any such danger as that, I’d never marry anybody—would you? But you and I come from the same people, so it’s as broad as it’s long. I wonder if you had had any notions about our family spectre, if you would have sought to escape me on good humanitarian grounds, instead of sticking closer than a brother till I found out how little I really cared—or you either.”


			There was quite a silence at this, broken by her suddenly asking him if he enjoyed Dr. Henderson’s lectures on “Consumption and Heredity.”


			He looked up at her with an eager questioning glance quickly restrained.


			“That’s ours, you know,” said she, “my poor mother and father and yours,—what do they say about the heredity, Bert?”


			He drew himself up to his full height, assumed his most professional manner and informed her in choice scientific terminology that the latest theory was that only tendencies were transmissable and those could be overcome by education. He talked with great freedom and prolixity until she yawned behind her hand and sent him home.


			“It’s all very interesting,” said she, “I’m glad you feel that way—I had really begun to feel horrid about it. Good night, Bert.”


			“Good night, May,” he said, and kissed her very lightly.


			She stood looking in the fire, the medical terms still ringing in her ears.


			“Too bad,” she said, “I ought to have known better. He didn’t care except cousin fashion, nor I.”


			He went home under the moonlight, over the snow. It was light enough, but very cold.—?


			


			Our twelfth example of literary style, “One Way Out,” falls a little short of the standard of excellence desired to be maintained in these studies; perhaps because the author represented is so finished in his mastery of the art of wordsmanship as to render imitation an inefficacious flattery.


			The conception is like, very like, to those subtle modernities of thought, feeling and action, so keenly perceived and so exquisitely portrayed by Henry James; but the style lacks the inimitable firmness in delicacy, the “iron-hand-in-the-velvet-glove” effect, which distinguishes this author.


			If close comparison is made, much of resemblance, will be found, especially in the limitless finesse of the conception. That the young medical student should be brought to realize the family fate, about to be concentrated by his marriage with his cousin; that, being a modern man, he should see the danger, and long to save her from the probable injury so entailed, and therefore prepare to give her up,—this is easily conceivable; but that he should so arrange for their disunion as to have the proposition come from her, and come from such cause as left no sting behind—this is a piece of ingenuity quite worthy of Mr. James himself. Nevertheless, the execution is unequal and lacking in the deliberate finish of this master.


			A Cabinet Meeting


			


			THE NEW YEAR’S meeting of the Board of Administration of the United States of America was in progress; a full day’s careful attention having been already given to the annual report of each department secretary, with its copious illustration and carefully prepared statistics; the others taking notes of what pertained particularly to their several offices, and the President having, with the accuracy and breadth of view which distinguished that officer, fitted each detail as read into a comprehensive view of the national situation.


			Following the reading of these reports, the week’s recess had passed, as usual, in a short rest—after the sustained attention of ten days,—and in the eager consultation of authorities, telegraphing for corroboration of new ideas, and exchange of thought among experts, which brought the Board together again, full of purpose, hope and practical suggestions. During this week also the President’s Message had been published, summarizing the information received from the reports, and stating clearly to the people the condition of the country in general. On this opening session of the adjourned meeting, every member was present and listened with earnest attention to the opening remarks of the President.


			“You will see then,” the president was proceeding, with grave deliberation, “that the principal difficulty we have to meet is precisely that which was foreseen by thinkers of forty or fifty years ago; a difficulty not only surmountable, but almost inevitable—the natural condition ensuing on the gradual introduction of a new system. Reduced to simplest phrase, the people are not up to their conditions. They are, as a whole, satisfied with their administration and ratify the present order at each election; but the less developed portion of the community prevents, by its low standards and deficient capacity, the perfect working of our system. The problem before us, as I stated in my message, is how to improve the people—soonest, quickest, easiest. I should like to hear what suggestions you have to offer.”


			“It seems to me,” began the Secretary of Education, “that we do not pay enough attention to our people’s intellectual development. I know, of course, that the more immediate questions had to be answered first, and that we have answered them admirably; but it is to me clear that a more steady and concerted effort on the part of the Administration is required to elevate our population. I would recommend that a number of our ablest educators be appointed as a special commission to arrange for a vast series of excursions to take our people abroad in well arranged sections—not to deplete any industry too much at once,—accompanied, of course, by thoroughly experienced and agreeable cosmopolitans, that a full knowledge of the world as a whole may be disseminated. This could be prefaced, while the preparations were being made, by a national course of lectures, with illustrations and the like, and such accompanying light as my colleagues of the departments of Art and Publication can so well arrange. I have consulted also with the departments of Communication, of Science and of Exchange who will state their conclusions.”


			“This plan commends itself to me as wise and perfectly feasible,” said the Secretary of Communication. “We have means of travel already sufficient for a very general circulation, and before the series of trips proposed is accomplished I can arrange for further extension of our system. The Eastern Air Line is now negotiating for stations in the Himalayas, and permanent establishments are being completed at the poles.”


			The Secretary of Exchange listened smilingly to this and supplemented it by observing that it would be a perfectly simple matter to arrange with all civilized nations for supplies during such journeys, and that there was plenty of gold and silver for use in those countries where barter was still the custom.


			“There is no serious difficulty in the plan,” said the Secretary of Science. “Every facility can be offered, and by a careful adjustment of connections and full allowance for individual variation, I think we can mobilize our population entirely in the course of ten years. It ought to mean a very great expansion and elevation of type, to say nothing of the immediate outlet afforded to all disaffection and complaint. As a national movement, it will arouse great interest and imitation and lead to that fuller unification of human interests we look forward to so confidently.”


			“The wealth of the country is ample for such an undertaking,” remarked the Secretary of Production, with a motherly smile, “and my sister of the Distribution Office tells me that there will be no appreciable trouble in circulating supplies for such an undertaking.”


			“None whatever,” said that lady calmly. “It will mean simply an extension of our present admirable system, and I hope a permanent one. It ought to be a basis for a full and constantly enlarging system of world distribution, such as I have looked forward to from the first.”


			The Secretary of Health here put in an earnest word. “It will serve invaluable ends in my department. For one thing, such unavoidable community of purpose and process, together with incessant change of surroundings, will necessitate, absolutely necessitate, the adoption of a more serviceable costume. I have conferred with my brother of the Department of Art, and we purpose to submit to the committee designs for such garments as shall be in the broadest sense human. Such universal use will make their permanent adoption almost a foregone conclusion. I foresee also in this plan an equally desirable change in the eating and sleeping habits of the people. It seems to me a most admirable plan, a stroke of real genius, and I wish my sister of the Department of Education to feel it.”


			“I owe the suggestion to our President,” said the Secretary of Education.


			The President rapped lightly on the table. “Please confine yourselves absolutely to the matter in hand, my friends,” said she, casting a warm smile on the last speaker. “Whatever action is taken by this Board is to the credit of the Administration of 1950.”


			“One of the great advantages of the plan is the undoubted education to the sense of beauty its realization will be,” said the Secretary of Art. “The mere fact of seeing the wonder and beauty of the world, natural and human, will lift our generation very greatly. The effect on literature, costume, music, drama, architecture, decoration and pictorial art will be instant and good. My sister of the Production Office has spoken with me already on the immeasurable value of such an impetus to the whole field of industrial art.”


			“Indeed I have,” said the Secretary of Production. “The one thing that keeps back progress in this, our real human growth, is the low taste of the people. It is better, of course, than when the ‘market,’ so called, was governed by the taste of triumphant vulgarity; and its following of suppliant vulgarity, but it is bad enough yet. Our best output is discounted by the lack of appreciation. This great access of knowledge and increase in size of the mind and heart, will do wonders for production. I would recommend to the committee specialist excursions of arts and crafts. My brother of the Science Office has an idea in this direction, I think.”


			“Yes,” said that learned official. “There will be a great opportunity for the development of special tastes and powers. An immense variety of excursions can be arranged—arctic, tropical, mountainous, deep sea. It will do wonders for our scientific students. The Historical Bureau, for instance—and the Geographical—O, it is a magnificent plan!”


			“May we hear from the Department of Publication?” inquired the President.


			The gentleman called on was thinking deeply, and occasionally noting down his conclusions. “I was arranging in my mind,” he said, “a skeleton plan for spreading this proposition. For instance, the whole Journalistic Bureau will receive instructions to treat it from every point of view, so reaching every individual at once and repeatedly. The magazines, too, can be filled with information on the subject. I can confer with the Art Department and see how far current literature can make it a theme—popular verse, and the like; illustrations, of course. I should like a sub-committee appointed with representatives from the Art and Education Departments not only for lectures, but also for dramatic entertainments, national songs, dances, masquerades,—everything that can be done to bring all the world before the people’s eyes at once. By the time the preparations for the first trip are accomplished, I can have enough people ready for it, and before the plan is half fulfilled, every man, woman and child in America shall know it as well as they know their National Hymn.”


			The President looked around the table.


			“Everyone has spoken, and spoken well, save our youngest and wisest. Will our sister of the Department of Ethics not speak?”


			The clear eyes of the Secretary of Ethics were gloriously bright, and her mouth broke into loveliest smiles when she began to speak.


			“My sisters—my brothers,” she said, “my heart is full of joy for the beautiful thought that has come among us. This plan is most nobly right. It will do individual good to every one of the millions participant—those who do not care to go will be benefitted by those who do—and, in the end, almost everyone will go, however reluctant they may be at first. It means elevation, enlargement, progress, the spreading, lighting and warming of the human heart. The world can never be strange or far to those who know it all—knowledge is love. This will stand in history as the greatest step since our industrial change. It is good.”—?


			


			“A Cabinet Meeting” in our last issue will be easily identified by almost every reader as after Edward Bellamy. It is not easy to give the exact personality in literary style in a case where the original has so little of this quality. “Looking Backward” was a book of the age in its thought, but as literature it had little distinctive merit. So, in this presentation, no attempt is made at technique, but there is given the largeness of thought, the daring imagination, the careful, practical planning of detail, and the immense human love, which mark Bellamy’s work.


			To those who care only for style and nothing for idea, Mr. Bellamy’s books seem careless. But let any one follow for a moment the thought processes involved in some of these bald sentences, and they will see power enough, though it be not that of the literary artist. Writing has other uses beyond that of giving pleasure by its artistic excellence, and a man who can sway the thought of the age, as Mr. Bellamy has swayed it, is no mean author. It is hoped that the conception involved in “A Cabinet Meeting” is not unworthy of the writer represented.


			An Unpatented Process


			


			OF COURSE there was an alarming discrepancy between their characters—everybody could see that fast enough. They were about as well calculated to get along together as an eight-day clock and a California rainy season. She was accuracy itself; mathematics were no better than a weather bureau compared to her methods, and he—well a weather bureau was mathematics compared to his.


			The things that fellow forgot, and left open, and untied, and hung in the wrong place, and misdirected, and over-drew and failed to connect, would shingle Tophet—supposing that the roof of that place has any analogy to its flooring. And her friends told her so, most freely, and with that brimming tenderness of regard and intense devotion to one’s best interests that prompts one’s friends on such occasions.


			“For a woman of your temperament,” they told her, “it is suicide—rank suicide. You’ll die in a year of nervous exhaustion. He’ll put your bonnet in the butter dish, bring home preserved barberries when you order beans and buy you a piano lamp with the money you gave him to pay the coal bill. You’ll die, Nettie! No, don’t you do it.”


			But Nettie Hines was not going to be deterred from marrying the man of her choice by any such paltry objections as these. Hers was a devotion such as you read about in those beautiful stories of the troubadours. Had she been betrothed to him and he been converted in one of those revivals of Peter the Hermit, and gone off to lead a sanctified life in the Turk-and-Sepulchre line, she would have remained faithful to him for seventeen years, and never mentioned the little delay when he returned.


			Whether she could have reached the summit of complacency of the lady who received not only her long absent and imprisoned lord, but also the beautiful and infatuated sultaness who delivered him, I do not know, but she was never put to that kind of a test. Hank Richardson was not that sort of a man, not by a long chalk. He had just as good stuff in him as she had, in his way; and was as faithful as that fellow with the barrel hoops around him in the fairy story. He wouldn’t have brought home a sultaness under any consideration whatever,—not if he was engaged to be married to Nettie Hines.


			So she stuck to it that she would marry him, and marry him she did, in spite of a few characteristic vicissitudes on the occasion of the nuptial ceremonies. You see, he was a doctor, and a real good one; he never slipped up on a case when he once got his mind on it. Hank’s mind was a regular sleuth-hound for following the idea he was after; but if he lost the scent anywhere he’d just run around and paw the air and howl—it was really pitiful. They tried to get married two or three times, but Hank slipped up on it, and it was awfully mortifying to Nettie. But she made up her mind to have him, and she did. The first time he was more excusable, because of not having had any experience, and perhaps not rightly appreciating the importance a young girl attaches to a little matter of ceremony like that.


			Women are so much more sensitive to these social minutiæ than men are. It was an outrageous storm that night, there’s no denying it; and living as they did, in the country, it was difficult and really somewhat dangerous to get around.


			The minister got there all right; it meant something to him of course in the way of direct returns; and the guests arrived in great numbers—country people don’t mind a little weather when it’s a question of sociability—but Hank never showed up at all. So after awhile Nettie’s brothers set out to look for his body, knowing that he was no hand to drive, and more than likely had gone off in some other direction, and might have made a mistake and harnessed the blind plough horse, and perhaps even then be lying stark and cold in some sheeted drift by the roadside. They went clear to his house, to find out when he started, and Hank came down and opened the door, half dressed.


			“Man alive, what are you doin’ here!” said they.


			“Doin’?” said he, “why goin’ to bed of course. It’s time.”


			“Don’t you know it’s your wedding night?” said they.


			“Why yes,” said he, in that quiet, courteous, reasonable, sweet-tempered way of his, that endeared him to all hearts in spite of his innocent eccentricities; “why yes, I know that, but it rained so I thought they wouldn’t have it.”


			The boys had to laugh, but Nettie was mad and wouldn’t be married that night at all, when they did bring him.


			Next time he was interested in a case of small pox and sent word that he was sorry, but he really couldn’t leave his patient.


			But finally the thing was managed, and nobody was better pleased than Hank when it was all safely accomplished.


			Nettie had insisted on one thing though, and she’d saved money enough from her school teaching during these vicissitudes to be able to compass it; this was that they should go off somewhere for a year before they settled down. So he arranged to pursue his medical studies abroad, and she got the tickets and the guide-books and rate-cards and time-tables and schedules, and they got started in about two weeks’ time from the date set. She didn’t chafe any under that, for she had allowed a month to make sure. Nettie was the most reasonable woman I ever saw.


			When they really did start; when the gang plank was off and all those dear friends one has on those occasions had stood around to the last moment and made you feel every emotion you had in your bosom several times over, and were now standing all along the edge of the pier to make you feel them over again—or maybe a new one—I thought I saw a peculiar expression of—well, of scientific enthusiasm, in Nettie’s eye, as she held him securely by the arm. I was one of those friends; but then they wanted to see me there, and I never make a fool of myself at such times.


			You see, after all, they were kindred spirits, though their walks in life were different. Nettie was a born educator, and just as fond of educating as he was of doctoring. She didn’t stop at children either; so when I saw that look I got at the reason of her patience and determination; the reason besides her undying affection. It became evident to me that she considered his faults eradicable, and intended to eradicate them.


			He came home in a year’s time, as intended. He wrote on to have the house open on the fifteenth of April, and that they’d be there on the 10.30 A.M. train, but his folks just gave out that Hank was likely to get back this spring, and were as surprised as anybody to see them come.


			They looked well, both of them. She regarded him with a sort of triumphant admiration, as a woman will a man that she’s plumb proud of; not a shadow of anxiety or doubt. But she’d a kind of a worn look too, same as Paracelsus might, or Archimedes, or any of those absorbed experimentalists.


			As for him, his face was fairly illuminated. There was such a glory of determination about him, such an air of high resolve and definite purpose, that one was led to expect immortal deeds at once.


			“Is the house all ready?” he asked his mother when he’d kissed her properly and answered every body’s questions; and we all stood around with our smiles getting a little tired—just a little.


			“Why yes,” said she, kind of dazed though, he looked at her so sharp, “we fixed it all, not being very busy—but we didn’t hardly expect you yet awhile, dear.”


			“I dare say not,” said he smiling, “but here we are, and I hope Simley has sent up the office book-shelves I ordered to match the other set, and Jenks put out my new sign. Do you want to stop and order at White’s, Nettie, or would you rather come down in the morning?”


			“I guess the morning will do,” said she, with such a reposeful, restful look as would do your heart good to see, a real luxurious sort of expression—kind of bee-in-clovery—and they all went off without a vestige of shawl or umbrella or railroad novel left behind them. He had even remembered to leave out her sun umbrella when he sent up the baggage, and opened it for her as they started off.


			My sister said that when they got home there was a great bowl of violets on Nettie’s bureau, and that Nettie turned to him and said, “How did you know I liked violets?” and he said, “You told me so in the art gallery of Munich that day when we were talking about flower painting. It was—June 21st, I think,” and Nettie just threw her arms around his neck and cried.


			We all thought it was a miracle, or that maybe he had been changed at nurse, or something of that sort; but my sister found out the whole process after a while and told me. You may think it is strange for a brother and sister to be so confidential, but then she was only being a sister to me for a while—she isn’t that now. And it wasn’t in human nature for Nettie not to tell, for an achievement like that in one year is a thing to make the meekest Moses as boastful as a healthy newspaper. Nettie never really boasted; but you could see she was proud and gradually we learned the details of the process.


			“It was only a question of relating brain action,” said she modestly, “and not nearly so hard as doing it to a child where you have to wait for years of growth. My husband has a splendid brain, and a well trained one too, only he had never been taught to focus and carry at the same time. He could focus all right and forget to carry, or he could carry all right and forget to focus. It’s a trick of the mind, like patting your head and rubbing on your chest at the same time. Most of us do this more or less well, but Mr. Richardson didn’t take to it naturally, and nobody ever trained him.”


			My sister—that was—was extremely awed by this opening. She hasn’t a scientific mind herself, but I have never cast it up at her. You see I don’t need any professional treatment myself. I never forget anything, but letters to mail, and to order the coal, and little things like that,—same as any man does.


			“How did you begin?” asked my sister.


			Nettie looked back over her path of victory and smiled: “I took care of everything without his knowing it, and arranged a series of openings for him to forget in. He did, of course.


			“The first time he missed connection he lost me, and it made a great impression on him. The second time, it left me in great danger; the third, I should have been dead—but for having planned it myself. That was in the Catacombs. These things made a deep impression on him. I planned so that there were no innocent lapses—only awful ones. Then I began a carefully prepared series of things to remember—good, loud things, to rouse his neglected powers of observation and retention. For instance, whenever we came to our room in the hotel I wrapped the match box in scarlet paper. I made a sign that said ‘matches’ in big letters. Then I put matches on the floor and on the stove and on the bureau and on the desk—on everything there was in the room.


			“‘What are you doing?’ said he.


			“‘Arranging the matches,’ said I calmly, and went on. Finally, I put them on the table by the bed near the light and begged his approval. He was unsuspecting and interested, but I talked about those matches and their location on that table till his brain revolted. Then I would ask him, at irregular intervals, but suddenly, where those matches were put; and after a while he could remember at once, even when I changed the position, and the color, and finally the thing itself. You see, the startling irregularity of my actions aroused a new interest, and my carefully adjusted inquiries did not let it die out. In time, he could remember every item of furniture in a room we had left a month before, and things that I had said about them, and it never tired him a bit.


			“Then I began on errands and things that you have to remember ahead instead of backwards; beginning with urgent demands for conspicuous things to be brought at once, and gradually shading off till the mere mention of a thing once would ensure its production at the desired time.


			“He saw through it all pretty soon and was as eager as I was; and soon got to enjoy the exercises. He’s in splendid condition now, and if I keep him in regular practice for another year I think it will be absolutely successful.”


			And Nettie beamed and glowed like a young mother. She was a young mother, in course of time; and, if you’ll believe me, Hank Richardson could tell you that baby’s age as well as he could the increase in the local death rate.


			But if I tell you any more, perhaps you’ll discredit the whole story.—?


			


			“An Unpatented Process,” in No. 15 of THE IMPRESS, was after the manner of our most noted American humorist, Mark Twain. Several guessers have confounded it with the more recent work of Stockton; but it has not that faint, undefinable absurdity which marks Stockton’s touch. There is a sturdy reasonableness in the matter of the tale, and a gentle suggestive, irresistible humor in the treatment, which, while characteristic in the large sense of American humor as a whole, finds its most typical exponent in Mark Twain.


			The young girl’s special sensitiveness to social minutiæ—objecting to a belated bridegroom; the numerous emotions of the attendant friends at the departure; the change in character being laid to a hypothetical change at nurse; and, perhaps most distinctive of all, the look in Nettie’s eyes “like Paracelsus or Archimedes or any of those absorbed experimentalists”—these are Twain’s unmistakably.


			My Landlady’s Daughter


			


			IT IS almost a liberty to speak of the distinguished and venerable lady of whose hospitality I partook for one brief summer as my landlady; still such were the conditions to which she had been reduced that even my slender contributions to the family purse were of appreciable value.


			Yet was it touching to see the habits of pride and generosity, so long familiar to her race, cropping out through this unhappy necessity; and the delicate subterfuges by which the good lady continually referred to me as her guest, and in all ways treated me as such. Indeed, it sometimes occurred to me that my constant presence at her board and hearth made me seem in her eyes as a potential suitor; and that in the motherly care she vouchsafed I was already included in her range of family affection.


			My landlady’s daughter, however, labored under no such delusion. She was a fair, buxom lass, firm of foot and strong of hand, with a smooth, ruddy cheek and light brown hair of constant smoothness. However her mother might assume the airs of the grand dame, and tell me fine stories over her silver tea service of the amount of precious metals brought home to them in days past by redoubtable grandfathers and great uncles, the daughter never for an hour forgot the true relation between us, or her own duties in regard to it. She did not contradict her mother in her innocent assumptions and fine airs of magnanimity. No one could ask a more docile, respectful and affectionate child; but from time to time I fancied I caught a faint shadow of annoyance on her smooth brow, an unexpressed wish that the good lady would sometimes remember the true state of the case long enough to give some rest to our active imaginations.


			It pleased me to think, however, that the affectionate girl was really more glad that her mother could so put aside the more distressing features of their lowered fortunes, and console herself for the lack of leisure and freedom by this innocent assumption of hospitality.


			There was a son of this house also, a big hulking fellow, a little lame, if I remember right, and most restrained of speech. I was never able to make out, from what few words he was induced to utter, from what part of the world he had last come, or what had brought him home at this juncture to share the fallen fortunes of his house. He sat at the foot of the table, listening to his mother’s stories with a quizzical air enough, yet always gentle and courteous to that somewhat garrulous dame; and his own manner partook more of her assumption of munificent hospitality than did his sister’s modest but business-like attitude.


			She, good soul, attended with her own hands to most of the management of the house, and to all its outside affairs, driving about in a dilapidated old chaise, drawn by an equally ancient horse, to interview the various tradesmen and laborers.


			There was a fine air of dignity and even grandeur to the old house, which not even boarders could destroy. Seated under its tall elms, with the rich turf crowding to the door-step, the broad stretch of what had been lawn and was now hay-field lying before the door, and all the numerous sheds and offices to the rear, once populous with busy service, now given over to the bustling hens and lean, dejected turkeys clustering behind; the mansion seemed like its mistress still to wear all the generous air of former days. It had been the country house of the family when they had also one in town; but that was in the old days of the slave traders and South Sea adventurers in general; those revered ancestors to whose audacious deeds were due the great silver tankards and urns in the dining room.


			One richly ornamented vessel of strange shape was taken from a convent, my landlady told me with calm pride; passing over any inconvenient details of how it was taken, why it was taken, or exactly what right her respected progenitor had to take it.


			I suspected at times when the calm eye of my landlady’s daughter fell on these antique vessels, and seemed to gauge their weight and value with shrewd appreciation, that she was mentally resolving to turn such relics of departed glory to more account in the payment of every-day trademen’s bills; but she never ventured to express such a thought, if she had it. Her one wish, in relation to her mother, seemed to be to keep from her all the jarring elements of their changed life and to lull her into a semi-conscious condition with regard to their real necessities. With this in view, she would even lead on the talk at table to some proposed purchases they contemplated in the future when they should have sold the wood lot; to the relative value of this pasture or that piece of wheat, and to what they might do to the house, if things went well and they could really make the alterations so long found needful.


			So interested would my landlady become in these discussions that she would lead us all from the table to the garden, after the meal was finished, and, hanging lightly on my arm, discourse to me of the varied possibilities of enlarging and improving the pile before me, until my feebler imagination took fire from hers and I seemed to see, as she did, the wings, ells, towers, bay-windows and staircases, she so opulently predicted.


			An evening of animated conversation would ensue over a cheerful fire in the singular old parlor, the flickering light bringing out all the accumulated trophies of generations of seafaring ancestors which hung upon the wall. Strange weapons from outlandish tribes, bits of costume not much surpassing Eve’s, ornaments and souvenirs of one sort and another; the place teemed with them, from the still, hot garret, choked with half-forgotten, half-dismantled rubbish, to the front hall where hung the shark-toothed spears of the fierce islanders.


			While my landlady pursued her tales of the house as it had been and the house as it should be, please Heaven, if the wood lot really did go at the price they were asking for it; and while the large-limbed son lounged heavily in his chair by the lamp, reading patiently and appreciatively on in his favorite poets, my landlady’s daughter would sit in her low chair by the chimney corner, a little light on the little table by her side, and the family mending basket before her. Oftentimes, visitors would drop in upon us; elderly persons generally, with long years of acquaintance binding them to the place and people, and in the introductions that followed I was always made to figure as a dear and valued friend of the family.


			“A young gentleman from the city,” I would hear my landlady explaining sometimes in a strong whisper; “a literary gentleman—he writes for the——, I am told,” and then the visitors would look at me with renewed interest, and look sometimes at my landlady’s daughter also, as if in her and not in literature was to be found the real object of my stay.


			I fancied,—watching that industrious maiden’s fair face and downcast eyes on such occasions, as she sat sewing and mending, with an occasional, quick glance to see that all was properly arranged in the room,—that I could detect a slight blush upon her cheek, and that her bosom sometimes heaved more swiftly than before. The heart of man is but too apt to flatter itself with observations of this sort, and I soon learned to avoid, as far as possible, all such implications, whether from the neighbors, the mother, or these undeniable suggestions from within.


			No, my circumstances were too narrow, my hopes too uncertain, my ambitions too far from any reasonable prospect of fulfillment, for me to entertain fond thoughts and soft imaginings, even of one so admirable in all ways as was this fair and duteous damsel. Neither did I wish to plant one thorn in that quiet bosom, leave one regret in the gentle heart which bore all trouble so patiently, so bravely, and learned how to make smooth the way for the wavering steps of a widowed mother.


			So I remained apparently unmoved by more than a passing and friendly interest in the affairs of this kind family, pursued my labors without serious interruption, and took my leave at the end of those peaceful weeks without any demonstration more convincing than warm pressure of the hand, when at last I bade good-bye to my landlady’s daughter.—?


			


			This is one of those dreamy, quiet, sub-humorous essays, such as Irving delighted in. True to life in its delicate observation of detail; fluent and clear in expression, with a little more manner perhaps than would be found in a similar writer to-day; and shaded everywhere with hints of retrospection and deep thought; the quiet description, with its suggestion of story and breath of sweet morality, flows on to a well chosen end; leaving the reader mildly entertained and pleased without consciousness of effort in himself or his author.


			The Ending of the First Lesson


			


			FOR A young curate of irreproachable birth and breeding, a satisfactory education, brilliant prospects, no drawbacks but a recreant brother who had married disgracefully and was cut off from his family in consequence, and no worse weight upon his conscience than the wholesale confession in the liturgy involves, I was justified in feeling aggrieved by the distrust of any parishioner, especially upon so serious an occasion as that which now lay before me.


			The woman whom I was ploughing my way through the damp, fast-gathering snow to see, had been somewhat of a thorn in my side since my arrival at this quiet country parish. She was of the lower class, but possessing considerable intelligence and well read, for her position; also a thinker and far too near being a free thinker for my satisfaction. I had talked with her often, in my faithful efforts to perform my office and win her back to the church she so plainly disregarded; but though civil always, and seemingly grateful for friendly advances, I had so far made no impression on her mind that I could see.


			Now her sister had come to me the night before, and begged me to visit her and to talk to her.


			“She is that bad at times, Mr. Lowbridge, that I fear she will lose her mind entirely before she dies;” and again “I am afraid she will die before anything else can happen. And it’s an awful thing to die feeling as she feels, Mr. Lowbridge.”


			And then this earnest and affectionate woman told me the strange weight that lay on her sister’s heart, and how she feared to have her die with it unremoved.


			The story was rather a peculiar one; far more likely to be paralleled in stern fathers or inexorably offended husbands than in a woman and a wife. I was not old in experience as a clergyman, but I was earnest and conscientious in pursuance of my duties; and unflinching in application of the principles of our blessed religion. The case in hand was a perfectly clear one to me; but the obdurate and intelligent opposition of the sufferer to all my arguments heretofore, made me a little uncertain as to how she would receive them now. Still my duty was plain, and with a firm faith in the truth of what I was about to say, I entered the home of my parishioner.


			She sat by the window in the little cottage room; too ill to rise and greet me as she was wont, yet refusing to keep her bed, and knitting steadily with her thin, nervous fingers.


			“Why do you work so incessantly, Mrs. Case?” I asked, after the usual friendly words had passed between us. “Surely, in your condition it would be better to be quiet.”


			“I must work as long as I can,” she answered; “Sarah will need it all in the shop—these sell well always—and I’m not so ill as you think either.” And she shut her mouth defiantly.


			“Aggie,” said her sister, “don’t talk so to the good man. You know that you may not see another week out if things were to turn that way. Indeed Sir,” she added, turning to me, “the doctor says she may go at almost any time; and yet if things were different,—and that’s why I came to you sir. Neither of us would mind her goin’, for life’s been very hard on Aggie, Sir; but I can’t bear to have her go like that.” Then turning to her sister: “Aggie, I know you’ll feel hard to me, but I’ve told the parson,—I thought it right.”


			Aggie laid down her knitting and looked at her sister, a singular look, the eyes steady enough on the outside, but many feelings struggling behind them and refused expression.


			“Of course, if you thought it right you had to do it,” she said at length. “I claim the same freedom to do as I think right, that’s all.”


			Her thin lips closed tighter than before and she went on steadily with her knitting.


			The story the sister had told me was this: In Aggie’s youth, she had been a great beauty, and among many suitors was most courted by a young fellow above her in station, who would probably have betrayed instead of wedding her, had not the girl’s rigid sense of duty defended her better than would the parent or brother she lacked. They were married, but their life was most unhappy; and the husband proved far less able to maintain her than would have been the case with one of her own class. Cast off by his people, too proud to ask as a favor what was denied him as a right, and always angry with his wife that she had, so to speak, betrayed him into such a mes­alliance—he had no thought for the other betrayal which might have been hers,—he sank into such wretched and disgraceful habits that the proud and rigid little Puritan refused to support him unless he mended. Had he been some coster­monger, he would doubtless have remained to be a torment to his unhappy wife; being originally, in the ordinary sense, a gentleman, he simply turned on his heel and left her, glad to be rid of the uncongenial home life, and knowing in the bitterness of his useless life that she was better off without than with him.


			And now, after years of separation, the deserted wife living with her sister and working with relentless diligence till a slow disease reduced her strength to the very doors of death, it had come to their ears that her unhappy husband was dying in a neighboring town, poor, neglected and alone.


			“Aggie won’t forgive him,” her sister had said to me between her sobs. “He’ll die in wretchedness, there at Milbury, and she here in Winston, with her heart as hard as a stone, and no place in heaven! And I cannot make her see it! O, Sir; for the love of heaven!——”


			So I had come and meant to do what man might; or rather what clergyman might: for in those days I had not yet learned that the highest power in the minister is the love in the heart of the man.


			“Your sister has done quite right in telling me of this sad affair,” said I, striving to put into my words the brotherly spirit which I knew ought to be there, and fancied I could bring by a modulation of the voice. “In so serious—so dangerous a state as you are in Mrs. Case, surely you cannot persist in holding hard feelings toward any one—not to speak of one to whom you are bound by the closest and tenderest of ties. This poor man—your husband. I understand that he is actually dying.”


			“So am I,” said Mrs. Case.


			She looked at me with her eyes burning clear and steady like two lamps, and her mouth drawn to a straight, red line. I was a little daunted, but recovered quickly.


			“Yes, Mrs. Case, I know that you are also on the way to meet your Maker. But does not that awful thought lead you to relent, to give up this sinful hardness of heart, to forgive this man who is your husband? Surely forgiveness is the first duty of a Christian. You are, I am told, a most devout and pious woman—how can you reconcile it with your place in the church to hold this stubborn hate toward a brother, however erring?”


			She spoke now.


			“You come here to teach me to forgive, Mr. Lowbridge—me! Of course, you are doing your duty, your professional duty; but it comes strange. I am doing no harm to this man. I wouldn’t lift my finger to hurt him. Neither could I do him any good, if I wanted to. I could not go to him, nor wait on him, if he was here. I owe him nothing, and he knows it. He never would even have married me, if he could have helped it. The only thing I have on my conscience, Mr. Lowbridge, is that ever I made him marry me—but you can hardly call it a sin. As it was, I did my duty always, and he never did his. I did not desert him. I did not refuse him the service that was his right. I did refuse to support him, and I was right. There’s no law of God or man that says it’s a wife’s duty to support an able bodied husband. If he were with me, as he should be, and I were able, I would nurse him now—that would be my duty,—but he’s not. He chose to go away rather than to work for me, and this is what he’s come to. He’s made his own bed and he must lie in it. I’ve nothing to forgive him for, that I know of, but leaving me, and there’s time enough for that when he comes back. I’ll not run after him.”


			I was shocked and grieved beyond expression by this fierce, unwomanly spirit.


			“Mrs. Case,” said I, “this feeling in your heart is more than hatred, it is pride. And pride is the meanest of all devils, the one with least right to be heard in the heart of us poor human creatures, who are all alike in our Father’s eyes. It was pride that led you to force on this marriage instead of refusing your unworthy lover, pride that made you refuse to work for him, pride that burns in you now like a fire and makes you refuse one word of love and forgiveness to this poor sinner, who is dying alone in the next village. Come—put it from you; remember the love that was once between you—remember that he is a fellow being, sinful as we all are, but worthy of our common Father’s love, and so surely worthy of yours. Let me go to this dying man and tell him that you love him—not a word of forgiveness, if you prefer not to acknowledge the need of it—but only that you love him.”


			Again she looked at me with a peculiar glitter in her eyes, a strange hint of a smile about her set lips.


			“You make a good preacher,” she said. “Do you mean all you say?”


			“Absolutely,” I replied,—and I thought I did.


			“I’ll tell you something,” said she, slowly, “and then see if you want to carry that fine message. My husband never gave me his real name, but I found it out; it is Boyce Lowbridge. His family went back on him, I understood,—not for his wickedness, but for his marriage. Now, preach!”


			“My brother!” I cried, rising to my feet in a great burst of anguish; “my brother—dying—alone and poor. O, shame on me—shame on us all! Where is he? Tell me quickly!”


			“You are going to him?” she asked curiously.


			“Going to him!” I cried, “Of course I’m going to him as fast as horse can carry me, to ask his pardon from the bottom of my heart and beg him to accept my poor, late, unworthy love.”


			She laid her head back on the chair and smiled a faint, still smile.


			“Take him mine too,” she said.—?


			My Cousin Mary


			


			IT WAS my sad fortune from earliest boyhood up, to be a failure in all ways. I was not so handsome as could have been expected in the son of my beautiful mother, and the young father who died before I was born, and who was also beautiful, I was told. I was not brilliant, though both sides of the house showed men and women of excellent ability, and, worst of all, I was not good; though this puzzled me not a little as a child, for my intentions were of a magnificent order, and the resultant behavior not nearly so reprehensible as that of many boys I knew, less often punished.


			But, in some way, the things I meant to do failed of accomplishment, or were found, when accomplished, to have most unhappy consequences; and the things I did under pressure of discipline were seldom satisfactory.


			Years of reproof and often overheard complaint as to my trying disposition finally convinced me of my unworthiness, and in time I grew to look at my life as a failure, merely an opportunity for as much self-indulgence as could be procured without too great expense.


			Being of a lazy and luxurious disposition I early fell into the habit of deriving an inexhaustible fund of pleasure from mere imagination of what things might be; to console myself for my ineffectual struggle to make them such. As a little boy I was sent to bed with military precision by my inflexible mother, usually with a sense of failure and ill-doing in the day behind me, and I used to lie mute and still in my little chamber and make up to myself in royal bursts of imagination for the disappointments of the real life. How often, so laid, and thought to be sound asleep, I have, in spirit, not only established my pre-eminent virtues by a series of noble acts,—so easy to imagine, so difficult to perform in the grey irksomeness of everyday life!—but besides this have I glutted my infant soul with the sweet vengeance of magnanimity; arranging unparalleled donations and privileges to be conferred by me, me the lamentable and unworthy son, upon my grateful family and friends. One sweetest joy of these fair dreams was that, when I should be a man, my Cousin Mary, who disliked me for the disagreeable boy I was, should love and marry me.


			It was a sore problem with me in those days to decide whether I should indeed receive the open gratitude of my beneficiaries, revelling gloriously therein; or whether, proudest height of power concealed, I should bestow all benefits in secret, and yet remain, condemned and criticized by the unwitting recipients of my bounty. But my Cousin Mary in these dreams always in some way loved me for myself alone, and then—afterward—ah! the jewels I showered upon her.


			This habit of internally satisfying myself, of paying back in triumphant magnanimity for all “the stings and arrows of outrageous fortune” continued with me as I grew, and remained my best consolation after I had become an unaspiring reporter on a great newspaper. And still in my solitary chamber down town, when I was not so tired as to sleep perforce in what hours remained to me, I would console myself for all the mortifications of the day and of all other days in my unhappy memory, by proud unhampered visions of what I would do under given conditions of wealth and power.


			Splendid conditions these, so easily imagined, fitting so smoothly to my shoulders as I planned and adapted them, but ah! so laughably impossible of attainment.


			And then, all at once, by a chance no stranger, to be sure, than many a one I was in the daily habit of recording, there fell into my hands, not talent and beauty and power indeed, as I had demanded in my boyish dreams, but wealth practically unbounded, such wealth as I could never of myself have earned, or won, or found, or in any least or faintest way deserved.


			To be sure, I had been laying myself out on the old fellow, as I should never have dared to do, had I known him for a millionaire; but that was not from benevolence but a purely selfish appreciation of his boundless fund of travel and experience. His society was worth money to me, besides the pleasure of it, and therefore did I court him assiduously; with many an entertainment and excursion, which again were no credit to my generosity, for had I not the interminable tickets and passes, and the duty of going to all these weary things?—a duty much lightened by the society of the lounging, invalid old gentleman, whom I supposed no richer than myself.


			I told him my story, such as it was; and I am fain to think that some subtle sympathy, some consciousness of a similar experience in his own boyhood, made him take more of an interest than I then suspected in this poor series of failures I called my life.


			Then he died very suddenly and serenely, leaving me some unbelievable millions, and as no one but his solicitor knew that he had any money, so no one knew that I had any; and behold me forthwith in exactly the position of my childish heart’s desire!


			What joy! What wild, free rapture of plans, with occasional bursts of fancy which even I dismissed as quite untenable. For instance, I had no longer any faintest hope of marrying my Cousin Mary. She was quite taken up with another cousin, Fred by name; and would have married him long since, no doubt had he been able to support a family. But he was proud, and would not marry until he could offer something to his wife. I knew that, for he had told me so.


			However, it was now my delicious fate to be able to arrange matters for these two so that they should be able to marry; neither knowing how it had come about, or in any least corner of their hearts suspecting me. Then with what swelling pride should I look upon their happiness and know that I had given it, I, who so far had given only trouble and mortification to my family!


			It was an easy matter to make my mother’s last years comfortable; and ah! the pleasure, the selfish pride I took in remembering small personal wishes and gratifying them bit by bit, while never suspected! It was an easy matter, too, through my agent, to buy the very paper on which I wrote; to slowly dismiss the men who were a disgrace to it, to promote and engage men whose work made it a great voice soon, and through it, slowly to win the public confidence and work my will, little by little among the affairs of the city. Such a splendid game it was to arouse public enthusiasm over some free baths, or children’s play-ground scheme or other, to start subscription lists, and covertly head them myself; to machinate safely and quietly through my great pages, and all the while having my copy refused half the time, and the other fellows wondering how I kept my place.


			All this, and much more, was easy and exciting; more of a triumph and a joy even than I had ever imagined it would be; but my pet scheme of schemes hung fire a little. Fred got his new position, in a perfectly natural manner; he was a good fellow and deserved it. Still there was no sign of an engagement between him and my Cousin Mary. Then I thought, being an independent girl, she might be waiting to have something of her own; and after as pretty a bit of finesse as I ever saw in my life, if it was my own invention—and small wonder, for had I not schemed at such pleasant miracles since I was eight years old?—I managed to provide her with a neat little fortune of her own. Still no result. So one day when I was at home—I did not go often, for mother always would lecture me on my habits, and somehow I never could entirely get over the hurt of it, big as I was; I chanced to be alone with my Cousin Mary for as much of an evening as she would be willing to bear my company.


			I felt very happy to see how beautifully she was dressed in these days, how her hands were white already, and grown smooth again where the delicate fingers used to be rough with countless needle pricks. The house was a comfortable one now, my mother was far easier in her mind and therefore a sweeter companion.


			Everything looked pleasant around Mary, and I told her how glad I was to see it.


			I did not tell her how glad I was to see her, how in all the rich and varied joy of my present position, as in all the unutterable weariness and dullness of my former state, to see her was the keenest delight I ever felt, or ever hoped to feel. Calm, strong, beautiful woman that she was; perfect in loveliness of face and form and character—mine would be a poor triumph, after all, if I could not contrive to make her happy.


			I sat watching her, and she watched the leaping flames of the fire; and I wondered clumsily in what possible way I could force her into the happiness which should be hers; when all at once she rose and came to my side.


			“Cousin Tom,” she said in that delicious voice of hers. “Why don’t you amount to more—why don’t you do yourself justice in some way? Is it—” and here she blushed beautifully,—but the cousinship gave her courage and she went on. “Is it for lack of money to make a start with? Because, you know, I am quite rich now—because I want you to let me—you’ll forgive my awkwardness, won’t you?—to let me give you some of it, Tom—a whole pile of it.”


			That blessed, generous, self-forgetting creature! She looked so lovely as she said it that my poor brain swam dizzily.


			“No,” said I at length, “it is not lack of money, my dear Cousin Mary, but sheer personal incapacity that prevents my amounting to anything. I am an ordinary stupid fellow at best, and my family are too clear-headed to give me that blind, loving faith which makes even stupid fellows do very well sometimes.”


			“You are not stupid,” she cried, “nor ordinary—I know you better than you think. You could be something splendid if you chose. Why don’t you choose?”


			And then she looked at me with such an earnest, tender believing glance as fairly drove me to her feet.


			“O Mary—you blessed angel”—I cried to her.—“Could you—would you—is it possible that you, after all, can find it in your sweet heart to make a place for such a useless good-for-nothing as I?”


			And then my Cousin Mary just came into my arms and comforted my sore heart with a thousand tender words of hope and faith. And she said the sweetest joy of joys to her was that now she was really able to help me with her precious little fortune. And since she values it so much I have let her help me with it always. As if any fortune, great or small, were to be mentioned in the same breath with her love!—?


			SELECTED STORIES


			The Unexpected


			


			“IT IS the unexpected which happens,” says the French proverb. I like the proverb, because it is true—and because it is French.


			Edouard Charpentier is my name.


			I am an American by birth, but that is all. From infancy, when I had a French nurse; in childhood, when I had a French governess; through youth, passed in a French school; to manhood, devoted to French art, I have been French by sympathy and education.


			France—modern France—and French art—modern French art—I adore!


			My school is the very newest, and my master, could I but find him, is M. Duchesne. M. Duchesne has had pictures in the Salon for three years, and pictures elsewhere, eagerly bought, and yet Paris knows not M. Duchesne. We know his house, his horse, his carriage, his servants and his garden-wall, but he sees no one, speaks to no one; indeed, he has left Paris for a time, and we worship afar off.


			I have a sketch by this master which I treasure jealously—a pencil sketch of a great picture yet to come. I await it.


			M. Duchesne paints from the model, and I paint from the model, exclusively. It is the only way to be firm, accurate, true. Without the model we may have German fantasy or English domesticity, but no modern French art.


			It is hard, too, to get models continually when one is but a student after five years’ work, and one’s pictures bring francs indeed, but not dollars.


			Still, there is Georgette!


			There, also, were Emilie and Pauline. But now it is Georgette, and she is adorable!


			’Tis true, she has not much soul; but, then, she has a charming body, and ’tis that I copy.


			Georgette and I get on together to admiration. How much better is this than matrimony for an artist! How wise is M. Daudet!


			Antoine is my dearest friend. I paint with him, and we are happy. Georgette is my dearest model. I paint from her, and we are happy.


			Into this peaceful scene comes a letter from America, bringing much emotion.


			It appears I had a great-uncle there, in some northeastern corner of New England. Maine? No; Vermont.


			And it appears, strangely enough, that this northeastern great-uncle was seized in his old age with a passion for French art; at least I know not how else to account for his hunting me up through a lawyer and leaving me some quarter of a million when he died.


			An admirable great-uncle!


			But I must go home and settle the property; that is imperative. I must leave Paris, I must leave Antoine, I must leave Georgette!


			Could anything be further from Paris than a town in Vermont? No, not the Andaman Islands.


			And could anything be further from Antoine and Georgette than the family of great-cousins I find myself among?


			But one of them—ah, Heaven! some forty-seventh cousin who is so beautiful that I forget she is an American, I forget Paris, I forget Antoine—yes, and even Georgette! Poor Georgette! But this is fate.


			This cousin is not like the other cousins. I pursue, I inquire, I ascertain.


			Her name is Mary D. Greenleaf. I shall call her Marie.


			And she comes from Boston.


			But, beyond the name, how can I describe her? I have seen beauty, yes, much beauty, in maid, matron and model, but I never saw anything to equal this country girl. What a figure!


			No, not a “figure”—the word shames her. She has a body, the body of a young Diana, and a body and a figure are two very different things. I am an artist, and I have lived in Paris, and I know the difference.


			The lawyers in Boston can settle that property, I find.


			The air is delightful in northern Vermont in March. There are mountains, clouds, trees. I will paint here a while. Ah, yes; and I will assist this shy young soul!


			“Cousin Marie,” say I, “come, let me teach you to paint!”


			“It would be too difficult for you, Mr. Carpenter—it would take too long!”


			“Call me Edouard!” I cry. “Are we not cousins? Cousin Edouard, I beg of you! And nothing is difficult when you are with me, Marie—nothing can be too long at your side!”


			“Thanks, cousin Edward, but I think I will not impose on your good nature. Besides, I shall not stay here. I go back to Boston, to my aunt.”


			I find the air of Boston is good in March, and there are places of interest there, and rising American artists who deserve encouragement. I will stay in Boston a while to assist the lawyers in settling my property; it is necessary.


			I visit Marie continually, am I not a cousin?


			I talk to her of life, of art, of Paris, of M. Duchesne. I show her my precious sketch.


			“But,” says she, “I am not wholly a wood nymph, as you seem fondly to imagine. I have been to Paris myself—with my uncle—years since.”


			“Fairest cousin,” say I, “if you had not been even in Boston, I should still love you! Come and see Paris again—with me!” And then she would laugh at me and send me away. Ah, yes! I had come even to marriage, you see!


			I soon found she had the usual woman’s faith in those conventions. I gave her “Artists’ Wives.” She said she had read it. She laughed at Daudet and me!


			I talked to her of ruined geniuses I had known myself, but she said a ruined genius was no worse than a ruined woman! One cannot reason with young girls!


			Do not believe I succumbed without a struggle. I even tore myself away and went to New York. It was not far enough, I fear. I soon came back.


			She lived with an aunt—my adorable little precisian!—with a horrible strong-minded aunt, and such a life I led between them for a whole month.


			I call continually. I bury her in flowers. I take her to the theatre, aunt and all. And at this the aunt seemed greatly surprised, but I disapprove of American familiarities. No; my wife—and wife she must be—shall be treated with punctilious respect.


			Never was I so laughed at and argued with in my life as I was laughed at by that dreadful beauty, and argued with by that dreadful aunt.


			The only rest was in pictures. Marie would look at pictures always, and seemed to have a real appreciation of them, almost an understanding, of a sort. So that I began to hope—dimly and faintly to hope—that she might grow to care for mine. To have a wife who would care for one’s art, who would come to one’s studio—but, then, the models! I paint from the model almost entirely, as I said, and I know what women are about models, without Daudet to tell me!


			And this prudish New England girl! Well, she might come to the studio on stated days, and perhaps in time I might lead her gently to understand.


			That I should ever live to commit matrimony!


			But Fate rules all men.


			I think that girl refused me nine times. She always put me off with absurd excuses and reasons: said I didn’t know her yet; said we should never agree; said I was French and she was American; said I cared more for art than I did for her! At that I earnestly assured her that I would become an organ-grinder or a bank-clerk rather than lose her—and then she seemed downright angry, and sent me away again.


			Women are strangely inconsistent!


			She always sent me away, but I always came back.


			After about a month of this torture, I chanced to find her, one soft May twilight, without the aunt, sitting by a window in the fragrant dusk.


			She had flowers in her hand—flowers I had sent her—and sat looking down at them, her strong, pure profile clear against the saffron sky.


			I came in quietly, and stood watching, in a rapture of hope and admiration. And while I watched I saw a great pearl tear roll down among my violets.


			That was enough.


			I sprang forward, I knelt beside her, I caught her hands in mine, I drew her to me, I cried, exultantly: “You love me! And I—ah, God! how I love you!”


			Even then she would have put me from her. She insisted that I did not know her yet, that she ought to tell me—but I held her close and kissed away her words, and said: “You love me, perfect one, and I love you. The rest will be right.”


			Then she laid her white hands on my shoulders, and looked deep into my eyes.


			“I believe that is true,” said she; “and I will marry you, Edward.”


			She dropped her face on my shoulder then—that face of fire and roses—and we were still.
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			It is but two months’ time from then; I have been married a fortnight. The first week was heaven—and the second was hell! O my God! my wife! That young Diana to be but——! I have borne it a week. I have feared and despised myself. I have suspected and hated myself. I have discovered and cursed myself. Aye, and cursed her, and him, whom this day I shall kill!


			It is now three o’clock. I cannot kill him until four, for he comes not till then.


			I am very comfortable here in this room opposite—very comfortable; and I can wait and think and remember.


			Let me think.


			First, to kill him. That is simple and easily settled.


			Shall I kill her?


			If she lived, could I ever see her again? Ever touch that hand—those lips—that, within two weeks of marriage——? No, she shall die!


			And, if she lived, what would be before her but more shame, and more, till she felt it herself?


			Far better that she die!


			And I?


			Could I live to forget her? To carry always in my heart a black stone across that door? To rise and rise, and do great work—alone?


			Never! I cannot forget her!


			Better die with her, even now.


			Hark! Is that a step on the stair? Not yet.


			My money is well bestowed. Antoine is a better artist than I, and a better man, and the money will widen and lighten a noble life in his hands.


			And little Georgette is provided for. How long ago, how faint and weak, that seems! But Georgette loved me, I believe, at least for a time—longer than a week.


			To wait—until four o’clock!


			To think—I have thought; it is all arranged!


			These pistols, that she admired but day before yesterday, that we practised with together, both loaded full. What a shot she is! I believe she can do everything!


			To wait—to think—to remember.


			Let me remember.


			I knew her a week, wooed her a month, have been married a fortnight.


			She always said I didn’t know her. She was always on the point of telling me something, and I would not let her. She seemed half repentant, half in jest—I preferred to trust her. Those clear, brown eyes—clear and bright, like brook water with the sun through it! And she would smile so! ’Tis not that I must remember.


			Am I sure? Sure! I laugh at myself.


			What would you call it, you—any man? A young woman steals from her house, alone, every day, and comes privately, cloaked and veiled, to this place, this den of Bohemians, this building of New York studios! Painters? I know them—I am a painter myself.


			She goes to this room, day after day, and tells me nothing.


			I say to her gently: “What do you do with your days, my love?”


			“Oh, many things,” she answers; “I am studying art—to please you!”


			That was ingenious. She knew she might be watched.


			I say, “Cannot I teach you?” and she says, “I have a teacher I used to study with. I must finish. I want to surprise you!” So she would soothe me—to appearance.


			But I watch and follow, I take this little room. I wait, and I see.


			Lessons? Oh, perjured one! There is no tenant of that room but yourself, and to it he comes each day.


			Is that a step? Not yet. I watch and wait. This is America, I say, not France. This is my wife. I will trust her. But the man comes every day. He is young. He is handsome—handsome as a fiend.


			I cannot bear it. I go to the door. I knock. There is no response. I try the door. It is locked. I stoop and look through the key-hole. What do I see? Ah, God! The hat and cloak of that man upon a chair, and then only a tall screen. Behind that screen, low voices!


			I did not go home last night. I am here to-day—with these!


			That is a step. Yes! Softly, now. He has gone in. I heard her speak. She said: “You are late, Guillaume!”


			Let me give them a little time.


			Now—softly—I come, friends. I am not late!
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			Across the narrow passage I steal, noiselessly. The door is unlocked this time. I burst in.


			There stands my young wife, pale, trembling, startled, unable to speak.


			There is the handsome Guillaume—behind the screen. My fingers press the triggers. There is a sharp double report. Guillaume tumbles over, howling, and Marie flings herself between us.


			“Edward! One moment! Give me a moment for my life! The pistols are harmless, dear—blank cartridges. I fixed them myself. I saw you suspected. But you’ve spoiled my surprise. I shall have to tell you now. This is my studio, love. Here is the picture you have the sketch of. I am ‘M. Duchesne’—Mary Duchesne Greenleaf Carpenter—and this is my model!”


			iv


			We are very happy in Paris, with our double studio. We sometimes share our models. We laugh at M. Daudet.


			The Giant Wistaria


			


			MEDDLE NOT with my new vine, child! See! Thou hast already broken the tender shoot! Never needle or distaff for thee, and yet thou wilt not be quiet!”


			The nervous fingers wavered, clutched at a small carnelian cross that hung from her neck, then fell despairingly.


			“Give me my child, mother, and then I will be quiet!”


			“Hush! hush! thou fool—some one might be near! See—there is thy father coming, even now! Get in quickly!”


			She raised her eyes to her mother’s face, weary eyes that yet had a flickering, uncertain blaze in their shaded depths.


			“Art thou a mother and hast no pity on me, a mother? Give me my child!”


			Her voice rose in a strange, low cry, broken by her father’s hand upon her mouth.


			“Shameless!” said he, with set teeth. “Get to thy chamber, and be not seen again to-night, or I will have thee bound!”


			She went at that, and a hard-faced serving woman followed, and presently returned, bringing a key to her mistress.


			“Is all well with her,—and the child also?”


			“She is quiet, Mistress Dwining, well for the night, be sure. The child fretteth endlessly, but save for that it thriveth with me.”


			The parents were left alone together on the high square porch with its great pillars, and the rising moon began to make faint shadows of the young vine leaves that shot up luxuriantly around them; moving shadows, like little stretching fingers, on the broad and heavy planks of the oaken floor.


			“It groweth well, this vine thou broughtest me in the ship, my husband.”


			“Aye,” he broke in bitterly, “and so doth the shame I brought thee! Had I known of it I would sooner have had the ship founder beneath us, and have seen our child cleanly drowned, than live to this end!”


			“Thou art very hard, Samuel, art thou not afeard for her life? She grieveth sore for the child, aye, and for the green fields to walk in!”


			“Nay,” said he grimly, “I fear not. She hath lost already what is more than life; and she shall have air enough soon. To-morrow the ship is ready, and we return to England. None knoweth of our stain here, not one, and if the town hath a child unaccounted for to rear in decent ways—why, it is not the first, even here. It will be well enough cared for! And truly we have matter for thankfulness, that her cousin is yet willing to marry her.”


			“Hast thou told him?”


			“Aye! Thinkest thou I would cast shame into another man’s house, unknowing it? He hath always desired her, but she would none of him, the stubborn! She hath small choice now!”


			“Will he be kind, Samuel? can he—”


			“Kind? What call’st thou it to take such as she to wife? Kind! How many men would take her, an’ she had double the fortune? and being of the family already, he is glad to hide the blot forever.”


			“An’ if she would not? He is but a coarse fellow, and she ever shunned him.”


			“Art thou mad, woman? She weddeth him ere we sail to-morrow, or she stayeth ever in that chamber. The girl is not so sheer a fool! He maketh an honest woman of her, and saveth our house from open shame. What other hope for her than a new life to cover the old? Let her have an honest child, an’ she so longeth for one!”


			He strode heavily across the porch, till the loose planks creaked again, strode back and forth, with his arms folded and his brows fiercely knit above his iron mouth.


			Overhead the shadows flickered mockingly across a white face among the leaves, with eyes of wasted fire.


			


			“O, George, what a house! what a lovely house! I am sure it’s haunted! Let us get that house to live in this summer! We will have Kate and Jack and Susy and Jim of course, and a splendid time of it!”


			Young husbands are indulgent, but still they have to recognize facts.


			“My dear, the house may not be to rent; and it may also not be habitable.”


			“There is surely somebody in it. I am going to inquire!”


			The great central gate was rusted off its hinges, and the long drive had trees in it, but a little footpath showed signs of steady usage, and up that Mrs. Jenny went, followed by her obedient George. The front windows of the old mansion were blank, but in a wing at the back they found white curtains and open doors. Outside, in the clear May sunshine, a woman was washing. She was polite and friendly, and evidently glad of visitors in that lonely place. She “guessed it could be rented—didn’t know.” The heirs were in Europe, but “there was a lawyer in New York had the lettin’ of it.” There had been folks there years ago, but not in her time. She and her husband had the rent of their part for taking care of the place. “Not that they took much care on’t either, but keepin’ robbers out.” It was furnished throughout, old-fashioned enough, but good; and “if they took it she could do the work for ’em herself, she guessed—if he was willin’!”


			Never was a crazy scheme more easily arranged. George knew that lawyer in New York; the rent was not alarming; and the nearness to a rising sea-shore resort made it a still pleasanter place to spend the summer.


			Kate and Jack and Susy and Jim cheerfully accepted, and the June moon found them all sitting on the high front porch.


			They had explored the house from top to bottom, from the great room in the garret, with nothing in it but a rickety cradle, to the well in the cellar without a curb and with a rusty chain going down to unknown blackness below. They had explored the grounds, once beautiful with rare trees and shrubs, but now a gloomy wilderness of tangled shade.


			The old lilacs and laburnums, the spirea and syringa, nodded against the second-story windows. What garden plants survived were great ragged bushes or great shapeless beds. A huge wistaria vine covered the whole front of the house. The trunk, it was too large to call a stem, rose at the corner of the porch by the high steps, and had once climbed its pillars; but now the pillars were wrenched from their places and held rigid and helpless by the tightly wound and knotted arms.


			It fenced in all the upper story of the porch with a knitted wall of stem and leaf; it ran along the eaves, holding up the gutter that had once supported it; it shaded every window with heavy green; and the drooping, fragrant blossoms made a waving sheet of purple from roof to ground.


			“Did you ever see such a wistaria!” cried ecstatic Mrs. Jenny. “It is worth the rent just to sit under such a vine,—a fig tree beside it would be sheer superfluity and wicked extravagance!”


			“Jenny makes much of her wistaria,” said George, “because she’s so disappointed about the ghosts. She made up her mind at first sight to have ghosts in the house, and she can’t find even a ghost story!”


			“No,” Jenny assented mournfully; “I pumped poor Mrs. Pepperill for three days, but could get nothing out of her. But I’m convinced there is a story, if we could only find it. You need not tell me that a house like this, with a garden like this, and a cellar like this, isn’t haunted!”


			“I agree with you,” said Jack. Jack was a reporter on a New York daily, and engaged to Mrs. Jenny’s pretty sister. “And if we don’t find a real ghost, you may be very sure I shall make one. It’s too good an opportunity to lose!”


			The pretty sister, who sat next him, resented. “You shan’t do anything of the sort, Jack! This is a real ghostly place, and I won’t have you make fun of it! Look at that group of trees out there in the long grass—it looks for all the world like a crouching, hunted figure!”


			“It looks to me like a woman picking huckleberries,” said Jim, who was married to George’s pretty sister.


			“Be still, Jim!” said that fair young woman. “I believe in Jenny’s ghost as much as she does. Such a place! Just look at this great wistaria trunk crawling up by the steps here! It looks for all the world like a writhing body—cringing—beseeching!”


			“Yes,” answered the subdued Jim, “it does, Susy. See its waist,—about two yards of it, and twisted at that! A waste of good material!”


			“Don’t be so horrid, boys! Go off and smoke somewhere if you can’t be congenial!”


			“We can! We will! We’ll be as ghostly as you please.” And forthwith they began to see bloodstains and crouching figures so plentifully that the most delightful shivers multiplied, and the fair enthusiasts started for bed, declaring they should never sleep a wink.


			“We shall all surely dream,” cried Mrs. Jenny, “and we must all tell our dreams in the morning!”


			“There’s another thing certain,” said George, catching Susy as she tripped over a loose plank; “and that is that you frisky creatures must use the side door till I get this Eiffel tower of a portico fixed, or we shall have some fresh ghosts on our hands! We found a plank here that yawns like a trap-door—big enough to swallow you,—and I believe the bottom of the thing is in China!”


			The next morning found them all alive, and eating a substantial New England breakfast, to the accompaniment of saws and hammers on the porch, where carpenters of quite miraculous promptness were tearing things to pieces generally.


			“It’s got to come down mostly,” they had said. “These timbers are clean rotted through, what ain’t pulled out o’ line by this great creeper. That’s about all that holds the thing up.”


			There was clear reason in what they said, and with a caution from anxious Mrs. Jenny not to hurt the wistaria, they were left to demolish and repair at leisure.


			“How about ghosts?” asked Jack after a fourth griddle cake. “I had one, and it’s taken away my appetite!”


			Mrs. Jenny gave a little shriek and dropped her knife and fork.


			“Oh, so had I! I had the most awful—well, not dream exactly, but feeling. I had forgotten all about it!”


			“Must have been awful,” said Jack, taking another cake. “Do tell us about the feeling. My ghost will wait.”


			“It makes me creep to think of it even now,” she said. “I woke up, all at once, with that dreadful feeling as if something were going to happen, you know! I was wide awake, and hearing every little sound for miles around, it seemed to me. There are so many strange little noises in the country for all it is so still. Millions of crickets and things outside, and all kinds of rustles in the trees! There wasn’t much wind, and the moonlight came through in my three great windows in three white squares on the black old floor, and those fingery wistaria leaves we were talking of last night just seemed to crawl all over them. And—O, girls, you know that dreadful well in the cellar?”


			A most gratifying impression was made by this, and Jenny proceeded cheerfully:


			“Well, while it was so horridly still, and I lay there trying not to wake George, I heard as plainly as if it were right in the room, that old chain down there rattle and creak over the stones!”


			“Bravo!” cried Jack. “That’s fine! I’ll put it in the Sunday edition!”


			“Be still!” said Kate. “What was it, Jenny? Did you really see anything?”


			“No, I didn’t, I’m sorry to say. But just then I didn’t want to. I woke George, and made such a fuss that he gave me bromide, and said he’d go and look, and that’s the last I thought of it till Jack reminded me,—the bromide worked so well.”


			“Now, Jack, give us yours,” said Jim. “Maybe, it will dovetail in somehow. Thirsty ghost, I imagine; maybe they had prohibition here even then!”


			Jack folded his napkin, and leaned back in his most impressive manner.


			“It was striking twelve by the great hall clock—” he began.


			“There isn’t any hall clock!”


			“O hush, Jim, you spoil the current! It was just one o’clock then, by my old-fashioned repeater.”


			“Waterbury! Never mind what time it was!”


			“Well, honestly, I woke up sharp, like our beloved hostess, and tried to go to sleep again, but couldn’t. I experienced all those moonlight and grasshopper sensations, just like Jenny, and was wondering what could have been the matter with the supper, when in came my ghost, and I knew it was all a dream! It was a female ghost, and I imagine she was young and handsome, but all those crouching, hunted figures of last evening ran riot in my brain, and this poor creature looked just like them. She was all wrapped up in a shawl, and had a big bundle under her arm,—dear me, I am spoiling the story! With the air and gait of one in frantic haste and terror, the muffled figure glided to a dark old bureau, and seemed taking things from the drawers. As she turned, the moonlight shone full on a little red cross that hung from her neck by a thin gold chain—I saw it glitter as she crept noiselessly from the room! That’s all.”


			“O Jack, don’t be so horrid! Did you really? Is that all! What do you think it was?”


			“I am not horrid by nature, only professionally. I really did. That was all. And I am fully convinced it was the genuine, legitimate ghost of an eloping chambermaid with kleptomania!”


			“You are too bad, Jack!” cried Jenny. “You take all the horror out of it. There isn’t a ‘creep’ left among us.”


			“It’s no time for creeps at nine-thirty A.M., with sunlight and carpenters outside! However, if you can’t wait till twilight for your creeps, I think I can furnish one or two,” said George. “I went down cellar after Jenny’s ghost!”


			There was a delighted chorus of female voices, and Jenny cast upon her lord a glance of genuine gratitude.


			“It’s all very well to lie in bed and see ghosts, or hear them,” he went on. “But the young householder suspecteth burglars, even though as a medical man he knoweth nerves, and after Jenny dropped off I started on a voyage of discovery. I never will again, I promise you!”


			“Why, what was it?”


			“Oh, George!”


			“I got a candle—”


			“Good mark for the burglars,” murmured Jack.


			“And went all over the house, gradually working down to the cellar and the well.”


			“Well?” said Jack.


			“Now you can laugh; but that cellar is no joke by daylight, and a candle there at night is about as inspiring as a lightning-bug in the Mammoth Cave. I went along with the light, trying not to fall into the well prematurely; got to it all at once; held the light down and then I saw, right under my feet—(I nearly fell over her, or walked through her, perhaps),—a woman, hunched up under a shawl! She had hold of the chain, and the candle shone on her hands—white, thin hands,—on a little red cross that hung from her neck—vide Jack! I’m no believer in ghosts, and I firmly object to unknown parties in the house at night; so I spoke to her rather fiercely. She didn’t seem to notice that, and I reached down to take hold of her,—then I came upstairs!”


			“What for?”


			“What happened?”


			“What was the matter?”


			“Well, nothing happened. Only she wasn’t there! May have been indigestion, of course, but as a physician I don’t advise any one to court indigestion alone at midnight in a cellar!”


			“This is the most interesting and peripatetic and evasive ghost I ever heard of!” said Jack. “It’s my belief she has no end of silver tankards, and jewels galore, at the bottom of that well, and I move we go and see!”


			“To the bottom of the well, Jack?”


			“To the bottom of the mystery. Come on!”


			There was unanimous assent, and the fresh cambrics and pretty boots were gallantly escorted below by gentlemen whose jokes were so frequent that many of them were a little forced.


			The deep old cellar was so dark that they had to bring lights, and the well so gloomy in its blackness that the ladies recoiled.


			“That well is enough to scare even a ghost. It’s my opinion you’d better let well enough alone?” quoth Jim.


			“Truth lies hid in a well, and we must get her out,” said George. “Bear a hand with the chain?”


			Jim pulled away on the chain, George turned the creaking windlass, and Jack was chorus.


			“A wet sheet for this ghost, if not a flowing sea,” said he. “Seems to be hard work raising spirits! I suppose he kicked the bucket when he went down!”


			As the chain lightened and shortened there grew a strained silence among them; and when at length the bucket appeared, rising slowly through the dark water, there was an eager, half reluctant peering, and a natural drawing back. They poked the gloomy contents. “Only water.”


			“Nothing but mud.”


			“Something—”


			They emptied the bucket up on the dark earth, and then the girls all went out into the air, into the bright warm sunshine in front of the house, where was the sound of saw and hammer, and the smell of new wood. There was nothing said until the men joined them, and then Jenny timidly asked:


			“How old should you think it was, George?”


			“All of a century,” he answered. “That water is a preservative,—lime in it. Oh!—you mean?—Not more than a month; a very little baby!”


			There was another silence at this, broken by a cry from the workmen. They had removed the floor and the side walls of the old porch, so that the sunshine poured down to the dark stones of the cellar bottom. And there, in the strangling grasp of the roots of the great wistaria, lay the bones of a woman, from whose neck still hung a tiny scarlet cross on a thin chain of gold.


			An Extinct Angel


			


			THERE WAS once a species of angel inhabiting this planet, acting as “a universal solvent” to all the jarring, irreconcilable elements of human life.


			It was quite numerous; almost every family had one; and, although differing in degree of seraphic virtue, all were, by common consent, angels.


			The advantages of possessing such a creature were untold. In the first place, the chances of the mere human being in the way of getting to heaven were greatly increased by these semi-heavenly belongings; they gave one a sort of lien on the next world, a practical claim most comforting to the owner.


			For the angels of course possessed virtues above mere humanity; and because the angels were so well-behaved, therefore the owners were given credit.


			Beside this direct advantage of complimentary tickets up above were innumerable indirect advantages below. The possession of one of these angels smoothed every feature of life, and gave peace and joy to an otherwise hard lot.


			It was the business of the angel to assuage, to soothe, to comfort, to delight. No matter how unruly were the passions of the owner, sometimes even to the extent of legally beating his angel with “a stick no thicker than his thumb,” the angel was to have no passion whatever—unless self-sacrifice may be called a passion, and indeed it often amounted to one with her.


			The human creature went out to his daily toil and comforted himself as he saw fit. He was apt to come home tired and cross, and in this exigency it was the business of the angel to wear a smile for his benefit—a soft, perennial, heavenly smile.


			By an unfortunate limitation of humanity the angel was required, in addition to such celestial duties as smiling and soothing, to do kitchen service, cleaning, sewing, nursing, and other mundane tasks. But these things must be accomplished without the slightest diminution of the angelic virtues.


			The angelic virtues, by the way, were of a curiously paradoxical nature.


			They were inherent. A human being did not pretend to name them, could not be expected to have them, acknowledged them as far beyond his gross earthly nature; and yet, for all this, he kept constant watch over the virtues of the angel, wrote whole books of advice for angels on how they should behave, and openly held that angels would lose their virtues altogether should they once cease to obey the will and defer to the judgment of human kind.


			This looks strange to us to-day as we consider these past conditions, but then it seemed fair enough; and the angels—bless their submissive, patient hearts!—never thought of questioning it.


			It was perhaps only to be expected that when an angel fell the human creature should punish the celestial creature with unrelenting fury. It was so much easier to be an angel than to be human, that there was no excuse for an angel’s falling, even by means of her own angelic pity and tender affection.


			It seems perhaps hard that the very human creature the angel fell on, or fell with, or fell to—however you choose to put it—was as harsh as anyone in condemnation of the fall. He never assisted the angel to rise, but got out from under and resumed his way, leaving her in the mud. She was a great convenience to walk on, and, as was stoutly maintained by the human creature, helped keep the other angels clean.


			This is exceedingly mysterious, and had better not be inquired into too closely.


			The amount of physical labor of a severe and degrading sort required of one of these bright spirits, was amazing. Certain kinds of work—always and essentially dirty—were relegated wholly to her. Yet one of her first and most rigid duties was the keeping of her angelic robes spotlessly clean.


			The human creature took great delight in contemplating the flowing robes of the angels. Their changeful motion suggested to him all manner of sweet and lovely thoughts and memories; also, the angelic virtues above mentioned were supposed largely to inhere in the flowing robes. Therefore flow they must, and the ample garments waved unchecked over the weary limbs of the wearer, the contiguous furniture and the stairs. For the angels unfortunately had no wings, and their work was such as required a good deal of going up and down stairs.


			It is quite a peculiar thing, in contemplating this work, to see how largely it consisted in dealing with dirt. Yes, it does seem strange to this enlightened age; but the fact was that the angels waited on the human creatures in every form of menial service, doing things as their natural duty which the human creature loathed and scorned.


			It does seem irreconcilable, but they reconciled it. The angel was an angel and the work was the angel’s work, and what more do you want?


			There is one thing about the subject which looks a little suspicious: The angels—I say it under breath—were not very bright!


			The human creatures did not like intelligent angels—intelligence seemed to dim their shine, somehow, and pale their virtues. It was harder to reconcile things where the angels had any sense. Therefore every possible care was taken to prevent the angels from learning anything of our gross human wisdom.


			But little by little, owing to the unthought-of consequences of repeated intermarriage between the angel and the human being, the angel longed for, found and ate the fruit of the forbidden tree of knowledge.


			And in that day she surely died.


			The species is now extinct. It is rumored that here and there in remote regions you can still find a solitary specimen—in places where no access is to be had to the deadly fruit; but the race as a race is extinct.


			Poor dodo!


			The Rocking-Chair


			


			A WAVING spot of sunshine, a signal light that caught the eye at once in a waste of commonplace houses, and all the dreary dimness of a narrow city street.


			Across some low roof that made a gap in the wall of masonry, shot a level, brilliant beam of the just-setting sun, touching the golden head of a girl in an open window.


			She sat in a high-backed rocking-chair with brass mountings that glittered as it swung, rocking slowly back and forth, never lifting her head, but fairly lighting up the street with the glory of her sunlit hair.


			We two stopped and stared, and, so staring, caught sight of a small sign in a lower window—“Furnished Lodgings.” With a common impulse we crossed the street and knocked at the dingy front door.


			Slow, even footsteps approached from within, and a soft girlish laugh ceased suddenly as the door opened, showing us an old woman, with a dull, expressionless face and faded eyes.


			Yes, she had rooms to let. Yes, we could see them. No, there was no service. No, there were no meals. So murmuring monotonously, she led the way up-stairs. It was an ordinary house enough, on a poor sort of street, a house in no way remarkable or unlike its fellows.


			She showed us two rooms, connected, neither better nor worse than most of their class, rooms without a striking feature about them, unless it was the great brass-bound chair we found still rocking gently by the window.


			But the gold-haired girl was nowhere to be seen.


			I fancied I heard the light rustle of girlish robes in the inner chamber—a breath of that low laugh—but the door leading to this apartment was locked, and when I asked the woman if we could see the other rooms she said she had no other rooms to let.


			A few words aside with Hal, and we decided to take these two, and move in at once. There was no reason we should not. We were looking for lodgings when that swinging sunbeam caught our eyes, and the accommodations were fully as good as we could pay for. So we closed our bargain on the spot, returned to our deserted boarding-house for a few belongings, and were settled anew that night.


			Hal and I were young newspaper men, “penny-a-liners,” part of that struggling crowd of aspirants who are to literature what squires and pages were to knighthood in olden days. We were winning our spurs. So far it was slow work, unpleasant and ill-paid—so was squireship and pagehood, I am sure; menial service and laborious polishing of armor; long running afoot while the master rode. But the squire could at least honor his lord and leader, while we, alas! had small honor for those above us in our profession, with but too good reason. We, of course, should do far nobler things when these same spurs were won!


			Now it may have been mere literary instinct—the grasping at “material” of the pot-boiling writers of the day, and it may have been another kind of instinct—the unacknowledged attraction of the fair unknown; but, whatever the reason, the place had drawn us both, and here we were.


			Unbroken friendship begun in babyhood held us two together, all the more closely because Hal was a merry, prosaic, clear-headed fellow, and I sensitive and romantic.


			The fearless frankness of family life we shared, but held the right to unapproachable reserves, and so kept love unstrained.


			We examined our new quarters with interest. The front room, Hal’s, was rather big and bare. The back room, mine, rather small and bare.


			He preferred that room, I am convinced, because of the window and the chair. I preferred the other, because of the locked door. We neither of us mentioned these prejudices.


			“Are you sure you would not rather have this room?” asked Hal, conscious, perhaps, of an ulterior motive in his choice.


			“No, indeed,” said I, with a similar reservation; “you only have the street and I have a real ‘view’ from my window. The only thing I begrudge you is the chair!”


			“You may come and rock therein at any hour of the day or night,” said he magnanimously. “It is tremendously comfortable, for all its black looks.”


			It was a comfortable chair, a very comfortable chair, and we both used it a great deal. A very high-backed chair, curving a little forward at the top, with heavy square corners. These corners, the ends of the rockers, the great sharp knobs that tipped the arms, and every other point and angle were mounted in brass.


			“Might be used for a battering-ram!” said Hal.


			He sat smoking in it, rocking slowly and complacently by the window, while I lounged on the foot of the bed, and watched a pale young moon sink slowly over the western housetops.


			It went out of sight at last, and the room grew darker and darker till I could only see Hal’s handsome head and the curving chair-back move slowly to and fro against the dim sky.


			“What brought us here so suddenly, Maurice?” he asked, out of the dark.


			“Three reasons,” I answered. “Our need of lodgings, the suitability of these, and a beautiful head.”


			“Correct,” said he. “Anything else?”


			“Nothing you would admit the existence of, my sternly logical friend. But I am conscious of a certain compulsion, or at least attraction, in the case, which does not seem wholly accounted for, even by golden hair.”


			“For once I will agree with you,” said Hal. “I feel the same way myself, and I am not impressionable.”


			We were silent for a little. I may have closed my eyes,—it may have been longer than I thought, but it did not seem another moment when something brushed softly against my arm, and Hal in his great chair was rocking beside me.


			“Excuse me,” said he, seeing me start. “This chair evidently ‘walks,’ I’ve seen ’em before.”


			So had I, on carpets, but there was no carpet here, and I thought I was awake.


			He pulled the heavy thing back to the window again, and we went to bed.


			Our door was open, and we could talk back and forth, but presently I dropped off and slept heavily until morning. But I must have dreamed most vividly, for he accused me of rocking in his chair half the night: said he could see my outline clearly against the starlight.


			“No,” said I, “you dreamed it. You’ve got rocking-chair on the brain.”


			“Dream it is, then,” he answered cheerily. “Better a nightmare than a contradiction; a vampire than a quarrel! Come on, let’s go to breakfast!”


			We wondered greatly as the days went by that we saw nothing of our golden-haired charmer. But we wondered in silence, and neither mentioned it to the other.


			Sometimes I heard her light movements in the room next mine, or the soft laugh somewhere in the house; but the mother’s slow, even steps were more frequent, and even she was not often visible.


			All either of us saw of the girl, to my knowledge, was from the street, for she still availed herself of our chair by the window. This we disapproved of, on principle, the more so as we left the doors locked, and her presence proved the possession of another key. No; there was the door in my room! But I did not mention the idea. Under the circumstances, however, we made no complaint, and used to rush stealthily and swiftly up-stairs, hoping to surprise her. But we never succeeded. Only the chair was often found still rocking, and sometimes I fancied a faint sweet odor lingering about, an odor strangely saddening and suggestive. But one day when I thought Hal was there I rushed in unceremoniously and caught her. It was but a glimpse—a swift, light, noiseless sweep—she vanished into my own room. Following her with apologies for such a sudden entrance, I was too late. The envious door was locked again.


			Our landlady’s fair daughter was evidently shy enough when brought to bay, but strangely willing to take liberties in our absence.


			Still, I had seen her, and for that sight would have forgiven much. Hers was a strange beauty, infinitely attractive yet infinitely perplexing. I marveled in secret, and longed with painful eagerness for another meeting; but I said nothing to Hal of my surprising her—it did not seem fair to the girl! She might have some good reason for going there; perhaps I could meet her again.


			So I took to coming home early, on one excuse or another, and inventing all manner of errands to get to the room when Hal was not in.


			But it was not until after numberless surprises on that point, finding him there when I supposed him down-town, and noticing something a little forced in his needless explanations, that I began to wonder if he might not be on the same quest.


			Soon I was sure of it. I reached the corner of the street one evening just at sunset, and—yes, there was the rhythmic swing of that bright head in the dark frame of the open window. There also was Hal in the street below. She looked out, she smiled. He let himself in and went up-stairs.


			I quickened my pace. I was in time to see the movement stop, the fair head turn, and Hal standing beyond her in the shadow.


			I passed the door, passed the street, walked an hour—two hours—got a late supper somewhere, and came back about bedtime with a sharp and bitter feeling in my heart that I strove in vain to reason down. Why he had not as good a right to meet her as I it were hard to say, and yet I was strangely angry with him.


			When I returned the lamplight shone behind the white curtain, and the shadow of the great chair stood motionless against it. Another shadow crossed—Hal—smoking. I went up.


			He greeted me effusively and asked why I was so late. Where I got supper. Was unnaturally cheerful. There was a sudden dreadful sense of concealment between us. But he told nothing and I asked nothing, and we went silently to bed.


			I blamed him for saying no word about our fair mystery, and yet I had said none concerning my own meeting. I racked my brain with questions as to how much he had really seen of her; if she had talked to him; what she had told him; how long she had stayed.


			I tossed all night and Hal was sleepless too, for I heard him rocking for hours, by the window, by the bed, close to my door. I never knew a rocking-chair to “walk” as that one did.


			Towards morning the steady creak and swing was too much for my nerves or temper.


			“For goodness’ sake, Hal, do stop that and go to bed!”


			“What?” came a sleepy voice.


			“Don’t fool!” said I, “I haven’t slept a wink to-night for your everlasting rocking. Now do leave off and go to bed.”


			“Go to bed! I’ve been in bed all night and I wish you had! Can’t you use the chair without blaming me for it?”


			And all the time I heard him rock, rock, rock, over by the hall door!


			I rose stealthily and entered the room, meaning to surprise the ill-timed joker and convict him in the act.


			Both rooms were full of the dim phosphorescence of reflected moonlight; I knew them even in the dark; and yet I stumbled just inside the door, and fell heavily.


			Hal was out of bed in a moment and had struck a light.


			“Are you hurt, my dear boy?”


			I was hurt, and solely by his fault, for the chair was not where I supposed, but close to my bedroom door, where he must have left it to leap into bed when he heard me coming. So it was in no amiable humor that I refused his offers of assistance and limped back to my own sleepless pillow. I had struck my ankle on one of those brass-tipped rockers, and it pained me severely. I never saw a chair so made to hurt as that one. It was so large and heavy and ill-balanced, and every joint and corner so shod with brass. Hal and I had punished ourselves enough on it before, especially in the dark when we forgot where the thing was standing, but never so severely as this. It was not like Hal to play such tricks, and both heart and ankle ached as I crept into bed again to toss and doze and dream and fitfully start till morning.


			Hal was kindness itself, but he would insist that he had been asleep and I rocking all night, till I grew actually angry with him.


			“That’s carrying a joke too far,” I said at last. “I don’t mind a joke, even when it hurts, but there are limits.”


			“Yes, there are!” said he, significantly, and we dropped the subject.


			Several days passed. Hal had repeated meetings with the gold-haired damsel; this I saw from the street; but save for these bitter glimpses I waited vainly.


			It was hard to bear, harder almost than the growing estrangement between Hal and me, and that cut deeply. I think that at last either one of us would have been glad to go away by himself, but neither was willing to leave the other to the room, the chair, the beautiful unknown.


			Coming home one morning unexpectedly, I found the dull-faced landlady arranging the rooms, and quite laid myself out to make an impression upon her, to no purpose.


			“That is a fine old chair you have there,” said I, as she stood mechanically polishing the brass corners with her apron.


			She looked at the darkly glittering thing with almost a flash of pride.


			“Yes,” said she, “a fine chair!”


			“Is it old?” I pursued.


			“Very old,” she answered briefly.


			“But I thought rocking-chairs were a modern American invention?” said I.


			She looked at me apathetically.


			“It is Spanish,” she said, “Spanish oak, Spanish leather, Spanish brass, Spanish——.” I did not catch the last word, and she left the room without another.


			It was a strange ill-balanced thing, that chair, though so easy and comfortable to sit in. The rockers were long and sharp behind, always lying in wait for the unwary, but cut short in front; and the back was so high and so heavy on top, that what with its weight and the shortness of the front rockers, it tipped forward with an ease and a violence equally astonishing.


			This I knew from experience, as it had plunged over upon me during some of our frequent encounters. Hal also was a sufferer, but in spite of our manifold bruises, neither of us would have had the chair removed, for did not she sit in it, evening after evening, and rock there in the golden light of the setting sun.


			So, evening after evening, we two fled from our work as early as possible, and hurried home alone, by separate ways, to the dingy street and the glorified window.


			I could not endure forever. When Hal came home first, I, lingering in the street below, could see through our window that lovely head and his in close proximity. When I came first, it was to catch perhaps a quick glance from above—a bewildering smile—no more. She was always gone when I reached the room, and the inner door of my chamber irrevocably locked.


			At times I even caught the click of the latch, heard the flutter of loose robes on the other side; and sometimes this daily disappointment, this constant agony of hope deferred, would bring me to my knees by that door, begging her to open to me, crying to her in every term of passionate endearment and persuasion that tortured heart of man could think to use.


			Hal had neither word nor look for me now, save those of studied politeness and cold indifference, and how could I behave otherwise to him, so proven to my face a liar?


			I saw him from the street one night, in the broad level sunlight, sitting in that chair, with the beautiful head on his shoulder. It was more than I could bear. If he had won, and won so utterly, I would ask but to speak to her once, and say farewell to both forever. So I heavily climbed the stairs, knocked loudly, and entered at Hal’s “Come in!” only to find him sitting there alone, smoking—yes, smoking in the chair which but a moment since had held her too!


			He had but just lit the cigar, a paltry device to blind my eyes.


			“Look here, Hal,” said I, “I can’t stand this any longer. May I ask you one thing? Let me see her once, just once, that I may say good-bye, and then neither of you need see me again!”


			Hal rose to his feet and looked me straight in the eye. Then he threw that whole cigar out of the window, and walked to within two feet of me.


			“Are you crazy,” he said. I ask her! I! I have never had speech of her in my life! And you—” He stopped and turned away.


			“And I what?” I would have it out now whatever came.


			“And you have seen her day after day—talked with her—I need not repeat all that my eyes have seen!”


			“You need not, indeed,” said I. “It would tax even your invention. I have never seen her in this room but once, and then but for a fleeting glimpse—no word. From the street I have seen her often—with you!”


			He turned very white and walked from me to the window, then turned again.


			“I have never seen her in this room for even such a moment as you own to. From the street I have seen her often—with you!”


			We looked at each other.


			“Do you mean to say,” I inquired slowly, “that I did not see you just now sitting in that chair, by that window, with her in your arms?”


			“Stop!” he cried, throwing out his hand with a fierce gesture. It struck sharply on the corner of the chair-back. He wiped the blood mechanically from the three-cornered cut, looking fixedly at me.


			“I saw you,” said I.


			“You did not!” said he.


			I turned slowly on my heel and went into my room. I could not bear to tell that man, my more than brother, that he lied.


			I sat down on my bed with my head on my hands, and presently I heard Hal’s door open and shut, his step on the stair, the front door slam behind him. He had gone, I knew not where, and if he went to his death and a word of mine would have stopped him, I would not have said it. I do not know how long I sat there, in the company of hopeless love and jealousy and hate.


			Suddenly, out of the silence of the empty room, came the steady swing and creak of the great chair. Perhaps—it must be! I sprang to my feet and noiselessly opened the door. There she sat by the window, looking out, and—yes—she threw a kiss to some one below. Ah, how beautiful she was! How beautiful! I made a step toward her. I held out my hands, I uttered I know not what—when all at once came Hal’s quick step upon the stairs.


			She heard it, too, and, giving me one look, one subtle, mysterious, triumphant look, slipped past me and into my room just as Hal burst in. He saw her go. He came straight to me and I thought he would have struck me down where I stood.


			“Out of my way,” he cried. “I will speak to her. Is it not enough to see?”—he motioned toward the window with his wounded hand—“Let me pass!”


			“She is not there,” I answered. “She has gone through into the other room.”


			A light laugh sounded close by us, a faint, soft, silver laugh, almost at my elbow.


			He flung me from his path, threw open the door, and entered. The room was empty.


			“Where have you hidden her?” he demanded. I coldly pointed to the other door.


			“So her room opens into yours, does it?” he muttered with a bitter smile. “No wonder you preferred the ‘view’! Perhaps I can open it too?” And he laid his hand upon the latch.


			I smiled then, for bitter experience had taught me that it was always locked, locked to all my prayers and entreaties. Let him kneel there as I had! But it opened under his hand! I sprang to his side, and we looked into—a closet, two by four, as bare and shallow as an empty coffin!


			He turned to me, as white with rage as I was with terror. I was not thinking of him.


			“What have you done with her?” he cried. And then contemptuously—“That I should stop to question a liar!”


			I paid no heed to him, but walked back into the other room, where the great chair rocked by the window.


			He followed me, furious with disappointment, and laid his hand upon the swaying back, his strong fingers closing on it till the nails were white.


			“Will you leave this place?” said he.


			“No,” said I.


			“I will live no longer with a liar and a traitor,” said he.


			“Then you will have to kill yourself,” said I.


			With a muttered oath he sprang upon me, but caught his foot in the long rocker, and fell heavily.


			So wild a wave of hate rose in my heart that I could have trampled upon him where he lay—killed him like a dog—but with a mighty effort I turned from him and left the room.


			When I returned it was broad day. Early and still, not sunrise yet, but full of hard, clear light on roof and wall and roadway. I stopped on the lower floor to find the landlady and announce my immediate departure. Door after door I knocked at, tried and opened; room after room I entered and searched thoroughly; in all that house, from cellar to garret, was no furnished room but ours, no sign of human occupancy. Dust, dust, and cobwebs everywhere. Nothing else.


			With a strange sinking of the heart I came back to our own door.


			Surely I heard the landlady’s slow, even step inside, and that soft, low laugh. I rushed in.


			The room was empty of all life; both rooms utterly empty.


			Yes, of all life; for, with the love of a lifetime surging in my heart, I sprang to where Hal lay beneath the window, and found him dead.


			Dead, and most horribly dead. There heavy marks—blows—three deep, three-cornered gashes—I started to my feet—even the chair had gone!


			Again the whispered laugh. Out of that house of terror I fled desperately.


			From the street I cast one shuddering glance at the fateful window.


			The risen sun was gilding all the housetops, and its level rays, striking the high panes on the building opposite, shone back in a calm glory on the great chair by the window, the sweet face, down-dropped eyes, and swaying golden head.


			Through This


			


			THE DAWN colors creep up my bedroom wall, softly, slowly.


			Darkness, dim gray, dull blue, soft lavender, clear pink, pale yellow, warm gold—sunlight.


			A new day.


			With the great sunrise great thoughts come.


			I rise with the world. I live, I can help. Here close at hand lie the sweet home duties through which my life shall touch the others! Through this man made happier and stronger by my living; through these rosy babies sleeping here in the growing light; through this small, sweet, well ordered home, whose restful influence shall touch all comers; through me too, perhaps—there’s the baker, I must get up, or this bright purpose fades.


			How well the fire burns! Its swift kindling and gathering roar speak of accomplishment. The rich odor of coffee steals through the house.


			John likes morning-glories on the breakfast table—scented flowers are better with lighter meals. All is ready—healthful, dainty, delicious.


			The clean-aproned little ones smile milky-mouthed over their bowls of mush. John kisses me good-bye so happily.


			Through this dear work, well done, I shall reach, I shall help—but I must get the dishes done and not dream.


			“Good morning! Soap, please, the same kind. Coffee, rice, two boxes of gelatine. That’s all, I think. Oh—crackers! Good morning.”


			There, I forgot the eggs! I can make these go, I guess. Now to soak the tapioca. Now the beets on, they take so long. I’ll bake the potatoes—they don’t go in yet. Now babykins must have her bath and nap.


			A clean hour and a half before dinner. I can get those little nightgowns cut and basted. How bright the sun is! Amaranth lies on the grass under the rosebush, stretching her paws among the warm, green blades. The kittens tumble over her. She’s brought them three mice this week. Baby and Jack are on the warm grass too—happy, safe, well. Careful, dear! Don’t go away from little sister!


			By and by when they are grown, I can—O there! the bell!


			Ah, well!—yes—I’d like to have joined. I believe in it, but I can’t now. Home duties forbid. This is my work. Through this, in time—there’s the bell again, and it waked the baby!


			As if I could buy a sewing machine every week! I’ll put out a bulletin, stating my needs for the benefit of agents. I don’t believe in buying at the door anyway, yet I suppose they must live. Yes, dear! Mamma’s coming!


			I wonder if torchon would look better, or Hamburg? It’s softer but it looks older. Oh, here’s that knit edging grandma sent me. Bless her dear heart!


			There! I meant to have swept the bed-room this morning so as to have more time to-morrow. Perhaps I can before dinner. It does look dreadfully. I’ll just put the potatoes in. Baked potatoes are so good! I love to see Jack dig into them with his little spoon.


			John says I cook steak better than anyone he ever saw.


			Yes, dear?


			Is that so? Why, I should think they’d know better. Can’t the people do anything about it?


			Why no—not personally—but I should think you might. What are men for if they can’t keep the city in order.


			Cream on the pudding, dear?


			That was a good dinner. I like to cook. I think housework is noble if you do it in a right spirit.


			That pipe must be seen to before long. I’ll speak to John about it. Coal’s pretty low, too.


			Guess I’ll put on my best boots, I want to run down town for a few moments—in case mother comes and can stay with baby. I wonder if mother wouldn’t like to join that—she has time enough. But she doesn’t seem a bit interested in outside things. I ought to take baby out in her carriage, but it’s so heavy with Jack, and yet Jack can’t walk a great way. Besides, if mother comes I needn’t. Maybe we’ll all go in the car—but that’s such an undertaking! Three o’clock!


			Jack! Jack! Don’t do that—here—wait a moment.


			I ought to answer Jennie’s letter. She writes such splendid things, but I don’t go with her in half she says. A woman cannot do that way and keep a family going. I’ll write to her this evening.


			Of course, if one could, I’d like as well as anyone to be in those great live currents of thought and action. Jennie and I were full of it in school. How long ago that seems. But I never thought then of being so happy. Jennie isn’t happy, I know—she can’t be, poor thing, till she’s a wife and mother.


			O, there comes mother! Jack, deary, open the gate for Grandma! So glad you cou’d come, mother dear! Can you stay awhile and let me go down town on a few errands?


			Mother looks real tired. I wish she would go out more and have some outside interests. Mary and the children are too much for her, I think. Harry ought not to have brought them home. Mother needs rest. She’s brought up one family.


			There, I’ve forgotten my list, I hurried so. Thread, elastic, buttons; what was that other thing? Maybe I’ll think of it.


			How awfully cheap! How can they make them at that price! Three, please. I guess with these I can make the others last through the year. They’re so pretty, too. How much are these? Jack’s got to have a new coat before long—not to-day.


			O, dear! I’ve missed that car, and mother can’t stay after five! I’ll cut across and hurry.


			Why, the milk hasn’t come, and John’s got to go out early to-night. I wish election was over.


			I’m sorry, dear, but the milk was so late I couldn’t make it. Yes, I’ll speak to him. O, no, I guess not; he’s a very reliable man, usually, and the milk’s good. Hush, hush, baby! Papa’s talking!


			Good night, dear, don’t be too late.


			



			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Sleep, baby, sleep!

						
					

					
							

			The large stars are the sheep,

						
					

					
							

			The little stars are the lambs, I guess,

						
					

					
							

			And the fair moon is the shepherdess.

						
					

					
							

			Sleep, baby, sleep!

						
					

				
			




			


			How pretty they look. Thank God, they keep so well.


			It’s no use, I can’t write a letter to-night—especially to Jennie. I’m too tired. I’ll go to bed early. John hates to have me wait up for him late. I’ll go now, if it is before dark—then get up early to-morrow and get the sweeping done. How loud the crickets are! The evening shades creep down my bedroom wall—softly—slowly.


			Warm gold—pale yellow—clear pink—soft lavender—dull blue—dim gray—darkness.


			The Unnatural Mother


			


			“DON’T TELL me!” said old Mis’ Briggs, with a forbidding shake of the head; “no mother that was a mother would desert her own child for anything on earth!”


			“And leaving it a care on the town, too!” put in Susannah Jacobs, “as if we hadn’t enough to do to take care of our own!”


			Miss Jacobs was a well-to-do old maid, owning a comfortable farm and homestead, and living alone with an impoverished cousin acting as general servant, companion and protegée. Mis’ Briggs, on the contrary, had had thirteen children, five of whom remained to bless her, so that what maternal feeling Miss Jacobs might lack, Mis’ Briggs could certainly supply.


			“I should think,” piped little Martha Ann Simmons, the village dressmaker, “that she might a saved her young one first and then tried what she could do for the town.”


			Martha had been married, had lost her husband, and had one sickly boy to care for.


			The youngest Briggs girl, still unmarried at thirty-six, and in her mother’s eyes a most tender infant, now ventured to make a remark.


			“You don’t any of you seem to think what she did for all of us—if she hadn’t left hers we should all have lost ours, sure.”


			“You ain’t no call to judge, Maria Meliia,” her mother hastened to reply; “you’ve no children of your own, and you can’t judge of a mother’s duty. No mother ought to leave her child, whatever happens. The Lord gave it to her to take care of—he never gave her other people’s. You nedn’t tell me!”


			“She was an unnatural mother!” repeated Miss Jacobs harshly, “as I said to begin with.”


			“What is the story?” asked the City Boarder. The City Boarder was interested in stories from a business point of view, but they did not know that. “What did this woman do?” she asked.


			There was no difficulty in eliciting particulars. The difficulty was rather in discriminating amidst their profusion and contradictoriness. But when the City Boarder got it clear in her mind it was somewhat as follows:


			The name of the much condemned heroine was Esther Greenwood, and she lived and died here in Toddsville.


			Toddsville was a mill village. The Todds lived on a beautiful eminence overlooking the little town, as the castles of robber barons on the Rhine used to overlook their little towns. The mills and the mill hands’ houses were built close along the bed of the river. They had to be pretty close, because the valley was a narrow one, and the bordering hills were too steep for travel, but the water power was fine. Above the village was the reservoir, filling the entire valley save for a narrow road beside it, a fair blue smiling lake, edged with lilies and blue flag, rich in pickerel and perch. This lake gave them fish, it gave them ice, it gave the power that ran the mills that gave the town its bread. Blue Lake was both useful and ornamental.


			In this pretty and industrious village Esther had grown up, the somewhat neglected child of a heart-broken widower. He had lost a young wife, and three fair babies before her—this one was left him, and he said he meant that she should have all the chance there was.


			“That was what ailed her in the first place!” they all eagerly explained to the City Boarder. “She never knew what ’twas to have a mother, and she grew up a regular tomboy! Why she used to roam the country for miles around, in all weather like an Injun! And her father wouldn’t take no advice!”


			This topic lent itself to eager discussion. The recreant father, it appeared, was a doctor, not their accepted standby, the resident physician of the neighborhood, but an alien doctor, possessed of “views.”


			“You never heard such things as he advocated,” Miss Jacobs explained. “He wouldn’t give no medicines, hardly; said ‘nature’ did the curing—he couldn’t.”


			“And he couldn’t either—that was clear,” Mrs. Briggs agreed. “Look at his wife and children dying on his hands, as it were! ‘Physician heal thyself,’ I say.”


			“But, mother,” Maria Amelia put in, “she was an invalid when he married her, they say; and those children died of polly—polly—what’s that thing that nobody can help?”


			“That may all be so,” Miss Jacobs admitted, “but all the same it’s a doctor’s business to give medicine. If ‘nature’ was all that was wanted, we needn’t have any doctor at all!”


			“I believe in medicine and plenty of it. I always gave my children a good clearance, spring and fall, whether anything ailed ’em or not, just to be on the safe side. And if there was anything the matter with ’em they had plenty more. I never had anything to reproach myself with on that score,” stated Mrs. Briggs, firmly. Then as a sort of concession to the family graveyard, she added piously, “The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away.”


			“You should have seen the way he dressed that child!” pursued Miss Jacobs. “It was a reproach to the town. Why, you couldn’t tell at a distance whether it was a boy or a girl. And barefoot! He let that child go barefoot till she was so big we was actually mortified to see her.”


			It appeared that a wild, healthy childhood had made Esther very different in her early womanhood from the meek, well-behaved damsels of the little place. She was well enough liked by those who knew her at all, and the children of the place adored her, but the worthy matrons shook their heads and prophesied no good of a girl who was “queer.”


			She was described with rich detail in reminiscence, how she wore her hair short till she was fifteen—“just shingled like a boy’s—it did seem a shame that girl had no mother to look after her—and her clo’se was almost a scandal, even when she did put on shoes and stockings.” “Just gingham—brown gingham—and short!”


			“I think she was a real nice girl,” said Maria Amelia. “I can remember her just as well! She was so nice to us children. She was five or six years older than I was, and most girls that age won’t have anything to do with little ones. But she was as kind and pleasant. She’d take us berrying and on all sorts of walks, and teach us new games and tell us things. I don’t remember any one that ever did us the good she did!”


			Maria Amelia’s thin chest heaved with emotion; and there were tears in her eyes; but her mother took her up somewhat sharply.


			“That sounds well I must say—right before your own mother that’s toiled and slaved for you! It’s all very well for a young thing that’s got nothing on earth to do to make herself agreeable to young ones. That poor blinded father of hers never taught her to do the work a girl should—naturally he couldn’t.”


			“At least he might have married again and given her another mother,” said Susannah Jacobs, with decision, with so much decision in fact that the City Boarder studied her expression for a moment and concluded that if this recreant father had not married again it was not for lack of opportunity.


			Mrs. Simmons cast an understanding glance upon Miss Jacobs, and nodded wisely.


			“Yes, he ought to have done that, of course. A man’s not fit to bring up children, anyhow—How can they? Mothers have the instinct—that is, all natural mothers have. But, dear me! There’s some as don’t seem to be mothers—even when they have a child!”


			“You’re quite right, Mis’ Simmons,” agreed the mother of thirteen. “It’s a divine instinct, I say. I’m sorry for the child that lacks it. Now this Esther. We always knew she wan’t like other girls—she never seemed to care for dress and company and things girls naturally do, but was always philandering over the hills with a parcel of young ones. There wan’t a child in town but would run after her. She made more trouble ’n a little in families, the young ones quotin’ what Aunt Esther said, and tellin’ what Aunt Esther did to their own mothers, and she only a young girl. Why she actually seemed to care more for them children than she did for beaux or anything—it wasn’t natural!”


			“But she did marry?” pursued the City Boarder.


			“Marry! Yes, she married finally. We all thought she never would, but she did. After the things her father taught her it did seem as if he’d ruined all her chances. It’s simply terrible the way that girl was trained.”


			“Him being a doctor,” put in Mrs. Simmons, “made it different, I suppose.”


			“Doctor or no doctor,” Miss Jacobs rigidly interposed, “it was a crying shame to have a young girl so instructed.”


			“Maria Melia,” said her mother, “I want you should get me my smelling salts. They’re up in the spare chamber, I believe—When your Aunt Marcia was here she had one of her spells—don’t you remember?—and she asked for salts. Look in the top bureau drawer—they must be there.”


			Maria Amelia, thirty-six, but unmarried, withdrew dutifully, and the other ladies drew closer to the City Boarder.


			“It’s the most shocking thing I ever heard of,” murmured Mrs. Briggs. “Do you know he—a father—actually taught his daughter how babies come!”


			There was a breathless hush.


			“He did,” eagerly chimed in the little dressmaker, “all the particulars. It was perfectly awful!”


			“He said,” continued Mrs. Briggs, “that he expected her to be a mother and that she ought to understand what was before her!”


			“He was waited on by a committee of ladies from the church, married ladies, all older than he was,” explained Miss Jacobs severely. “They told him it was creating a scandal in the town—and what do you think he said?”


			There was another breathless silence.


			Above, the steps of Maria Amelia were heard, approaching the stairs.


			“It ain’t there, Ma!”


			“Well, you look in the high boy and in the top drawer; they’re somewhere up there,” her mother replied.


			Then, in a sepulchral whisper:


			“He told us—yes, ma’am, I was on that committee—he told us that until young women knew what was before them as mothers they would not do their duty in choosing a father for their children! That was his expression—‘choosing a father’! A nice thing for a young girl to be thinking of—a father for her children!”


			“Yes, and more than that,” inserted Miss Jacobs, who, though not on the committee, seemed familiar with its workings. “He told them——” But Mrs. Briggs waved her aside and continued swiftly——


			“He taught that innocent girl about—the Bad Disease! Actually!”


			“He did!” said the dressmaker. “It got out, too, all over town. There wasn’t a man here would have married her after that.”


			Miss Jacobs insisted on taking up the tale. “I understand that he said it was ‘to protect her’! Protect her, indeed! Against matrimony! As if any man alive would want to marry a young girl who knew all the evil of life! I was brought up differently, I assure you!”


			“Young girls should be kept innocent!” Mrs. Briggs solemnly proclaimed. “Why, when I was married I knew no more what was before me than a babe unborn and my girls were all brought up so, too!”


			Then, as Maria Amelia returned with the salts, she continued more loudly, “but she did marry after all. And a mighty queer husband she got, too. He was an artist or something, made pictures for the magazines and such as that, and they do say she met him first out in the hills. That’s the first ’twas known of it here, anyhow—them two trapesing about all over; him with his painting things! They married and just settled down to live with her father, for she vowed she wouldn’t leave him, and he said it didn’t make no difference where he lived, he took his business with him.”


			“They seemed very happy together,” said Maria Amelia.


			“Happy! Well, they might have been, I suppose. It was a pretty queer family, I think.” And her mother shook her head in retrospection. “They got on all right for a while; but the old man died, and those two—well, I don’t call it housekeeping—the way they lived!”


			“No,” said Miss Jacobs. “They spent more time out of doors than they did in the house. She followed him around everywhere. And for open love making——”


			They all showed deep disapproval at this memory. All but the City Boarder and Maria Amelia.


			“She had one child, a girl,” continued Mrs. Briggs, “and it was just shocking to see how she neglected that child from the beginnin’. She never seemed to have no maternal feelin’ at all!”


			“But I thought you said she was very fond of children,” remonstrated the City Boarder.


			“Oh, children, yes. She’d take up with any dirty faced brat in town, even to them Kanucks. I’ve seen her again and again with a whole swarm of the mill hands’ young ones round her, goin’ on some picnic or other—‘open air school,’ she used to call it—Such notions as she had. But when it come to her own child! Why——” Here the speaker’s voice sank to a horrified hush. “She never had no baby clo’se for it! Not a single sock!”


			The City Boarder was interested. “Why, what did she do with the little thing?”


			“The Lord knows!” answered old Mis’ Briggs. “She never would let us hardly see it when ’twas little. ’Shamed too, I don’t doubt. But that’s strange feelin’s for a mother. Why, I was so proud of my babies! And I kept ’em lookin’ so pretty! I’d a-sat up all night and sewed and washed, but I’d a had my children look well!” And the poor old eyes filled with tears as she thought of the eight little graves in the churchyard, which she never failed to keep looking pretty, even now. “She just let that young one roll round in the grass like a puppy with hardly nothin’ on! Why, a squaw does better. She does keep ’em done up for a spell! That child was treated worse’n an Injun! We all done what we could, of course. We felt it no more’n right. But she was real hateful about it, and we had to let her be.”


			“The child died?” asked the City Boarder.


			“Died! Dear no! That’s it you saw going by; a great strappin’ girl she is, too, and promisin’ to grow up well, thanks to Mrs. Stone’s taking her. Mrs. Stone always thought a heap of Esther. It’s a mercy to the child that she lost her mother, I do believe! How she ever survived that kind of treatment beats all! Why that woman never seemed to have the first spark of maternal feeling to the end! She seemed just as fond of the other young ones after she had her own as she was before, and that’s against nature. The way it happened was this. You see they lived up the valley nearer to the lake than the village. He was away, and was coming home that night, it seems, driving from Drayton along the lake road. And she set out to meet him. She must a walked up to the dam to look for him; and we think maybe she saw the team clear across the lake. Maybe she thought he could get to the house and save little Esther in time—that’s the only explanation we ever could put on it. But this is what she did; and you can judge for yourselves if any mother in her senses could ha’ done such a thing! You see ’twas the time of that awful disaster, you’ve read of it, likely, that destroyed three villages. Well, she got to the dam and see that ’twas givin’ way—she was always great for knowin’ all such things. And she just turned and ran. Jake Elder was up on the hill after a stray cow, and he seen her go. He was too far off to imagine what ailed her, but he said he never saw a woman run so in his life.


			“And, if you’ll believe it, she run right by her own house—never stopped—never looked at it. Just run for the village. Of course, she may have lost her head with the fright, but that wasn’t like her. No, I think she had made up her mind to leave that innocent baby to die! She just ran down here and give warnin’, and, of course, we sent word down valley on horseback, and there was no lives lost in all three villages. She started to run back as soon as we was ’roused, but ’twas too late then.


			“Jake saw it all, though he was too far off to do a thing. He said he couldn’t stir a foot, it was so awful. He seen the wagon drivin’ along as nice as you please till it got close to the dam, and then Greenwood seemed to see the danger and whipped up like mad. He was the father, you know. But he wasn’t quite in time—the dam give way and the water went over him like a tidal wave. She was almost to the gate when it struck the house and her.—and we never found her body nor his for days and days. They was washed clear down river.


			“Their house was strong and it stood a little high, and had some big trees between it and the lake too. It was moved off the place and brought up against the side of the stone church down yonder, but ’twant wholly in pieces. And that child was found swimmin’ round in its bed, most drowned, but not quite. The wonder is, it didn’t die of a cold, but it’s here yet—must have a strong constitution. Their folks never did nothing for it—so we had to keep it here.


			“Well, now, mother,” said Maria Amelia Briggs. “It does seem to me that she did her duty. You know yourself that if she hadn’t give warnin’ all three of the villages would a’ been cleaned out—a matter of fifteen hundred people. And if she’d stopped to lug that child, she couldn’t have got here in time. Don’t you believe she was thinkin’ of those mill-hands’ children?”


			“Maria ’Melia, I’m ashamed of you!” said old Mis’ Briggs. “But you ain’t married and ain’t a mother. A mother’s duty is to her own child! She neglected her own to look after other folks—the Lord never gave her them other children to care for!”


			“Yes,” said Miss Jacobs, “and here’s her child, a burden on the town! She was an unnatural mother!”


			According to Solomon


			


			“‘HE THAT rebuketh a man afterwards shall find more favor than he that flattereth with his tongue,’” said Mr. Solomon Bankside to his wife Mary.


			“It’s the other way with a woman, I think;” she answered him, “you might put that in.”


			“Tut, tut, Molly,” said he; “‘Add not unto his words,’—do not speak lightly of the wisdom of the great king.”


			“I don’t mean to, dear, but—when you hear it all the time”—


			“‘He that turneth away his ear from the law, even his prayer shall be an abomination,’” answered Mr. Bankside.


			“I believe you know every one of those old Proverbs by heart,” said his wife with some heat. “Now that’s not disrespectful!—they are old!—and I do wish you’d forget some of them!”


			He smiled at her quizzically, tossing back his heavy silver-gray hair with the gesture she had always loved. His eyes were deep blue and bright under their bushy brows; and the mouth was kind—in its iron way. “I can think of at least three to squelch you with, Molly,” said he, “but I won’t.”


			“O I know the one you want! ‘A continual dropping in a very rainy day and a contentious woman are alike!’ I’m not contentious, Solomon!”


			“No, you are not,” he frankly admitted. “What I really had in mind was this—‘A prudent wife is from the Lord,’ and ‘He that findeth a wife findeth a good thing; and obtaineth favor of the Lord.’”


			She ran around the table in the impulsive way years did not alter, and kissed him warmly.


			“I’m not scolding you, my dear,” he continued; “but if you had all the money you’d like to give away—there wouldn’t be much left!”


			“But look at what you spend on me!” she urged.


			“That’s a wise investment—as well as a deserved reward,” her husband answered calmly. “‘There is that scattereth and yet increaseth,’ you know, my dear; ‘And there is that withholdeth more than is meet—and it tendeth to poverty!’ Take all you get my dear—it’s none too good for you.”


			He gave her his goodby kiss with special fondness, put on his heavy satin-lined overcoat and went to the office.


			Mr. Solomon Bankside was not a Jew; though his last name suggested and his first seemed to prove it; also his proficiency in the Old Testament gave color to the idea. No, he came from Vermont; of generations of unbroken New England and old English Puritan ancestry, where the Solomons and Isaacs and Zedekiahs were only mitigated by the Standfasts and Praise-the-Lords. Pious, persistent pig-headed folk were they, down all the line.


			His wife had no such simple pedigree. A streak of Huguenot blood she had (some of the best in France, though neither of them knew that), a grandmother from Albany with a Van to her name; a great grandmother with a Mac; and another with an O’; even a German cross came in somewhere. Mr. Bankside was devoted to genealogy, and had been at some pains to dig up these facts—the more he found the worse he felt, and the lower ran his opinion of Mrs. Bankside’s ancestry.


			She had been a fascinating girl; pretty, with the dash and piquancy of an oriole in a May apple-tree; clever and efficient in everything her swift hands touched; quite a spectacular housekeeper; and the sober, long-faced young downeasterner had married her with a sudden decision that he often wondered about in later years. So did she.


			What he had not sufficiently weighed at the time, was her spirit of incorrigible independence, and a light-mindedness which, on maturer judgment, he could almost term irreligious. His conduct was based on principle, all of it; built firmly into habit and buttressed by scriptural quotations. Hers seemed to him as inconsequent as the flight of a moth. Studying it, in his solemn conscientious way, in the light of his genealogical researches, he felt that all her uncertainties were accounted for, and that the error was his—in having married too many kinds of people at once.


			They had been, and were, very happy together none the less: though sometimes their happiness was a little tottery. This was one of the times. It was the day after Christmas, and Mrs. Bankside entered the big drawing room, redolent of popcorn and evergreen, and walked slowly to the corner where the fruits of yesterday were lovingly arranged; so few that she had been able to give—so many that she had received.


			There were the numerous pretty interchangeable things given her by her many friends; “presents,” suitable to any lady. There were the few perfectly selected ones given by the few who knew her best. There was the rather perplexing gift of Mrs. MacAvelly. There was her brother’s stiff white envelope enclosing a check. There were the loving gifts of children and grand-children.


			Finally there was Solomon’s.


			It was his custom to bestow upon her one solemn and expensive object, a boon as it were, carefully selected, after much thought and balancing of merits; but the consideration was spent on the nature of the gift—not on the desires of the recipient. There was the piano she could not play, the statue she did not admire, the set of Dante she never read, the heavy gold bracelet, the stiff diamond brooch—and all the others. This time it was a set of sables, costing even more than she imagined.


			Christmas after Christmas had these things come to her; and she stood there now, thinking of that procession of unvalued valuables, with an expression so mixed and changeful it resembled a kaleidoscope. Love for Solomon, pride in Solomon, respect for Solomon’s judgment and power to pay, gratitude for his unfailing kindness and generosity, impatience with his always giving her this one big valuable permanent thing, when he knew so well that she much preferred small renewable cheap ones; her personal dislike of furs, the painful conviction that brown was not becoming to her—all these and more filled the little woman with what used to be called “conflicting emotions.”


			She smoothed out her brother’s check, wishing as she always did that it had come before Christmas, so that she might buy more presents for her beloved people. Solomon liked to spend money on her—in his own way; but he did not like to have her spend money on him—or on anyone for that matter. She had asked her brother once, if he would mind sending her his Christmas present beforehand.


			“Not on your life, Polly!” he said. “You’d never see a cent of it! You can’t buy ’em many things right on top of Christmas, and it’ll be gone long before the next one.”


			She put the check away and turned to examine her queerest gift. Upon which scrutiny presently entered the donor.


			“I’m ever so much obliged, Benigna,” said Mrs. Bankside. “You know how I love to do things. It’s a loom, isn’t it? Can you show me how it works?”


			“Of course I can, my dear; that’s just what I ran in for—I was afraid you wouldn’t know. But you are so clever with your hands that I’m sure you’ll enjoy it. I do.”


			Whereat Mrs. MacAvelly taught Mrs. Bankside the time-honored art of weaving. And Mrs. Bankside enjoyed it more than any previous handicraft she had essayed.


			She did it well, beginning with rather coarse and simple weaves; and gradually learning the finer grades of work. Despising as she did the more modern woolens, she bought real wool yarn of a lovely red—and made some light warm flannelly stuff in which she proceeded to rapturously enclose her little grandchildren.


			Mr. Bankside warmly approved, murmuring affectionately, “She seeketh wool and flax—she worketh willingly with her hands.”


			He watched little Bob and Polly strenuously “helping” the furnace man to clear the sidewalk, hopping about like red-birds in their new caps and coats; and his face beamed with the appositeness of his quotation, as he remarked, “‘She is not afraid of the snow for her household, for all her household are clothed with scarlet!’” and he proffered an extra, wholly spontaneous kiss, which pleased her mightily.


			“You dear man!” she said with a hug; “I believe you’d rather find a proverb to fit than a gold mine!”


			To which he triumphantly responded: “‘Wisdom is better than rubies; and all the things that may be desired are not to be compared to it.’”


			She laughed sweetly at him. “And do you think wisdom stopped with that string of proverbs?”


			“You can’t get much beyond it,” he answered calmly. “If we lived up to all there is in that list we shouldn’t be far out, my dear!”


			Whereat she laughed again, smoothed his gray mane, and kissed him in the back of his neck. “You dear thing!” said Mrs. Bankside.


			She kept herself busy with the new plaything as he called it. Hands that had been rather empty were now smoothly full. Her health was better, and any hint of occasional querulousness disappeared entirely; so that her husband was moved to fresh admiration of her sunny temper, and quoted for the hundredth time, “‘She openeth her mouth with wisdom, and in her tongue is the law of kindness.’”


			Mrs. MacAvelly taught her to make towels. But Mrs. Bankside’s skill outstripped hers; she showed inventive genius and designed patterns of her own. The fineness and quality of the work increased; and she joyfully replenished her linen chest with her own handiwork.


			“I tell you, my dear,” said Mrs. MacAvelly, “if you’d be willing to sell them you could get almost any price for those towels. With the initials woven in. I know I could get you orders—through the Woman’s Exchange, you know!”


			Mrs. Bankside was delighted. “What fun!” she said. “And I needn’t appear at all?”


			“No, you needn’t appear at all—do let me try.”


			So Mrs. Bankside made towels of price, soft, fine, and splendid, till she was weary of them; and in the opulence of constructive genius fell to devising woven belts of elaborate design.


			These were admired excessively. All her women friends wanted one, or more; the Exchange got hold of it, there was a distinct demand; and finally Mrs. MacAvelly came in one day with a very important air and a special order.


			“I don’t know what you’ll think, my dear,” she said, “but I happen to know the Percys very well—the big store people, you know; and Mr. Percy was talking about those belts of yours to me;—of course he didn’t know they are yours; but he said (the Exchange people told him I knew, you see) he said, ‘If you can place an order with that woman, I can take all she’ll make and pay her full price for them. Is she poor?’ he asked. ‘Is she dependent on her work?’ And I told him, ‘Not altogether.’ And I think he thinks it an interesting case! Anyhow, there’s the order. Will you do it?”


			Mrs. Bankside was much excited. She wanted to very much, but dreaded offending her husband. So far she had not told him of her quiet trade in towels; but hid and saved this precious money—the first she had ever earned.


			The two friends discussed the pros and cons at considerable length; and finally with some perturbation, she decided to accept the order.


			“You’ll never tell, Benigna!” she urged. “Solomon would never forgive me, I’m afraid.”


			“Why of course I won’t—you needn’t have a moment’s fear of it. You give them to me—I’ll stop with the carriage you see; and I take them to the Exchange—and he gets them from there.”


			“It seems like smuggling!” said Mrs. Bankside delightedly. “I always did love to smuggle!”


			“They say women have no conscience about laws, don’t they?” Mrs. MacAvelly suggested.


			“Why should we?” answered her friend. “We don’t make ’em—nor God—nor nature. Why on earth should we respect a set of silly rules made by some men one day and changed by some more the next?”


			“Bless us, Polly! Do you talk to Mr. Bankside like that?”


			“Indeed I don’t!” answered her hostess, holding out a particularly beautiful star-patterned belt to show to advantage. “There are lots of things I don’t say to Mr. Bankside—‘A man of understanding holdeth his peace’ you know—or a woman.”


			She was a pretty creature, her hair like that of a powdered marchioness, her rosy cheeks and firm slight figure suggesting a charmer in Dresden china.


			Mrs. MacAvelly regarded her admiringly. “‘Where there is no wood the fire goeth out; so where there is no tale bearer the strife ceaseth,’” she proudly offered, “I can quote that much myself.”


			But Mrs. Bankside had many misgivings as she pursued her audacious way; the busy hours flying away from her, and the always astonishing checks flying toward her in gratifying accumulation. She came down to her well-planned dinners gracious and sweet; always effectively dressed; spent the cosy quiet evenings with her husband, or went out with him, with a manner of such increased tenderness and charm that his heart warmed anew to the wife of his youth; and he even relented a little toward her miscellaneous ancestors.


			As the days shortened and darkened she sparkled more and more; with little snatches of song now and then; gay ineffectual strumming on the big piano; sudden affectionate darts at him, with quaintly distributed caresses.


			“Molly!” said he, “I don’t believe you’re a day over twenty! What makes you act so?”


			“Don’t you like it, So?” she asked him. That was the nearest she ever would approximate to his name.


			He did like it, naturally, and even gave her an extra ten dollars to buy Christmas presents with; while he meditated giving her an electric runabout;—to her!—who was afraid of a wheelbarrow!


			When the day arrived and the family were gathered together, Mrs. Bankside, wearing the diamond brooch, the gold bracelet, the point lace handkerchief—everything she could carry of his accumulated generosity—and such an air of triumphant mystery that the tree itself was dim beside her; handed out to her astonished relatives such an assortment of desirable articles that they found no words to express their gratitude.


			“Why, Mother!” said Jessie, whose husband was a minister and salaried as such, “Why, Mother—how did you know we wanted just that kind of a rug!—and a sewing-machine too! And this lovely suit—and—and—why Mother!”


			But her son-in-law took her aside and kissed her solemnly. He had wanted that particular set of sociological books for years—and never hoped to get them; or that bunch of magazines either.


			Nellie had “married rich;” she was less ostentatiously favored; but she had shown her thankfulness a week ago—when her mother had handed her a check.


			“Sh, sh! my dear!” her mother had said, “Not one word. I know! What pleasant weather we’re having.”


			This son-in-law was agreeably surprised, too; and the other relatives, married and single; while the children rioted among their tools and toys, taking this Christmas like any other, as a season of unmitigated joy.


			Mr. Solomon Bankside looked on with growing amazement, making computations in his practiced mind; saying nothing whatever. Should he criticize his wife before others?


			But when his turn came—when gifts upon gifts were offered to him—sets of silken handkerchiefs (he couldn’t bear the touch of a silk handkerchief!), a cabinet of cards and chips and counters of all sorts (he never played cards), an inlaid chess-table and ivory men (the game was unknown to him), a gorgeous scarf-pin (he abominated jewelery), a five pound box of candy (he never ate it), his feelings so mounted within him, that since he would not express and could not repress them, he summarily went up stairs to his room.


			She found him there later, coming in blushing, smiling, crying a little too—like a naughty but charming child.


			He swallowed hard as he looked at her; and his voice was a little strained.


			“I can take a joke as well as any man, Molly. I guess we’re square on that. But—my dear!—where did you get it?”


			“Earned it,” said she, looking down, and fingering her lace handkerchief.


			“Earned it! My wife, earning money! How—if I may ask?”


			“By my weaving, dear—the towels and the belts—I sold ’em. Don’t be angry—nobody knows—my name didn’t appear at all! Please don’t be angry!—It isn’t wicked, and it was such fun!”


			“No—it’s not wicked, I suppose,” said he rather grimly. “But it is certainly a most mortifying and painful thing to me—most unprecedented.”


			“Not so unprecedented, Dear,” she urged, “Even the woman you think most of did it! Don’t you remember ‘She maketh fine linen and selleth it—and delivereth girdles unto the merchants!’”


			Mr. Bankside came down handsomely.


			He got used to it after a while, and then he became proud of it. If a friend ventured to suggest a criticism, or to sympathize, he would calmly respond, “‘The heart of her husband doth safely trust in her, so that he shall have no need of spoil. Give her of the fruit of her hands, and let her own works praise her in the gates.’”


			Two Storks


			


			TWO STORKS were nesting.


			He was a young stork—and narrow-minded. Before he married he had consorted mainly with striplings of his own kind, and had given no thought to the ladies, either maid or matron.


			After he married his attention was concentrated upon his All-Satisfying Wife; upon that Triumph of Art, Labor, and Love—their Nest, and upon those Special Creations—their Children. Deeply was he moved by the marvellous instincts and processes of motherhood. Love, reverence, intense admiration, rose in his heart for Her of the Well-built Nest; Her of the Gleaming Treasure of Smooth Eggs; Her of the Patient Brooding Breast, the Warming Wings, the downy wide-mouthed Group of Little Ones.


			Assiduously he labored to help her build the nest, to help her feed the young; proud of his impassioned activity in her and their behalf; devoutly he performed his share of the brooding, while she hunted in her turn. When he was a-wing he thought continually of Her as one with the Brood—His Brood. When he was on the nest he thought all the more of Her, who sat there so long, so lovingly, to such noble ends.


			The happy days flew by, fair Spring—sweet Summer—gentle Autumn. The young ones grew larger and larger; it was more and more work to keep their lengthening, widening beaks shut in contentment. Both parents flew far afield to feed them.


			Then the days grew shorter, the sky greyer, the wind colder; there was large hunting and small success. In his dreams he began to see sunshine, broad, burning sunshine day after day; skies of limitless blue; dark, deep, yet full of fire; and stretches of bright water, shallow, warm, fringed with tall reeds and rushes, teeming with fat frogs.


			They were in her dreams too, but he did not know that.


			He stretched his wings and flew farther every day; but his wings were not satisfied. In his dreams came a sense of vast heights and boundless spaces of the earth streaming away beneath him; black water and white land, grey water and brown land, blue water and green land, all flowing backward from day to day, while the cold lessened and the warmth grew.


			He felt the empty sparkling nights, stars far above, quivering, burning; stars far below, quivering more in the dark water; and felt his great wings wide, strong, all sufficient, carrying him on and on!


			This was in her dreams too, but he did not know that.


			“It is time to Go!” he cried one day. “They are coming! It is upon us! Yes—I must Go! Goodbye my wife! Goodbye my children!” For the Passion of Wings was upon him.


			She too was stirred to the heart. “Yes! It is time to Go! To Go!” she cried. “I am ready! Come!”


			He was shocked; grieved; astonished. “Why, my Dear!” he said. “How preposterous! You cannot go on the Great Flight! Your wings are for brooding tender little ones! Your body is for the Wonder of the Gleaming Treasure!—not for days and nights of ceaseless soaring! You cannot go!”


			She did not heed him. She spread her wide wings and swept and circled far and high above—as, in truth she had been doing for many days, though he had not noticed it.


			She dropped to the ridge-pole beside him where he was still muttering objections. “Is it not glorious!” she cried. “Come! They are nearly ready!”


			“You unnatural Mother!” he burst forth. “You have forgotten the Order of Nature! You have forgotten your Children! Your lovely precious tender helpless Little Ones!” And he wept—for his highest ideals were shattered.


			But the Precious Little Ones stood in a row on the ridge-pole and flapped their strong young wings in high derision. They were as big as he was, nearly; for as a matter of fact he was but a Young Stork himself.


			Then the air was beaten white with a thousand wings, it was like snow and silver and seafoam, there was a flashing whirlwind, a hurricane of wild joy and then the Army of the Sky spread wide in due array and streamed Southward.


			Full of remembered joy and more joyous hope, finding the high sunlight better than her dreams, she swept away to the far summerland; and her children, mad with the happiness of the First Flight, swept beside her.


			“But you are a Mother!” he panted, as he caught up with them.


			“Yes!” she cried, joyously, “but I was a Stork before I was A Mother! and afterward!—and All the Time!”


			And the Storks were Flying.


			When I Was a Witch


			


			IF I HAD understood the terms of that one-sided contract with Satan, the Time of Witching would have lasted longer—you may be sure of that. But how was I to tell? It just happened, and has never happened again, though I’ve tried the same preliminaries as far as I could control them.


			The thing began all of a sudden, one October midnight—the 30th, to be exact. It had been hot, really hot, all day, and was sultry and thunderous in the evening; no air stirring, and the whole house stewing with that ill-advised activity which always seems to move the steam radiator when it isn’t wanted.


			I was in a state of simmering rage—hot enough, even without the weather and the furnace—and I went up on the roof to cool off. A top-floor apartment has that advantage, among others—you can take a walk without the mediation of an elevator boy!


			There are things enough in New York to lose one’s temper over at the best of times, and on this particular day they seemed to all happen at once, and some fresh ones. The night before, cats and dogs had broken my rest, of course. My morning paper was more than usually mendacious; and my neighbor’s morning paper—more visible than my own as I went down town—was more than usually salacious. My cream wasn’t cream—my egg was a relic of the past. My “new” napkins were giving out.


			Being a woman, I’m supposed not to swear; but when the motorman disregarded my plain signal, and grinned as he rushed by; when the subway guard waited till I was just about to step on board and then slammed the door in my face—standing behind it calmly for some minutes before the bell rang to warrant his closing—I desired to swear like a mule-driver.


			At night it was worse. The way people paw one’s back in the crowd! The cow-puncher who packs the people in or jerks them out—the men who smoke and spit, law or no law—the women whose saw-edged cart-wheel hats, swashing feathers and deadly pins, add so to one’s comfort inside.


			Well, as I said, I was in a particularly bad temper, and went up on the roof to cool off. Heavy black clouds hung low overhead, and lightning flickered threateningly here and there.


			A starved, black cat stole from behind a chimney and mewed dolefully. Poor thing! She had been scalded.


			The street was quiet for New York. I leaned over a little and looked up and down the long parallels of twinkling lights. A belated cab drew near, the horse so tired he could hardly hold his head up.


			Then the driver, with a skill born of plenteous practice, flung out his long-lashed whip and curled it under the poor beast’s belly with a stinging cut that made me shudder. The horse shuddered too, poor wretch, and jingled his harness with an effort at a trot.


			I leaned over the parapet and watched that man with a spirit of unmitigated ill-will.


			“I wish,” said I, slowly—and I did wish it with all my heart—“that every person who strikes or otherwise hurts a horse unnecessarily, shall feel the pain intended—and the horse not feel it!”


			It did me good to say it, anyhow, but I never expected any result. I saw the man swing his great whip again, and lay on heartily. I saw him throw up his hands—heard him scream—but I never thought what the matter was, even then.


			The lean, black cat, timid but trustful, rubbed against my skirt and mewed.


			“Poor Kitty!” I said; “poor Kitty! It is a shame!” And I thought tenderly of all the thousands of hungry, hunted cats who slink and suffer in a great city.


			Later, when I tried to sleep, and up across the stillness rose the raucous shrieks of some of these same sufferers, my pity turned cold. “Any fool that will try to keep a cat in a city!” I muttered, angrily.


			Another yell—a pause—an ear-torturing, continuous cry. “I wish,” I burst forth, “that every cat in the city was comfortably dead!”


			A sudden silence fell, and in course of time I got to sleep.


			Things went fairly well next morning, till I tried another egg. They were expensive eggs, too.


			“I can’t help it!” said my sister, who keeps house.


			“I know you can’t,” I admitted. “But somebody could help it. I wish the people who are responsible had to eat their old eggs, and never get a good one till they sold good ones!”


			“They’d stop eating eggs, that’s all,” said my sister, “and eat meat.”


			“Let ’em eat meat!” I said, recklessly. “The meat is as bad as the eggs! It’s so long since we’ve had a clean, fresh chicken that I’ve forgotten how they taste!”


			“It’s cold storage,” said my sister. She is a peaceable sort; I’m not.


			“Yes, cold storage!” I snapped. “It ought to be a blessing—to tide over shortages, equalize supplies, and lower prices. What does it do? Corner the market, raise prices the year round, and make all the food bad!”


			My anger rose. “If there was any way of getting at them!” I cried. “The law don’t touch ’em. They need to be cursed somehow! I’d like to do it! I wish the whole crowd that profit by this vicious business might taste their bad meat, their old fish, their stale milk—whatever they ate. Yes, and feel the prices as we do!”


			“They couldn’t you know; they’re rich,” said my sister.


			“I know that,” I admitted, sulkily. “There’s no way of getting at ’em. But I wish they could. And I wish they knew how people hated ’em, and felt that, too—till they mended their ways!”


			When I left for my office I saw a funny thing. A man who drove a garbage cart took his horse by the bits and jerked and wrenched brutally. I was amazed to see him clap his hands to his own jaws with a moan, while the horse philosophically licked his chops and looked at him.


			The man seemed to resent his expression, and struck him on the head, only to rub his own poll and swear amazedly, looking around to see who had hit him. The horse advanced a step, stretching a hungry nose toward a garbage pail crowned with cabbage leaves, and the man, recovering his sense of proprietorship, swore at him and kicked him in the ribs. That time he had to sit down, turning pale and weak. I watched with growing wonder and delight.


			A market wagon came clattering down the street; the hard-faced young ruffian fresh for his morning task. He gathered the ends of the reins and brought them down on the horse’s back with a resounding thwack. The horse did not notice this at all, but the boy did. He yelled!


			I came to a place where many teamsters were at work hauling dirt and crushed stone. A strange silence and peace hung over the scene where usually the sound of the lash and sight of brutal blows made me hurry by. The men were talking together a little, and seemed to be exchanging notes. It was too good to be true. I gazed and marvelled, waiting for my car.


			It came, merrily running along. It was not full. There was one not far ahead, which I had missed in watching the horses; there was no other near it in the rear.


			Yet the coarse-faced person in authority who ran it, went gaily by without stopping, though I stood on the track almost, and waved my umbrella.


			A hot flush of rage surged to my face. “I wish you felt the blow you deserve,” said I, viciously, looking after the car. “I wish you’d have to stop, and back to here, and open the door and apologize. I wish that would happen to all of you, every time you play that trick.”


			To my infinite amazement, that car stopped and backed till the front door was before me. The motorman opened it, holding his hand to his cheek. “Beg your pardon, madam!” he said.


			I passed in, dazed, overwhelmed. Could it be? Could it possibly be that—that what I wished came true. The idea sobered me, but I dismissed it with a scornful smile. “No such luck!” said I.


			Opposite me sat a person in petticoats. She was of a sort I particularly detest. No real body of bones and muscles, but the contours of grouped sausages. Complacent, gaudily dressed, heavily wigged and ratted, with powder and perfume and flowers and jewels—and a dog.


			A poor, wretched, little, artificial dog—alive, but only so by virtue of man’s insolence; not a real creature that God made. And the dog had clothes on—and a bracelet! His fitted jacket had a pocket—and a pocket-handkerchief! He looked sick and unhappy.


			I meditated on his pitiful position, and that of all the other poor chained prisoners, leading unnatural lives of enforced celibacy, cut off from sunlight, fresh air, the use of their limbs; led forth at stated intervals by unwilling servants, to defile our streets; over-fed, under-exercised, nervous and unhealthy.


			“And we say we love them!” said I, bitterly to myself. “No wonder they bark and howl and go mad. No wonder they have almost as many diseases as we do! I wish——” Here the thought I had dismissed struck me again. “I wish that all the unhappy dogs in cities would die at once!”


			I watched the sad-eyed little invalid across the car. He dropped his head and died. She never noticed it till she got off; then she made fuss enough.


			The evening papers were full of it. Some sudden pestilence had struck both dogs and cats, it would appear. Red headlines struck the eye, big letters, and columns were filled out of the complaints of those who had lost their “pets,” of the sudden labors of the board of health, and interviews with doctors.


			All day, as I went through the office routine, the strange sense of this new power struggled with reason and common knowledge. I even tried a few furtive test “wishes”—wished that the waste basket would fall over, that the inkstand would fill itself; but they didn’t.


			I dismissed the idea as pure foolishness, till I saw those newspapers, and heard people telling worse stories.


			One thing I decided at once—not to tell a soul. “Nobody’d believe me if I did,” said I to myself. “And I won’t give ’em the chance. I’ve scored on cats and dogs, anyhow—and horses.”


			As I watched the horses at work that afternoon, and thought of all their unknown sufferings from crowded city stables, bad air and insufficient food, and from the wearing strain of asphalt pavements in wet and icy weather, I decided to have another try on horses.


			“I wish,” said I, slowly and carefully, but with a fixed intensity of purposes, “that every horse owner, keeper, hirer and driver or rider, might feel what the horse feels, when he suffers at our hands. Feel it keenly and constantly till the case is mended.”


			I wasn’t able to verify this attempt for some time; but the effect was so general that it got widely talked about soon; and this “new wave of humane feeling” soon raised the status of horses in our city. Also it diminished their numbers. People began to prefer motor drays—which was a mighty good thing.


			Now I felt pretty well assured in my own mind, and kept my assurance to myself. Also I began to make a list of my cherished grudges, with a fine sense of power and pleasure.


			“I must be careful,” I said to myself; “very careful; and, above all things, ‘make the punishment fit the crime.’”


			The subway crowding came to my mind next; both the people who crowd because they have to, and the people who make them. “I musn’t punish anybody for what they can’t help,” I mused. “But when it’s pure meanness!” Then I bethought me of the remote stockholders, of the more immediate directors, of the painfully prominent officials and insolent employees—and got to work.


			“I might as well make a good job of it while this lasts,” said I to myself. “It’s quite a responsibility, but lots of fun.” And I wished that every person responsible for the condition of our subways might be mysteriously compelled to ride up and down in them continuously during rush hours.


			This experiment I watched with keen interest, but for the life of me I could see little difference. There were a few more well-dressed persons in the crowds, that was all. So I came to the conclusion that the general public was mostly to blame, and carried their daily punishment without knowing it.


			For the insolent guards and cheating ticket-sellers who give you short change, very slowly, when you are dancing on one foot and your train is there, I merely wished that they might feel the pain their victims would like to give them, short of real injury. They did, I guess.


			Then I wished similar things for all manner of corporations and officials. It worked. It worked amazingly. There was a sudden conscientious revival all over the country. The dry bones rattled and sat up. Boards of directors, having troubles enough of their own, were aggravated by innumerable communications from suddenly sensitive stockholders.


			In mills and mines and railroads, things began to mend. The country buzzed. The papers fattened. The churches sat up and took credit to themselves. I was incensed at this; and, after brief consideration, wished that every minister would preach to his congregation exactly what he believed and what he thought of them.


			I went to six services the next Sunday—about ten minutes each, for two sessions. It was most amusing. A thousand pulpits were emptied forthwith, refilled, re-emptied, and so on, from week to week. People began to go to church; men largely—women didn’t like it as well. They had always supposed the ministers thought more highly of them than now appeared to be the case.


			One of my oldest grudges was against the sleeping-car people; and I now began to consider them. How often I had grinned and borne it—with other thousands—submitting helplessly.


			Here is a railroad—a common carrier—and you have to use it. You pay for your transportation, a good round sum.


			Then if you wish to stay in the sleeping car during the day, they charge you another two dollars and a half for the privilege of sitting there, whereas you have paid for a seat when you bought your ticket. That seat is now sold to another person—twice sold. Five dollars for twenty-four hours in a space six feet by three by three at night, and one seat by day; twenty-four of these privileges to a car—$120 a day for the rent of the car—and the passengers to pay the porter besides. That makes $44,800 a year.


			Sleeping cars are expensive to build, they say. So are hotels; but they do not charge at such a rate. Now, what could I do to get even? Nothing could ever put back the dollars into the millions of pockets; but it might be stopped now, this beautiful process.


			So I wished that all persons who profited by this performance might feel a shame so keen that they would make public avowal and apology, and, as partial restitution, offer their wealth to promote the cause of free railroads!


			Then I remembered parrots. This was lucky, for my wrath flamed again. It was really cooling, as I tried to work out responsibility and adjust penalties. But parrots! Any person who wants to keep a parrot should go and live on an island alone with their preferred conversationalist!


			There was a huge, squawky parrot right across the street from me, adding its senseless, rasping cries to the more necessary evils of other noises.


			I had also an aunt with a parrot. She was a wealthy, ostentatious person, who had been an only child and inherited her money.


			Uncle Joseph hated the yelling bird, but that didn’t make any difference to Aunt Mathilda.


			I didn’t like this aunt, and wouldn’t visit her, lest she think I was truckling for the sake of her money; but after I had wished this time, I called at the time set for my curse to work; and it did work with a vengeance. There sat poor Uncle Joe, looking thinner and meeker than ever; and my aunt, like an over-ripe plum, complacent enough.


			“Let me out!” said Polly, suddenly. “Let me out to take a walk!”


			“The clever thing!” said Aunt Mathilda. “He never said that before.”


			She let him out. Then he flapped up on the chandelier and sat among the prisms, quite safe.


			“What an old pig you are, Mathilda!” said the parrot.


			She started to her feet—naturally.


			“Born a Pig—trained a Pig—a Pig by nature and education!” said the parrot. “Nobody’d put up with you, except for your money; unless it’s this long-suffering husband of yours. He wouldn’t, if he hadn’t the patience of Job!”


			“Hold your tongue!” screamed Aunt Mathilda. “Come down from there! Come here!”


			Polly cocked his head and jingled the prisms. “Sit down, Mathilda!” he said, cheerfully. “You’ve got to listen. You are fat and homely and selfish. You are a nuisance to everybody about you. You have got to feed me and take care of me better than ever—and you’ve got to listen to me when I talk. Pig!”


			I visited another person with a parrot the next day. She put a cloth over his cage when I came in.


			“Take it off!” said Polly. She took it off.


			“Won’t you come into the other room?” she asked me, nervously.


			“Better stay here!” said her pet. “Sit still—sit still!”


			She sat still.


			“Your hair is mostly false,” said pretty Poll. “And your teeth—and your outlines. You eat too much. You are lazy. You ought to exercise, and don’t know enough. Better apologize to this lady for backbiting! You’ve got to listen.”


			The trade in parrots fell off from that day; they say there is no call for them. But the people who kept parrots, keep them yet—parrots live a long time.


			Bores were a class of offenders against whom I had long borne undying enmity. Now I rubbed my hands and began on them, with this simple wish: That every person whom they bored should tell them the plain truth.


			There is one man whom I have specially in mind. He was blackballed at a pleasant club, but continues to go there. He isn’t a member—he just goes; and no one does anything to him.


			It was very funny after this. He appeared that very night at a meeting, and almost every person present asked him how he came there. “You’re not a member, you know,” they said. “Why do you butt in? Nobody likes you.”


			Some were more lenient with him. “Why don’t you learn to be more considerate of others, and make some real friends?” they said. “To have a few friends who do enjoy your visits ought to be pleasanter than being a public nuisance.”


			He disappeared from that club, anyway.


			I began to feel very cocky indeed.


			In the food business there was already a marked improvement; and in transportation. The hubbub of reformation waxed louder daily, urged on by the unknown sufferings of all the profiters by iniquity.


			The papers thrived on all this; and as I watched the loud-voiced protestations of my pet abomination in journalism, I had a brilliant idea, literally.


			Next morning I was down town early, watching the men open their papers. My abomination was shamefully popular, and never more so than this morning. Across the top was printed in gold letters:


			


			All intentional lies, in adv., editorial

			Scarlet

			 news, or any other column

			

			Crimson

			All malicious matter

			

			Pink

			All careless or ignorant mistakes

			

			Dark green

			All for direct self-interest of owner

			

			Bright green

			All mere bait—to sell the paper

			

			Brown

			All advertising, primary or secondary

			

			Yellow

			All sensational and salacious matter

			

			Purple

			All hired hypocrisy

			

			Blue

			Good fun, instruction and entertainment

			

			True and necessary news and honest

			Ordinary print

			 editorials


			


			You never saw such a crazy quilt of a paper. They were bought like hot cakes for some days; but the real business fell off very soon. They’d have stopped it all if they could; but the papers looked all right when they came off the press. The color scheme flamed out only to the bona-fide reader.


			I let this work for about a week, to the immense joy of all the other papers; and then turned it on to them, all at once. Newspaper reading became very exciting for a little, but the trade fell off. Even newspaper editors could not keep on feeding a market like that. The blue printed and ordinary printed matter grew from column to column and page to page. Some papers—small, to be sure, but refreshing—began to appear in blue and black alone.


			This kept me interested and happy for quite a while; so much so that I quite forgot to be angry at other things. There was such a change in all kinds of business, following the mere printing of truth in the newspapers. It began to appear as if we had lived in a sort of delirium—not really knowing the facts about anything. As soon as we really knew the facts, we began to behave very differently, of course.


			What really brought all my enjoyment to an end was women. Being a woman, I was naturally interested in them, and could see some things more clearly than men could. I saw their real power, their real dignity, their real responsibility in the world; and then the way they dress and behave used to make me fairly frantic. ’Twas like seeing archangels playing jackstraws—or real horses only used as rocking-horses. So I determined to get after them.


			How to manage it! What to hit first! Their hats, their ugly, inane, outrageous hats—that is what one thinks of first. Their silly, expensive clothes—their diddling beads and jewelry—their greedy childishness—mostly of the women provided for by rich men.


			Then I thought of all the other women, the real ones, the vast majority, patiently doing the work of servants without even a servant’s pay—and neglecting the noblest duties of motherhood in favor of house-service; the greatest power on earth, blind, chained, untaught, in a treadmill. I thought of what they might do, compared to what they did do, and my heart swelled with something that was far from anger.


			Then I wished—with all my strength—that women, all women, might realize Womanhood at last; its power and pride and place in life; that they might see their duty as mothers of the world—to love and care for everyone alive; that they might see their duty to men—to choose only the best, and then to bear and rear better ones; that they might see their duty as human beings, and come right out into full life and work and happiness!


			I stopped, breathless, with shining eyes. I waited, trembling, for things to happen.


			Nothing happened.


			You see, this magic which had fallen on me was black magic—and I had wished white.


			It didn’t work at all, and, what was worse, it stopped all the other things that were working so nicely.


			Oh, if I had only thought to wish permanence for those lovely punishments! If only I had done more while I could do it, had half appreciated my privileges when I was a Witch!


			The Cottagette


			


			“WHY NOT?” said Mr. Mathews. “It is far too small for a house, too pretty for a hut, too—unusual—for a cottage.”


			“Cottagette, by all means,” said Lois, seating herself on a porch chair. “But it is larger than it looks, Mr. Mathews. How do you like it, Malda?”


			I was delighted with it. More than delighted. Here this tiny shell of fresh unpainted wood peeped out from under the trees, the only house in sight except the distant white specks on far off farms, and the little wandering village in the river-threaded valley. It sat right on the turf,—no road, no path even, and the dark woods shadowed the back windows.


			“How about meals?” asked Lois.


			“Not two minutes walk,” he assured her, and showed us a little furtive path between the trees to the place where meals were furnished.


			We discussed and examined and exclaimed, Lois holding her pongee skirts close about her—she needn’t have been so careful, there wasn’t a speck of dust,—and presently decided to take it.


			Never did I know the real joy and peace of living, before that blessed summer at “High Court.” It was a mountain place, easy enough to get to, but strangely big and still and far away when you were there.


			The working basis of the establishment was an eccentric woman named Caswell, a sort of musical enthusiast, who had a summer school of music and the “higher thought.” Malicious persons, not able to obtain accommodations there, called the place “High C.”


			I liked the music very well, and kept my thoughts to myself, both high and low, but “The Cottagette” I loved unreservedly. It was so little and new and clean, smelling only of its fresh-planed boards—they hadn’t even stained it.


			There was one big room and two little ones in the tiny thing, though from the outside you wouldn’t have believed it, it looked so small; but small as it was it harbored a miracle—a real bathroom with water piped from mountain springs. Our windows opened into the green shadiness, the soft brownness, the bird-inhabited quiet flower-starred woods. But in front we looked across whole counties—over a far-off river—into another state. Off and down and away—it was like sitting on the roof of something—something very big.


			The grass swept up to the door-step, to the walls—only it wasn’t just grass of course, but such a procession of flowers as I had never imagined could grow in one place.


			You had to go quite a way through the meadow, wearing your own narrow faintly marked streak in the grass, to reach the town-connecting road below. But in the woods was a little path, clear and wide, by which we went to meals.


			For we ate with the highly thoughtful musicians, and highly musical thinkers, in their central boarding-house nearby. They didn’t call it a boarding-house, which is neither high nor musical; they called it “The Calceolaria.” There was plenty of that growing about, and I didn’t mind what they called it so long as the food was good—which it was, and the prices reasonable—which they were.


			The people were extremely interesting—some of them at least; and all of them were better than the average of summer boarders.


			But if there hadn’t been any interesting ones it didn’t matter while Ford Mathews was there. He was a newspaper man, or rather an ex-newspaper man, then becoming a writer for magazines, with books ahead.


			He had friends at High Court—he liked music—he liked the place—and he liked us. Lois liked him too, as was quite natural. I’m sure I did.


			He used to come up evenings and sit on the porch and talk.


			He came daytimes and went on long walks with us. He established his workshop in a most attractive little cave not far beyond us,—the country there is full of rocky ledges and hollows,—and sometimes asked us over to an afternoon tea, made on a gipsy fire.


			Lois was a good deal older than I, but not really old at all, and she didn’t look her thirty-five by ten years. I never blamed her for not mentioning it, and I wouldn’t have done so, myself, on any account. But I felt that together we made a safe and reasonable household. She played beautifully, and there was a piano in our big room. There were pianos in several other little cottages about—but too far off for any jar of sound. When the wind was right we caught little wafts of music now and then; but mostly it was still—blessedly still, about us. And yet that Calceolaria was only two minutes off—and with raincoats and rubbers we never minded going to it.


			We saw a good deal of Ford and I got interested in him, I couldn’t help it. He was big. Not extra big in pounds and inches, but a man with big view and a grip—with purpose and real power. He was going to do things. I thought he was doing them now, but he didn’t—this was all like cutting steps in the ice-wall, he said. It had to be done, but the road was long ahead. And he took an interest in my work too, which is unusual for a literary man.


			Mine wasn’t much. I did embroidery and made designs.


			It is such pretty work! I like to draw from flowers and leaves and things about me; conventionalize them sometimes, and sometimes paint them just as they are,—in soft silk stitches.


			All about up here were the lovely small things I needed; and not only these, but the lovely big things that make one feel so strong and able to do beautiful work.


			Here was the friend I lived so happily with, and all this fairy land of sun and shadow, the free immensity of our view, and the dainty comfort of the Cottagette. We never had to think of ordinary things till the soft musical thrill of the Japanese gong stole through the trees, and we trotted off to the Calceolaria.


			I think Lois knew before I did.


			We were old friends and trusted each other, and she had had experience too.


			“Malda,” she said, “let us face this thing and be rational.” It was a strange thing that Lois should be so rational and yet so musical—but she was, and that was one reason I liked her so much.


			“You are beginning to love Ford Mathews—do you know it?”


			I said yes, I thought I was.


			“Does he love you?”


			That I couldn’t say. “It is early yet,” I told her. “He is a man, he is about thirty I believe, he has seen more of life and probably loved before—it may be nothing more than friendliness with him.”


			“Do you think it would be a good marriage?” she asked. We had often talked of love and marriage, and Lois had helped me to form my views—hers were very clear and strong.


			“Why yes—if he loves me,” I said. “He has told me quite a bit about his family, good western farming people, real Americans. He is strong and well—you can read clean living in his eyes and mouth.” Ford’s eyes were as clear as a girl’s, the whites of them were clear. Most men’s eyes, when you look at them critically, are not like that. They may look at you very expressively, but when you look at them, just as features, they are not very nice.


			I liked his looks, but I liked him better.


			So I told her that as far as I knew it would be a good marriage—if it was one.


			“How much do you love him?” she asked.


			That I couldn’t quite tell,—it was a good deal,—but I didn’t think it would kill me to lose him.


			“Do you love him enough to do something to win him—to really put yourself out somewhat for that purpose?”


			“Why—yes—I think I do. If it was something I approved of. What do you mean?”


			Then Lois unfolded her plan. She had been married,—unhappily married, in her youth; that was all over and done with years ago; she had told me about it long since; and she said she did not regret the pain and loss because it had given her experience. She had her maiden name again—and freedom. She was so fond of me she wanted to give me the benefit of her experience—without the pain.


			“Men like music,” said Lois; “they like sensible talk; they like beauty of course, and all that,—”


			“Then they ought to like you!” I interrupted, and, as a matter of fact they did. I knew several who wanted to marry her, but she said “once was enough.” I don’t think they were “good marriages” though.


			“Don’t be foolish, child,” said Lois, “this is serious. What they care for most after all is domesticity. Of course they’ll fall in love with anything; but what they want to marry is a homemaker. Now we are living here in an idyllic sort of way, quite conducive to falling in love, but no temptation to marriage. If I were you—if I really loved this man and wished to marry him, I would make a home of this place.”


			“Make a home?—why it is a home. I never was so happy anywhere in my life. What on earth do you mean, Lois?”


			“A person might be happy in a balloon, I suppose,” she replied, “but it wouldn’t be a home. He comes here and sits talking with us, and it’s quiet and feminine and attractive—and then we hear that big gong at the Calceolaria, and off we go slopping through the wet woods—and the spell is broken. Now you can cook.” I could cook. I could cook excellently. My esteemed Mama had rigorously taught me every branch of what is now called “domestic science;” and I had no objection to the work, except that it prevented my doing anything else. And one’s hands are not so nice when one cooks and washes dishes,—I need nice hands for my needlework. But if it was a question of pleasing Ford Mathews—


			Lois went on calmly. “Miss Caswell would put on a kitchen for us in a minute, she said she would, you know, when we took the cottage. Plenty of people keep house up here,—we can if we want to.”


			“But we don’t want to,” I said, “we never have wanted to. The very beauty of the place is that it never had any house-keeping about it. Still, as you say, it would be cosy on a wet night, we could have delicious little suppers, and have him stay—”


			“He told me he had never known a home since he was eighteen,” said Lois.


			That was how we came to install a kitchen in the Cottagette. The men put it up in a few days, just a lean-to with a window, a sink and two doors. I did the cooking. We had nice things, there is no denying that; good fresh milk and vegetables particularly, fruit is hard to get in the country, and meat too, still we managed nicely; the less you have the more you have to manage—it takes time and brains, that’s all.


			Lois likes to do housework, but it spoils her hands for practicing, so she can’t; and I was perfectly willing to do it—it was all in the interest of my own heart. Ford certainly enjoyed it. He dropped in often, and ate things with undeniable relish. So I was pleased, though it did interfere with my work a good deal. I always work best in the morning; but of course housework has to be done in the morning too; and it is astonishing how much work there is in the littlest kitchen. You go in for a minute, and you see this thing and that thing and the other thing to be done, and your minute is an hour before you know it.


			When I was ready to sit down the freshness of the morning was gone somehow. Before, when I woke up, there was only the clean wood smell of the house, and then the blessed out-of-doors: now I always felt the call of the kitchen as soon as I woke. An oil stove will smell a little, either in or out of the house; and soap, and—well you know if you cook in a bedroom how it makes the room feel differently? Our house had been only bedroom and parlor before.


			We baked too—the baker’s bread was really pretty poor, and Ford did enjoy my whole wheat, and brown, and especially hot rolls and gems. It was a pleasure to feed him, but it did heat up the house, and me. I never could work much—at my work—baking days. Then, when I did get to work, the people would come with things,—milk or meat or vegetables, or children with berries; and what distressed me most was the wheelmarks on our meadow. They soon made quite a road—they had to of course, but I hated it—I lost that lovely sense of being on the last edge and looking over—we were just a bead on a string like other houses. But it was quite true that I loved this man, and would do more than this to please him. We couldn’t go off so freely on excursions as we used, either; when meals are to be prepared someone has to be there, and to take in things when they come. Sometimes Lois stayed in, she always asked to, but mostly I did. I couldn’t let her spoil her summer on my account. And Ford certainly liked it.


			He came so often that Lois said she thought it would look better if we had an older person with us; and that her mother could come if I wanted her, and she could help with the work of course. That seemed reasonable, and she came. I wasn’t very fond of Lois’s mother, Mrs. Fowler, but it did seem a little conspicuous, Mr. Mathews eating with us more than he did at the Calceolaria. There were others of course, plenty of them dropping in, but I didn’t encourage it much, it made so much more work. They would come in to supper, and then we would have musical evenings. They offered to help me wash dishes, some of them, but a new hand in the kitchen is not much help, I preferred to do it myself; then I knew where the dishes were.


			Ford never seemed to want to wipe dishes; though I often wished he would.


			So Mrs. Fowler came. She and Lois had one room, they had to,—and she really did a lot of the work, she was a very practical old lady.


			Then the house began to be noisy. You hear another person in a kitchen more than you hear yourself, I think,—and the walls were only boards. She swept more than we did too. I don’t think much sweeping is needed in a clean place like that; and she dusted all the time; which I know is unnecessary. I still did most of the cooking, but I could get off more to draw, out-of-doors; and to walk. Ford was in and out continually, and, it seemed to me, was really coming nearer. What was one summer of interrupted work, of noise and dirt and smell and constant meditation on what to eat next, compared to a lifetime of love? Besides—if he married me—I should have to do it always, and might as well get used to it.


			Lois kept me contented, too, telling me nice things that Ford said about my cooking. “He does appreciate it so,” she said.


			One day he came around early and asked me to go up Hugh’s Peak with him. It was a lovely climb and took all day. I demurred a little, it was Monday, Mrs. Fowler thought it was cheaper to have a woman come and wash, and we did, but it certainly made more work.


			“Never mind,” he said, “what’s washing day or ironing day or any of that old foolishness to us? This is walking day—that’s what it is.” It was really, cool and sweet and fresh,—it had rained in the night,—and brilliantly clear.


			“Come along!” he said. “We can see as far as Patch Mountain I’m sure. There’ll never be a better day.”


			“Is anyone else going?” I asked.


			“Not a soul. It’s just us. Come.”


			I came gladly, only suggesting—“Wait, let me put up a lunch.”


			“I’ll wait just long enough for you to put on knickers and a short skirt,” said he. “The lunch is all in the basket on my back. I know how long it takes for you women to ‘put up’ sandwiches and things.”


			We were off in ten minutes, light-footed and happy: and the day was all that could be asked. He brought a perfect lunch, too, and had made it all himself. I confess it tasted better to me than my own cooking; but perhaps that was the climb.


			When we were nearly down we stopped by a spring on a broad ledge, and supped, making tea as he liked to do out-of-doors. We saw the round sun setting at one end of a world view, and the round moon rising at the other; calmly shining each on each.


			And then he asked me to be his wife.—


			We were very happy.


			“But there’s a condition!” said he all at once, sitting up straight and looking very fierce. “You mustn’t cook!”


			“What!” said I. “Mustn’t cook?”


			“No,” said he, “you must give it up—for my sake.”


			I stared at him dumbly.


			“Yes, I know all about it,” he went on, “Lois told me. I’ve seen a good deal of Lois—since you’ve taken to cooking. And since I would talk about you, naturally I learned a lot. She told me how you were brought up, and how strong your domestic instincts were—but bless your artist soul dear girl, you have some others!” Then he smiled rather queerly and murmured, “surely in vain the net is spread in the sight of any bird.”


			“I’ve watched you, dear, all summer;” he went on, “it doesn’t agree with you.


			“Of course the things taste good—but so do my things! I’m a good cook myself. My father was a cook, for years—at good wages. I’m used to it you see.


			“One summer when I was hard up I cooked for a living—and saved money instead of starving.”


			“O ho!” said I, “that accounts for the tea—and the lunch!”


			“And lots of other things,” said he. “But you haven’t done half as much of your lovely work since you started this kitchen business, and—you’ll forgive me, dear—it hasn’t been as good. Your work is quite too good to lose; it is a beautiful and distinctive art, and I don’t want you to let it go. What would you think of me if I gave up my hard long years of writing for the easy competence of a well-paid cook!”


			I was still too happy to think very clearly. I just sat and looked at him. “But you want to marry me?” I said.


			“I want to marry you, Malda,—because I love you—because you are young and strong and beautiful—because you are wild and sweet and—fragrant, and—elusive, like the wild flowers you love. Because you are so truly an artist in your special way, seeing beauty and giving it to others. I love you because of all this, because you are rational and highminded and capable of friendship,—and in spite of your cooking!”


			“But—how do you want to live?”


			“As we did here—at first,” he said. “There was peace, exquisite silence. There was beauty—nothing but beauty. There were the clean wood odors and flowers and fragrances and sweet wild wind. And there was you—your fair self, always delicately dressed, with white firm fingers sure of touch in delicate true work. I loved you then. When you took to cooking it jarred on me. I have been a cook, I tell you, and I know what it is. I hated it—to see my woodflower in a kitchen. But Lois told me about how you were brought up to it and loved it, and I said to myself, ‘I love this woman; I will wait and see if I love her even as a cook.’ And I do, Darling: I withdraw the condition. I will love you always, even if you insist on being my cook for life!”


			“O I don’t insist!” I cried. “I don’t want to cook—I want to draw! But I thought—Lois said—How she has misunderstood you!”


			“It is not true, always, my dear,” said he, “that the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach; at least it’s not the only way. Lois doesn’t know everything, she is young yet! And perhaps for my sake you can give it up. Can you sweet?”


			Could I? Could I? Was there ever a man like this?


			The Boys and the Butter


			


			YOUNG HOLDFAST and J. Edwards Fernald sat grimly at their father’s table, being seen and not heard, and eating what was set before them, asking no questions for conscience’ sake, as they had been duly reared. But in their hearts were most unchristian feelings toward a venerable guest, their mother’s aunt, by name Miss Jane McCoy.


			They knew, with the keen observation of childhood, that it was only a sense of hospitality, and duty to a relative, which made their father and mother polite to her—polite, but not cordial.


			Mr. Fernald, as a professed Christian, did his best to love his wife’s aunt, who came as near being an “enemy” as anyone he knew. But Mahala, his wife, was of a less saintly nature, and made no pretense of more than decent courtesy.


			“I don’t like her and I won’t pretend to; it’s not honest!” she protested to her husband, when he remonstrated with her upon her want of natural affection. “I can’t help her being my aunt—we are not commanded to honor our aunts and uncles, Jonathan E.”


			Mrs. Fernald’s honesty was of an iron hardness and heroic mould. She would have died rather than have told a lie, and classed as lies any form of evasion, deceit, concealment or even artistic exaggeration.


			Her two sons, thus starkly reared, found their only imaginative license in secret converse between themselves, sacredly guarded by a pact of mutual faith, which was stronger than any outward compulsion. They kicked each other under the table, while enduring this visitation, exchanged dark glances concerning the object of their common dislike, and discussed her personal peculiarities with caustic comment later, when they should have been asleep.


			Miss McCoy was not an endearing old lady. She was heavily built, and gobbled her food, carefully selecting the best. Her clothing was elaborate, but not beautiful, and on close approach aroused a suspicion of deferred laundry bills.


			Among many causes for dislike for her aunt, Mrs. Fernald cherished this point especially. On one of these unwelcome visits she had been at some pains to carry up hot water for the Saturday evening bath, which was all the New England conscience of those days exacted, and the old lady had neglected it not only once but twice.


			“Goodness sake, Aunt Jane! aren’t you ever going to take a bath?”


			“Nonsense!” replied her visitor. “I don’t believe in all this wetting and slopping. The Scripture says, ‘Whoso washeth his feet, his whole body shall be made clean.’”


			Miss McCoy had numberless theories for other people’s conduct, usually backed by well-chosen texts, and urged them with no regard for anybody’s feelings. Even the authority of parents had no terrors for her.


			Sipping her tea from the saucer with deep swattering inhalations, she fixed her prominent eyes upon the two boys as they ploughed their way through their bread and butter. Nothing must be left on the plates in the table ethics of that time. The meal was simple in the extreme. A New Hampshire farm furnished few luxuries, and the dish of quince preserves had already been depleted by her.


			“Mahala,” she said with solemn determination, “those boys eat too much butter.”


			Mrs. Fernald flushed up to the edging of her cap. “I think I must be the judge of what my children eat at my table, Aunt Jane,” she answered, not too gently.


			Here Mr. Fernald interposed with a “soft answer.” (He had never lost faith in the efficacy of these wrath turners, even on long repeated failure. As a matter of fact, to his wife’s temper, a soft answer, especially an intentionally soft answer, was a fresh aggravation.) “The missionary, now, he praised our butter; said he never got any butter in China, or wherever ’tis he lives.”


			“He is a man of God,” announced Miss McCoy. “If there is anybody on this poor earth deserving reverence, it is a missionary. What they endure for the Gospel is a lesson for us all. When I am taken I intend to leave all I have to the Missionary Society. You know that.”


			They knew it and said nothing. Their patience with her was in no way mercenary.


			“But what I am speaking of is children,” she continued, not to be diverted from her fell purpose. “Children ought not to eat butter.”


			“They seem to thrive on it,” Mrs. Fernald replied tartly. And in truth both the boys were sturdy little specimens of humanity, in spite of their luxurious food.


			“It’s bad for them. Makes them break out. Bad for the blood. And self-denial is good for children. ‘It is better to bear the yoke in thy youth.’”


			The youth in question spread its butter more thickly, and ate it with satisfaction, saying nothing.


			“Look here, boys!” she suddenly assailed them. “If you will go without butter for a year—a whole year, till I come round again—I’ll give each of you fifty dollars!”


			This was an overwhelming proposition.


			Butter was butter—almost the only alleviation of a dry and monotonous bill of fare, consisting largely of bread. Bread without butter! Brown bread without butter! No butter on potatoes! No butter on anything! The young imagination recoiled. And this measureless deprivation was to cover a whole year. A ninth or an eleventh of a lifetime to them respectively. About a fifth of all they could really remember. Countless days, each having three meals; weeks, months, the long dry butterless vista stretched before them like Siberian exile to a Russian prisoner.


			But, on the other hand, there was the fifty dollars. Fifty dollars would buy a horse, a gun, tools, knives—a farm, maybe. It could be put in the bank and drawn on for life, doubtless. Fifty dollars at that time was like five hundred to-day, and to a child it was a fortune.


			Even their mother wavered in her resentment as she considered the fifty dollars, and the father did not waver at all, but thought it a Godsend.


			“Let ’em choose,” said Miss McCoy.


			Stern is the stock of the Granite State. Self-denial is the essence of their religion; and economy, to give it a favorable name, is for them Nature’s first law.


			The struggle was brief. Holdfast laid down his thick-spread slice. J. Edwards laid down his. “Yes, ma’am,” said one after the other. “Thank you, ma’am. We’ll do it.”


			


			It was a long year. Milk did not take the place of it. Gravy and drippings, freely given by their mother, did not take the place of it, nor did the infrequent portions of preserves. Nothing met the same want. And if their health was improved by the abstinence it was in no way visible to the naked eye. They were well, but they were well before.


			As to the moral effect—it was complex. An extorted sacrifice has not the same odor of sanctity as a voluntary one. Even when made willingly, if the willingness is purchased, the effect seems somewhat confused. Butter was not renounced, only postponed, and as the year wore on the young ascetics, in their secret conferences, indulged in wild visions of oleaginous excess so soon as the period of dearth should be over.


			But most they refreshed their souls with plans for the spending and the saving of the hard-earned wealth that was coming to them. Holdfast was for saving his, and being a rich man—richer than Captain Briggs or Deacon Holbrook. But at times he wavered, spurred by the imagination of J. Edwards, and invested that magic sum in joys unnumbered.


			The habit of self-denial was perhaps being established, but so was the habit of discounting the future, of indulging in wild plans of self-gratification when the ship came in.


			


			Even for butterless boys, time passes, and the endless year at last drew to a close. They counted the months, they counted the weeks, they counted the days. Thanksgiving itself shone pale by contrast with this coming festival of joy and triumph. As it drew nearer and nearer their excitement increased, and they could not forget it even in the passing visit of a real missionary, a live one, who had been to those dark lands where the heathen go naked, worship idols and throw their children to the crocodiles.


			They were taken to hear him, of course, and not only so, but he came to supper at their house and won their young hearts by the stories he told them. Gray of hair and beard was the preacher and sternly devout; but he had a twinkling eye none the less, and told tales of wonder and amazement that were sometimes almost funny and always interesting.


			“Do not imagine, my young friends,” he said, after filling them with delicious horror at the unspeakable wickedness of those “godless lands,” “that the heathen are wholly without morality. The Chinese, among whom I have labored for many years, are more honest than some Christians. Their business honor is a lesson to us all. But works alone cannot save.” And he questioned them as to their religious state, receiving satisfactory answers.


			The town turned out to hear him; and, when he went on his circuit, preaching, exhorting, describing the hardships and dangers of missionary life, the joys of soul-saving, and urging his hearers to contribute to this great duty of preaching the Gospel to all creatures, they had a sort of revival season; and arranged for a great missionary church meeting with a special collection when he should return.


			The town talked missionary and thought missionary; dreamed missionary, it might well be; and garrets were ransacked to make up missionary boxes to send to the heathen. But Holdfast and J. Edwards mingled their interest in those unfortunate savages with a passionate desire for butter, and a longing for money such as they had never known before.


			Then Miss McCoy returned.


			They knew the day, the hour. They watched their father drive down to meet the stage, and tormented their mother with questions as to whether she would give it to them before supper or after.


			“I’m sure I don’t know!” she snapped at last. “I’ll be thankful when it’s over and done with, I’m sure! A mighty foolish business, I think!”


			Then they saw the old chaise turn the corner. What? Only one in it! The boys rushed to the gate—the mother, too.


			“What is it, Jonathan? Didn’t she come?”


			“Oh, father!”


			“Where is she, father?”


			“She’s not coming,” said Mr. Fernald. “Says she’s going to stay with Cousin Sarah, so’s to be in town and go to all the missionary doin’s. But she’s sent it.”


			Then he was besieged, and as soon as the horse was put up, by three pairs of busy hands, they came to the supper table, whereon was a full two pounds of delicious butter, and sat down with tingling impatience.


			The blessing was asked in all due form—a blessing ten miles long, it seemed to the youngsters, and then the long, fat envelope came out of Mr. Fernald’s pocket.


			“She must have written a lot,” he said, taking out two folded papers, and then a letter.


			“My dear great-nephews,” ran this epistle, “as your parents have assured me that you have kept your promise, and denied yourselves butter for the space of a year, here is the fifty dollars I promised to each of you—wisely invested.”


			Mr. Fernald opened the papers. To Holdfast Fernald and to J. Edwards Fernald, duly made out, receipted, signed and sealed, were two $50 life memberships in the Missionary Society!


			Poor children! The younger one burst into wild weeping. The older seized the butter dish and cast it on the floor, for which he had to be punished, of course, but the punishment added nothing to his grief and rage.


			When they were alone at last, and able to speak for sobbing, those gentle youths exchanged their sentiments; and these were of the nature of blasphemy and rebellion against God. They had learned at one fell blow the hideous lesson of human depravity. People lied—grown people—religious people—they lied! You couldn’t trust them! They had been deceived, betrayed, robbed! They had lost the actual joy renounced, and the potential joy promised and withheld. The money they might some day earn, but not heaven itself could give back that year of butter. And all this in the name of religion—and of missionaries! Wild, seething outrage filled their hearts at first; slower results would follow.


			


			The pious enthusiasm of the little town was at its height. The religious imagination, rather starved on the bald alternatives of Calvinism, found rich food in these glowing tales of danger, devotion, sometimes martyrdom; while the spirit of rigid economy, used to daylong saving from the cradle to the grave, took passionate delight in the success of these noble evangelists who went so far afield to save lost souls.


			Out of their narrow means they had scraped still further; denied themselves necessaries where no pleasures remained; and when the crowning meeting was announced, the big collection meeting, with the wonderful brother from the Church in Asia to address them again, the meeting house was packed in floor and gallery.


			Hearts were warm and open, souls were full of enthusiasm for the great work, wave on wave of intense feeling streamed through the crowded house.


			Only in the Fernalds’ pew was a spirit out of tune.


			Mr. Fernald, good man though he was, had not yet forgiven. His wife had not tried.


			“Don’t talk to me!” she had cried passionately, when he had urged a reconciliation. “Forgive your enemies! Yes, but she hasn’t done any harm to me! It’s my boys she’s hurt! It don’t say one word about forgiving other people’s enemies!”


			Yet Mrs. Fernald, for all her anger, seemed to have some inner source of consolation, denied her husband, over which she nodded to herself from time to time, drawing in her thin lips, and wagging her head decisively.


			Vengeful bitterness and impotent rage possessed the hearts of Holdfast and J. Edwards.


			This state of mind in young and old was not improved when, on arriving at the meeting a little late, they had found the head of the pew was occupied by Miss McCoy.


			It was neither the time nor the place for a demonstration. No other seats were vacant, and Mrs. Fernald marched in and sat next to her, looking straight at the pulpit. Next came the boys, and murder was in their hearts. Last, Mr. Fernald, inwardly praying for a more Christian spirit, but not getting it.


			Holdfast and young J. Edwards dared not speak in church or make any protest; but they smelled the cardamum seeds in the champing jaws beyond their mother, and they cast black looks at each other and very secretly showed clenched fists, held low.


			In fierce inward rebellion they sat through the earlier speeches, and when the time came for the address of the occasion, even the deep voice of the brother from Asia failed to stir them. Was he not a missionary, and were not missionaries and all their works proved false?


			But what was this?


			The address was over; the collection, in cash, was in the piled plates at the foot of the pulpit. The collection in goods was enumerated and described with full names given.


			Then the hero of the hour was seen to confer with the other reverend brothers, and to rise and come forward, raising his hand for silence.


			“Dearly beloved brethren and sisters,” he said, “in this time of thanksgiving for gifts spiritual and temporal I wish to ask your patience for a moment more, that we may do justice. There has come to my ears a tale concerning one of our recent gifts which I wish you to hear, that judgment may be done in Israel.


			“One among us has brought to the House of the Lord a tainted offering—an offering stained with cruelty and falsehood. Two young children of our flock were bribed a year ago to renounce one of the scant pleasures of their lives, for a year’s time—a whole long year of a child’s life. They were bribed with a promise—a promise of untold wealth to a child, of fifty dollars each.”


			The congregation drew a long breath.


			Those who knew of the Fernald boys’ endeavor (and who in that friendly radius did not?) looked at them eagerly. Those who recognized Miss McCoy looked at her, too, and they were many. She sat, fanning herself, with a small, straight-handled palmleaf fan, striving to appear unconscious.


			“When the time was up,” the clear voice went on remorselessly, “the year of struggle and privation, and the eager hearts of childhood expected the reward; instead of keeping the given word, instead of the money promised, each child was given a paid life membership in our society!”


			Again the house drew in its breath. Did not the end justify the means?


			He went on:


			“I have conferred with my fellow members, and we are united in our repudiation of this gift. The money is not ours. It was obtained by a trick which the heathen themselves would scorn.”


			There was a shocked pause. Miss McCoy was purple in the face, and only kept her place for fear of drawing more attention if she strove to escape.


			“I name no names,” the speaker continued, “and I regret the burden laid upon me to thus expose this possibly well-meant transaction, but what we have at stake to-night is not this handful of silver, nor the feelings of one sinner, but two children’s souls. Are we to have their sense of justice outraged in impressionable youth? Are they to believe with the Psalmist that all men are liars? Are they to feel anger and blame for the great work to which our lives are given because in its name they were deceived and robbed? No, my brothers, we clear our skirts of this ignominy. In the name of the society, I shall return this money to its rightful owners. ‘Whoso offendeth one of these little ones, it were better that a millstone be hanged about his neck and he cast into the depths of the sea.’”


			The Widow’s Might


			


			JAMES HAD come on to the funeral, but his wife had not; she could not leave the children—that is what he said. She said, privately, to him, that she would not go. She never was willing to leave New York except for Europe or for Summer vacations; and a trip to Denver in November—to attend a funeral—was not a possibility to her mind.


			Ellen and Adelaide were both there: they felt it a duty—but neither of their husbands had come. Mr. Jennings could not leave his classes in Cambridge, and Mr. Oswald could not leave his business in Pittsburg—that is what they said.


			The last services were over. They had had a cold, melancholy lunch and were all to take the night train home again. Meanwhile the lawyer was coming at four to read the will.


			“It is only a formality. There can’t be much left,” said James.


			“No,” agreed Adelaide, “I suppose not.”


			“A long illness eats up everything,” said Ellen, and sighed. Her husband had come to Colorado for his lungs years before and was still delicate.


			“Well,” said James rather abruptly, “What are we going to do with Mother?”


			“Why, of course—” Ellen began, “We could take her. It would depend a good deal on how much property there is—I mean, on where she’d want to go. Edward’s salary is more than needed now,” Ellen’s mental processes seemed a little mixed.


			“She can come to me if she prefers, of course,” said Adelaide. “But I don’t think it would be very pleasant for her. Mother never did like Pittsburg.”


			James looked from one to the other.


			“Let me see—how old is Mother?”


			“Oh she’s all of fifty,” answered Ellen, “and much broken, I think. It’s been a long strain, you know.” She turned plaintively to her brother. “I should think you could make her more comfortable than either of us, James—with your big house.”


			“I think a woman is always happier living with a son than with a daughter’s husband,” said Adelaide. “I’ve always thought so.”


			“That is often true,” her brother admitted. “But it depends.” He stopped, and the sisters exchanged glances. They knew upon what it depended.


			“Perhaps if she stayed with me, you could—help some,” suggested Ellen.


			“Of course, of course, I could do that,” he agreed with evident relief. “She might visit between you—take turns—and I could pay her board. About how much ought it to amount to? We might as well arrange everything now.”


			“Things cost awfully in these days,” Ellen said with a criss-cross of fine wrinkles on her pale forehead. “But of course it would be only just what it costs. I shouldn’t want to make anything.”


			“It’s work and care, Ellen, and you may as well admit it. You need all your strength—with those sickly children and Edward on your hands. When she comes to me, there need be no expense, James, except for clothes. I have room enough and Mr. Oswald will never notice the difference in the house bills—but he does hate to pay out money for clothes.”


			“Mother must be provided for properly,” her son declared. “How much ought it to cost—a year—for clothes.”


			“You know what your wife’s cost,” suggested Adelaide, with a flicker of a smile about her lips.


			“Oh, no,” said Ellen. “That’s no criterion! Maude is in society, you see. Mother wouldn’t dream of having so much.”


			James looked at her gratefully. “Board—and clothes—all told; what should you say, Ellen?”


			Ellen scrabbled in her small black hand bag for a piece of paper, and found none. James handed her an envelope and a fountain pen.


			“Food—just plain food materials—costs all of four dollars a week now—for one person,” said she. “And heat—and light—and extra service. I should think six a week would be the least, James. And for clothes and carfare and small expenses—I should say—well, three hundred dollars!


			“That would make over six hundred a year,” said James slowly. “How about Oswald sharing that, Adelaide?”


			Adelaide flushed. “I do not think he would be willing, James. Of course if it were absolutely necessary——”


			“He has money enough,” said her brother.


			“Yes, but he never seems to have any outside of his business—and he has his own parents to carry now. No—I can give her a home, but that’s all.”


			“You see, you’d have none of the care and trouble, James,” said Ellen. “We—the girls—are each willing to have her with us, while perhaps Maude wouldn’t care to, but if you could just pay the money——”


			“Maybe there’s some left, after all,” suggested Adelaide. “And this place ought to sell for something.”


			“This place” was a piece of rolling land within ten miles of Denver. It had a bit of river bottom, and ran up towards the foothills. From the house the view ran north and south along the precipitous ranks of the “Big Rockies” to westward. To the east lay the vast stretches of sloping plain.


			“There ought to be at least six or eight thousand dollars from it, I should say,” he concluded.


			“Speaking of clothes,” Adelaide rather irrelevantly suggested, “I see Mother didn’t get any new black. She’s always worn it as long as I can remember.”


			“Mother’s a long time,” said Ellen. “I wonder if she wants anything, I’ll go up and see.”


			“No,” said Adelaide, “She said she wanted to be let alone—and rest. She said she’d be down by the time Mr. Frankland got here.”


			“She’s bearing it pretty well,” Ellen suggested, after a little silence.


			“It’s not like a broken heart,” Adelaide explained. “Of course Father meant well——”


			“He was a man who always did his duty,” admitted Ellen, “But we none of us—loved him—very much.”


			“He is dead and buried,” said James. “We can at least respect his memory.”


			“We’ve hardly seen Mother—under that black veil,” Ellen went on. “It must have aged her. This long nursing.”


			“She had help toward the last—a man nurse,” said Adelaide.


			“Yes, but a long illness is an awful strain—and Mother never was good at nursing. She has surely done her duty,” pursued Ellen.


			“And now she’s entitled to a rest,” said James, rising and walking about the room. “I wonder how soon we can close up affairs here—and get rid of this place. There might be enough in it to give her almost a living—properly invested.”


			Ellen looked out across the dusty stretches of land.


			“How I did hate to live here!” she said.


			“So did I,” said Adelaide.


			“So did I,” said James.


			And they all smiled rather grimly.


			“We don’t any of us seem to be very—affectionate, about Mother,” Adelaide presently admitted, “I don’t know why it is—we never were an affectionate family, I guess.”


			“Nobody could be affectionate with Father,” Ellen suggested timidly.


			“And Mother—poor Mother! She’s had an awful life.”


			“Mother has always done her duty,” said James in a determined voice, “and so did Father, as he saw it. Now we’ll do ours.”


			“Ah,” exclaimed Ellen, jumping to her feet, “Here comes the lawyer, I’ll call Mother.”


			She ran quickly upstairs and tapped at her mother’s door.


			“Mother, oh Mother,” she cried. “Mr. Frankland’s come.”


			“I know it,” came back a voice from within. “Tell him to go ahead and read the will. I know what’s in it. I’ll be down in a few minutes.”


			Ellen went slowly back downstairs with the fine criss-cross of wrinkles showing on her pale forehead again, and delivered her mother’s message.


			The other two glanced at each other hesitatingly, but Mr. Frankland spoke up briskly.


			“Quite natural, of course, under the circumstances. Sorry I couldn’t get to the funeral. A case on this morning.”


			The will was short. The estate was left to be divided among the children in four equal parts, two to the son and one each to the daughters after the mother’s legal share had been deducted, if she were still living. In such case they were furthermore directed to provide for their mother while she lived. The estate, as described, consisted of the ranch, the large, rambling house on it, with all the furniture, stock and implements, and some $5,000 in mining stocks.


			“That is less than I had supposed,” said James.


			“This will was made ten years ago,” Mr. Frankland explained. “I have done business for your father since that time. He kept his faculties to the end, and I think that you will find that the property has appreciated. Mrs. McPherson has taken excellent care of the ranch, I understand—and has had some boarders.”


			Both the sisters exchanged pained glances.


			“There’s an end to all that now,” said James.


			At this moment, the door opened and a tall black figure, cloaked and veiled, came into the room.


			“I’m glad to hear you say that Mr. McPherson kept his faculties to the last, Mr. Frankland,” said the widow. “It’s true. I didn’t come down to hear that old will. It’s no good now.”


			They all turned in their chairs.


			“Is there a later will, madam?” inquired the lawyer.


			“Not that I know of. Mr. McPherson had no property when he died.”


			“No property! My dear lady—four years ago he certainly had some.”


			“Yes, but three years and a-half ago he gave it all to me. Here are the deeds.”


			There they were, in very truth—formal and correct, and quite simple and clear—for deeds, James R. McPherson, Sr., had assuredly given to his wife the whole estate.


			“You remember that was the panic year,” she continued. “There was pressure from some of Mr. McPherson’s creditors; he thought it would be safer so.”


			“Why—yes,” remarked Mr. Frankland, “I do remember now his advising with me about it. But I thought the step unnecessary.”


			James cleared his throat.


			“Well, Mother, this does complicate matters a little. We were hoping that we could settle up all the business this afternoon—with Mr. Frankland’s help—and take you back with us.”


			“We can’t be spared any longer, you see, Mother,” said Ellen.


			“Can’t you deed it back again, Mother,” Adelaide suggested, “to James, or to—all of us, so we can get away?”


			“Why should I?”


			“Now, Mother,” Ellen put in persuasively, “we know how badly you feel, and you are nervous and tired, but I told you this morning when we came, that we expected to take you back with us. You know you’ve been packing——”


			“Yes, I’ve been packing,” replied the voice behind the veil.


			“I dare say it was safer—to have the property in your name—technically,” James admitted, “but now I think it would be the simplest way for you to make it over to me in a lump, and I will see that Father’s wishes are carried out to the letter.”


			“Your father is dead,” remarked the voice.


			“Yes, Mother, we know—we know how you feel,” Ellen ventured.


			“I am alive,” said Mrs. McPherson.


			“Dear Mother, it’s very trying to talk business to you at such a time. We all realize it,” Adelaide explained with a touch of asperity, “But we told you we couldn’t stay as soon as we got here.”


			“And the business has to be settled,” James added con­clusively.


			“It is settled.”


			“Perhaps Mr. Frankland can make it clear to you,” went on James with forced patience.


			“I do not doubt that your mother understands perfectly,” murmured the lawyer. “I have always found her a woman of remarkable intelligence.”


			“Thank you, Mr. Frankland. Possibly you may be able to make my children understand that this property—such as it is—is mine now.”


			“Why assuredly, assuredly, Mrs. McPherson. We all see that. But we assume, as a matter of course, that you will consider Mr. McPherson’s wishes in regard to the disposition of the estate.”


			“I have considered Mr. McPherson’s wishes for thirty years,” she replied. “Now, I’ll consider mine. I have done my duty since the day I married him. It is eleven thousand days—to-day.” The last with sudden intensity.


			“But madam, your children——”


			“I have no children, Mr. Frankland. I have two daughters and a son. These three grown persons here, grown up, married, having children of their own—or ought to have—were my children. I did my duty by them, and they did their duty by me—and would yet, no doubt.” The tone changed suddenly. “But they don’t have to. I’m tired of duty.”


			The little group of listeners looked up, startled.


			“You don’t know how things have been going on here,” the voice went on. “I didn’t trouble you with my affairs. But I’ll tell you now. When your father saw fit to make over the property to me—to save it—and when he knew that he hadn’t many years to live, I took hold of things. I had to have a nurse for your father—and a doctor coming: the house was a sort of hospital, so I made it a little more so. I had a half a dozen patients and nurses here—and made money by it. I ran the garden—kept cows—raised my own chickens—worked out doors—slept out of doors. I’m a stronger woman to-day than I ever was in my life!”


			She stood up, tall, strong and straight, and drew a deep breath.


			“Your father’s property amounted to about $8,000 when he died,” she continued. “That would be $4,000 to James and $2,000 to each of the girls. That I’m willing to give you now—each of you—in your own name. But if my daughters will take my advice, they’d better let me send them the yearly income—in cash—to spend as they like. It is good for a woman to have some money of her own.”


			“I think you are right, Mother,” said Adelaide.


			“Yes indeed,” murmured Ellen.


			“Don’t you need it yourself, Mother?” asked James, with a sudden feeling of tenderness for the stiff figure in black.


			“No, James, I shall keep the ranch, you see. I have good reliable help. I’ve made $2,000 a year—clear—off it so far, and now I’ve rented it for that to a doctor friend of mine—woman doctor.”


			“I think you have done remarkably well, Mrs. McPherson—wonderfully well,” said Mr. Frankland.


			“And you’ll have an income of $2,000 a year,” said Adelaide incredulously.


			“You’ll come and live with me, won’t you,” ventured Ellen.


			“Thank you, my dear, I will not.”


			“You’re more than welcome in my big house,” said Adelaide.


			“No thank you, my dear.”


			“I don’t doubt Maude will be glad to have you,” James rather hesitatingly offered.


			“I do. I doubt it very much. No thank you, my dear.”


			“But what are you going to do?”


			Ellen seemed genuinely concerned.


			“I’m going to do what I never did before. I’m going to live!”


			With a firm swift step, the tall figure moved to the windows and pulled up the lowered shades. The brilliant Colorado sunshine poured into the room. She threw off the long black veil.


			“That’s borrowed,” she said. “I didn’t want to hurt your feelings at the funeral.”


			She unbuttoned the long black cloak and dropped it at her feet, standing there in the full sunlight, a little flushed and smiling, dressed in a well-made traveling suit of dull mixed colors.


			“If you want to know my plans, I’ll tell you. I’ve got $6,000 of my own. I earned it in three years—off my little rancho-sanitarium. One thousand I have put in the savings bank—to bring me back from anywhere on earth, and to put me in an old lady’s home if it is necessary. Here is an agreement with a cremation company. They’ll import me, if necessary, and have me duly—expurgated—or they don’t get the money. But I’ve got $5,000 to play with, and I’m going to play.”


			Her daughters looked shocked.


			“Why Mother——”


			“At your age——”


			James drew down his upper lip and looked like his father.


			“I knew you wouldn’t any of you understand,” she continued more quietly. “But it doesn’t matter any more. Thirty years I’ve given you—and your father. Now I’ll have thirty years of my own.”


			“Are you—are you sure you’re—well, Mother,” Ellen urged with real anxiety.


			Her mother laughed outright.


			“Well, really well, never was better, have been doing business up to to-day—good medical testimony that. No question of my sanity, my dears! I want you to grasp the fact that your mother is a Real Person with some interests of her own and half a lifetime yet. The first twenty didn’t count for much—I was growing up and couldn’t help myself. The last thirty have been—hard. James perhaps realizes that more than you girls, but you all know it. Now, I’m free.”


			“Where do you mean to go, Mother?” James asked.


			She looked around the little circle with a serene air of decision and replied.


			“To New Zealand. I’ve always wanted to go there,” she pursued. “Now I’m going. And to Australia—and Tasmania—and Madagascar—and Terra del Fuego. I shall be gone some time.”


			


			They separated that night—three going East, one West.


			Mrs. Beazley’s Deeds


			


			MRS. WILLIAM Beazley was crouching on the floor of her living-room over the store in a most peculiar attitude. It was what a doctor would call the “knee-chest position;” and the woman’s pale, dragged out appearance quite justified the idea.


			She was as one scrubbing a floor and then laying her cheek to it, a rather undignified little pile of bones, albeit discreetly covered with stringy calico.


			A hard voice from below suddenly called “Maria!” and when she jumped nervously, and hurried downstairs in answer, the cause of the position became apparent—she had been listening at a stove-pipe hole.


			In the store sat Mr. Beazley, quite comfortable in his back-tilted chair, enjoying a leisurely pipe and as leisurely conversation with another smoking, back-tilting man, beside the empty stove.


			“This lady wants some cotton elastic,” said he; “you know where those dewdabs are better’n I do.”


			A customer, also in stringy calico, stood at the counter. Mrs. Beazley waited on her with the swift precision of long practice, and much friendliness besides, going with her to the wagon afterwards, and standing there to chat, her thin little hand on the wheel as if to delay it.


			“Maria!” called Mr. Beazley.


			“Oh, good land!” said Mrs. Janeway, gathering up the reins.


			“Well—good-by, Mrs. Janeway—do come around when you can; I can’t seem to get down to Rockwell.”


			“Maria!” She hurried in. “Ain’t supper ready yet?” inquired Mr. Beazley.


			“It’ll be ready at six, same as it always is,” she replied wearily, turning again to the door. But her friend had driven off and she went slowly up-stairs.


			Luella was there. Luella was only fourteen, but a big, courageous-looking girl, and prematurely wise from many maternal confidences. “Now you sit down and rest,” she said. “I’ll set the table and call Willie and everything. Baby’s asleep all right.”


			Willie, shrilly summoned from the window, left his water wheel reluctantly and came in dripping and muddy.


			“Never mind, mother,” said Luella. “I’ll fix him up in no time; supper’s all ready.”


			“I can’t eat a thing,” said Mrs. Beazley, “I’m so worried!” She vibrated nervously in the wooden rocker by the small front window. Her thin hands gripped the arms; her mouth quivered—a soft little mouth that seemed to miss the smiles naturally belonging to it.


			“It’s another of them deeds!” she was saying over and over in her mind. “He’ll do it. He’s no right to do it, but he will; he always does. He don’t care what I want—nor the children.”


			When the supper was over, Willie went to bed, and Luella minding the store and the baby, Mr. Beazley tipped back his chair and took to his toothpick. “I’ve got another deed for you to sign, Mrs. Beazley,” said he. “Justice Fielden said he’d be along tonight some time, and we can fix it before him—save takin’ it to town.”


			“What’s it about?” she demanded. “I’ve signed away enough already. What you sellin’ now.”


			Mr. Beazley eyed her contemptuously. The protest that had no power of resistance won scant consideration from a man like him.


			“It’s a confounded foolish law,” said he, meditatively. “What do women know about business, anyway! You just tell him you’re perfectly willin’ and under no compulsion and sign the paper—that’s all you have to do!”


			“You might as well tell me what you’re doin’—I have to read the deed anyhow.”


			“Much you’ll make out of readin’ the deed,” said he, with some dry amusement, “and Justice Fielden lookin’ on and waitin’ for you!”


			“You’re going to sell the Rockford lot—I know it!” said she. “How can you do it, William! The very last piece of what father left me!—and it’s mine—you can’t sell it—I won’t sign!”


			Mr. Beazley minded her outcry no more than he minded the squawking of a to-be beheaded hen.


			“Seems to me you know a lot,” he observed, eyeing her with shrewd scrutiny. Then without a word he rose to his lank height, went out to the woodshed and hunted about, returning with an old piece of tin. This he took up-stairs with him, and a sound of hammering told Mrs. Beazley that one source of information was closed to her completely.


			“You’d better not take that up, Mrs. Beazley,” said he, returning. “It makes it drafty round your feet up there. I always wondered at them intuitions of yours—guess they wasn’t so remarkable after all.”


			“Now before Mr. Fielden comes, seein’ as you are so far on to this business, we may as well talk it out. I suppose you’ll admit that you’re a woman—and that you don’t know anything about business, and that it’s a man’s place to take care of his family to the best of his ability.”


			“You just go ahead and say what you want to—you needn’t wait for any admits from me! What I know is my father left me a lot o’ land—left it to me—to take care of me and the children, and you’ve sold it all—in spite of me—but this one lot.”


			“We’ve sold it, Mrs. Beazley; you’ve signed the deeds.”


			“Yes, I know I have—you made me.”


			“Now, Mrs. Beazley! Haven’t you always told Justice Fielden that you were under no compulsion?”


			“O yes—I told him so—what’s the use of fightin’ over everything! But that house in Rockford is mine—where I was brought up—and I want to keep it for the children. If you’d only live there, William, I’d take boarders and be glad to—to keep the old home! and you could sell that water power—or lease it——”


			Mr. Beazley’s face darkened. “You’re talking nonsense, Mrs. Beazley—and too much of it. ‘Women are words and men are deeds’ is a good sayin’. But what’s more to the purpose is Bible sayin’—this fool law is a mere formality—you know the real law—‘Wives submit yourselves to your husbands’!”


			He lit his pipe and rose to go outside, adding, “Oh, by the way, here ’tis Friday night, and I clean forgot to tell you—there’s a boarder comin’ tomorrow.”


			“A boarder—for who?”


			“For you, I guess—you’ll see more of her than I shall, seein’ as it’s a woman.”


			“William Beazley! Have you gone and taken a boarder without even askin’ me?” The little woman’s hands shook with excitement. Her voice rose in a plaintive crescendo, with a helpless break at the end.


			“Saves a lot of trouble, you see; now you’ll have no time to worry over it; and yet you’ve got a day to put her room in order.”


			“Her room! What room? We’ve got no room for ourselves over this store. William—I won’t have it! I can’t—I haven’t the strength!”


			“Oh, nonsense, Mrs. Beazley! You’ve got nothin’ to do but keep house for a small family—and tend the store now and then when I’m busy. As to room, give her Luella’s, of course. She can sleep on the couch, and Willie can sleep in the attic. Why, Morris Whiting’s wife has six boarders—down at Ordway’s there’s eight.”


			“Yes—and they are near dead, both of them women! It’s little they get from their boarders! Just trouble and work and the insultin’ manners of those city people—and their husbands pocketing all the money. And now you expect me—in four rooms—to turn my children out of doors to take one—and a woman at that; more trouble’n three men! I won’t, I tell you!”


			Luella came in at this point and put a sympathetic arm around her. “Bert Fielden was in just now,” she told her father. “He says his father had to go to the city, and won’t be back for some time—left word for you about it.”


			“Oh, well,” said Mr. Beazley philosophically, “a few days more or less won’t make much difference, I guess. That bein’ the case you better help your mother wash up and then go to bed, both of you,” and he took himself off to lounge on the steps of the store, smoking serenely.


			Next day at supper time the boarder came. Mr. Beazley met her at the station and brought her and her modest trunk back with him. He took occasion on the journey to inform the lady that one reason for his making the arrangement was that he thought his wife needed company—intelligent company of her own sex.


			“She’s nervous and notional and kinder dreads it, now it’s all arranged,” he said; “but I know she’ll like you first rate.”


			He himself was most favorably impressed, for the woman was fairly young, undeniably good looking, and had a sensible, prompt friendliness that was most attractive.


			The drive was quite a long one and slower than mere length accounted for, owing to the nature of rural roads in mountain districts; and Mr. Beazley found himself talking more freely than was his habit with strangers, and pointing out the attractive features of the place with fluency.


			Miss Lawrence was observant, interested, appreciative.


			“There ought to be good water power in that river,” she suggested; “what a fine place for a mill. Why, there was a mill, wasn’t there?”


			“Yes,” said he. “That place belonged to my wife’s father. Her father had a mill there in the old times when we had tanneries and saw mills all along in this country. They’ve cut out most of the hemlock now.”


			“That’s a pleasant looking house on it, too. Do you live there?”


			“No—we live quite a piece beyond—up at Shade City. This is Rockwell we’re going through. It’s a growin’ place—if the railroad ever gets in here as they talk about.”


			Mr. Beazley looked wise. He knew a good deal more about that railroad than was worth while mentioning to a woman. Meanwhile he speculated inwardly on his companion’s probable standing and profession.


			“She’s Miss, all right, and no chicken,” he said to himself, “but looks young enough, too. Can’t have much money or she’d not be boardin’ with us, up there. Schoolma’am, I guess.”


			“Find school-teachin’ pretty wearin’?” he hazarded.


			“School teaching? Oh, there are harder professions than that,” she replied lightly. “Do I look so tired?”


			“I have a friend in the girls’ high school who gets very much exhausted by summer time,” she pursued. “When I am tired I prefer the sea; but this year I wanted a perfectly quiet place—and I believe I’ve found one. Oh, how pretty it is!” she cried as they rounded a steep hill shoulder and skirted the river to their destination. Shade City was well named, in part at least, for it stood in a crack of the mountains and saw neither sunrise nor sunset.


			The southern sun warmed it at midday, and the north wind cooled it well; there was hardly room for the river and the road; and the “City” consisted of five or six houses, a blacksmith shop and “the store,” strung along the narrow banks.


			But the little pass had its strategic value for a country trader, lying between wide mountain valleys and concentrating all their local traffic.


			“Maria!” called Mr. Beazley. “Here’s Miss Lawrence. I’ll take her trunk up right now. Luella! Show Miss Lawrence where her room is! You can’t miss it, Miss Lawrence—we haven’t got so many.”


			Mrs. Beazley’s welcome left much to be desired; Luella wore an air of subdued hostility, and Willie, caught by his father in unobserved derision, was cuffed and warned to behave or he’d be sorry.


			But Miss Lawrence took no notice. She came down to supper simply dressed, fresh and cheerful. She talked gaily, approved the food, soon won Luella’s interest, and captured Willie by a small mechanical puzzle she brought out of her pocket. Her hostess remained cold, however, and stood out for some days against the constant friendliness of her undesired guest.


			“I’ll take care of my own room,” said Miss Lawrence. “I like to, and then I’ve so little to do here—and you have so much. What would I prefer to eat? Whatever you have—it’s a change I’m after, you know—not just what I get at home.”


			After a little while Mrs. Beazley owned to a friend and customer that her boarder was “no more trouble than a man, and a sight more agreeable.”


			“What does she do all the time?” asked the visitor. “You’ve got no piazza.”


			“She ain’t the piazza kind,” answered Mrs. Beazley. “She’s doing what they call nature study. She tramps off with an opera glass and a book—Willie likes to go with her, and she’s tellin’ him a lot about birds and plants and stones and things. She gets mushrooms, too—and cooks them herself—and eats them. Says they are better than meat and cheaper. I don’t like to touch them myself, but it does save money.”


			In about a week Mrs. Beazley hauled down her flag and capitulated. In two she grew friendly—in three, confidential, and when she heard through Luella and Bert Fielden that his father would soon be back now—her burden of trouble overflowed—the over-hanging loss of her last bit of property.


			“It’s not only because it’s our old place and I love it,” she said; “and it’s not only because it would be so much better for the children—though that’s enough—but it would be better business to live there—and I can’t make him see it!”


			“He thinks he sees way beyond it, doesn’t he?”


			“Of course—but you know how men are! Oh, no, you don’t; you’re not married. He’s all for buyin’ and sellin’ and makin’ money, and I think half the time he loses and won’t let me know.”


			“The store seems to be popular, doesn’t it?”


			“Not so much as it would be if he’d attend to it. But he won’t stock up as he ought to—and he takes everything he can scrape and puts it into land—and then sells that and gets more. And he swaps horses, and buys up stuff at ‘vandoos’ and sells it again—he’s always speculatin’. And he won’t let me send Luella to school—nor Willie half the time—and now—but I’ve no business talkin’ to you like this, Miss Lawrence!”


			“If it’s any relief to your mind, Mrs. Beazley, I wish you would. It is barely possible that I may be of some use. My father is in the real estate business and knows a good deal about these mountain lands.”


			“Well, it’s no great story—I’m not complainin’ of Mr. Beazley, understand—only about this property. It does seem as if it was mine—and I do hate to sign deeds—but he will sell it off!”


			“Why do you let him, if you feel sure he is wrong!”


			“Let him!—Oh, well you ain’t married! Let him! Miss Lawrence, you don’t know men!”


			“But still, Mrs. Beazley, if you want to keep your property——”


			“Oh, Miss Lawrence, you don’t understand—here am I and here’s the children, and none of us can get away, and if I don’t do as he says I must, he takes it out of us—that’s all. You can’t do nothin’ with a man like that—and him with the Bible on his side!”


			Miss Lawrence meditated for some moments.


			“Have you ever thought of leaving him?” she ventured.


			“Oh, yes, I’ve thought of it; my sister’s always wantin’ me to. But I don’t believe in divorce—and if I did, this is New York state and I couldn’t get it.”


			“It’s pretty hard on the children, isn’t it?”


			“That’s what I can’t get reconciled to. I’ve had five children, Miss Lawrence. My oldest boy went off when he was only twelve, he couldn’t stand his father—he used to punish him so—seems as if he did it to make me give in. So he never had proper schoolin’ and can’t earn much—he’s fifteen now—I don’t hear from him very often, and he never was very strong.” Mrs. Beazley’s eyes filled. “He hates the city, too, and he’d come back to me any day—if it wasn’t for his father.”


			“You had five, you say?”


			“Yes—there was a baby between Willie and this one—but it died. We’re so far from a doctor, and he wouldn’t hitch up—said it was all my nonsense till it was too late: And this baby’s delicate—just the way he was!” The tears ran down now, but the faded little woman wiped them off resignedly and went on.


			“It’s worst now for Luella. Luella’s at an age when she oughtn’t to be tendin’ store the whole time—she ought to be at a good school. There’s too many young fellows hangin’ around here already. Luella’s large for her age, and pretty. I was good lookin’ when I was Luella’s age, Miss Lawrence, and I got married not much later—girls don’t know nothin’!”


			Miss Lawrence studied her unhappy little face with attention.


			“How old should you think I was, Mrs. Beazley?”


			Mrs. Beazley, struggling between politeness and keen observation, guessed twenty-seven.


			“Ten years short,” she answered cheerfully. “I was thirty-seven this very month.”


			“What!” cried the worn woman in calico. “You’re older’n I am! I’m only thirty-two!”


			“Yes, I’m a lot older, you see, and I’m going to presume on my age now, and on some business experience, and commit the unpardonable sin of interfering between man and wife—in the interest of the children. It seems to me, Mrs. Beazley, that you owe it them to make a stand.


			“Think now—before it is too late. If you kept possession of this property in Rockwell, and had control of your share of what has been sold heretofore—could you live on it?”


			“Why, I guess so. There’s the house, my sister’s in it now—she takes boarders and pays us rent—she thinks I get the money. We could make something that way.”


			“How much land is there?”


			“There’s six acres in all. There’s the house lot right there in town, and the strip next to it down to the falls—we own the falls—both sides.”


			“Isn’t that rather valuable? You could lease the water power, I should think.”


			“There was some talk of a ’lectric company takin’ it—but it fell through. He wouldn’t sell to them—said he’d sell nothin’ to Sam Hunt—just because he was an old friend of mine. Sam keeps a good store down to Rockwell, and he was in that company—got it up, I think. Mr. Beazley was always jealous of Sam—and ’twan’t me at all he wanted—’twas my sister.”


			“But, Mrs. Beazley, think. If you and your sister could keep house together you could make a home for the children, and your boy would come back to you. If you leased or sold the falls you could afford to send Luella away to school. Willie could go to school in town—the baby would do better down there where there is more sunlight, I’m sure—why do you not make a stand for the children’s sake?”


			Mrs. Beazley looked at her with a faint glimmer of hope. “If I only could,” she said.


			“Has Mr. Beazley any property of his own?” pursued Miss Lawrence.


			“Property! He’s got debts. Old ones and new ones. He was in debt when I married him—and he’s made more.”


			“But the proceeds of these sales you tell me of?”


			“Oh, he has some trick about that. He banks it in my name or something—so his creditors can’t get it. He always gets ahead of everybody.”


			“M-m-m,” said Miss Lawrence.


			


			Mr. Beazley had a long ride before him the next day; he was to drive to Princeville for supplies.


			An early breakfast was prepared and consumed, with much fault finding on his part—and he started off by six o’clock in a bad temper, unrestrained by the presence of Miss Lawrence, who had not come down.


			“Whoa! Hold up!” he cried, stopping the horses with a spiteful yank as they had just settled into the collar.


			“Maria!”


			“Well—what you forgotten?”


			“Forgot nothin’! I’ve remembered something; see that you’re on hand tonight—don’t go gallivantin’ down to Rockwell or anywhere just because I’m off. Justice Fielden’s comin’ up and we’ve got to settle that business I told you about. See’t you’re here! Gid ap!”


			The big wagon lumbered off across the bridge, around the corner, into the hidden wood road.


			


			When Mr. Beazley returned the late dusk had fallen thickly in the narrow pass. He was angry at being late, for he had counted much on having this legal formality in his own house—where he could keep a sterner hand on his wife.


			He was tired, too, and in a cruel temper, as the sweating horses showed.


			“Willie!” he shouted. “Here you, Willie! Come and take the horses!” No hurrying, frightened child appeared.


			“Maria!” he yelled. “Maria! Where’s that young one! Luella! Maria!”


			He clambered down, swearing under his breath; and rushed to the closed front door. It was locked.


			“What in Halifax!” he muttered, shaking and banging vainly. Then he tried the side door—the back door—the woodshed—all were locked and the windows shut tight with sticks over them. His face darkened with anger.


			“They’ve gone off—the whole of them—and I told her she’d got to be here tonight. Gone to Rockwell, of course, leavin’ the store, too. We’ll have a nice time when she comes back! That young one needs a lickin’.”


			He attended to the horses after a while, leaving the loaded wagon in the barn, and then broke a pane of glass in a kitchen window and let himself in.


			A damp, clean, soapy smell greeted him. He struck matches and looked for a lamp. There was none. The room was absolutely empty. So were the closet, pantry and cellar. So were the four rooms up-stairs and the attic. So was the store.


			“Halifax!” said Mr. Beazley. He was thoroughly mystified now, and his rage died in bewilderment.


			A knocking at the door called him.


			It was not Justice Fielden, however, but Sam Hunt.


			“I heard you brought up a load of goods today,” said he easily; “and I thought you might like to sell ’em. I bought out the rest of the stuff this morning, and the store, and the good-will o’ the business—and this lot isn’t much by itself.”


			Mr. Beazley looked at him with a blackening countenance.


			“You bought out this store, did you? I’d like to know who you bought it of!”


			“Why, the owner, of course! Mrs. Beazley; paid cash on the nail, too. I’ve bought it, lock, stock and barrel—cows, horses, hens and cats. You don’t own the wagon, even. As to your clothes—they’re in that trunk yonder. However, keep your stuff—you’ll need some capital,” with this generous parting shot Mr. Hunt drove off.


			Mr. Beazley retired to the barn. He had no wish to consult his neighbors for further knowledge.


			Mrs. Beazley had gone to her sister, no doubt.


			And she had dared to take this advantage of him—of the fact that the property stood in her name—Sam Hunt had put her up to it. He’d have the law on them—it was a conspiracy.


			Then he went to sleep on the hay, muttering vengeance for the morrow.


			The strange atmosphere awoke him early, and he breakfasted on some crackers from his wagon.


			Then he grimly set forth on foot for the village, refusing offered lifts from the loads of grinning men who passed him. He presented himself at the door of his wife’s house in the village at an early hour. Her sister opened it.


			“Well,” she said, holding the doorknob in her hand, “what do you want at this time in the morning?”


			“I want my family,” said he. “I’ll have you know a man has some rights in his family at any rate.”


			“There’s no family of yours in this house, William Beazley,” said she grimly. “No, I’m not a liar—never had that reputation. You can come in and search the house if you please—after the boarders are up.”


			“Where is my wife?” he demanded.


			“I don’t know, thank goodness, and I don’t think you’ll find her very soon either,” she added to herself, as he turned and marched off without further words.


			In the course of the morning he presented himself at Justice Fielden’s office.


			“Gone off, has she?” inquired the Judge genially. “Or just gone visiting, I guess. Forgot to leave word.”


			“It’s not only that, I want to know my rights in this case, Judge. I’ve been to the bank—and she’s drawn every cent. Every cent of my property.”


			“Wasn’t it her property, Mr. Beazley?”


			“Some of it was, and some of it wasn’t. All I’ve made since we was married was in there, too. I’ve speculated quite a bit, you know, buying and selling—there was considerable money.”


			“How on earth could she get your money out of the bank?” asked Mr. Fielden.


			“Why, it was in her name, of course; matter of business, you understand.”


			“Why, yes; I understand, I guess. Well, I don’t see exactly what you can do about it, Mr. Beazley. You technically gave her the property, you see, and she’s taken it—that’s all there is to it.”


			“She’s sold out the store!” broke in Mr. Beazley, “all the stock, the fixtures—she couldn’t do that, could she?”


			“Appears as if she had, don’t it? It was rather overbearin’ I do think, and you can bring suit for compensation for your services—you tended the store, of course?”


			“If I knew where she was—” said Mr. Beazley slowly, with a grinding motion of his fingers. “But she’s clean gone—and the children, too.”


			“If she remains away that constitutes desertion, of course,” said the Judge briskly, “and your remedy is clear. You can get a separation—in due time. If you cared to live in another state long enough you could get a divorce—not in New York, though. Being in New York, and not knowing where your wife is, I don’t just see what you can do about it. Do you care to employ detectives?”


			“No,” said Mr. Beazley, “not yet.”


			Suddenly he started up.


			“There’s Miss Lawrence,” said he. “She’ll know something,” and he darted out after her.


			She came into the little office, calm, smiling, daintily arrayed.


			“Do you know where my wife is, Miss Lawrence?” he demanded.


			“Yes,” she replied pleasantly.


			“Well—where is she?”


			“That I am not at liberty to tell you, Mr. Beazley. But any communication you may wish to make to her you can make through me. And I can attend to any immediate business. She has given me power of attorney.”


			Justice Fielden’s small eyes were twinkling.


			“You never knew you had a counsel learned in the law at your place, did you? Miss Lawrence is the best woman lawyer in New York, Mr. Beazley—just going kinder incog. for a vacation.”


			“Are you at the bottom of all this deviltry?” said the angry man, turning upon her fiercely.


			“If you mean that Mrs. Beazley is acting under my advice, yes. I found that she had larger business interests than she supposed, and that they were not being well managed. I happened to be informed as to real estate values in this locality, and was able to help her. We needed a good deal of ready money to take advantage of our opportunity, and Mr. Hunt was willing to help us out on the stock.”


			He set his teeth and looked at her with growing fury, to which she paid no attention whatever.


			“I advised Mrs. Beazley to take the children and go away for a complete change and rest, and to leave me to settle this matter. I was of the opinion that you and I could make business arrangements more amicably perhaps.”


			“What do you mean by business arrangements?” he asked.


			“We are prepared to make you this offer: If you will sign the deed of separation I have here, agreeing to waive all rights in the children and live out of the state, we will give you five thousand dollars. In case you reappear in the state you will be liable for debts, and for—you remember that little matter of the wood lot deal?”


			“That’s a fair offer, I think,” said Justice Fielden. “I always told you that wood lot matter would get you into trouble if your wife got on to it—and cared to push it. I think you’d better take up with this proposition.”


			“What’s she going to do—a woman alone? What are the children going to do? A man can’t give up his family this way.”


			“You need not be at all concerned about that,” she answered. “Mrs. Beazley’s plans are open and aboveboard. She is going to enlarge her house and keep boarders. Her sister is to marry Mr. Hunt, as you doubtless know. The children are to be properly educated. There is nothing you need fear for your family.”


			“And how about me? I—if I could just talk to her?”


			“That is exactly what I advised my client to avoid. She has gone to a quiet, pleasant place for this summer. She needs a long rest, and you and I can settle this little matter without any feeling, you see.”


			“What with summers in quiet places, and enlarging the house, you seem to have found a good deal more in that property than I did,” said he with a sneer.


			“That is not improbable,” she replied sweetly. “Here is the agreement; take the offer or leave it.”


			“And if I don’t take it? Then what’ll you do?”


			“Nothing. You may continue to live here if you insist—and pay your debts by your own exertions. You can get employment, no doubt, of your friends and neighbors.”


			Mr. Beazley looked out of the window. Quite a number of his friends and neighbors were gathered together around Hunt’s store, and as each new arrival was told the story, they slapped their thighs and roared with laughter.


			Judge Fielden smiling dryly, threw up the sash.


			“Clean as a whistle!” he heard Sturgis Black’s strident voice. “Not as much as a cat to kick! Nobody to holler at! No young ones to lick! Nothin’ whatsomever to eat! You should a heard him bangin’ on the door!”


			“And him a luggin’ in that boarder just to spite her,” crowed old Sam Wiley—“that was the last straw I guess.”


			“Well, he was always an enterprisin’ man,” said Horace Johnson. “Better at specilatin’ with his wife’s property than workin’ with his hands. Guess he’ll have to hunt a job now, though.”


			“He ain’t likely to git one in a hurry—not in this county—unless Sam Hunt’ll take him in.” Wiley yelled again at this.


			“Have you got that deed drawn up?” said Mr. Beazley harshly—“I’ll sign.”


			Turned


			


			IN HER soft-carpeted, thick-curtained, richly furnished chamber, Mrs. Marroner lay sobbing on the wide, soft bed.


			She sobbed bitterly, chokingly, despairingly; her shoulders heaved and shook convulsively; her hands were tight-clenched; she had forgotten her elaborate dress, the more elaborate bedcover; forgotten her dignity, her self-control, her pride. In her mind was an overwhelming, unbelievable horror, an immeasurable loss, a turbulent, struggling mass of emotion.


			In her reserved, superior, Boston-bred life she had never dreamed that it would be possible for her to feel so many things at once, and with such trampling intensity.


			She tried to cool her feelings into thoughts; to stiffen them into words; to control herself—and could not. It brought vaguely to her mind an awful moment in the breakers at York Beach, one summer in girlhood, when she had been swimming under water and could not find the top.


			


			In her uncarpeted, thin-curtained, poorly furnished chamber on the top floor, Gerta Petersen lay sobbing on the narrow, hard bed.


			She was of larger frame than her mistress, grandly built and strong; but all her proud young womanhood was prostrate now, convulsed with agony, dissolved in tears. She did not try to control herself. She wept for two.


			


			If Mrs. Marroner suffered more from the wreck and ruin of a longer love—perhaps a deeper one; if her tastes were finer, her ideals loftier; if she bore the pangs of bitter jealousy and outraged pride, Gerta had personal shame to meet, a hopeless future, and a looming present which filled her with unreasoning terror.


			She had come like a meek young goddess into that perfectly ordered house, strong, beautiful, full of good will and eager obedience, but ignorant and childish—a girl of eighteen.


			Mr. Marroner had frankly admired her, and so had his wife. They discussed her visible perfections and as visible limitations with that perfect confidence which they had so long enjoyed. Mrs. Marroner was not a jealous woman. She had never been jealous in her life—till now.


			Gerta had stayed and learned their ways. They had both been fond of her. Even the cook was fond of her. She was what is called “willing,” was unusually teachable and plastic; and Mrs. Marroner, with her early habits of giving instruction, tried to educate her somewhat.


			“I never saw anyone so docile,” Mrs. Marroner had often commented. “It is perfection in a servant, but almost a defect in character. She is so helpless and confiding.”


			She was precisely that; a tall, rosy-cheeked baby; rich womanhood without, helpless infancy within. Her braided wealth of dead-gold hair, her grave blue eyes, her mighty shoulders, and long, firmly moulded limbs seemed those of a primal earth spirit; but she was only an ignorant child, with a child’s weakness.


			When Mr. Marroner had to go abroad for his firm, unwillingly, hating to leave his wife, he had told her he felt quite safe to leave her in Gerta’s hands—she would take care of her.


			“Be good to your mistress, Gerta,” he told the girl that last morning at breakfast. “I leave her to you to take care of. I shall be back in a month at latest.”


			Then he turned, smiling, to his wife. “And you must take care of Gerta, too,” he said. “I expect you’ll have her ready for college when I get back.”


			This was seven months ago. Business had delayed him from week to week, from month to month. He wrote to his wife, long, loving, frequent letters; deeply regretting the delay, explaining how necessary, how profitable it was; congratulating her on the wide resources she had; her well-filled, well-balanced mind; her many interests.


			“If I should be eliminated from your scheme of things, by any of those ‘acts of God’ mentioned on the tickets, I do not feel that you would be an utter wreck,” he said. “That is very comforting to me. Your life is so rich and wide that no one loss, even a great one, would wholly cripple you. But nothing of the sort is likely to happen, and I shall be home again in three weeks—if this thing gets settled. And you will be looking so lovely, with that eager light in your eyes and the changing flush I know so well—and love so well! My dear wife! We shall have to have a new honeymoon—other moons come every month, why shouldn’t the mellifluous kind?”


			He often asked after “little Gerta,” sometimes enclosed a picture postcard to her, joked his wife about her laborious efforts to educate “the child”; was so loving and merry and wise——


			All this was racing through Mrs. Marroner’s mind as she lay there with the broad, hemstitched border of fine linen sheeting crushed and twisted in one hand, and the other holding a sodden handkerchief.


			She had tried to teach Gerta, and had grown to love the patient, sweet-natured child, in spite of her dullness. At work with her hands, she was clever, if not quick, and could keep small accounts from week to week. But to the woman who held a Ph.D., who had been on the faculty of a college, it was like baby-tending.


			Perhaps having no babies of her own made her love the big child the more, though the years between them were but fifteen.


			To the girl she seemed quite old, of course; and her young heart was full of grateful affection for the patient care which made her feel so much at home in this new land.


			And then she had noticed a shadow on the girl’s bright face. She looked nervous, anxious, worried. When the bell rang she seemed startled, and would rush hurriedly to the door. Her peals of frank laughter no longer rose from the area gate as she stood talking with the always admiring tradesmen.


			Mrs. Marroner had labored long to teach her more reserve with men, and flattered herself that her words were at last effective. She suspected the girl of homesickness; which was denied. She suspected her of illness, which was denied also. At last she suspected her of something which could not be denied.


			For a long time she refused to believe it, waiting. Then she had to believe it, but schooled herself to patience and understanding. “The poor child,” she said. “She is here without a mother—she is so foolish and yielding—I must not be too stern with her.” And she tried to win the girl’s confidence with wise, kind words.


			But Gerta had literally thrown herself at her feet and begged her with streaming tears not to turn her away. She would admit nothing, explain nothing; but frantically promised to work for Mrs. Marroner as long as she lived—if only she would keep her.


			Revolving the problem carefully in her mind, Mrs. Marroner thought she would keep her, at least for the present. She tried to repress her sense of ingratitude in one she had so sincerely tried to help, and the cold, contemptuous anger she had always felt for such weakness.


			“The thing to do now,” she said to herself, “is to see her through this safely. The child’s life should not be hurt any more than is unavoidable. I will ask Dr. Bleet about it—what a comfort a woman doctor is! I’ll stand by the poor, foolish thing till it’s over, and then get her back to Sweden somehow with her baby. How they do come where they are not wanted—and don’t come where they are wanted!” And Mrs. Marroner, sitting along in the quiet, spacious beauty of the house, almost envied Gerta.


			Then came the deluge.


			She had sent the girl out for needed air toward dark. The late mail came; she took it in herself. One letter for her—her husband’s letter. She knew the postmark, the stamp, the kind of typewriting. She impulsively kissed it in the dim hall. No one would suspect Mrs. Marroner of kissing her husband’s letters—but she did, often.


			She looked over the others. One was for Gerta, and not from Sweden. It looked precisely like her own. This struck her as a little odd, but Mr. Marroner had several times sent messages and cards to the girl. She laid the letter on the hall table and took hers to her room.


			“My poor child,” it began. What letter of hers had been sad enough to warrant that?


			“I am deeply concerned at the news you send.” What news to so concern him had she written? “You must bear it bravely, little girl. I shall be home soon, and will take care of you, of course. I hope there is no immediate anxiety—you do not say. Here is money, in case you need it. I expect to get home in a month at latest. If you have to go, be sure to leave your address at my office. Cheer up—be brave—I will take care of you.”


			The letter was typewritten, which was not unusual. It was unsigned, which was unusual. It enclosed an American bill—fifty dollars. It did not seem in the least like any letter she had ever had from her husband, or any letter she could imagine him writing. But a strange, cold feeling was creeping over her, like a flood rising around a house.


			She utterly refused to admit the ideas which began to bob and push about outside her mind, and to force themselves in. Yet under the pressure of these repudiated thoughts she went downstairs and brought up the other letter—the letter to Gerta. She laid them side by side on a smooth dark space on the table; marched to the piano and played, with stern precision, refusing to think, till the girl came back. When she came in, Mrs. Marroner rose quietly and came to the table. “Here is a letter for you,” she said.


			The girl stepped forward eagerly, saw the two lying together there, hesitated, and looked at her mistress.


			“Take yours, Gerta. Open it, please.”


			The girl turned frightened eyes upon her.


			“I want you to read it, here,” said Mrs. Marroner.


			“Oh, ma’am—— No! Please don’t make me!”


			“Why not?”


			There seemed to be no reason at hand, and Gerta flushed more deeply and opened her letter. It was long; it was evidently puzzling to her; it began “My dear wife.” She read it slowly.


			“Are you sure it is your letter?” asked Mrs. Marroner. “Is not this one yours? Is not that one—mine?”


			She held out the other letter to her.


			“It is a mistake,” Mrs. Marroner went on, with a hard quietness. She had lost her social bearings somehow; lost her usual keen sense of the proper thing to do. This was not life, this was a nightmare.


			“Do you not see? Your letter was put in my envelope and my letter was put in your envelope. Now we understand it.”


			But poor Gerta had no antechamber to her mind; no trained forces to preserve order while agony entered. The thing swept over her, resistless, overwhelming. She cowered before the outraged wrath she expected; and from some hidden cavern that wrath arose and swept over her in pale flame.


			“Go and pack your trunk,” said Mrs. Marroner. “You will leave my house to-night. Here is your money.”


			She laid down the fifty-dollar bill. She put with it a month’s wages. She had no shadow of pity for those anguished eyes, those tears which she heard drop on the floor.


			“Go to your room and pack,” said Mrs. Marroner. And Gerta, always obedient, went.


			Then Mrs. Marroner went to hers, and spent a time she never counted, lying on her face on the bed.


			But the training of the twenty-eight years which had elapsed before her marriage; the life at college, both as student and teacher; the independent growth which she had made, formed a very different background for grief from that in Gerta’s mind.


			After a while Mrs. Marroner arose. She administered to herself a hot bath, a cold shower, a vigorous rubbing. “Now I can think,” she said.


			First she regretted the sentence of instant banishment. She went upstairs to see if it had been carried out. Poor Gerta! The tempest of her agony had worked itself out at last as in a child, and left her sleeping, the pillow wet, the lips still grieving, a big sob shuddering itself off now and then.


			Mrs. Marroner stood and watched her, and as she watched she considered the helpless sweetness of the face; the defenseless, unformed character; the docility and habit of obedience which made her so attractive—and so easily a victim. Also she thought of the mighty force which had swept over her; of the great process now working itself out through her; of how pitiful and futile seemed any resistance she might have made.


			She softly returned to her own room, made up a little fire, and sat by it, ignoring her feelings now, as she had before ignored her thoughts.


			Here were two women and a man. One woman was a wife; loving, trusting, affectionate. One was a servant; loving, trusting, affectionate: a young girl, an exile, a dependent; grateful for any kindness; untrained, uneducated, childish. She ought, of course, to have resisted temptation; but Mrs. Marroner was wise enough to know how difficult temptation is to recognize when it comes in the guise of friendship and from a source one does not suspect.


			Gerta might have done better in resisting the grocer’s clerk; had, indeed, with Mrs. Marroner’s advice, resisted several. But where respect was due, how could she criticize? Where obedience was due, how could she refuse—with ignorance to hold her blinded—until too late?


			As the older, wiser woman forced herself to understand and extenuate the girl’s misdeed and foresee her ruined future, a new feeling rose in her heart, strong, clear, and overmastering; a sense of measureless condemnation for the man who had done this thing. He knew. He understood. He could fully foresee and measure the consequences of his act. He appreciated to the full the innocence, the ignorance, the grateful affection, the habitual docility, of which he deliberately took advantage.


			Mrs. Marroner rose to icy peaks of intellectual apprehension, from which her hours of frantic pain seemed far indeed removed. He had done this thing under the same roof with her—his wife. He had not frankly loved the younger woman, broken with his wife, made a new marriage. That would have been heart-break pure and simple. This was something else.


			That letter, that wretched, cold, carefully guarded, unsigned letter: that bill—far safer than a check—these did not speak of affection. Some men can love two women at one time. This was not love.


			Mrs. Marroner’s sense of pity and outrage for herself, the wife, now spread suddenly into a perception of pity and outrage for the girl. All that splendid, clean young beauty, the hope of a happy life, with marriage and motherhood; honorable independence, even—these were nothing to that man. For his own pleasure he had chosen to rob her of her life’s best joys.


			He would “take care of her” said the letter? How? In what capacity?


			And then, sweeping over both her feelings for herself, the wife, and Gerta, his victim, came a new flood, which literally lifted her to her feet. She rose and walked, her head held high. “This is the sin of man against woman,” she said. “The offense is against womanhood. Against motherhood. Against—the child.”


			She stopped.


			The child. His child. That, too, he sacrificed and injured—doomed to degradation.


			Mrs. Marroner came of stern New England stock. She was not a Calvinist, hardly even a Unitarian, but the iron of Calvinism was in her soul: of that grim faith which held that most people had to be damned “for the glory of God.”


			Generations of ancestors who both preached and practiced stood behind her; people whose lives had been sternly moulded to their highest moments of religious conviction. In sweeping bursts of feeling they achieved “conviction,” and afterward they lived and died according to that conviction.


			When Mr. Marroner reached home, a few weeks later, following his letters too soon to expect an answer to either, he saw no wife upon the pier, though he had cabled; and found the house closed darkly. He let himself in with his latch-key, and stole softly upstairs, to surprise his wife.


			No wife was there.


			He rang the bell. No servant answered it.


			He turned up light after light; searched the house from top to bottom; it was utterly empty. The kitchen wore a clean, bald, unsympathetic aspect. He left it and slowly mounted the stair, completely dazed. The whole house was clean, in perfect order, wholly vacant.


			One thing he felt perfectly sure of—she knew.


			Yet was he sure? He must not assume too much. She might have been ill. She might have died. He started to his feet. No, they would have cabled him. He sat down again.


			For any such change, if she had wanted him to know, she would have written. Perhaps she had, and he, returning so suddenly, had missed the letter. The thought was some comfort. It must be so. He turned to the telephone, and again hesitated. If she had found out—if she had gone—utterly gone, without a word—should he announce it himself to friends and family?


			He walked the floor; he searched everywhere for some letter, some word of explanation. Again and again he went to the telephone—and always stopped. He could not bear to ask: “Do you know where my wife is?”


			The harmonious, beautiful rooms reminded him in a dumb, helpless way of her; like the remote smile on the face of the dead. He put out the lights; could not bear the darkness; turned them all on again.


			It was a long night——


			In the morning he went early to the office. In the accumulated mail was no letter from her. No one seemed to know of anything unusual. A friend asked after his wife—“Pretty glad to see you, I guess?” He answered evasively.


			About eleven a man came to see him; John Hill, her lawyer. Her cousin, too. Mr. Marroner had never liked him. He liked him less now, for Mr. Hill merely handed him a letter, remarked, “I was requested to deliver this to you personally,” and departed, looking like a person who is called on to kill something offensive.


			“I have gone. I will care for Gerta. Good-bye. Marion.”


			That was all. There was no date, no address, no postmark; nothing but that.


			In his anxiety and distress he had fairly forgotten Gerta and all that. Her name aroused in him a sense of rage. She had come between him and his wife. She had taken his wife from him. That was the way he felt.


			At first he said nothing, did nothing; lived on alone in his house, taking meals where he chose. When people asked him about his wife he said she was traveling—for her health. He would not have it in the newspapers. Then, as time passed, as no enlightenment came to him, he resolved not to bear it any longer, and employed detectives. They blamed him for not having put them on the track earlier, but set to work, urged to the utmost secrecy.


			What to him had been so blank a wall of mystery seemed not to embarrass them in the least. They made careful inquiries as to her “past,” found where she had studied, where taught, and on what lines; that she had some little money of her own, that her doctor was Josephine L. Bleet, M.D., and many other bits of information.


			As a result of careful and prolonged work, they finally told him that she had resumed teaching under one of her old professors; lived quietly, and apparently kept boarders; giving him town, street, and number, as if it were a matter of no difficulty whatever.


			He had returned in early spring. It was autumn before he found her.


			A quiet college town in the hills, a broad, shady street, a pleasant house standing in its own lawn, with trees and flowers about it. He had the address in his hand, and the number showed clear on the white gate. He walked up the straight gravel path and rang the bell. An elderly servant opened the door.


			“Does Mrs. Marroner live here?”


			“No, sir.”


			“This is number twenty-eight?”


			“Yes, sir.”


			“Who does live here?”


			“Miss Wheeling, sir.”


			Ah! Her maiden name. They had told him, but he had forgotten.


			He stepped inside. “I would like to see her,” he said.


			He was ushered into a still parlor, cool and sweet with the scent of flowers, the flowers she had always loved best. It almost brought tears to his eyes. All their years of happiness rose in his mind again; the exquisite beginnings; the days of eager longing before she was really his; the deep, still beauty of her love.


			Surely she would forgive him—she must forgive him. He would humble himself; he would tell her of his honest remorse—his absolute determination to be a different man.


			Through the wide doorway there came in to him two women. One like a tall Madonna, bearing a baby in her arms.


			Marion, calm, steady, definitely impersonal; nothing but a clear pallor to hint of inner stress.


			Gerta, holding the child as a bulwark, with a new intelligence in her face, and her blue, adoring eyes fixed on her friend—not upon him.


			He looked from one to the other dumbly.


			And the woman who had been his wife asked quietly:


			“What have you to say to us?”


			Old Water


			


			THE LAKE lay glassy in level golden light. Where the long shadows of the wooded bank spread across it was dark, fathomless. Where the little cliff rose on the eastern shore its bright reflection went down endlessly.


			Slowly across the open gold came a still canoe, sent swiftly and smoothly on by well-accustomed arms.


			“How strong! How splendid! Ah! she is like a Valkyr!” said the poet; and Mrs. Osgood looked up at his dark bulk with appreciative eyes.


			“You don’t know how it delights me to have you speak like that!” she said softly. “I feel those things myself, but have not the gift of words. And Ellen is so practical.”


			“She could not be your daughter and not have a poetic soul,” he answered, smiling gravely.


			“I’m sure I hope so. But I have never felt sure! When she was little I read to her from the poets, always; but she did not care for them—unless it was what she called ‘story poetry.’ And as soon as she had any choice of her own she took to science.”


			“The poetry is there,” he said, his eyes on the smooth brown arms, now more near. “That poise! That motion! It is the very soul of poetry—and the body! Her body is a poem!”


			Mrs. Osgood watched the accurate landing, the strong pull that brought the canoe over the roller and up into the little boathouse. “Ellen is so practical!” she murmured. “She will not even admit her own beauty.”


			“She is unawakened,” breathed the poet—“Unawakened!” And his big eyes glimmered as with a stir of hope.


			“It’s very brave of her, too,” the mother went on. “She does not really love the water, and just makes herself go out on it. I think in her heart she’s afraid—but she will not admit it. O Ellen! Come here dear. This is Mr. Pendexter—the Poet.”


			Ellen gave her cool brown hand; a little wet even, as she had casually washed them at the water’s edge; but he pressed it warmly, and uttered his admiration of her skill with the canoe.


			“O that’s nothing,” said the girl. “Canoeing’s dead easy.”


			“Will you teach it to me?” he asked. “I will be a most docile pupil.”


			She looked up and down his large frame with a somewhat questioning eye. It was big enough surely, and those great limbs must mean strength; but he lacked something of the balance and assured quickness which speaks of training.


			“Can’t you paddle?” she said.


			“Forgive my ignorance—but I have never been in one of those graceful slim crafts. I shall be so glad to try.”


			“Mr. Pendexter has been more in Europe than America,” her mother put in hastily, “and you must not imagine, my dear, that all men care for these things. I’m sure that if you are interested, my daughter will be very glad to teach you, Mr. Pendexter.”


			“Certainly,” said Ellen. “I’ll teach him in two trys. Want to start to-morrow morning? I’m usually out pretty early.”


			“I shall be delighted,” he said. “We will greet Aurora together.”


			“The Dawn, dear,” suggested her mother with an apologetic smile.


			“O yes,” the girl agreed. “I recognize Aurora, mama. Is dinner ready?”


			“It will be when you are dressed,” said her mother. “Put on your blue frock, dear—the light one.”


			“All right,” said Ellen, and ran lightly up the path.


			“Beautiful! Beautiful!” he murmured, his eyes following her flying figure. “Ah, madam! What it must be to you to have such a daughter! To see your own youth—but a moment passed—repeated before your eyes!” And he bent an admiring glance on the outlines of his hostess.


			Mrs. Osgood appeared at dinner in a somewhat classic gown, her fine hair banded with barbaric gold; and looked with satisfaction at her daughter, who shone like a juvenile Juno in her misty blue. Ellen had her mother’s beauty and her father’s strength. Her frame was large, her muscles had power under their flowing grace of line. She carried herself like a queen, but wore the cheerful unconscious air of a healthy schoolgirl, which she was.


			Her appetite was so hearty that her mother almost feared it would pain the poet, but she soon observed that he too showed full appreciation of her chef’s creations. Ellen too observed him, noting with frank disapproval that he ate freely of sweets and creams, and seemed to enjoy the coffee and liqueurs exceedingly.


			“Ellen never takes coffee,” Mrs. Osgood explained, as they sat in the luxurious drawing room, “she has some notion about training I believe.”


			“Mother! I am training!” the girl protested. “Not officially—there’s no race on; but I like to keep in good condition. I’m stroke at college, Mr. Pindexter.”


			“Pendexter, dear,” her mother whispered.


			The big man took his second demitasse, and sat near the girl.


			“I can’t tell you how much I admire it,” he said, leaning forward. “You are like Nausicaa—like Atalanta—like the women of my dreams!”


			She was not displeased with his open admiration—even athletic girls are not above enjoying praise—but she took it awkwardly.


			“I don’t believe in dreams,” she said.


			“No,” he agreed, “No—one must not. And yet,—have you never had a dream that haunts you—a dream that comes again?”


			“I’ve had bad dreams,” she admitted, “horrid ones; but not the same dream twice.”


			“What do you dream of when your dreams are terrible?”


			“Beasts,” she answered promptly. “Big beasts that jump at me! And I run and run—ugh!”


			Mrs. Osgood sipped her coffee and watched them. There was no young poet more promising than this. He represented all that her own girlhood had longed for—all that the highly prosperous mill-owner she married had utterly failed to give. If her daughter could have what she had missed!


			“They say those dreams come from our remote past,” she suggested. “Do you believe that, Mr. Pendexter?”


			“Yes,” he agreed, “from our racial infancy. From those long buried years of fear and pain.”


			“And when we have that queer feeling of having been there before—isn’t that the same thing?”


			“We do not know,” said he. “Some say it is from a moment’s delay in action of one-half of the brain. I cannot tell. To me it is more mysterious, more interesting, to think that when one has that wonderful sudden sense of previous acquaintance it means vague memories of a former life.” And he looked at Ellen as if she had figured largely in his previous existence. “Have you ever had that feeling, Miss Osgood?”


			The girl laughed rather shamefacedly. “I’ve had it about one thing,” she said. “That’s why I’m afraid of water.”


			“Afraid of water! You! A water goddess!”


			“O, I don’t encourage it, of course. But it’s the only thing I ever was nervous about. I’ve had it from childhood—that horrid feeling!”


			She shivered a little, and asked if he wouldn’t like some music.


			“Ah! You make music too?”


			She laughed gaily. “Only with the pianola—or the other machine. Shall I start it?”


			“A moment,” he said. “In a moment. But tell me, will you not, of this dream of something terrible? I am so deeply interested.”


			“Why it isn’t much,” she said. “I don’t dream it, really,—it comes when I’m awake. Only two or three times—once when I was about ten or eleven, and twice since. It’s water—black, still, smooth water—way down below me. And I can’t get away from it. I want to—and then something grabs me—ugh!”


			She got up decidedly and went to the music stand. “If that’s a relic of my past I must have been prematurely cut off by an enraged ape! Anyhow, I don’t like water—unless it’s wild ocean. What shall I play?”


			He meant to rise next morning with the daylight, but failed to awaken; and when he did look out he saw the canoe shooting lightly home in time for breakfast.


			She laughed at him for his laziness, but promised a lesson later, and was pleased to find that he could play tennis. He looked well in his white flannels, in fact his appearance was more admirable than his playing, and the girl beat him till he grew almost angry.


			Mrs. Osgood watched delightedly on occasions where watching was agreeable, and on other occasions she took herself off with various excuses, and left them much together.


			He expressed to her privately a question as to whether he was not too heavy for the canoe, but she reassured him.


			“O, no, indeed, Mr. Pendexter; it’s a specially wide canoe, and has air chambers in it—it can’t sink.” Her father had it made for her. “He’s a heavy man himself, and loves canoeing.”


			So the stalwart poet was directed to step softly into the middle, and given the bow paddle.


			It grieved him much that he could not see his fair instructress, and he proposed that they change places.


			“No, indeed!” she said. “Trust you with the other paddle?—Not yet!”


			Could he not at least face her, he suggested. At which she laughed wickedly, and told him he’d better learn to paddle forward before he tried to do it backward.


			“If you want to look at me you might get another canoe and try to follow,” she added, smiling; whereat he declared he would obey orders absolutely.


			He sat all across the little rattan bow seat, and rolled up his sleeves as she did. She gave him the paddle, showed him how to hold it, and grinned silently as his mighty strokes swung them to right or left, for all her vigorous steering.


			“Not so hard!” she said. “You are stronger than I, and your stroke is so far out you swing me around.”


			With a little patience he mastered the art sufficiently to wield a fairly serviceable bow paddle, but she would not trust him with the stern; and not all the beauties of the quiet lake consoled him for losing sight of her. Still, he reflected, she could see him. Perhaps that was why she kept him there in front!—and he sat straighter at the thought.


			She did rather enjoy the well proportioned bulk of him, but she had small respect for his lack of dexterity, and felt a real dislike for the heavy fell of black hair on his arms and hands.


			He tired of canoeing. One cannot direct speaking glances over one’s shoulder, nor tender words; not with good effect, that is. At tennis he found her so steadily victor that he tired of that too. Golf she did not care for; horses he was unfamiliar with; and when she ran the car her hands and eyes and whole attention were on the machine. So he begged for walking.


			“You must have charming walks in these woods,” he said. “I own inferiority in many ways—but I can walk!”


			“All right,” she cheerily agreed, and tramped about the country with him, brisk and tireless.


			Her mother watched breathlessly. She wholly admired this ox-eyed man with the velvet voice, the mouth so red under his soft mustache. She thought his poetry noble and musical beyond measure. Ellen thought it was “no mortal use.”


			“What on earth does he want to make over those old legends for, anyway!” she said, when her mother tried to win her to some appreciation. “Isn’t there enough to write about to-day without going back to people who never existed anyhow—nothing but characters out of other people’s stories?”


			“They are parts of the world’s poetic material, my dear; folk-lore; race-myths. They are among our universal images.”


			“Well, I don’t like poetry about universal images, that’s all. It’s like mummies—sort of warmed over and dressed up!”


			“I am so sorry!” said her mother, with some irritation. “Here we are honored with a visit from one of our very greatest poets—perhaps the greatest; and my own child hasn’t sense enough to appreciate his beautiful work. You are so like your father!”


			“Well, I can’t help it,” said Ellen. “I don’t like those foolish old stories about people who never did anything useful, and hadn’t an idea in their heads except being in love and killing somebody! They had no sense, and no courage, and no decency!”


			Her mother tried to win her to some admission of merit in his other work.


			“It’s no use mama! You may have your poet, and get all the esthetic satisfaction you can out of it. And I’ll be polite to him, of course. But I don’t like his stuff.”


			“Not his ‘Lyrics of the Day,’ dear? And ‘The Woods’?”


			“No, mumsy, not even those. I don’t believe he ever saw a sunrise—unless he got up on purpose and set himself down before it like a camera! And woods! Why he don’t know one tree from another!”


			Her mother almost despaired of her; but the poet was not discouraged.


			“Ah! Mrs. Osgood! Since you honor me with your confidence I can but thank you and try my fate. It is so beautiful, this budding soul—not opened yet! So close—so almost hard! But when its rosy petals do unfold——”


			He did not, however, give his confidence to Mrs. Osgood beyond this gentle poetic outside view of a sort of floricultural intent. He told her nothing of the storm of passion which was growing within him; a passion of such seething intensity as would have alarmed that gentle soul exceedingly and made her doubt, perhaps, the wisdom of her selection.


			She remained in a state of eager but restrained emotion; saying little to Ellen lest she alarm her, but hoping that the girl would find happiness with this great soul.


			The great soul, meanwhile, pursued his way, using every art he knew—and his experience was not narrow—to reach the heart of the brown and ruddy nymph beside him.


			She was ignorant and young. Too whole-souled in her indifference to really appreciate the stress he labored under; much less to sympathize. On the contrary she took a mischievous delight in teasing him, doing harm without knowing it, like a playful child. She teased him about his tennis playing, about his paddling, about his driving; allowed that perhaps he might play golf well, but she didn’t care for golf herself—it was too slow; mocked even his walking expeditions.


			“He don’t want to walk!” she said gaily to her mother one night at dinner. “He just wants to go somewhere and arrange himself gracefully under a tree and read to me about Eloise, or Araminta or somebody; all slim and white and wavy and golden-haired; and how they killed themselves for love!”


			She laughed frankly at him, and he laughed with her; but his heart was hot and dark within him. The longer he pursued and failed the fiercer was his desire for her. Already he had loved longer than was usual to him. Never before had his overwhelming advances been so lightly parried and set aside.


			“Will you take a walk with me this evening after dinner?” he proposed. “There is a most heavenly moon—and I cannot see to read to you. It must be strangely lovely—the moonlight—on your lake, is it not, Mrs. Osgood?”


			“It is indeed,” she warmly agreed, looking disapprovingly on the girl, who was still giggling softly at the memory of golden-haired Araminta. “Take him the cliff walk, Ellen, and do try to be more appreciative of beauty!”


			“Yes, mama,” said Ellen, “I’ll be good.”


			She was so good upon that moonlit walk; so gentle and sympathetic, and so honestly tried to find some point of agreement, that his feelings were too much for his judgment, and he seized her hand and kissed it. She pushed him away, too astonished for words.


			“Why, Mr. Pendexter! What are you thinking of!”


			Then he poured out his heart to her. He told her how he loved her—madly, passionately, irresistably. He begged her to listen to him.


			“Ah! You young Diana! You do not know how I suffer! You are so young, so cold! So heavenly beautiful! Do not be cruel! Listen to me! Say you will be my wife! Give me one kiss! Just one!”


			She was young, and cold, and ignorantly cruel. She laughed at him; laughed mercilessly, and turned away.


			He followed her, the blood pounding in his veins, his voice shaken with the intensity of his emotions. He caught her hand and drew her toward him again. She broke from him with a little cry, and ran. He followed, hotly, madly; rushed upon her, caught her, held her fast.


			“You shall love me! You shall!” he cried. His hands were hot and trembling, but he held her close and turned her face to his.


			“I will not!” she cried, struggling. “Let me go! I hate you, I tell you. I hate you! You are—disgusting!” She pushed as far from him as she could.


			They had reached the top of the little cliff opposite the house. Huge dark pines hung over them, their wide boughs swaying softly.


			The water lay below in the shadow, smooth and oil-black.


			The girl looked down at it, and a sudden shudder shook her tense frame. She gave a low moan and hid her face in her hands.


			“Ah!” he cried. “It is your fate! Our fate! We have lived through this before! We will die together if we cannot live together!”


			He caught her to him, kissed her madly, passionately, and together they went down into the black water.


			


			“It’s pretty lucky I could swim,” said Ellen, as she hurried home. “And he couldn’t. The poor man! O, the poor man! He must have been crazy!”


			Making a Change


			


			“WA-A-A-A! WAA-A-A-AAA!”


			Frank Gordins set down his coffee cup so hard that it spilled over into the saucer.


			“Is there no way to stop that child crying?” he demanded.


			“I do not know of any,” said his wife, so definitely and politely that the words seemed cut off by machinery.


			“I do,” said his mother with even more definiteness, but less politeness.


			Young Mrs. Gordins looked at her mother-in-law from under her delicate level brows, and said nothing. But the weary lines about her eyes deepened; she had been kept awake nearly all night, and for many nights.


			So had he. So, as a matter of fact, had his mother. She had not the care of the baby—but lay awake wishing she had.


			“There’s no need at all for that child’s crying so, Frank. If Julia would only let me——”


			“It’s no use talking about it,” said Julia. “If Frank is not satisfied with the child’s mother he must say so—perhaps we can make a change.”


			This was ominously gentle. Julia’s nerves were at the breaking point. Upon her tired ears, her sensitive mother’s heart, the grating wail from the next room fell like a lash—burnt in like fire. Her ears were hypersensitive, always. She had been an ardent musician before her marriage, and had taught quite successfully on both piano and violin. To any mother a child’s cry is painful; to a musical mother it is torment.


			But if her ears were sensitive, so was her conscience. If her nerves were weak her pride was strong. The child was her child, it was her duty to take care of it, and take care of it she would. She spent her days in unremitting devotion to its needs, and to the care of her neat flat; and her nights had long since ceased to refresh her.


			Again the weary cry rose to a wail.


			“It does seem to be time for a change of treatment,” suggested the older woman acidly.


			“Or a change of residence,” offered the younger, in a deadly quiet voice.


			“Well, by Jupiter! There’ll be a change of some kind, and p. d. q.!” said the son and husband, rising to his feet.


			His mother rose also, and left the room, holding her head high and refusing to show any effects of that last thrust.


			Frank Gordins glared at his wife. His nerves were raw, too. It does not benefit any one in health or character to be continuously deprived of sleep. Some enlightened persons use that deprivation as a form of torture.


			She stirred her coffee with mechanical calm, her eyes sullenly bent on her plate.


			“I will not stand having Mother spoken to like that,” he stated with decision.


			“I will not stand having her interfere with my methods of bringing up children.”


			“Your methods! Why, Julia, my mother knows more about taking care of babies than you’ll ever learn! She has the real love of it—and the practical experience. Why can’t you let her take care of the kid—and we’ll all have some peace!”


			She lifted her eyes and looked at him; deep inscrutable wells of angry light. He had not the faintest appreciation of her state of mind. When people say they are “nearly crazy” from weariness, they state a practical fact. The old phrase which describes reason as “tottering on her throne,” is also a clear one.


			Julia was more near the verge of complete disaster than the family dreamed. The conditions were so simple, so usual, so inevitable.


			Here was Frank Gordins, well brought up, the only son of a very capable and idolatrously affectionate mother. He had fallen deeply and desperately in love with the exalted beauty and fine mind of the young music teacher, and his mother had approved. She too loved music and admired beauty.


			Her tiny store in the savings bank did not allow of a separate home, and Julia had cordially welcomed her to share in their household.


			Here was affection, propriety and peace. Here was a noble devotion on the part of the young wife, who so worshipped her husband that she used to wish she had been the greatest musician on earth—that she might give it up for him! She had given up her music, perforce, for many months, and missed it more than she knew.


			She bent her mind to the decoration and artistic management of their little apartment, finding her standards difficult to maintain by the ever-changing inefficiency of her help. The musical temperament does not always include patience; nor, necessarily, the power of management.


			When the baby came her heart overflowed with utter devotion and thankfulness; she was his wife—the mother of his child. Her happiness lifted and pushed within till she longed more than ever for her music for the free pouring current of expression, to give forth her love and pride and happiness. She had not the gift of words.


			So now she looked at her husband, dumbly, while wild visions of separation, of secret flight—even of self-destruction—swung dizzily across her mental vision. All she said was “All right, Frank. We’ll make a change. And you shall have—some peace.”


			“Thank goodness for that, Jule! You do look tired, Girlie—let Mother see to His Nibs, and try to get a nap, can’t you?”


			“Yes,” she said. “Yes . . . . . . I think I will.” Her voice had a peculiar note in it. If Frank had been an alienist, or even a general physician, he would have noticed it. But his work lay in electric coils, in dynamos and copper wiring—not in woman’s nerves—and he did not notice it.


			He kissed her and went out, throwing back his shoulders and drawing a long breath of relief as he left the house behind him and entered his own world.


			“This being married—and bringing up children—is not what it’s cracked up to be.” That was the feeling in the back of his mind. But it did not find full admission, much less expression.


			When a friend asked him, “All well at home?” he said, “Yes, thank you—pretty fair. Kid cries a good deal—but that’s natural, I suppose.”


			He dismissed the whole matter from his mind and bent his faculties to a man’s task—how he can earn enough to support a wife, a mother, and a son.


			At home his mother sat in her small room, looking out of the window at the ground glass one just across the “well,” and thinking hard.


			By the disorderly little breakfast table his wife remained motionless, her chin in her hands, her big eyes staring at nothing, trying to formulate in her weary mind some reliable reason why she should not do what she was thinking of doing. But her mind was too exhausted to serve her properly.


			Sleep—Sleep—Sleep—that was the one thing she wanted. Then his mother could take care of the baby all she wanted to, and Frank could have some peace . . . . . . Oh, dear! It was time for the child’s bath.


			She gave it to him mechanically. On the stroke of the hour she prepared the sterilized milk, and arranged the little one comfortably with his bottle. He snuggled down, enjoying it, while she stood watching him.


			She emptied the tub, put the bath apron to dry, picked up all the towels and sponges and varied appurtenances of the elaborate performance of bathing the first-born, and then sat staring straight before her, more weary than ever, but growing inwardly determined.


			Greta had cleared the table, with heavy heels and hands, and was now rattling dishes in the kitchen. At every slam the young mother winced, and when the girl’s high voice began a sort of doleful chant over her work, young Mrs. Gordins rose to her feet with a shiver, and made her decision.


			She carefully picked up the child and his bottle, and carried him to his grandmother’s room.


			“Would you mind looking after Albert?” she asked in a flat, quiet voice; “I think I’ll try to get some sleep.”


			“Oh, I shall be delighted,” replied her mother-in-law. She said it in a tone of cold politeness, but Julia did not notice. She laid the child on the bed and stood looking at him in the same dull way for a little while, then went out without another word.


			Mrs. Gordins, senior, sat watching the baby for some long moments. “He’s a perfectly lovely child!” she said softly, gloating over his rosy beauty. “There’s not a thing the matter with him! It’s just her absurd ideas. She’s so irregular with him! To think of letting that child cry for an hour! He is nervous because she is. And of course she couldn’t feed him till after his bath—of course not!”


			She continued in these sarcastic meditations for some time, taking the empty bottle away from the small wet mouth, that sucked on for a few moments aimlessly, and then was quiet in sleep.


			“I could take care of him so that he’d never cry!” she continued to herself, rocking slowly back and forth. “And I could take care of twenty like him—and enjoy it! I believe I’ll go off somewhere and do it. Give Julia a rest. Change of residence, indeed!”


			She rocked and planned, pleased to have her grandson with her, even while asleep.


			Greta had gone out on some errand of her own. The rooms were very quiet. Suddenly the old lady held up her head and sniffed. She rose swiftly to her feet and sprang to the gas jet—no, it was shut off tightly. She went back to the dining-room—all right there.


			“That foolish girl has left the range going and it’s blown out!” she thought, and went to the kitchen. No, the little room was fresh and clean; every burner turned off.


			“Funny! It must come in from the hall.” She opened the door. No, the hall gave only its usual odor of diffused basement. Then the parlor—nothing there. The little alcove called by the renting agent “the music room,” where Julia’s closed piano and violin case stood dumb and dusty—nothing there.


			“It’s in her room—and she’s asleep!” said Mrs. Gordins, senior; and she tried to open the door. It was locked. She knocked—there was no answer; knocked louder—shook it—rattled the knob. No answer.


			Then Mrs. Gordins thought quickly. “It may be an accident, and nobody must know. Frank mustn’t know. I’m glad Greta’s out. I must get in somehow!” She looked at the transom, and the stout rod Frank had himself put up for the portieres Julia loved.


			“I believe I can do it, at a pinch.”


			She was a remarkably active woman of her years, but no memory of earlier gymnastic feats could quite cover the exercise. She hastily brought the step-ladder. From its top she could see in, and what she saw made her determine recklessly.


			Grabbing the pole with small strong hands, she thrust her light frame bravely through the opening, turning clumsily but successfully, and dropping breathlessly and somewhat bruised to the floor, she flew to open the windows and doors.


			When Julia opened her eyes she found loving arms around her, and wise, tender words to soothe and reassure.


			“Don’t say a thing, dearie—I understand. I understand I tell you! Oh, my dear girl—my precious daughter! We haven’t been half good enough to you, Frank and I! But cheer up now—I’ve got the loveliest plan to tell you about! We are going to make a change! Listen now!”


			And while the pale young mother lay quiet, petted and waited on to her heart’s content, great plans were discussed and decided on.


			Frank Gordins was pleased when the baby “outgrew his crying spells.” He spoke of it to his wife.


			“Yes,” she said sweetly. “He has better care.”


			“I knew you’d learn,” said he, proudly.


			“I have!” she agreed. “I’ve learned—ever so much!”


			He was pleased too, vastly pleased, to have her health improve rapidly and steadily, the delicate pink come back to her cheeks, the soft light to her eyes; and when she made music for him in the evening, soft music, with shut doors—not to waken Albert—he felt as if his days of courtship had come again.


			Greta the hammer-footed had gone, and an amazing French matron who came in by the day had taken her place. He asked no questions as to this person’s peculiarities, and did not know that she did the purchasing and planned the meals, meals of such new delicacy and careful variance as gave him much delight. Neither did he know that her wages were greater than her predecessors. He turned over the same sum weekly, and did not pursue details.


			He was pleased also that his mother seemed to have taken a new lease of life. She was so cheerful and brisk, so full of little jokes and stories—as he had known her in his boyhood; and above all she was so free and affectionate with Julia, that he was more than pleased.


			“I tell you what it is!” he said to a bachelor friend. “You fellows don’t know what you’re missing!” And he brought one of them home to dinner—just to show him.


			“Do you do all that on thirty-five a week?” his friend demanded.


			“That’s about it,” he answered proudly.


			“Well, your wife’s a wonderful manager—that’s all I can say. And you’ve got the best cook I ever saw, or heard of, or ate of—I suppose I might say—for five dollars.”


			Mr. Gordins was pleased and proud. But he was neither pleased nor proud when someone said to him, with displeasing frankness, “I shouldn’t think you’d want your wife to be giving music lessons, Frank!”


			He did not show surprise nor anger to his friend, but saved it for his wife. So surprised and so angry was he that he did a most unusual thing—he left his business and went home early in the afternoon. He opened the door of his flat. There was no one in it. He went through every room. No wife; no child; no mother; no servant.


			The elevator boy heard him banging about, opening and shutting doors, and grinned happily. When Mr. Gordins came out Charles volunteered some information.


			“Young Mrs. Gordins is out, Sir; but old Mrs. Gordins and the baby—they’re upstairs. On the roof, I think.”


			Mr. Gordins went to the roof. There he found his mother, a smiling, cheerful nursemaid, and fifteen happy babies.


			Mrs. Gordins, senior, rose to the occasion promptly.


			“Welcome to my baby garden, Frank,” she said cheerfully. “I’m so glad you could get off in time to see it.”


			She took his arm and led him about, proudly exhibiting her sunny roof-garden, her sand-pile, and big, shallow, zinc-lined pool; her flowers and vines, her see-saws, swings, and floor mattresses.


			“You see how happy they are,” she said. “Celia can manage very well for a few moments.” And then she exhibited to him the whole upper flat, turned into a convenient place for many little ones to take their naps or to play in if the weather was bad.


			“Where’s Julia?” he demanded first.


			“Julia will be in presently,” she told him, “by five o’clock anyway. And the mothers come for the babies by then, too. I have them from nine or ten to five.”


			He was silent, both angry and hurt.


			“We didn’t tell you at first, my dear boy, because we knew you wouldn’t like it, and we wanted to make sure it would go well. I rent the upper flat, you see—it is forty dollars a month, same as ours—and pay Celia five dollars a week, and pay Dr. Holbrook downstairs the same for looking over my little ones every day. She helped me to get them, too. The mothers pay me three dollars a week each, and don’t have to keep a nursemaid. And I pay ten dollars a week board to Julia, and still have about ten of my own.”


			“And she gives music lessons?”


			“Yes, she gives music lessons, just as she used to. She loves it, you know. You must have noticed how happy and well she is now—haven’t you? And so am I. And so is Albert. You can’t feel very badly about a thing that makes us all happy, can you?”


			Just then Julia came in, radiant from a brisk walk, fresh and cheery, a big bunch of violets at her breast.


			“Oh, Mother,” she cried, “I’ve got tickets and we’ll all go to hear Melba—if we can get Celia to come in for the evening.”


			She saw her husband, and a guilty flush rose to her brow as she met his reproachful eyes.


			“Oh, Frank!” she begged, her arms around his neck. “Please don’t mind! Please get used to it! Please be proud of us! Just think, we’re all so happy, and we earn about a hundred dollars a week—all of us together. You see I have Mother’s ten to add to the house money, and twenty or more of my own!”


			They had a long talk together that evening, just the two of them. She told him, at last, what a danger had hung over them—how near it came.


			“And Mother showed me the way out, Frank. The way to have my mind again—and not lose you! She is a different woman herself now that she has her heart and hands full of babies. Albert does enjoy it so! And you’ve enjoyed it—till you found it out!


			“And dear—my own love—I don’t mind it now at all! I love my home, I love my work, I love my mother, I love you. And as to children—I wish I had six!”


			He looked at her flushed, eager, lovely face, and drew her close to him.


			“If it makes all of you as happy as that,” he said, “I guess I can stand it.”


			And in after years he was heard to remark, “This being married and bringing up children is as easy as can be—when you learn how!”


			Mrs. Elder’s Idea


			


			DID YOU ever repeat a word or phrase so often that it lost all meaning to you?


			Did you ever eat at the same table, of the same diet, till the food had no taste to you?


			Did you ever feel a sudden overmastering wave of revolt against the ceaseless monotony of your surroundings till you longed to escape anywhere at any cost?


			That was the way Mrs. Elder felt on this gray, muggy morning, toward the familiar objects about her dining room, the familiar dishes on the table, even, for the moment, at the familiar figure at the other end of it.


			It was Mr. Elder’s idea of a pleasant breakfast to set up his preferred newspaper against the water pitcher, and read it as long as he could continue eating and drinking. Other people were welcome to do the same, he argued; he had no objection. It is true that there was but one newspaper.


			Mrs. Elder was a woman naturally chatty, but skilled in silence. One cannot long converse with an absorbed opposing countenance which meets one’s choicest anecdote, some minutes after the event, with a testy “What’s that?”


			She sat still, stirring her cool coffee, waiting to ring for it, hot, when he wanted more, and studying his familiar outlines with a dull fascination. She knew every line and tint, every curve and angle, every wrinkle in the loose-fitting coat, every moderate change in expression. They were only moderate, nowadays. Never any more did she see the looks she remembered so well, over twenty years ago; looks of admiration, of approval, of interest, of desire to please; looks with a deep kindling fire in them—


			“I would thou wert either cold or hot,” she was half consciously repeating to herself.


			O yes, he was kind to her in most things; he was fond of her, even, she could admit that. He missed her, when she was not there, or would miss her—she seldom had a chance to test it. They had no quarrel, no complaint against each other; only a long, slow cooling, as of lava beds; the gradual evaporation of a fine fervor; that process of torpid, tepid, mutual accommodation which is complacently referred to by the worldly wise as “settling down.”


			“Had she no children?” will demand those whose psychological medicine closets hold but a few labels.


			“For a Woman: A Husband, Home and Children. Good for whatever ails her.


			“For a Man: Success, Money, A Good Wife.


			“For a Child: Proper Care, Education, A Good Bringing Up.”


			There are no other persons to be doctored, and no other remedies.


			Now Mrs. Elder had had children, four, fulfilling the formula announced by Mr. Grant Allen, some years since, that each couple must have four children, merely to preserve the balance of the population; two to replace their parents, and two to die. Two of hers had accordingly, died; and two, living, were now ready to replace their parents; that is they were grown up.


			Theodore was of age, and had gone into business already, at a distance. Alice was of age, too; the lesser age allowed the weaker vessel, and also away from home. She was staying with an aunt in Boston, a wealthy aunt who insisted in maintaining her in luxury; but the girl insisted equally upon studying at the Institute of Technology, and threatened an early departure into the proud freedom of self support.


			Mrs. Elder was fond of children, but these young persons were not children any more. She would have been glad to continue her ministrations; but however motherhood may seek to prolong its period of usefulness, childhood is evanescent; and youth, modern youth, serenely rebellious. The cycle which is supposed to so perfectly round out a woman’s life, was closed for the present.


			Mr. Elder projected a cup, without looking at it, or her; and Mrs. Elder rang, poured his coffee, modified it to his liking, and handed it back to him. She even took a fresh cup for herself, but found she did not want it.


			There was a heavier shadow than usual between them this morning. As a general thing there was not a real cloud, only the bluish mist of distance in thick air; but now they had had a “difference,” a decided difference.


			Mr. Elder’s concerns in life had never been similiar to his wife’s. She had tried, as is held to be the duty of wives, to interest herself in his, but with only a measurable success. Her own preferences had never amounted to more than topics of conversation, to him, and distasteful topics, at that. What was the use of continually talking about things, if you could not have them and ought not to want to?


			She loved the city, thick and bustling, the glitter and surge of the big shops with their kaleidoscope exhibition of color and style, that changed even as you looked.


			Her fondness for shopping was almost a passion; to her an unending delight; to him, a silly vice.


			This attitude was reversed in the matter of tobacco; to him, an unending delight; to her, a silly vice.


			They had had arguments upon these lines, but that was years ago.


			One of the reasons for Mrs. Elder’s hard-bitted silence was Mr. Elder’s extreme dislike of argument. Why argue, when you could not help yourself? that was his position; and not to be able to help herself was hers. How could she shop, to any advantage, when they lived an hour from town, and she had to ask for money to go with, or at least for money to shop with.


			Just once in her life had Mrs. Elder had an orgy of shopping. A widowed aunt of Mr. Elder, who had just paid them a not too agreeable visit, surprised her beyond words with a Christmas present of a hundred dollars. “It is conditional,” she said grimly, holding the amazing yellow-backed treasure in her bony and somewhat purple hand. “You’re not to tell Herbert a word about it till it’s spent. You’re to go in town, early in January, some day when the sales are on, and spend it all. And half of it you’re to spend on yourself. Promise, now.”


			Mrs. Elder had promised, but the last condition was a little stretched. She swore she had wanted the movable electric drop light and the little music machine, but Herbert and the children seemed to use them more than she did. Anyhow she had a day’s shopping, which was the solace of barren years.


			She liked the theatre, too, but that had been so wholly out of the question for so long that it did not trouble her, much.


			As for Mr. Elder, he had to work in the city to maintain his family, but what he liked above everything else was the country; the real, wild, open country, where you could count your visible neighbors on your fingers, and leave them, visible, but not audible. They had compromised for twenty-two years, by living in Highvale, which was enough like a city to annoy him, and enough like the country to annoy her. She hated the country, it “got on her nerves.”


			Which brings us to the present difference between them.


			Theodore being grown up and earning his living; Alice being well on the way to it, and a small expense at present; Mr. Elder had concluded that his financial resources would allow of the realization of his fondest hope—retirement. A real retirement, not only officially, from business, and its hated environment; but physically, into the remote and lonely situation which his soul loved. So he had sold his business and bought a farm.


			They had talked about it all last evening; at least she had. Mr. Elder, as has been stated, was not much of a talker. He had seemed rather more preoccupied than usual during dinner; possibly he did realize in a dim way that the change would be extremely unwelcome to his wife. Then as they settled down to their usual quiet evening, wherein he was supremely comfortable in house-coat, slippers, cigars of the right sort, the books he loved, and a good light at the left back corner of his leather-cushioned chair; and wherein she read as long as she could stand it, sewed as long as she could stand it, and talked as long as he could stand it.


			This time, he had, after strengthening himself with a preliminary cigar, heaved a sigh, and faced the inevitable.


			“Oh, Grace,” he said, laying down his book, as if this was a minor incident which had just occurred to him, “I’ve sold out the business.”


			She dropped her work, and looked at him, startled. He went on, wishing to make all clear at once—he did hate discussion.


			“Given up for good. It don’t cost us much to live, now the children are practically off our hands. You know I’ve always hated office work; it’s a great relief to be done with it, I assure you. . . . And I’ve bought that farm on Warren Hill. . . . We’ll move out by October. I’d have left it till Spring—but I had a splendid chance to sell—and then I didn’t dare wait lest I lose the farm. . . . No use keeping up two places. . . . Our lease is out in October, you know.”


			He had left little gaps of silence between these blows, not longer than those required to heave up the axe for its full swing; and when he finished Mrs. Elder felt as if her head verily rolled in the basket. She moistened her lips, and looked at him rather piteously, saying nothing at first. She could not say anything.


			He arose from the easy depth of the chair, and came round the table, giving her a cursory kiss, and a reassuring pat on the shoulder.


			“I know you won’t like it at first, Grace, but it will do you good—good for your nerves—open air—rest—and a garden. You can have a lovely garden—and” (this was a carefully thought out boon, really involving some intent of sacrifice) “and company, in summer. Have your friends come out!”


			He sat down again feeling that the subject had been fully, fairly and finally discussed. She thought differently. There arose in her a slow, boiling flood of long-suppressed rebellion. He could speak like this—he could do a thing like that—and she was expected to say “Yes, Herbert” to what amounted to penal servitude for life—to her.


			But the habit of a score of years is strong, to say nothing of the habit of several scores of centuries, and out of that surging sea of resistance came only fatuous protests, and inefficacious pleas.


			Mr. Elder had been making up his mind to take this step for many years, and it was now a fact accomplished. He had decided that it would be good for his wife even if she did not like it; and that conviction gave him added strength.


			Against this formidable front of fact and theory she had nothing to advance save a pathetic array of likes and dislikes; feeble neglected things, weak from disuse. But he had generously determined to “let her talk it out” for that one evening; so she had talked from hour to hour—till she had at last realized that all this talk reached nowhere—the thing was done.


			A dull cloud oppressed her dreams; she woke with a sense of impending calamity, and as the remembrance grew, into awakening pain. There was constraint between them at the breakfast table; a cold response from her when he went, with a fine effect of being cheerful and affectionate; and then Mrs. Elder was left alone to consider her future.


			She was a woman of forty-two, in excellent health, and would have been extremely good-looking if she could have “dressed the part.” Some women look best in evening dress, some in house gowns, some in street suits; the last was her kind.


			She gave her orders for the day listlessly, noting with weary patience the inefficiency of the suburban maid, and then suddenly thinking of how much worse the servant question would become on Warren Hill.


			“Perhaps he expects me to do the housework,” she grimly remarked to herself. “And have company. Company!”


			As a matter of fact, Mrs. Elder did not enjoy household visitors. They were to her a care, an added strain upon her housekeeping skill. Her idea of company was “seeing people”; the chance meeting in the street, the friendly face in a theatre crowd, the brisk easily-ended chatter of a “call,” and now and then a real party—where one could dance. Should she ever dance again?


			Mrs. Elder always considered it a special providence that brought Mrs. Gaylord, a neighbor, in to see her that day; and with her a visiting friend, Mrs. MacAvelly, rather a silent person, but sympathetic and suggestive. Mrs. Gaylord was profusely interested and even angry at Mr. Elder’s heartlessness, as she called it; but Mrs. MacAvelly had merely assisted in the conversation, by gentle references to this and that story, book and play. Had she seen this? Had she read that? Did she think so and so was right to do what she did?


			After they left, Mrs. Elder went down town, and bought a magazine or two which had been mentioned, and got a book from the little library.


			She read, she was amazed, shocked, fascinated; she read more, and after a week of this inoculation, a strange light dawned upon her mind, quite suddenly and clearly.


			“Why not?” she said to herself. And again, “Why not?” Even in the night she woke and lay smiling, while heavy breathing told of sleep beside her; saying inwardly, “Why not?”


			It was only the end of August; there was a month yet.


			She made plans, rapidly but quietly; consulting at length with several of her friends in Highvale, women with large establishments, large purses, and profoundly domestic tastes.


			Mrs. Gaylord was rapturously interested, introducing her to other friends, and Mrs. MacAvelly wrote a little note from the city, mentioning several more; from more than one of these came large encouragement.


			She wrote to her daughter also, and her son, whose business brought him to Boston that season. They had a talk in the soft-colored little parlor; Mrs. Elder smiling, flushed, eager and excited as a girl, as she announced her plans, under pledge of strictest secrecy.


			“I don’t care whether you agree or not!” she stoutly proclaimed. “But I’m going to do it. And you mustn’t say one word. He never said a word till it was all done.”


			None the less she looked a little anxiously at Theodore. He soon reassured her. “Bully for you, Mama,” he said. “You look about sixteen! Go ahead—I’ll back you up.”


			Alice was profoundly pleased.


			“How perfectly splendid, Mama! I’m so proud of you! What glorious times we’ll have, won’t we just?” And they discussed her plans with enthusiasm and glee.


			Toward the middle of September Mr. Elder, immersed though he was in frequent visits to that idol of his heart, the farm, began to notice the excitement in his wife’s manner. “I hope you’re not tiring yourself too much, packing,” he said, and added, quite affectionately, “You won’t hate it so much after a while, my dear.”


			“No, I won’t,” she admitted, with an ambiguous smile. “I think I might even like it, a little while, in Summer.”


			About the twentieth of the month she made up her mind to tell him, finding it harder than she had anticipated in the first proud moments of determination.


			It was evening again, and he had settled luxuriously into his big chair, surrounded by The Country Gentleman, The Fruit-Grower, and The Breeder and Sportsman. She let him have one cigar, and then—“Herbert.”


			He was a moment or two in answering—coming up from the depths of his studies in “The Profits of Making Honey” with appropriate slowness. “Yes, Grace, what is it?”


			“I am not going with you to the farm.”


			He smiled a little wearily. “Oh, yes you are, my dear; don’t make a fuss about the inevitable.”


			She flushed at that and gathered courage. “I have made other arrangements,” she said calmly. “I am going to board in Boston. I’ve rented a furnished floor. Theodore is going to hire one room, and Alice one. And we take our meals out. She is to have a position this year. They both approve——” She hesitated a moment, and added breathlessly, “I’m to be a professional shopper! I’ve got a lot of orders ahead. I can see my way half through the season already!”


			She paused. So did he. He was not good at talking. “You seem to have it all arranged,” he said drily.


			“I have,” she eagerly agreed. “It’s all planned out.”


			“Where do I come in?” he asked, after a little.


			She took him seriously. “There is plenty of room for you, dear, and you’ll always be welcome. You might like it awhile—in Winter.”


			This time it was Mr. Elder who spent some hours in stating his likes and dislikes; but she explained how easily he could hire some one to pack and move for him—and how much happier he would be, when once well settled on the farm.


			“You can get a nice housekeeper you see—for I shan’t be costing you anything now!”


			“I’m going to town next week,” she added, “and we hope to see you by Christmas, at latest.”


			They did.


			They had an unusually happy Christmas, and an unusually happy Summer following. From sullen rage, Mr. Elder, in serene rural solitude, simmered down to a grieved state of mind. When he did come to town, he found an eagerly delighted family; and a wife so roguishly young, so attractively dressed, so vivacious and happy and amusing, that the warmth of a sudden Indian Summer fell upon his heart.


			Alice and Theodore chuckled in corners. “Just see Papa making love to Mama! Isn’t it impressive?”


			Mrs. Elder was certainly much impressed by it; and Mr. Elder found that two half homes and half a happy wife, were really more satisfying than one whole home, and a whole unhappy wife, withering in discontent.


			In her new youth and gaiety of spirit, and her half-remorseful tenderness for him, she grew ever more desirable, and presently the Elder family maintained a city flat and a country home; and spent their happy years between them.


			Freed


			


			SUDDENLY, AND without warning, there fell upon the world a calamity unparalleled. As strange chemicals seek out and destroy certain alien cells among our tissues, without injuring the organism, so on the mind of humanity was worked a spell and also on that frozen mass of brain stuff we call books. A night of blind stress and turmoil, dread nightmare and rending dreams, gave way to the strange daylight of a disordered world.


			Women woke and turned to touch their husbands, with a sense of terror and uncertainty, for in their minds were wide blank spaces, and what remained stayed disconnected.


			Men sat barefoot on the bed’s edge, their hands to their foreheads, groping for something that had gone. Their memories were as a puzzle picture of which most of the pieces are lost. Only young children showed no change, their fresh minds happily discharged of the least loved part of their scant contents.


			The cities buzzed with blind excitement, depleted libraries yawned bookless, save for the department of science, a few works of fiction, humor and scattered poems. The halls of records were empty; deeds and mortgages had disappeared; securities, stocks, bonds, all the paper representatives of fortune were gone completely. Not only were they gone from sight, but from the mind. From the world without and the world within had utterly vanished The Past.


			Save, indeed, the practical knowledge of our accumulated years, and its visible fruits. All that we had learned of science, of biology and chemistry, astronomy and physics, with an anthropology and ethnology that stopped before history began; with physical geography, but not political;—these remained in the printed page and the stored knowledge within.


			Also there remained the work of our hands, so far as it was serviceable to mankind, but all the mighty munitions of war, the forts, armories and battleships, were obliterated from the world. But the fruits of all our long-grown crafts and trades remained, things builded and moulded and woven and spun, and the knowledge and skill to continue them. And of the works of art, some remained, those most true and vital, but many had vanished. Yet there lived the soul of the artist, his love and his power, and the craft of his hand. So that every workman knew his trade, and the world’s necessary functions were not destroyed.


			Now the human mind rose like a freed bird, and soared gaily, for it was lightened of the Burden of Time, yet retained all its intelligence, new powered. Then was this mind of man full of strange vigor, lifting and stretching itself in easy freedom, relieved of all prejudice, all superstition, all ancient dogma and tradition, all past history and economics and turned full and fair upon the Facts of Life To-day. And it saw all about it such marks of waste and folly that it was amazed, and such swift and easy means of making all go well that it sprang to its task rejoicing.


			Then all the neighboring races of the world—and each race is neighbor to the next—found themselves annoyed and hindered in their undertakings by the Barriers of Speech. “It is evident,” they said, jumping the blank ages from prehistoric ethnology to the conditions about them, “that peoples have diverged, and established themselves separately during many years. But how could they have maintained separate languages when it caused so much trouble in their business?” For the business of the world went on, the real business whereby food was distributed, and clothing made and children taught, and people carried hither and thither, and new truths discovered and made public, and beauty given to the world.


			And the neighboring races, having nothing in their minds against one another, and no record of any previous quarrel, found themselves to be all people together, the People of the Earth. And they rapidly established a common language, and used it, and their exchange of commodities increased, and they served one another by reason of their diversities in natural products and in gifts.


			Nevertheless, many persons were thrown out of employment; all those who had lived backward, burrowing into the past, learning and teaching always of that which used to be—these found themselves with blank minds and empty hands, and were forthwith compelled to learn new matter of available use. Also those whose position in the world had rested solely on their ancestors, found themselves now footless and roofless, existing without reason or excuse, having no merit nor standing whatsoever. And of nations, also, those which had lived by exhibiting ruins, and boasting of what their forbears had accomplished, now found themselves as much at sea as the daughter of a hundred nothings. They were in the world, and must needs make good, with their own hands and brains, so they fell to work forthwith, their eyes fixed perforce upon the future.


			But the greatest hardship fell on that large class of helpless persons whose knowledge and skill was of no use to any one, and who had lived heretofore only by virtue of those Paper Representatives of Fortune, which were utterly gone. As all knowledge of them was gone also, these persons were eyed askance by the others, who considered curiously why such had been kept alive in fine raiment: and they themselves, having now untrammeled minds, marveled at their own existence. These must now do something for others in order to induce others to serve them, and as their capacity was small, so was their reward.


			But the glory of the new day came to that vast bulk of the world, in whose minds had been little of this knowledge of the past, save indeed in its worst part. Race prejudice they had felt, class prejudice, sex prejudice and all the world old limitations of the ancient religions.


			In their minds was no longer one of those old barriers, in their hands was the skill which keeps the world alive, and in their hearts the love which grows by service. These were now free, as an Atlas, erect, the world lightly carried upon one arm, and their work was recognized as the basis of all our life, so that they were honored and rewarded highly.


			Then all those whose eyes were on the future, all Seers, Teachers and Builders of a Better Day, rose up like giants refreshed, and poured forth the light that was in them. And men said, “Why not?” for all those things which had blinded them and held them back were gone from the world.


			So they applied the full strength of the human intellect to the practical problem of life untrammeled by the mistakes of many dead men, and met with no real difficulties, the obstacles which had hindered the world so long were gone. So that there arose a new art, rich and wide, and literature was re-born, coming forth with glad breaths, as one released from beneath a mile-deep mountain of rubbish. And the critics were unable to criticise, for there were no standards.


			Then rose the massive intellect of China, supplied itself in five years’ time with the working knowledge of science and mechanics, freed its crippled women, and found the natural reverence of the male for the female shone forth anew when the Load of a Thousand Lies was lifted from it. With their intelligence, their industry and their enormous wealth of natural resources, they set their millions at a glorious task, re-soiling and re-foresting their long prostituted land. And the rivers ran clear and steady through singing groves in green fields, and China’s Sorrow became a Living Joy.


			Also their women, free and wise, said: “This land has been choked with people. Now the number of the people is for us to say. There shall be only enough for health and happiness and prosperity in all the land.”


			And all the women in the world, free, proud, strong, saw with new eyes the duty of women, and re-populated the earth with a clean people, holding their numbers within reason.


			And all over the world, the mind of man turned to the thought of God, as it does by nature. And being free from the Load of a Thousand Lies they sought and found, knowing God at work and gladly doing the Work of God.


			The Lady Oyster


			


			THE LADY oyster sat tight where she had sat before, fastened down.


			Nothing ever moved her, and she herself had no means of locomotion; but she felt, as far as she could feel, an ineffable, a transcendent satisfaction.


			Through her pulsed the forces of the universe. She lived, and she gave life. She could not see nor hear nor taste nor smell, but she could feel—when anything touched her. She could not speak nor move; she could not creep, walk, run, jump, climb nor fly; float, swim nor dive; nor even wriggle into the mud like a clam.


			Still she could and did produce Three Million Eggs.


			She had fulfilled the law of her being, the process of maternity. She was an Oyster, and she had made more Oysters.


			“But,” said a Captious Crab, which could at least move, albeit sideways, “what good does it do you, or them? They won’t live—your three millions. Things will eat them—all of them. If one lives you have done well.”


			“Yes,” said the Lady Oyster, “I have done well! It is nothing to me what happens to them afterward. I have done my duty. I have produced eggs, Three Million Eggs. I am a Mother!”


			And she remained a Happy Oyster.


			The Lady Mud-wasp was very busy. She was no oyster. She was brisk, skillful, and extremely active. She was stimulated to complex industry, and performed amazing deeds. She made a hole, a neat deep little hole, and lined it with her dainty eggs, fine handsome numerous eggs. She secured a caterpillar, a particular kind of a caterpillar, fat and healthy. She stung him, with delicate precision, in exactly the right spot, so that he was paralyzed but not dead.


			She covered up the neat hole, the elegant eggs, the crippled caterpillar, and pranced in pride and satisfaction, flirting her shining slim body about, quite happy. She had fulfilled the law of her being, the process of maternity. She was a Mud-Wasp, and she had made more Mud-Wasps.


			“But,” said a Benevolent Bee, who was quite an authority on feeding children though not herself a mother, “what good does it do you, or them? Look, a bird has eaten your caterpillar—your little larvæ will all starve.”


			She failed to jar the lady’s complacency.


			“It is nothing to me,” said Mrs. Mud-Wasp, “what happens to them after the hole is filled and closed. I have done my duty. I made the hole, I laid the eggs. I captured the caterpillar, paralyzed it, and buried it properly for my children to eat. I have fulfilled the law of my being, the marvelous processes of nature. I am a Mother.”


			And she remained a Merry Mud-Wasp.


			The Lady Sheep was almost excited, for it was lambing time. She had successfully brought forth a lamb. She had recognized it and undertaken its maintenance. It wobbled on its long little legs, it waggled its long little tail, it butted and nuzzled its mamma, and she fed it with sweet milk. She was very happy. Her lamb was visibly superior to all other lambs, and she had produced this wonder. She had fulfilled the law of her being, the processes of maternity. She was a Sheep, and she had made another Sheep.


			“But,” said the Skeptical Skunk, “what good does it do you, or him? Presently they will cut his waggle tail off. Continually they will cut his curly wool off. Ultimately they will cut his helpless throat.”


			“That,” said the Lady Sheep, “is nothing to me. I have done my duty. I have fulfilled the processes of nature, the law of my being, I have produced a lamb. A living lamb, I have nourished it from my own body, a miracle of nature. I am a mother.”


			And she remained a Satisfied Sheep.


			The Lovely Lady lay in her bed, as so often described in fiction, “pale but proud, exhausted but happy.” She had achieved a Husband, established a Home, brought forth a Child. With her human intellect, she considered the child, its years of infancy, and all that she was still to do for it. Her heart swelled with joy and thanksgiving in what she had done, and what she was about to do. With her human intellect, she was able to see and to venerate the long majestic interplay of vital forces which had resulted in this consummate act. With all allied processes, social, civil and domestic, she had fulfilled the law of her being, the process of maternity. She was Human Creature, and she had brought forth another Human Creature.


			“But,” said an Audacious Aunt, who was also a trained nurse, a skilled kindergartner, and a student of sociology, “what good does it do you or him? Women have done this in Africa, in China, in India, for thousands upon thousands of years, with no progress. Merely to repeat the type does not necessarily improve it. Merely to put more people into the world does not make them safer, stronger, wiser, happier. Your child will grow up among deserts of ignorance, forests of prejudice; surrounded by dangers and temptations; he may be poor, he may be sick, he may be vicious, he may suffer abominably; he may find life a burden and a puzzle, confusion and despair. He may be rich and successful, and oppress the people. He may be a Genius with no Opportunity, a Worker with no Work.


			“Wake up, sister, and consider what humanity needs, besides being born and reared. Think of the world your children have to live in. Think of the diseases we die under, unnecessarily; the sins we suffer under, unnecessarily; the poverty that degrades us all, the riches that corrupt us all, the wasteful, foolish, wicked way we all live. Rouse up and do something for your children, after they are reared—and for other people’s children. Do something to make life better!”


			“That,” said the Lovely Lady, “is nothing to me. I have done my duty. I have a Layette, a Bassinet, and a Baby. I have fulfilled the processes of nature, the law of my being. With love and care and patient toil, religiously and legally and with perfect propriety I have brought forth; with good health if possible, and with clean clothes and good manners in any event, I now will rear, a child. I am a mother.”


			And she remained a mother, and poets made verses in her honor.


			But the Audacious Aunt said, “Huh! So is an Oyster!”


			Improving on Nature


			


			MOTHER NATURE had been dozing. She had worked very hard and brought up most of her children, until Man, the youngest, had learned to walk and to feed himself; and then the old lady thought she could safely take a nap.


			She dozed and dozed, while a few thousands of years flitted by, and finally woke up with a start.


			There was quite a noise going on. Man, it appeared, had grown somewhat; indeed, he imagined he was really grown up, and had been managing things to suit himself for a long time.


			He made a good deal of the noise himself but that never would have awakened Mother Nature; all the large he-creatures made a noise; she was used to that.


			This was different; it was something she had never heard before since anything could squeak; it was a sort of screaming sound, made by the woman.


			“Dear me! Dear me!” said Mother Nature, gazing about her in surprise. “Well, I never did!” And she never had; no other of her females had ever cried for help.


			“Goodness me!” said the old lady in rising anger. “Come here at once and tell me what it’s all about.”


			Then Man came readily enough and explained to her that his female was behaving in an abominable and unheard-of manner, and that he should really have to be severe with her if she did not cease.


			“What’s she trying to do?” asked Mother Nature.


			“She’s trying to be a man!” he protested, “and it’s against nature.”


			“It is indeed!” said the old lady. “I never heard of such goings-on in all the millions of years I’ve been doing business. Where is she? Why doesn’t she speak for herself?”


			Then Man exhibited with fond pride the female of the species, and she was a plump, pink little person; hobbled, stilted, and profusely decorated, she approached Mother Nature, and that aged parent laughed till she cried and then laughed again.


			“Why are you so little?” she demanded.


			“He likes us that way,” answered the female. “He would only marry the little ones.”


			“And why are you so weak?”


			“He likes us that way. He keeps us shut up in houses and tied up in clothes, and says it isn’t proper for us to do anything to develop strength, and he only marries the weak ones.”


			“And why are you so meek?”


			“He likes us that way. He says it is proper for us to be meek, and improper for us even to use strong language—much more strong action. He only marries the meek ones.”


			“And what on earth are you doing with all these tail-­feathers? Don’t you know that tail-feathers and manes and crests and wattles and all those decorative appendages are masculine sex characteristics?”


			“He likes us that way; he only marries the decorated ones.”


			“I never heard such talk!” said Mother Nature. “What business has he to do the choosing? That is your place, my dear, and has been since you was a cirriped. Picks out the little weak timid ones, does he? And what does he inherit then?”


			“He is as you see him,” replied the female. And Mother Nature looked at him and shook her head sadly.


			“This is what comes of neglecting one’s business,” said she. “Now, look here, Man! Why have you done this?”


			Then Man began to explain to Mother Nature how much better he understood this business than she did.


			“You see it is all in a nut-shell,” said he. “She is a female, and that’s all there is to it!”


			“Oho!” said she. “You call that a female, do you!”


			“Certainly it is a female!” said he. “And the female must be small and weak and foolish and timid and inefficient—because she is a female. That,” said he, pompously, “is the Law of Nature!”


			Mother Nature flushed up to her eternal hair.


			“You dare!” she said. You dare to call that a Law of Nature! Look here, son!” Then she hastily summoned before him a few of her females; and he saw the careful female cirriped with a few microscopic parasitic males tucked away in the crevices of her person; and the terrible female mantis, tearing her persevering little lover limb from limb; and the economical female spider, eating up her little husband; and the watchful female bee, only using one among a swarm of would-be mates, and that one dying when his mission was accomplished; while all the rest died without accomplishing anything.


			She showed him the female eagle and osprey and hawk, larger and stronger than their males; and the female stork and swan and swallow—migrating their long sky-miles beside their mates.


			She showed him the female cat, defending her young against their greedy father; the female fox and wolf and bear; leopard and tiger and lion—as fierce, as clever, as skilful and ravenous as their wild mates.


			“Now, then, young man!” she said, still sputtering with rage. “You that are so conversant with the Laws of Nature! Be so kind as to pick me out a female to suit your definition—‘small and weak and timid and foolish and inefficient!’ And if these don’t suit you, just name one that does—and I’ll send for her!”


			And the great lean lioness stretched out a heavy paw at him; the tigress opened her red jaws at him; the vixen sniffed disdainfully at him; even the little mantis sat up tall and twiddled her mandibles at him.


			And Man clung rather closely to the skirts of Mother Nature, and admitted that these did not seem to agree with his ideas of females.


			“But mine is higher!” he said, and held himself erect with renewed pride. “She is finer and nobler. She is sacred to maternity!”


			Mother Nature looked at him dubiously, and then at the weak-legged toddling thing in the hobble-skirt.


			“That a sacred mother?” she demanded. “Does she bear many strong children, easily, successfully?”


			Man admitted that she had but a few and that he had to help her as a physician.


			“Hm!” said Mother Nature. “Your super-mother has to have assistance to begin with. Does she suckle her children successfully?”


			Man admitted that he had to help her, as a manufacturer of infant foods.


			“Hm!” said Mother Nature. “Does she provide food, shelter, defence, for her children—like these others?”


			Man admitted that he did all this himself; he had to—she was so busy.


			“Hm!” said Mother Nature. “Does she teach them all that is needed to carry on the race?”


			Man admitted that so far he had invented and managed education.


			“Hm!” said Mother Nature. “Will you explain to me wherein this pretty pet of yours is a better mother than her ancestors?”


			But while he hesitated she lifted her head and listened.


			“Look here!” she said to him. “I still hear that noise. This isn’t the one that was screaming!”


			“No, indeed!” said the high-heeled pet. “I wanted to tell you that. I don’t complain. I have all these decorations, and nothing much to do, and no children to speak of. My weakness is my power, you see. At least I know on which side my bread is buttered!”


			But Mother Nature swept her aside. “You wretched little travesty!” she said. “You weak little imitation of a parasitic he-cirriped and a peacock! Out of my way—let me see the real ones!”


			And she stood up and looked far and wide at the female of the human race. She called to her a tall, lean, savage African woman; a sturdy, straight-backed woman of the hill-tribes of India, bearing great stones upon her head; a vigorous, big-armed German peasant woman; a free-limbed athletic En­glish woman; a swift, agile, competent western woman from America; and all of these were big and strong and brave and wise and efficient.


			“Are these females?” she demanded of him. And he perceived that each one of them had her children with her, so he could not deny it.


			“Where is the child of your pet?” asked Mother Nature. “Has she it there behind her?” But all the pet had behind her was a little yapping dog on a string; and she burst into tears.


			Then Man was enraged, that Nature should dare to find fault with the work of his hands. He held up his head in pride.


			“I love my pet,” he said. “I made her like this. I prefer her like this. By careful selection and education I have made the kind of woman I like.”


			“I see,” said Mother Nature thoughtfully. “With all nature behind you for example, and all womanhood around you for illustration, you deliberately chose to evolve this work of art! It shows, my son, how utterly unfit you are to do the choosing.”


			Then Mother Nature turned to the women who were making the noise.


			“Come, come, children,” said she, “you do not have to make all this fuss. Develop your brains and muscles; earn your own livings; be bought by no man; and choose the kind with which you wish to replenish the earth. He has created the kind of woman he liked—and a pretty poor job he’s made of it. Now do you resume your natural function of choosing—and make the kind of man you like—that is your especial duty to the race.”


			But the man raised a fearful outcry.


			“This is an outrage against nature!” he cried. “Is not this the woman that God gave me? Is not this my female?”


			“Tut, tut, son!” said Mother Nature, now quite calm again, and even a little sorry for him since he was about to lose his pet. “I can’t say about that donation, but I do know that she is not your female—you are her male! Go study your biology!”


			And Nature began to pay attention to business again, rather regretting her nap.


			Their House


			


			MR. WATERSON’S house was small, owing to the smallness of his income, but it was clean, most violently and meticulously clean, owing to the proficiency of Mrs. Waterson as a housekeeper.


			Mrs. Waterson, in Mr. Waterson’s house, presented at times the appearance of an Admiral commanding a catboat; at other times she resembled that strictly localized meteorological disturbance, a tempest in a teapot. While her children were young they had furnished something of an outlet for her energies. They were nice children, quiet like their father, conscientious like their mother, of good constitutions, and not difficult to “raise.” But she had “raised” them by main force none the less, and during their nonage Mr. Waterson had some peace in his house. He had no room of course, nor thought of claiming any, but in such small space as was temporarily allowed him he could read—sometimes.


			Now the youngest boy had gone into business, and the youngest girl had suddenly married, using discretion in choice, and developing unexpected obstinacy in carrying out her decision. It is difficult to enforce authority upon a captive whose disobedience means escape.


			“You were married at sixteen yourself, mother,” said Jennie junior, and took herself off.


			So Mrs. Waterson at the age of thirty-nine was left to concentrate her abundant efficiency upon her home and her husband. The house submitted perforce, wearing a cowed and submissive look, with its window-shades drawn to the line, its parlor darkened, its floors scrubbed, swept, or drastically washed, according to their nature. Mr. Waterson also submitted—one cannot blame one’s wife for being a good housekeeper, even a too good housekeeper.


			He was a just man, and a kind one, and so thoroughly imbued with the conviction that woman’s place is the home that he never dreamed of criticizing the way in which his wife filled it. Yet if ever a man was unhappy without knowing it, it was John Waterson. His was a studious soul, with the scholar’s love of quiet and indifference to dust. He was fitted for high-ceilinged, long-windowed, book-walled libraries, looking out on peaceful lawns, deep-shaded. He liked plenty of room about him, not only for books and papers, but for his personal collections and instruments, and for certain small experiments. Secretly he fostered ambitions for scientific research. Yet all the room he had at his command was one bookcase in the parlor, an oak desk in the attic, and the somewhat begrudged use of the dining-room table after the red cloth was on and the lamp lit, with the condition that he must clean up before going to bed. As for bedroom space, he had his half the bed, less than half the closet, and two drawers in the bureau, the under ones. As Mrs. Waterson liked the window shut and he liked it open, as she wanted more bedclothing than he by a pair of blankets, as she liked to go to bed early and he late, they compromised by half-opening the window, dividing the blankets longitudinally, one lying awake or the other being waked up—and were both patiently uncomfortable.


			Now that the children were gone, there was really room for him if either of them had thought of having separate apartments, but they never did. The long-cramped Mrs. Waterson eagerly arranged her daughter’s chamber as a “spare room,” decked it with all their best, and shut it up. The boys’ room was only an attic anyhow and now became a much needed place of storage for Mr. Waterson’s “clutter,” as she called it. He called it, in his secret heart, his “study,” but it was only an attic, hot in summer and cold in winter.


			“We ought to have a bigger house, Jennie,” he observed one night, as he had done many times before.


			“Well,” said Mrs. Waterson, faithfully inserting the we to take the edge off her remark, “when we can afford a bigger house we’ll have it.”


			She was standing by the bureau combing her thick brown hair, while he lay there, wide awake and a little rebellious, watching her. Of course he could have sat up later, but there were so many directions to remember about the lamp and the stove and the window and to put up all his papers, and not to stumble on the stairs and waken her—which he knew he should infallibly do—that he preferred to come to bed and be done with it.


			Hair is beautiful upon the head, smooth-coiled or softly flowing, and Mrs. Waterson had “a fine suit of hair,” but he never quite enjoyed the prosaic motions, swift and monotonous, with which she combed out the tangles, brushed it smooth, and braided it neatly for the night. When she cleaned the comb and wound the thin wisp of loose hairs around her fingers he always felt a sense of distaste—though he had never admitted it to himself. If she felt somewhat the same when he set his lean jaw askew to meet the razor, and masked his features in lather, or when the human form divine was in the ignominious attitude of pulling on a shirt, she never admitted it either. They had no complaint to make of one another, these good people. She was an irreproachable wife, albeit somewhat wearing, as good women often are; he was a model husband, though not preeminently successful as a “provider,” which also is apt to occur. And they had loved each other for twenty-three years.


			That they still loved each other neither doubted, but the friction of personal dissimilarity in a too close intimacy had worn and bitten away that golden cord to the merest thread, all unobserved.


			Mr. Waterson lay still and revolved his secret. Yes, he had better tell her now. The oldest boy, his father’s special pride, who had been graduated at twenty and stepped into congenial employment at once with a scientific institution, had sent home a letter with a startling proposition. Couldn’t father sell out his business, or let it temporarily, and go with an exploring expedition now forming? He, the son, could get him a small place, he thought, and he would so love to have Dad along. He knew it would be hard on mother, but couldn’t mother go to Jennie’s, now Jennie had a home?


			Mr. Waterson had carried the letter in his pocket for some days, pondering hopelessly on this golden opportunity. All his life he had longed for such a chance. It meant a period of freedom, and his patient soul expanded at the thought—time to think, men to talk with who were interested in the same things, growth, study, perhaps some real discovery. But duty held him in his place. He must support his wife, maintain his home, carry on his business.


			Before answering, however, he meant to broach the subject to his wife. Perhaps he had a faint, unspoken hope that she might see a way for him to go. Perhaps he felt rather the need of her strong good sense to strengthen him in the way of duty and help him to refuse.


			So now, while she stood there, holding her hair in a firm clutch and dragging the comb through it with smart, tearing strokes—he always wondered that she had any hair left—he told her of Jack’s letter.


			She listened quietly, saying nothing till he had quite finished. Then, when her braid was plaited down to the thin diminishing end, she wrapped her blue kimono close about her and sat down on the edge of the bed, looking at him more lovingly than usual.


			“Why don’t you do it?” she said, with her brisk smile. “It would do you good!”


			He was much surprised. “But, my dear—how can I? Here are you—and the house—and the business. If I could sell it——” he added, with a flicker of hope.


			Mr. Waterson kept a dry goods store, a quiet, reliable old-fashioned dry goods store, which brought in just enough from year to year, and never any more.


			“I can sell the business for you,” said his wife cheerfully. “I’ll run it awhile, and sell it—to advantage. Just you try me!”


			He believed she could if she set her mind to it.


			“But the house—the expenses.”


			“I can manage the house, too. Just you try me, John. You put everything in my name and go! It’s the chance you’ve always wanted, isn’t it?”


			It was, without doubt, and he wanted it so much that her cheerful energy and determined optimism wrought him to the pitch of enthusiasm necessary for so great a step.


			He put all his property in his wife’s name, gave her power of attorney to attend to his affairs, drew half of their savings and started off on the expedition.


			


			He felt like a lad of twenty instead of a man of forty-five. The years rolled off from him with his responsibilities. Eager, clear-minded, full of hope and courage, more like a brother than a father with his son, he set forth with his face to the future.


			He had thought himself an elderly man. He felt now like a young one. He had thought himself in duty bound to work always for his wife and family. To his sudden amazement he found that the family cares he had carried for so long rolled off him like a forgotten burden. House, store, business obligations—they had disappeared.


			He did think a good deal about his wife at first. So ingrained was his conviction that women should stay at home that it did not seem right to think of her as running a store, and yet he knew she could do it, and do it well. That summer that he had broken his leg she had carried on the business for him most successfully. He wrote some letters of advice, growing shorter and farther apart as the weeks passed. Letters were always difficult and unsatisfying to him. They were even more so to her. She was a woman of deeds rather than words, even spoken ones, and written language was not at all her medium of expression. So she wrote presently to this effect:


			“Now, my dear husband, you really can’t advise from that distance. I’ve undertaken the business and it’s going nicely. You’re off on your expedition and that’s going nicely, I judge. Just dismiss this end from your mind, dear. Let’s make an agreement right now that if either one of us is sick or injured or needs the other in any way, we’ll write or wire at once, but so long as things go all right we won’t bother to write unless we feel like it. I know you love me, and I love you, and we’ll be glad to see each other again, but for now—just go and play!”


			So with a sense of deep though hardly recognized relief, John Waterson let all his personal ties fall loose, and only at rare intervals did he send brief, cheerful letters home, to tell of some wonderful new find they had made, some book he had read, some fruitful talk with other scholars, some work he contemplated. Scant as his opportunities had been, so earnest had been his study along the lines which interested him that he was able to hold his own among these scientists and even to contribute something to their discussions. Now and then he sent her newspaper reports in which the achievements of the expedition were recorded, and in which his own name occasionally appeared.


			As he receded from her daily sight, as his always rather perfunctory letters grew few and far between, and as she read of his doings and what others thought of him, he began to loom larger and more attractive in her mind. He would have been surprised indeed to know how she treasured those scant letters now, though far too proud to ask for more after she herself had proposed the lightening of their correspondence. From the first years of their marriage she had not loved her husband as she loved him now.


			Then when he wrote to her that there was a chance for him to go still farther, on a long voyage with explorations in another country, which might keep him away another year or two, it took all her strength to send just the right kind of a letter to ensure his going.


			“That’s fine, John,” she said; “simply fine. I am so glad for you. I wouldn’t have you miss it for anything. Of course I hate to lose you for so long, but we’ve had twenty-three years together, and will have all the rest of our lives together; this is perhaps the only time you’ll ever have to go where you want to. It’s fine for Jack, too, and for you to be together. Don’t miss it on my account. Things are going on well here: the business is looking up; my health is fine; I may be able to sell the house—if I don’t hear from you to the contrary.”


			He really felt a little ashamed to leave her so long, but she seemed so happy, and so—well, he was almost nettled by her serene assurance that she could run the business as well as he could.


			Jack was eager to have him go.


			“Oh, come on, Dad! Mother’s all right. She’s having the time of her life. Jennie’s there, you know, in case anything should happen, but mother’s never sick. And Walter’s doing well in the city; he’d help out if she got in trouble with the business. Come along!”


			So Mr. Waterson, already strengthened and stimulated by congenial occupation, went over seas with the party. He wrote few letters, but he did find time to write a monograph on the single branch of the single subject of which he now really knew as much as any one man, and when this monograph was read at a great international convention, and printed, and praised far and wide by those who knew enough to appreciate it, he sent the accounts of it, with the paper itself, to his wife, and felt that he had not lived in vain.


			* * *


			It was four years before he returned to his home city. Two feelings strove within him, making him alternately happy and miserable. One was a homesick longing for his wife, his house even—almost his store. The other was a shuddering disinclination to go back to what, in this light, looked like a prison. He, who had been a man among men for so long, to go back and be told to shut windows and lock doors and wind clocks—things he always forgot to do, unless so told; he, who had strayed for thousands of miles, with his own luggage and accumulating papers and specimens—he wondered ruefully where he should put them—now dreaded with a real horror to reconfine himself to the bookcase in the parlor, the desk in the attic, the two bureau drawers.


			


			Mrs. Waterson meanwhile had had four years to work in, at work which, to her sincere surprise, she had found more congenial than that of forever recooking similar food and reclearing the same rooms, clothes and dishes.


			She ran the store a few months on its old lines, then sent for an efficiency expert and spent several days in close consultation with him. She was not content with his report on the store, but asked him his opinion on other businesses in the town, and paid for it.


			“Rather an expensive young man, wasn’t he?” a conservative friend inquired.


			“The most profitable visitor I ever had,” she replied with decision.


			She drew more profit from his visit than his direct advice. Hers was a mind that saw the principle of things. She grasped the simple secret of “efficiency” and proceeded to apply it.


			If Mr. Waterson had left his business behind him as one dropping a burden, Mrs. Waterson left her housekeeping as one escaping from a treadmill. Her natural energies had now for the first time room for full action. Her store blossomed with sudden changes, wisely planned. She enlarged here, altered there, added new features. It became, in a modest way, a department store. To the “gents’ furnishing” department she added a hand laundry—a laundry so safe and sanitary, so quick and clean, that it doubled her trade in that line. If the laundry itself was no great profit—and it was not at first—it added greatly to the profits of the business. With the laundry went naturally a mending bureau; that grew swiftly into a plain-sewing, and that into a dressmaking establishment, all in connection with the background of dry goods.


			Exulting in her new freedom, proving her power and finding it increase with use, Mrs. Waterson used her first year’s profits to add to her building and to acquire an interest in a grocery store next door. The second year she bought out a small hotel which had utterly failed to pay. She made it pay. She knew the kind of manager to hire, and how to manage him, she had her own house-furnishing department to draw on, her grocery business, and her laundry, now solidly flourishing.


			The third year saw her department store and her hotel paying handsomely, with a bank account rolling up steadily. She had sold their house, in the second year of her husband’s absence, to good advantage, and bought a larger lot, rather on the outskirts of the town, with a long slope down to a quiet river and numbers of old trees. The house on it was of no value, and as soon as she saw her way clear she had it torn down and began to build.


			Never in her life had she been so happy, not even when love’s fulfillment had for a while stilled that insistent urge within her which always had demanded more to do. Doubtless if she had not had her pleasant family life to look back on, her satisfactory children to be proud of, and her husband—for whom she longed increasingly—to look forward to, all this joyful exertion and new pride would have had its empty side, and left her often lonely. But her domestic conscience was clean; her woman’s heart had given and taken to the full, and she found time to enjoy Jennie’s baby almost as much as any other grandmother.


			Jennie’s husband she learned fully to approve of. He was now a general manager in her big store, doing excellent work, and drawing a much higher salary than he had before. The business ran on well, with only such risks and difficulties as roused her to fresh courage and resource.


			The house rose with speed. She had been slow and careful in its planning, and now urged the work to completion. He was coming—she wanted it ready for him.


			Mr. Waterson had not written since announcing the probable date of their return. Why should he? He was coming as fast as letters could, and, if he was delayed here and there, why so would the letters have been. He was coming as fast as he could, and as the slow miles passed, the thoughts of home, the thoughts of her, grew steadily sweeter.


			When at last he was on the steamer, with only the ocean between them, the thoughts grew into keen longings. He wanted to see home again, the pleasant town where he had so many friends, where he felt now he could hold his head higher after his scientific honors. He wanted to see his daughter, and his new granddaughter, described as a wonder of the world. Most of all he wanted to see his wife.


			Two things he did not long for, though they seemed more endurable as he neared them—his store and the cramped quarters of his home. He wondered if she had sold it, and where they should live.


			She met him at the station with a neat electric brougham. “Ours!” she said. In its seclusion they sat close and held one another so tightly that it hurt.


			“Oh, my dear, my dear!” she breathed occasionally. And then he would kiss her again.


			How young she looked! How pretty she looked! How cheery and how—smooth! She seemed some way sweeter, less peremptory.


			“I’ve got a surprise for you, John—a big one!”


			“I’m not surprised at anything you do, my darling,” he protested. But he was.


			The wide grounds, the curving driveway, the tall trees, the glowing banks of flowers, they all surprised him. Then the wide-winged, handsome house, its hospitable hall with the open fire, the big parlors, the dining-room all rich with panelled wood, the pantry and kitchen and laundry—all on one side.


			She took him across the hall again, and through a little passage, double-doored. “The library,” she said. Back of its shelf-lined calm a smaller room. “Your study, dear!” A little iron stair ran upward. She led him to the floor above. “Your bedroom, darling.” A roomy bathroom and big closets, with another little passage. “And this is mine.”


			He looked about and caught his breath a little.


			“You’ve done all this,” he said, “while I was just playing!”


			“While you were beginning your real work, dear heart—the work you’re going to carry on. While you were making the whole town proud of you—yes, the whole country, if they knew enough. And your wife! Why, John!” she held him off and looked at him with wet, shining eyes, “John, darling, I never appreciated you before. To think of the man you are burying yourself in that old store—just for our sakes! You built the business, John, honest and strong; I’ve followed your steps. Now you shall really work at what you love—and so will I!


			“Surely it’s a woman’s business to make the home! We ought to have thirty years yet to love each other in!


			“This is Our House, John!”


			The Chair of English


			


			DR. IRWIN Manchester was calling on the wife of Dr. Richard Beale. Both of these gentlemen were Ph.D.s—not M.D.s or D.D.s or any other D.s as yet. The general public called them Professors, but in the little court of “The Faculty” of Everton University all were punctilious as to titles.


			Dr. Manchester leaned rather forward in his chair, wearing a look as of one burdened with a painful duty. Mrs. Beale, a young-faced woman with a pleasant smile, sat quiet, watching him intently.


			“I trust you feel assured that I speak most reluctantly,” he said. “That only my sincere interest in you—in your welfare—your happiness—and that of your children—and of the college welfare, urges me to come to you.” He spoke with a rather complicated hesitancy, picking his words with care. The direct look she gave him when he spoke of interest in her sent him wide afield at once, for further reasons; the children and the college combined seemed to steady him again.


			“Pray, believe me,” he concluded.


			“Why should I not believe you?” she answered brightly. “You have always shown a friendly interest in us, and in the college. I may seem a little startled, naturally, but I assure you—” she gave him a swift, appreciative smile, “that I understand.”


			There was a moment’s silence, and she added encouragingly, “I can see what an effort you are making, Dr. Manchester. It must be very hard indeed for you as a friend, as a gentleman, to come to me on an errand like this. Let me ask you to take this chair,” she added, moving toward the other end of the long, low room, and motioning him to a big lounging chair that stretched comfortable arms against the background of a richly embroidered tall Japanese screen.


			“This makes a little room by itself, you see,” she added, seating herself in a low rocker near the window, “and we can be quite quiet.”


			The roses hung heavily on the latticed porch outside; the steady bees, with an occasional humming-bird, made a soft monotone beneath his words. She sat in silence, busying her fingers with a bit of needle-work, giving him close attention, asking now and then a question, while he laid before her his suspicions, his more than suspicions, concerning her husband and pretty Mrs. Rossiter, the new wife of the elderly president.


			“I must hope it has not gone far—too far—as yet, Mrs. Beale. I cannot believe, knowing you, that any man could utterly forget you. But human nature is weak—we are all thrown together here in such a close way—Mrs. Rossiter is undeniably attractive—I think she had no intention of doing harm.”


			“Do you not think that our going away this Summer will break it all up—naturally?” she asked.


			“Oh, unquestionably, unquestionably—at least for the time being. In other scenes and with you beside him it must come right. I feel sure that no further harm will come of it, Mrs. Beale—forewarned is forearmed, you know.”


			She meditated, tapping her thimbled finger softly on the window-sill, her eyes among the roses.


			“Change will sometimes do wonders for a heart in temptation,” she murmured.


			“It is a joy to see you so brave, so rational,” he said. “I knew you would be or I should not have dared to come. We have always discussed life very freely, very fully, and I felt sure you could face its emergencies with wisdom.”


			“I must be very sure, Dr. Manchester,” she said suddenly. “There is always possibility of mistake—can you be a little more definite? I dislike to dwell on details, but I must really know my ground. Will you give me the exact grounds you have for belief?”


			He drew a long breath. “You have the right to ask,” he said. “It is only fair.” Holding the Chair of English with some distinction, and sometimes putting forth in grave reviews scholarly articles of exquisite diction, Dr. Manchester was a practiced expert in the use of words, and he used them now with delicate precision. Had the gentleman under discussion undertaken a similar errand he could never have done it so well—his was the Chair of Physics.


			Mrs. Beale listened, her eyes on her work, her color changing a little now and then, while her visitor gave chapter and verse; a word here, a look there, an unavoidably overheard bit of conversation, the talk among the other members of the faculty, the growing comment, a surprised recognition of the two under circumstances which, to a less charitable mind, might have seemed too conclusive.


			She faced him squarely at the end.


			“I can hardly thank you, Dr. Manchester, for a blow like this, but I do wish you to rest assured that I appreciate your motives,” and she smiled wanly.


			He rose to go. “I can thank you, Mrs. Beale; I do thank you, for listening so quietly to what must have given pain; for your forbearance and understanding. I hope and believe that with prevision any serious danger may be averted.”


			Left alone Mona Beale watched the well-dressed, somewhat stiff figure well out of her garden gate and then turned to her telephone.


			“Is Dr. Gates in? Oh, is that you, doctor? I’m so glad. Could you come and see me a moment, right now? Oh, no, nothing serious—I hope.”


			Dr. Gates was a “real doctor,” a grizzled man, who had known Mona Beale when she was Mona Winsor—yes, and before the “Mona” was given her. He was the oldest established physician in the town, family doctor and family friend of successive generations of professors and professorins—the most popular individual on College Hill.


			He came promptly, his long, heavy little bag in his hand.


			“What’s wrong, Mona? Baby got the croup? Richard caught the bubonic plague? Young Richard down with the measles? You’re never sick!”


			“No,” said Mona. “I’m pretty strong, luckily. But I had to see you just the same. “Nobody’s sick, but I think I’m—poisoned.”


			He gave her a quick look, drew her to the light, put his hands on her shoulders and turned her squarely toward him.


			“Hm! Well, tell me about it.”


			She brought him to the same big chair by the golden storks and lilies, and seated herself again in the rocker, not quiet now, but tense and earnest.


			“Look here, Dr. Gates. You know everybody on this hill—you know what they talk about—what’s going on? Now, I want to ask you something, and I want you to answer me square—as I know you will. It’s a comfort to know a man who always speaks the truth—even if it’s sometimes inconvenient.


			“Doctor—there has been brought to me a story—about my husband and Mrs. Rossiter, a story with considerable evidence, and with the assertion that the—affair—is being talked about among the faculty. Is it true?”


			“No,” said Dr. Gates.


			She gave a little gasping sigh, and leaned back in her chair for a moment. “I knew it,” she said. “I knew it—I wasn’t afraid, but I wanted evidence. Doctor—will you please tell me how you know?”


			He gave a gruff little laugh. “Firstly, if there was such a thing going on it would be talked about all over the hill, these professors’ wives have nothing else to discuss, apparently, but one another’s affairs. And Mrs. Rossiter is so young and handsome, and your husband so popular, that they’d be ‘on’ if there was the shadow of a pin to hang anything to.


			“Second, I’ve known Dick Beale ever since he was a kid; you two are part of my family, you know, and I happen to know that he’s very much in love with his wife.


			“Third, I’ve adopted this little Rossiter girl—she needs it, poor child. But I won’t tell you how I know where her heart is—it’s none of your business. Satisfied?”


			Mona nodded, smiling happily, with wet eyes. “Now please tell me some more, Doctor. Dick has had a sort of an offer from Harkness College—but he has not wanted to leave here. This is home, you know—we both love it. But if he went, do you happen to know who might be called to take his place?”


			Dr. Gates meditated for a moment.


			“I don’t know as I can say, offhand. College politics are pretty thick and I don’t pay much attention. But seems to me I did hear something at the Faculty Club—there’s a smart young fellow from Princeton that they’ve had under discussion now and then for some time—brother-in-law or cousin or something of Dr. Manchester’s, I believe. But you tell Dick to hang on—we can’t spare him.”


			“Thank you, doctor! You do relieve my mind. I’m sorry to have troubled you, but I did want some scientific observation to back up my faith.”


			“All right, young lady. Next time don’t listen to the serpent. These women have nothing to do but gossip—pay no attention to ’em!”


			He went away, stopping to speak to cherry-cheeked little Doris in the garden. Mrs. Beale watched them affectionately, the child toddling eagerly forward, the big gray man stooping to her and gravely shaking the small fat hand.


			“He’s a Dear!” said Mrs. Beale, “a perfect Dear!”


			


			She was unusually brilliant that night, unusually well-gowned, two golden roses in her soft hair. Richard Beale gazed at his wife with serene satisfaction.


			“It’s so lucky that you’re not a high-flyer at fashion, Mona. Lucky for me, and lucky for all those men that you’ve saved the lives of!”


			“Saved the lives of! What on earth do you mean, Dick?”


			“Same as pins do, of course—by not eating them. But seriously, Mona—” he drew her down on his knee, and gazed admiringly at the soft silk, the delicate lace, the fair flushed face above, “seriously, it seems to me that you are far too handsome to be, as it were, wasted on one man!”


			“You’re not proposing polyandry, are you?” she answered. “Whom would you suggest as partners?”


			“Our garden would become a graveyard if there were any, and you know it, naughty girl! I’m sorry for all those other men in general, but in particular I should promptly exterminate them.”


			She nestled down till her head was on his shoulder, with a long sigh of content.


			“Dick, dear—were you thinking at all of going to Harkness?”


			“Why, no—not specially. It is pleasant to be wanted, but I’d rather stay here, I think. Unless—there’s one thing that would send me to Harkness quick—that is if you wanted to go. Do you, Monalina?”


			“I do not,” she replied with decision.


			


			Yet it was only the next day that Mrs. Richard Beale, attired with decorous richness and due care, entered the office of Horace Butts, of Butts & Henderson, Attorney-at-Law, and almost caused the hair of that respectable gentleman to rise upon his head. He would have been pleased if she had, by the way, as he had expended money, time and labor to produce that result—in vain. Presently he tipped back in his swivel chair, swung around to face her squarely, stared in unfeigned surprise:


			“What do you mean, Mrs. Beale?”


			“Exactly what I say, Mr. Butts. I have come to ask you to draw up the papers for an application for divorce.”


			“You—apply for divorce from Dick Beale! I’ve known you two long enough to know better than to believe you.”


			“I would far rather consult you than any other lawyer, Mr. Butts. But, of course—if you won’t take the case——”


			He pulled out a slide of the desk and took pen and paper.


			“It’s some kind of a joke—I can see that, but go ahead—I’ll charge you for it! What grounds, please?”


			“Statutory grounds, Mr. Butts.”


			He laid down his pen and stared at her again.


			“Co-respondent known?”


			“Trusting perfectly in your professional secrecy, Mr. Butts, yes—Mrs. President Rossiter.”


			“Any evidence?”


			Here Mrs. Beale could no longer repress a twinkle in her eyes. “A witness,” she said quietly. “A competent—and unbiased—witness, Dr. Irwin Manchester.”


			Mr. Butts leaned back again, and looked at her, his eyes narrowed. Mrs. Beale told him in succinct terms of Dr. Manchester’s call and what he had said. She told him also of the opportunity her husband had of going to Harkness College, which would naturally put an end to this difficulty, and further told him of the gentleman from Princeton whose name had been mentioned repeatedly for a year or two past, as willing to come to Everton if an opening occurred.


			“It seems to me,” she continued soberly, “that the only self-respecting thing to do was to bring suit at once, here on the spot, where I have the advantage of such unimpeachable testimony.”


			She looked at Mr. Butts. Mr. Butts looked at her. Then the experienced lawyer rose from his chair and gravely shook hands with his visitor.


			“Mrs. Beale,” he said, “you have my sincerest sympathy. I will draw up the papers at once, and proceed to subpoena my witness. Perhaps it would be well to see the witness first?”


			“That would be my idea,” she gravely acquiesced.


			* * *


			A man may be extremely learned in the works of Beowulf and the Venerable Bede, yet unacquainted with the processes of the law. Mr. Butts looked severe as he sat in Mrs. Beale’s parlor, facing Dr. Manchester, (who had not in the least expected to meet him there) and drawing forth long folded papers which he laid upon his knee.


			“I have come on an unpleasant errand, I fear, Dr. Manchester. Mrs. Richard Beale is bringing suit for absolute divorce, Mrs. Rossiter named as co-respondent, and I shall have to subpoena you as a witness.”


			The English professor seemed at a loss for words, but his expression was as of one whose house falls about his ears.


			“I regret this painful publicity, Dr. Manchester,” pursued the lawyer. “Mrs. Beale of course regrets it still more. But after what you have told her she feels that this is the proper course to take. It may be that you can help us to secure other witnesses, but in any case your testimony will be enough.”


			Dr. Manchester gazed fascinated at those terrifying “papers,” while his nimble mind grasped with terrifying lucidity the consequences of his so testifying. He recovered his composure to some extent.


			“My dear Mrs. Beale,” he said, appealing to her. “I can quite sympathize with your feeling—quite—but surely you must know that there was nothing in what I said to you—as a friend—which could be construed into legal testimony. As you know I repeatedly assured you that I thought no real harm was done.”


			With growing assurance he revised his statements, trimmed and cut and modified, showing that his was only the attitude of a too-anxious friend, wishing to save all parties from distress.


			The lady listened, the lawyer listened, the master of English used the language well. Then Mrs. Beale rose. “I fear that your natural agitation has affected your memory, Dr. Manchester—let me refresh it.”


			She rose and moved aside the gold-embroidered screen. Behind it, close to the big chair, was a dictagraph.


			“Richard is always so interested in these inventions,” she said. “We find this a great convenience, often.”


			She set the record turning, and Dr. Manchester had the pleasure of hearing in his own voice, his own words, of two days before. So had Mr. Butts.


			Then was the majesty of the law, even without its real application, made manifest. Under the cold eyes of the lawyer, the hard, implacable gaze of the woman he had so villainously offended; seeing his reputation, his position, his salary and hope of other salaries departing, Dr. Manchester ate his own words, both those of to-day and those of the day previous.


			Before the lawyer, the lady and the dictagraph, he abased himself, recanted, apologized, owned that his real purpose was to get Richard Beale out and his Princeton relative in. He pleaded with them piteously for concealment.


			“I am not likely to mention it,” said Mr. Butts.


			“Nor I,” said Mrs. Beale. “But I shall carefully keep the records. And I think, Dr. Manchester, if you were to take another position soon, that it would be easier for you than after this matter gets out—if it ever should.”


			Next semester there was a new occupant of the Chair of English.


			Bee Wise


			


			“IT’S A queer name,” said the man reporter.


			“No queerer than the other,” said the woman reporter. “There are two of them, you know—Beewise and Herways.”


			“It reminds me of something,” he said, “some quotation—do you get it?”


			“I think I do,” she said. “But I won’t tell. You have to consider for yourself.” And she laughed quietly. But his education did not supply the phrase.


			They were sent down, both of them, from different papers, to write up a pair of growing towns in California which had been built up so swiftly and yet so quietly that it was only now after they were well established and prosperous that the world had discovered something strange about them.


			This seems improbable enough in the land of most unbridled and well-spurred reporters, but so it was.


			One town was a little seaport, a tiny sheltered nook, rather cut off by the coast hills from previous adoption. The other lay up beyond those hills, in a delightful valley all its own with two most precious streams in it that used to tumble in roaring white during the rainy season down their steep little canyons to the sea, and trickled there, unseen, the rest of the year.


			The man reporter wrote up the story in his best descriptive vein, adding embellishments where they seemed desirable, withholding such facts as appeared to contradict his treatment, and doing his best to cast over the whole a strong sex-interest and the glamor of vague suspicions.


			The remarkable thing about the two towns was that their population consisted very largely of women and more largely of children, but there were men also, who seemed happy enough, and answered the questions of the reporters with good-will. They disclaimed, these men residents, anything peculiar or ultra-feminine in the settlements, and one hearty young En­glishman assured them that the disproportion was no greater than in England. “Or in some of our New England towns,” said another citizen, “where the men have all gone west or to the big cities, and there’s a whole township of withering women-folks with a few ministers and hired men.”


			The woman reporter questioned more deeply perhaps, perhaps less offensively; at any rate she learned more than the other of the true nature of the sudden civic growth. After both of them had turned in their reports, after all the other papers had sent down representatives, and later magazine articles had been written with impressive pictures, after the accounts of permitted visitors and tourists had been given, there came to be a fuller knowledge than was possible at first, naturally, but no one got a clearer vision of it all than was given to the woman reporter that first day, when she discovered that the Mayor of Herways was an old college mate of hers.


			The story was far better than the one she sent in, but she was a lady as well as a reporter, and respected confidence.


			It appeared that the whole thing started in that college class, the year after the reporter had left it, being suddenly forced to drop education and take to earning a living. In the senior class was a group of girls of markedly different types, and yet so similar in their basic beliefs and ultimate purposes that they had grown through the four years of college life into a little “sorority” of their own. They called it “The Morning Club,” which sounded innocent enough, and kept it secret among themselves. They were girls of strong character, all of them, each with a definite purpose as to her life work.


			There was the one they all called “Mother,” because her whole heart and brain were dominated by the love of children, the thought of children, the wish to care for children; and very close to her was the “Teacher,” with a third, the “Nurse,” forming a group within a group. These three had endless discussions among themselves, with big vague plans for future usefulness.


			Then there was the “Minister,” the “Doctor,” and the far-seeing one they called the “Statesman.” One sturdy, square-browed little girl was dubbed “Manager” for reasons frankly prominent, as with the “Artist” and the “Engineer.” There were some dozen or twenty of them, all choosing various professions, but all alike in their determination to practice those professions, married or single, and in their vivid hope for better methods of living. “Advanced” in their ideas they were, even in an age of advancement, and held together in especial by the earnest words of the Minister, who was always urging upon them the power of solidarity.


			Just before their graduation something happened. It happened to the Manager, and she called a special meeting to lay it before the club.


			The Manager was a plain girl, strong and quiet. She was the one who always overflowed with plans and possessed the unusual faculty of carrying out the plans she made, a girl who had always looked forward to working hard for her own living of choice as well as necessity, and enjoyed the prospect.


			“Girls!” said she, when they were all grouped and quiet. “I’ve news for you—splendid news! I wouldn’t spring it on you like this, but we shall be all broken and scattered in a little while—it’s just in time!” She looked around at their eager faces, enjoying the sensation created.


			“Say—look here!” she suddenly interjected. “You aren’t any of you engaged, are you?”


			One hand was lifted, modestly.


			“What does he do?” pursued the speaker. “I don’t care who he is, and I know he’s all right or you wouldn’t look at him—but what does he do?”


			“He isn’t sure yet,” meekly answered the Minister, “but he’s to be a manufacturer, I think.”


			“No objection to your preaching, of course.” This was hardly a question.


			“He says he’ll hear me every Sunday—if I’ll let him off at home on weekdays,” the Minister replied with a little giggle.


			They all smiled approval.


			“He’s all right,” the Manager emphatically agreed. “Now then girls—to put you out of your misery at once—what has happened to me is ten million dollars.”


			There was a pause, and then a joyous clapping of hands.


			“Bully for you!”


			“Hurrah for Margery!”


			“You deserve it!”


			“Say, you’ll treat, won’t you?”


			They were as pleased as if the huge and sudden fortune were common property.


			“Long lost uncle—or what, Marge?”


			“Great uncle—my grandmother’s brother. Went to California with the ’forty-niner’s—got lost, for reasons of his own, I suspect. Found some prodigious gold mine—solid veins and nuggets, and spent quiet years in piling it up and investing it.”


			“When did he die?” asked the Nurse softly.


			“He’s not dead—but I’m afraid he soon will be,” answered the Manager slowly. “It appears he’s hired people to look up the family and see what they were like—said he didn’t propose to ruin any feeble-minded people with all that money. He was pleased to like my record. Said—” she chuckled, “said I was a man after his own heart! And he’s come on here to get acquainted and to make this over before he’s gone. He says no dead man’s bequest would be as safe as a live man’s gift.”


			“And he’s given you all that!”


			“Solid and safe as can be. Says he’s quite enough left to end his days in peace. He’s pretty old . . . Now then, girls——” She was all animation. “Here’s my plan. Part of this property is land, land and water, in California. An upland valley, a little port on the coast—an economic base, you see—and capital to develop it. I propose that we form a combination, go out there, settle, build, manage—make a sample town—set a new example to the world—a place of woman’s work and world-work too. . . . What do you say??”


			They said nothing for the moment. This was a large proposition.


			The Manager went on eagerly: “I’m not binding you to anything; this is a plain business offer. What I propose to do is to develop that little port, open a few industries and so on, build a reservoir up above and regulate the water supply—use it for power—have great gardens and vineyards. Oh, girls—it’s California! We can make a little Eden! And as to Motherhood—” she looked around with a slow, tender smile, “there’s no place better for babies!”


			The Mother, the Nurse, and the Teacher all agreed to this.


			“I’ve only got it roughly sketched out in my mind,” pursued the speaker eagerly. “It will take time and care to work it all out right. But there’s capital enough to tide us over first difficulties, and then it shall be just as solid and simple as any other place, a practical paying proposition, a perfectly natural little town, planned, built, and managed—” her voice grew solemn, “by women—for women—and children! A place that will be of real help to humanity.—Oh girls, it’s such a chance!”


			That was the beginning.


			


			The woman reporter was profoundly interested. “I wish I could have stayed that year,” she said soberly.


			“I wish you had, Jean! But never mind—you can stay now. We need the right kind of work on our little local paper—not just reporting—you can do more than that, can’t you?”


			“I should hope so!” Jean answered heartily. “I spent six months on a little country paper—ran the whole thing nearly, except editorials and setting up. If there’s room here for me I can tell you I’m coming—day before yesterday!” So the Woman Reporter came to Herways to work, and went up, o’nights, to Beewise to live, whereby she gradually learned in completeness what this bunch of women had done, and was able to prepare vivid little pamphlets of detailed explanations which paved the way for so many other regenerated towns.


			And this is what they did:


			The economic base was a large tract of land from the sea-coast hills back to the high rich valley beyond. Two spring-fed brooks ran from the opposite ends of the valley and fell steeply to the beach below through narrow cañyons.


			The first cash outlay of the Manager, after starting the cable line from beach to hill which made the whole growth possible, was to build a reservoir at either end, one of which furnished drinking water and irrigation in the long summer, the other a swimming pool and a steady stream of power. The powerhouse in the cañon was supplemented by wind-mills on the heights and tide-mill on the beach, and among them they furnished light, heat, and power—clean, economical electric energy. Later they set up a solar engine which furnished additional force, to minimize labor and add to their producing capacity.


			For supporting industries, to link them with the world, they had these: First a modest export of preserved fruits, exquisitely prepared, packed in the new fibre cartons which are more sanitary than tin and lighter than glass. In the hills they raised Angora goats, and from their wool supplied a little mill with high-grade down-soft yarn, and sent out fluffy blankets, flannels and knitted garments. Cotton too they raised, magnificent cotton, and silk of the best, and their own mill supplied their principal needs. Small mills, pretty and healthful, with bright-clad women singing at their looms for the short working hours. From these materials the designers and craftswomen, helped by the Artist, made garments, beautiful, comfortable, easy and lasting, and from year to year the demand for “Beewise” gowns and coats increased.


			In a windy corner, far from their homes, they set up a tannery, and from the well-prepared hides of their goats they made various leather goods, gloves and shoes,—“Beewise” shoes, that came to be known at last through the length and breadth of the land—a shoe that fitted the human foot, allowed for free action, and was pleasant to the eye. Many of the townspeople wore sandals and they were also made for merchandise.


			Their wooded heights they treasured carefully. A forestry service was started, the whole area studied, and the best rate of planting and cutting established. Their gardens were rich and beautiful; they sold honey, and distilled perfumes.


			“This place is to grow in value, not deteriorate,” said the Manager, and she planted for the future.


			At first they made a tent city, the tents dyed with rich colors, dry-floored and warm. Later, the Artist and the Architect and the Engineer to the fore, they built houses of stone and wood and heavy sheathing paper, making their concrete of the dead palm leaves and the loose bark of swift-growing eucalyptus, which was planted everywhere and rose over night almost, like the Beanstalk—houses beautiful, comfortable, sea-shell clean.


			Steadily the Manager held forth to her associates on what she called “the business end” of their enterprise. “The whole thing must pay,” she said, “else it cannot stand—it will not be imitated. We want to show what a bunch of women can do successfully. Men can help, but this time we will manage.”


			Among their first enterprises was a guest house, planned and arranged mainly for women and children. In connection with this was a pleasure garden, for all manner of games, gymnastics and dancing, with wide courts and fields and roofed places for use in the rainy season.


			There was a sanitarium, where the Doctor and the Nurse gathered helpers about them, attended to casual illness, to the needs of child-birth, and to such visitors who came to them as needed care.


			Further there was a baby-garden that grew to a kindergarten, and that to a school, and in time the fame of their educational work spread far and wide, and there was a constantly increasing list of applicants. For “Beewise” was a Residence Club; no one could live there without being admitted by the others.


			The beach town, Herways, teemed with industry. At the little pier their small coast steamer landed, bringing such supplies as they did not make, leaving and taking passengers. Where the beach was level and safe they bathed and swam, having a water-pavilion for shelter and refreshment. From beach to hill-top ran a shuttle service of light cars; “Jacob’s Ladder,” they called it.


			The broad plan of the Manager was this: with her initial capital to develop a working plant that would then run itself at a profit, and she was surprised to find how soon that profit appeared, and how considerable it was.


			Then came in sufficient numbers, friends, relatives, curious strangers. These women had no objection to marrying on their own terms. And when a man is sufficiently in love he sees no serious objection to living in an earthly paradise and doing his share in building up a new community. But the men were carefully selected. They must prove clean health—for a high grade of motherhood was the continuing ideal of the group.


			Visitors came, increasing in numbers as accommodations increased. But as the accommodations, even to land for tenting must be applied for beforehand, there was no horde of gaping tourists to vulgarize the place.


			As for the working people—there were no others. Everyone in Herways and Beewise worked, especially the women—that was the prime condition of admission; every citizen must be clean physically and morally as far as could be ascertained, but no amount of negative virtues availed them if they were not valuable in social service. So they had eager applications from professional women as fast as the place was known, and some they made room for—in proportion. Of doctors they could maintain but a few; a dentist or two, a handful of nurses, more teachers, several artists of the more practical sort who made beauty for the use of their neighbors, and a few far-reaching world servants, who might live here, at least part of the time, and send their work broadcast, such as poets, writers and composers.


			But most of the people were the more immediately necessary workers, the men who built and dug and ran the engines, the women who spun and wove and worked among the flowers, or vice versa if they chose, and those who attended to the daily wants of the community.


			There were no servants in the old sense. The dainty houses had no kitchens, only the small electric outfit where those who would might prepare coffee and the like. Food was prepared in clean wide laboratories, attended by a few skilled experts, highly paid, who knew their business, and great progress was made in the study of nutrition, and in the keeping of all the people well. Nevertheless the food cost less than if prepared by many unskilled, ill-paid cooks in imperfect kitchens.


			The great art of child-culture grew apace among them with the best methods now known. Froebelian and Montessorian ideas and systems were honored and well used, and with the growing knowledge accumulated by years of observation and experience the right development of childhood at last became not merely an ideal, but a commonplace. Well-born children grew there like the roses they played among, raced and swam and swung, and knew only health, happiness and the joy of unconscious learning.


			The two towns filled to their normal limits.


			“Here we must stop,” said the Manager in twenty years’ time. “If we have more people here we shall develop the diseases of cities. But look at our financial standing—every cent laid out is now returned, the place is absolutely self-supporting and will grow richer as years pass. Now we’ll swarm like the bees and start another—what do you say?”


			And they did, beginning another rational paradise in another beautiful valley, safer and surer for the experience behind them.


			But far wider than their own immediate increase was the spread of their ideas, of the proven truth of their idea, that a group of human beings could live together in such wise as to decrease the hours of labor, increase the value of the product, ensure health, peace and prosperity, and multiply human happiness beyond measure.


			In every part of the world the thing was possible; wherever people could live at all they could live to better advantage. The economic base might vary widely, but wherever there were a few hundred women banded together their combined labor could produce wealth, and their combined motherhood ensure order, comfort, happiness, and the improvement of humanity.


			“Go to the ant, thou sluggard, consider her ways and be wise.”


			If I Were a Man


			


			THAT WAS what pretty little Mollie Mathewson always said when Gerald would not do what she wanted him to—which was seldom.


			That was what she said this bright morning, with a stamp of her little high-heeled slipper, just because he had made a fuss about that bill, the long one with the “account rendered,” which she had forgotten to give him the first time and been afraid to the second—and now he had taken it from the postman himself.


			Mollie was “true to type.” She was a beautiful instance of what is reverentially called “a true woman.” Little, of course—no true woman may be big. Pretty, of course—no true woman could possibly be plain. Whimsical, capricious, charming, changeable, devoted to pretty clothes and always “wearing them well,” as the esoteric phrase has it. (This does not refer to the clothes—they do not wear well in the least; but to some special grace of putting them on and carrying them about, granted to but few, it appears.)


			She was also a loving wife and a devoted mother; possessed of “the social gift” and the love of “society” that goes with it, and, with all these was fond and proud of her home and managed it as capably as—well, as most women do.


			If ever there was a true woman it was Mollie Mathewson, yet she was wishing heart and soul she was a man.


			And all of a sudden she was!


			She was Gerald, walking down the path so erect and square-shouldered, in a hurry for his morning train, as usual, and, it must be confessed, in something of a temper.


			Her own words were ringing in her ears—not only the “last word,” but several that had gone before, and she was holding her lips tight shut, not to say something she would be sorry for. But instead of acquiescence in the position taken by that angry little figure on the veranda, what she felt was a sort of superior pride, a sympathy as with weakness, a feeling that “I must be gentle with her,” in spite of the temper.


			A man! Really a man; with only enough subconscious memory of herself remaining to make her recognize the differences.


			At first there was a funny sense of size and weight and extra thickness, the feet and hands seemed strangely large, and her long, straight, free legs swung forward at a gait that made her feel as if on stilts.


			This presently passed, and in its place, growing all day, wherever she went, came a new and delightful feeling of being the right size.


			Everything fitted now. Her back snugly against the seat-back, her feet comfortably on the floor. Her feet? . . . His feet! She studied them carefully. Never before, since her early school days, had she felt such freedom and comfort as to feet—they were firm and solid on the ground when she walked; quick, springy, safe—as when, moved by an unrecognizable impulse, she had run after, caught, and swung aboard the car.


			Another impulse fished in a convenient pocket for change—instantly, automatically, bringing forth a nickel for the conductor and a penny for the newsboy.


			These pockets came as a revelation. Of course she had known they were there, had counted them, made fun of them, mended them, even envied them; but she never had dreamed of how it felt to have pockets.


			Behind her newspaper she let her consciousness, that odd mingled consciousness, rove from pocket to pocket, realizing the armored assurance of having all those things at hand, instantly get-at-able, ready to meet emergencies. The cigar case gave her a warm feeling of comfort—it was full; the firmly held fountain-pen, safe unless she stood on her head; the keys, pencils, letters, documents, notebook, checkbook, bill folder—all at once, with a deep rushing sense of power and pride, she felt what she had never felt before in all her life—the possession of money, of her own earned money—hers to give or to withhold; not to beg for, tease for, wheedle for—hers.


			That bill—why if it had come to her—to him, that is, he would have paid it as a matter of course, and never mentioned it—to her.


			Then, being he, sitting there so easily and firmly with his money in his pockets, she wakened to his life-long consciousness about money. Boyhood—its desires and dreams, ambitions. Young manhood—working tremendously for the wherewithal to make a home—for her. The present years with all their net of cares and hopes and dangers; the present moment, when he needed every cent for special plans of great importance, and this bill, long overdue and demanding payment, meant an amount of inconvenience wholly unnecessary if it had been given him when it first came; also, the man’s keen dislike of that “account rendered.”


			“Women have no business sense!” she found herself saying, “and all that money just for hats—idiotic, useless, ugly things!”


			With that she began to see the hats of the women in the car as she had never seen hats before. The men’s seemed normal, dignified, becoming, with enough variety for personal taste, and with distinction in style and in age, such as she had never noticed before. But the women’s——


			With the eyes of a man and the brain of a man; with the memory of a whole lifetime of free action wherein the hat, close-fitting on cropped hair, had been no handicap; she now perceived the hats of women.


			Their massed fluffed hair was at once attractive and foolish, and on that hair, at every angle, in all colors, tipped, twisted, tortured into every crooked shape, made of any substance chance might offer, perched these formless objects. Then, on their formlessness the trimmings—these squirts of stiff feathers, these violent outstanding bows of glistening ribbon, these swaying, projecting masses of plumage which tormented the faces of bystanders.


			Never in all her life had she imagined that this idolized millinery could look, to those who paid for it, like the decorations of an insane monkey.


			And yet, when there came into the car a little woman, as foolish as any, but pretty and sweet-looking, up rose Gerald Mathewson and gave her his seat; and, later, when there came in a handsome red-cheeked girl, whose hat was wilder, more violent in color and eccentric in shape than any other; when she stood near by and her soft curling plumes swept his cheek once and again, he felt a sense of sudden pleasure at the intimate tickling touch—and she, deep down within, felt such a wave of shame as might well drown a thousand hats forever.


			When he took his train, his seat in the smoking car, she had a new surprise. All about him were the other men, commuters too, and many of them friends of his.


			To her, they would have been distinguished, as “Mary Wade’s husband”—“the man Belle Grant is engaged to”—“that rich Mr. Shopworth”—or “that pleasant Mr. Beale.” And they would all have lifted their hats to her, bowed, made polite conversation if near enough—especially Mr. Beale.


			Now came the feeling of open-eyed acquaintance, of knowing men—as they were. The mere amount of this knowledge was a surprise to her; the whole background of talk from boyhood up, the gossip of barber-shop and club, the conversation of morning and evening hours on trains, the knowledge of political affiliation, of business standing and prospects, of character—in a light she had never known before.


			They came and talked to Gerald, one and another. He seemed quite popular. And as they talked, with this new memory and new understanding, an understanding which seemed to include all these men’s minds, there poured in on the submerged consciousness beneath a new, a startling knowledge—what men really think of women.


			Good average American men were there; married men for the most part, and happy—as happiness goes in general. In the minds of each and all there seemed to be a two-story department, quite apart from the rest of their ideas, a separate place where they kept their thoughts and feelings about women.


			In the upper half were the tenderest emotions, the most exquisite ideals, the sweetest memories, all lovely sentiments as to “home” and “mother,” all delicate admiring adjectives, a sort of sanctuary, where a veiled statue, blindly adored, shared place with beloved yet commonplace experiences.


			In the lower half—here that buried consciousness woke to keen distress—they kept quite another assortment of ideas. Here, even in this clean-minded husband of hers, was the memory of stories told at men’s dinners, of worse ones overheard in street or car, of base traditions, coarse epithets, gross experiences—known, though not shared.


			And all these in the department “woman,” while in the rest of the mind—here was new knowledge indeed.


			The world opened before her. Not the world she had been reared in; where Home had covered all the map, almost, and the rest had been “foreign,” or “unexplored country;” but the world as it was, man’s world, as made, lived in, and seen, by men.


			It was dizzying. To see the houses that fled so fast across the car window, in terms of builders’ bills, or of some technical insight into materials and methods; to see a passing village with lamentable knowledge of who “owned it”—and of how its Boss was rapidly aspiring to State power, or of how that kind of paving was a failure; to see shops, not as mere exhibitions of desirable objects, but as business ventures, many mere sinking ships, some promising a profitable voyage—this new world bewildered her.


			She—as Gerald—had already forgotten about that bill, over which she—as Mollie—was still crying at home. Gerald was “talking business” with this man, “talking politics” with that; and now sympathizing with the carefully withheld troubles of a neighbor.


			Mollie had always sympathized with the neighbor’s wife before.


			She began to struggle violently, with this large dominant masculine consciousness. She remembered with sudden clearness things she had read—lectures she had heard; and resented with increasing intensity this serene masculine preoccupation with the male point of view.


			Mr. Miles, the little fussy man who lived on the other side of the street, was talking now. He had a large complacent wife; Mollie had never liked her much, but had always thought him rather nice—he was so punctilious in small courtesies.


			And here he was talking to Gerald—such talk!


			“Had to come in here,” he said. “Gave my seat to a dame who was bound to have it. There’s nothing they won’t get when they make up their minds to it—eh?”


			“No fear!” said the big man in the next seat, “they haven’t much mind to make up, you know—and if they do, they’ll change it.”


			“The real danger,” began the Rev. Alfred Smythe, the new Episcopal clergyman, a thin, nervous, tall man, with a face several centuries behind the times, “is that they will overstep the limits of their God-appointed sphere.”


			“Their natural limits ought to hold ’em, I think,” said cheerful Dr. Jones. “You can’t get around physiology, I tell you.”


			“I’ve never seen any limits, myself, not to what they want, anyhow;” said Mr. Miles, “merely a rich husband and a fine house and no end of bonnets and dresses, and the latest thing in motors, and a few diamonds—and so on. Keeps us pretty busy.”


			There was a tired gray man across the aisle. He had a very nice wife, always beautifully dressed, and three unmarried daughters, also beautifully dressed—Mollie knew them. She knew he worked hard too, and looked at him now a little anxiously.


			But he smiled cheerfully.


			“Do you good, Miles,” he said. “What else would a man work for? A good woman is about the best thing on earth.”


			“And a bad one’s the worst, that’s sure,” responded Miles.


			“She’s a pretty weak sister, viewed professionally,” Dr. Jones averred with solemnity, and the Rev. Alfred Smythe added: “She brought evil into the world.”


			Gerald Mathewson sat up straight. Something was stirring in him which he did not recognize—yet could not resist.


			“Seems to me we all talk like Noah,” he suggested drily. “Or the ancient Hindu scriptures. Women have their limitations, but so do we, God knows. Haven’t we known girls in school and college just as smart as we were?”


			“They cannot play our games,” coldly replied the clergyman.


			Gerald measured his meager proportions with a practiced eye.


			“I never was particularly good at football myself,” he modestly admitted, “but I’ve known women who could outlast a man in all-round endurance. Besides—life isn’t spent in athletics!”


			This was sadly true. They all looked down the aisle where a heavy ill-dressed man with a bad complexion sat alone. He had held the top of the columns once, with headlines and photographs. Now he earned less than any of them.


			“It’s time we woke up,” pursued Gerald, still inwardly urged to unfamiliar speech. “Women are pretty much people, seems to me. I know they dress like fools—but who’s to blame for that? We invent all those idiotic hats of theirs, and design their crazy fashions, and, what’s more, if a woman is courageous enough to wear common sense clothes—and shoes—which of us wants to dance with her?


			“Yes, we blame them for grafting on us, but are we willing to let our wives work? We are not. It hurts our pride, that’s all. We are always criticizing them for making mercenary marriages, but what do we call a girl who marries a chump with no money? Just a poor fool, that’s all. And they know it.


			“As for those physical limitations, Dr. Jones, I guess our side of the house has some responsibility there, too—eh?


			“And for Mother Eve—I wasn’t there and can’t deny the story, but I will say this, if she brought evil into the world we men have had the lion’s share of keeping it going ever since—how about that?”


			They drew into the city, and all day long in his business, Gerald was vaguely conscious of new views, strange feelings, and the submerged Mollie learned and learned.


			If I Were a Woman


			


			PRACTICALLY ALL enterprising girls wish they were boys. Boys so obviously have a better time, and more of it. Nothing but an artificially cultivated vanity can reconcile a healthy girl to her inferior position; ruffles and hair ribbons are her only mitigating circumstance.


			Whether any boy ever sincerely wished he was a girl, or any man that he was a woman, is to be doubted. Yet Mr. Mathewson in that tense moment when he had to leave to catch his train, and his wife was foolishly crying on the piazza over that belated bill he had just taken from the millinery postman, really had that wish in his heart.


			He’d show ’em! He’d get it into their heads somehow—what unnecessary trouble they made by their foolishness.


			“If I were a woman!” he was saying, with his teeth set hard, as he hurried down the path—and all of a sudden—he was!


			He was,—there in the porch chair sobbing wildly, head on arms, arms flung out on the rough top of the porch table that was making a pink pattern in the soft flesh, that hurt—but she didn’t care, because it hurt so much worse to have her husband going off to the train without kissing her.


			He, with his own personal consciousness surviving to register the experience, saw his own broad shoulders, held unusually square, going out between the lilac bushes, and yet he remained on the porch, crying foolishly into an inadequate handkerchief. Such a pathetic handkerchief, as soft and wet and useless as a bit of absorbent gauze. He felt for his own large white, firm-textured, competent pocket-handkerchief.


			There wasn’t any.


			There wasn’t any pocket.


			He sat up, incredulous—yes, that pale blue house gown was certainly Mollie’s. He rose hastily, rushed into the house, or started to—only to fall headlong at the first stride—he was hobbled. In growing panic he toddled swiftly into the house, feeling as if in a sack race, and reached the long mirror. No doubt about it! He saw before him the image of his wife—and back of her startled eyes confronting him was his own soul.


			He sat down weakly, trying to grasp the situation.


			This body felt so small, so weak, so—disconnected, somehow. The legs moved, from the hips; the arms from the shoulders; but all those related trunk muscles which made movement harmonious, seemed strangely flaccid. Those hands! Unconsciously he doubled one to a fist—and could have laughed at its futility. Those feet! He looked down at the trim buckled slippers with their tall incurving heels, their neatly pointed toes; rose, stood on them, walked again—to the narrow stretch of that blue skirt—and sat down with a sense of complete humiliation. They felt absolutely Chinese to him. And yet, in the new second consciousness of which he was increasingly aware, those foolish feet became a source of pride.


			He sat quite still, and let this utterly unfamiliar feeling rise and take possession of him—he could not help it.


			Back, back, it went,—this retroactive consciousness, back in unbroken memories from the earliest, “Sit still!” “Keep quiet!” “Pull your skirt down!” “Be a lady!” up through the widening years when all praise was for being pink and pretty and decorous, and for the clothing far more than for the body; when the emulative activities of childhood gave way under the double discouragement of the boys’ refusal to play with her and the grown-ups’ condemnation of playing with boys; up to that later period when she had ceased to regret her restriction, and discovered this pivotal fact, that the major value of her body and her clothing was looks—not use.


			Again that skimp blue skirt was surveyed with the recollection that it had been much admired; the white soft little hands—not nearly as pretty as they used to be, she thought with regret—how many nice things had been said about them! Those slender feet, upslanted on their curving stilts—they had been praised and envied with sincerity. Her husband—yes, he himself—had praised them.


			In the dining-room the heavy-footed Servian girl was clearing the breakfast table. Jimmie came flying in for a tumultuous hug before rushing off to have some playtime before school.


			He—she—(for by this time there was a strong dual consciousness at work—he caught him to her heart, we might say), now felt a rush of feeling so deep, so strong, so overwhelming, that it quite took the place of that queer stifled sensation—for the moment. Jimmie was hugged—even more than he wanted, kissed on both firm red cheeks, his collar and tie settled; and off he wriggled, glad, even so soon, to leave home.


			Then there was a cry from up-stairs—The Usurper was awake. That is what her father called her when she ousted poor Jimmie from his throne. Baby Iris was washed and dressed and fed, and ultimately slept again. The stolid Servian was directed and redirected in the way she should go, but seldom went. Tradesmen were interviewed, dinner planned, a bit of sewing done, and Mrs. Seaver, who ran in to ask about a pattern and stayed till nearly lunch time, duly “entertained.” And all the time there was an uneasy feeling underneath, a wondering: “Is this all? When will it be time to go?” But there was no going.


			Chatting amiably with Mrs. Seaver there stirred deep within, the man’s mind filled with varied knowledge of the world. This woman’s mind, now his, was such a different place—so wholly strange in furnishing, so opposite in outlook. Her house, her clothes, her family—she talked of these; and Mrs. Seaver talked in turn, or at the same time, indeed, of her house and clothes and family, and of new ways of serving potatoes. There was a background of common schooling; there were books they had read; mostly novels; there was a smattering of current news, generally what “he said” about them; there were small local doings in the way of entertainments, and some interesting facts—and surmises—about various of their mutual friends, and back again to the potatoes.


			He felt like a squirrel in a cage—a hen in a coop—a rabbit in a hutch—anything small and tame and hopelessly restricted.


			Was this life—was this all?


			Then Jimmie came bounding in, the visitor left, and giving the child his early lunch and seeing him off again, happy in permission to play with the Lawrence boys after school, she lost herself again.


			He was so splendid—her boy, her little son. He would grow up to be a fine man like his father, perhaps a greater man—she looked down the future—not for herself, not in the same way for Baby Iris—but for the boy who was to be a Man.


			And the father, within, felt the difference. The boy, to him, had been an offshoot of the parent stem, and, ultimately a successor, but his own life, his own ambitions remained. He, the father, rejoiced in the son as an addition to his life; she, the mother, saw in her son the only hope of fulfilment.


			There was confusion, strain, in this submersion of the wider consciousness in the narrower, this pruning and shearing of all wide human interests down to the primal relations of the family; and this swift flood of deeper emotions in place of his steadier and broader flow. It made her head ache; she raised her hands to it, she was tired now.


			The afternoon wore on. Baby was rather fretful—no wonder, with those teeth coming. She played with her, sang to her, walked with her a while—before she would take her afternoon nap.


			Then this sense of weariness increased, a weariness such as the man within had never known. Her back ached, a heavy dragging sensation—she went to lie down. Her head ached worse—she took down her hair.


			That long soft hair he had so loved and admired, he had never once imagined how heavy it was, how it pulled upon the head, how warm was the velvet bandeau and wreath of braids, how dragging the great knot—when she wore it low on the neck, how hot it was—that mass.


			He had a flashing memory of his own cool, clean-feeling head, glad of the shower in the morning, refreshed by brisk brushing, easy to wash and quick to dry.


			The door-bell roused her. It was her special friend, Frida Gaines.


			“Oh come on,” said Frida. “Nonsense, you can too! There’s a train this minute and we can get back in good time for dinner. I’ve brought mother over with me to keep you easy about the baby—she loves her almost as much as you do, I believe.”


			There was a hurried donning of garments, a twittering rush to the station, their feet moving like two fingers in a napkin ring. By four o’clock they were in the city, at the Lawler “Special Sale!”


			Here was revelation indeed for the man who had felt so sure of what he would do if he was a woman. He was, and now he felt what she felt, in “shopping.”


			To him clothes were things that had to be worn, that must be comfortable, that should be suitable, that might be “distinguished” and “look well” on him. He bought, or ordered, once or twice a year—and that was all. Except for office supplies, occasional flowers or candy, and Christmas presents—he bought nothing else.


			To him, as a man, these crowds of eager women, staring in shop windows, cramming shop aisles and storming bargain counters, could be explained only by the feeling he knew as “vanity,” and associated merely with boys in love, a few foolish “dudes,” and women. Vanity—feminine vanity—he called it, unquestioning; with further condemnation as “luxury,” “extravagance,” “self-indulgence,” and like qualities.


			Now he felt stir within him, under that frail lacy ribbony open-throated blouse, deep in the ancestral heart of the woman, a feeling as old as that which lifted the hair on the back of his neck when he went hunting and saw his prey. She was hunting, not to kill, but to find, the search of the mother savage for roots and nuts and fruit for her young.


			“Women are the buyers of the world!” “Women spend eighty-two per cent. of all the money”—this he had known, as an abstract fact. But he had never known before, how this department of the family providing must have developed in her a special gift, an instinct of acquisition.


			He bought clothes for himself. She bought for him sometimes, for herself of course, for Jimmie and Iris—for the family. She bought not only clothes, but food, furnishings, all the things they used. He paid the bills—but she, as all her forbears behind her, sought, selected, purchased.


			Then came another crushing recognition—she bought without paying. It was not her money. There was always someone in the background to be considered, a censorship, a limit. And she felt the two results of this; the cautious parsimony that seeks much for little to make the money hold out and please the bill-payer, and the reactive recklessness that suddenly runs wild and buys unwisely—because it is not the bill-payer. All this in a sweeping revelation, he, with the others, as women walked slowly by the great plate-glassed windows, studying the hats and gowns therein exhibited, with fixed earnestness.


			So that was it! He felt it now, himself—he who had become a woman.


			There was some impersonal admiration of form and color, not much; some technical recognition of value in style; but the main feeling was this: she saw herself in the hat, in the gown, a new expression of personality, another chance to attain that mystic goal of beauty always just out of reach. And that beauty was not so much vanity as it was duty—the thing she had been reared to fulfil.


			In that hat would she not at last be truly seen—be recognized? In that dress—ah! would he not love her more in that dress? As a discarnate soul seeking a body to fit it, her spirit roved along the stretch of windows, her friends with her, keen on the same quest.


			In this strange experience he felt the inner attitude, not only of this woman now himself, but of the others. He no longer saw the mere outside, graded always by beauty or the lack of it, and the sharp division between good women and bad ones. He no longer assumed, on mere masculine tradition, that they felt in certain prescribed ways—he knew how they felt—and it amazed him.


			The girls behind the counter he looked at with new eyes, and saw men as The Danger. Also The Hope, of course, but always The Danger. He knew now their side of the story, the things that happened to them if they were not careful, the terror that walketh in darkness and waits always for the unwary. The big busy lighted store began to seem like a forest with wolves in it; the frivolous girls with their elaborate coiffures, like daring soldiers in the camp of the enemy—an enemy that was always there. That feeling he, as a man, had always held so firmly, that said Man was woman’s natural protector, was now rudely shaken. Protector, yes, but against what?


			She bought little, having little money, and still keen memory of that disputed bill.


			Had no money? She had never had any money in her life except what he gave her, or what her father gave her before he came. And again this strange new consciousness widened out, and he felt himself as the taker, always the taker, wisely or unwisely, selfishly or unselfishly, but always having to ask some one else for money to spend. The pitiful, painful, self-denying economies; the boundless childish greediness of women, became plain to him.


			They went home, late perforce. The streets were crowded with hurrying women, hurrying men.


			What was this foul smell which suddenly sickened the whole air, beside, before, behind—everywhere? Was it—could it be—impossible! That stench tobacco! Never! But it was. And there was no escape from it. It was everywhere. Even where “Smoking Not Allowed” stood high in sight, men would come in with dying cigars in their hands, and let them die, slowly, fouling the air.


			Their coarse-woven woolen heavy clothes struck a new sense of proportion. Instead of these “suits” being normal and women’s clothes absurd, now the thin sheer wrappings felt quite appropriate, and the men seemed clad as in rhinoceros hide.


			She was very tired now. The headache had returned, and the backache too. That mass of hair weighed heavier than ever, and the hat-pins pulled.


			With an understanding pressure of Frida’s hand she shut her eyes and tried to nap a little on the train. But propriety of position, decorum of dress, and the way her hairpins hurt her, prevented. When she took her hat off, there were all the other women in the car about her chattering, chattering, telling of their bargains and showing them, if easily portable; telling of their servants and their constant difficulties with them; telling of their children, what they said and what they did and what they had tried to do; telling of their ailments and their new varieties of doctors, and recurring with ceaseless interest to the latest way of serving potatoes. Some talked of books—novels for the most part; many of the plays they had seen; a few, with great earnestness of “the cause.”


			And as they talked the man within, still dimly conscious of himself as auditor, felt more and more the limits of their range.


			This was not “life.” They did not know “the world.” They lived, these good women, in a walled garden, with roses to be sure, but with high walls; and those others—of whom these knew so little—they had higher walls about them—and no roses.


			He felt smothered somehow, and a great longing to get out.


			Mr. Peebles’ Heart


			


			HE WAS lying on the sofa in the homely, bare little sitting room; an uncomfortable stiff sofa, too short, too sharply upcurved at the end, but still a sofa, whereon one could, at a pinch, sleep.


			Thereon Mr. Peebles slept, this hot still afternoon; slept uneasily, snoring a little, and twitching now and then, as one in some obscure distress.


			Mrs. Peebles had creaked down the front stairs and gone off on some superior errands of her own; with a good palm-leaf fan for a weapon, a silk umbrella for a defense.


			“Why don’t you come too, Joan?” she had urged her sister, as she dressed herself for departure.


			“Why should I, Emma? It’s much more comfortable at home. I’ll keep Arthur company when he wakes up.”


			“Oh, Arthur! He’ll go back to the store as soon as he’s had his nap. And I’m sure Mrs. Older’s paper’ll be real interesting. If you’re going to live here you ought to take an interest in the club, seems to me.”


			“I’m going to live here as a doctor—not as a lady of leisure, Em. You go on—I’m contented.”


			So Mrs. Emma Peebles sat in the circle of the Ellsworth Ladies’ Home Club, and improved her mind, while Dr. J. R. Bascom softly descended to the sitting room in search of a book she had been reading.


			There was Mr. Peebles, still uneasily asleep. She sat down quietly in a cane-seated rocker by the window and watched him awhile; first professionally, then with a deeper human interest.


			Baldish, grayish, stoutish, with a face that wore a friendly smile for customers, and showed grave, set lines that deepened about the corners of his mouth when there was no one to serve; very ordinary in dress, in carriage, in appearance was Arthur Peebles at fifty. He was not “the slave of love” of the Arab tale, but the slave of duty.


			If ever a man had done his duty—as he saw it—he had done his, always.


			His duty—as he saw it—was carrying women. First his mother, a comfortable competent person, who had run the farm after her husband’s death, and added to their income by Summer boarders until Arthur was old enough to “support her.” Then she sold the old place and moved into the village to “make a home for Arthur,” who incidentally provided a hired girl to perform the manual labor of that process.


			He worked in the store. She sat on the piazza and chatted with her neighbors.


			He took care of his mother until he was nearly thirty, when she left him finally; and then he installed another woman to make a home for him—also with the help of the hired girl. A pretty, careless, clinging little person he married, who had long made mute appeal to his strength and carefulness, and she had continued to cling uninterruptedly to this day.


			Incidentally a sister had clung until she married, another until she died; and his children—two daughters, had clung also. Both the daughters were married in due time, with sturdy young husbands to cling to in their turn; and now there remained only his wife to carry, a lighter load than he had ever known—at least numerically.


			But either he was tired, very tired, or Mrs. Peebles’ tendrils had grown tougher, tighter, more tenacious, with age. He did not complain of it. Never had it occurred to him in all these years that there was any other thing for a man to do than to carry whatsoever women came within range of lawful relationship.


			Had Dr. Joan been—shall we say—carriageable—he would have cheerfully added her to the list, for he liked her extremely. She was different from any woman he had ever known, different from her sister as day from night, and, in lesser degree, from all the female inhabitants of Ellsworth.


			She had left home at an early age, against her mother’s will, absolutely ran away; but when the whole countryside rocked with gossip and sought for the guilty man—it appeared that she had merely gone to college. She worked her way through, learning more, far more, than was taught in the curriculum; became a trained nurse, studied medicine, and had long since made good in her profession. There were even rumors that she must be “pretty well fixed” and about to “retire”; but others held that she must have failed, really or she never would have come back home to settle.


			Whatever the reason, she was there, a welcome visitor; a source of real pride to her sister, and of indefinable satisfaction to her brother-in-law. In her friendly atmosphere he felt a stirring of long unused powers; he remembered funny stories, and how to tell them; he felt a revival of interests he had thought quite outlived, early interests in the big world’s movements.


			“Of all unimpressive, unattractive, good little men—” she was thinking, as she watched, when one of his arms dropped off the slippery side of the sofa, the hand thumped on the floor, and he awoke and sat up hastily with an air of one caught off duty.


			“Don’t sit up as suddenly as that, Arthur, it’s bad for your heart.”


			“Nothing the matter with my heart, is there?” he asked with his ready smile.


			“I don’t know—haven’t examined it. Now—sit still—you know there’s nobody in the store this afternoon—and if there is, Jake can attend to ’em.”


			“Where’s Emma?”


			“Oh, Emma’s gone to her ‘club’ or something—wanted me to go, but I’d rather talk with you.”


			He looked pleased but incredulous, having a high opinion of that club, and a low one of himself.


			“Look here,” she pursued suddenly, after he had made himself comfortable with a drink from the swinging ice-pitcher, and another big cane rocker, “what would you like to do if you could?”


			“Travel!” said Mr. Peebles, with equal suddenness. He saw her astonishment. “Yes, travel! I’ve always wanted to—since I was a kid. No use! We never could, you see. And now—even if we could—Emma hates it.” He sighed resignedly.


			“Do you like to keep store?” she asked sharply.


			“Like it?” He smiled at her cheerfully, bravely, but with a queer blank hopeless background underneath. He shook his head gravely. “No, I do not, Joan. Not a little bit. But what of that?”


			They were still for a little, and then she put another question. “What would you have chosen—for a profession—if you had been free to choose?”


			His answer amazed her threefold; from its character, its sharp promptness, its deep feeling. It was in one word—“Music!”


			“Music!” she repeated. “Music! Why I didn’t know you played—or cared about it.”


			“When I was a youngster,” he told her, his eyes looking far off through the vine-shaded window, “father brought home a guitar—and said it was for the one that learned to play it first. He meant the girls of course. As a matter of fact I learned it first—but I didn’t get it. That’s all the music I ever had,” he added. “And there’s not much to listen to here, unless you count what’s in church. I’d have a Victrola—but—” he laughed a little shamefacedly, “Emma says if I bring one into the house she’ll smash it. She says they’re worse than cats. Tastes differ you know, Joan.”


			Again he smiled at her, a droll smile, a little pinched at the corners. “Well—I must be getting back to business.”


			She let him go, and turned her attention to her own business, with some seriousness.


			“Emma,” she proposed, a day or two later. “How would you like it if I should board here—live here, I mean, right along.”


			“I should hope you would,” her sister replied. “It would look nice to have you practising in this town and not live with me—all the sister I’ve got.”


			“Do you think Arthur would like it?”


			“Of course he would! Besides—even if he didn’t—you’re my sister—and this is my house. He put it in my name, long ago.”


			“I see,” said Joan, “I see.”


			Then after a little—“Emma—are you contented?”


			“Contented? Why, of course I am. It would be a sin not to be. The girls are well married—I’m happy about them both. This is a real comfortable house, and it runs itself—my Matilda is a jewel if ever there was one. And she don’t mind company—likes to do for ’em. Yes—I’ve nothing to worry about.”


			“Your health’s good—that I can see,” her sister remarked, regarding with approval her clear complexion and bright eyes.


			“Yes—I’ve nothing to complain about—that I know of,” Emma admitted, but among her causes for thankfulness she did not even mention Arthur, nor seem to think of him till Dr. Joan seriously inquired her opinion as to his state of health.


			“His health? Arthur’s? Why he’s always well. Never had a sick day in his life—except now and then he’s had a kind of a breakdown,” she added as an afterthought.


			


			Dr. Joan Bascom made acquaintances in the little town, both professional and social. She entered upon her practise, taking it over from the failing hands of old Dr. Braithwaite—her first friend, and feeling very much at home in the old place. Her sister’s house furnished two comfortable rooms downstairs, and a large bedroom above. “There’s plenty of room now the girls are gone,” they both assured her.


			Then, safely ensconced and established, Dr. Joan began a secret campaign to alienate the affections of her brother-in-law. Not for herself—oh no! If ever in earlier years she had felt the need of some one to cling to, it was long, long ago. What she sought was to free him from the tentacles—without re-entanglement.


			She bought a noble gramophone with a set of first-class records, told her sister smilingly that she didn’t have to listen, and Emma would sit sulkily in the back room on the other side of the house, while her husband and sister enjoyed the music. She grew used to it in time, she said, and drew nearer, sitting on the porch perhaps; but Arthur had his long denied pleasure in peace.


			It seemed to stir him strangely. He would rise and walk, a new fire in his eyes, a new firmness about the patient mouth, and Dr. Joan fed the fire with talk and books and pictures with study of maps and sailing lists and accounts of economical tours.


			“I don’t see what you two find so interesting in all that stuff about music and those composers,” Emma would say. “I never did care for foreign parts—musicians are all foreigners, anyway.”


			Arthur never quarrelled with her; he only grew quiet and lost that interested sparkle of the eye when she discussed the subject.


			Then one day, Mrs. Peebles being once more at her club, content and yet aspiring, Dr. Joan made bold attack upon her brother-in-law’s principles.


			“Arthur,” she said. “Have you confidence in me as a physician?”


			“I have,” he said briskly. “Rather consult you than any doctor I ever saw.”


			“Will you let me prescribe for you if I tell you you need it?”


			“I sure will.”


			“Will you take the prescription?”


			“Of course I’ll take it—no matter how it tastes.”


			“Very well. I prescribe two years in Europe.”


			He stared at her, startled.


			“I mean it. You’re in a more serious condition than you think. I want you to cut clear—and travel. For two years.”


			He still stared at her. “But Emma—”


			“Never mind about Emma. She owns the house. She’s got enough money to clothe herself—and I’m paying enough board to keep everything going. Emma don’t need you.”


			“But the store—”


			“Sell the store.”


			“Sell it! That’s easy said. Who’ll buy it?”


			“I will. Yes—I mean it. You give me easy terms and I’ll take the store off your hands. It ought to be worth seven or eight thousand dollars, oughtn’t it—stock and all?”


			He assented, dumbly.


			“Well, I’ll buy it. You can live abroad for two years, on a couple of thousand, or twenty-five hundred—a man of your tastes. You know those accounts we’ve read—it can be done easily. Then you’ll have five thousand or so to come back to—and can invest it in something better than that shop. Will you do it—?”


			He was full of protests, of impossibilities.


			She met them firmly. “Nonsense! You can too. She doesn’t need you, at all—she may later. No—the girls don’t need you—and they may later. Now is your time—now. They say the Japanese sow their wild oats after they’re fifty—suppose you do! You can’t be so very wild on that much money, but you can spend a year in Germany—learn the language—go to the opera—take walking trips in the Tyrol—in Switzerland; see England, Scotland, Ireland, France, Belgium, Denmark—you can do a lot in two years.”


			He stared at her fascinated.


			“Why not? Why not be your own man for once in your life—do what you want to—not what other people want you to?”


			He murmured something as to “duty”—but she took him up sharply.


			“If ever a man on earth has done his duty, Arthur Peebles, you have. You’ve taken care of your mother while she was perfectly able to take care of herself; of your sisters, long after they were; and of a wholly able-bodied wife. At present she does not need you the least bit in the world.”


			“Now that’s pretty strong,” he protested. “Emma’d miss me—I know she’d miss me—”


			Dr. Bascom looked at him affectionately. “There couldn’t a better thing happen to Emma—or to you, for that matter—than to have her miss you, real hard.”


			“I know she’d never consent to my going,” he insisted, wistfully.


			“That’s the advantage of my interference,” she replied serenely. “You surely have a right to choose your doctor, and your doctor is seriously concerned about your health and orders foreign travel—rest—change—and music.”


			“But Emma—”


			“Now, Arthur Peebles, forget Emma for awhile—I’ll take care of her. And look here—let me tell you another thing—a change like this will do her good.”


			He stared at her, puzzled.


			“I mean it. Having you away will give her a chance to stand up. Your letters—about those places—will interest her. She may want to go, sometime. Try it.”


			He wavered at this. Those who too patiently serve as props sometimes underrate the possibilities of the vine.


			“Don’t discuss it with her—that will make endless trouble. Fix up the papers for my taking over the store—I’ll draw you a check, and you get the next boat for England, and make your plans from there. Here’s a banking address that will take care of your letters and checks—”


			The thing was done! Done before Emma had time to protest. Done, and she left gasping to upbraid her sister.


			Joan was kind, patient, firm as adamant.


			“But how it looks, Joan—what will people think of me! To be left deserted—like this!”


			“People will think according to what we tell them and to how you behave, Emma Peebles. If you simply say that Arthur was far from well and I advised him to take a foreign trip—and if you forget yourself for once, and show a little natural feeling for him—you’ll find no trouble at all.”


			For her own sake the selfish woman, made more so by her husband’s unselfishness, accepted the position. Yes—Arthur had gone abroad for his health—Dr. Bascom was much worried about him—chance of a complete breakdown, she said. Wasn’t it pretty sudden? Yes—the doctor hurried him off. He was in England—going to take a walking trip—she did not know when he’d be back. The store? He’d sold it.


			Dr. Bascom engaged a competent manager who ran that store successfully, more so than had the unenterprising Mr. Peebles. She made it a good paying business, which he ultimately bought back and found no longer a burden.


			But Emma was the principal charge. With talk, with books, with Arthur’s letters followed carefully on maps, with trips to see the girls, trips in which travelling lost its terrors, with the care of the house, and the boarder or two they took “for company,” she so ploughed and harrowed that long fallow field of Emma’s mind that at last it began to show signs of fruitfulness.


			Arthur went away leaving a stout, dull woman who clung to him as if he was a necessary vehicle or beast of burden—and thought scarcely more of his constant service.


			He returned younger, stronger, thinner, an alert vigorous man, with a mind enlarged, refreshed, and stimulated. He had found himself.


			And he found her, also, most agreeably changed; having developed not merely tentacles, but feet of her own to stand on.


			When next the thirst for travel seized him she thought she’d go too, and proved unexpectedly pleasant as a companion.


			But neither of them could ever wring from Dr. Bascom any definite diagnosis of Mr. Peebles’ threatening disease. “A dangerous enlargement of the heart” was all she would commit herself to, and when he denied any such trouble now, she gravely wagged her head and said “it had responded to treatment.”


			The Vintage


			


			THIS IS not a short story. It stretches out for generations. Its beginning was thousands of years ago, and its end is not yet in sight. Here we have only a glimpse, a cross section, touching sharply on a few lives.


			There was a girl, in one of our proudest Southern states, a girl of good family, and very proud of it. She wore a string of family names—Leslie Vauremont Barrington Montroy. There were more names, which they followed back for centuries, still with pride, but they could not put them all on one girl.


			One other thing she was proud of, her blazing health. A big, vigorous girl, she was, smooth skinned, firm muscled, athletic, tireless, with the steady cheerfulness and courageous outlook which rest so largely on good health. Otherwise, not proud at all, a gentle, wholesome loving woman, loyal and tender.


			She had lovers a plenty, among them two, who seemed to stand an even chance; one was Howard Faulkner, a young doctor, a friend, neighbor, playmate from childhood; the other Rodger Moore, a college classmate and chum of the doctor, who had bought an estate next to the Montroys.


			Moore was rich, but that did not weigh with Leslie. Faulkner had enough, and for that matter she would have married a gypsy, if she had loved him—and followed him to the world’s end.


			She chose Moore.


			Faulkner suffered, but bore it well. He had known Leslie so long, he was so genuinely fond of her, that he cared enough for her happiness to wish for it even above his own. It was hard to listen to Moore, though, but he did not wish to tell him of his own hurt. And it was hard to watch them together, to see her round and well-tanned arms driving the canoe through the shaded reaches of the level winding river, with Moore treated as a mere student of the art of paddling—till she divined that he did not quite like that role, and let him do it, though he was not nearly so proficient.


			At tennis, he beat her, he had had far more practice, and with sterner opponents, but her swiftness and strength of arm gave him an enjoyable game, none the less, and it was a joy to the eye to see her boyish delight in it.


			She could outdance him easily and outride him, too, having been used to the saddle from childhood, and to the wild, wide country for many miles around. In the water she could distance him again, and seemed a triumphant glittering nymph as she swept smiling through the sunlit ripples.


			Everywhere she carried the joy of her splendid vigor, the beauty of abounding health.


			Howard Faulkner was glad for her, and glad for his friend.


			Moore was tremendously in love. He had loved before, as he frankly admitted even though she did not ask him, but it was “as moonlight is to sunlight and as water is to wine” he told her. “Men are men—and women are women, you see. I was no different from other men. But you—you are different. You are like—it sounds cheap to say a goddess, but that’s what I always think of, that victory thing—but all there—and so beautiful! I’ve never known a woman like you—within a thousand miles of you. You make me think of snow and wind and sunshine and pine trees; you’re so clean! You are the kind of woman a man can worship.”


			She was, and he did. He was no poet, his praises were not novel, but he loved her with all his heart,—and body.


			The day was set for the wedding.


			Then a slight throat affection annoyed him. He took it to Dr. Faulkner and Faulkner’s face went white. He asked a few necessary questions, but Moore saw the drift, and scouted the idea.


			“Nonsense, Howard,” he said. “That was years and years ago. I was entirely cured. Don’t, for heaven’s sake, revive that bugaboo now.”


			“Now is exactly when you must face it, Rodger,” said his friend. “I’m sorry. I don’t know anything more dreadful to tell a man, but you were not cured. You have syphilis in your system. You know the result—it is communicable—and inheritable. You cannot marry—not for years, nor till after the most thorough proof that it is gone.”


			Moore was as pale as the other, now, and as firm. “I don’t doubt your doing your duty, Howard, as you see it; but I tell you it’s absurd. I’ve had the best treatment; I was thoroughly cured, I tell you.”


			“You can go through the tests again,” Faulkner urged. “You can at least wait—the risk is too terrible for you to take—to let another take.”


			“It would be if there was any,” said Moore, doggedly. “You’ve got the thing on the brain, Howard. Talk about waiting!—with the invitations out and all the county coming. What should I tell them, pray?”


			“You can make some excuse, you can go to her father.”


			Moore laughed briefly. “Yes, and say good-bye. I will not have my life’s happiness thwarted by one man’s opinion, not while I have the verdict of certainly as good physicians on my side.”


			He was a determined man. This brief black incident in his past had long since been buried by that strong will, and he would not allow it to rise now like a skeleton at the feast.


			Understand—he did not really in cold blood decide to offer such a risk to the woman he loved. He refused to admit that there was a risk. And Faulkner? He was sure of his opinion but could not prove it without tests to which Moore would not submit; without time, which Moore would not allow.


			He urged, he fairly begged, he used every argument and appeal he could think of, to his friend, with the result that Moore would not come near him.


			What else could he do? He was a physician with a high sense of professional honor. The physician must not betray his patient. . . . .


			So he held his tongue, and saw the woman he had loved so long, all white and radiant in her bridal glory, marry the man with the worst of communicable diseases.


			


			The first baby was a boy. A boy who soon looked out on life with his mother’s eyes, large, clear, truthful, brave, loving. A boy of marked intelligence, affectionate, devoted to both his adoring parents. A boy who was a hopeless cripple.


			


			Leslie could not believe it.


			She had borne strange ailments, unlooked-for distress, supposing it to be part of her condition; supporting herself always by her happiness with her husband, and with hope; murmuring to herself, “and when the child came, lovely as a star”—


			He came—not lovely to look at, but for all that a joy to her maternal heart.


			The next one died at birth; and better so.


			The next one never lived to be born.


			Again and again she undertook the mother task, to mould and fashion with long love and patience another child; again and again illness and premature failure.


			And the father, a man strong in his domestic feelings, worshipping his wife, idolizing the one frail little son who followed him about so lovingly, longing for other children who should grow to be strong men like himself, beautiful women like their mother—what did he feel? As the little blasted buds came and went, without even breathing, what did their father feel?


			As a husband, too, as a lover, more of a lover rather than less, as years showed more clearly the sweet and noble character of his wife, what did he feel to watch the proud clean beauty of the woman he adored wither and disappear.


			He had to watch it. He had to comfort her as he could, with every tenderness, every devotion, as her health weakened, her beauty fled from her, and the unmistakable ravages of the disease began to show.


			She did not know what was the matter with her, or with her children. She never had known that there was such a danger before “a decent woman,” though aware of some dark horror connected with “sin,” impossible even to mention.


			Her old family physician told her nothing—that was not his place.


			Her minister told her that her affliction was “the will of God.”


			It is astonishing what a low opinion of God some people hold.


			


			Leslie bore up bravely for her husband’s sake, for her child’s. That little crooked body, how she loved and tended it. That sweet young spirit, what a constant joy it was.


			And her husband she idolized. His gentleness, his devotion, his endless patience, his continued tender admiration long after her relentless mirror told her that she was no longer pleasant to look at, even after she wore a veil when going out—these made her cling to him with adoring grateful love.


			“You are so good to me, Rodger, dear!” she breathed, when the merciful darkness covered her face. “I never dreamed a man could be so good to a woman!”


			A shudder shook him.


			“I am not good, Leslie,” he said with rigid quietness. “But I love you. God! How I love you!”


			He did. He had from the beginning. The more she suffered, the more he loved her. The more he loved her, the more he suffered. It lasted for years.


			


			When she was taken away in the prime of her womanhood by “the inscrutable Will Above,” as the white-headed minister phrased it, Rodger was almost glad. He was glad, wholly glad, for her.


			For a beautiful and vigorous young woman to see a slow repulsive disease gradually overwhelm her is a misery the end of which deserves gratitude.


			Her absolute, exquisite love had been his, and he had done all that lay in his power to make her life bearable.


			Her last words to him were: “You have made me happy, Rodger,—so happy! I—love—you. . . .”


			Dr. Faulkner attended the funeral.


			


			Father and son were inseparable. Rodger turned to that pathetic child, little Leslie (they had decided that, boy or girl, the child should bear that family name), with the grim determination that in so far as his life could serve, it should go to make up to the boy for his loss—his bitter loss and pain.


			There was money enough.


			There was the fine old place with all its freedom and beauty.


			There was the subtlest, wisest education, bringing to the opening mind the wonders and beauties of life, developing all its power. There was travel, too, as soon as the boy was old enough to enjoy it; they went far and wide together, learning what the world was like.


			There was music, too, unnumbered books, great pictures.


			There was everything except companionship of his own age. He shrank from the other boys, or perhaps they shrank from him. And he was so deeply content in his father’s society that he seemed to miss nothing.


			Together they went everywhere, together they stayed happily at home. As his father had been a playmate in the nursery and in the years of childhood, so he remained playmate and schoolmate, studying with him, bringing all his long-trained patience and concentration to bear with the ceaseless purpose—“I will make up to him as far as I can. I will!”


			Once, when the boy was about twelve years old, a small, weazened child, with the large beautiful head set low on the crooked shoulders, he sat in his father’s arms one evening, in the big chair before the fire.


			The large, rich room was very quiet; the red blaze held their eyes. They held each other close and were silent.


			Then the child looked up into the man’s eyes and asked soberly, “Father—why did God make me like this?”. . . .


			


			As he grew older, he grew stronger.


			His face and head were of marked beauty, his eyes always the eyes of his mother.


			He was a brilliant boy. With the help of tutors, he took a college course at home, his father always freshly interested.


			“It’s no use my going to college,” said Leslie. “Colleges are for athletes, not students, as far as I can see. And I don’t like the way the boys talk—from what I read of it.”


			So he lived with his father on the old place, in a companionship that grew with the years, and the boy was happy. His father watched him with ceaseless care, and, so far as he could see, the boy was happy.


			“If I can keep him so!” he murmured through set teeth. “No woman will love him—I must make up to him for everything.”


			For the boy’s sake he kept himself young. He took unremitting care of his health.


			“I must live,” he said. “I shall live as long as he does, poor lad—perhaps. At any rate I must live as long as possible and be as strong as possible, for his sake.”


			So the man, who would gladly have died long since, set ­himself in all ways to preserve his health and remain with his son.


			


			There came to the neighborhood for a summer’s vacation a tall, sweet-faced girl, not at all like those Leslie had met, a woman, not a child. She had read as he had read. She had studied, was a college graduate, had traveled, too. More, she had worked as he had not. A little older than he, and of far wider experience, with a life of social enthusiam and civic purpose.


			She met the shy boy on a forest walk, and cheerfully made friends with him, taking the nettle firmly in both hands as it were.


			“You feel badly because you are not like other folks,” she said; “bless you, that’s nothing to some of my friends, and they are jolly boys, too.”


			And she told him of this one and that one who bore worse physical disabilities by far, who had none of his compensating advantages, and who just went about their business like other people—“as far as they can, that is.”


			They became great friends. His father watched it with pleasure.


			“He needs someone besides me,” he thought, though there was a little jealous pain he would not admit. “She’s a nice woman, a lady and all that, and her Settlement work and so on will interest him.”


			So they met often, and young Leslie grew more of a man, visibly, from the fresh experience she brought to him, the new friends she introduced, the new lines of reading opened to his eager interest.


			Through her he began to see the world, not as his father had always regarded it, as a place of other people and somewhere else, but as the place where he really lived, his own place, with duties, powers and responsibilities.


			With her he somehow felt strong, straight, like other men. She did not seem to mind deformity. And then, in spite of himself, unexpectedly, irresistibly, he found that he loved her. . . .


			


			This pain he took to his father, dumbly. “Take me away,” he begged. “Let us go somewhere, anywhere. I love her, father! Such a thing as I have dared to love a woman! Let us go away, quickly.”


			


			His son must bear this, too; must love as men love; yet not even ask for happiness; he must suffer, and his father must see him bear it. This he had never looked for. The woman was a few years older, was not beautiful—but it had come. So they made preparations for a journey, a long one, far across the world.


			


			But they met again in the forest paths, and had a clear talk. Leslie came to his father with shining eyes, walking as on air.


			“She loves me, Father!” he said. “A woman loves me—loves me! She does not mind—she has made me feel that it does not matter. Oh—Father—she has lifted the load that has weighed on me since first I knew I was—different. It is gone, all gone, because it does not exist for her!


			“Think, Father, think what it means. I can live in the world and work, do a real man’s work. She says I can do more than many, that I am needed. Love, Father, for me, a home of my own, even, perhaps,”—reverent, his eyes bright with happy—his face grew grave and tears—“a little boy of my own, some day, to love as you have loved me.”


			


			And his father saw how all his days and nights of ceaseless devotion had in no way made up to the boy for losing the common things of life. He saw how this unhoped-for happiness had come like water to the desert and filled his barren life with flowers. He saw what it meant to his boy he so loved, to have the door so open to him.


			And he his father, had to tell his son that he must never marry—and why. . . .


			


			After a while the boy spoke, in a strange dead voice.


			“All my little brothers and sisters? was that—?”


			“Yes” said the miserable man.


			


			“And—my mother?” . . .


			He nodded; he could not speak.


			


			The boy stood still looking at the man, whose carefully fostered strength seemed all to have left him in an hour, and the resistless years to have swept down upon him like a flood of iron.


			He came to him with a low cry—.


			“Oh my poor father!”


			HERLAND


			chapter i


			A Not Unnatural Enterprise


			


			THIS IS written from memory, unfortunately. If I could have brought with me the material I so carefully prepared, this would be a very different story. Whole books full of notes, carefully copied records, firsthand descriptions and the pictures—that’s the worst loss. We had some bird’s-eyes of the cities and parks; a lot of lovely views of streets, of buildings, outside and in, and some of those gorgeous gardens, and, most important of all, of the women themselves.


			Nobody will ever believe how they looked. Descriptions aren’t any good when it comes to women, and I never was good at descriptions anyhow. But it’s got to be done somehow; the rest of the world needs to know about that country.


			I haven’t said where it was for fear some self-appointed missionaries, or traders, or land-greedy expansionists, will take it upon themselves to push in. They will not be wanted, I can tell them that; and will fare worse than we did if they do find it.


			It began this way. There were three of us, classmates and friends—Terry O. Nicholson (we used to call him the Old Nick, with good reason), Jeff Margrave, and I, Vandyck Jennings.


			We had known each other years and years and in spite of our differences we had a good deal in common. All of us were interested in science.


			Terry was rich enough to do as he pleased. His great aim was exploration. He used to make all kinds of a row because there was nothing left to explore now, only patchwork and filling in, he said. He filled in well enough—he had a lot of talents—great on mechanics and electricity. Had all kinds of boats and motor cars, and was one of the best of our airmen.


			We never could have done the thing at all without Terry.


			Jeff Margrave was born to be a poet, a botanist—or both—but his folks persuaded him to be a doctor instead. He was a good one, for his age, but his real interest was in what he loved to call “the wonders of science.”


			As for me, Sociology’s my major. You have to back that up with a lot of other sciences, of course. I’m interested in them all.


			Terry was strong on facts, geography and meteorology and those; Jeff could beat him any time on biology, and I didn’t care what it was they talked about, so long as it connected with human life, somehow. There are few things that don’t.


			We three had a chance to join a big scientific expedition. They needed a doctor, and that gave Jeff an excuse for dropping his just opening practice; they needed Terry’s experience, his machine, and his money; and as for me, I got in through Terry’s influence.


			The expedition was up among the thousand tributaries and enormous hinterland of a great river; up where the maps had to be made, savage dialects studied, and all manner of strange flora and fauna expected.


			But this story is not about that expedition. That was only the merest starter for ours.


			


			My interest was first roused by talk among our guides. I’m quick at languages, know a good many, and pick them up readily. What with that and a really good interpreter we took with us, I made out quite a few legends and folk-myths of these scattered tribes.


			And as we got farther and farther up stream, in a dark tangle of rivers, lakes, morasses and dense forests, with here and there an unexpected long spur running out from the big mountains beyond, I noticed that more and more of these savages had a story about a strange and terrible “Woman Land” in the high distance.


			“Up yonder,” “Over there,” “Way up”—was all the direction they could offer, but their legends all agreed in the main point—that there was this strange country where no men lived—only women and girl children.


			None of them had ever seen it. It was dangerous, deadly, they said, for any man to go there. But there were tales of long ago, when some brave investigator had seen it—a Big Country, Big Houses, Plenty People—All Women.


			Had no one else gone? Yes—a good many—but they never came back. It was no place for men—that they seemed sure of.


			I told the boys about these stories, and they laughed at them. Naturally I did myself. I knew the stuff that savage dreams are made of.


			But when we had reached our farthest point, just the day before we all had to turn around and start for home again, as the best of expeditions must, in time, we three made a discovery.


			The main encampment was on a spit of land running out into the main stream, or what we thought was the main stream. It had the same muddy color we had been seeing for weeks past, the same taste.


			I happened to speak of that river to our last guide, a rather superior fellow, with quick, bright eyes.


			He told me that there was another river—“over there—short river, sweet water—red and blue.”


			I was interested in this and anxious to see if I had understood, so I showed him a red and blue pencil I carried, and asked again.


			Yes, he pointed to the river, and then to the southwestward. “River—good water—red and blue.”


			Terry was close by and interested in the fellow’s pointing.


			“What does he say, Van?”


			I told him.


			Terry blazed up at once.


			“Ask him how far it is.”


			The man indicated a short journey; I judged about two hours, maybe three.


			“Let’s go,” urged Terry. “Just us three. Maybe we can really find something. May be cinnabar in it.”


			“May be indigo,” Jeff suggested, with his lazy smile.


			It was early yet; we had just breakfasted; and leaving word that we’d be back before night, we got away quietly, not wishing to be thought too gullible if we failed, and secretly hoping to have some nice little discovery all to ourselves.


			It was a long two hours, nearer three. I fancy the savage could have done it alone much quicker. There was a desperate tangle of wood and water and a swampy patch we never should have found our way across alone. But there was one, and I could see Terry, with compass and notebook, marking directions, and trying to place landmarks.


			We came after awhile to a sort of marshy lake, very big, so that the circling forest looked quite low and dim across it. Our guide told us that boats could go from there to our camp—but “long way—all day.”


			This water was somewhat clearer than we had left, but we could not judge well from the margin. We skirted it for another half hour or so, the ground growing firmer as we advanced, and presently turned the corner of a wooded promontory and saw a quite different country—a sudden view of mountains, steep and bare.


			“One of those long easterly spurs,” Terry said appraisingly. “May be hundreds of miles from the range. They crop out like that.”


			Suddenly we left the lake and struck directly toward the cliffs. We heard running water before we reached it, and the guide pointed proudly to his river.


			It was short. We could see where it poured down a narrow vertical cataract from an opening in the face of the cliff. It was sweet water. The guide drank eagerly and so did we.


			“That’s snow water,” Terry announced. “Must come from way back in the hills.”


			But as to being red and blue—it was greenish in tint. The guide seemed not at all surprised. He hunted about a little and showed us a quiet marginal pool where there were smears of red along the border; yes, and of blue.


			Terry got out his magnifying glass and squatted down to investigate.


			“Chemicals of some sort—I can’t tell on the spot. Look to me like dye-stuffs. Let’s get nearer,” he urged, “up there by the fall.”


			We scrambled along the steep banks and got close to the pool that foamed and boiled beneath the falling water. Here we searched the border and found traces of color beyond dispute. More—Jeff suddenly held up an unlooked-for trophy.


			It was only a rag, a long, ravelled fragment of cloth. But it was a well-woven fabric, with a pattern, and of a clear scarlet that the water had not faded. No savage tribe that we had heard of made such fabrics.


			The guide stood serenely on the bank, well pleased with our excitement.


			“One day blue—one day red—one day green,” he told us, and pulled from his pouch another strip of bright-hued cloth.


			“Come down,” he said, pointing to the cataract. “Woman Country—up there.”


			Then we were interested. We had our rest and lunch right there and pumped the man for further information. He could tell us only what the others had—a land of women—no men—babies, but all girls. No place for men—dangerous. Some had gone to see—none had come back.


			I could see Terry’s jaw set at that. No place for men? Dangerous? He looked as if he might shin up the waterfall on the spot. But the guide would not hear of going up, even if there had been any possible method of scaling that sheer cliff, and we had to get back to our party before night.


			“They might stay if we told them,” I suggested.


			But Terry stopped in his tracks. “Look here, fellows,” he said. “This is our find. Let’s not tell those cocky old professors. Let’s go on home with ’em, and then come back—just us—have a little expedition of our own.”


			We looked at him, much impressed. There was something attractive to a bunch of unattached young men in finding an undiscovered country of a strictly Amazonian nature.


			Of course we didn’t believe the story—but yet!


			“There is no such cloth made by any of these local tribes,” I announced, examining those rags with great care. “Somewhere up yonder they spin and weave and dye—as well as we do.”


			“That would mean a considerable civilization, Van—there couldn’t be such a place—and not known about.”


			“Oh, well, I don’t know; what’s that old republic up in the Pyrenees somewhere—Andorra? Precious few people know anything about that, and it’s been minding its own business for a thousand years. Then there’s Montenegro—splendid little state—you could lose a dozen Montenegroes up and down these great ranges.”


			We discussed it hotly, all the way back to camp. We discussed it, with care and privacy, on the voyage home. We discussed it after that, still only among ourselves, while Terry was making his arrangements.


			He was hot about it. Lucky he had so much money—we might have had to beg and advertise for years to start the thing, and then it would have been a matter of public amusement—just sport for the papers.


			But T. O. Nicholson could fix up his big steam yacht, load his specially made big motor-boat aboard, and tuck in a “dissembled” biplane without any more notice than a snip in the society column.


			We had provisions and preventives and all manner of supplies. His previous experience stood him in good stead there. It was a very complete little outfit.


			We were to leave the yacht at the nearest safe port and go up that endless river in our motor, just the three of us and a pilot; then drop the pilot when we got to that last stopping place of the previous party, and hunt up that clear water stream ourselves.


			The motor we were going to leave at anchor in that wide shallow lake. It had a special covering of fitted armor, thin but strong, shut up like a clamshell.


			“Those natives can’t get into it, or hurt it, or move it,” Terry explained proudly. “We’ll start our flier from the lake and leave the motor as a base to come back to.”


			“If we come back,” I suggested cheerfully.


			“’Fraid the ladies will eat you?” he scoffed.


			“We’re not so sure about those ladies, you know,” drawled Jeff. “There may be a contingent of gentlemen with poisoned arrows or something.”


			“You don’t need to go if you don’t want to,” Terry remarked drily.


			“Go? You’ll have to get an injunction to stop me!” Both Jeff and I were sure about that.


			But we did have differences of opinion, all the long way.


			An ocean voyage is an excellent time for discussion. Now we had no eavesdroppers, we could loll and loaf in our deck-chairs and talk and talk—there was nothing else to do. Our absolute lack of facts only made the field of discussion wider.


			“We’ll leave papers with our consul where the yacht stays,” Terry planned. “If we don’t come back in—say a month—they can send a relief party after us.”


			“A punitive expedition,” I urged. “If the ladies do eat us we must make reprisals.”


			“They can locate that last stopping place easy enough, and I’ve made a sort of chart of that lake and cliff and waterfall.”


			“Yes, but how will they get up?” asked Jeff.


			“Same way we do, of course. If three valuable American citizens are lost up there they will follow somehow—to say nothing of the glittering attractions of that fair land—let’s call it ‘Feminisia,’” he broke off.


			“You’re right, Terry. Once the story gets out, the river will crawl with expeditions and the airships rise like a swarm of mosquitoes.” I laughed as I thought of it. “We’ve made a great mistake not to let Mr. Yellow Press in on this. Save us! What headlines!”


			“Not much!” said Terry grimly. “This is our party. We’re going to find that place alone.”


			“What are you going to do with it when you do find it—if you do?” Jeff asked mildly.


			Jeff was a tender soul. I think he thought that country—if there was one, was just blossoming with roses and babies and canaries and tidies—and all that sort of thing.


			And Terry, in his secret heart, had visions of a sort of sublimated summer resort—just Girls and Girls and Girls—and that he was going to be—well, Terry was popular among women even when there were other men around, and it’s not to be wondered at that he had pleasant dreams of what might happen. I could see it in his eye as he lay there, looking at the long blue rollers slipping by, and fingering that impressive mustache of his.


			But I thought—then—that I could form a far clearer idea of what was before us than either of them.


			“You’re all off, boys,” I insisted. “If there is such a place—and there does seem some foundation for believing it, you’ll find it’s built on a sort of matriarchal principle—that’s all. The men have a separate cult of their own, less socially developed than the women, and make them an annual visit—a sort of wedding call. This is a condition known to have existed—here’s just a survival. They’ve got some peculiarly isolated valley or tableland up there, and their primeval customs have survived. That’s all there is to it.”


			“How about the boys?” Jeff asked.


			“Oh, the men take them away as soon as they are five or six, you see.”


			“And how about this danger theory all our guides were so sure of?”


			“Danger enough, Terry, and we’ll have to be mighty careful. Women of that stage of culture are quite able to defend themselves and have no welcome for unseasonable visitors.”


			We talked and talked.


			And with all my airs of sociological superiority I was no nearer than any of them.


			It was funny though, in the light of what we did find, those extremely clear ideas of ours as to what a country of women would be like. It was no use to tell ourselves and one another that all this was idle speculation. We were idle and we did speculate, on the ocean voyage and the river voyage, too.


			“Admitting the improbability,” we’d begin solemnly, and then launch out again.


			“They would fight among themselves,” Terry insisted. “Women always do. We mustn’t look to find any sort of order and organization.”


			“You’re dead wrong,” Jeff told him. “It will be like a nunnery under an Abbess—a peaceful, harmonious sisterhood.”


			I snorted derision at this idea.


			“Nuns, indeed! Your peaceful sisterhoods were all celibate, Jeff, and under vows of obedience. These are just women, and mothers, and where there’s motherhood you don’t find sisterhood—not much.”


			“No, sir—they’ll scrap,” agreed Terry. “Also we mustn’t look for inventions and progress; it’ll be awfully primitive.”


			“How about that cloth mill?” Jeff suggested.


			“Oh, cloth! Women have always been spinsters. But there they stop—you’ll see.”


			We joked Terry about his modest impression that he would be warmly received, but he held his ground.


			“You’ll see,” he insisted. “I’ll get solid with them all—and play one bunch against another. I’ll get myself elected King in no time—whew! Solomon will have to take a back seat!”


			“Where do we come in on that deal?” I demanded. “Aren’t we Viziers or anything?”


			“Couldnt risk it,” he asserted solemnly. “You might start a revolution—probably would. No, you’ll have to be beheaded, or bowstrung—or whatever the popular method of execution is.”


			“You’d have to do it yourself, remember,” grinned Jeff. “No husky black slaves and mamelukes! And there’d be two of us and one of you—eh, Van?”


			Jeff’s ideas and Terry’s were so far apart that sometimes it was all I could do to keep the peace between them. Jeff idealized women in the best Southern style. He was full of chivalry and sentiment, and all that. And he was a good boy, he lived up to his ideals.


			You might say Terry did, too, if you can call his views about women anything so polite as ideals. I always liked Terry. He was a man’s man, very much so, generous and brave and clever; but I don’t think any of us in college days was quite pleased to have him with our sisters. We weren’t very stringent, heavens no! But Terry was “the limit.” Later on—why, of course a man’s life is his own, we held, and asked no questions.


			But barring a possible exception in favor of a not impossible wife, or of his mother, or, of course, the fair relatives of his friends, Terry’s idea seemed to be that pretty women were just so much game and homely ones not worth considering.


			It was really unpleasant sometimes to see the notions he had.


			But I got out of patience with Jeff, too. He had such rose-colored haloes on his women folks. I held a middle ground, highly scientific, of course, and used to argue learnedly about the physiological limitations of the sex.


			We were not in the least “advanced” on the woman question, any of us, then.


			So we joked and disputed and speculated, and after an interminable journey, got to our old camping place at last.


			It was not hard to find the river, just poking along that side till we came to it, and it was navigable as far as the lake.


			When we reached that and slid out on its broad glistening bosom, with that high gray promontory running out toward us, and the straight white fall clearly visible, it began to be really exciting.


			There was some talk, even then, of skirting the rock wall and seeking a possible foot-way up, but the marshy jungle made that method look not only difficult but dangerous.


			Terry dismissed the plan sharply.


			“Nonsense, fellows! We’ve decided that. It might take months—we haven’t the provisions. No, sir—we’ve got to take our chances. If we get back safe—all right. If we don’t, why, we’re not the first explorers to get lost in the shuffle. There are plenty to come after us.”


			So we got the big biplane together and loaded with our scientifically compressed baggage—the camera, of course; the glasses, a supply of concentrated food. Our pockets were magazines of small necessities, and we had our guns, of course—there was no knowing what might happen.


			Up and up and up we sailed, way up at first, to get “the lay of the land,” and make note of it.


			Out of that dark green sea of crowding forest this high-standing spur rose steeply. It ran back on either side, apparently, to the far off white-crowned peaks in the distance, themselves probably inaccessible.


			“Let’s make the first trip geographical,” I suggested. “Spy out the land, and drop back here for more gasoline. With your tremendous speed we can reach that range and back all right. Then we can leave a sort of map on board—for that relief expedition.”


			“There’s sense in that,” Terry agreed. “I’ll put off being king of Ladyland for one more day.”


			So we made a long skirting voyage, turned the point of the cape which was close by, ran up one side of the triangle at our best speed, crossed over the base where it left the higher mountains, and so back to our lake by moonlight.


			“That’s not a bad little kingdom,” we agreed when it was roughly drawn and measured. We could tell the size fairly by our speed. And from what we could see of the sides—and that icy ridge at the back end—“It’s a pretty enterprising savage who would manage to get into it,” Jeff said.


			Of course we had looked at the land itself—eagerly, but we were too high and going too fast to see much. It appeared to be well forested about the edges, but in the interior there were wide plains, and everywhere parklike meadows and open places.


			There were cities, too; that I insisted. It looked—well, it looked like any other country—a civilized one, I mean.


			We had to sleep after that long sweep through the air, but we turned out early enough next day, and again we rose softly up the height till we could top the crowning trees and see the broad fair land at our pleasure.


			“Semi-tropical. Looks like a first-rate climate. It’s wonderful what a little height will do for temperature.” Terry was studying the forest growth.


			“Little height! Is that what you call little?” I asked. Our instruments measured it clearly. We had not realized the long gentle rise from the coast perhaps.


			“Mighty lucky piece of land, I call it,” Terry pursued. “Now for the folks—I’ve had enough scenery.”


			So we sailed low, crossing back and forth, quartering the country as we went, and studying it. We saw—I can’t remember now how much of this we noted then and how much was supplemented by our later knowledge, but we could not help seeing this much, even on that excited day—a land in a state of perfect cultivation, where even the forests looked as if they were cared for; a land that looked like an enormous park, only that it was even more evidently an enormous garden.


			“I don’t see any cattle,” I suggested, but Terry was silent. We were approaching a village.


			I confess that we paid small attention to the clean, well-built roads, to the attractive architecture, to the ordered beauty of the little town. We had our glasses out, even Terry, setting his machine for a spiral glide, clapped the binoculars to his eyes.


			They heard our whirring screw. They ran out of the house—they gathered in from the fields, swift-running light figures, crowds of them. We stared and stared until it was almost too late to catch the levers, sweep off and rise again; and then we held our peace for a long run upward.


			“Gosh!” said Terry, after a while.


			“Only women there—and children,” Jeff urged excitedly.


			“But they look—why, this is a civilized country!” I protested. “There must be men.”


			“Of course there are men,” said Terry. “Come on, let’s find ’em.”


			He refused to listen to Jeff’s suggestion that we examine the country further before we risked leaving our machine.


			“There’s a fine landing place right there where we came over,” he insisted, and it was an excellent one, a wide, flat-topped rock, overlooking the lake, and quite out of sight from the interior.


			“They won’t find this in a hurry,” he asserted, as we scrambled with the utmost difficulty down to safer footing. “Come on, boys—there were some good lookers in that bunch.”


			Of course it was unwise of us.


			It was quite easy to see afterward that our best plan was to have studied the country more fully before we left our swooping airship and trusted ourselves to mere foot service. But we were three young men. We had been talking about this country for over a year, hardly believing that there was such a place, and now—we were in it.


			It looked safe and civilized enough, and among those upturned, crowding faces, though some were terrified enough—there was great beauty—that we all agreed.


			“Come on!” cried Terry, pushing forward. “Oh, come on! Here goes for Herland!”
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			Rash Advances


			


			NOT MORE than ten or fifteen miles we judged it from our landing rock to that last village. For all our eagerness we thought it wise to keep to the woods and go carefully.


			Even Terry’s ardor was held in check by his firm conviction that there were men to be met, and we saw to it that each of us had a good stock of cartridges.


			“They may be scarce, and they may be hidden away somewhere,—some kind of a matriarchate, as Jeff tells us; for that matter they may live up in the mountains yonder and keep the women in this park country—sort of national harem! But there are men somewhere—didn’t you see the babies?”


			We had all seen babies, children big and little, everywhere that we had come near enough to distinguish the people. And though by dress we could not be sure of all the grown persons, still there had not been one man that we were certain of.


			“I always liked that Arab saying, ‘First tie your camel and then trust in the Lord,’” Jeff murmured; so we all had our weapons in hand, and stole cautiously through the forest. Terry studied it as we progressed. “Talk of civilization,” he cried softly in restrained enthusiasm, “I never saw a forest so petted, even in Germany. Look, there’s not a dead bough—the vines are trained—actually! And see here”—he stopped and looked about him, calling Jeff’s attention to the kind of trees.


			They left me for a landmark and made a limited excursion on either side.


			“Food-bearing, practically all of them,” they announced returning. “The rest splendid hard-wood. Call this a forest? It’s a truck farm!”


			“Good thing to have a botanist on hand,” I agreed. “Sure there are no medicinal ones? Or any for pure ornament?”


			As a matter of fact they were quite right. These towering trees were under as careful cultivation as so many cabbages. In other conditions we should have found those woods full of fair foresters and fruit gatherers; but an airship is a conspicuous object, and by no means quiet—and women are cautious.


			All we found moving in those woods, as we started through them, were birds, some gorgeous, some musical, all so tame that it seemed almost to contradict our theory of cultivation; at least until we came upon occasional little glades, where carved stone seats and tables stood in the shade beside clear fountains, with shallow bird baths always added.


			“They don’t kill birds, and, apparently they do kill cats,” Terry declared. “Must be men here. Hark!”


			We had heard something; something not in the least like a birdsong, and very much like a suppressed whisper of laughter—a little happy sound, instantly smothered. We stood like so many pointers, and then used our glasses, swiftly, carefully.


			“It couldn’t have been far off,” said Terry excitedly. “How about this big tree?”


			There was a very large and beautiful tree in the glade we had just entered, with thick wide-spreading branches that sloped out in lapping fans like a beech, or pine. It was trimmed underneath some twenty feet up, and stood there like a huge umbrella, with circling seats beneath.


			“Look,” he pursued. “There are short stumps of branches left to climb on. There’s some one up that tree, I believe.”


			We stole near, cautiously.


			“Look out for a poisoned arrow in your eye,” I suggested; but Terry pressed forward, sprang up on the seat-back and grasped the trunk. “In my heart, more likely,” he answered—“Gee!—Look, boys!”


			We rushed close in and looked up. There among the boughs overhead was something—more than one something; that clung motionless close to the great trunk at first, and then, as one and all we started up the tree, separated into three swift-moving figures and fled upwards. As we climbed we could catch glimpses of them scattering above us. By the time we had reached about as far as three men together dared push, they had left the main trunk and moved outwards, each one balanced on a long branch that dipped and swayed beneath the weight.


			We paused uncertain. If we pursued further the boughs would break under the double burden. We might shake them off, perhaps, but none of us was so inclined. In the soft dappled light of these high regions, breathless with our rapid climb, we rested awhile, eagerly studying our objects of pursuit; while they in turn, with no more terror than a set of frolicsome children in a game of tag, sat as lightly as so many big bright birds on their precarious perches, and frankly, curiously, stared at us.


			“Girls!” whispered Jeff, under breath, as if they might fly if he spoke aloud.


			“Peaches!” added Terry, scarcely louder. “Peacherinos—Apricot-nectarines! Whew!”


			They were girls, of course, no boys could ever have shown that sparkling beauty, and yet none of us was certain at first.


			We saw short hair, hatless, loose and shining; a suit of some light firm stuff, the closest of tunics and kneebreeches, met by trim gaiters; as bright and smooth as parrots and as unaware of danger, they swung there before us, wholly at ease, staring as we stared, till first one, and then all of them burst into peals of delighted laughter.


			Then there was a torrent of soft talk, tossed back and forth; no savage sing-song, but clear musical fluent speech.


			We met their laughter cordially, and doffed our hats to them, at which they laughed again, delightedly.


			Then Terry, wholly in his element, made a polite speech, with explanatory gestures, and proceeded to introduce us, with pointing finger. “Mr. Jeff Margrave,” he said clearly; Jeff bowed as gracefully as a man could in the fork of a great limb. “Mr. Vandyck Jennings”—I also tried to make an effective salute and nearly lost my balance.


			Then Terry laid his hand upon his chest—a fine chest he had, too, and introduced himself: he was braced carefully for the occasion and achieved an excellent obeisance.


			Again they laughed delightedly, and the one nearest me followed his tactics.


			“Celis,” she said distinctly, pointing to the one in blue; “Alima”—the one in rose; then, with a vivid imitation of Terry’s impressive manner, she laid a firm delicate hand on her gold-green jerkin—“Ellador.” This was pleasant, but we got no nearer.


			“We can’t sit here and learn the language,” Terry protested. He beckoned to them to come nearer, most winningly—but they gaily shook their heads. He suggested, by signs, that we all go down together; but again they shook their heads, still merrily. Then Ellador clearly indicated that we should go down, pointing to each and all of us, with unmistakable firmness; and further seeming to imply by the sweep of a lithe arm, that we not only go downwards, but go away altogether—at which we shook our heads in turn.


			“Have to use bait,” grinned Terry. “I don’t know about you fellows, but I came prepared.” He produced from an inner pocket a little box of purple velvet, that opened with a snap—and out of it he drew a long sparkling thing, a necklace of big vari-colored stones that would have been worth a million if real ones. He held it up, swung it, glittering in the sun, offered it first to one, then to another, holding it out as far as he could reach toward the girl nearest him. He stood braced in the fork, held firmly by one hand—the other, swinging his bright temptation, reached far out along the bough, but not quite to his full stretch.


			She was visibly moved I noted, hesitated, spoke to her companion. They chattered softly together, one evidently warning her, the other encouraging. Then, softly and slowly, she drew nearer. This was Alima, a tall long-limbed lass, well-knit and evidently both strong and agile. Her eyes were splendid, wide, fearless, as free from suspicion as a child’s who has never been rebuked. Her interest was more that of an intent boy playing a fascinating game than of a girl lured by an ornament.


			The others moved a bit farther out, holding firmly, watching. Terry’s smile was irreproachable, but I did not like the look in his eyes—it was like a creature about to spring. I could already see it happen—the dropped necklace, the sudden clutching hand—the girl’s sharp cry as he seized her and drew her in. But it didn’t happen. She made a timid reach with her right hand for the gay swinging thing—he held it a little nearer—then, swift as light, she seized it from him with her left, and dropped on the instant to the bough below.


			He made his snatch, quite vainly, almost losing his position as his hand clutched only air; and then, with inconceivable rapidity, the three bright creatures were gone. They dropped from the ends of the big boughs to those below, fairly pouring themselves off the tree, while we climbed downward as swiftly as we could. We heard their vanishing gay laughter, we saw them fleeting away in the wide open reaches of the forest, and gave chase, but we might as well have chased wild antelopes; so we stopped at length somewhat breathless.


			“No use,” gasped Terry. “They got away with it. My word! The men of this country must be good sprinters!”


			“Inhabitants evidently arboreal,” I grimly suggested. “Civilized and still arboreal,—peculiar people.”


			“You shouldn’t have tried that way,” Jeff protested. “They were perfectly friendly, now we’ve scared them.”


			But it was no use grumbling, and Terry refused to admit any mistake. “Nonsense,” he said, “They expected it. Women like to be run after. Come on, lets get to that town, maybe we’ll find them there. Lets see, it was in this direction, and not far from the woods as I remember.”


			When we reached the edge of the open country we reconnoitered with our field glasses. There it was, about four miles off, the same town we concluded, unless as Jeff ventured, they all had pink houses. The broad green fields and closely cultivated gardens sloped away at our feet, a long easy slant, with good roads winding pleasantly here and there, and narrower paths besides.


			“Look at that!” cried Jeff suddenly, “There they go!”


			Sure enough, close to the town, across a wide meadow, three bright-hued figures were running swiftly.


			“How could they have got that far, in this time. It can’t be the same ones,” I urged. But through the glasses we could identify our pretty tree climbers quite plainly, at least by costume.


			Terry watched them, we all did for that matter, till they disappeared among the houses. Then he put down his glass and turned to us, drawing a long breath. “Mother of Mike, boys—what Gorgeous Girls! To climb like that! to run like that! and afraid of nothing. This country suits me all right. Lets get ahead.”


			“Nothing venture, nothing have,” I suggested, but Terry preferred “‘Faint heart ne’er won fair lady.’”


			We set forth in the open, walking briskly. “If there are any men we’d better keep an eye out,” I suggested, but Jeff seemed lost in heavenly dreams, and Terry in highly practical plans.


			“What a perfect road! What a heavenly country! See the flowers, will you.”


			This was Jeff, always an enthusiast; but we could agree with him fully.


			The road was some sort of hard manufactured stuff, sloped slightly to shed rain, with every curve and grade and gutter as perfect as if it were Europe’s best. “No men, eh?” sneered Terry. On either side a double row of trees shaded the footpaths, between the trees bushes or vines, all fruit-bearing, now and then seats and little wayside fountains, everywhere flowers.


			“We’d better import some of these ladies and set ’em to parking the United States,” I suggested. “Mighty nice place they’ve got here.” We rested a few moments by one of the fountains, tested the fruit that looked ripe, and went on, impressed, for all our gay bravado by the sense of quiet potency which lay about us.


			Here was evidently a people highly skilled, efficient, caring for their country as a florist cares for his costliest orchids. Under the soft brilliant blue of that clear sky, in the pleasant shade of those endless rows of trees, we walked unharmed, the placid silence broken only by the birds.


			Presently there lay before us at the foot of a long hill the town or village we were aiming for. We stopped and studied it.


			Jeff drew a long breath. “I wouldn’t have believed a collection of houses could look so lovely,” he said.


			“They’ve got architects and landscape gardeners in plenty, that’s sure,” agreed Terry.


			I was astonished myself. You see I come from California, and there’s no country lovelier, but when it comes to towns—! I have often groaned at home to see the offensive mess man made in the face of nature, even though I’m no art sharp, like Jeff. But this place—! It was built mostly of a sort of dull rose colored stone, with here and there some clear white houses; and it lay abroad among the green groves and gardens like a broken rosary of pink coral.


			“Those big white ones are public buildings evidently,” Terry declared. “This is no savage country my friend. But no men? Boys it behooves us to go forward most politely.”


			The place had an odd look, more impressive as we approached. “Its like an Exposition.” “Its too pretty to be true”—“Plenty of palaces but where are the homes?” “Oh there are little ones enough—but—.” It certainly was different from any towns we had ever seen.


			“There’s no dirt,” said Jeff suddenly. “There’s no smoke,” he added after a little.


			“There’s no noise,” I offered; but Terry snubbed me—“That’s because they are laying low for us, we’d better be careful how we go in there.”


			Nothing could induce him to stay out however, so we walked on.


			Everything was beauty, order, perfect cleanness and the pleasantest sense of home over it all. As we neared the center of the town the houses stood thicker, ran together as it were, grew into rambling palaces grouped among parks and open squares something as college buildings stand in their quiet greens.


			And then, turning a corner, we came into a broad paved space and saw before us a band of women standing close together in even order, evidently waiting for us.


			We stopped a moment, and looked back. The street behind was closed by another band, marching steadily, shoulder to shoulder. We went on, there seemed no other way to do; and presently found ourselves quite surrounded by this close-massed multitude; women, all of them, but—.


			They were not young. They were not old. They were not, in the girl sense, beautiful, they were not in the least ferocious; and yet, as I looked from face to face, calm, grave, wise, wholly unafraid, evidently assured and determined, I had the funniest feeling—a very early feeling—a feeling that I traced back and back in memory until I caught up with it at last. It was that sense of being hopelessly in the wrong that I had so often felt in early youth when my short legs’ utmost effort failed to overcome the fact that I was late to school.


			Jeff felt it too, I could see he did. We felt like small boys, very small boys, caught doing mischief in some gracious lady’s house. But Terry showed no such consciousness. I saw his quick eyes darting here and there, estimating numbers, measuring distances, judging chances of escape. He examined the close ranks about us, reaching back far on every side, and murmured softly to me, “Every one of ’em over forty as I’m a sinner.”


			Yet they were not old women. Each was in the full bloom of rosy health, erect, serene, standing sure-footed and light as any pugilist. They had no weapons, and we had, but we had no wish to shoot.


			“I’d as soon shoot my Aunts,” muttered Terry again. “What do they want with us anyhow? They seem to mean business.” But in spite of that businesslike aspect he determined to try his favorite tactics, Terry had come armed on a theory.


			He stepped forward, with his brilliant ingratiating smile, and made low obeisance to the women before him. Then he produced another tribute, a broad soft scarf of filmy texture, rich in color and pattern, a lovely thing, even to my eye, and offered it with a deep bow to the tall unsmiling woman who seemed to head the ranks before him. She took it with a gracious nod of acknowledgment, and passed it on to those behind her. He tried again, this time bringing out a circlet of rhine-stones, a glittering crown that should have pleased any woman on earth.


			He made a brief address, including Jeff and me as partners in his enterprise, and with another bow presented this.


			Again his gift was accepted, and, as before passed out of sight.


			“If they were only younger,” he muttered between his teeth. “What on earth is a fellow to say to a regiment of old Colonels like this?”


			In all our discussions and speculations we had always unconsciously assumed that the women, whatever else they might be, would be young. Most men do think that way, I fancy.


			“Woman” in the abstract is young, and, we assume, charming. As they get older they pass off the stage, somehow, into private ownership mostly, or out of it altogether. But these good ladies were very much on the stage, and yet any one of them might have been a grandmother.


			We looked for nervousness—there was none.


			For terror, perhaps—there was none.


			For uneasiness, for curiosity, for excitement,—and all we saw was what might have been a vigilance committee of women doctors, as cool as cucumbers, and evidently meaning to take us to task for being there.


			Six of them stepped forward now, one on either side of each of us, and indicated that we were to go with them. We thought best to accede, at first anyway, and marched along, one of these close at each elbow, and the others in close masses before, behind, on both sides.


			A large building opened before us, a very heavy thick-walled impressive place, big, and old-looking; of grey stone, not like the rest of the town.


			“This won’t do!” said Terry to us, quickly, “We mustn’t let them get us in this, boys. All together, now”—


			We stopped in our tracks. We began to explain, to make signs pointing away toward the big forest—indicating that we would go back to it—at once.


			It makes me laugh, knowing all I do now, to think of us three boys—nothing else; three audacious impertinent boys—butting into an unknown country without any sort of a guard or defense. We seemed to think that if there were men we could fight them, and if there were only women—why, they would be no obstacles at all.


			Jeff, with his gentle romantic old-fashioned notions of women as a clinging vine; Terry with his clear decided practical theories that there were two kinds of women—those he wanted and those he didn’t; Desirable and Undesirable was his demarcation. The last was a large class, but negligible—he had never thought about them at all.


			And now here they were, in great numbers, evidently indifferent to what he might think, evidently determined on some purpose of their own regarding him; and apparently well able to enforce their purpose.


			We all of us thought hard just then. It had not seemed wise to object to going with them—even if we could have, our one chance was friendliness—a civilized attitude on both sides.


			But once inside that building, there was no knowing what these determined ladies might do to us. Even a peaceful detention was not to our minds, and when we named it imprisonment it looked even worse.


			So we made a stand, trying to make clear that we preferred the open country. One of them came forward with a sketch of our flier, asking by signs if we were the aerial visitors they had seen.


			This we admitted.


			They pointed to it again, and to the outlying country, in different directions—but we pretended we did not know where it was—and in truth we were not quite sure, and gave rather wild an indication of its whereabouts.


			Again they motioned to us to advance, standing so packed about the door that there remained but the one straight path open. All around us and behind they were massed solidly—there was simply nothing to do but go forward—or fight.


			We held a consultation.


			“I never fought with women in my life,” said Terry, greatly perturbed, “But I’m not going in there. I’m not going to be—herded in—as if we were in a cattle chute.”


			“We can’t fight them, of course,” Jeff urged, “They’re all women, in spite of their nondescript clothes; nice women, too; good strong sensible faces. I guess we’ll have to go in.”


			“We may never get out, if we do,” I told them. “Strong and sensible, yes; but I’m not so sure about the good. Look at those faces!”


			They had stood at ease, waiting, while we conferred together; but never relaxing their close attention.


			Their attitude was not the rigid discipline of soldiers, there was no sense of compulsion about them. Terry’s term of a “vigilance committee” was highly descriptive. They had just the aspect of sturdy burghers, gathered hastily to meet some common need or peril, all moved by precisely the same feelings, to the same end.


			Never, anywhere before, had I seen women of precisely this quality. Fishwives and market women might show similar strength, but it was coarse and heavy. These were merely athletic, light and powerful. College professors, teachers, writers,—many women showed similar intelligence, but often wore a strained nervous look, while these were as calm as cows, for all their evident intellect.


			We observed pretty closely just then, for all of us felt that it was a crucial moment.


			The leader gave some word of command and beckoned us on, and the surrounding mass moved a step nearer.


			“We’ve got to decide quick,” said Terry, “I vote to go in,” Jeff urged. But we were two to one against him and he loyally stood by us. We made one more effort to be let go, urgent, but not imploring. In vain.


			“Now for a rush, boys!” Terry said. “And if we can’t break ’em I’ll shoot in the air.”


			Then we found ourselves much in the position of the Suffragette trying to get to the Parliament buildings through a triple cordon of London police.


			The solidity of those women was something amazing. Terry soon found that it was useless, tore himself loose for a moment, pulled his revolver, and fired upwards. As they caught at it, he fired again—we heard a cry—.


			Instantly each of us was seized by five women, each holding arm or leg or head; we were lifted like children, straddling helpless children, and borne onward, wriggling indeed, but most ineffectually.


			We were borne inside, struggling manfully, but held secure most womanfully, in spite of our best endeavors.


			So carried and so held, we came into a high inner hall, grey and bare, and were brought before a majestic grey-haired woman who seemed to hold a judicial position.


			There was some talk, not much, among them, and then suddenly there fell upon each of us at once a firm hand holding a wetted cloth before mouth and nose—an odor of swimming sweetness—anaesthesia.


			chapter iii


			A Peculiar Imprisonment


			


			FROM A slumber as deep as death, as refreshing as that of a healthy child, I slowly awakened.


			It was like rising up, up, up through a deep warm ocean, nearer and nearer to full light and stirring air. Or like the return to consciousness after concussion of the brain. I was once thrown from a horse while on a visit to a wild mountainous country quite new to me, and I can clearly remember the mental experience of coming back to life, through lifting veils of dream. When I first dimly heard the voices of those about me, and saw the shining snow-peaks of that mighty range, I assumed that this too would pass, and I should presently find myself in my own home.


			That was precisely the experience of this awakening: receding waves of half-caught swirling vision, memories of home, the steamer, the boat, the air-ship, the forest—at last all sinking away one after another, till my eyes were wide open, my brain clear, and I realized what had happened.


			The most prominent sensation was of absolute physical comfort. I was lying in a perfect bed, long, broad, smooth; firmly soft and level; with the finest linen, some warm light quilt of blanket, and a counterpane that was a joy to the eye. The sheet turned down some fifteen inches, yet I could stretch my feet at the foot of the bed, free but warmly covered.


			I felt as light and clean as a white feather. It took me some time to consciously locate my arms and legs, to feel the vivid sense of life radiate from the wakening center to the extremities.


			A big room, high and wide, with many lofty windows whose closed blinds let through soft green-lit air; a beautiful room, in proportion, in color, in smooth simplicity; a scent of blossoming gardens outside.


			I lay perfectly still, quite happy, quite conscious, and yet not actively realizing what had happened till I heard Terry.


			“Gosh!” was what he said.


			I turned my head. There were three beds in this chamber, and plenty of room for them.


			Terry was sitting up, looking about him, alert as ever. His remarks, though not loud, roused Jeff also. We all sat up.


			Terry swung his legs out of bed, stood up, stretched himself mightily. He was in a long night-robe, a sort of seamless garment, undoubtedly comfortable—we all found ourselves so covered. Shoes were beside each bed, also quite comfortable and good-looking though by no means like our own.


			We looked for our clothes—they were not there, nor anything of all the varied contents of our pockets.


			A door stood somewhat ajar; it opened into a most attractive bathroom, copiously provided with towels, soap, mirrors, and all such convenient comforts, with indeed our toothbrushes and combs, our notebooks, and, thank goodness, our watches—but no clothes.


			Then we made search of the big room again and found a large airy closet, holding plenty of clothing, but not ours.


			“A council of war!” demanded Terry. “Come on back to bed—the bed’s all right anyhow. Now then, my scientific friend, let us consider our case dispassionately.”


			He meant me, but Jeff seemed most impressed.


			“They haven’t hurt us in the least!” he said. “They could have killed us—or—or anything—and I never felt better in my life.”


			“That argues that they are all women,” I suggested, “and highly civilized. You know you hit one in that last scrimmage—I heard her sing out—and we kicked awfully.”


			Terry was grinning at us. “Do you realize what these ladies have done to us?” he pleasantly inquired. “They have taken away all our possessions, all our clothes—every stitch. We have been stripped and washed and put to bed like so many yearling babies—by these highly civilized women.”


			Jeff actually blushed. He had a poetic imagination. Terry had imagination enough, of a different kind. So had I, also different. I always flattered myself I had the scientific imagination, which, incidentally, I considered the highest sort. One has a right to a certain amount of egotism if founded on fact—and kept to one’s self—I think.


			“No use kicking, boys,” I said. “They’ve got us, and apparently they’re perfectly harmless. It remains for us to cook up some plan of escape like any other bottled heroes. Meanwhile we’ve got to put on these clothes—Hobson’s choice.”


			The garments were simple in the extreme, and absolutely comfortable, physically, though of course we all felt like supes in the theater. There was a one-piece cotton undergarment, thin and soft, that reached over the knees and shoulders, something like the one-piece pajamas some fellows wear, and a kind of half-hose, that came up to just under the knee and stayed there—had an elastic top of their own, and covered the edges of the first.


			Then there was a thicker variety of union suit, a lot of them in the closet, of varying weights and somewhat sturdier material—evidently they would do at a pinch with nothing further. Then there were tunics, knee length, and some long robes. Needless to say we took tunics.


			We bathed and dressed quite cheerfully.


			“Not half bad,” said Terry, surveying himself in a long mirror. His hair was somewhat longer than when we left the last barber, and the hats provided were much like those seen on the Prince in the fairy-tale, lacking the plume.


			The costume was similar to that which we had seen on all the women, though some of them, those working in the fields, glimpsed by our glasses when we first flew over, wore only the first two.


			I settled my shoulders and stretched my arms, remarking: “They have worked out a mighty sensible dress, I’ll say that for them.” With which we all agreed.


			“Now then,” Terry proclaimed, “we’ve had a fine long sleep—we’ve had a good bath—we’re clothed and in our right minds, though feeling like a lot of neuters. Do you think these highly civilized ladies are going to give us any breakfast?”


			“Of course they will,” Jeff asserted confidently. “If they had meant to kill us they would have done it before. I believe we are going to be treated as guests.”


			“Hailed as deliverers, I think,” said Terry.


			“Studied as curiosities,” I told them. “But anyhow, we want food. So now for a sortie!”


			A sortie was not so easy.


			The bathroom only opened into our chamber, and that had but one outlet, a big heavy door, which was fastened.


			We listened.


			“There’s someone outside,” Jeff suggested. “Let’s knock.”


			So we knocked, whereupon the door opened.


			Outside was another large room, furnished with a great table at one end, long benches or couches against the wall, some smaller tables and chairs. All these were solid, strong, simple in structure, and comfortable in use, also, incidentally, beautiful.


			This room was occupied by a number of women, eighteen to be exact, some of whom we distinctly recalled.


			Terry heaved a disappointed sigh. “The Colonels!” I heard him whisper to Jeff.


			Jeff, however, advanced and bowed in his best manner; so did we all, and we were saluted civilly by the tall standing women.


			We had no need to make pathetic pantomime of hunger; the smaller tables were already laid with food, and we were gravely invited to be seated. The tables were set for two; each of us found ourselves placed vis-a-vis with one of our hosts, and each table had five other stalwarts nearby, unobtrusively watching. We had plenty of time to get tired of those women!


			The breakfast was not profuse, but sufficient in amount and excellent in quality. We were all too good travelers to object to novelty, and this repast with its new but delicious fruit, its dish of large rich-flavored nuts, and its highly satisfactory little cakes, was most agreeable. There was water to drink, and a hot beverage of a most pleasing quality, some preparation like cocoa.


			And then and there, willy-nilly, before we had satisfied our appetites, our education began.


			By each of our plates lay a little book, a real printed book, though different from ours both in paper and binding, as well, of course, as in type. We examined them curiously.


			“Shades of Sauveur!” muttered Terry. “We’re to learn the language!”


			We were indeed to learn the language, and not only that, but to teach our own. There were blank books with parallel columns, neatly ruled, evidently prepared for the occasion, and in these, as fast as we learned and wrote down the name of anything we were urged to write our own name for it by its side.


			The book we had to study was evidently a school-book, one in which children learned to read, and we judged from this, and from their frequent consultation as to methods, that they had had no previous experience in the art of teaching foreigners their language, or of learning any other.


			On the other hand, if they lacked in experience, they made up in genius. Such subtle understanding, such instant recognition of our difficulties, and readiness to meet them, were a constant surprise to us.


			Of course, we were willing to meet them half-way. It was wholly to our advantage to be able to understand and speak with them, and as to refusing to teach them—why should we? Later on we did try open rebellion, but only once.


			That first meal was pleasant enough, each of us quietly studying his companion, Jeff with sincere admiration, Terry with that highly technical look of his, as of a past master—like a lion-tamer, a serpent charmer, or some such professional. I myself was intensely interested.


			It was evident that those sets of five were there to check any outbreak on our part. We had no weapons, and if we did try to do any damage, with a chair, say, why five to one was too many for us, even if they were women; that we had found out to our sorrow. It was not pleasant, having them always around, but we soon got used to it.


			“It’s better than being physically restrained ourselves,” Jeff philosophically suggested when we were alone. “They’ve given us a room—with no great possibility of escape—and personal liberty—heavily chaperoned. It’s better than we’d have been likely to get in a man-country.”


			“Man-country! Do you really believe there are no men here, you innocent? Don’t you know there must be?” demanded Terry.


			“Ye—es,” Jeff agreed. “Of course—and yet——”


			“And yet—what! Come, you obdurate sentimentalist—what are you thinking about?”


			“They may have some peculiar division of labor we’ve never heard of,” I suggested. “The men may live in separate towns, or they may have subdued them—somehow—and keep them shut up. But there must be some.”


			“That last suggestion of yours is a nice one, Van,” Terry protested. “Same as they’ve got us subdued and shut up! You make me shiver.”


			“Well, figure it out for yourself, anyway you please. We saw plenty of kids, the first day, and we’ve seen those girls——”


			“Real girls!” Terry agreed, in immense relief. “Glad you mentioned ’em. I declare, if I thought there was nothing in the country but those grenadiers I’d jump out the window.”


			“Speaking of windows,” I suggested, “let’s examine ours.”


			We looked out of all the windows. The blinds opened easily enough, and there were no bars, but the prospect was not reassuring.


			This was not the pink-walled town we had so rashly entered the day before. Our chamber was high up, in a projecting wing of a sort of castle, built out on a steep spur of rock. Immediately below us were gardens, fruitful and fragrant, but their high walls followed the edge of the cliff which dropped sheer down, we could not see how far. The distant sound of water suggested a river at the foot.


			We could look out east, west and south. To the south-eastward stretched the open country, lying bright and fair in the morning light, but on either side, and evidently behind, rose great mountains.


			“This thing is a regular fortress—and no women built it, I can tell you that,” said Terry. We nodded agreeingly. “It’s right up among the hills—they must have brought us a long way.”


			“And pretty fast, too,” I added.


			“We saw some kind of swift moving vehicles the first day,” Jeff reminded us. “If they’ve got motors they are civilized.”


			“Civilized or not, we’ve got our work cut out for us to get away from here. I don’t propose to make a rope of bedclothes and try those walls till I’m sure there is no better way.”


			We all concurred on this point, and returned to our discussion as to the women.


			Jeff continued thoughtful. “All the same, there’s something funny about it,” he urged. “It isn’t just that we don’t see any men—but we don’t see any signs of them. The—the—reaction of these women is different from any that I’ve ever met.”


			“There is something in what you say, Jeff,” I agreed. “There is a different—atmosphere.”


			“They don’t seem to notice our being men,” he went on. “They treat us—well—just as they do one another. It’s as if our being men was a minor incident.”


			I nodded. I’d noticed it myself. But Terry broke in rudely.


			“Fiddlesticks!” he said. “It’s because of their advanced age. They’re all grandmas, I tell you—or ought to be. Great aunts, anyhow. Those girls were girls all right, weren’t they?”


			“Yes—” Jeff agreed, still slowly. “But they weren’t afraid—they flew up that tree and hid, like school-boys caught out of bounds—not like shy girls.”


			“And they ran like Marathon winners—you’ll admit that, Terry,” I added.


			Terry was moody as the days passed. He seemed to mind our confinement more than Jeff or I did; and he harped on Alima, and how near he’d come to catching her. “If I had—” he would say, rather savagely, “we’d have had a hostage and could have made terms.”


			But Jeff was getting on excellent terms with his tutor, and even his guards, and so was I. It interested me profoundly, to note and study the subtle difference between these women and other women, and try to account for them. In the matter of personal appearance, there was a great difference. They all wore short hair, some few inches at most; some curly, some not, all light and clean and fresh-looking.


			“If their hair was only long,” Jeff would complain, “they would look so much more feminine.”


			I rather liked it myself, after I got used to it. Why we should so admire “a woman’s crown of hair,” and not admire a Chinaman’s queue is hard to explain, except that we are so convinced that the long hair “belongs” to a woman. Whereas the “mane” in horses, is on both, and in lions, buffalos and such creatures only on the male. But I did miss it—at first.


			Our time was quite pleasantly filled. We were free of the garden below our windows, quite long in its irregular rambling shape, bordering the cliff. The walls were perfectly smooth and high, ending in the masonry of the building; and as I studied the great stones I became convinced that the whole structure was extremely old. It was built like the pre-Incan architecture in Peru, of enormous monoliths, fitted as closely as mosaics.


			“These folks have a history, that’s sure,” I told the others. “And some time they were fighters—else why a fortress?”


			I said we were free of the garden, but not wholly alone in it. There was always a string of those uncomfortably strong women sitting about, always one of them watching us even if the others were reading, playing games, or busy at some kind of handiwork.


			“When I see them knit,” Terry said, “I can almost call them feminine.”


			“That don’t prove anything,” Jeff promptly replied. “Scotch shepherds knit—always knitting.”


			“When we get out—” Terry stretched himself and looked at the far peaks, “when we get out of this and get to where the real women are—the mothers, and the girls——”


			“Well—what’ll we do then?” I asked, rather gloomily. “How do you know we’ll ever get out?”


			This was an unpleasant idea, which we unanimously considered, returning with earnestness to our studies.


			“If we are good boys, and learn our lessons well,” I suggested. “If we are quiet and respectful and polite and they are not afraid of us—then perhaps they will let us out. And anyway—when we do escape, it is of immense importance that we know the language.”


			Personally I was tremendously interested in that language, and seeing they had books, was eager to get at them, to dig into their history, if they had one.


			It was not hard to speak, smooth and pleasant to the ear, and so easy to read and write that I marvelled at it. They had an absolutely phonetic system, the whole thing was as scientific as Esperanto, yet bore all the marks of an old and rich civilization.


			We were free to study as much as we wished, and were not left merely to wander in the garden for recreation, but introduced to a great gymnasium, partly on the roof and partly in the story below. Here we learned real respect for our tall guards. No change of costume was needed for this work, save to lay off outer clothing. The first one was as perfect a garment for exercise as need be devised, absolutely free to move in, and, I had to admit, much better looking than our usual one.


			“Forty—over forty—some of ’em fifty, I bet—and look at ’em!” grumbled Terry in reluctant admiration.


			There were no spectacular acrobatics, such as only the young can perform, but for all-round development they had a most excellent system. A good deal of music went with it, with posture dancing, and sometimes, gravely beautiful processional performances.


			Jeff was much impressed by it. We did not know then how small a part of their physical culture methods this really was, but found it agreeable to watch, and to take part in.


			Oh yes, we took part all right! It wasn’t absolutely compulsory, but we thought it better to please.


			Terry was the strongest of us, though I was wiry and had good staying power, and Jeff was a great sprinter and hurdler, but I can tell you those old ladies gave us cards and spades. They ran like deer, by which I mean that they ran not as if it was a performance, but as if it was their natural gait. We remembered those fleeting girls of our first bright adventure, and concluded that it was.


			They leaped like deer, too, with a quick folding motion of the legs, drawn up and turned to one side with a sidelong twist of the body. I remembered the sprawling spread-eagle way in which some of the fellows used to come over the line—and tried to learn the trick. We did not easily catch up with these experts, however.


			“Never thought I’d live to be bossed by a lot of elderly lady acrobats,” Terry protested.


			They had games, too, a good many of them, but we found them rather uninteresting at first. It was like two people playing solitaire to see who would get it first; more like a race or a—a competitive examination, than a real game with some fight in it.


			I philosophized a bit over this, and told Terry it argued against their having any men about. “There isn’t a man-size game in the lot,” I said.


			“But they are interesting—I like them,” Jeff objected, “and I’m sure they are educational.”


			“I’m sick and tired of being educated,” Terry protested. “Fancy going to a dame school—at our age. I want to Get Out!”


			But we could not get out, and we were being educated swiftly. Our special tutors rose rapidly in our esteem. They seemed of rather finer quality than the guards, though all were on terms of easy friendliness. Mine was named Somel, Jeff’s Zava, and Terry’s Moadine. We tried to generalize from the names, those of the guards, and of our three girls, but got nowhere.


			“They sound well enough, and they’re mostly short, but there’s no similarity of termination—and no two alike. However, our acquaintance is limited as yet.”


			There were many things we meant to ask—as soon as we could talk well enough. Better teaching I never saw. From morning to night there was Somel, always on call except between two and four; always pleasant with a steady friendly kindness that I grew to enjoy very much. Jeff said Miss Zava—he would put on a title, though they apparently had none—was a darling; that she reminded him of his Aunt Esther at home; but Terry refused to be won, and rather jeered at his own companion, when we were alone.


			“I’m sick of it!” he protested. “Sick of the whole thing. Here we are cooped up as helpless as a bunch of three-year-old orphans, and being taught what they think is necessary—whether we like it or not. Confound their old-maid impudence!”


			Nevertheless we were taught. They brought in a raised map of their country, beautifully made, and increased our knowledge of geographical terms; but when we inquired for information as to the country outside, they smilingly shook their heads.


			They brought pictures, not only the engravings in the books, but colored studies of plants and trees and flowers and birds. They brought tools and various small objects—we had plenty of “material” in our school.


			And, as we made progress, they brought more and more books.


			If it had not been for Terry we would have been much more contented, but as the weeks ran into months he grew more and more irritable.


			“Don’t act like a bear with a sore head,” I begged him. “We’re getting on finely. Every day we can understand them better, and pretty soon we can make a reasonable plea to be let out——”


			“Let out!” he stormed. “Let out—like children kept after school. I want to Get Out, and I’m going to. I want to find the men of this place and fight!—or the girls——”


			“Guess it’s the girls you’re most interested in,” Jeff commented. “What are you going to fight with—your fists?”


			“Yes—or sticks and stones—I’d just like to!” And Terry squared off and tapped Jeff softly on the jaw—“just for instance,” he said.


			“Anyhow,” he went on, “we could get back to our machine and clear out.”


			“If it’s there—” I cautiously suggested.


			“Oh, don’t croak, Van! If it isn’t there, we’ll find our way down somehow—the boat’s there, I guess——”


			It was hard on Terry, so hard that he finally persuaded us to consider a plan of escape. It was difficult; it was highly dangerous, but he declared that he’d go alone if we wouldn’t go with him, and of course we couldn’t think of that.


			It appeared he had made a pretty careful study of the environment. From our end window that faced the point of the promontory we could get a fair idea of the stretch of wall, and the drop below. Also from the roof we could make out more, and even, in one place, glimpse a sort of path below the wall.


			“It’s a question of three things,” he said. “Ropes, agility, and not being seen.”


			“That’s the hardest part,” I urged, still hoping to dissuade him. “One or another pair of eyes is on us every minute except at night.”


			“Therefore we must do it at night,” he answered. “That’s easy.”


			“We’ve got to think that if they catch us we may not be so well treated afterward,” said Jeff.


			“That’s the business risk we must take. I’m going—if I break my neck.” There was no changing him.


			The rope problem was not easy. Something strong enough to hold a man and long enough to let us down into the garden, and then down over the wall. There were plenty of strong ropes in the gymnasium—they seemed to love to swing and climb on them—but we were never there by ourselves.


			We should have to piece it out from our bedding, rugs, and garments, and moreover, we should have to do it after we were shut in for the night, for every day the place was cleaned to perfection by two of our guardians.


			We had no shears, no knives, but Terry was resourceful. “These Jennies have glass and china, you see. We’ll break a glass from the bathroom and use that. ‘Love will find out a way,’” he hummed. “When we’re all out of the window, we’ll stand three man high and cut the rope as far up as we can reach, so as to have more for the wall. I know just where I saw that bit of path below, and there’s a big tree there, too, or a vine or something—I saw the leaves.”


			It seemed a crazy risk to take, but this was, in a way, Terry’s expedition, and we were all tired of our imprisonment.


			So we waited for full moon, retired early, and spent an anxious hour or two in the unskilled manufacture of man-strong ropes.


			To retire into the depths of the closet, muffle a glass in thick cloth and break it without noise was not difficult, and broken glass will cut, though not as deftly as a pair of scissors.


			The broad moonlight streamed in through four of our windows—we had not dared leave our lights on too long; and we worked hard and fast at our task of destruction.


			Hangings, rugs, robes, towels, as well as bed-furniture—even the mattress covers—we left not one stitch upon another, as Jeff put it.


			Then at an end window, as less liable to observation, we fastened one end of our cable, strongly, to the firm-set hinge of the inner blind, and dropped our coiled bundle of rope softly over.


			“This part’s easy enough—I’ll come last, so as to cut the rope,” said Terry.


			So I slipped down first, and stood, well braced against the wall; then Jeff on my shoulders, then Terry, who shook us a little as he sawed through the cord above his head. Then I slowly dropped to the ground, Jeff following, and at last we all three stood safe in the garden, with most of our rope with us.


			“Good-bye, Grandma!” whispered Terry, under his breath, and we crept softly toward the wall, taking advantage of the shadow of every bush and tree. He had been foresighted enough to mark the very spot, only a scratch of stone on stone, but we could see to read in that light. For anchorage there was a tough, fair-sized shrub close to the wall.


			“Now I’ll climb up on you two again and go over first,” said Terry. “That’ll hold the rope firm till you both get up on top. Then I’ll go down to the end. If I can get off safely you can see me and follow—or, say, I’ll twitch it three times. If I find there’s absolutely no footing—why I’ll climb up again, that’s all. I don’t think they’ll kill us.”


			From the top he reconnoitered carefully, waved his hand and whispered, “O. K.,” then slipped over. Jeff climbed up and I followed, and we rather shivered to see how far down that swaying, wavering figure dropped, hand under hand, till it disappeared in a mass of foliage far below.


			Then there were three quick pulls, and Jeff and I, not without a joyous sense of recovered freedom, successfully followed our leader.


			chapter iv


			Our Venture


			


			WE WERE standing on a narrow, irregular, all too slanting little ledge, and should doubtless have ignominiously slipped off and broken our rash necks but for the vine. This was a thick-leaved, wide-spreading thing, a little like Ampelopsis.


			“It’s not quite vertical here, you see,” said Terry, full of pride and enthusiasm. “This thing never would hold our direct weight, but I think if we sort of slide down on it, one at a time, sticking in with hands and feet, we’ll reach that next ledge alive.”


			“As we do not wish to get up our rope again—and can’t comfortably stay here, I approve,” said Jeff solemnly.


			Terry slid down first—said he’d show us how a Christian meets his death. Luck was with us. We had put on the thickest of those intermediate suits, leaving our tunics behind, and made this scramble quite successfully, though I got a pretty heavy fall just at the end, and was only kept on the second ledge by main force. The next stage was down a sort of “chimney”—a long irregular fissure; and so with scratches many and painful and bruises not a few, we finally reached the stream.


			It was darker there, but we felt it highly necessary to put as much distance as possible behind us; so we waded, jumped, and clambered down that rocky river-bed, in the flickering black and white moonlight and leaf shadow, till growing daylight forced a halt.


			We found a friendly nut-tree, those large, satisfying, soft-shelled nuts we already knew so well, and filled our pockets.


			I see that I have not remarked that these women had pockets in surprising number and variety. They were in all their garments, and the middle one in particular was shingled with them. So we stocked up with nuts till we bulged like a Prussian private in marching order; drank all we could hold, and retired for the day.


			It was not a very comfortable place, not at all easy to get at; just a sort of crevice high up along the steep bank; but it was well veiled with foliage and dry. After our exhausting three or four hours’ scramble and the good breakfast food, we all lay down along that crack,—heads and tails, as it were—and slept till the afternoon sun almost toasted our faces.


			Terry poked a tentative foot against my head.


			“How are you, Van? Alive yet?”


			“Very much so,” I told him. And Jeff was equally cheerful.


			We had room to stretch, if not to turn around; but we could very carefully roll over, one at a time, behind the sheltering foliage.


			It was no use to leave there by daylight. We could not see much of the country, but enough to know that we were now in the beginning of the cultivated area, and no doubt there would be an alarm sent out far and wide.


			Terry chuckled softly to himself, lying there on that hot narrow little rim of rock. He dilated on the discomfiture of our guards and tutors, making many discourteous remarks.


			I reminded him that we had still a long way to go before getting to the place where we left our machine, and no probability of finding it there; but he only kicked me, mildly, for a croaker.


			“If you can’t boost, don’t knock,” he protested. “I never said ’twould be a picnic. But I’d run away in the Antarctic ice-fields rather than be a prisoner.”


			We soon dozed off again.


			The long rest and penetrating dry heat were good for us, and that night we covered a considerable distance, keeping always in the rough forested belt of land which we knew bordered the whole country. Sometimes we were near the outer edge, and caught sudden glimpses of the tremendous depths beyond.


			“This piece of geography stands up like a basalt column,” Jeff said. “Nice time we’ll have getting down if they have confiscated our machine!” For which suggestion he received summary chastisement.


			What we could see inland was peaceable enough, but only moonlit glimpses; by daylight we lay very close. As Terry said, we did not wish to kill the old ladies—even if we could; and short of that they were perfectly competent to pick us up bodily and carry us back, if discovered. There was nothing for it but to lie low, and sneak out unseen if we could do it.


			There wasn’t much talking done. At night we made our Marathon-obstacle-race; we “stayed not for brake and we stopped not for stone,” and swam whatever water was too deep to wade and could not be got around; but that was only necessary twice. By day, sleep, sound and sweet. Mighty lucky it was that we could live off the country as we did. Even that margin of forest seemed rich in food-stuffs.


			But Jeff thoughtfully suggested that that very thing showed how careful we should have to be, as we might run into some stalwart group of gardeners or foresters or nut-gatherers any minute. Careful we were, feeling pretty sure that if we did not make good this time we were not likely to have another opportunity; and at last we reached a point from which we could see, far below, the broad stretch of that still lake from which we had made our ascent.


			“That looks pretty good to me!” said Terry, gazing down at it. “Now, if we can’t find the ’plane, we know where to aim if we have to drop over this wall some other way.”


			The wall at that point was singularly uninviting. It rose so straight that we had to put our heads over to see the base, and the country below seemed to be a far-off marshy tangle of rank vegetation. We did not have to risk our necks to that extent, however, for at last, stealing along among the rocks and trees like so many creeping savages, we came to that flat space where we had landed; and there, in unbelievable good fortune, we found our machine.


			“Covered, too, by jingo! Would you think they had that much sense?” cried Terry.


			“If they had that much, they’re likely to have more,” I warned him, softly. “Bet you the thing’s watched.”


			We reconnoitered as widely as we could in the failing moonlight—moons are of a painfully unreliable nature; but the growing dawn showed us the familiar shape, shrouded in some heavy cloth like canvas, and no slightest sign of any watchman near. We decided to make a quick dash as soon as the light was strong enough for accurate work.


			“I don’t care if the old thing’ll go or not,” Terry declared, “We can run her to the edge, get aboard and just plane down—plop!—beside our boat there. Look there—see the boat!”


			Sure enough—there was our motor, lying like a gray cocoon on the flat pale sheet of water.


			Quietly but swiftly we rushed forward and began to tug at the fastenings of that cover.


			“Confound the thing!” Terry cried in desperate impatience. “They’ve got it sewed up in a bag! And we’ve not a knife among us!”


			Then, as we tugged and pulled at that tough cloth we heard a sound that made Terry lift his head like a war-horse,—the sound of an unmistakable giggle; yes—three giggles.


			There they were—Celis, Alima, Ellador,—looking just as they did when we first saw them, standing a little way off from us, as interested, as mischievous, as three schoolboys.


			“Hold on, Terry—hold on!” I warned. “That’s too easy—look out for a trap.”


			“Let us appeal to their kind hearts,” Jeff urged. “I think they will help us. Perhaps they’ve got knives.”


			“It’s no use rushing them, anyhow.” I was absolutely holding on to Terry. “We know they can out-run and out-climb us.”


			He reluctantly admitted this; and after a brief parley between ourselves, we all advanced slowly toward them, holding out our hands in token of friendliness.


			They stood their ground till we had come fairly near, and then indicated that we should stop. To make sure, we advanced a step or two and they promptly and swiftly withdrew. So we stopped at the distance specified. Then we used their language, as far as we were able, to explain our plight; telling how we were imprisoned, how we had escaped—a good deal of pantomime here and vivid interest on their part—how we had traveled by night and hidden by day, living on nuts—and here Terry pretended great hunger.


			I know he could not have been hungry; we had found plenty to eat and had not been sparing in helping ourselves. But they seemed somewhat impressed; and after a murmured consultation they produced from their pockets certain little packages, and with the utmost ease and accuracy tossed them into our hands.


			Jeff was most appreciative of this; and Terry made extravagant gestures of admiration, which seemed to set them off, boy-fashion, to show their skill. While we ate the excellent biscuit they had thrown us, and while Ellador kept a watchful eye on our movements, Celis ran off to some distance, and set up a sort of “duck-on-a-rock” arrangement, a big yellow nut on top of three balanced sticks; Alima meanwhile, gathering stones.


			They urged us to throw at it, and we did, but the thing was a long way off, and it was only after a number of failures, at which those elvish damsels laughed delightedly, that Jeff succeeded in bringing the whole structure to the ground. It took me still longer, and Terry, to his intense annoyance, came third.


			Then Celis set up the little tripod again, and looked back at us, knocking it down, pointing at it, and shaking her short curls severely. “No,” she said. “Bad—wrong!” We were quite able to follow her.


			Then she set it up once more, put the fat nut on top, and returned to the others; and there those aggravating girls sat and took turns throwing little stones at that thing, while one stayed by as a setter-up; and they just popped that nut off, two times out of three, without upsetting the sticks. Pleased as Punch they were too, and we pretended to be, but weren’t.


			We got very friendly over this game, but I told Terry we’d be sorry if we didn’t get off while we could, and then we begged for knives. It was easy to show what we wanted to do, and they each proudly produced a sort of strong clasp-knife from their pockets.


			“Yes,” we said eagerly, “that’s it! Please—” We had learned quite a bit of their language, you see. And we just begged for those knives, but they would not give them to us. If we came a step too near they backed off, standing light and eager for flight.


			“It’s no sort of use,” I said. “Come on—let’s get a sharp stone or something—we must get this thing off.”


			So we hunted about and found what edged fragments we could, and hacked away, but it was like trying to cut sailcloth with a clam-shell.


			Terry hacked and dug, but said to us under his breath, “Boys—we’re in pretty good condition—let’s make a life and death dash and get hold of those girls—we’ve got to.”


			They had drawn rather nearer, to watch our efforts, and we did take them rather by surprise; also, as Terry said, our recent training had strengthened us in wind and limb, and for a few desperate moments those girls were scared and we almost triumphant.


			But just as we stretched out our hands the distance between us widened; they had got their pace apparently, and then, though we ran at our utmost speed, and much farther than I thought wise, they kept just out of reach all the time.


			We stopped breathless, at last, at my repeated admonitions.


			“This is stark foolishness,” I urged. “They are doing it on purpose—come back or you’ll be sorry.”


			We went back, much slower than we came, and in truth we were sorry.


			As we reached our swaddled machine, and sought again to tear loose its covering, there rose up from all around the sturdy forms, the quiet determined faces, we knew so well.


			“Oh Lord!” groaned Terry. “The Colonels! It’s all up—they’re forty to one.”


			It was no use to fight. These women evidently relied on numbers; not so much as a drilled force, but as a multitude actuated by a common impulse. They showed no sign of fear, and since we had no weapons whatever, and there were at least a hundred of them, standing ten deep about us, we gave in as gracefully as we might.


			Of course we looked for punishment; a closer imprisonment, solitary confinement maybe; but nothing of the kind happened. They treated us as truants only; and as if they quite understood our truancy.


			Back we went; not under an anaesthetic this time, but skimming along in electric motors; enough like ours to be quite recognizable; each of us in a separate vehicle with one able-bodied lady on either side and three facing him.


			They were all pleasant enough, and talked with us as much as was possible to our limited powers. And though Terry was keenly mortified, and at first we all rather dreaded harsh treatment, I for one soon began to feel a sort of pleasant confidence, and to enjoy the trip.


			Here were my five familiar companions, all good-natured as could be, seeming to have no worse feeling than a mild triumph as of winning some simple game; and even that they politely suppressed.


			This was a good opportunity to see the country, too, and the more I saw of it, the better I liked it. We went too swiftly for close observation, but I could appreciate perfect roads, as dustless as a swept floor; the shade of endless lines of trees; the ribbon of flowers that unrolled beneath them, and the rich comfortable country that stretched off and away, full of varied charm.


			We rolled through many villages and towns, and I soon saw that the park-like beauty of our first-seen city was no exception. Our swift high-sweeping view from the plane had been most attractive, but lacked detail; and in that first day of struggle and capture, we noticed but little; but now we were swept along at an easy rate of some thirty miles an hour and covered quite a good deal of ground.


			We stopped for lunch in quite a sizeable town, and here, rolling slowly through the streets, we saw more of the population. They had come out to look at us everywhere we had passed, but here were more; and when we went in to eat, in a big garden place, with little shaded tables among the trees and flowers, many eyes were upon us. And everywhere, open country, village or city—only women. Old women and young women and a great majority who seemed neither young nor old, but just women; young girls, also, though these, and the children, seeming to be in groups by themselves generally, were less in evidence. We caught many glimpses of girls and children in what seemed to be schools or in playgrounds, and so far as we could judge there were no boys. We all looked, carefully. Everyone gazed at us politely, kindly, and with eager interest. No one was impertinent. We could catch quite a bit of the talk, now; and all they said seemed pleasant enough.


			Well—before nightfall we were all safely back in our big room. The damage we had done was quite ignored; the beds as smooth and comfortable as before, new clothing and towels supplied. The only thing those women did was to illuminate the gardens at night, and to set an extra watch. But they called us to account next day. Our three tutors, who had not joined in the recapturing expedition, had been quite busy in preparing for us, and now made explanation.


			They knew well we would make for our machine; and also that there was no other way of getting down—alive; so our flight had troubled no one; all they did was to call the inhabitants to keep an eye on our movements all along the edge of the forest between the two points. It appeared that many of those nights we had been seen, by careful ladies sitting snugly in big trees by the river bed, or up among the rocks.


			Terry looked immensely disgusted, but it struck me as extremely funny. Here we had been risking our lives, hiding and prowling like outlaws, living on nuts and fruit, getting wet and cold at night, and dry and hot by day, and all the while these estimable women had just been waiting for us to come out.


			Now they began to explain, carefully using such words as we could understand. It appeared that we were considered as guests of the country—sort of public wards. Our first violence had made it necessary to keep us safe-guarded for a while, but as soon as we learned the language—and would agree to do no harm—they would show us all about the land.


			Jeff was eager to reassure them. Of course he did not tell on Terry, but he made it clear that he was ashamed of himself, and that he would now conform. As to the language—we all fell upon it with redoubled energy. They brought us books, in greater numbers, and I began to study them seriously.


			“Pretty punk literature,” Terry burst forth one day, when we were in the privacy of our own room. “Of course one expects to begin on child-stories, but I would like something more interesting now.”


			“Can’t expect stirring romance and wild adventure without men, can you?” I asked. Nothing irritated Terry more than to have us assume that there were no men; but there were no signs of them in the books they gave us, or the pictures.


			“Shut up!” he growled. “What infernal nonsense you talk! I’m going to ask ’em outright—we know enough now.”


			In truth we had been using our best efforts to master the language, and were able to read fluently, and to discuss what we read with considerable ease.


			That afternoon we were all sitting together on the roof; we three and the tutors gathered about a table; no guards about. We had been made to understand some time earlier that if we would agree to do no violence they would withdraw their constant attendance, and we promised most willingly.


			So there we sat, at ease; all in similar dress; our hair, by now, as long as theirs, only our beards to distinguish us. We did not want those beards, but had so far been unable to induce them to give us any cutting instruments.


			“Ladies,” Terry began, out of a clear sky, as it were, “are there no men in this country?”


			“Men?” Somel answered. “Like you?”


			“Yes, men,” Terry indicated his beard, and threw back his broad shoulders. “Men, real men.”


			“No,” she answered quietly. “There are no men in this country. There has not been a man among us for two thousand years.”


			Her look was clear and truthful, and she did not advance this astonishing statement as if it was astonishing, but quite as a matter of fact.


			“But—the people—the children,” he protested, not believing her in the least, but not wishing to say so.


			“Oh, yes,” she smiled. “I do not wonder you are puzzled. We are mothers—all of us; but there are no fathers. We thought you would ask about that long ago—why have you not?” Her look was as frankly kind as always; her tone quite simple.


			Terry explained that we had not felt sufficiently used to the language, making rather a mess of it, I thought, but Jeff was franker.


			“Will you excuse us all,” he said, “if we admit that we find it hard to believe? There is no such—possibility—in the rest of the world.”


			“Have you no kind of life where it is possible?” asked Zava.


			“Why, yes—some low forms, of course.”


			“How low—or how high, rather?”


			“Well—there are some rather high forms of insect life in which it occurs. Parthenogenesis, we call it—that means virgin birth.”


			She could not follow him.


			“Birth, we know, of course; but what is virgin?”


			Terry looked uncomfortable, but Jeff met the question quite calmly. “Among mating animals, the term virgin is applied to the female who has not mated,” he answered.


			“Oh, I see. And does it apply to the male also? Or is there a different term for him?”


			He passed this over rather hurriedly, saying that the same term would apply, but was seldom used.


			“No?” she said. “But one cannot mate without the other surely. Is not each then—virgin—before mating? And, tell me, have you any forms of life in which there is birth from a father only?”


			“I know of none,” he answered, and I inquired seriously.


			“You ask us to believe that for two thousand years there have been only women here, and only girl babies born?”


			“Exactly,” answered Somel, nodding gravely. “Of course, we know that among other animals it is not so; that there are fathers as well as mothers; and we see that you are fathers, that you come from a people who are of both kinds. We have been waiting you see, for you to be able to speak freely with us, and teach us about your country, and the rest of the world. You know so much, you see, and we know only our own land.”


			In the course of our previous studies we had been at some pains to tell them about the big world outside, to draw sketches, maps, to make a globe, even, out of a spherical fruit, and show the size and relation of the countries, and to tell of the numbers of their people. All this had been scant and in outline, but they quite understood.


			I find I succeed very poorly in conveying the impression I would like to of these women. So far from being ignorant, they were deeply wise—that we realized more and more; and for clear reasoning, for real brain scope and power, they were A No. 1; but there were a lot of things they did not know.


			For that matter there were a lot of things Aristotle didn’t know.


			They had the evenest tempers, the most perfect patience and good nature—one of the things most impressive about them all was the absence of irritability. So far we had only this group to study, but afterwards I found it a common trait.


			We had gradually come to feel that we were in the hands of friends, and very capable ones at that—but we couldn’t form any opinion yet of the general level of these women.


			“We want you to teach us all you can,” Somel went on, her firm shapely hands clasped on the table before her; her clear quiet eyes meeting ours frankly. “And we want to teach you what we have that is novel and useful. You can well imagine that it is a wonderful event to us, to have men among us—after two thousand years. And we want to know about your women.”


			What she said about our importance gave instant pleasure to Terry. I could see by the way he lifted his head that it pleased him. But when she spoke of our women—someway I had a queer little indescribable feeling; not like any feeling I ever had before when “women” were mentioned.


			“Will you tell us how it came about?” Jeff pursued. “You said ‘for two thousand years’—did you have men here before that?”


			“Yes,” answered Zava.


			They were all quiet for a little.


			“You shall have our full history to read—do not be alarmed—it has been made clear and short—it took us a long time to learn how to write history. Oh, how I should love to read yours!”


			She turned with flashing eager eyes, looking from one to the other of us.


			“It would be so wonderful—would it not? To compare the history of two thousand years; to see what the differences are—between us, who are only mothers; and you, who are mothers and fathers, too. Of course we see, with our birds, that the father is as useful as the mother, almost; but among insects we find him of less importance, sometimes very little. Is it not so with you?”


			“Oh, yes, birds and bugs,” Terry said, “but not among animals—have you no animals?”


			“We have cats,” she said. “The father is not very useful.”


			“Have you no cattle—sheep—horses?” I drew some rough outlines of these beasts and showed them to her.


			“We had, in the very old days, these,” said Somel, and sketched with swift sure touches a sort of sheep or llama, “and these”—dogs, of two or three kinds, “and that”—pointing to my absurd but recognizable horse.


			“What became of them?” asked Jeff.


			“We do not want them any more. They took up too much room—we need all our land to feed our people. It is such a little country, you know.”


			“Whatever do you do without milk?” Terry demanded incredulously.


			“Milk? We have milk in abundance—our own.”


			“But—but—I meant for cooking—for grown people,” Terry blundered, while they looked amazed and a shade displeased.


			Jeff came to the rescue. “We keep cattle for their milk, as well as for their meat,” he explained. “Cow’s milk is a staple article of diet—there is a great milk industry—to collect and distribute it.”


			Still they looked puzzled. I pointed to my outline of a cow. “The farmer milks the cow,” I said, and sketched a milk pail, the stool, and in pantomime showed the man milking. “Then it is carried to the city and distributed by milkmen—everybody has it at the door in the morning.”


			“Has the cow no child?” asked Somel earnestly.


			“Oh, yes, of course, a calf, that is.”


			“Is there milk for the calf and you, too?”


			It took some time to make clear to those three sweet-faced women the process which robs the cow of her calf, and the calf of its true food; and the talk led us into a further discussion of the meat business. They heard it out, looking very white, and presently begged to be excused.


			chapter v


			A Unique History


			


			IT IS no use for me to try to piece out this account with adventures. If the people who read it are not interested in these amazing women and their history, they will not be interested at all.


			As for us,—three young men to a whole landful of women—what could we do? We did get away, as described, and were peacefully brought back again without, as Terry complained, even the satisfaction of hitting anybody.


			There were no adventures because there was nothing to fight. There were no wild beasts in the country and very few tame ones. Of these I might as well stop to describe the one common pet of the country. Cats, of course. But such cats!


			What do you suppose these lady Burbanks had done with their cats? By the most prolonged and careful selection and exclusion they had developed a race of cats that did not sing! That’s a fact. The most those poor dumb brutes could do was to make a kind of squeak when they were hungry or wanted the door open; and, of course, to purr, and make the various mother-noises to their kittens.


			Moreover they had ceased to kill birds. They were rigorously bred to destroy mice and moles and all such enemies of the food supply; but the birds were numerous and safe.


			While we were discussing birds, Terry asked them if they used feathers for their hats, and they seemed amused at the idea. He made a few sketches of our women’s hats, with plumes and quills and those various tickling things that stick out so far; and they were eagerly interested, as at everything about our women.


			As for them, they said they only wore hats for shade when working in the sun; and those were big light straw hats, something like those used in China and Japan. In cold weather they wore caps or hoods.


			“But for decorative purposes—don’t you think they would be becoming?” pursued Terry, making as pretty a picture as he could of a lady with a plumed hat.


			They by no means agreed to that, asking quite simply if the men wore the same kind. We hastened to assure her that they did not—and drew for them our kind of headgear.


			“And do no men wear feathers in their hats?”


			“Only Indians,” Jeff explained, “savages, you know.” And he sketched a war-bonnet to show them.


			“And soldiers,” I added, drawing a military hat with plumes.


			They never expressed horror or disapproval, nor indeed much surprise—just a keen interest. And the notes they made!—miles of them!


			But to return to our pussy-cats. We were a good deal impressed by this achievement in breeding, and when they questioned us—I can tell you we were well pumped for information—we told of what had been done for dogs and horses and cattle, but that there was no effort applied to cats, except for show purposes.


			I wish I could represent the kind, quiet, steady, ingenious way they questioned us. It was not just curiosity—they weren’t a bit more curious about us than we were about them, if as much. But they were bent on understanding our kind of civilization and their lines of interrogation would gradually surround us and drive us in till we found ourselves up against some admissions we did not want to make.


			“Are all these breeds of dogs you have made useful?” they asked.


			“Oh—useful! Why, the hunting dogs and watch-dogs and sheep-dogs are useful—and sled-dogs of course!—and ratters, I suppose, but we don’t keep dogs for their usefulness. The dog is ‘the friend of man,’ we say—we love them.”


			That they understood. “We love our cats that way. They surely are our friends, and helpers too. You can see how intelligent and affectionate they are.”


			It was a fact. I’d never seen such cats, except in a few rare instances. Big, handsome silky things, friendly with everyone and devotedly attached to their special owners.


			“You must have a heartbreaking time drowning kittens,” we suggested. But they said: “Oh, no! You see we care for them as you do for your valuable cattle. The fathers are few compared to the mothers, just a few very fine ones in each town; they live quite happily in walled gardens and the houses of their friends. But they only have a mating season once a year.”


			“Rather hard on Thomas, isn’t it?” suggested Terry.


			“Oh, no—truly! You see it is many centuries that we have been breeding the kind of cats we wanted. They are healthy and happy and friendly, as you see. How do you manage with your dogs? Do you keep them in pairs, or segregate the fathers, or what?”


			Then we explained that—well, that it wasn’t a question of fathers exactly; that nobody wanted a—a mother dog; that, well, that practically all our dogs were males—there was only a very small percentage of females allowed to live.


			Then Zava, observing Terry with her grave sweet smile, quoted back at him: “Rather hard on Thomas, isn’t it? Do they enjoy it—living without mates? Are your dogs as uniformly healthy and sweet-tempered as our cats?”


			Jeff laughed, eyeing Terry mischievously. As a matter of fact we began to feel Jeff something of a traitor—he so often flopped over and took their side of things; also his medical knowledge gave him a different point of view somehow.


			“I’m sorry to admit,” he told them, “that the dog, with us, is the most diseased of any animal—next to man. And as to temper—there are always some dogs who bite people—especially children.”


			That was pure malice. You see children were the—the raison d’être in this country. All our interlocutors sat up straight at once. They were still gentle, still restrained, but there was a note of deep amazement in their voices.


			“Do we understand that you keep an animal—an unmated male animal—that bites children? About how many are there of them, please?”


			“Thousands—in a large city,” said Jeff, “and nearly every family has one in the country.”


			Terry broke in at this. “You must not imagine they are all dangerous—it’s not one in a hundred that ever bites anybody. Why, they are the best friends of the children—a boy doesn’t have half a chance that hasn’t a dog to play with!”


			“And the girls?” asked Somel.


			“Oh—girls—why they like them too,” he said, but his voice flatted a little. They always noticed little things like that, we found later.


			Little by little they wrung from us the fact that the friend of man, in the city, was a prisoner; was taken out for his meager exercise on a leash; was liable not only to many diseases, but to the one destroying horror of rabies, and, in many cases, for the safety of the citizens, he had to go muzzled. Jeff maliciously added vivid instances he had known or read of injury and death from mad dogs.


			They did not scold or fuss about it. Calm as judges, those women were. But they made notes; Moadine read them to us.


			“Please tell me if I have the facts correct,” she said. “In your country—and in others too?”


			“Yes,” we admitted, “in most civilized countries.”


			“In most civilized countries a kind of animal is kept which is no longer useful—”


			“They are a protection,” Terry insisted. “They bark if burglars try to get in.”


			Then she made notes of “burglars” and went on: “because of the love which people bear to this animal.”


			Zava interrupted here. “Is it the men or the women who love this animal so much?”


			“Both!” insisted Terry.


			“Equally?” she inquired.


			And Jeff said: “Nonsense, Terry—you know men like dogs better than women do—as a whole.”


			“Because they love it so much—especially men. This animal is kept shut up, or chained.”


			“Why?” suddenly asked Somel. “We keep our father cats shut up because we do not want too much fathering; but they are not chained—they have large grounds to run in.”


			“A valuable dog would be stolen if he was let loose,” I said. “We put collars on them, with the owner’s name, in case they do stray. Besides, they get into fights—a valuable dog might easily be killed by a bigger one.”


			“I see,” she said. “They fight when they meet—is that common?” We admitted that it was.


			“They are kept shut up, or chained.” She paused again, and asked, “Is not a dog fond of running? Are they not built for speed?” That we admitted too, and Jeff, still malicious, enlightened them farther.


			“I’ve always thought it was a pathetic sight, both ways—to see a man or a woman taking a dog to walk—at the end of a string.”


			“Have you bred them to be as neat in their habits as cats are?” was the next question. And when Jeff told them of the effect of dogs on sidewalk merchandise and the streets generally, they found it hard to believe.


			You see their country was as neat as a Dutch kitchen, and as to sanitation—but I might as well start in now with as much as I can remember of the history of this amazing country before further description.


			And I’ll summarize here a bit as to our opportunities for learning it. I will not try to repeat the careful, detailed account I lost; I’ll just say that we were kept in that fortress a good six months all told; and after that, three in a pleasant enough city where—to Terry’s infinite disgust—there were only “Colonels” and little children—no young women whatever. Then we were under surveillance for three more—always with a tutor or a guard or both. But those months were pleasant because we were really getting acquainted with the girls. That was a chapter!—or will be—I will try to do justice to it.


			We learned their language pretty thoroughly—had to; and they learned ours much more quickly and used it to hasten our own studies.


			Jeff, who was never without reading matter of some sort, had two little books with him, a novel, and a little anthology of verse; and I had one of those pocket encyclopedias—a fat little thing, bursting with facts. These were used in our education—and theirs. Then as soon as we were up to it, they furnished us with plenty of their own books, and I went in for the history part—I wanted to understand the genesis of this miracle of theirs.


			And this is what happened, according to their records:


			As to geography—at about the time of the Christian era this land had a free passage to the sea. I’m not saying where, for good reasons. But there was a fairly easy pass through that wall of mountains behind us, and there is no doubt in my mind that these people were of Aryan stock, and were once in contact with the best civilization of the old world. They were “white,” but somewhat darker than our northern races because of their constant exposure to sun and air.


			The country was far larger then, including much land beyond the pass, and a strip of coast. They had ships, commerce, an army, a king—for at that time they were what they so calmly called us—a bi-sexual race.


			What happened to them first was merely a succession of historic misfortunes such as have befallen other nations often enough. They were decimated by war, driven up from their coast line till finally the reduced population with many of the men killed in battle, occupied this hinterland, and defended it for years, in the mountain passes. Where it was open to any possible attack from below they strengthened the natural defences so that it became unscalably secure, as we found it.


			They were a polygamous people, and a slave-holding people, like all of their time; and during the generation or two of this struggle to defend their mountain home they built the fortresses, such as the one we were held in, and other of their oldest buildings, some still in use. Nothing but earthquakes could destroy such architecture,—huge solid blocks, holding by their own weight. They must have had efficient workmen and enough of them in those days.


			They made a brave fight for their existence, but no nation can stand up against what the steamship companies call “an act of God.” While the whole fighting force was doing its best to defend their mountain pathway, there occurred a volcanic outburst, with some local tremors, and the result was the complete filling up of the pass,—their only outlet. Instead of a passage, a new ridge, sheer and high, stood between them and the sea; they were walled in, and beneath that wall lay their whole little army. Very few men were left alive, save the slaves; and these now seized their opportunity, rose in revolt, killed their remaining masters even to the youngest boy, killed the old women too, and the mothers, intending to take possession of the country with the remaining young women and girls.


			But this succession of misfortunes was too much for those infuriated virgins. There were many of them, and but few of these would-be masters, so the young women, instead of submitting, rose in sheer desperation, and slew their brutal conquerors.


			This sounds like Titus Andronicus, I know, but that is their account. I suppose they were about crazy—can you blame them?


			There was literally no one left on this beautiful high garden land but a bunch of hysterical girls and some older slave women.


			That was about two thousand years ago.


			At first there was a period of sheer despair. The mountains towered between them and their old enemies, but also between them and escape. There was no way up or down or out—they simply had to stay there. Some were for suicide, but not the majority. They must have been a plucky lot, as a whole, and they decided to live—as long as they did live. Of course they had hope, as youth must, that something would happen to change their fate.


			So they set to work, to bury the dead, to plow and sow, to care for one another.


			Speaking of burying the dead, I will set down while I think of it, that they had adopted cremation about the thirteenth century, for the same reason that they had left off raising cattle—they could not spare the room. They were much surprised to learn that we were still burying—asked our reasons for it, and were much dissatisfied with what we gave. We told them of the belief in the resurrection of the body, and they asked if our God was not as well able to resurrect from ashes as from long corruption. We told them of how people thought it repugnant to have their loved ones burn, and they asked if it was less repugnant to have them decay. They were inconveniently reasonable, those women.


			Well—that original bunch of girls set to work to clean up the place and make their livings as best they could. Some of the remaining slave women rendered invaluable service, teaching such trades as they knew. They had such records as were then kept, all the tools and implements of the time, and a most fertile land to work in.


			There were a handful of the younger matrons who had escaped slaughter, and a few babies were born after the cataclysm—but only two boys and they both died.


			For five or ten years they worked together, growing stronger and wiser and more and more mutually attached, and then the miracle happened—one of these young women bore a child. Of course they all thought there must be a man somewhere, but none was found. Then they decided it must be a direct gift from the gods, and placed the proud mother in the Temple of Maaia—their Goddess of Motherhood—under strict watch. And there, as years passed, this wonder-woman bore child after child, five of them—all girls.


			I did my best, keenly interested as I have always been in sociology and social psychology, to reconstruct in my mind the real position of these ancient women. There were some five or six hundred of them, and they were harem-bred: yet for the few preceding generations they had been reared in the atmosphere of such heroic struggle that the stock must have been toughened somewhat. Left alone in that terrific orphanhood, they had clung together, supporting one another and their little sisters, and developing unknown powers in the stress of new necessity. To this pain-hardened and work-strengthened group, who had lost not only the love and care of parents, but the hope of ever having children of their own, there now dawned the new hope.


			Here at last was Motherhood, and though it was not for all of them personally, it might—if the Power was inherited—found here a new race.


			It may be imagined how those five Daughters of Maaia, Children of the Temple, Mothers of the Future—they had all the titles that love and hope and reverence could give—were reared. The whole little nation of women surrounded them with loving service, and waited, between a boundless hope and an as boundless despair, to see if they too would be Mothers.


			And they were! As fast as they reached the age of twenty-five they began bearing. Each of them, like her mother, bore five daughters. Presently there were twenty-five New Women, Mothers in their own right, and the whole spirit of the country changed from mourning and mere courageous resignation, to proud joy. The older women, those who remembered men, died off; the youngest of all the first lot of course died too, after a while, and by that time there were left one hundred and fifty-five parthenogenetic women, founding a new race.


			They inherited all that the devoted care of that declining band of original ones could leave them. Their little country was quite safe. Their farms and gardens were all in full production. Such industries as they had were in careful order. The records of their past were all preserved, and for years the older women had spent their time in the best teaching they were capable of, that they might leave to the little group of sisters and mothers all they possessed of skill and knowledge.


			There you have the start of Herland! One family, all descended from one mother! She lived to be a hundred years old; lived to see her hundred and twenty-five great-granddaughters born; lived as Queen-Priestess-Mother of them all; and died with a nobler pride and a fuller joy than perhaps any human soul has ever known—she alone had founded a new race!


			The first five daughters had grown up in an atmosphere of holy calm, of awed watchful waiting, of breathless prayer. To them the longed-for Motherhood was not only a personal joy, but a nation’s hope. Their twenty-five daughters in turn, with a stronger hope, a richer, wider outlook, with the devoted love and care of all the surviving population, grew up as a holy sisterhood, their whole ardent youth looking forward to their great office. And at last they were left alone; the white-haired First Mother was gone, and this one family, five sisters, twenty-five first cousins, and a hundred and twenty-five second cousins, began a new race.


			Here you have human beings, unquestionably, but what we were slow in understanding was how these ultra-women, inheriting only from women, had eliminated not only certain masculine characteristics, which of course we did not look for; but so much of what we had always thought essentially feminine.


			The tradition of men as guardians and protectors had quite died out. These stalwart virgins had no men to fear and therefore no need of protection. As to wild beasts—there were none in their sheltered land.


			The power of mother-love, that maternal instinct we so highly laud, was theirs of course, raised to its highest power; and a sister-love which, even while recognizing the actual relationship, we found it hard to credit.


			Terry, incredulous, even contemptuous, when we were alone, refused to believe the story. “A lot of traditions as old as Herodotus—and about as trustworthy!” he said. “It’s likely women—just a pack of women—would have hung together like that! We all know women can’t organize—that they scrap like anything—are frightfully jealous.”


			“But these New Ladies didn’t have anyone to be jealous of, remember,” drawled Jeff.


			“That’s a likely story,” Terry sneered.


			“Why don’t you invent a likelier one?” I asked him. “Here are the women—nothing but women, and you admit yourself there’s no trace of a man in the country.” This was after we had been about a good deal.


			“I’ll admit that,” he growled. “And it’s a big miss, too. There’s not only no fun without ’em—no real sport—no competition; but these women aren’t womanly. You know they aren’t.”


			That kind of talk always set Jeff going; and I gradually grew to side with him. “Then you don’t call a breed of women whose one concern is Motherhood—womanly?” he asked.


			“Indeed I don’t,” snapped Terry. “What does a man care for motherhood—when he hasn’t a ghost of a chance at fatherhood? And besides—what’s the good of talking sentiment when we are just men together? What a man wants of women is a good deal more than all this ‘motherhood!’”


			We were as patient as possible with Terry. He had lived about nine months among the Colonels when he made that outburst; and with no chance at any more strenuous excitement than our gymnastics gave us—save for our escape fiasco. I don’t suppose Terry had ever lived so long with neither Love, Combat, or Danger to employ his superabundant energies, and he was irritable. Neither Jeff nor I found it so wearing. I was so much interested intellectually that our confinement did not wear on me; and as for Jeff, bless his heart!—he enjoyed the society of that tutor of his almost as much as if she had been a girl—I don’t know but more.


			As to Terry’s criticism, it was true. These women, whose essential distinction of Motherhood was the dominant note of their whole culture, were strikingly deficient in what we call “femininity.” This led me very promptly to the conviction that those “feminine charms” we are so fond of are not feminine at all, but mere reflected masculinity—developed to please us because they had to please us—and in no way essential to the real fulfillment of their great process. But Terry came to no such conclusion.


			“Just you wait till I get out!” he muttered.


			Then we both cautioned him. “Look here, Terry, my boy! You be careful! They’ve been mighty good to us—but do you remember the anaesthesia? If you do any mischief in this virgin land, beware of the vengeance of the Maiden Aunts! Come, be a man! It won’t be forever.”


			To return to the history:


			They began at once to plan and build for their children, all the strength and intelligence of the whole of them devoted to that one thing. Each girl, of course, was reared in full knowledge of her Crowning Office, and they had, even then, very high ideas of the moulding powers of the mother, as well as those of education.


			Such high ideals as they had! Beauty, Health, Strength, Intellect, Goodness—for these they prayed and worked.


			They had no enemies; they themselves were all sisters and friends; the land was fair before them, and a great Future began to form itself in their minds.


			The religion they had to begin with was much like that of old Greece,—a number of gods and goddesses; but they lost all interest in deities of war and plunder, and gradually centered on their Mother Goddess altogether. Then, as they grew more intelligent, this had turned into a sort of Maternal Pantheism.


			Here was Mother Earth, bearing fruit. All that they ate was fruit of motherhood, from seed or egg or their product. By motherhood they were born and by motherhood they lived—life was, to them, just the long cycle of motherhood.


			But very early they recognized the need of improvement as well as of mere repetition, and devoted their combined intelligence to that problem—how to make the best kind of people. First this was merely the hope of bearing better ones, and then they recognized that however the children differed at birth, the real growth lay later—through education.


			Then things began to hum.


			As I learned more and more to appreciate what these women had accomplished, the less proud I was of what we, with all our manhood, had done.


			You see, they had had no wars. They had had no kings, and no priests, and no aristocracies. They were sisters, and as they grew, they grew together; not by competition, but by united action.


			We tried to put in a good word for competition, and they were keenly interested. Indeed we soon found, from their earnest questions of us, that they were prepared to believe our world must be better than theirs. They were not sure; they wanted to know; but there was no such arrogance about them as might have been expected.


			We rather spread ourselves, telling of the advantages of competition; how it developed fine qualities; that without it there would be “no stimulus to industry.” Terry was very strong on that point.


			“No stimulus to industry,” they repeated, with that puzzled look we had learned to know so well. “Stimulus? To Industry? But don’t you like to work?”


			“No man would work unless he had to,” Terry declared.


			“Oh, no man! You mean that is one of your sex distinctions?”


			“No, indeed!” he said hastily. “No one, I mean, man or woman, would work without incentive. Competition is the—the motor power, you see.”


			“It is not with us,” they explained gently, “so it is hard for us to understand. Do you mean, for instance, that with you no mother would work for her children without the stimulus of competition?”


			No, he admitted that he did not mean that. Mothers, he supposed, would of course work for their children in the home; but the world’s work was different—that had to be done by men, and required the competitive element.


			All our teachers were eagerly interested.


			“We want so much to know—you have the whole world to tell us of, and we have only our little land! And there are two of you—the two sexes—to love and help one another. It must be a rich and wonderful world. Tell us—what is the work of the world, that men do—which we have not here?”


			“Oh, everything,” Terry said, grandly. “The men do everything, with us.” He squared his broad shoulders and lifted his chest. “We do not allow our women to work. Women are loved—idolized—honored—kept in the home to care for the children.”


			“What is ‘the home’?” asked Somel a little wistfully.


			But Zava begged: “Tell me first, do no women work, really?”


			“Why, yes,” Terry admitted. “Some have to, of the poorer sort.”


			“About how many—in your country?”


			“About seven or eight million,” said Jeff, as mischievous as ever.


			chapter vi


			Comparisons Are Odious


			


			I HAD always been proud of my country, of course. Everyone is. Compared with the other lands and other races I knew, the United States of America had always seemed to me, speaking modestly, as good as the best of them.


			But just as a clear-eyed, intelligent, perfectly honest and well-meaning child will frequently jar one’s self-esteem by innocent questions, so did these women, without the slightest appearance of malice or satire, continually bring up points of discussion which we spent our best efforts in evading.


			Now that we were fairly proficient in their language, had read a lot about their history, and had given them the general outlines of ours, they were able to press their questions closer.


			So when Jeff admitted the number of “women wage earners” we had, they instantly asked for the total population, for the proportion of adult women, and found that there were but twenty million or so at the outside.


			“Then at least a third of your women are—what is it you call them—wage earners? And they are all poor. What is poor, exactly?”


			“Ours is the best country in the world as to poverty,” Terry told them. “We do not have the wretched paupers and beggars of the older countries, I assure you. Why, European visitors tell us we don’t know what poverty is.”


			“Neither do we,” answered Zava. “Won’t you tell us?”


			Terry put it up to me, saying I was the sociologist, and I explained that the laws of nature require a struggle for existence, and that in the struggle the fittest survive, and the unfit perish. In our economic struggle, I continued, there was always plenty of opportunity for the fittest to reach the top, which they did, in great numbers, particularly in our country; that where there was severe economic pressure the lowest classes of course felt it the worst, and that among the poorest of all the women were driven into the labor market by necessity.


			They listened closely, with the usual note-taking.


			“About one-third, then, belong to the poorest class,” observed Moadine gravely. “And two-thirds are the ones who are—how was it you so beautifully put it?—‘loved, honored, kept in the home to care for the children.’ This inferior one-third have no children, I suppose?”


			Jeff—he was getting as bad as they were—solemnly replied that, on the contrary, the poorer they were the more children they had. That too, he explained, was a law of nature: “Reproduction is in inverse proportion to individuation.”


			“These ‘laws of nature’,” Zava gently asked, “are they all the laws you have?”


			“I should say not!” protested Terry. “We have systems of law that go back thousands and thousands of years—just as you do, no doubt,” he finished politely.


			“Oh no,” Moadine told him. “We have no laws over a hundred years old, and most of them are under twenty. In a few weeks more,” she continued, “we are going to have the pleasure of showing you over our little land, and explaining everything you care to know about. We want you to see our people.”


			“And I assure you,” Somel added, “that our people want to see you.”


			Terry brightened up immensely at this news, and reconciled himself to the renewed demands upon our capacity as teachers. It was lucky that we knew so little, really, and had no books to refer to, else I fancy we might all be there yet, teaching those eager-minded women about the rest of the world.


			I’d better try to give a little synopsis of what part of the world knowledge they had developed, and what they had not. The wonder was that they knew so much.


			As to geography, they had the tradition of the Great Sea, beyond the mountains; and they could see for themselves the endless thick-forested plains below them—that was all. But from the few records of their ancient condition—not “before the flood” with them, but before that mighty quake which had cut them off so completely—they were aware that there were other peoples and other countries.


			In geology they were quite ignorant.


			As to anthropology, they had those same remnants of information about other peoples, and the knowledge of the savagery of the occupants of those dim forests below. Nevertheless they had inferred (marvelously keen on inference and deduction their minds were!) the existence and development of civilization in other places, much as we infer it on other planets.


			When our biplane came whirring over their heads in that first scouting flight of ours, they had instantly accepted it as proof of the high development of Some Where Else, and had prepared to receive us as cautiously and eagerly as we might prepare to welcome visitors who came “by meteor” from Mars.


			Of history—outside their own—they knew nothing, of course, save for their ancient traditions.


			Of astronomy they had a fair working knowledge—that is a very old science; and with it, a surprising range and facility in mathematics.


			Physiology they were quite familiar with. Indeed when it came to the simpler and more concrete sciences, wherein the subject matter was at hand and they had but to exercise their minds upon it, the results were surprising. They had worked out a chemistry, a botany, a physics, with all the blends where a science touches an art, or merges into an industry, to such fullness of knowledge as made us feel like school children.


			Also we found this out, as soon as we were free of the country, and by further study and question—that what one knew, all knew, to a very considerable extent.


			I talked later with little mountain girls from the fir-dark valleys away up at their highest part, and with sunburned plains-women, and agile foresters, all over the country, as well as those in the towns, and everywhere there was the same high level of intelligence. Some knew far more than others about one thing—they were specialized of course; but all of them knew more about everything—that is about everything the country was acquainted with—than is the case with us.


			We boast a good deal of our “high level of general intelligence” and our “compulsory public education,” but in proportion to their opportunities they were far better educated than our people.


			With what we told them, from what sketches and models we were able to prepare, they constructed a sort of working outline to fill in as they learned more.


			A big globe was made, and our uncertain maps, helped out by those in that precious year-book thing I had, were tentatively indicated upon it.


			They sat in eager groups, masses of them who came for the purpose, and listened while Jeff roughly ran over the geologic history of the earth, and showed them their own land in relation to the others. Out of that same pocket reference book of mine came facts and figures which were seized upon and placed in right relation with unerring acumen.


			Even Terry grew interested in this work. “If we can keep this up they’ll be having us lecture to all the girls’ schools and colleges—how about that?” he suggested to us. “Don’t know as I’d object to being an Authority to such audiences.”


			They did, in fact, urge us to give public lectures later, but not to the hearers or with the purpose we expected.


			What they were doing with us was like—like—well, say like Napoleon extracting military information from a few illiterate peasants. They knew just what to ask, and just what use to make of it; they had mechanical appliances for disseminating information almost equal to ours at home; and by the time we were led forth to lecture our audiences had thoroughly mastered a well arranged digest of all we had previously given to our teachers, and were prepared with such notes and questions as might have intimidated a University Professor.


			They were not audiences of girls either. It was some time before we were allowed to meet the young women.


			


			“Do you mind telling what you intend to do with us?” Terry burst forth one day, facing the calm and friendly Moadine with that funny half-blustering air of his. At first he used to storm and flourish quite a good deal, but nothing seemed to amuse them more; they would gather around and watch him as if it was an exhibition, politely, but with evident interest. So he learned to check himself, and was almost reasonable in his bearing—not quite.


			She announced smoothly and evenly: “Not in the least. I thought it was quite plain. We are trying to learn of you all we can, and to teach you what you are willing to learn of our country.”


			“Is that all?” he insisted.


			She smiled a quiet enigmatic smile: “That depends.”


			“Depends on what?”


			“Mainly on yourselves,” she replied.


			“Why do you keep us shut up so closely?”


			“Because we do not feel quite safe in allowing you at large where there are so many young women.”


			Terry was really pleased at that. He had thought as much, inwardly; but he pushed the question. “Why should you be afraid? We are gentlemen.”


			She smiled that little smile again, and asked: “Are ‘gentlemen’ always safe?”


			“You surely do not think that any of us,” he said it with a good deal of emphasis on the “us,” “would hurt your young girls?”


			“Oh no,” she said quickly, in real surprise. “The danger is quite the other way. They might hurt you. If, by any accident, you did harm any one of us, you would have to face a million mothers.”


			He looked so amazed and outraged that Jeff and I laughed outright, but she went on gently.


			“I do not think you quite understand yet. You are but men, three men, in a country where the whole population are mothers—or are going to be. Motherhood means to us something which I cannot yet discover in any of the countries of which you tell us. You have spoken”—she turned to Jeff, “of Human Brotherhood as a great idea among you, but even that I judge is far from a practical expression?”


			Jeff nodded rather sadly. “Very far—” he said.


			“Here we have Human Motherhood—in full working use,” she went on. “Nothing else except the literal sisterhood of our origin, and the far higher and deeper union of our social growth.


			“The children in this country are the one center and focus of all our thoughts. Every step of our advance is always considered in its effect on them—on the race. You see we are Mothers,” she repeated, as if in that she had said it all.


			“I don’t see how that fact—which is shared by all women—constitutes any risk to us,” Terry persisted. “You mean they would defend their children from attack. Of course. Any mothers would. But we are not Savages, my dear Lady; we are not going to hurt any mother’s child.”


			They looked at one another and shook their heads a little, but Zava turned to Jeff and urged him to make us see—said he seemed to understand more fully than we did. And he tried.


			I can see it now, or at least much more of it, but it has taken me a long time, and a good deal of honest intellectual effort.


			What they call Motherhood was like this:


			They began with a really high degree of social development, something like that of Ancient Egypt or Greece. Then they suffered the loss of everything masculine, and supposed at first that all human power and safety had gone too. Then they developed this virgin birth capacity. Then, since the prosperity of their children depended on it, the fullest and subtlest co-ordination began to be practised.


			I remember how long Terry baulked at the evident unanimity of these women—the most conspicuous feature of their whole culture. “It’s impossible!” he would insist. “Women cannot co-operate—it’s against nature.”


			When we urged the obvious facts he would say: “Fiddlesticks!” or “Hang your facts—I tell you it can’t be done!” And we never succeeded in shutting him up till Jeff dragged in the hymenoptera.


			“‘Go to the ant, thou sluggard’—and learn something,” he said triumphantly. “Don’t they co-operate pretty well? You can’t beat it. This place is just like an enormous ant-hill—you know an ant-hill is nothing but a nursery. And how about bees? Don’t they manage to co-operate and love one another?
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			as that precious Constable had it. Just show me a combination of male creatures, bird, bug or beast, that works as well, will you? Or one of our masculine countries where the people work together as well as they do here! I tell you, women are the natural co-operators, not men!”


			Terry had to learn a good many things he did not want to.


			To go back to my little analysis of what happened:—


			They developed all this close inter-service in the interests of their children. To do the best work they had to specialize of course; the children needed spinners and weavers, farmers and gardeners, carpenters and masons, as well as mothers.


			Then came the filling up of the place. When a population multiplies by five every thirty years it soon reaches the limits of a country, especially a small one like this. They very soon eliminated all the grazing cattle—sheep were the last to go, I believe. Also they worked out a system of intensive agriculture surpassing anything I ever heard of, with the very forests all reset with fruit or nut-bearing trees.


			Do what they would, however, there soon came a time when they were confronted with the problem of “the pressure of population” in an acute form. There was really crowding, and with it, unavoidably, a decline in standards.


			And how did those women meet it?


			Not by a “struggle for existence” which would result in an everlasting writhing mass of underbred people trying to get ahead of one another; some few on top, temporarily; many constantly crushed out underneath, a hopeless substratum of paupers and degenerates, and no serenity or peace for anyone—no possibility for really noble qualities among the people at large.


			Neither did they start off in predatory excursions to get more land from somebody else, or to get more food from somebody else, to maintain their struggling mass.


			Not at all. They sat down in council together and thought it out. Very clear strong thinkers they were. They said: “With our best endeavors this country will support about so many people, with the standard of peace, comfort, health, beauty and progress we demand. Very well. That is all the people we will make.”


			


			There you have it. You see they were Mothers, not in our sense of helpless involuntary fecundity, forced to fill and overfill the land, every land, and then see their children suffer, sin, and die, fighting horribly with one another; but in the sense of Conscious Makers of People. Mother love with them was not a brute passion, a mere “instinct,” a wholly personal feeling; it was—A Religion.


			It included that limitless feeling of sisterhood, that wide unity in service which was so difficult for us to grasp. And it was National, Racial, Human—Oh, I don’t know how to say it.


			We are used to seeing what we call “a mother” completely wrapped up in her own pink bundle of fascinating babyhood, and taking but the faintest theoretic interest in anybody else’s bundle, to say nothing of the common needs of all the bundles. But these women were working all together at the grandest of tasks—they were Making People—and they made them well.


			There followed a period of “negative Eugenics” which must have been an appalling sacrifice. We are commonly willing to “lay down our lives” for our country, but they had to forego Motherhood for their country—and it was precisely the hardest thing for them to do.


			When I got this far in my reading I went to Somel for more light. We were as friendly by that time as I had ever been in my life with any woman. A mighty comfortable soul she was, giving one the nice smooth mother-feeling a man likes in a woman, and yet giving also the clear intelligence and dependableness I used to assume to be masculine qualities. We had talked volumes already.


			“See here,” said I. “Here was this dreadful period when they got far too thick, and decided to limit the population. We have a lot of talk about that among us but your position is so different that I’d like to know a little more about it.


			“I understand that you make Motherhood the highest Social Service—a Sacrament, really; that it is only undertaken once, by the majority of the population; that those held unfit are not allowed even that; and that to be encouraged to bear more than one child is the very highest Reward and Honor in the power of the State.”


			(She interpolated here that the nearest approach to an aristocracy they had was to come of a line of “Over Mothers”—those who had been so honored.)


			“But what I do not understand, naturally, is how you prevent it. I gathered that each woman had five. You have no tyrannical husbands to hold in check—and you surely do not destroy the unborn—”


			The look of ghastly horror she gave me I shall never forget. She started from her chair, pale, her eyes blazing.


			“Destroy the unborn—!” she said in a hard whisper. “Do men do that in your country?”


			“Men!” I began to answer, rather hotly, and then saw the gulf before me. None of us wanted these women to think that our women, of whom we boasted so proudly, were in any way inferior to them. I am ashamed to say that I equivocated. I told her about Malthus and his fears. I told her of certain criminal types of women—perverts, or crazy, who had been known to commit infanticide. I told her, truly enough, that there was much in our land which was open to criticism, but that I hated to dwell on our defects until they understood us and our conditions better.


			And, making a wide detour, I scrambled back to my question of how they limited the population.


			As for Somel, she seemed sorry, a little ashamed even, of her too clearly expressed amazement. As I look back now, knowing them better, I am more and more and more amazed as I appreciate the exquisite courtesy with which they had received over and over again statements and admissions on our part which must have revolted them to the soul.


			She explained to me, with sweet seriousness, that as I had supposed, at first each woman bore five children; and that, in their eager desire to build up a nation, they had gone on in that way for a few centuries, till they were confronted with the absolute need of a limit. This fact was equally plain to all—all were equally interested.


			They were now as anxious to check their wonderful power as they had been to develop it; and for some generations gave the matter their most earnest thought and study.


			“We were living on rations before we worked it out,” she said. “But we did work it out. You see, before a child comes to one of us there is a period of utter exaltation—the whole being is uplifted and filled with a concentrated desire for that child. We learned to look forward to that period with the greatest caution. Often our young women, those to whom motherhood had not yet come, would voluntarily defer it. When that deep inner demand for a child began to be felt she would deliberately engage in the most active work, physical and mental; and even more important, would solace her longing by the direct care and service of the babies we already had.”


			She paused. Her wise sweet face grew deeply, reverently tender.


			“We soon grew to see that mother love has more than one channel of expression. I think the reason our children are so—so fully loved, by all of us, is that we never—any of us—have enough of our own.”


			This seemed to me infinitely pathetic, and I said so. “We have much that is bitter and hard in our life at home,” I told her, “but this seems to me piteous beyond words,—a whole nation of starving mothers!”


			But she smiled her deep contented smile, and said I quite misunderstood.


			“We each go without a certain range of personal joy,” she said, “but remember—we each have a million children to love and serve—our children.”


			It was beyond me. To hear a lot of women talk about “our children”! But I suppose that is the way the ants and bees would talk—do talk, maybe.


			That was what they did, anyhow.


			When a woman chose to be a mother, she allowed the child-longing to grow within her till it worked its natural miracle. When she did not so choose she put the whole thing out of her mind, and fed her heart with the other babies.


			Let me see—with us, children—minors, that is—constitute about three-fifths of the population; with them only about one-third, or less. And precious—! No sole heir to an Empire’s throne, no solitary millionaire-baby, no only child of middle-aged parents, could compare as an idol with these Herland Children.


			But before I start on that subject I must finish up that little analysis I was trying to make.


			They did effectually and permanently limit the population, in numbers, so that the country furnished plenty for the fullest, richest life for all of them; plenty of everything, including room, air, solitude even.


			And then they set to work to improve that population in quality—since they were restricted in quantity. This they had been at work on, uninterruptedly, for some fifteen hundred years. Do you wonder they were nice people?


			Physiology, hygiene, sanitation, physical culture—all that line of work had been perfected long since. Sickness was almost wholly unknown among them, so much so that a previously high development in what we call the “science of medicine” had become practically a lost art. They were a clean-bred, vigorous lot, having the best of care, the most perfect living conditions always.


			When it came to psychology—there was no one thing which left us so dumbfounded, so really awed, as the everyday working knowledge—and practice—they had in this line. As we learned more and more of it, we learned to appreciate the exquisite mastery with which we ourselves, strangers of alien race, of unknown opposite sex, had been understood and provided for from the first.


			With this wide, deep, thorough knowledge, they had met and solved the problems of education in ways some of which I hope to make clear later. Those nation-loved children of theirs compared with the average in our country as the most perfectly cultivated richly developed roses compare with—tumble weeds. Yet they did not seem “cultivated” at all—it had all become a natural condition.


			And this people, steadily developing in mental capacity, in will-power, in social devotion, had been playing with the arts and sciences—as far as they knew them, for a good many centuries now with inevitable success.


			Into this quiet lovely land, among these wise, sweet, strong women, we in our easy assumption of superiority, had suddenly arrived; and now, tamed and trained to a degree they considered safe, we were at last brought out to see the country, to know the people.


			chapter vii


			Our Growing Modesty


			


			BEING AT last considered sufficiently tamed and trained to be trusted with scissors, we barbered ourselves as best we could. A close-trimmed beard is certainly more comfortable than a full one. Razors, naturally, they could not supply.


			“With so many old women you’d think there’d be some razors,” sneered Terry. Whereat Jeff pointed out that he never before had seen such complete absence of facial hair on women.


			“Looks to me as if the absence of men made them more feminine in that regard, anyhow,” he suggested.


			“Well, it’s the only one then,” Terry reluctantly agreed. “A less feminine lot I never saw. A child apiece don’t seem to be enough to develop what I call motherliness.”


			Terry’s idea of motherliness was the usual one, involving a baby in arms, or “a little flock about her knees,” and the complete absorption of the mother in said baby or flock. A motherliness which dominated society, which influenced every art and industry, which absolutely protected all childhood, and gave to it the most perfect care and training, did not seem motherly—to Terry.


			We had become well used to the clothes. They were quite as comfortable as our own; in some ways more so; and undeniably better looking. As to pockets they left nothing to be desired. That second garment was fairly quilted with pockets. They were most ingeniously arranged, so as to be convenient to the hand, and not inconvenient to the body, and were so placed as at once to strengthen the garment and add decorative lines of stitching.


			In this, as in so many other points we had now to observe, there was shown the action of a practical intelligence, coupled with fine artistic feeling, and, apparently, untrammeled by any injurious influences.


			Our first step of comparative freedom was a personally conducted tour of the country. No pentagonal bodyguard now! Only our special tutors, and we got on famously with them. Jeff said he loved Zava like an aunt—“only jollier than any aunt I ever saw”; Somel and I were as chummy as could be—the best of friends; but it was funny to watch Terry and Moadine. She was patient with him, and courteous, but it was like the patience and courtesy of some great man, say a skilled, experienced diplomat, with a schoolgirl. Her grave acquiescence with his most preposterous expression of feeling; her genial laughter, not only with, but I often felt, at him—though impeccably polite; her innocent questions, which almost invariably led him to say more than he intended—Jeff and I found it all amusing to watch.


			He never seemed to recognize that quiet background of superiority. When she dropped an argument he always thought he had silenced her; when she laughed he thought it tribute to his wit.


			I hated to admit to myself how much Terry had sunk in my esteem. Jeff felt it too, I am sure; but neither of us admitted it to the other. At home we had measured him with other men, and, though we knew his failings, he was by no means an unusual type. We knew his virtues too, and they had always seemed more prominent than the faults. Measured among women—our women at home, I mean—he had always stood high. He was visibly popular. Even where his habits were known there was no discrimination against him; in some cases his reputation for what was felicitously termed “gaiety” seemed a special charm.


			But here, against the calm wisdom and quiet restrained humor of these women, with only that blessed Jeff and my inconspicuous self to compare with, Terry did stand out rather strong.


			As “a man among men,” he didn’t; as a man among—I shall have to say, “females,” he didn’t; his intense masculinity seemed only fit complement to their intense femininity. But here he was all out of drawing.


			Moadine was a big woman, with a balanced strength that seldom showed. Her eye was as quietly watchful as a fencer’s. She maintained a pleasant relation with her charge, but I doubt if many, even in that country, could have done as well.


			He called her “Maud,” between ourselves, and said she was “a good old soul, but a little slow”; wherein he was quite wrong. Needless to say he called Jeff’s teacher “Java,” and sometimes “Mocha,” or plain “Coffee”; when specially mischievous, “Chicory,” and even “Postum.” But Somel rather escaped this form of humor, save for a rather forced “Some ’ell.”


			“Don’t you people have but one name?” he asked one day, after we had been introduced to a whole group of them, all with pleasant, few-syllabled strange names, like the ones we knew.


			“Oh yes,” Moadine told him. “A good many of us have another, as we get on in life—a descriptive one. That is the name we earn. Sometimes even that is changed, or added to, in an unusually rich life. Such as our present Land-Mother—what you call President or King, I believe. She was called Mera, even as a child; that means ‘thinker.’ Later there was added Du—Du-Mera—the wise thinker, and now we all know her as O-du-mera—great and wise thinker. You shall meet her.”


			“No surnames at all then?” pursued Terry, with his somewhat patronizing air. “No family name?”


			“Why no,” she said. “Why should we?” We are all descended from a common source—all one ‘family’ in reality. You see our comparatively brief and limited history gives us that advantage at least.”


			“But does not each mother want her own child to bear her name?” I asked.


			“No—why should she? The child has its own.”


			“Why for—for identification—so people will know whose child she is.”


			“We keep the most careful records,” said Somel. “Each one of us has our exact line of descent all the way back to our dear First Mother. There are many reasons for doing that. But as to every one knowing which child belongs to which mother—why should she?”


			Here, as in so many other instances, we were led to feel the difference between the purely maternal and the paternal attitude of mind. The element of personal pride seemed strangely lacking.


			“How about your other works?” asked Jeff. Don’t you sign your names to them—books and statues and so on?”


			“Yes, surely, we are all glad and proud to. Not only books and statues, but all kinds of work. You will find little names on the houses, on the furniture, on the dishes sometimes. Because otherwise one is likely to forget, and we want to know to whom to be grateful.”


			“You speak as if it were done for the convenience of the consumer—not the pride of the producer,” I suggested.


			“It’s both,” said Somel. “We have pride enough in our work.”


			“Then why not in your children?” urged Jeff.


			“But we have! We’re magnificently proud of them,” she insisted.


			“Then why not sign ’em?” said Terry triumphantly.


			Moadine turned to him with her slightly quizzical smile. “Because the finished product is not a private one. When they are babies, we do speak of them, at times, as ‘Essa’s Lato,’ or ‘Novine’s Amel’; but that is merely descriptive and conversational. In the records, of course the child stands in her own line of mothers; but in dealing with it personally it is Lato, or Amel, without dragging in its ancestors.”


			“But have you names enough to give a new one to each child?”


			“Assuredly we have, for each living generation.”


			Then they asked about our methods, and found first that “we” did so and so, and then that other nations did differently. Upon which they wanted to know which method has been proved best—and we had to admit that so far as we knew there had been no attempt at comparison, each people pursuing its own custom in the fond conviction of superiority, and either despising or quite ignoring the others.


			With these women the most salient quality in all their institutions was reasonableness. When I dug into the records to follow out any line of development, that was the most astonishing thing—the conscious effort to make it better.


			They had early observed the value of certain improvements; had easily inferred that there was room for more; and took the greatest pains to develop two kinds of minds—the critic and inventor. Those who showed an early tendency to observe, to discriminate, to suggest, were given special training for that function; and some of their highest officials spent their time in the most careful study of one or another branch of work, with a view to its further improvement.


			In each generation there was sure to arrive some new mind to detect faults and show need of alterations; and the whole corps of inventors was at hand to apply their special faculty at the point criticized, and offer suggestions.


			We had learned by this time not to open a discussion on any of their characteristics without first priming ourselves to answer questions about our own methods; so I kept rather quiet on this matter of conscious improvement. We were not prepared to show our way was better.


			There was growing in our minds, at least in Jeff’s and mine, a keen appreciation of the advantages of this strange country and its management. Terry remained critical. We laid most of it to his nerves. He certainly was irritable.


			The most conspicuous feature of the whole land was the perfection of its food supply. We had begun to notice from that very first walk in the forest, the first partial view from our ’plane. Now we were taken to see this mighty garden, and shown its methods of culture.


			The country was about the size of Holland, some ten or twelve thousand square miles. One could lose a good many Hollands along the forest-smothered flanks of those mighty mountains. They had a population of about three million—not a large one, but quality is something. Three million is quite enough to allow for considerable variation, and these people varied more widely than we could at first account for.


			Terry had insisted that if they were parthenogenetic they’d be as alike as so many ants or aphides; he urged their visible differences as proof that there must be men—somewhere.


			But when we asked them, in our later, more intimate conversations, how they accounted for so much divergence without cross fertilization, they attributed it partly to the careful education, which followed each slight tendency to differ, and partly to the law of mutation. This they had found in their work with plants, and fully proven in their own case.


			Physically they were more alike than we, as they lacked all morbid or excessive types. They were tall, strong, healthy, and beautiful as a race, but differed individually in a wide range of feature, coloring and expression.


			“But surely the most important growth is in mind—and in the things we make,” urged Somel. “Do you find your physical variation accompanied by a proportionate variation in ideas, feelings, and products? Or, among people who look more alike, do you find their internal life and their work as similar?”


			We were rather doubtful on this point, and inclined to hold that there was more chance of improvement in greater physical variation.


			“It certainly should be,” Zava admitted. “We have always thought it a grave initial misfortune to have lost half our little world. Perhaps that is one reason why we have so striven for conscious improvement.”


			“But acquired traits are not transmissible,” Terry declared. “Weismann has proved that.”


			They never disputed our absolute statements, only made notes of them.


			“If that is so, then our improvement must be due either to mutation, or solely to education,” she gravely pursued. “We certainly have improved. It may be that all these higher qualities were latent in the original mother; that careful education is bringing them out; and that our personal differences depend on slight variations in prenatal condition.”


			“I think it is more in your accumulated culture,” Jeff suggested. “And in the amazing psychic growth you have made. We know very little about methods of real soul culture—and you seem to know a great deal.”


			Be that as it might, they certainly presented a higher level of active intelligence, and of behavior, than we had so far really grasped. Having known in our lives several people who showed the same delicate courtesy and were equally pleasant to live with, at least when they wore their “company manners,” we had assumed that our companions were a carefully chosen few. Later we were more and more impressed that all this gentle breeding was breeding; that they were born to it, reared in it, that it was as natural and universal with them as the gentleness of doves or the alleged wisdom of serpents.


			As for the intelligence, I confess that this was the most impressive and, to me, most mortifying, of any single feature of Herland. We soon ceased to comment on this or other matters which to them were such obvious commonplaces as to call forth embarrassing questions about our own conditions.


			This was nowhere better shown than in that matter of food supply, which I will now attempt to describe.


			Having improved their agriculture to the highest point, and carefully estimated the number of persons who could comfortably live on their square miles; having then limited their population to that number, one would think that was all there was to be done; but they had not thought so. To them the country was a unit—it was Theirs. They themselves were a unit, a conscious group; they thought in terms of the community. As such their time-sense was not limited to the hopes and ambitions of an individual life. Therefore they habitually considered and carried out plans for improvement which might cover centuries.


			I had never seen, had scarcely imagined, human beings undertaking such a work as the deliberate replanting of an entire forest area with different kinds of trees. Yet this seemed to them the simplest common-sense, like a man’s plowing up an inferior lawn and reseeding it. Now every tree bore fruit—edible fruit, that is. In the case of one tree, in which they took especial pride, it had originally no fruit at all—that is, none humanly edible—yet was so beautiful that they wished to keep it. For nine hundred years they had experimented, and now showed us this particularly lovely graceful tree, with a profuse crop of nutritious seeds.


			That trees were the best food plants they had early decided, requiring far less labor in tilling the soil, and bearing a larger amount of food for the same ground space; also doing much to preserve and enrich the soil.


			Due regard had been paid to seasonable crops, and their fruit and nuts, grains and berries, kept on almost the year through.


			On the higher part of the country, near the backing wall of mountains, they had a real winter with snow. Toward the southeastern point, where there was a large valley with a lake whose outlet was subterranean, the climate was like that of California, and citrus fruits, figs and olives grew abundantly.


			What impressed me particularly was their scheme of fertilization. Here was this little shut-in piece of land where one would have thought an ordinary people would have been starved out long ago or reduced to an annual struggle for life. These careful culturists had worked out a perfect scheme of refeeding the soil with all that came out of it. All the scraps and leaving of their food, plant waste from lumber work or textile industry; all the solid matter from the sewage, properly treated and combined; everything which came from the earth went back to it.


			The practical result was like that in any healthy forest; an increasingly valuable soil was being built, instead of the progressive impoverishment so often seen in the rest of the world.


			When this first burst upon us we made such approving comments that they were surprised that such obvious commonsense should be praised; asked what our methods were; and we had some difficulty in—well, in diverting them, by referring to the extent of our own land, and the—admitted—carelessness with which we had skimmed the cream of it.


			At least we thought we had diverted them. Later I found that besides keeping a careful and accurate account of all we told them, they had a sort of skeleton chart, on which the things we said and the things we palpably avoided saying were all set down and studied. It really was child’s play for those profound educators to work out a painfully accurate estimate of our conditions—in some lines. When a given line of observation seemed to lead to some very dreadful inference they always gave us the benefit of the doubt, leaving it open to further knowledge. Some of the things we had grown to accept as perfectly natural, or as belonging to our human limitations, they literally could not have believed; and, as I have said, we had all of us joined in a tacit endeavor to conceal much of the social status at home.


			“Confound their grandmotherly minds!” Terry said. “Of course they can’t understand a Man’s World! They aren’t human—they’re just a pack of Fe-Fe-Females!” This was after he had to admit their parthenogenesis.


			“I wish our grandfatherly minds had managed as well,” said Jeff. “Do you really think it’s to our credit that we have muddled along with all our poverty and disease and the like? They have peace and plenty, wealth and beauty, goodness and intellect. Pretty good people, I think!”


			“You’ll find they have their faults too,” Terry insisted; and partly in self defense, we all three began to look for those faults of theirs. We had been very strong on this subject before we got there—in those baseless speculations of ours.


			“Suppose there are,” Jeff would put it, over and over, “what’ll they be like?”


			And we had been cocksure as to the inevitable limitations, the faults and vices, of a lot of women. We had expected them to be given over to what we called “feminine vanity”—“frills and furbelows,” and we found they had evolved a costume more perfect than the Chinese dress; richly beautiful when so desired, always useful, of unfailing dignity and good taste.


			We had expected a dull submissive monotony, and found a daring social inventiveness far beyond our own, and a mechanical and scientific development fully equal to ours.


			We had expected pettiness and found a social consciousness besides which our nations looked like quarreling children—feebleminded ones at that.


			We had expected jealousy, and found a broad sisterly affection, a fair-minded intelligence, to which we could produce no parallel.


			We had expected hysteria, and found a standard of health and vigor, a calmness of temper, to which the habit of profanity, for instance, was impossible to explain—we tried it.


			All these things even Terry had to admit, but he still insisted that we should find out the other side pretty soon.


			“It stands to reason, doesn’t it?” he argued. “The whole thing’s deuced unnatural—I’d say impossible if we weren’t in it. And an unnatural condition’s sure to have unnatural results. You’ll find some awful characteristics—see if you don’t! For instance—we don’t know yet what they do with their criminals—their defectives—their aged. You notice we haven’t seen any! There’s got to be something!”


			I was inclined to believe that there had to be something, so I took the bull by the horns—the cow, I should say!—and asked Somel.


			“I want to find some flaw in all this perfection,” I told her flatly. “It simply isn’t possible that three million people have no faults. We are trying our best to understand and learn——would you mind helping us by saying what, to your minds, are the worst qualities of this unique civilization of yours?”


			We were sitting together in a shaded arbor, in one of those eating-gardens of theirs. The delicious food had been eaten, a plate of fruit still before us. We could look out on one side over a stretch of open country, quietly rich and lovely; on the other the garden, with tables here and there, far apart enough for privacy. Let me say right here that with all their careful “balance of population” there was no crowding in this country. There was room, space, a sunny breezy freedom, everywhere.


			Somel set her chin upon her hand; her elbow on the low wall beside her, and looked off over the fair land.


			“Of course we have faults—all of us,” she said. “In one way you might say that we have more than we used to—that is our standard of perfection seems to get farther and farther away. But we are not discouraged, because our records do show gain—considerable gain.


			“When we began—even with the start of one particularly noble mother—we inherited the characteristics of a long race-record behind her. And they cropped out from time to time—alarmingly. But it is—yes, quite six hundred years since we have had what you call a ‘criminal.’


			“We have, of course, made it our first business to train out, to breed out, when possible, the lowest types.”


			“Breed out?” I asked. “How could you—with partheno­genesis?”


			“If the girl showing the bad qualities had still the power to appreciate social duty, we appealed to her, by that, to renounce motherhood. Some of the few worst types were, fortunately unable to reproduce. But if the fault was in a disproportionate egotism—then the girl was sure she had the right to have children; even that hers would be better than others.”


			“I can see that,” I said. “And then she would be likely to rear them in the same spirit.”


			“That we never allowed,” answered Somel quietly.


			“Allowed?” I queried. “Allowed a mother to rear her own children?”


			“Certainly not,” said Somel, “unless she was fit for that supreme task.”


			This was rather a blow to my previous convictions.


			“But I thought motherhood was for each of you——”


			“Motherhood—yes, that is maternity, to bear a child. But education is our highest art, only allowed to our highest artists.”


			“Education?” I was puzzled again. “I don’t mean education. I mean by motherhood not only child-bearing, but the care of babies.”


			“The care of babies involves education, and is entrusted only to the most fit,” she repeated.


			“Then you separate mother and child!” I cried in cold horror, something of Terry’s feeling creeping over me, that there must be something wrong among these many virtues.


			“Not usually,” she patiently explained. “You see almost every woman values her maternity above everything else. Each girl holds it close and dear, an exquisite joy, a crowning honor, the most intimate, most personal, most precious thing. That is the child-rearing has come to be with us a culture so profoundly studied, practised with such subtlety and skill, that the more we love our children the less we are willing to trust that process to unskilled hands—even our own.”


			“But a mother’s love——” I ventured.


			She studied my face, trying to work out a means of clear explanation.


			“You told us about your dentists,” she said, at length, “those quaintly specialized persons who spend their lives filling little holes in other persons’ teeth—even in children’s teeth sometimes.”


			“Yes?” I said, not getting her drift.


			“Does mother-love urge mothers—with you—to fill their own children’s teeth? Or to wish to?”


			“Why no—of course not,” I protested. “But that is a highly specialized craft. Surely the care of babies is open to any woman—any mother!”


			“We do not think so,” she gently replied. “Those of us who are the most highly competent fulfil that office; and a majority of our girls eagerly try for it—I assure you we have the very best.”


			“But the poor mother—bereaved of her baby——”


			“Oh no!” she earnestly assured me. “Not in the least bereaved. It is her baby still—it is with her—she has not lost it. But she is not the only one to care for it. There are others whom she knows to be wiser. She knows it because she has studied as they did, practised as they did, and honors their real superiority. For the child’s sake, she is glad to have for it this highest care.”


			I was unconvinced. Besides, this was only hearsay; I had yet to see the motherhood of Herland.


			chapter viii


			The Girls of Herland


			


			AT LAST Terry’s ambition was realized. We were invited,  always courteously and with free choice on our part, to address general audiences and classes of girls.


			I remember the first time—and how careful we were about our clothes, and our amateur barbering. Terry, in particular, was fussy to a degree about the cut of his beard, and so critical of our combined efforts that we handed him the shears and told him to please himself. We began to rather prize those beards of ours, they were almost our sole distinction among those tall and sturdy women, with their cropped hair and sexless costume. Being offered a wide selection of garments, we had chosen according to our personal taste, and were surprised to find, on meeting large audiences, that we were the most highly decorated, especially Terry.


			He was a very impressive figure, his strong features softened by the somewhat longer hair—though he made me trim it as closely as I knew how; and he wore his richly embroidered tunic with its broad, loose girdle, with quite a Henry V air. Jeff looked more like—well, like a Huguenot Lover; and I don’t know what I looked like, only that I felt very comfortable. When I got back to our own padded armor and its starched borders I realized with acute regret how comfortable were those Herland clothes.


			We scanned that audience, looking for the three bright faces we knew; but they were not to be seen. Just a multitude of girls; quiet, eager, watchful, all eyes and ears to listen and learn.


			We had been urged to give, as fully as we cared to, a sort of synopsis of world history, in brief, and to answer questions.


			“We are so utterly ignorant, you see,” Moadine had explained to us. “We know nothing but such science as we have worked out for ourselves; just the brain work of one small half-country; and you, we gather, have helped one another all over the globe, sharing your discoveries, pooling your progress. How wonderful, how supremely beautiful, your civilization must be!”


			Somel gave a further suggestion.


			“You do not have to begin all over again, as you did with us. We have made a sort of digest of what we have learned from you, and it has been eagerly absorbed, all over the country. Perhaps you would like to see our outline——?”


			We were eager to see it, and deeply impressed. To us, at first, these women, unavoidably ignorant of what to us was the basic commonplace of knowledge, had seemed on the plane of children, or of savages. What we had been forced to admit, with growing acquaintance, was that they were ignorant as Plato and Aristotle were, but with a highly developed mentality quite comparable to that of ancient Greece.


			Far be it from me to lumber these pages with an account of what we so imperfectly strove to teach them. The memorable fact is what they taught us, or some faint glimpse of it. And at present, our major interest was not at all in the subject matter of our talk, but in the audience.


			Girls—hundreds of them—eager, bright eyed, attentive young faces; crowding questions, and, I regret to say, an increasing inability on our part to answer them effectively.


			Our special guides, who were on the platform with us, and sometimes aided in clarifying a question; or, oftener, an answer; noticed this effect, and closed the formal lecture part of the evening rather shortly.


			“Our young women will be glad to meet you,” Somel suggested, “to talk with you more personally, if you are willing?”


			Willing! We were impatient and said as much, at which I saw a flickering little smile cross Moadine’s face. Even then, with all those eager young things waiting to talk to us, a sudden question crossed my mind: “What was their point of view? What did they think of us?” We learned that later.


			Terry plunged in among those young creatures with a sort of rapture; somewhat as a glad swimmer takes to the sea. Jeff, with a rapt look on his highbred face, approached as to a sacrament. But I was a little chilled by that last thought of mine, and kept my eyes open. I found time to watch Jeff, even while I was surrounded by an eager group of questioners—as we all were—and saw how his worshipping eyes, his grave courtesy, pleased and drew some of them; while others, rather stronger spirits they looked to be, drew away from his group to Terry’s or mine.


			I watched Terry with special interest, knowing how he had longed for this time, and how irresistible he had always been at home. And I could see, just in snatches, of course, how his suave and masterful approach seemed to irritate them; his too intimate glances were vaguely resented, his compliments puzzled and annoyed. Sometimes a girl would flush, not with drooped eyelids and inviting timidity, but with anger and a quick lift of the head. Girl after girl turned on her heel and left him, till he had but a small ring of questioners, and they, visibly, were the least “girlish” of the lot.


			I saw him looking pleased at first, as if he thought he was making a strong impression; but, finally, casting a look at Jeff, or me, he seemed less pleased—and less.


			As for me, I was most agreeably surprised. At home I never was “popular.” I had my girl friends, good ones, but they were friends—nothing else. Also they were of somewhat the same clan, not “popular” in the sense of swarming admirers. But here, to my astonishment, I found my crowd was the largest.


			I have to generalize, of course, rather telescoping many impressions; but that first evening was a good sample of the impression we made. Jeff had a following, if I may call it that, of the more sentimental—though that’s not the word I want. The less practical, perhaps; the girls who were artists of some sort, ethicists, teachers—that kind.


			Terry was reduced to a rather combative group; keen, logical, inquiring minds; not over sensitive; the very kind he liked least; while, as for me—I became quite cocky over my general popularity.


			Terry was furious about it. We could hardly blame him.


			“Girls!” he burst forth, when that evening was over, and we were by ourselves once more. “Call those girls!”


			“Most delightful girls, I call them,” said Jeff, his blue eyes dreamily contented.


			“What do you call them?” I mildly inquired.


			“Boys! Nothing but boys, most of ’em. A stand-offish, disagreeable lot at that. Critical, impertinent youngsters. No girls at all.”


			He was angry and severe, not a little jealous, too, I think. Afterward, when he found out just what it was they did not like, he changed his manner somewhat and got on better. He had to. For, in spite of his criticism, they were girls, and, furthermore, all the girls there were! Always excepting our three!—with whom we presently renewed our acquaintance.


			When it came to courtship, which it soon did, I can of course best describe my own—and am least inclined to. But of Jeff I heard somewhat; he was inclined to dwell reverently and admiringly, at some length, on the exalted sentiment and measureless perfection of his Celis; and Terry—Terry made so many false starts and met so many rebuffs, that by the time he really settled down to win Alima, he was considerably wiser. At that, it was not smooth sailing. They broke and quarreled, over and over; he would rush off to console himself with some other fair one—the other fair one would have none of him—and he would drift back to Alima, becoming more and more devoted each time.


			She never gave an inch. A big, handsome creature, rather exceptionally strong even in that race of strong women; with a proud head and sweeping level brows that lined across above her dark eager eyes like the wide wings of a soaring hawk.


			I was good friends with all three of them, but best of all with Ellador long before that feeling changed, for both of us.


			From her, and from Somel, who talked very freely with me, I learned at last something of the viewpoint of Herland toward its visitors.


			Here they were, isolated, happy, contented, when the booming buzz of our biplane tore the air above them.


			Everybody heard it—saw it—for miles and miles; word flashed all over the country; and a council was held in every town and village.


			And this was their rapid determination:


			“From another country. Probably men. Evidently highly civilized. Doubtless possessed of much valuable knowledge. May be dangerous. Catch them if possible; tame and train them if necessary. This may be a chance to re-establish a bi-sexual state for our people.”


			They were not afraid of us—three million highly intelligent women—or two million, counting only grown-ups—were not likely to be afraid of three young men. We thought of them as “Women,” and therefore timid; but it was two thousand years since they had had anything to be afraid of, and certainly more than one thousand since they had outgrown the feeling.


			We thought—at least Terry did—that we could have our pick of them. They thought—very cautiously and far-sightedly—of picking us, if it seemed wise.


			All that time we were in training they studied us, analyzed us, prepared reports about us, and this information was widely disseminated all about the land.


			Not a girl in that country who had not been learning for months as much as could be gathered about our country, our culture, our personal characters. No wonder their questions were hard to answer. But I am sorry to say, when we were at last brought out and—exhibited (I hate to call it that, but that’s what it was), there was no rush of takers. Here was poor old Terry fondly imagining that at last he was free to stray in “a rosebud garden of girls”—and behold! the rosebuds were all with keen appraising eye, studying us.


			They were interested, profoundly interested, but it was not the kind of interest we were looking for.


			To get an idea of their attitude you have to hold in mind their extremely high sense of solidarity. They were not each choosing a lover, they had no faintest idea of love—sex-love, that is. These girls, to each of whom motherhood was a lode-star, and that motherhood exalted above a mere personal function, looked forward to as the highest social service, as the sacrament of a lifetime; were now confronted with an opportunity to make the great step of changing their whole status, of reverting to their earlier bi-sexual order of nature.


			Beside this underlying consideration there was the limitless interest and curiosity in our civilization; purely impersonal; and held by an order of mind beside which we were like—schoolboys.


			It was small wonder that our lectures were not a success; and none at all that our, or at least Terry’s, advances were so ill received. The reason for my own comparative success was at first far from pleasing to my pride.


			“We like you the best,” Somel told me, “because you seem more like us.”


			“More like a lot of women!” I thought to myself disgustedly; and then remembered how little like “women,” in our derogatory sense, they were. She was smiling at me, reading my thought.


			“We can quite see that we do not seem like—women—to you; of course, in a bi-sexual race the distinctive feature of each sex must be intensified. But surely there are characteristics enough which belong to People, aren’t there? That’s what I mean about you being more like us—more like People. We feel at ease with you.”


			Jeff’s difficulty was his exalted gallantry. He idealized women, and was always looking for a chance to “protect” or to “serve” them. These needed neither protection nor service. They were living in peace and power and plenty; we were their guests, their prisoners, absolutely dependent.


			Of course we could promise whatsoever we might of advantages, if they would come to our country; but the more we knew of theirs, the less we boasted.


			Terry’s jewels and trinkets they prized as curios; handed them about, asking questions as to workmanship, not in the least as to value; and discussed not ownership, but which museum to put them in.


			When a man has nothing to give a woman, is dependent wholly on his personal attraction, his courtship is under limitations.


			They were considering these two things: the advisability of making the Great Change; and the degree of personal adaptability which would best serve that end.


			Here we had the advantage of our small personal experience with those three fleet forest girls; and that served to draw us together.


			As for Ellador: Suppose you come to a strange land and find it pleasant enough; just a little more than ordinarily pleasant; and then you find rich farmland, and then gardens, gorgeous gardens; and then palaces full of rare and curious treasures—incalculable, inexhaustible; and then—mountains—like the Himalayas; and then the sea.


			I liked her that day she balanced on the branch before me and named the trio. I thought of her most. Afterward I turned to her like a friend when we met for the third time, and continued the acquaintance. While Jeff’s ultra-devotion rather puzzled Celis, really put off their day of happiness; while Terry and Alima quarreled and parted—re-met and re-parted, Ellador and I grew to be close friends.


			We talked and talked. We took long walks together. She showed me things, explained them, interpreted much that I had not understood. Through her sympathetic intelligence I became more and more comprehensive of the spirit of the people of Herland; more and more appreciative of its marvellous inner growth as well as outer perfection.


			I ceased to feel a stranger, a prisoner. There was a sense of understanding, of identity of purpose. We discussed—everything. And, as I traveled farther and farther, exploring the rich, sweet soul of her, my sense of pleasant friendship became but a broad foundation for such height, such breadth, such interlocked combination of feeling, as left me fairly blinded with the wonder of it.


			As I’ve said, I had never cared very much for women, nor they for me—not Terry-fashion. But this one——


			At first I never even thought of her “in that way,” as the girls have it. I had not come to the country with any Turkish-harem intentions; and I was no woman-worshipper like Jeff. I just liked that girl “as a friend,” as we say. That friendship grew like a tree. She was such a good sport! We did all kinds of things together; she taught me games and I taught her games, and we raced and rowed and had all manner of fun, as well as higher comradeship.


			Then, as I got on farther, the palace and treasures and snowy mountain ranges opened up. I had never known there could be such a human being. So—great. I don’t mean talented. She was a forester—one of the best; but it was not that gift I mean. When I say great, I mean great—big, all through. If I had known more of those women, as intimately, I should not have found her so unique; but even among them she was noble. Her mother was an over-mother—and her grandmother, too, I heard later.


			So she told me more and more of her beautiful land; and I told her as much, yes, more than I wanted to, about mine; and we became inseparable. Then this deeper recognition came and grew. I felt my own soul rise and lift its wings, as it were. Life got bigger. It seemed as if I understood—as I never had before—as if I could Do things—as if I too could grow—if she would help me. And then It came—to both of us, all at once.


			A still day—on the edge of the world, their world. The two of us, gazing out over the far dim forest-land below, talking of heaven and earth and human life, and of my land and other lands and what they needed and what I hoped to do for them——


			“If you will help me,” I said.


			She turned to me, with that high, sweet look of hers, and then, as her eyes rested in mine and her hands too—then suddenly there blazed out between us a farther glory, instant, overwhelming—quite beyond any words of mine to tell.


			Celis was a blue-and-gold-and-rose person; Alima black-and-white-and-red, a blazing beauty. Ellador was brown; hair dark and soft, like a seal coat; clear brown skin with a healthy red in it; brown eyes—all the way from topaz to black velvet they seemed to range—splendid girls, all of them.


			They had seen us first of all, far down in the lake below; and flashed the tidings across the land even before our first exploring flight. They had watched our landing, flitted through the forest with us, hidden in that tree and—I shrewdly suspect—giggled on purpose.


			They kept watch over our hooded machine, taking turns at it; and when our escape was announced, had followed alongside for a day or two, and been there at the last, as described. They felt a special claim on us—called us “their men”—and when we were at liberty to study the land and people, and be studied by them, their claim was recognized by the wise leaders.


			But I felt, we all did, that we should have chosen them among millions, unerringly.


			And yet, “the path of true love never did run smooth”; this period of courtship was full of the most unsuspected pitfalls.


			Writing this as late as I do, after manifold experiences both in Herland and, later, in my own land, I can now understand and philosophize about what was then a continual astonishment and often a temporary tragedy.


			The “long suit” in most courtships is sex attraction, of course. Then gradually develops such comradeship as the two temperaments allow. Then, after marriage, there is either the establishment of a slow-growing, widely-based friendship; the deepest, tenderest, sweetest of relations, all lit and warmed by the recurrent flame of love; or else that process is reversed, love cools and fades, no friendship grows, the whole relation turns from beauty to ashes.


			Here everything was different. There was no sex-feeling to appeal to, or practically none. Two thousand years’ disuse had left very little of the instinct; also we must remember that those who had at times manifested it as atavistic exceptions were often, by that very fact, denied motherhood.


			Yet while the mother process remains, the inherent ground for sex-distinction remains also; and who shall say what long-forgotten feeling, vague and nameless, was stirred in some of these mother hearts by our arrival.


			What left us even more at sea in our approach was the lack of any sex-tradition. There was no accepted standard of what was “manly” and what was “womanly.”


			When Jeff said, taking the fruit-basket from his adored one, “A woman should not carry anything,” Celis said, “Why?” with the frankest amazement. He could not look that fleet-footed, deep-chested young forester in the face and say, “Because she is weaker.” She wasn’t. One does not call a race-horse weak because it is visibly not a cart horse.


			He said, rather lamely, that women were not built for heavy work.


			She looked out across the fields to where some women were working, building a new bit of wall, out of large stones; looked back at the nearest town with its woman-built houses; down at the smooth, hard road we were walking on; and then at the little basket he had taken from her.


			“I don’t understand,” she said quite sweetly. “Are the women in your country so weak they could not carry such a thing as that?”


			“It is a convention,” he said. “We assume that motherhood is a sufficient burden—that men should carry all the others.”


			“What a beautiful feeling!” she said, her blue eyes shining.


			“Does it work?” asked Alima, in her keen, swift way. “Do all men in all countries carry everything? Or is it only in yours?”


			“Don’t be so literal,” Terry begged lazily. “Why aren’t you willing to be worshipped and waited on? We like to do it.”


			“You don’t like to have us do it to you,” she answered.


			“That’s different,” he said, annoyed; and when she said, “Why is it?” he quite sulked, referring her to me, saying,


			“Van’s the philosopher.”


			Ellador and I talked it all out together; so that we had an easier experience of it when the real miracle-time came. Also, between us, we made things clearer to Jeff and Celis. But Terry would not hear to reason.


			He was madly in love with Alima. He wanted to take her by storm, and nearly lost her forever.


			You see, if a man loves a girl who is in the first place young and inexperienced; who in the second place is educated with a background of cave-man tradition, a middle-ground of poetry and romance, and a foreground of unspoken hope and interest all centering upon the one Event; and who has, furthermore, absolutely no other hope or interest worthy of the name—why, it is a comparatively easy matter to sweep her off her feet by a dashing attack. Terry was a past master in this process. He tried it here, and Alima was so affronted, so repelled, that it was weeks before he got near enough to try again.


			The more coldly she denied him, the hotter his determination; he was not used to real refusal. The approach of flattery she dismissed with laughter; gifts and such “attentions” we could not bring to bear; pathos and complaint of cruelty stirred only a reasoning inquiry. It took Terry a long time.


			I doubt if she ever accepted her strange lover as fully as did Celis and Ellador theirs; he had hurt and offended her too often; there were reservations.


			But I think Alima retained some faint vestige of long descended feeling which made Terry more possible to her than to others; and that she had made up her mind to the experiment and hated to renounce it.


			However it came about, we all three at length achieved full understanding, and solemnly faced what was to them a step of measureless importance, a grave question as well as a great happiness; to us a strange, new joy.


			Of marriage as a ceremony they knew nothing. Jeff was for bringing them to our country for the religious and the civil ceremony, but neither Celis nor the others would consent.


			“We can’t expect them to want to go with us—yet,” said Terry sagely. “Wait a bit, boys. We’ve got to take ’em on their own terms—if at all.” This, in rueful reminiscence of his repeated failures.


			“But our time’s coming,” he added cheerfully. “These women have never been mastered, you see——” This, as one who had made a discovery.


			“You’d better not try to do any mastering if you value your chances,” I told him seriously; but he only laughed, and said, “Every man to his trade!”


			We couldn’t do anything with him. He had to take his own medicine.


			If the lack of tradition of courtship, left us much at sea in our wooing, we found ourselves still more bewildered by lack of tradition of matrimony.


			And here again, I have to draw on later experience, and as deep an acquaintance with their culture as I could achieve, to explain the gulfs of difference between us.


			Two thousand years of one continuous culture with no men. Back of that, only traditions of the harem. They had no exact analogue for our word “home,” any more than they had for our Roman-based “family.”


			They loved one another with a practically universal affection; rising to exquisite and unbroken friendships; and broadening to a devotion to their country and people for which our word “patriotism” is no definition at all.


			Patriotism, red hot, is compatible with the existence of a neglect of national interests, a dishonesty, a cold indifference to the suffering of millions. Patriotism is largely pride, and very largely combativeness. Patriotism generally has a chip on its shoulder.


			This country had no other country to measure itself by—save the few poor savages far below, with whom they had no contact.


			They loved their country because it was their nursery, playground and workshop; theirs and their children’s. They were proud of it as a workshop; proud of their record of ever increasing efficiency; they had made a pleasant garden of it, a very practical little heaven; but most of all they valued it—and here it is hard for us to understand them—as a cultural environment for their children.


			That, of course, is the keynote of the whole distinction—their children.


			From those first breathlessly guarded, half-adored race mothers, all up the ascending line; they had this dominant thought of building up a great race through the children.


			All the surrendering devotion our women have put into their private families, these women put into their country and race. All the loyalty and service men expect of wives, they gave, not singly to men, but collectively to one another.


			And the mother instinct, with us so painfully intense, so thwarted by conditions, so concentrated in personal devotion to a few; so bitterly hurt by death, disease, or barrenness, and even by the mere growth of the children, leaving the mother alone in her empty nest—all this feeling with them flowed out in a strong, wide current, unbroken through the generations, deepening and widening through the years, including every child in all the land.


			With their united power and wisdom, they had studied and overcome the “diseases of childhood”—their children had none.


			They had faced the problems of education and so solved them that their children grew up as naturally as young trees; learning through every sense; taught continuously but unconsciously—never knowing they were being educated.


			In fact, they did not use the word as we do. Their idea of education was the special training they took, when half grown up, under experts. Then the eager young minds fairly flung themselves on their chosen subjects; and acquired with an ease, a breadth, a grasp, at which I never ceased to wonder.


			But the babies and little children never felt the pressure of that “forcible feeding” of the mind that we call education. Of this, more later.


			chapter ix


			Our Relations and Theirs


			


			WHAT I’M trying to show here is that with these women the whole relationship of life counted in a glad, eager growing-up to join the ranks of workers in the line best loved; a deep, tender reverence for one’s own mother—too deep for them to speak of freely—and beyond that, the whole, free, wide range of sisterhood, the splendid service of the country, and friendships.


			To these women we came, filled with the ideas, convictions, traditions, of our culture; and undertook to rouse in them the emotions which—to us—seemed proper.


			However much, or little, of true sex-feeling there was between us, it phrased itself in their minds in terms of friendship, the one purely personal love they knew, and of ultimate parentage. Visibly we were not mothers, nor children, nor compatriots; so, if they loved us, we must be friends.


			That we should pair off together in our courting days, was natural to them; that we three should remain much together, as they did themselves, was also natural. We had as yet no work, so we hung about them in their forest tasks, that was natural, too.


			But when we began to talk about each couple having “homes” of our own, they could not understand it.


			“Our work takes us all around the country,” explained Celis. “We cannot live in one place all the time.”


			“We are together now,” urged Alima, looking proudly at Terry’s stalwart nearness. (This was one of the times when they were “on,” though presently “off” again.)


			“It’s not the same thing at all,” he insisted. “A man wants a home of his own, with his wife and family in it.”


			“Staying in it? All the time?” asked Ellador. “Not imprisoned, surely!”


			“Of course not! Living there,—naturally,” he answered.


			“What does she do there—all the time?” Alima demanded. “What is her work?”


			Then Terry patiently explained again that our women did not work,—with reservations.


			“But what do they do—if they have no work?” she persisted.


			“They take care of the home—and the children.”


			“At the same time?” asked Ellador.


			“Why yes. The children play about, and the mother has charge of it all. There are servants, of course.”


			It seemed so obvious, so natural to Terry that he always grew impatient; but the girls were honestly anxious to understand.


			“How many children do your women have?” Alima had her note-book out now, and a rather firm set of lip. Terry began to dodge.


			“There is no set number, my dear,” he explained. “Some have more, some have less.”


			“Some have none at all,” I put in mischievously.


			They pounced on this admission; and soon wrung from us the general fact that those women who had the most children had the least servants, and those who had the most servants had the least children.


			“There!” triumphed Alima. “One or two or no children, and three or four servants. Now what do those women do?”


			We explained as best we might. We talked of “social duties,” disingenuously banking on their not interpreting the words as we did; we talked of hospitality, entertainment, and various “interests.” All the time we knew that to these large-minded women, whose whole mental outlook was so collective, the limitations of a wholly personal life were inconceivable.


			“We cannot really understand it,” Ellador concluded. “We are only half a people. We have our woman-ways and they have their man-ways and their both-ways. We have worked out a system of living which is, of course, limited. They must have a broader, richer, better one. I should like to see it.”


			“You shall, dearest,” I whispered.


			


			“There’s nothing to smoke,” complained Terry. He was in the midst of a prolonged quarrel with Alima, and needed a sedative. “There’s nothing to drink. These blessed women have no pleasant vices. I wish we could get out of here!”


			This wish was vain. We were always under a certain degree of watchfulness. When Terry burst forth to tramp the streets at night he always found a “Colonel” here or there; and when, on an occasion of fierce though temporary despair, he had plunged to the cliff edge with some vague view to escape, he found several of them close by. We were free—but there was a string to it.


			“They’ve no unpleasant ones, either,” Jeff reminded him.


			“Wish they had!” Terry persisted. “They’ve neither the vices of men, nor the virtues of women—they’re neuters!”


			“You know better than that. Don’t talk nonsense,” said I, severely.


			I was thinking of Ellador’s eyes, when they gave me a certain look; a look she did not at all realize.


			Jeff was equally incensed. “I don’t know what ‘virtues of women’ you miss. Seems to me they have all of them.”


			“They’ve no modesty,” snapped Terry. “No patience, no submissiveness; none of that natural yielding which is woman’s greatest charm.”


			I shook my head pityingly. “Go and apologize and make friends again, Terry. You’ve got a grouch, that’s all. These women have the virtue of humanity, with less of its faults than any folks I ever saw. As for patience—they’d have pitched us over the cliffs the first day we lit among ’em, if they hadn’t that.”


			“There are no—distractions,” he grumbled. “Nowhere a man can go and cut loose a bit. It’s an everlasting parlor and nursery.”


			“And workshop,” I added. “And school, and office, and laboratory, and studio, and theatre, and—home.”


			“Home!” he sneered. “There isn’t a home in the whole pitiful place.”


			“There isn’t anything else, and you know it,” Jeff retorted hotly. “I never saw, I never dreamed of such universal peace and good will and mutual affection.”


			“Oh, well, of course, if you like a perpetual Sunday-school, it’s all very well. But I like Something Doing. Here it’s all done.”


			There was something to this criticism. The years of pioneering lay far behind them. Theirs was a civilization in which the initial difficulties had long since been overcome. The untroubled peace, the unmeasured plenty, the steady health, the large good will and smooth management which ordered everything, left nothing to overcome. It was like a pleasant family in an old established, perfectly-run country place.


			I liked it because of my eager and continued interest in the sociological achievements involved. Jeff liked it as he would have liked such a family and such a place anywhere.


			Terry did not like it because he found nothing to oppose, to struggle with, to conquer.


			“Life is a struggle, has to be,” he insisted. “If there is no struggle, there is no life—that’s all.”


			“You’re talking nonsense—masculine nonsense,” the peaceful Jeff replied. He was certainly a warm defender of Herland. “Ants don’t raise their myriads by a struggle, do they? Or the bees?”


			“Oh, if you go back to insects—and want to live in an ant-hill—! I tell you the higher grades of life are only reached through struggle—combat. There’s no Drama here. Look at their plays! They make me sick.”


			He rather had us there. The drama of the country was—to our taste—rather flat. You see, they lacked the sex-motive; and with it, jealousy. They had no interplay of warring nations; no aristocracy and its ambitions; no wealth and poverty opposition.


			I see I have said little about the economics of the place; it should have come before; but I’ll go on about the drama now.


			They had their own kind. There was a most impressive array of pageantry, of processions, a sort of grand ritual, with their arts and their religion broadly blended. The very babies joined in it. To see one of their great annual festivals, with the massed and marching stateliness of those great mothers; the young women brave and noble, beautiful and strong; and then the children, taking part as naturally as ours would frolic round a Christmas tree—it was overpowering in the impression of joyous, triumphant life.


			They had begun at a period when the drama, the dance, music, religion and education were all very close together; and instead of developing them in detached lines, they had kept the connection. Let me try again to give, if I can, a faint sense of the difference in the life-view—the background and basis on which their culture rested.


			Ellador told me a lot about it. She took me to see the children, the growing girls, the special teachers. She picked out books for me to read; she always seemed to understand just what I wanted to know, and how to give it to me.


			While Terry and Alima struck sparks and parted,—he always madly drawn to her and she to him—she must have been, or she’d never have stood the way he behaved—Ellador and I had already a deep, restful feeling, as if we’d always had one another. Jeff and Celis were happy; there was no question of that; but it didn’t seem to me as if they had the good times we did.


			Well, here is the Herland child facing life—as Ellador tried to show it to me. From the first memory, they knew Peace, Beauty, Order, Safety, Love, Wisdom, Justice, Patience and Plenty. By “plenty” I mean that the babies grew up in an environment which met their needs; just as young fawns might grow up in dewy forest glades and brook-fed meadows. And they enjoyed it as frankly and utterly as the fawns would.


			They found themselves in a big bright lovely world, full of the most interesting and enchanting things to learn about and to do. The people everywhere were friendly and polite. No Herland child ever met the overbearing rudeness we so commonly show to children. They were People, too, from the first; the most precious part of the nation.


			In each step of the rich experience of living, they found the instance they were studying widen out into contact with an endless range of common interests. The things they learned were related, from the first; related to one another, and to the national prosperity.


			“It was a butterfly that made me a forester,” said Ellador. “I was about eleven years old, and I found a big purple and green butterfly on a low flower. I caught it, very carefully, by the closed wings, as I had been told to do, and carried it to the nearest insect teacher—” (I made a note there to ask her what on earth an insect teacher was) “to ask her its name. She took it from me with a little cry of delight. ‘Oh, you blessed child,’ she said. ‘Do you like obernuts?’ Of course I liked obernuts, and said so. It is our best food-nut, you know. ‘This is a female of the obernut moth,’ she told me, ‘they are almost gone. We have been trying to exterminate them for centuries. If you had not caught this one, it might have laid eggs enough to raise worms enough to destroy thousands of our nut trees—thousands of bushels of nuts,—and make years and years of trouble for us.’


			“Everybody congratulated me. The children all over the country were told to watch for that moth, if there were any more. I was shown the history of the creature, and account of the damage it used to do, and of how long and hard our foremothers had worked to save that tree for us. I grew a foot, it seemed to me, and determined then and there to be a forester.”


			This is but an instance; she showed me many. The big difference was that whereas our children grow up in private homes and families, with every effort made to protect and seclude them from a dangerous world; here they grew up in a wide, friendly world, and knew it for theirs, from the first.


			Their child literature was a wonderful thing. I could have spent years following the delicate subtleties, the smooth simplicities, with which they had bent that great art to the service of the child mind.


			We have two life cycles; the man’s and the woman’s. To the man there is growth, struggle, conquest, the establishment of his family, and as much further success in gain or ambition, as he can achieve.


			To the woman, growth, the securing of a husband, the subordinate activities of family life; and afterward such “social” or charitable interests as her position allows.


			Here was but one cycle, and that a large one.


			The child entered upon a broad open field of life, in which motherhood was the one great personal contribution to the national life, and all the rest the individual share in their common activities. Every girl I talked to, at any age, above babyhood, had her cheerful determination as to what she was going to be when she grew up.


			What Terry meant by saying they had “no modesty,” was, that this great life-view had no shady places; they had a high sense of personal decorum, but no shame—no knowledge of anything to be ashamed of.


			Even their shortcomings and misdeeds in childhood never were presented to them as sins; merely as errors and misplays—as in a game. Some of them, who were palpably less agreeable than others or who had a real weakness or fault, were treated with cheerful allowance, as a friendly group at whist would treat a poor player.


			Their religion, you see, was maternal; and their ethics, based on the full perception of evolution, showed the principle of growth and the beauty of wise culture. They had no theory of the essential opposition of good and evil; life to them was Growth; their pleasure was in growing, and their duty also.


			With this background, with their sublimated mother-love, expressed in terms of widest social activity; every phase of their work was modified by its effect on the national growth. The language itself they had deliberately clarified, simplified, made easy and beautiful, for the sake of the children.


			This seemed to us a wholly incredible thing; first, that any nation should have the foresight, the strength, and the persistence to plan and fulfill such a task; and second, that women should have had so much initiative. We have assumed, as a matter of course, that women had none; that only the man, with his natural energy and impatience of restriction, would ever invent anything.


			Here we found that the pressure of life upon the environment develops in the human mind its inventive reactions, regardless of sex; and further, that a fully awakened motherhood plans and works without limit, for the good of the child.


			That the children might be most nobly born, and reared in an environment calculated to allow the richest, freest growth, they had deliberately remodelled and improved the whole state.


			I do not mean in the least that they stopped at that; any more than a child stops at childhood. The most impressive part of their whole culture beyond this perfect system of child-rearing, was the range of interests and associations open to them all, for life. But in the field of literature I was most struck, at first, by the child motive.


			They had the same gradation of simple repetitive verse and story that we are familiar with, and the most exquisite, imaginative tales; but where, with us, these are the dribbled remnants of ancient folk myths, and primitive lullabies, theirs were the exquisite work of great artists; not only simple and unfailing in appeal to the child mind, but true, true to the living world about them.


			To sit in one of their nurseries for a day was to change one’s views forever as to babyhood. The youngest ones, rosy fatlings in their mother’s arms, or sleeping lightly in the flower-sweet air, seemed natural enough, save that they never cried. I never heard a child cry in Herland, save once or twice at a bad fall; and then people ran to help, as we would at a scream of agony from a grown person.


			Each mother had her year of Glory; the time to love and learn, living closely with her child; nursing it proudly, often for two years or more. This perhaps was one reason for their wonderful vigor.


			But after the baby-year the mother was not so constantly in attendance, unless, indeed, her work was among the little ones. She was never far off, however, and her attitude toward the co-mothers whose proud child-service was direct and continuous, was lovely to see.


			As for the babies—a group of those naked darlings playing on short velvet grass, clean-swept; or rugs as soft; or in shallow pools of bright water; tumbling over with bubbling joyous baby laughter—it was a view of infant happiness such as I had never dreamed.


			The babies were reared in the warmer part of the country, and gradually acclimated to the cooler heights as they grew older.


			Sturdy children of ten and twelve played in the snow as joyfully as ours do; there were continuous excursions of them, from one part of the land to another, that, to each child, the whole country might be home.


			It was all theirs, waiting for them to learn, to love, to use, to serve; as our own little boys plan to be “a big soldier,” or “a cowboy,” or whatever pleases their fancy; and our little girls plan for the kind of home they mean to have, or how many children; these planned, freely and gaily, with much happy chattering; of what they would do for the country when they were grown.


			It was the eager happiness of the children and young people which first made me see the folly of that common notion of ours—that if life was smooth and happy people would not enjoy it. As I studied these youngsters, vigorous, joyous, eager little creatures, and their voracious appetite for life, it shook my previous ideas so thoroughly that they have never been re-established. The steady level of good health gave them all that natural stimulus we used to call “animal spirits”—an odd contradiction in terms. They found themselves in an immediate environment which was agreeable and interesting, and before them stretched the years of learning and discovery, the fascinating, endless process of education.


			As I looked into these methods and compared them with our own, my strange uncomfortable sense of race-humility grew apace.


			Ellador could not understand my astonishment. She explained things kindly and sweetly, but with some amazement that they needed explaining, and with sudden questions as to how we did it that left me meeker than ever.


			I betook myself to Somel one day, carefully not taking Ellador. I did not mind seeming foolish to Somel—she was used to it.


			“I want a chapter of explanation,” I told her. “You know my stupidities by heart, and I do not want to show them to Ellador—she thinks me so wise!”


			She smiled delightedly. “It is beautiful to see,” she told me, “this new wonderful love between you. The whole country is interested, you know—how can we help it!”


			I had not thought of that. We say: “All the world loves a lover,” but to have a couple of million people watching one’s courtship—and that a difficult one—was rather embarrassing.


			“Tell me about your theory of education,” I said. “Make it short and easy. And, to show you what puzzles me, I’ll tell you that in our theory great stress is laid on the forced exertion of the child’s mind; we think it is good for him to overcome obstacles.”


			“Of course it is,” she unexpectedly agreed. “All our children do that—they love to.”


			That puzzled me again. If they loved to do it, how could it be educational.


			“Our theory is this,” she went on carefully. “Here is a young human being. The mind is as natural a thing as the body, a thing that grows, a thing to use and to enjoy. We seek to nourish, to stimulate, to exercise the mind of a child as we do the body. There are the two main divisions in education—you have those, of course?—the things it is necessary to know, and things it is necessary to do.”


			“To do? Mental exercises, you mean?”


			“Yes. Our general plan is this: in the matter of feeding the mind, of furnishing information, we use our best powers to meet the natural appetite of a healthy young brain; not to overfeed it, to provide such amount and variety of impressions as seem most welcome to each child. That is the easiest part. The other division is in arranging a properly graduated series of exercises which will best develop each mind; the common faculties we all have, and most carefully, the especial faculties some of us have. You do this also, do you not?”


			“In a way,” I said rather lamely. “We have not so subtle and highly developed a system as you, not approaching it; but tell me more. As to the information—how do you manage? It appears that all of you know pretty much everything—is that right?”


			This she laughingly disclaimed. “By no means. We are, as you soon found out, extremely limited in knowledge. I wish you could realize what a ferment the country is in over the new things you have told us; the passionate eagerness among thousands of us to go to your country and learn—learn—learn! But what we do know is readily divisible into common knowledge and special knowledge. The common knowledge we have long since learned to feed into the minds of our little ones with no waste of time or strength; the special knowledge is open to all, as they desire it. Some of us specialize in one line only; but most take up several; some for their regular work, some to grow with.”


			“To grow with?”


			“Yes; when one settles too close in one kind of work there is a tendency to atrophy in the disused portions of the brain. We like to keep on learning, always.”


			“What do you study?”


			“As much as we know of the different sciences. We have, within our limits, a good deal of knowledge of anatomy, physiology, nutrition—all that pertains to a full and beautiful personal life. We have our botany and chemistry, and so on; very rudimentary, but interesting; our own history, with its accumulating psychology.”


			“You put psychology with history—not with personal life?”


			“Of course. It is ours; it is among and between us, and it changes with the succeeding and improving generations. We are at work, slowly and carefully, developing our whole people along these lines. It is glorious work—splendid! To see the thousands of babies improving, showing stronger clearer minds, sweeter dispositions, higher capacities—don’t you find it so in your country?”


			This I evaded flatly. I remembered the cheerless claim that the human mind was no better than in its earliest period of savagery, only better informed—a statement I had never believed.


			“We try most earnestly for two powers,” Somel continued. “The two that seem to us basically necessary for all noble life: a clear, far-reaching judgment, and a strong well-used will. We spend our best efforts, all through childhood and youth, in developing these faculties, individual judgment and will.”


			“As part of your system of education, you mean?”


			“Exactly. As the most valuable part. With the babies, as you may have noticed, we first provide an environment which feeds the mind without tiring it; all manner of simple and interesting things to do, as soon as they are old enough to do them; physical properties of course come first. But as early as possible, going very carefully, not to tax the mind, we provide choices, simple choices, with very obvious causes and consequences. You’ve noticed the games?”


			I had. The children seemed always playing something; or else, sometimes, engaged in peaceful researches of their own. I had wondered at first when they went to school, but soon found that they never did—to their knowledge. It was all education but no schooling.


			“We have been working for some sixteen hundred years, devising better and better games for children,” continued Somel.


			I sat aghast. “Devising games?” I protested. “Making up new ones, you mean?”


			“Exactly,” she answered. “Don’t you?”


			Then I remembered the kindergarten, and the “material” devised by Signora Montessori, and guardedly replied: “To some extent.” But most of our games, I told her, were very old—come down from child to child, along the ages, from the remote past.


			“And what is their effect?” she asked. “Do they develop the faculties you wish to encourage?”


			Again I remembered the claims made by the advocates of “sports,” and again replied guardedly that that was, in part, the theory.


			“But do the children like it?” I asked. “Having things made up and set before them that way? Don’t they want the old games?”


			“You can see the children,” she answered. “Are yours more contented—more interested—happier?”


			Then I thought, as in truth I never had thought before, of the dull bored children I had seen, whining: “What can I do now?”; of the little groups and gangs hanging about; of the value of some one strong spirit who possessed initiative and would “start something”; of the children’s parties and the onerous duties of the older people set to “amuse the children,” also of that troubled ocean of misdirected activity we call “mischief,” the foolish, destructive, sometimes evil things done by unoccupied children.


			“No,” said I grimly. “I dont think they are.”


			The Herland child was born not only into a world carefully prepared, full of the most fascinating materials and opportunities to learn, but into the society of plentiful numbers of teachers, teachers born and trained, whose business it was to accompany the children along that, to us, impossible thing—the royal road to learning.


			There was no mystery in their methods. Being adapted to children it was at least comprehensible to adults. I spent many days with the little ones, sometimes with Ellador, sometimes without, and began to feel a crushing pity for my own childhood, and for all others that I had known.


			The houses and gardens planned for babies had in them nothing to hurt—no stairs, no corners, no small loose objects to swallow, no fire—just a babies paradise. They were taught, as rapidly as feasible, to use and control their own bodies, and never did I see such sure-footed, steady-handed, clear-headed little things. It was a joy to watch a row of toddlers learning to walk, not only on a level floor, but, a little later, on a sort of rubber rail raised an inch or two above the soft turf or heavy rugs, and falling off with shrieks of infant joy, to rush back to the end of the line and try again. Surely we have noticed how children love to get up on something and walk along it! But we have never thought to provide that simple and inexhaustible form of amusement and physical education for the young.


			Water they had, of course, and could swim even before they walked. If I feared at first the effects of a too intensive system of culture, that fear was dissipated by seeing the long sunny days of pure physical merriment and natural sleep in which these heavenly babies passed their first years. They never knew they were being educated. They did not dream that in this association of hilarious experiment and achievement they were laying the foundation for that close beautiful group feeling into which they grew so firmly with the years. This was education for citizenship.


			chapter x


			Their Religions and Our Marriages


			


			IT TOOK me a long time, as a man, a foreigner, and a species of Christian—I was that as much as anything—to get any clear understanding of the religion of Herland.


			Its deification of motherhood was obvious enough; but there was far more to it than that; or, at least, than my first interpretation of that.


			I think it was only as I grew to love Ellador more than I believed anyone could love anybody, as I grew faintly to appreciate her inner attitude and state of mind, that I began to get some glimpses of this faith of theirs.


			When I asked her about it, she tried at first to tell me, and then, seeing me flounder, asked for more information about ours. She soon found that we had many, that they varied widely, but had some points in common. A clear methodical luminous mind had my Ellador, not only reasonable, but swiftly perceptive.


			She made a sort of chart, superimposing the different religions as I described them, with a pin run through them all, as it were; their common basis being a Dominant Power or Powers, and some Special Behavior, mostly taboos, to please or placate. There were some common features in certain groups of religions, but the one always present was this Power, and the things which must be done or not done because of it. It was not hard to trace our human imagery of the Divine Force up through successive stages of bloodthirsty, sensual, proud and cruel gods of early times to the conception of a Common Father with its corollary of a Common Brotherhood.


			This pleased her very much, and when I expatiated on the Omniscience, Omnipotence, Omnipresence, and so on of our God, and of the loving kindness taught by his Son, she was much impressed.


			The story of the Virgin birth naturally did not astonish her, but she was greatly puzzled by the Sacrifice, and still more by the Devil, and the theory of Damnation.


			When in an inadvertent moment I said that certain sects had believed in infant damnation—and explained it—she sat very still indeed.


			“They believed that God was Love—and Wisdom—and Power?”


			“Yes—all of that.”


			Her eyes grew large, her face ghastly pale.


			“And yet that such a God could put little new babies to burn—for eternity?” She fell into a sudden shuddering and left me, running swiftly to the nearest Temple.


			Every smallest village had its Temple, and in those gracious retreats sat wise and noble women, quietly busy at some work of their own until they were wanted, always ready to give comfort, light, or help, to any applicant.


			Ellador told me afterward how easily this grief of hers was assuaged, and seemed ashamed of not having helped herself out of it.


			“You see we are not accustomed to horrible ideas,” she said, coming back to me rather apologetically. “We haven’t any. And when we get a thing like that into our minds it’s like—oh, like red pepper in your eyes. So I just ran to her blinded and almost screaming, and she took it out so quickly—so easily!”


			“How?” I asked, very curious.


			“‘Why, you blessed child,’ she said, ‘you’ve got the wrong idea altogether. You do not have to think that there ever was such a God—for there wasn’t. Or such a happening—for there wasn’t. Nor even that this hideous false idea was believed by anybody. But only this—that people who are utterly ignorant will believe anything—which you certainly knew before.’


			“Anyhow,” pursued Ellador, “she turned pale for a minute when I first said it.”


			This was a lesson to me. No wonder this whole nation of women was peaceful and sweet in expression—they had no horrible ideas.


			“Surely you had some when you began,” I suggested.


			“Oh, yes, no doubt. But as soon as our religion grew to any height at all we left them out of course.”


			From this, as from many other things, I grew to see what I finally put in words.


			“Have you no respect for the past? For what was thought and believed by your foremothers?”


			“Why, no,” she said. “Why should we? They are all gone. They knew less than we do. If we are not beyond them we are unworthy of them—and unworthy of the children who must go beyond us.”


			This set me thinking in good earnest. I had always imagined—simply from hearing it said, I suppose—that women were by nature conservative. Yet these women, quite unassisted by any masculine spirit of enterprise, had ignored their past and built daringly for the future.


			Ellador watched me think. She seemed to know pretty much what was going on in my mind.


			“It’s because we began in a new way, I suppose. All our folks were swept away at once, and then, after that time of despair, came those wonder children—the first. And then the whole breathless hope of us was for their children—if they should have them. And they did! Then there was the period of pride and triumph till we grew too numerous; and after that, when it all came down to one child apiece, we began to really work—to make better ones.”


			“But how does this account for such a radical difference in your religion?” I persisted.


			She said she couldn’t talk about the difference very intelligently, not being familiar with other religions, but that theirs seemed simple enough. Their great Mother Spirit was to them what their own motherhood was—only magnified beyond human limits. That meant that they felt beneath and behind them an upholding, unfailing, serviceable love—perhaps it was really the accumulated mother-love of the race they felt—but it was a Power.


			“Just what is your theory of worship?” I asked her.


			“Worship? What is that?”


			I found it singularly difficult to explain. This Divine Love which they felt so strongly did not seem to ask anything of them—“any more than our mothers do,” she said.


			“But surely your mothers expect honor, reverence, obedience from you. You have to do things for your mothers, surely?”


			“Oh, no,” she insisted, smiling, shaking her soft brown hair. “We do things from our mothers—not for them. We don’t have to do things for them—they don’t need it, you know. But we have to live on—splendidly—because of them; and that’s the way we feel about God.”


			I meditated again. I thought of that “God of Battles” of ours, that “Jealous God,” that “Vengeance is mine” God. I thought of our world-nightmare—Hell.


			“You have no theory of eternal punishment then, I take it?”


			Ellador laughed. Her eyes were as bright as stars, and there were tears in them, too, she was so sorry for me.


			“How could we?” she asked, fairly enough. “We have no punishments in life, you see, so we don’t imagine them after death.”


			“Have you no punishments. Neither for children or criminals—such mild criminals as you have?” I urged.


			“Do you punish a person for a broken leg or a fever? We have preventive measures, and cures; sometimes we have to ‘send the patient to bed’, as it were; but that’s not a punishment—its only part of the treatment,” she explained.


			Then studying my point of view more closely, she added: “You see we recognize, in our human motherhood, a great tender limitless uplifting force—patience and wisdom and all subtlety of delicate method. We credit God—our idea of God—with all that and more. Our mothers are not angry with us—why should God be?”


			“Does God mean a person to you?”


			This she thought over a little. “Why—in trying to get close to it in our minds we personify the idea, naturally; but we certainly do not assume a Big Woman somewhere, who is God. What we call God is a Pervading Power, you know, an Indwelling Spirit, something inside of us that we want more of. Is your God a Big Man?” she asked innocently.


			“Why—yes, to most of us, I think. Of course we call it an Indwelling Spirit just as you do, but we insist that it is Him, a Person, and a Man—with whiskers.”


			“Whiskers? Oh yes—because you have them! Or do you wear them because He does?”


			“On the contrary we shave them off—because it seems cleaner and more comfortable.”


			“Does He wear clothes—in your idea, I mean?”


			I was thinking over the pictures of God I had seen,—rash advances of the devout mind of man, representing his Omnipotent Deity as an Old Man in a flowing robe, flowing hair, flowing beard, and in the light of her perfectly frank and innocent questions this concept seemed rather unsatisfying.


			I explained that the God of the Christian world was really the ancient Hebrew God, and that we had simply taken over the patriarchial idea—that ancient one which quite inevitably clothed its thought of God with the attributes of the patriarchial ruler, the Grandfather.


			“I see,” she said eagerly, after I had explained the genesis and development of our religious ideals. “They lived in separate groups, with a male head, and he was probably a little—domineering?”


			“No doubt of that,” I agreed.


			“And we live together without any ‘head,’ in that sense—just our chosen Leaders—that does make a difference.”


			“Your difference is deeper than that,” I assured her. “It is in your common motherhood. Your children grow up in a world where everybody loves them. They find life made rich and happy for them by the diffused love and wisdom of all mothers. So it is easy for you to think of God in the terms of a similar diffused and competent love. I think you are far nearer right than we are.”


			“What I cannot understand,” she pursued carefully, “is your preservation of such a very ancient state of mind. This patriarchial idea you tell me is thousands of years old?”


			“Oh yes—four, five, six thousand—ever so many.”


			“And you have made wonderful progress in those years—in other things?”


			“We certainly have. But religion is different. You see our religions come from behind us, and are initiated by some great teacher who is dead. He is supposed to have known the whole thing and taught it, finally. All we have to do is Believe—and Obey.”


			“Who was the great Hebrew teacher?”


			“Oh—there it was different. The Hebrew religion is an accumulation of extremely ancient traditions, some far older than their people, and grew by accretion down the ages. We consider it inspired—‘the Word of God.’”


			“How do you know it is?”


			“Because it says so?”


			“Does it say so in as many words? Who wrote that in?”


			I began to try to recall some text that did say so, and could not bring it to mind.


			“Apart from that,” she pursued, “what I cannot understand is why you keep these early religious ideas so long. You have changed all your others, haven’t you?”


			“Pretty generally,” I agreed. “But this we call ‘revealed religion,’ and think it is final. But tell me more about these little Temples of yours,” I urged. “And these Temple Mothers you run to.”


			Then she gave me an extended lesson in applied religion, which I will endeavor to concentrate.


			They developed their central theory of a Loving Power, and assumed that its relation to them was motherly—that it desired their welfare and especially their development. Their relation to it, similarly, was filial, a loving appreciation and a glad fulfillment of its high purposes. Then, being nothing if not practical, they set their keen and active minds to discover the kind of conduct expected of them. This worked out in a most admirable system of ethics. The principle of Love was universally recognized—and used.


			Patience, gentleness, courtesy, all that we call “good breeding,” was part of their code of conduct. But where they went far beyond us was in the special application of religious feeling to every field of life. They had no ritual, no little set of performances called “divine service,” save those glorious pageants I have spoken of, and those were as much educational as religion, and as much social as either. But they had a clear established connection between everything they did—and God. Their cleanliness, their health, their exquisite order, the rich peaceful beauty of the whole land, the happiness of the children, and above all the constant progress they made—all this was their religion.


			They applied their minds to the thought of God, and worked out the theory that such an Inner Power demanded Outward Expression. They lived as if God was real and at work within them.


			As for those little Temples everywhere—some of the women were more skilled, more temperamentally inclined, in this direction, than others. These, whatever their work might be, gave certain hours to the Temple Service which meant being there with all their love and wisdom and trained thought, to smooth out rough places for anyone who needed it. Sometimes it was a real grief, very rarely a quarrel, most often a perplexity; even in Herland the human soul had its hours of darkness. But all through the country their best and wisest were ready to give help.


			If the difficulty was unusually profound the applicant was directed to some more specially experienced in that line of thought.


			Here was a religion which gave to the searching mind a rational basis in life, the concept of an immense Loving Power working steadily out through them, towards good. It gave to the “soul” that sense of contact with the inmost force, of perception of the uttermost purpose, which we always crave. It gave to the “heart” the blessed feeling of being loved, loved and understood. It gave clear, simple, rational directions as to how we should live—and why. And for ritual it gave, first those triumphant group demonstrations, when with a union of all the arts, the revivifying combination of great multitudes moved rhythmically with march and dance, song and music, among their own noblest products and the open beauty of their groves and hills. Second, it gave these numerous little centers of wisdom where the least wise could go to the most wise and be helped.


			“It is beautiful!” I cried enthusiastically. “It is the most practical, comforting, progressive religion I ever heard of. You do love one another—you do bear one another’s burdens—you do realize that a little child is a type of the kingdom of heaven. You are more Christian than any people I ever saw. But—how about Death? And the Life Everlasting? What does your religion teach about Eternity?”


			“Nothing,” said Ellador. “What is Eternity?”


			What indeed? I tried, for the first time in my life, to get a real hold on the idea.


			“It is—never stopping.”


			“Never stopping?” She looked puzzled.


			“Yes, life, going on forever.”


			“Oh—we see that, of course. Life does go on forever, all about us.”


			“But eternal life goes on without dying.”


			“The same person?”


			“Yes, the same person, unending, immortal.” I was pleased to think that I had something to teach from our religion, which theirs had never promulgated.


			“Here?” asked Ellador. “Never to die—here?” I could see her practical mind heaping up the people, and hurriedly reassured her.


			“Oh no, indeed, not here—hereafter. We must die here, of course, but then we ‘enter into eternal life.’ The soul lives forever.”


			“How do you know?” she inquired.


			“I won’t attempt to prove it to you,” I hastily continued. “Let us assume it to be so. How does this idea strike you?”


			Again she smiled at me, that adorable, dimpling, tender, mischievous, motherly smile of hers. “Shall I be quite, quite honest?”


			“You couldn’t be anything else,” I said, half gladly and half a little sorry. The transparent honesty of these women was a never-ending astonishment to me.


			“It seems to me a singularly foolish idea,” she said calmly. “And if true, most disagreeable.”


			Now I had always accepted the doctrine of personal immortality as a thing established. The efforts of inquiring Spiritualists, always seeking to woo their beloved ghosts back again, never seemed to me necessary. I don’t say I had ever seriously and courageously discussed the subject with myself even; I had simply assumed it to be a fact. And here was the girl I loved, this creature whose character constantly revealed new heights and ranges far beyond my own, this superwoman of a super-land, saying she thought immortality foolish! She meant it, too.


			“What do you want it for?” she asked.


			“How can you not want it!” I protested. “Do you want to go out like a candle? Don’t you want to go on and on—growing and—and—being happy, forever?”


			“Why, no,” she said. “I don’t in the least. I want my child—and my child’s child—to go on—and they will. Why should I want to?”


			“But it means Heaven!” I insisted. “Peace and Beauty and Comfort and Love—with God.” I had never been so eloquent on the subject of religion. She could be horrified at Damnation, and question the justice of Salvation, but Immortality—that was surely a noble faith.


			“Why, Van,” she said, holding out her hands to me. “Why Van—darling! How splendid of you to feel it so keenly. That’s what we all want, of course—Peace and Beauty, and Comfort and Love—with God! And Progress too, remember; Growth, always and always. That is what our religion teaches us to want and to work for, and we do!”


			“But that is here,” I said, “only for this life on earth.”


			“Well? And do not you in your country, with your beautiful religion of love and service, have it here, too—for this life—on earth?”


			


			None of us were willing to tell the women of Herland about the evils of our own beloved land. It was all very well for us to assume them to be necessary and essential, and to criticize—strictly among ourselves—their all-too-perfect civilization, but when it came to telling them about the failures and wastes of our own, we never could bring ourselves to do it.


			Moreover we sought to avoid too much discussion, and to press the subject of our approaching marriage.


			Jeff was the determined one on this score.


			“Of course they haven’t any marriage ceremony or service, but we can make it a sort of Quaker Wedding, and have it in the Temple—it is the least we can do for them.”


			It was. There was so little, after all, that we could do for them. Here we were, penniless guests and strangers, with no chance even to use our strength and courage—nothing to defend them from or protect them against.


			“We can at least give them our names,” Jeff insisted.


			They were very sweet about it, quite willing to do whatever we asked, to please us. As to the names, Alima, frank soul that she was, asked what good it would do.


			Terry, always irritating her, said it was a sign of possession. “You are going to be Mrs. Nicholson,” he said, “Mrs. T. O. Nicholson. That shows everyone that you are my wife.”


			“What is a ‘wife’ exactly?” she demanded, a dangerous gleam in her eyes.


			“A wife is the woman who belongs to a man,” he began.


			But Jeff took it up eagerly: “And a husband is the man who belongs to a woman. It is because we are monogamous, you know. And marriage is the ceremony, civil and religious, that joins the two together—‘until death do us part’,” he finished, looking at Celis with unutterable devotion.


			“What makes us all feel foolish,” I told the girls, “is that here we have nothing to give you—except, of course, our names.”


			“Do your women have no names before they are married?” Celis suddenly demanded.


			“Why, yes,” Jeff explained. “They have their maiden names—their father’s names, that is.”


			“And what becomes of them?” asked Alima.


			“They change them for their husband’s, my dear,” Terry answered her.


			“Change them? Do the husbands then take the wives’ ‘maiden names’?”


			“Oh, no,” he laughed. “The man keeps his own and gives it to her, too.”


			“Then she just loses hers and takes a new one—how unpleasant! We won’t do that!” Alima said decidedly.


			Terry was good-humored about it. “I don’t care what you do or don’t do so long as we have that wedding pretty soon,” he said, reaching a strong brown hand after Alima’s, quite as brown and nearly as strong.


			“As to giving us things—of course we can see that you’d like to, but we are glad you can’t,” Celis continued. “You see we love you just for yourselves—we wouldn’t want you to—to pay anything. Isn’t it enough to know that you are loved personally—and just as men?”


			Enough or not, that was the way we were married. We had a great triple wedding in the biggest Temple of all, and it looked as if most of the nation were present. It was very solemn and very beautiful. Someone had written a new song for the occasion, nobly beautiful, about the New Hope for their people—the New Tie with other lands—Brotherhood as well as Sisterhood, and, with evident awe, Fatherhood.


			Terry was always restive under their talk of fatherhood. “Anybody’d think we were High Priests of—of Philoprogenitiveness!” he protested. “These women think of nothing but children, seems to me! We’ll teach ’em!”


			He was so certain of what he was going to teach, and Alima so uncertain in her moods of reception, that Jeff and I feared the worst. We tried to caution him—much good that did. The big handsome fellow drew himself up to his full height, lifted that great chest of his, and laughed.


			“These are three separate marriages,” he said. “I won’t interfere with yours—nor you with mine.”


			So the great day came, and the countless crowds of women, and we three bridegrooms without any supporting “best men,” or any other men to back us up, felt strangely small as we came forward.


			Somel and Zava and Moadine were on hand; we were thankful to have them, too—they seemed almost like relatives.


			There was a splendid procession, wreathing dances, the new Anthem I spoke of, and the whole great place pulsed with feeling—the deep awe, the sweet hope, the wondering expectation of a new miracle.


			“There has been nothing like this in the country since our Motherhood began!” Somel said softly to me, while we watched the symbolic marches. “You see it is the dawn of a new era. You don’t know how much you mean to us. It is not only Fatherhood—that marvellous dual parentage to which we are strangers—the miracle of union in life-giving—but it is Brotherhood. You are the rest of the world. You join us to our kind—to all the strange lands and peoples we have never seen. We hope to know them—to love and help them—and to learn of them. Ah! You cannot know!”


			


			Thousands of voices rose in the soaring climax of that great Hymn of The Coming Life. By the great Altar of Motherhood, with its crown of fruit and flowers, stood a new one, crowned as well. Before the Great Over-Mother of the Land and her ring of High Temple Counsellors, before that vast multitude of calm-faced mothers and holy-eyed maidens, came forward our own three chosen ones, and we, three men alone in all that land, joined hands with them and made our marriage vows.


			chapter xi


			Our Difficulties


			


			WE SAY “Marriage is a lottery”; also “Marriages are made in Heaven”—but this is not so widely accepted as the other.


			We have a well-founded theory that it is best to marry “in one’s class,” and certain well-grounded suspicions of international marriages, which seem to persist in the interests of social progress, rather than in those of the contracting parties.


			But no combination of alien races, of color, caste, or creed, was ever so basically difficult to establish as that between us, three modern American men and these three women of Herland.


			It is all very well to say that we should have been frank about it beforehand. We had been frank. We had discussed—at least Ellador and I had—the conditions of The Great Adventure, and thought the path was clear before us. But there are some things one takes for granted, supposes are mutually understood, and to which both parties may repeatedly refer without ever meaning the same thing.


			The differences in the education of the average man and woman are great enough, but the trouble they make is not mostly for the man; he generally carries out his own views of the case. The woman may have imagined the conditions of married life to be different; but what she imagined, was ignorant of, or might have preferred, did not seriously matter.


			I can see clearly and speak calmly about this now, writing after a lapse of years, years full of growth and education, but at the time it was rather hard sledding for any of us—especially for Terry. Poor Terry! You see in any other imaginable marriage among the peoples of the earth, whether the woman were black, red, yellow, brown, or white; whether she were ignorant or educated, submissive or rebellious, she would have behind her the marriage tradition of our general history. This tradition relates the woman to the man. He goes on with his business, and she adapts herself to him and to it. Even in citizenship, by some strange hocus-pocus, that fact of birth and geography was waved aside, and the woman automatically acquired the nationality of her husband.


			Well—here were we, three aliens in this land of women. It was small in area, and the external differences were not so great as to astound us. We did not yet appreciate the differences between the race-mind of this people and ours.


			In the first place, they were a “pure stock” of two thousand uninterrupted years. Where we have some long connected lines of thought and feeling, together with a wide range of differences, often irreconcilable, these people were smoothly and firmly agreed on most of the basic principles of their life; and not only agreed in principle, but accustomed for these sixty odd generations to act on those principles.


			This is one thing which we did not understand—had made no allowance for. When in our pre-marital discussions one of those dear girls had said: “We understand it thus and thus,” or “We hold such and such to be true,” we men, in our own deep-seated convictions of the power of love, and our easy views about beliefs and principles, fondly imagined that we could convince them otherwise. What we imagined, before marriage, did not matter any more than what an average innocent young girl imagines. We found the facts to be different.


			It was not that they did not love us; they did, deeply and warmly. But there you are again—what they meant by “love” and what we meant by “love” were so different.


			Perhaps it seems rather cold-blooded to say “we” and “they,” as if we were not separate couples, with our separate joys and sorrows, but our positions as aliens drove us together constantly. The whole strange experience had made our friendship more close and intimate than it would ever have become in a free and easy lifetime among our own people. Also, as men, with our masculine tradition of far more than two thousand years, we were a unit, small but firm, against this far larger unit of feminine tradition.


			I think I can make clear the points of difference without a too painful explicitness. The more external disagreement was in the matter of “the home,” and the housekeeping duties and pleasures we, by instinct and long education, supposed to be inherently appropriate to women.


			I will give two illustrations, one away up, and the other away down, to show how completely disappointed we were in this regard.


			For the lower one, try to imagine a male ant, coming from some state of existence where ants live in pairs, endeavoring to set up housekeeping with a female ant from a highly developed ant-hill. This female ant might regard him with intense personal affection, but her ideas of parentage and economic management would be on a very different scale from his. Now, of course, if she was a stray female in a country of pairing ants, he might have had his way with her; but if he was a stray male in an ant-hill——!


			For the higher one, try to imagine a devoted and impassioned man trying to set up housekeeping with a lady Angel, a real wings-and-harp-and-halo Angel, accustomed to fulfilling Divine missions all over interstellar space. This Angel might love the man with an affection quite beyond his power of return or even of appreciation, but her ideas of service and duty would be on a very different scale from his. Of course, if she was a stray Angel in a country of men, he might have had his way with her; but if he was a stray man among Angels——!


			Terry, at his worst, in a black fury for which, as a man, I must have some sympathy, preferred the ant simile. More of Terry and his special troubles later. It was hard on Terry.


			Jeff—well, Jeff always had a streak that was too good for this world! He’s the kind that would have made a saintly priest in earlier times. He accepted the Angel theory, swallowed it whole, tried to force it on us—with varying effect. He so worshipped Celis, and not only Celis, but what she represented; he had become so deeply convinced of the almost supernatural advantages of this country and people, that he took his medicine like a—I cannot say “like a man,” but more as if he wasn’t one.


			Don’t misunderstand me for a moment. Dear old Jeff was no milksop or mollycoddle either. He was a strong, brave, efficient man, and an excellent fighter when fighting was necessary. But there was always this angel streak in him. It was rather a wonder, Terry being so different, that he really loved Jeff as he did; but it happens so sometimes, in spite of the difference—perhaps because of it.


			As for me, I stood between. I was no such gay Lothario as Terry, and no such Galahad as Jeff. But for all my limitations I think I had the habit of using my brains in regard to behavior rather more frequently than either of them. I had to use brain-power now, I can tell you.


			The big point at issue between us and our wives was, as may easily be imagined, in the very nature of the relation.


			“Wives! Don’t talk to me about wives!” stormed Terry. “They don’t know what the word means.”


			Which is exactly the fact—they didn’t. How could they? Back in their prehistoric records of polygamy and slavery there were no ideals of wifehood as we know it, and since then no possibility of forming such.


			“The only thing they can think of about a man is Fatherhood!” said Terry in high scorn. “Fatherhood! As if a man was always wanting to be a father!”


			This also was correct. They had their long, wide, deep, rich experience of Motherhood, and their only perception of the value of a male creature as such, was for Fatherhood.


			Aside from that, of course, was the whole range of personal love; love which as Jeff earnestly phrased it “passeth the love of women!” It did, too. I can give no idea—either now, after long and happy experience of it, or as it seemed then, in the first measureless wonder—of the beauty and power of the love they gave us.


			Even Alima—who had a more stormy temperament than either of the others, and who, heaven knows, had far more provocation—even Alima was patience and tenderness and wisdom personified to the man she loved, until he—but I haven’t got to that yet.


			


			These, as Terry put it, “alleged or so-called wives” of ours, went right on with their profession as foresters. We, having no special leanings, had long since qualified as assistants. We had to do something, if only to pass the time, and it had to be work—we couldn’t be playing forever.


			This kept us out of doors with those dear girls, and more or less together—too much together sometimes.


			These people had, it now became clear to us, the highest, keenest, most delicate sense of personal privacy, but not the faintest idea of that “solitude à deux” we are so fond of. They had, everyone of them, the “two rooms and a bath” theory realized. From earliest childhood each had a separate bedroom with toilet conveniences, and one of the marks of coming of age was the addition of an outer room in which to receive friends.


			Long since we had been given our own two rooms apiece, and as being of a different sex and race, these were in a separate house. It seemed to be recognized that we should breathe easier if able to free our minds in real seclusion.


			For food we either went to any convenient eating-house, ordered a meal brought in, or took it with us to the woods, always and equally good. All this we had become used to and enjoyed—in our courting days.


			After marriage there arose in us a somewhat unexpected urge of feeling that called for a separate house; but this feeling found no response in the hearts of those fair ladies.


			“We are alone, dear,” Ellador explained to me with gentle patience. “We are alone in these great forests; we may go and eat in any little summer-house—just we two, or have a separate table anywhere—or even have a separate meal in our own rooms. How could we be aloner?”


			This was all very true. We had our pleasant mutual solitude about our work, and our pleasant evening talks in their apartments or ours; we had, as it were, all the pleasures of courtship carried right on; but we had no sense of—perhaps it may be called possession.


			“Might as well not be married at all,” growled Terry. “They only got up that ceremony to please us—please Jeff, mostly. They’ve no real idea of being married.”


			I tried my best to get Ellador’s point of view, and naturally I tried to give her mine. Of course what we, as men, wanted to make them see was that there were other, and as we proudly said “higher” uses in this relation than what Terry called “mere parentage.” In the highest terms I knew I tried to explain this to Ellador.


			“Anything higher than for mutual love to hope to give life, as we did?” she said. “How is it higher?”


			“It develops love,” I explained. “All the power of beautiful permanent mated love comes through this higher development.”


			“Are you sure?” she asked gently. “How do you know that it was so developed? There are some birds who love each other so that they mope and pine if separated, and never pair again if one dies, but they never mate except in the mating season. Among your people do you find high and lasting affection appearing in proportion to this indulgence?”


			It is a very awkward thing, sometimes, to have a logical mind.


			Of course I knew about those monogamous birds and beasts too, that mate for life and show every sign of mutual affection, without ever having stretched the sex relationship beyond its original range. But what of it?


			“Those are lower forms of life!” I protested. “They have no capacity for our higher feelings. Of course they are faithful and affectionate, and apparently happy—but Oh, my dear! my dear!—what can they know of such a love as draws us together? Why, to touch you—to be near you—to come closer and closer—to lose myself in you—surely you feel it too, do you not?”


			I came nearer. I seized her hands.


			Her eyes were on mine, tender, radiant, but steady and strong. There was something so powerful, so large and changeless, in those eyes that I could not sweep her off her feet by my own emotion as I had unconsciously assumed would be the case.


			It made me feel as, one might imagine, a man might feel who loved a goddess—not a Venus, though! She did not resent my attitude, did not repel it, did not in the least fear it, evidently. There was not a shade of that timid withdrawal or pretty resistance which are so—provocative.


			“You see, dearest,” she said. “You have to be patient with us. We are not like the women of your country. We are Mothers, and we are People, but we have not specialized in this line.”


			“We” and “we” and “we”—it was so hard to get her to be personal. And, as I thought that, I suddenly remembered how we were always criticizing our women for being so personal.


			Then I did my earnest best to picture to her the sweet intense joy of married lovers, and the result in higher stimulus to all creative work.


			“Do you mean,” she asked quite calmly, as if I was not holding her cool firm hands in my hot and rather quivering ones, “that with you, when people, marry, they go right on doing this in season and out of season, with no thought of children at all?”


			“They do,” I said, with some bitterness. “They are not mere parents. They are men and women, and they love each other.”


			“How long?” asked Ellador, rather unexpectedly.


			“How long?” I repeated, a little dashed. “Why as long as they live.”


			“There is something very beautiful in the idea,” she admitted, still as if she were discussing life on Mars. “This climactic expression, which, in all the other life-forms, has but the one purpose, has with you become specialized to higher, purer, nobler uses. It has—I judge from what you tell me—the most ennobling effect on character. People marry, not only for parentage, but for this exquisite interchange—and, as a result, you have a world full of continuous lovers, ardent, happy, mutually devoted, always living on that high tide of supreme emotion which we had supposed to belong only to one season and one use. And you say it has other results, stimulating all high creative work. That must mean floods, oceans of such work, blossoming from this intense happiness of every married pair! It is a beautiful idea!”


			She was silent, thinking.


			So was I.


			She slipped one hand free, and was stroking my hair with it in a gentle motherly way. I bowed my hot head on her shoulder, and felt a dim sense of peace, a restfulness which was very pleasant.


			“You must take me there some day, darling,” she was saying. “It is not only that I love you so much I want to see your country—your people—your mother—” she paused reverently. “Oh, how I shall love your mother!”


			I had not been in love many times—my experience did not compare with Terry’s. But such as I had was so different from this that I was perplexed, and full of mixed feelings; partly a growing sense of common ground between us, a pleasant rested calm feeling, which I had imagined could only be attained in one way; and partly a bewildered resentment because what I found was not what I had looked for.


			It was their confounded psychology! Here they were with this profound highly developed system of education so bred into them that even if they were not teachers by profession they all had a general proficiency in it—it was second nature to them.


			And no child, stormily demanding a cookie “between meals” was ever more subtly diverted into an interest in house-building than was I when I found an apparently imperative demand had disappeared without my noticing it.


			And all the time those tender mother eyes, those keen scientific eyes, noting every condition and circumstance, and learning how to “take time by the forelock” and avoid discussion before occasion arose.


			I was amazed at the results. I found that much, very much, of what I had honestly supposed to be a physiological necessity was a psychological necessity—or so believed. I found, after my ideas of what was essential had changed, that my feelings changed also. And more than all I found this—a factor of enormous weight—these women were not provocative. That made an immense difference.


			The thing that Terry had so complained of when we first came—that they weren’t “feminine,” they lacked “charm,” now became a great comfort. Their vigorous beauty was an aesthetic pleasure, not an irritant. Their dress and ornaments had not a touch of the “come-and-find-me” element.


			Even with my own Ellador, my wife, who had for a time unveiled a woman’s heart and faced the strange new hope and joy of dual parentage, she afterward withdrew again into the same good comrade she had been at first. They were women, plus, and so much plus that when they did not choose to let the womanness appear, you could not find it anywhere.


			I don’t say it was easy for me; it wasn’t. But when I made appeal to her sympathies I came up against another immovable wall. She was sorry, honestly sorry, for my distresses, and made all manner of thoughtful suggestions, often quite useful, as well as the wise foresight I have mentioned above which often saved all difficulty before it arose; but her sympathy did not alter her convictions.


			“If I thought it was really right and necessary, I could perhaps bring myself to it, for your sake, dear; but I do not want to—not at all. You would not have a mere submission, would you? That is not the kind of high romantic love you spoke of, surely? It is a pity, of course, that you should have to adjust your highly specialized faculties to our unspecialized ones.”


			Confound it! I hadn’t married the nation, and I told her so. But she only smiled at her own limitations, and explained that she had to “think in we’s.”


			Confound it again! Here I’d have all my energies focussed on one wish, and before I knew it she’d have them dissipated in one direction or another, some subject of discussion that began just at the point I was talking about and ended miles away.


			It must not be imagined that I was just repelled, ignored, left to cherish a grievance. Not at all. My happiness was in the hands of a larger sweeter womanhood than I had ever imagined. Before our marriage my own ardor had perhaps blinded me to much of this. I was madly in love with, not so much what was there, as with what I supposed to be there. Now I found an endlessly beautiful undiscovered country to explore, and in it the sweetest wisdom and understanding. It was as if I had come to some new place and people, with a desire to eat at all hours, and no other interests in particular; and as if my hosts, instead of merely saying: “You shall not eat,” had presently aroused in me a lively desire for music, for pictures, for games, for exercise, for playing in the water, for running some ingenious machine; and, in the multitude of my satisfactions, I forgot the one point which was not satisfied, and got along very well until meal-time.


			One of the cleverest and most ingenious of these tricks was only clear to me many years after when we were so wholly at one on this subject that I could laugh at my own predicament then. It was this: You see, with us, women are kept as different as possible and as feminine as possible. We men have our own world, with only men in it; we get tired of our ultra-maleness and turn gladly to the ultra-femaleness. Also, in keeping our women as feminine as possible, we see to it that when we turn to them we find the thing we want always in evidence. Well, the atmosphere of this place was anything but seductive. The very numbers of these human women, always in human relation, made them anything but alluring. When, in spite of this, my hereditary instincts and race-traditions made me long for the feminine response in Ellador, instead of withdrawing so that I should want her more, she deliberately gave me a little too much of her society—always de-feminized, as it were. It was awfully funny, really.


			Here was I, with an Ideal in mind, for which I hotly longed, and here was she, deliberately obtruding in the foreground of my consciousness a Fact—a fact which I coolly enjoyed, but which actually interfered with what I wanted. I see now clearly enough why a certain kind of man, like Sir Almroth Wright, resents the professional development of women. It gets in the way of the sex ideal; it temporarily covers and excludes femininity.


			Of course, in this case, I was so fond of Ellador my friend, of Ellador my professional companion, that I necessarily enjoyed her society on any terms. Only—when I had had her with me in her de-feminine capacity for a sixteen-hour day, I could go to my own room and sleep without dreaming about her.


			The Witch! If ever anybody worked to woo and win and hold a human soul, she did, great Superwoman that she was. I couldn’t then half comprehend the skill of it, the wonder. But this I soon began to find; that under all our cultivated attitude of mind toward women there is an older, deeper, more “natural” feeling; the restful reverence which looks up to the Mother Sex.


			So we grew together in friendship and happiness, Ellador and I, and so did Jeff and Celis.


			When it comes to Terry’s part of it, and Alima’s, I’m sorry—and I’m ashamed. Of course I blame her somewhat. She wasn’t as fine a psychologist as Ellador, and what’s more, I think she had a far-descended atavistic trace of more marked femaleness, never apparent till Terry called it out. But when all that is said, it doesn’t excuse him. I hadn’t realized to the full Terry’s character—I couldn’t, being a man.


			The position was the same as with us, of course, only with these distinctions: Alima a shade more alluring, and several shades less able as a practical psychologist; Terry a hundredfold more demanding—and proportionately less reasonable.


			Things grew strained very soon between them. I fancy at first, when they were together, in her great hope of parentage and his keen joy of conquest—or what he assumed to be conquest—that Terry was inconsiderate. In fact, I know it, from things he said.


			“You needn’t talk to me,” he snapped at Jeff one day, just before our weddings. “There never was a woman yet that did not enjoy being mastered. All your pretty talk doesn’t amount to a hill o’ beans—I know.” And Terry would hum:


			



			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			“I’ve taken my fun where I found it,

						
					

					
							
			“I’ve rogued and I’ve ranged in my time,”
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			“The things that I learned from the yellow and black,

						
					

					
							
			“They ’ave helped me a ’eap with the white.”

						
					

				
			




			


			Jeff turned sharply and left him at the time. I was a bit disquieted myself.


			Poor old Terry! The things he’d learned didn’t help him a heap in Herland. His idea was To Take—he thought that was the way. He thought, he honestly believed, that women liked it. Not the women of Herland! Not Alima!


			I can see her now—one day in the very first week of their marriage, setting forth to her day’s work with long determined strides and hard-set mouth, and sticking close to Ellador. She didn’t wish to be alone with Terry—you could see that.


			But the more she kept away from him the more he wanted her—naturally.


			He made a tremendous row about their separate establishments; tried to keep her in his rooms, tried to stay in hers. But there she drew the line sharply.


			He came away one night, and stamped up and down the moonlight road, swearing under his breath. I was taking a walk that night too, but I wasn’t in his state of mind. To hear him rage you’d not have believed that he loved Alima at all—you’d have thought that she was some quarry he was pursuing, something to catch and conquer.


			I think that owing to all those differences I spoke of they soon lost the common ground they had at first, and were unable to meet sanely and dispassionately. I fancy too—this is pure conjecture—that he had succeeded in driving Alima beyond her best judgment, her real conscience, and that after that her own sense of shame, the reaction of the thing, made her bitter perhaps.


			They quarrelled, really quarrelled, and after making it up once or twice, they seemed to come to a real break—she would not be alone with him at all. And perhaps she was a bit nervous, I don’t know, but she got Moadine to come and stay next door to her. Also she had a sturdy assistant detailed to accompany her in her work.


			Terry had his own ideas, as I’ve tried to show. I dare say he thought he had a right to do as he did. Perhaps he even convinced himself that it would be better for her. Anyhow he hid himself in her bedroom one night. . . .


			The women of Herland have no fear of men. Why should they have? They are not timid in any sense. They are not weak; and they all have strong trained athletic bodies. Othello could not have extinguished Alima with a pillow, as if she were a mouse.


			Terry put in practice his pet conviction that a woman loves to be mastered, and by sheer brute force, in all the pride and passion of his intense masculinity, he tried to master this woman.


			It did not work. I got a pretty clear account of it later from Ellador, but what we heard at the time was the noise of a tremendous struggle, and Alima calling to Moadine. Moadine was close by and came at once; one or two more strong grave women followed.


			Terry dashed about like a madman; he would cheerfully have killed them—he told me that, himself—but he couldn’t. When he swung a chair over his head one sprang in the air and caught it, two threw themselves bodily upon him and forced him to the floor; it was only the work of a few moments to have him tied hand and foot, and then, in sheer pity for his futile rage, to anaesthetize him.


			


			Alima was in a cold fury. She wanted him killed—actually.


			There was a trial before the local Over-Mother, and this woman, who did not enjoy being mastered, stated her case.


			In a court in our country he would have been held quite “within his rights,” of course. But this was not our country, it was theirs. They seemed to measure the enormity of the offense by its effect upon a possible fatherhood, and he scorned even to reply to this way of putting it.


			He did let himself go once, and explained in definite terms that they were incapable of understanding a man’s needs, a man’s desires, a man’s point of view. He called them neuters, epicenes, bloodless, sexless creatures. He said they could of course kill him—as so many insects could—but that he despised them none the less.


			And all those stern grave mothers did not seem to mind his despising them, not in the least.


			It was a long trial, and many interesting points were brought out, as to their views of our habits, and after awhile Terry had his sentence. He waited, grim and defiant. The sentence was: “You must go home!”


			chapter xii


			Expelled


			


			WE HAD all meant to go home again. Indeed we had not meant—not by any means—to stay as long as we had. But when it came to being turned out, dismissed, sent away for bad conduct, we none of us really liked it.


			Terry said he did. He professed great scorn of the penalty and the trial, as well as all the other characteristics of “this miserable half-country.” But he knew, and we knew, that in any “whole” country we should never have been as forgivingly treated as we had been here.


			“If the people had come after us according to the directions we left, there’d have been quite a different story!” said Terry. We found out later why no reserve party had arrived. All our careful directions had been destroyed in a fire. We might have all died there and no one at home have ever known our whereabouts.


			Terry was under guard now, all the time; known as unsafe, convicted of what was to them an unpardonable sin.


			He laughed at their chill horror. “Parcel of old maids!” he called them. “They’re all old maids—children or not. They don’t know the first thing about Sex.”


			When Terry said Sex, sex with a very large S, he meant the male sex, naturally; its special values, its profound conviction of being “the life force,” its cheerful ignoring of the true life process, and its interpretation of the other sex solely from its own point of view.


			I had learned to see these things very differently since living with Ellador; and as for Jeff, he was so thoroughly Herlandized that he wasn’t fair to Terry, who fretted sharply in his new restraint.


			Moadine, grave and strong, as sadly patient as a mother with a degenerate child, kept steady watch on him, with enough other women close at hand to prevent an outbreak. He had no weapons, and well knew that all his strength was of small avail against those grim, quiet women.


			We were allowed to visit him freely, but he had only his room, and a small high-walled garden to walk in, while the preparations for our departure were under way.


			Three of us were to go; Terry, because he must; I, because two were safer for our flyer, and the long boat trip to the coast; Ellador, because she would not let me go without her.


			If Jeff had elected to return, Celis would have gone too—they were the most absorbed of lovers; but Jeff had no desire that way.


			“Why should I want to go back to all our noise and dirt, our vice and crime, our disease and degeneracy?” he demanded of me privately. We never spoke like that before the women. “I wouldn’t take Celis there for anything on earth!” he protested. “She’d die! She’d die of horror and shame to see our slums and hospitals. How can you risk it with Ellador? You’d better break it to her gently before she really makes up her mind.”


			Jeff was right. I ought to have told her more fully than I did, of all the things we had to be ashamed of. But it is very hard to bridge the gulf of as deep a difference as existed between our life and theirs. I tried to.


			“Look here, my dear,” I said to her. “If you are really going to my country with me you’ve got to be prepared for a good many shocks. It’s not as beautiful as this—the cities, I mean, the civilized parts—of course the wild country is.”


			“I shall enjoy it all,” she said, her eyes starry with hope. “I understand it’s not like ours. I can see how monotonous our quiet life must seem to you, how much more stirring yours must be. It must be like the biological change you told me about when the second sex was introduced—a far greater movement, constant change, with new possibilities of growth.”


			I had told her of the later biological theories of sex, and she was deeply convinced of the superior advantages of having two, the superiority of a world with men in it.


			“We have done what we could alone; perhaps we have some things better in a quiet way, but you have the whole world—all the people of the different nations—all the long rich history behind you—all the wonderful new knowledge—Oh, I just can’t wait to see it!”


			What could I do? I told her in so many words that we had our unsolved problems, that we had dishonesty and corruption, vice and crime, disease and insanity, prisons and hospitals; and it made no more impression on her than it would to tell a South Sea Islander about the temperature of the Arctic Circle. She could intellectually see that it was bad to have those things; but she could not feel it.


			We had quite easily come to accept the Herland life as normal, because it was normal—none of us make any outcry over mere health and peace and happy industry. And the abnormal, to which we are all so sadly well acclimated, she had never seen.


			The two things she cared most to hear about, and wanted most to see, were these: the beautiful relation of marriage and the lovely women who were mothers and nothing else; beyond these her keen, active mind hungered eagerly for the world life.


			“I’m almost as anxious to go as you are yourself,” she insisted, “and you must be desperately homesick.”


			I assured her that no one could be homesick in such a paradise as theirs, but she would have none of it.


			“Oh, yes—I know. It’s like those little tropical islands you’ve told me about, shining like jewels in the big blue sea—I can’t wait to see the sea! The little island may be as perfect as a garden, but you always want to get back to your own big country, don’t you? Even if it is bad in some ways?”


			Ellador was more than willing. But the nearer it came to our really going, and to my having to take her back to our “civilization,” after the clean peace and beauty of theirs, the more I began to dread it, and the more I tried to explain.


			Of course I had been homesick at first, while we were prisoners, before I had Ellador. And of course I had, at first, rather idealized my country and its ways, in describing it. Also I had always accepted certain evils as integral parts of our civilization and never dwelt on them at all. Even when I tried to tell her the worst, I never remembered some things—which, when she came to see them, impressed her at once, as they had never impressed me. Now, in my efforts at explanation, I began to see both ways more keenly than I had before; to see the painful defects of my own land, the marvellous gains of this.


			In missing men we three visitors had naturally missed the larger part of life, and had unconsciously assumed that they must miss it too. It took me a long time to realize—Terry never did realize—how little it meant to them. When we say men, man, manly, manhood, and all the other masculine derivatives, we have in the background of our minds a huge vague crowded picture of the world and all its activities. To grow up and “be a man,” to act “like a man”—the meaning and connotation is wide indeed. That vast background is full of marching columns of men, of changing lines of men, of long processions of men; of men steering their ships into new seas, exploring unknown mountains, breaking horses, herding cattle, ploughing and sowing and reaping, toiling at the forge and furnace, digging in the mine, building roads and bridges and high cathedrals, managing great businesses, teaching in all the colleges, preaching in all the churches; men everywhere, doing everything—The World.


			And when we say Women, we think Female—the sex.


			But to these women, in the unbroken sweep of this two-thousand-year-old feminine civilization, the word woman called up all that big background, so far as they had gone in social development; and the word man meant to them only male—the sex.


			Of course we could tell them that in our world men did everything; but that did not alter the background of their minds. That man, “the male,” did all these things was to them a statement, making no more change in the point of view than was made in ours when we first faced the astounding fact—to us—that in Herland women were “the world.”


			We had been living there more than a year. We had learned their limited history, with its straight, smooth, upreaching lines, reaching higher and going faster up to the smooth comfort of their present life. We had learned a little of their psychology, a much wider field than the history, but here we could not follow so readily. We were now well used to seeing women not as females, but as people; people of all sorts, doing every kind of work.


			This outbreak of Terry’s and the strong reaction against it, gave us a new light on their genuine femininity. This was given me with great clearness, by both Ellador and Somel. The feeling was the same, sick revulsion and horror, such as would be felt at some climactic blasphemy.


			They had no faintest approach to such things in their minds, knowing nothing of the custom of marital indulgence among us. To them the one high purpose of Motherhood had been for so long the governing law of life, and the contribution of the father, though known to them, so distinctly another method to the same end, that they could not, with all their effort, get the point of view of the male creature whose desires quite ignore parentage and seek only for what we euphoniously term “the joys of love.”


			When I tried to tell Ellador that women too felt so, with us, she drew away from me, and tried hard to grasp intellectually what she could in no way sympathize with.


			“You mean—that with you—love between man and woman expresses itself in that way—without regard to motherhood? To parentage, I mean,” she added carefully.


			“Yes, surely. It is Love we think of—the deep sweet love between two. Of course we want children, and children come—but that is not what we think about.”


			“But—but—it seems so against nature!” she said. “None of the creatures we know do that. Do other animals—in your country?”


			“We are not animals!” I replied with some sharpness. “At least we are something more—something higher. This is a far nobler and more beautiful relation, as I have explained before. Your view seems to us rather—shall I say, practical? Prosaic? Merely a means to an end! With us—Oh, my dear girl—cannot you see? Cannot you feel? It is the last sweetest, highest consummation of mutual love.”


			She was impressed visibly. She trembled in my arms, as I held her close, kissing her hungrily. But there rose in her eyes that look I knew so well, that remote clear look as if she had gone far away even though I held her beautiful body so close, and was now on some snowy mountain regarding me from a distance.


			“I feel it quite clearly,” she said to me. “It gives me a deep sympathy with what you feel, no doubt more strongly still. But what I feel, even what you feel, dearest, does not convince me that it is right. Until I am sure of that, of course I cannot do as you wish.”


			Ellador, at times like this, always reminded me of Epictetus. “I will put you in prison!” said his master. “My body, you mean,” replied Epictetus calmly. “I will cut your head off,” said his master. “Have I said that my head could not be cut off?” A difficult person, Epictetus.


			What is this miracle by which a woman, even in your arms, may withdraw herself, utterly disappear till what you hold is as inaccessible as the face of a cliff?


			“Be patient with me, dear,” she urged sweetly. “I know it is hard for you. And I begin to see—a little—how Terry was so driven to crime.”


			“Oh, come, that’s a pretty hard word for it. After all, Alima was his wife, you know,” I urged feeling at the moment a sudden burst of sympathy for poor Terry. For a man of his temperament,—and habits—it must have been an unbearable situation.


			But Ellador, for all her wide intellectual grasp, and the broad sympathy in which their religion trained them, could not make allowance for such—to her—sacrilegious brutality.


			It was the more difficult to explain to her, because we three, in our constant talks and lectures about the rest of the world, had naturally avoided the seamy side; not so much from a desire to deceive, but from wishing to put the best foot foremost for our civilization, in the face of the beauty and comfort of theirs. Also we really thought some things were right, or at least unavoidable, which we could readily see would be repugnant to them, and therefore did not discuss. Again there was much of our world’s life which we, being used to it, had not noticed as anything worth describing. And still further, there was about these women a colossal innocence upon which many of the things we did say had made no impression whatever.


			I am thus explicit about it, because it shows how unexpectedly strong was the impression made upon Ellador when she at last entered our civilization.


			She urged me to be patient, and I was patient. You see I loved her so much that even the restrictions she so firmly established left me much happiness. We were lovers, and there is surely delight enough in that.


			Do not imagine that these young women utterly refused “the Great New Hope,” as they called it, that of dual parentage. For that they had agreed to marry us, though the marrying part of it was a concession to our prejudices rather than theirs. To them the process was the holy thing—and they meant to keep it holy.


			But so far only Celis, her blue eyes swimming in happy tears, her heart lifted with that tide of race motherhood which was their supreme passion, could with ineffable joy and pride announce that she was to be a mother. “The New Motherhood” they called it, and the whole country knew. There was no pleasure, no service, no honor in all the land that Celis might not have had. Almost like the breathless reverence with which, two thousand years ago, that dwindling band of women had watched the miracle of virgin birth, was the deep awe and warm expectancy with which they greeted this new miracle of union.


			All mothers in that land were holy. To them, for long ages, the approach to motherhood has been by the most intense and exquisite love and longing, by the Supreme Desire, the overmastering demand for a Child. Every thought they held in connection with the processes of maternity was open to the day, simple, yet sacred. Every woman of them placed Motherhood not only higher than other duties, but so far higher that there were no other duties, one might almost say. All their wide mutual love, all the subtle interplay of mutual friendship and service, the urge of progressive thought and invention, the deepest religious emotion, every feeling and every act was related to this great central Power, to the River of Life pouring through them, which made them the bearers of the very Spirit of God.


			Of all this I learned more and more; from their books, from talk, especially from Ellador. She was at first, for a brief moment, envious of her friend—a thought she put away from her at once and forever.


			“It is better,” she said to me. “It is much better that it has not come to me yet—to us, that is. For if I am to go with you to your country, we may have ‘adventures by sea and land,’ as you say (and as in truth we did), and it might not be at all safe for a baby. So we won’t try again, dear, till it is safe—will we?”


			This was a hard saying for a very loving husband.


			“Unless,” she went on, “if one is coming, you will leave me behind. You can come back, you know—and I shall have the Child.”


			Then that deep ancient chill of male jealousy of even his own progeny touched my heart.


			“I’d rather have you, Ellador, than all the children in the world. I’d rather have you with me—on your own terms—than not to have you.”


			This was a very stupid saying. Of course I would! For if she wasn’t there I should want all of her and have none of her. But if she went along as a sort of sublimated sister—only much closer and warmer than that, really—why I should have all of her but that one thing. And I was beginning to find that Ellador’s friendship, Ellador’s comradeship, Ellador’s sisterly affection, Ellador’s perfectly sincere love—none the less deep that she held it back on a definite line of reserve—were enough to live on very happily.


			I find it quite beyond me to describe what this woman was to me. We talk fine things about women, but in our hearts we know that they are very limited beings—most of them. We honor them for their functional powers, even while we dishonor them by our use of it; we honor them for their carefully enforced virtue, even while we show by our own conduct how little we think of that virtue; we value them, sincerely, for the perverted maternal activities which make our wives the most comfortable of servants, bound to us for life with the wages wholly at our own decision, their whole business, outside of the temporary duties of such motherhood as they may achieve, to meet our needs in every way. Oh, we value them, all right, “in their place;” which place is the home, where they perform that mixture of duties so ably described by Mrs. Josephine Dodge Daskam Bacon, in which the services of “a mistress” are carefully specified. She is a very clear writer, Mrs. J. D. D. Bacon, and understands her subject—from her own point of view. But—that combination of industries, while convenient, and in a way economical, does not arouse the kind of emotion commanded by the woman of Herland. These were women one had to love “up,” very high up, instead of down. They were not pets. They were not servants. They were not timid, inexperienced, weak.


			After I got over the jar to my pride (which Jeff, I truly think, never felt—he was a born worshipper, and which Terry never got over—he was quite clear in his ideas of “the position of women”) I found that loving “up” was a very good sensation after all. It gave me a queer feeling, way down deep, as of the stirring of some ancient dim prehistoric consciousness, a feeling that they were right somehow—that this was the way to feel. It was like—coming home to mother. I don’t mean the underflannels-and-doughnuts mother, the fussy person that waits on you and spoils you and doesn’t really know you. I mean the feeling that a very little child would have, who had been lost—for ever so long. It was a sense of getting home; of being clean and rested; of safety and yet freedom; of love that was always there, warm like sunshine in May, not hot like a stove or a feather-bed—a love that didn’t irritate and didn’t smother.


			I looked at Ellador as if I hadn’t seen her before. “If you won’t go,” I said, “I’ll get Terry to the coast and come back alone. You can let me down a rope. And if you will go—why you blessed Wonder-Woman—I would rather live with you all my life—like this—than to have any other woman I ever saw, or any number of them, to do as I liked with. Will you come?”


			She was keen for coming. So the plans went on. She’d have liked to wait for that Marvel of Celis’s, but Terry had no such desire. He was crazy to be out of it all. It made him sick, he said, sick; this everlasting mother-mother-mothering. I don’t think Terry had what the phrenologists call “the lump of philoprogenitiveness” at all well developed.


			“Morbid one-sided cripples,” he called them, even when from his window he could see their splendid vigor and beauty; even while Moadine, as patient and friendly as if she had never helped Alima to hold and bind him, sat there in the room, the picture of wisdom and serene strength. “Sexless, epicene, undeveloped neuters!” he went on bitterly. He sounded like Sir Almwroth Wright.


			Well—it was hard. He was madly in love with Alima, really; more so than he had ever been before, and their tempestuous courtship, quarrels and reconciliations, had fanned the flame. And then when he sought by that supreme conquest which seems so natural a thing to that type of man, to force her to love him as her master—to have the sturdy athletic furious woman rise up and master him—she and her friends—it was no wonder he raged.


			Come to think of it, I do not recall a similar case in all history or fiction. Women have killed themselves rather than submit to outrage; they have killed the outrager; they have escaped, or they have submitted—sometimes seeming to get on very well with the victor afterward. There was that adventure of “false Sextus,” for instance, who “found Lucrese combing the fleece, under the midnight lamp.” He threatened, as I remember, that if she did not submit he would slay her, slay a slave and place him beside her and say he found him there. A poor device, it always seemed to me. If Mr. Lucretius had asked him how he came to be in his wife’s bedroom overlooking her morals, what could he have said? But the point is Lucrese submitted, and Alima didn’t.


			“She kicked me,” confided the embittered prisoner—he had to talk to some one. “I was doubled up with the pain, of course, and she jumped on me and yelled for this old Harpy (Moadine couldn’t hear him) and they had me trussed up in no time. I believe Alima could have done it alone,” he added with reluctant admiration. “She’s as strong as a horse. And of course a man’s helpless when you hit him like that. No woman with a shade of decency—”


			I had to grin at that, and even Terry did, sourly. He wasn’t given to reasoning, but it did strike him that an assault like his rather waived considerations of decency.


			“I’d give a year of my life to have her alone again,” he said slowly, his hands clenched till the knuckles were white.


			But he never did. She left our end of the country entirely; went up into the fir-forest on the highest slopes, and stayed there. Before we left he quite desperately longed to see her, but she would not come and he could not go. They watched him like lynxes. (Do lynxes watch any better than mousing cats, I wonder!)


			Well—we had to get the flyer in order, and be sure there was enough fuel left, though Terry said we could glide all right, down to that lake, once we got started. We’d have gone gladly in a week’s time, of course, but there was a great to-do all over the country about Ellador’s leaving them. She had interviews with some of the leading ethicists—wise women with still eyes, and with the best of the teachers. There was a stir, a thrill, a deep excitement everywhere.


			Our teaching about the rest of the world has given them all a sense of isolation, of remoteness, of being a little outlying sample of a country, overlooked and forgotten among the family of nations. We had called it “the family of nations,” and they liked the phrase immensely.


			They were deeply aroused on the subject of evolution; indeed, the whole field of natural science drew them irresistibly. Any number of them would have risked everything to go to the strange unknown lands and study; but we could take only one, and it had to be Ellador, naturally.


			We planned greatly about coming back, about establishing a connecting route by water; about penetrating those vast forests and civilizing—or exterminating the dangerous savages. That is, we men talked of that last—not with the women. They had a definite aversion to killing things.


			But meanwhile there was high council being held among the wisest of them all. The students and thinkers who had been gathering facts from us all this time, collating and relating them, and making inferences, laid the result of their labors before the council.


			Little had we thought that our careful efforts at concealment had been so easily seen through, with never a word to show us that they saw. They had followed up words of ours on the science of optics, asked innocent questions about glasses and the like, and were aware of the defective eyesight so common among us.


			With the lightest touch, different women asking different questions at different times, and putting all our answers together like a picture puzzle, they had figured out a sort of skeleton chart as to the prevalence of disease among us. Even more subtly with no show of horror or condemnation, they had gathered something—far from the truth, but something pretty clear, about poverty, vice and crime. They even had a goodly number of our dangers all itemized, from asking us about insurance and innocent things like that.


			They were well posted as to the different races, beginning with their poison-arrow natives down below and widening out to the broad racial divisions we had told them about. Never a shocked expression of the face, or exclamation of revolt had warned us; they had been extracting the evidence without our knowing it all this time, and now were studying with the most devout earnestness the matter they had prepared.


			The result was rather distressing to us. They first explained the matter fully to Ellador, as she was the one who purposed visiting the Rest of the World. To Celis they said nothing. She must not be in any way distressed, while the whole nation waited on her Great Work.


			Finally Jeff and I were called in. Somel and Zava were there, and Ellador, with many others that we knew.


			They had a great globe, quite fairly mapped out from the small section maps in that compendium of ours. They had the different peoples of the earth roughly outlined, and their status in civilization indicated. They had charts and figures and estimates, based on the facts in that traitorous little book and what they had learned from us.


			Somel explained: “We find that in all your historic period, so much longer than ours, that with all the interplay of services, the exchange of inventions and discoveries, and the wonderful progress we so admire, that in this widespread Other World of yours, there is still much disease, often contagious.”


			We admitted this at once.


			“Also there is still, in varying degree, ignorance, with prejudice and unbridled emotion.”


			This too was admitted.


			“We find also that in spite of the advance of democracy and the increase of wealth, that there is still unrest and sometimes combat.”


			Yes, yes, we admitted it all. We were used to these things and saw no reason for so much seriousness.


			“All things considered,” they said, and they did not say a hundredth part of the things they were considering, “we are unwilling to expose our country to free communication with the rest of the world—as yet. If Ellador comes back, and we approve her report, it may be done later—but not yet.


			“So we have this to ask of you Gentlemen (they knew that word was held a title of honor with us), that you promise not in any way to betray the location of this country until permission—after Ellador’s return.”


			Jeff was perfectly satisfied. He thought they were quite right. He always did. I never saw an alien become naturalized more quickly than that man in Herland.


			I studied it awhile, thinking of the time they’d have if some of our contagions got loose there, and concluded they were right. So I agreed.


			Terry was the obstacle. “Indeed I won’t!” he protested. “The first thing I’ll do is to get an expedition fixed up to force an entrance into Ma-land.”


			“Then,” they said quite calmly, “he must remain an absolute prisoner, always.”


			“Anesthesia would be kinder,” urged Moadine.


			“And safer,” added Zava.


			“He will promise, I think,” said Ellador.


			And he did. With which agreement we at last left Herland.


			WITH HER IN OURLAND


			chapter i


			The Return


			


			THE THREE of us, all with set faces of high determination, sat close in the big biplane as we said goodbye to Herland and rose whirring from the level rock on that sheer edge. We went up first, and made a wide circuit, that my wife Ellador might have a view of her own beloved land to remember. How green and fair and flower-brightened it lay below us! The little cities, the thick dotted villages, the scattered hamlets and wide parks of grouped houses lay again beneath our eyes as when we three men had first set our astonished masculine gaze on this ultra-feminine land.


			Our long visit, the kind care, and judicious education given us, even though under restraint, and our months of freedom and travel among them, made it seem to me like leaving a second home. The beauty of the place was borne in upon me anew as I looked down on it. It was a garden, a great cultivated park, even to its wildest forested borders, and the cities were ornaments to the landscape, thinning out into delicate lace-like tracery of scattered buildings as they merged into the open country.


			Terry looked at it with set teeth. He was embittered through and through, and but for Ellador I could well imagine the kind of things he would have said. He only made this circuit at her request, as one who said: “Oh, well—an hour or two more or less—it’s over, anyhow!”


			Then the long gliding swoop as we descended to our sealed motor-boat in the lake below. It was safe enough. Perhaps the savages had considered it some deadly witch-work and avoided it; at any rate, save for some dents and scratches on the metal cover, it was unhurt.


			With some careful labor, Terry working with a feverish joyful eagerness, we got the machine dissembled and packed away, pulled in the anchors, and with well-applied oiling started the long disused motor, and moved off toward the great river.


			Ellador’s eyes were on the towering cliffs behind us. I gave her the glass, and as long as we were on the open water her eyes dwelt lovingly on the high rocky border of her home. But when we shot under the arching gloom of the forest she turned to me with a little sigh and a bright, steady smile.


			“That’s good-bye,” she said. “Now it’s all looking forward to the Big New World—the Real World—with You!”


			Terry said very little. His heavy jaw was set, his eyes looked forward, eagerly, determinedly. He was polite to Ellador, and not impolite to me, but he was not conversational.


			We made the trip as fast as was consistent with safety; faster, sometimes; living on our canned food and bottled water, stopping for no fresh meat; shooting down the ever-widening river toward the coast.


			Ellador watched it all with eager, childlike interest. The freshness of mind of these Herland women concealed their intellectual power. I never quite got used to it. We are so used to seeing our learned men cold and solemn, holding themselves far above all the “enthusiasm of youth,” that it is hard for us to associate a high degree of wisdom and intellectual power with vivid interest in immediate events.


			Here was my Wife from Wonderland, leaving all she had ever known,—a lifetime of peace and happiness and work she loved, and a whole nation of friends, as far as she knew them; and starting out with me for a world which I frankly told her was full of many kinds of pain and evil. She was not afraid. It was not sheer ignorance of danger, either. I had tried hard to make her understand the troubles she would meet. Neither was it a complete absorption in me—far from it. In our story books we read always of young wives giving up all they have known and enjoyed “for his sake.” That was by no means Ellador’s position. She loved me—that I knew, but by no means with that engrossing absorption so familiar to our novelists and their readers. Her attitude was that of some high ambassador sent on an important and dangerous mission. She represented her country, and that with a vital intensity we can hardly realize. She was to meet and learn a whole new world, and perhaps establish connections between it and her own dear land.


			As Terry held to his steering, grim and silent, that feverish eagerness in his eyes, and a curb on his usually ready tongue, Ellador would sit in the bow, leaning forward, chin on her hand, her eyes ahead, far ahead, down the long reaches of the winding stream, with an expression such as one could imagine on Columbus. She was glad to have me near her. I was not only her own, in a degree she herself did not yet realize, but I was her one link with the homeland. So I sat close and we talked much of the things we saw and more of what we were going to see. Her short soft hair, curly in the moist air, and rippling back from her bright face as we rushed along, gave the broad forehead and clear eyes a more courageous look than ever. That finely cut mobile mouth was firmly set, though always ready to melt into a tender smile for me.


			“Now Van, my dear,” she said one day, as we neared the coast town where we hoped to find a steamer, “Please don’t worry about how all this is going to affect me. You have been drawing very hard pictures of your own land, and of the evil behavior of men; so that I shall not be disappointed or shocked too much. I won’t be, dear. I understand that men are different from women—must be, but I am convinced that it is better for the world to have both men and women than to have only one sex, like us. We have done the best we could, we women, all alone. We have made a nice little safe clean garden place and lived happily in it, but we have done nothing whatever for the rest of the world. We might as well not be there for all the good it does anyone else. The savages down below are just as savage, for all our civilization. Now you, even if you were, as you say, driven by greed and sheer love of adventure and fighting—you have gone all over the world and civilized it.”


			“Not all, dear,” I hastily put in. “Not nearly all. There are ever so many savages left.”


			“Yes I know that, I remember the maps and all the history and geography you have taught me.”


			It was a never-ending source of surprise to me the way those Herland women understood and remembered. It must have been due to their entirely different system of education. There was very much less put into their minds, from infancy up, and what was there seemed to grow there—to stay in place without effort. All the new facts we gave them they had promptly hung up in the right places, like arranging things in a large well-planned, not over-filled closet, and they knew where to find them at once.


			“I can readily see,” she went on, “that our pleasant collective economy is like that of bees and ants and such co-mothers; and that a world of fathers does not work as smoothly as that. We have observed, of course, among animals, that the instincts of the male are different from those of the female, and that he likes to fight. But think of all you have done!”


			That was what delighted Ellador. She was never tired of my stories of invention and discovery, of the new lands we had found, the mountain ranges crossed, the great oceans turned into highways, and all the wonders of art and science. She loved it as did Desdemona the wild tales of her lover, but with more understanding.


			“It must be nobler to have Two,” she would say, her eyes shining. “We are only half a people. Of course we love each other, and have advanced our own little country, but it is such a little one—and you have The World!”


			We reached the coast in due time, and the town. It was not much of a town, dirty and squalid enough, with lazy half-breed inhabitants for the most part. But this I had carefully explained and Ellador did not mind it, examining everything with kind impartial eyes, as a teacher would examine the work of atypical children.


			Terry loved it. He greeted that slovenly, ill-built, idle place with ardor, and promptly left us to ourselves for the most part.


			There was no steamer. None had touched there for many months, they said; but there was a sailing vessel which undertook, for sufficient payment, to take us and our motor-boat with its contents, to a larger port.


			Terry and I had our belts with gold and notes; he had letters of credit too, while Ellador had brought with her not only a supply of gold, but a little bag of rubies, which I assured her would take us several times around the world, and more. The money system in Herland was mainly paper, and their jewels, while valued for decoration, were not prized as ours are. They had some historic treasure chests, rivalling those of India, and she had been amply supplied.


			After some delay we set sail.


			Terry walked the deck, more eager as the days passed. Ellador, I am sorry to say, proved a poor sailor, as was indeed to be expected, but made no fuss about her disabilities. I told her it was almost unescapable, unpleasant but not dangerous, so she stayed in her berth, or sat wrapped mummy fashion on the deck, and suffered in patience.


			Terry talked a little more when we were out of her hearing.


			“Do you know they say there’s a war in Europe?” he told me.


			“A war? A real one—or just the Balkans?”


			“A real one, they say—Germany and Austria against the rest of Europe apparently. Began months ago—no news for a long time.”


			“Oh well—it will be over before we reach home, I guess. Lucky for us we are Americans.”


			But I was worried for Ellador. I wanted the world, my world, to look its best in her eyes. If those women, alone and unaided, had worked out that pleasant, peaceful, comfortable civilization of theirs, with its practical sisterliness and friendliness all over the land, I was very anxious to show her that men had done at least as well, and in some ways better—men and women, that is. And here we had gotten up a war—a most undesirable spectacle for an international guest.


			There was a missionary on board, a thin, almost emaciated man, of the Presbyterian denomination. He was a most earnest person, and a great talker, naturally.


			“Woe unto me,” he would say, “if I preach not this gospel!” And he preached it “in season and out of season.”


			Ellador was profoundly interested. I tried to explain to her that he was an enthusiast of a rather rigid type, and that she must not judge Christianity too harshly by him, but she quite re-assured me.


			“Don’t be afraid, my dear boy—I remember your outline of the various religions—all about how Christianity arose and spread; how it held together in one church for a long time, and then divided, and kept on dividing—naturally. And I remember about the religious wars, and persecutions, that you used to have in earlier ages. We had a good deal of trouble with religion in our first centuries too, and for a long time people kept appearing with some sort of new one they had had ‘revealed’ to them, just like yours. But we saw that all that was needed was a higher level of mentality and a clear understanding of the real Laws—so we worked toward that. And, as you know, we have been quite at peace as to our religion for some centuries. It’s just part of us.”


			That was the clearest way of putting it she had yet thought of. The Herland religion was like the manners of a true aristocrat, a thing unborn and inbred. It was the way they lived. They had so clear and quick a connection between conviction and action that it was well nigh impossible for them to know a thing and not do it. I suppose that was why, when we had told them about the noble teachings of Christianity, they had been so charmed, taking it for granted that our behavior was equal to our belief.


			The Reverend Alexander Murdock was more than pleased to talk with Ellador—any man would be, of course. He was immensely curious about her too, but even to impertinent questions she presented an amiable but absolute impermeability.


			“From what country do you come, Mrs. Jennings;” he asked her one day, in my hearing. He did not know I was within earshot, however.


			Ellador was never annoyed by questions, nor angry, nor confused. Where most people seem to think that there is no alternative but to answer correctly or to lie, she recognized an endless variety of things to say or not say. Sometimes she would look pleasantly at the inquirer, with those deep kind eyes of hers, and ask: “Why do you wish to know?” Not sarcastically, not offensively at all, but as if she really wanted to know why they wanted to know. It was generally difficult for them to explain the cause of their curiosity, but if they did; if they said it was just interest, a kindly human interest in her, she would thank them for the interest, and ask if they felt it about every one. If they said they did, she would say, still with her quiet gentleness: “And is it customary, when one feels interested in a stranger, to ask them questions? I mean is it a—what you call a compliment? If so, I thank you heartily for the compliment.”


			If they drove her—some people never will take a hint—she would remain always quite courteous and gentle, even praise them for their perseverance, but never say one word she did not choose to. And she did not choose to give to anyone news of her beloved country until such time as that country decided it should be done.


			The missionary was not difficult to handle.


			“Did you not say that you were to preach the gospel to all nations—or all people—or something like that?” she asked him. “Do you find some nations easier to preach to than others? Or is it the same gospel to all?”


			He assured her that it was the same, but that he was naturally interested in all his hearers, and that it was often important to know something of their antecedents. This she agreed might be an advantage, and left it at that, asking him if he would let her see his Bible. Once he was embarked on that subject, she had only to listen, and to steer the conversation, or rather the monologue.


			I told her I had overheard this bit of conversation, begging her pardon for listening, but she said she would greatly enjoy having me with her while he talked. I told her I doubted if he would talk as freely if there were three of us, and she suggested in that case that if I was interested I was quite welcome to listen as far as she was concerned. Of course I wasn’t going to be an eavesdropper, even on a missionary trying to convert my wife, but I heard a good bit of their talk as I strolled about, and sat with them sometimes.


			He let her read his precious flexible Oxford Bible at times, giving her marked passages, and she read about a hundred times as much as he thought she could in a given time. It interested her immensely, and she questioned him eagerly about it:


			“You call this ‘The Word of God’?”


			“Yes,” he replied solemnly. “It is His Revealed Word.”


			“And every thing it says is true?”


			“It is Truth itself, Divine Truth,” he answered.


			“You do not mean that God wrote it?”


			“Oh, no. He revealed it to His servants. It is an Inspired Book.”


			“It was written by many people, was it not?”


			“Yes—many people, but the same Word.”


			“And at different times?”


			“Oh yes—the revelation was given at long intervals—the Old Testament to the Jews, the New Testament to us all.”


			Ellador turned the pages reverently. She had a great respect for religion, and for any sincere person.


			“How old is the oldest part?” she asked him.


			He told her as best he could, but he was not versed in the latest scholarship and had a genuine horror of “the higher criticism.” But I supplied a little information on the side, when we were alone, telling her of the patchwork group of ancient legends which made up the first part; of the very human councils of men who had finally decided which of the ancient writings were inspired and which were not; of how the Book of Job, the oldest of all, had only scraped in by one vote, and then, with rather a malicious relish, of that most colossal joke of all history—how the Song of Songs—that amorous, not to say salacious ancient love-lyric, had been embraced with the others and interpreted as a mystical lofty outburst of devotion with that “black but comely” light-o’-love figuring as The Church.


			Ellador was quite shocked.


			“But Van!—he ought to know that. You ought to tell him. Is it generally known?”


			“It is known to scholars, not to the public as a whole.”


			“But they still have it bound in with the others—and think it is holy—when it isn’t.”


			“Yes,” I grinned, “the joke is still going on.”


			“What have the scholars done about it?” she asked.


			“Oh, they have worked out their proof, shown up the thing—and let it go at that.”


			“Wasn’t there any demand from the people who knew to have it taken out of the Bible?”


			“There is one edition of the Bible now printed in all the separate books—a whole shelf full of little ones, instead of one big one.”


			“I should think that would be much better,” she said, “but the other one is still printed—and sold?”


			“Printed and sold and given away by hundreds of thousands—with The Joke going right on.”


			She was puzzled. It was not so much the real outside things we did which she found it hard to understand, but the different way our minds worked. In Herland, if a thing like that had been discovered, the first effort of all their wisest students would have been to establish the facts. When they were sure about it, they would then have taken the rather shameful old thing out of its proud position among the “sacred” books at once. They would have publicly acknowledged their mistake, rectified it, and gone on.


			“You’ll have to be very patient with me, Van dearest. It is going to take me a long time to get hold of your psychology. But I’ll do my best.”


			Her best was something amazing. And she would have come to her final conclusions far earlier but for certain firm preconceptions that we were somehow better, nobler, than we were.


			The Reverend Murdock kept at her pretty steadily. He started in at the beginning, giving her the full circumstantial account of The Temptation, The Fall, and The Curse.


			She listened quietly, with no hint in her calm face of what she might be thinking. But when he came to the punishment of the serpent: “Upon thy belly shalt thou go, and dust shalt thou eat all the days of thy life,” she asked a question.


			“Will you tell me please—how did the serpent ‘go’ before?”


			Mr. Murdock looked at her. He was reading in a deep sorrowful voice, his mind full of the solemn purport of the Great Tragedy.


			“What was his method of locomotion before he was cursed?” asked Ellador.


			He laid down the book in some annoyance. “It is believed that the serpent walked erect, that he stood like a man, that he was Satan himself,” he replied.


			“But it says: ‘Now the serpent was more subtile than any of the beasts of the field,’ doesn’t it? And the picture you showed me is of a snake, in the tree.”


			“The picture is, as it were, allegorical,” he replied. “It is not reverent to question the divine account like this.”


			She did not mind this note of censure, but asked further: “As a matter of fact, do snakes eat dust? Or is that allegorical too? How do you know which is allegorical and which is fact? Who decides?”


			They had a rather stormy discussion on that point; at least the missionary was stormy. He was unable to reconcile Ellador’s gentle courtesy with her singular lack of reverence for mere statements.


			But our theological discussions were summarily ended, and Ellador reduced to clinging to her berth, by a severe storm. It was not a phenomenal hurricane by any means; but a steady lashing gale which drove us far out of our course, and so damaged the vessel that we could do little but drive before the wind.


			“There’s a steamer!” said Terry on the third day of heavy weather. And as we watched the drift of smoke on the horizon we found it was nearing us. And none too soon! By the time they were within hailing distance our small vessel ran up signals of distress, for we were leaking heavily, and we were thankful to be taken off, even though the steamer, a Swedish one, was bound for Europe instead of America.


			They gave us better accommodations than we had had on the other, and eagerly took on board our big motor-boat and biplane—too eagerly, I thought.


			Ellador was greatly interested in the larger ship, the big blond men, and in their talk. I prepared her as well as I could. They had good maps of Europe, and I filled in her outlines of history as far as I was able, and told her of the war. Her horror at this was natural enough.


			“We have always had war,” Terry explained. “Ever since the world began—at least as far as history goes, we have had war. It is human nature.”


			“Human?” asked Ellador.


			“Yes,” he said, “human. Bad as it is, it is evidently human nature to do it. Nations advance, the race is improved by fighting. It is the law of nature.”


			Since our departure from Herland, Terry had rebounded like a rubber ball from all its influences. Even his love for Alima he was evidently striving to forget, with some success. As for the rest, he had never studied the country and its history as I had, nor accepted it like Jeff; and now he was treating it all as if it really was, what he had often called it to me, a bad dream. He would keep his word in regard to telling nothing about it; that virtue was his at any rate. But in his glad reaction, his delighted return, “a man in a world of men,” he was now giving information to Ellador in his superior way, as if she was a totally ignorant stranger. And this war seemed almost to delight him.


			“Yes,” he repeated, “you will have to accept life as it is. To make war is human activity.”


			“Are some of the soldiers women?” she inquired.


			“Women! Of course not! They are men; strong, brave men. Once in a while some abnormal woman becomes a soldier, I believe, and in Dahomey—that’s in Africa—one of the black tribes have women soldiers. But speaking generally it is men—of course.”


			“Then why do you call it ‘human’ nature?” she persisted. “If it was human wouldn’t they both do it?”


			So he tried to explain that it was a human necessity, but it was done by the men because they could do it—and the women couldn’t.


			“The women are just as indispensable—in their way. They give us the children—you know—men cannot do that.”


			To hear Terry talk you would think he had never left home.


			Ellador listened to him with her grave gentle smile. She always seemed to understand not only what one said, but all the back-ground of sentiment and habit behind.


			“Do you call bearing children ‘human nature’?” she asked him.


			“It’s woman nature,” he answered. “It’s her work.”


			“Then why do you not call fighting ‘man nature’—instead of human?”


			Terry’s conclusion of an argument with Ellador was the simple one of going somewhere else. So off he went, to enjoy himself in the society of those sturdy Scandinavians, and we two sat together discussing war.


			chapter ii


			War


			


			FOR A long time my wife from Wonderland, as I love to call her, used to the utmost the high self-restraint taught by her religion, her education, the whole habit of her life. She knew that I should be grieved by her distresses, that I expected the new experiences would be painful to her and was watching to give what aid and comfort I could; and further she credited me with a racial sensitiveness and pride far beyond the facts.


			Here again was one of the differences between her exquisitely organized people and ours. With them the majority of their interests in life were communal; their love and pride and ambition was almost wholly for the group, even motherhood itself was viewed as social service, and so fulfilled. They were all of them intimately acquainted with their whole history, that was part of their beautiful and easy educational system; with their whole country, and with all its industries.


			The children of Herland were taken to all parts of the country, shown all its arts and crafts, taught to honor its achievements and to appreciate its needs and difficulties. They grew up with a deep and vital social consciousness which not one in a thousand of us could approach.


			This kind of thing does not show; we could not see it externally, any more than one could see a good housewife’s intimate acquaintance with and pride in the last detail of her menage. Further, as our comments on their country had been almost wholly complimentary (they had not heard Terry’s!), we had not hurt this national pride; or if we had they had never let us see it.


			Now here was Ellador, daring traveler, leaving her world for mine, and finding herself, not as we three had been, exiled into a wisely ordered, peaceful and beautiful place, with the mothering care of that group of enlightened women; but as one alone in a world of which her first glimpse was of hideous war. As one who had never in her life seen worse evil than misunderstanding, or accident, and not much of these; one to whom universal comfort and beauty was the race habit of a thousand years, the sight of Europe in its present condition was far more of a shock than even I had supposed.


			She thought that I felt as she did. I did feel badly, and ashamed, but not a thousandth part as she would have felt the exposure of some fault in Herland; not nearly as badly as she supposed.


			I was constantly learning from her to notice things among us which I had never seen before, and one of the most conspicuous of my new impressions was the realization of how slightly socialized we are. We are quite indifferent to public evils, for the most part, unless they touch us personally; which is as though the housewife was quite indifferent to having grease on the chairs unless she happened to spoil her own dress with it. Even our “reformers” seem more like such a housewife who should show great excitement over the greasy chairs, but none over the dusty floor, the grimy windows, the empty coal-bin, the bad butter, or the lack of soap. Special evils rouse us, some of us, but as for a clean, sanitary, effortless housekeeping—we have not come to want it—most of us.


			But Ellador, lovely, considerate soul that she was, had not only the incessant shock of these new impressions to meet and bear, but was doing her noble best to spare my feelings by not showing hers. She could not bear to blame my sex, to blame my country, or at least my civilization, my world; she did not wish to cast reproach on me.


			I was ashamed, to a considerable degree. If a man has been living in the pleasant atmosphere of perfect housekeeping, such as I have mentioned, and is then precipitated suddenly into foul slovenliness, with noise, confusion and ill-will, he feels it more than if he had remained in such surroundings from the first.


			It was the ill-will that counted most. Here again comes the psychic difference between the women of Herland and us. People who grow up amid slang, profanity, obscenity, harsh contradiction and quarrelling, do not particularly note or mind it. But one reared in an atmosphere of the most subtle understanding, gracious courtesy, and a loving use of language as an art, is very sharply impressed if someone says: “Hold yer jaw, yer son of a ——!,” or even by a glowering roomful of silent haters.


			That’s what was heavy on Ellador all the time,—the atmosphere, the social atmosphere of suspicion, distrust, hatred, of ruthless self-aggrandizement and harsh scorn.


			There was a German officer on this ship. He tried to talk to Ellador at first, merely because she was a woman and beautiful. She tried to talk to him, merely because he was a human being, a member of a great nation.


			But I, watching, saw how soon the clear light of her mind brought out the salient characteristics of his, and of how, in spite of all her exalted philosophy, she turned shuddering away from him.


			We were overhauled by an English vessel before reaching our destination in Sweden, and all three of us were glad to be transferred because we could so reach home sooner. At least that was what we thought. The German officer was not glad, I might add.


			Ellador hailed the change with joy. She knew more about England than about the Scandinavian countries, and could speak the language. I think she thought it would be—easier there.


			We were unable to get away as soon as we expected. Terry indeed determined to enlist, or to join the service in some way, and they were glad to use him and his aeroplane. This was not to be wondered at. If Terry had the defects of his qualities he also had the qualities of his defects, and he did good work for the Allies.


			Ellador, rather unexpectedly asked to stay awhile: “It is hard,” she said, “but we may not come again perhaps, and I want to learn all I can.”


			So we stayed and Ellador learned. It did not take her long. She was a rapid reader, and soon found the right books. She was a marvellous listener, and many were glad to talk to her, and to show her things.


			We investigated in London, Manchester, Birmingham; were entertained in beautiful country places; went motoring up into Scotland and in Ireland; visited Wales, and then, to my great surprise, she urged that we go to France.


			“I want to see, to know,” she said. “To really know——.”


			I was worried about her. She had a hard-set fixity of expression. Her unfailing gentleness was too firm of surface, and she talked less and less with me about social conditions.


			We went to France.


			She visited hospitals, looking at those broken men, those maimed and blinded boys, and grew paler and harder daily. Day by day she gathered in the new language, till soon she could talk with the people.


			Then we ran across Terry, scouting about with his machine; and Ellador asked to be taken up—she wanted to see a battlefield. I tried to dissuade her from this, fearing for her. Even her splendid health seemed shaken by all she had witnessed. But she said: “It is my duty to see and know all I can. This is not, they tell me—exceptional? This—war?”


			“Not at all,” said Terry. “It’s only bigger than usual, as most things are now. Why, in all our history there have only been about three hundred years without war.”


			She looked at him, her eyes widening, darkening. “When was that?” she said. “After Jesus came?”


			Terry laughed. “Oh no,” he said. “It wasn’t any one time. It’s three hundred years here and there, scattering. So you see war is really the normal condition of human life.”


			“So,” she said. “Then I ought to see it. Take me up, please.”


			He didn’t want to; said it was dangerous; but it was very hard to say no to Ellador, and she had her way. She saw the battle lines of trenches. She saw the dead men; she saw and heard the men not dead, where there had been recent fighting. She saw the ruins, ruins everywhere.


			That night she was like a woman of marble, cold, dumb, sitting still by the window where she could rest her eyes on the far stars. She treated me with a great poignant tenderness, as one would treat a beloved friend whose whole family had become lepers.


			We went back to England, and she spent the last weeks of our stay there finding out all she could about Belgium.


			That was the breaking point. She locked the door of her room, but I heard her sobbing her heart out—Ellador, who had never in all her splendid young life had an experience of pain, and whose consciousness was mainly social. We feel these horrors as happening to other people; she felt them as happening to herself.


			I broke the lock—I had to get to her. She would not speak, would not look at me, but buried her face in the pillow, shuddering away from me as if I, too, were a German. The great sobs tore her. It was, I suddenly felt, not like the facile tears of an ordinary woman, but like the utter breakdown of a strong man. And she was as ashamed of it.


			Then I had enough enlightenment to see some little relief for her, not from the weight of horrible new knowledge, but from the added burden of her self-restraint.


			I knelt beside her and got her into my arms, her head hidden on my shoulder.


			“Dear,” said I, “Dear—I can’t help the horror, but at least I can help you bear it—and you can let me try. You see you’re all alone here—I’m all you’ve got. You’ll have to let it out somehow—just say it all to me.”


			She held me very close then, with a tense, frightened grip. “I want—I want—my Mother!” she sobbed.


			Ellador’s mother was one of those wise women who sat in the Temples, and gave comfort and counsel when needed. They loved each other more than I, not seeing them always together, had understood. Yet her mother had counseled her going, had urged it, for the sake of their land and its future.


			“Mother! Mother! Mother!” she sobbed under her breath. “Oh—Mother! Help me bear it!”


			There was no Mother and no Temple, only one man who loved her, and in that she seemed to find a little ease, and slowly grew quieter.


			“There is one thing we know more about than you do,” I suggested. “That is how to manage pain. You mustn’t keep it to yourself—you must let it out—let the others help bear it. That’s good psychology, dear.”


			“It seems so—unkind,” she murmured.


			“Oh, no, it’s not unkind; it’s just necessary. ‘Bear ye one another’s burdens,’ you know. Also we have a nice proverb about marriage. ‘It makes joy double and halveth trouble.’ Just pile it on me, dearest—that’s what a husband is for.”


			“But how can I say to you the things I feel? It seems so rude, so to reflect on your people—your civilization.”


			“I think you underrate two things,” I suggested. “One is that I’m a human creature, even if male; the other that my visit to Herland, my life with you, has had a deep effect on me. I see the awfulness of war as I never did before, and I can even see a little of how it must affect you. What I want you to do now is to relieve the pressure of feeling which is hurting so, by putting it into words—letting it out. Say it all. Say the very worst. Say—‘This world is not civilized, not human. It is worse than the humble savagery below our mountains.’ Let out, dear—I can stand it. And you’ll feel better.”


			She lifted her head and drew a long, shuddering breath.


			“I think you are right—there must be some relief. And here are You!” Suddenly she threw her arms around me and held me close, close.


			“You do love me—I can feel it! A little—a very little—like mother love! I am so grateful!”


			She rested in my arms, till the fierce tempest of pain had passed somewhat, and then we sat down, close together, and she followed my advice, seeking to visualize, to put in words, to fully express, the anguish which was upon her.


			“You see,” she began slowly, “it is hard for me to do this because I hate to hurt you. You must care so—so horribly.”


			“Stop right there, dear,” I told her. “You overestimate my sensitiveness. What I feel is nothing at all to what you feel—I can see that. Remember that in our race-traditions war is a fine thing, a splendid thing. We have idealized war and the warrior, through all our history. You have read a good deal of our history by now.”


			She had, I knew, and she nodded her head sadly. “Yes, it’s practically all about war,” she agreed. “But I didn’t—I couldn’t visualize it.”


			She closed her eyes and shrank back, but I went on steadily: “So you see this is not—to us—wholly a horror; it is just more horrible than other wars on account of the infamous behavior of some combatants, and because we really are beginning to be civilized. Now this pain that you see is no greater than the same pain all the way back in history—always. And you are not being miserable about that, surely?”


			No, she admitted, she wasn’t.


			“Very well,” I hurried on, “we, the human race, outside of Herland, have been fighting one another for all the ages, and we are here yet; some of these military enthusiasts say because of war—some of the pacifists say in spite of it, and I’m beginning to agree with them. With you, Ellador, through you, and because of you, and because of seeing what human life can be, in your blessed country, I see things as I never did before. I’m growing.”


			She smiled a little at that, and took my hand again.


			“You are the most important ambassador that ever was,” I continued. “You are sent from your upland island, your little hidden heaven, to see our poor blind bleeding world and carry news of it to your people. Perhaps that vast storehouse of mother-love can help to set us straight at last. And you can’t afford to feel our sorrow—you’d die of it. You must think—and talk it off, remorselessly, to me.”


			“You Amazing Darling!” she answered at last, drawing a deep breath. “You are right—wholly right. I’m afraid I have—a little—underrated your wisdom. Forgive me!”


			I forgave her fast enough, though I knew it was an impossible offence, and she began to free her mind.


			“First as to Christianity,” she said. “That gave me great hopes—at first. Not the mythology of course, but the spirit; and when that missionary man enlarged on the spread of Christianity and its countless benefits I began to feel that here was a lovely thing it would do us good to know about—something very close to Motherhood.”


			“Motherhood,” always reverently spoken, was the highest, holiest word they knew in Herland.


			“But as I’ve read and talked and studied all these weeks, I do not find that Christianity has done one thing to stop war, or that Christian countries fight any less than heathen ones—rather more. Also they fight among themselves. Christianity has not brought peace on earth—not at all.”


			“No,” I admitted, “it hasn’t, but it tries to—ameliorate, to heal and save.”


			“That seems to me simply—foolish,” she answered. “If there is a house on fire, the only true way to check the destruction is to put the fire out. To sit about trying to heal burned skin and repair burned furniture is—foolish.”


			“Especially when the repaired furniture serves as additional fuel for more fire,” I added.


			“You see it!” she exclaimed joyfully. “Then why don’t you—but, I see—you are only one. You alone cannot change it.”


			“Oh no, I’m not alone in that,” I answered cheerfully. “There are plenty more who see it.”


			“Then why—” she began, but checked herself, and paused a little, continuing slowly. “What I wish to get off my mind is this spectacle of measureless suffering which human beings are deliberately inflicting on one another. It would be hard enough to bear if the pain was unavoidable—that would be pure horror, and the eager rush to help. But here there is not only horror but a furious scorn—because they do not have to have it at all.”


			“You’re quite right, my dear,” I agreed. “But how are you going to make them stop?”


			“That’s what I have to find out,” she answered gravely. “I wish Mother was here—and all the Over-Mothers. They would find a way. There must be a way. And you are right—I must not let myself be overcome by this—”


			“Put it this way,” I suggested. “Even if three quarters of the world should be killed there would be plenty left to refill, as promptly as would be wise. You remember how quickly your country filled up?”


			“Yes,” she said. “And I must remember that it is the race-progress that counts, not just being alive.”


			Then, wringing her hands in sudden bitterness, she added: “But this stops all progress! It is not merely that people are being killed. Half the world might die in an earthquake and not do this harm! It is the Hating I mind more than the killing—the perversion of human faculty. It’s not humanity dying—it is humanity going mad!”


			She was shivering again, that black horror growing in her eyes.


			“Gently dear, gently,” I told her. “Humanity is a large proposition. You and I have a whole round world to visit—as soon as it is safe to travel. And in the meantime I want to get you to my country as soon as possible. We are not at war. Our people are good-natured and friendly. I think you’ll like us.”


			It was not unnatural for an American, in war-mad Europe, to think of his own land with warm approval, nor for a husband to want his wife to appreciate his people and his country.


			“You must tell me more about it,” she said eagerly. “I must read more too—study more. I do not do justice to the difference, I am sure. I am judging the world only by Europe. And see here, my darling—do you mind if we see the rest first? I want to know The World as far as I can, and as quickly as I can. I’m sure that if I study first for awhile, in England—they seem so familiar with all the world—that we might then go east instead of west, and see the rest of it before we reach America—leave the best to the last.”


			Except for the danger of traveling there seemed no great objection to this plan. I would rather have her make her brief tour and then return with me to my own dear country at the end, than to have her uneasy there and planning to push on.


			We went back to a quiet place in England, where we could temporarily close our minds to the Horror, and Ellador, with unerring judgment, found an encyclopedic young historian with the teaching gift, and engaged his services for a time.


			They had a series of maps—from old blank “terra incognita” ones, with its bounding ocean of ancient times, to the spread of accurate surveying which now gives us the whole surface of the earth. She kissed the place where her little homeland lay hidden—but that was when he was not looking.


			The rapid grasp she made at the whole framework of our history would have astonished anyone not acquainted with Herland brains and Herland methods of education. It did astonish the young historian. She by no means set herself to learn all that he wanted to teach her; on the contrary she continually checked his flow of information, receiving only what she wanted to know.


			A very few good books on world evolution—geological, botanical, zoological, and ethnic, gave her the background she needed, and such a marvel of condensation as Winwood Reade’s Martyrdom of Man supplied the outline of history.


			Her own clear strong uncrowded and logical mind, with its child-fresh memory, saw, held and related the facts she learned, with no apparent effort. Presently she had a distinct view of what we people have been up to on earth for the few ages of our occupancy. She had her estimate of time taken and of the rate of our increased speed. I had never realized how long, how immeasurably long and slow, were the years “before progress,” so to speak, or the value of each great push of new invention. But she got them all clearly in place, and, rigidly refusing to be again agonized by the ceaseless wars, she found eager joy in counting the upward steps of social evolution.


			This joy increased as the ages came nearer to our own. She became fascinated with the record of inventions and discoveries and their interrelative effects. Each great religion as it entered, was noted, defined in its special power and weakness, and its consequences observed. She made certain map effects for herself, “washing in” the different areas with various colors, according to the different religions, and lapping them over where they had historically lapped, as for instance, where the “mañana” of the Spaniard marks the influence following Oriental invasion, and where Buddhism produces such and such effects according to its reception by Hindu, Chinese, or Japanese.


			“I could spend a lifetime in these details,” she eagerly explained again, “but I’m only after enough to begin on. I must get them placed—so that I can understand what each nation is for, what they have done for one another, and for the world; which of them are going on, and how fast; which of them are stopping—or sinking back—and why. It is profoundly interesting.”


			Ellador’s attitude vaguely nettled me, just a little, in that earlier consciousness I was really outgrowing so fast. She seemed like an enthusiastic young angel “slumming.” I resented—a little—this cheerful and relentless classification—just as poor persons resent being treated as “cases.”


			But I knew she was right after all, and was more than delighted to have her so soon triumph over the terrible influence of the war. She did not, of course, wholly escape or forget it. Who could? But she successfully occupied her mind with other matters.


			“It’s so funny,” she said to me. “Here in all your history books, the whole burden of information is as to who fought who—and when; and who ‘reigned’ and when—especially when. Why are your historians so morbidly anxious about the exact date?”


			“Why it’s important, isn’t it?” I asked.


			“From certain points of view, yes; but not in the least from that of the general student. The doctor wants to know at just what hour the fever rises, or declines; he has to have his ‘chart’ to study. But the public ought to know how fever is induced and how it is to be avoided. People in general ought to know the whole history of the world in general; and what were the most important things that happened. And here the poor things are required to note and remember that this king ‘came to the throne’ at such a date and died at such another—facts of no historic importance whatever. And as to the wars and wars and wars—and all these ‘decisive battles of history’—” Ellador had the whole story so clearly envisaged now that she could speak of war without cringing—“why that isn’t history at all!”


			“Surely it’s part of history, isn’t it?” I urged.


			“Not even part of it. Go back to your doctor’s ‘chart’—his ‘history of the case.’ That history treats of the inception, development, success or failure of the disease he is treating. To say that ‘At four-fifteen p. m. the patient climbed into another patient’s bed and bit him,’ is no part of that record of tuberculosis or cancer.”


			“It would be if it proved him delirious, wouldn’t it?” I suggested.


			Ellador lifted her head from the chart she was filling in, and smiled enchantingly. “Van,” she said, “I’m proud of you. That’s splendid!


			“It would then appear,” she pursued, glancing over her papers, “as if the patient had a sort of intermittent fever—from the beginning; hot fits of rage and fury, when he is practically a lunatic, and cold fits, too,” she cried eagerly, pursuing the illustration, “cold and weak, when he just lies helpless and cannot do anything.”


			We agreed that as a figure of speech this was pretty strong and clear, with its inevitable suggestion that we must study the origin of the disease, how to cure, and still better, prevent it.


			“But there is a splendid record behind all that,” she told me. “I can’t see that your historians have ever seen it clearly and consecutively. You evidently have not come to the place where all history has to be consciously revised for educational purposes.”


			“Ours is more complex than yours, isn’t it?” I offered. “So many different nations and races, you know?”


			But she smiled wisely and shook her head, quoting after her instructor: “‘And history, with all her volumes vast, hath but one page.’


			“They all tell about the same things,” she said. “They all do the same things, and not one of them ever sees what really matters most—ever gives ‘the history of the case’ correctly. I truly think, dear, that we could help you with your history.”


			She had fully accepted the proposition I made that day when the Horror so overthrew her, and now talked to me as freely as if I were one of her sisters. She talked about men as if I wasn’t one, and about the world as if it was no more mine than hers.


			There was a strange exaltation, a wonderful companionship, in this. I grew to see life as she saw it, more and more, and it was like rising from some tangled thorny thicket to take a bird’s eye view of city and farmland, of continent and ocean. Life itself grew infinitely more interesting. I thought of that benighted drummer’s joke, that “Life is just one damn thing after another,” so widely accepted as voicing a general opinion. I thought of our pathetic virtues of courage, cheerfulness, patience—all so ridiculously wasted in facing troubles which need not be there at all.


			Ellador saw human life as a thing in the making, with human beings as the makers. We have always seemed to regard it as an affliction—or blessing—bestowed upon us by some exterior force. Studying, seeing, understanding, with her, I grew insensibly to adopt her point of view, her scale of measurements, and her eager and limitless interest. So when we did set forth on our round-the-world trip to my home, we were both fairly well equipped for the rapid survey which was all we planned for.


			chapter iii


			A Journey of Inspection


			


			IT WAS fortunate for Ellador’s large purposes that her fat little bag of jewels contained more wealth than I had at first understood, and that there were some jewel-hungry millionaires left in the world. In India we found native princes who were as much athirst for rubies and emeralds as ever were their hoarding ancestors, and who had comfortable piles of ancient gold wherewith to pay for them. We were easily able to fill snug belts with universally acceptable gold pieces, and to establish credit to carry us wherever there were banks.


			She was continually puzzled over our money values. “Why do they want these so much?” she demanded. “Why are they willing to pay so much for them?”


			Money she understood well enough. They had their circulating medium in Herland in earlier years; but it was used more as a simple method of keeping accounts than anything else—like tickets, and finally discontinued. They had so soon centralized their industries, that the delay and inconvenience of measuring off every item of exchange in this everlasting system of tokens became useless, to their practical minds. As an “incentive to industry” it was not necessary; motherhood was their incentive. When they had plenty of everything it was free to all in such amounts as were desired; in scarcity they divided. Their interest in life was in what they were doing—and what they were going to do, not in what they were to get. Our point of view puzzled her.


			I remember this matter coming up between Ellador and a solemn college professor, an economist, as we were creeping through the dangerous Mediterranean. She questioned and listened, saying nothing about her country—this we had long since found was the only safe way; for the instant demand: “Where is it?” was what we did not propose to answer.


			But having learned what she could from those she talked with, and sped searchingly through the books they offered her, she used to relieve her mind in two ways; by talking with me, and by writing.


			“I’ve simply got to,” she told me. “I’m writing a book—in fact, I’m writing two books. One is notes, quotations, facts, and pictures—pictures—pictures. This photography is a wonderful art!”


			She had become quite a devotee of said art, and was gathering material right and left, to show her people.


			“We’ll have to go back and tell them, you know,” she explained, “and they’ll be so interested, I shall have to go about lecturing, as you men did.”


			“I wish you’d go about lecturing to us,” I told her. “We have more to learn than you have—of the really important matters in living.”


			“But I couldn’t, you see, without quoting always from home—and then they’d want to know—they’d have a right to know. Or else they wouldn’t believe me. No, all I can do is to ask questions; to make suggestions, perhaps, here and there; even to criticise a little—when I’ve learned a lot more, and if I’m very sure of my hearers. Meanwhile I’ve got to talk it off to you, you poor boy—and just write. You shall read it, if you want to, of course.”


			Her notes were a study in themselves.


			Ships and shipping interested her at once, as something totally new, and her first access to encyclopedias had supplied background to what she learned from people. She had set down, in the briefest possible manner, not mere loose data as to vessels and navigation, but an outlined history of the matter, arranged like a genealogical tree.


			There were the rude beginnings—log, raft, skin-boat, basket-boat, canoe; and the line of paddled or oared boats went on to the great carved war-canoes with outriggers, the galleys of Romans and Norsemen, the delicate birchbarks of our American Aborigines, and the neat manufactured ones on the market. A bare sentence covered it, and another the evolution of the sailing craft; then steam.


			“Navigation is an exclusively masculine process,” she noted. “Always men, only men. Oared vessels of large size required slave labor; status of sailors still akin to slavery; rigid discipline, miserable accommodations, abusive language and personal violence.” To this she added in parenthesis: “Same holds true of armies. Always men, only men. Similar status, but somewhat better provision for men, and more chance of promotion, owing to greater danger to officers.”


			Continuing with ships, she noted: “Psychology: a high degree of comradeship, the habit of obedience—enforced; this doubtless accounts for large bodies of such indispensable men putting up with such wretched treatment. Obedience appears to dull and weaken the mind; same with soldiers—study further. Among officers great personal gallantry, a most exalted sense of duty, as well as brutal and unjust treatment of inferiors. The captain in especial is so devoted to his concept of duty as sometimes to prefer to ‘go down with his ship’ to being saved without her. Why? What social service is there in being drowned? I learn this high devotion is found also in engineers and in pilots. Seems to be a product of extreme responsibility. Might be developed more widely by extending opportunity.”


			She came to me with this, asking for more information on our political system of “rotation in office.”


			“Is that why you do it?” she asked eagerly. “Not so much as to get the work done better, as to make all the people—or at least most of them—feel greater responsibility, a deeper sense of duty?”


			I had never put it that way to myself, but I now agreed that that was the idea—that it must be. She was warmly interested; said she knew she should love America. I felt sure she would.


			There was an able Egyptologist on board, a man well acquainted with ancient peoples, and he, with the outline she had so well laid down during her English studies, soon filled her mind with a particularly clear and full acquaintance with our first civilizations.


			“Egypt, with its One River; Asia Minor, with the Valley of the Two Rivers and China with its great rivers—” she pored over her maps and asked careful eager questions. The big black bearded professor was delighted with her interest, and discoursed most instructively.


			“I see,” she said. “I see! They came to places where the soil was rich, and where there was plenty of water. It made agriculture possible, profitable—and then the surplus—and then the wonderful growth—of course!”


			That German officer, who had made so strong and disagreeable an impression while we were on the Swedish ship, had been insistent, rudely insistent, on the advantages of difficulty and what he called “discipline.” He had maintained that the great races, the dominant races, came always from the north. This she had borne in mind, and now questioned her obliging preceptor, with map outspread and dates at hand.


			“For all those thousands of years these Mediterranean and Oriental peoples held the world—were the world?”


			“Yes, absolutely.”


			“And what was up here?” she pointed to the wide vacant spaces on the northern coasts.


			“Savages—barbarians—wild, skin-clad ferocious men, ma­dam.”


			Ellador made a little diagram, a vertical line, with many ages marked across it.


			“This is The Year One—as far back as you can go,” she explained, pointing to the mark at the bottom. “And here we are, near the top—this is Now. And these Eastern peoples held the stage and did the work all the way up to—here, did they?”


			“They certainly did, madam.”


			“And were these people in these northern lands there all the time? Or did they happen afterward?”


			“They were there—we have their bones to prove it.”


			“Then if they were there—and as long, and of the same stock—you tell me that all these various clans streamed out, westward, from a common source, and became in time, Persians, Hindus, Pelasgians, Etruscans, and all the rest—as well as Celts, Slavs, Teutons?”


			“It so held, roughly speaking.” He resented a little her sweeping generalizations and condensations; but she had her own ends in view.


			“And what did these northern tribes contribute to social progress during all this time?”


			“Practically nothing,” he answered. “Their arts were naturally limited by the rigors of the climate. The difficulties of maintaining existence prevented any higher developments.”


			“I see, I see,” she nodded gravely. “Then why is it, in the face of these facts, that some still persist in attributing progress to difficulties, and cold weather.”


			This professor, who was himself Italian, was quite willing to question this opinion.


			“That theory you will find is quite generally confined to the people who live in the colder climates,” he suggested.


			When Ellador discussed this with me, she went further. “It seems as if, when people say—‘The World’ they mean their own people,” she commented. “I’ve been reading history as written by the North European races. Perhaps when we get to Persia, India, China and Japan, it will be different.”


			It was different. I had spent my own youth in the most isolated of modern nations, the one most ignorant of and indifferent to all the others; the one whose popular view of foreigners is based on the immigrant classes, and whose travelling rich consider Europe as a play-ground, a picture gallery, a museum, a place wherein to finish one’s education. Being so reared, and associating with similarly minded persons, my early view of history was a great helter-skelter surging background to the clear, strong, glorious incidents of our own brief national career; while geography consisted of the vivid large scale familiar United States, and a globe otherwise covered with more or less nebulous maps; and such political evolution as I had in mind consisted of the irresistible development of our own “institutions.”


			All this, of course, was my youthful attitude. In later studies I had added a considerable knowledge of general history, sociology and the like, but had never realized until now how remote all this was to me from the definite social values already solidly established in my mind.


			Now, associating with Ellador, dispassionate and impartial as a visiting angel, bringing to her studies of the world, the triple freshness of view of one of different stock, different social development, and different sex, I began to get a new perspective. To her the world was one field of general advance. Her own country held the foreground in her mind, of course, but she had left it as definitely as if she came from Mars, and was studying the rest of humanity in the mass. Her alien point of view, her previous complete ignorance, and that powerful well-ordered mind she brought to bear on the new knowledge so rapidly amassed, gave her advantages as an observer far beyond our best scientists.


			The one special and predominant distinction given to her studies by her supreme femininity, was what gave me the most numerous, and I may say, unpleasant surprises. In my world studies I had always assumed that humanity did thus and so, but she was continually sheering through the tangled facts with her sharp distinction that this and this phenomenon was due to masculinity alone.


			“But Ellador,” I protested, “why do you say—‘the male Scandinavians continually indulged in piracy,’ and ‘the male Spaniards practiced terrible cruelties,’ and so on? It sounds so—invidious—as if you were trying to make out a case against men.”


			“Why, I wouldn’t do that for anything!” she protested. “I’m only trying to understand the facts. You don’t mind when I say ‘the male Phoenicians made great progress in navigation,’ or ‘the male Greeks developed great intelligence,’ do you?”


			“That’s different,” I answered. “They did do those things.”


			“Didn’t they do the others, too?”


			“Well—yes—they did them, of course; but why rub it in that they were exclusively males?”


			“But weren’t they, dear? Really? Did the Norse women raid the coasts of England and France? Did the Spanish women cross the ocean and torture the poor Aztecs?”


			“They would have if they could!” I protested.


			“So would the Phoenician women and Grecian women in the other cases—wouldn’t they?”


			I hesitated.


			“Now my Best Beloved,” she said, holding my hand in both hers and looking deep into my eyes—“Please, oh please, don’t mind. The facts are there, and they are immensely important. Think, dearest. We of Herland have known no men—till now. We, alone, in our tiny land, have worked out a happy, healthy life. Then you came—you ‘Wonderful Three.’ Ah! You should realize the stir, the excitement, the Great Hope that it meant to us! We knew there was more world—but nothing about it, and you meant a vast new life to us. Now I come to see—to learn—for the sake of my country.


			“Because, you see, some things we gathered from you made us a little afraid. Afraid for our children, you see. Perhaps it was better, after all, to live up there, alone, in ignorance, but in happiness, we thought. Now I’ve come—to see—to learn—to really understand, if I can, so as to tell my people.


			“You mustn’t think I’m against men, dear. Why, if it were only for your sake, I would love them. And I’m sure—we are all sure at home (or at least most of us are) that two sexes, working together, must be better than one.


			“Then I can see how, being two sexes, and having so much more complex a problem than ours, and having all kinds of countries to live in—how you got into difficulties we never knew.


			“I’m making every allowance. I’m firm in my conviction of the superiority of the bisexual method. It must be best or it would not have been evolved in all the higher animals. But—but you can’t expect me to ignore facts.”


			No, I couldn’t. What troubled me most was that I, too, began to see facts, quite obvious facts, which I had never noticed before.


			Wherever men had been superior to women we had proudly claimed it as a sex-distinction. Wherever men had shown evil traits, not common to women, we had serenely treated them as race-characteristics.


			So, although I did not enjoy it, I did not dispute any further Ellador’s growing collection of facts. It was just as well not to. Facts are stubborn things.


			We visited a little in Tunis, Algiers, and Cairo, making quite an excursion in Egypt, with our steamship acquaintance, whose knowledge was invaluable to us. He translated inscriptions; showed us the more important discoveries, and gave condensed accounts of the vanished civilizations.


			Ellador was deeply impressed.


			“To think that under one single city, here in Abydos, there are the remains of five separate cultures. Five! As different as can be. With a long time between, evidently, so that the ruins were forgotten, and a new people built a new city on the site of the old one. It is wonderful.”


			Then she turned suddenly on Signor Armini. “What did they die of?” she demanded.


			“Die of? Who, madam?”


			“Those cities—those civilizations?”


			“Why, they were conquered in war, doubtless; the inhabitants were put to the sword—some carried away as slaves, perhaps—and the cities razed to the ground?”


			“By whom?” she demanded. “Who did it?”


			“Why, other peoples, other cultures, from other cities?”


			“Do you mean other peoples, or just other men?” she asked.


			He was puzzled. “Why, the soldiers were men, of course, but war was made by one nation against another.”


			“Do you mean that the women of the other nations were the governing power and sent the men to fight?”


			No, he did not mean that.


			“And surely the children did not send them?”


			Of course not.


			“But people are men, women and children, aren’t they? And only the adult men, about one-fifth of the population, made war?”


			This he admitted perforce, and Ellador did not press the point further.


			“But in these cities were all kinds of people, weren’t there? Women and children, as well as men?”


			This was obvious, also; and then she branched off a little: “What made them want to conquer a city?”


			“Either fear—or revenge—or desire for plunder. Oftenest that. The ancient cities were the centers of production, of course.” And he discoursed on the beautiful handicrafts of the past, the rich fabrics, the jewels and carved work and varied treasures.


			“Who made them,” she asked.


			“Slaves, for the most part,” he answered.


			“Men and women?”


			“Yes—men and women.”


			“I see,” said Ellador. She saw more than she spoke of, even to me.


			In ancient Egypt she found much that pleased her in the power and place of historic womanhood. This satisfaction was shortlived as we went on eastward.


			With a few books, with eager questioning of such experts as we met, and what seemed to me an almost supernatural skill in eliciting valuable and apposite information from unexpected quarters, my lady from Herland continued to fill her mind and her note-books.


			To me, who grew more and more to admire her, to reverence her, to tenderly love her, as we traveled on together, there now appeared a change in her spirit, more alarming even than that produced by Europe’s war. It was like the difference between the terror roused in one surrounded by lions, and the loathing experienced in the presence of hideous reptiles, this not in the least at the people, but at certain lamentable social conditions.


			In visiting our world she had been most unfortunately first met by the hot horrors of war; and I had thought to calm her by the static nations, the older peoples, sitting still among their ruins, richly draped in ancient and interesting histories. But a very different effect was produced. What she had read, while it prepared her to understand the sequence of affairs, had in no case given what she recognized as the really important events and their results.


			“I’m writing a little history of the world,” she told me, with a restrained smile. “Just a little one, so that I can have something definite to show them.”


			“But how can you, dearest—in this time, with what data you have? I know you are wonderful—but a history of the world!”


			“Only a little one,” she answered. “Just a synopsis. You know we are used to condensing and simplifying for our children. I suppose that is where we get the ‘grasp of salient features’ you have spoken of so often. These historians I read now certainly do not have it.”


			She continued tender to me, more so if anything. Of two things we talked with pleasure: of Herland and my land, and always of the beauty of nature. This seemed to her a ceaseless source of strength and comfort.


			“It’s the same world,” she said, as we leaned side by side on the rail at the stern, and watched the white wake run uncoiling away from us, all silver-shining under the round moon. “The same sky, the same stars, some of them, the same blessed sun and moon. And the dear grass—and the trees—the precious trees.”


			Being by profession a forester, it was inevitable that she should notice trees; and in Europe she found much to admire, though lamenting the scarcity of food-bearing varieties. In Northern Africa she had noted the value of the palm, the olive, and others, and had readily understood the whole system of irrigation and its enormous benefits. What she did not easily grasp was its disuse, and the immeasurable futility of the fellaheen, still using the shadoof after all these ages of progress.


			“I don’t see yet,” she admitted, “what makes their minds so—so impervious. It can’t be because they’re men, surely. Men are not duller than women, are they, dear?”


			“Indeed they are not!” I cried, rather stung by this new suggestion. “Men are the progressive sex, the thinkers, the innovators. It is the women who are conservative and slow. Even you will have to admit that.”


			“I certainly will if I find it so,” she answered cheerfully. “I can see that these women are dull enough. But then—if they do things differently there are penalties, aren’t there?”


			“Penalties?”


			“Why, yes. If the women innovate and rebel the least that happens to them is that the men won’t marry them—isn’t that so?”


			“I shouldn’t think you would call that a penalty, my dear,” I answered.


			“Oh, yes, it is; it means extinction—the end of that variety of woman. You seem to have quite successfully checked mutation in women; and they had neither education, opportunity, or encouragement in other variation.”


			“Don’t say ‘you,’” I urged. “These are the women of the Orient you are talking about, not of all the world. Everybody knows that their position is pitiful and a great check to progress. Wait till you see my country!”


			“I shall be glad to get there, dearest, I’m sure of that,” she told me. “But as to these more progressive men among the Egyptians—there was no penalty for improving on the shadoof, was there? Or the method of threshing grain by the feet of cattle?”


			Then I explained, trying to show no irritation, that there was a difference in the progressiveness of nations, of various races; but that other things being equal, the men were as a rule more progressive than the women.


			“Where are the other things equal, Van?”


			I had to laugh at that; she was a very difficult person to argue with; but I told her they were pretty near equal in our United States, and that we thought our women fully as good as men, and a little better. She was comforted for a while, but as we went on into Asia, her spirit sank and darkened, and that change I spoke of became apparent.


			Burmah was something of a comfort, and that surviving matriarchate in the island hills. But in our rather extended visit to India, guided and informed by both English and native friends, and supplied with further literature, she began to suffer deeply.


			We had the rare good fortune to be allowed to accompany a scientific expedition up through the wonder of the Himalayas, through Thibet, and into China. Here that high sweet spirit drooped and shrunk, with a growing horror, a loathing, such as I had never seen before in her clear eyes. She was shocked beyond words at the vast area of dead country; skeleton country, deforested, deshrubbed, degrassed, wasted to the bone, lying there to burn in the sun and drown in the rain, feeding no one.


			“Van, Van,” she said. “Help me to forget the women a little and talk about the land! Help me to understand the—the holes in the minds of people. Here is intelligence, intellect, a high cultural development—of sorts. They have beautiful art in some lines. They have an extensive literature. They are old, very old, surely old enough to have learned more than any other people. And yet here is proof that they have never mastered the simple and obvious facts of how to take care of the land on which they live.”


			“But they still live on it, don’t they?”


			“Yes—they live on it. But they live on it like swarming fleas on an emaciated kitten, rather than careful farmers on a well-cultivated ground. However,” she brightened a little, “there’s one thing; this horrible instance of a misused devastated land must have been of one great service. It must have served as an object lesson to all the rest of the world. Where such an old and wise nation has made so dreadful a mistake—for so long, at least no other nation need to make it.”


			I did not answer as fully and cheerfully as she wished, and she pressed me further.


			“The world has learned how to save its trees—its soil—its beauty—its fertility, hasn’t it? Of course, what I’ve seen is not all—it’s better in other places?”


			“We did not go to Germany, you know, my dear. They have a high degree of skill in forestry there. In many countries it is now highly thought of. We are taking steps to preserve our own forests, though, so far, they are so extensive that we rather forgot there was any end of them.”


			“It will be good to get there, Van,” and she squeezed my hand hard. “I must see it all. I must ‘know the worst’—and surely I am getting the worst first! But you have free education—you have every advantage of climate—you have a mixture of the best blood on earth, of the best traditions. And you are brave and free and willing to learn. Oh, Van! I am so glad it was America that found us!”


			I held her close and kissed her. I was glad, too. And I was proud clear through to have her speak so of us. Yet, still—I was not as perfectly comfortable about it as I had been at first.


			She had read about the foot-binding process still common in so large a part of China, but somehow had supposed it was a thing of the past, and never general. Also, I fancy she had deliberately kept it out of her mind, as something impossible to imagine. Now she saw it. For days and days, as we traveled through the less known parts of the great country, she saw the crippled women; not merely those serenely installed in rich gardens and lovely rooms, with big-footed slaves to do their bidding; or borne in swaying litters by strong Coolies; but poor women, working women, toiling in the field, carrying their little mats to kneel on while they worked, because their feet were helpless aching pegs.


			Presently, while we waited in a village, and were entertained by a local magnate who had business relations with one of our guides, Ellador was in the women’s apartment, and she heard it—the agony of the bound feet of a child. The child was promptly hushed, struck and chided; made to keep quiet, but Ellador had heard its moaning. From a woman missionary she got details of the process, and was shown the poor little shrunken stumps.


			That night she would not let me touch her, come near her. She lay silent, staring with set eyes, long shudders running over her from time to time.


			When it came to speech, which was some days later, she could still but faintly express it.


			“To think,” she said slowly, “that there are on earth men who can do a thing like that to women—to little helpless children!”


			“But their men don’t do it, dearest,” I urged. “It is the women, their own mothers, who bind the feet of the little ones. They are afraid to have them grow up ‘big-footed women?’”


			“Afraid of what?” asked Ellador, that shudder passing over her again.


			chapter iv


			Nearing Home


			


			WE STAYED some little time in China, meeting most interesting and valuable people, missionaries, teachers, diplomats, merchants, some of them the educated English-speaking Chinese.


			Ellador’s insatiable interest, her exquisite courtesy and talent as a listener, made anyone willing to talk to her. She learned fast, and placed in that wide sunlit mind of hers each fact in due relation.


			“I’m beginning to understand,” she told me sweetly, “that I mustn’t judge this—miscellaneous—world of yours as I do my country. We were just ourselves—an isolated homogeneous people. When we moved, we all moved together. You are all kinds of people, in all kinds of places, touching at the edges and getting mixed. And so far from moving on together, there are no two nations exactly abreast—that I can see; and they mostly are ages apart; some away ahead of the others, some going far faster than others, some stationary.”


			“Yes,” I told her, “and in the still numerous savages we find the beginners, and the back-sliders—the hopeless back-sliders, in human progress.”


			“I see—I see—” she said reflectively. “When you say ‘the civilized world’ that is just a figure of speech. The world is not civilized yet—only spots in it, and those not wholly.”


			“That’s about it,” I agreed with her. “Of course, the civilized nations think of themselves as the world—that’s natural.”


			“How does it compare—in numbers?” she inquired. “Let’s look!”


			So we consulted the statistics on the population of the earth, chasing through pages of classification difficult to sift, until we hit upon a little table: “Population of the earth according to race.”


			“That ought to do, roughly speaking,” I told her. “We’ll call the white races civilized—and lump the others. Let’s see how it comes out.”


			It came out that the total of Indo-Germanic, or Aryan—White, for Europe, America, Persia, India and Australia, was 775,000,000; and the rest of the world, black, red, brown and yellow, was 788,000,000.


			“Do you mean that the majority of mankind is still uncivilized?” she asked.


			She didn’t ask it unpleasantly. Ellador was never sarcastic or bitter. But the world was her oyster—to study, and she was quite impartial.


			I, however, felt reproached by this cool estimate. “No indeed,” I said, “you can’t call China uncivilized—it is one of the very oldest civilizations we have. This is only by race you see, by color.”


			“Oh, yes,” she agreed, “and race or color do not count in civilization? Of course not—how stupid I was!”


			But I laid down the pencil I was using to total up populations, and looked at her with a new and grave misgiving. She was so world-innocent. Even the history she had so swiftly absorbed had not changed her, any more than indecent novels affect a child; the child does not know the meaning of the words.


			In the light of Ellador’s colossal innocence of what we are accustomed to call “life,” I began to see that process in a wholly new perspective. Her country was but one; her civilization was one and indivisible; in her country the women and children lived as mothers, daughters, sisters, in general tolerance, love, education and service. Out of that nursery, school, garden, shop, and parlor, she came into this great scrambling world of ours, to find it spotted over with dissimilar peoples, more separated by their varying psychology than by geography, politics, or race; often ignorant of one another, often fearing, despising, hating one another; and each national group, each racial stock, assuming itself to be “the norm” by which to measure others. She had first to recognize the facts and then to disentangle the causes, the long lines of historic evolution which had led to these results. Even then it was hard for her really to grasp the gulfs which divide one part of the human race from the others.


			And now I had the unpleasant task of disabusing her of this last glad assumption, that race and color made no difference.


			“Dear,” I said slowly, “you must prepare your mind for another shock—though you must have got some of it already, here and there. Race and color make all the difference in the world. People dislike and despise one another on exactly that ground—difference in race and color. These millions who are here marked ‘Aryan or White’ include Persians and Hindus, yet the other white races are averse to intermarrying with these, whose skins are indeed much darker than ours, though they come of the same stock.”


			“Is the aversion mutual?” she asked, as calmly as if we had been discussing insects.


			I assured her that, speaking generally, it was; that the flatter-faced Mongolians regarded us as hawklike in our aquiline features; and that little African children fled screaming from the unnatural horror of a first-seen white face.


			But what I was thinking about was how I should explain to her the race prejudice in my own country, when she reached it. I felt like a housekeeper bringing home company, discovering that the company has far higher and more exacting standards than herself, and longing to get home first and set the house in order before inspection.


			We spent some little time in Japan, Ellador enjoying the fairy beauty of the country, with its flower-worshipping, sunny-faced people, and the plump happy children everywhere.


			But instead of being content with the artistic beauty of the place; with that fine lacquer of smiling courtesy with which their life is covered, she followed her usual course of penetrating investigation. It needed no years of study, no dreary tables of figures. With what she already knew, so clearly held in mind, with a few questions each loaded with implications, she soon grasped the salient facts of Japanese civilization. Its conspicuous virtues gave her instant joy. The high honor of the Samurai, the unlimited patriotism of the people in general, the exquisite politeness, and the sincere love of beauty in nature and art—these were all comforting, and the free-footed women also, after the “golden lilies” of China.


			But presently, piercing below all these, she found the general poverty of the people, their helplessness under a new and hard-grinding commercialism, and the patient ignominy in which the women lived.


			“How is it, dear,” she asked me, “that these keenly intelligent people fail to see that such limited women cannot produce a nobler race?”


			I could only say that it was a universal failing, common to all races—except ours, of course. Her face always lighted when we spoke of America.


			“You don’t know how I look forward to it, dear,” she said. “After this painful introduction to the world I knew so little of—I’m so glad we came this way—saving the best to the last.”


			The nearer we came to America and the more eagerly she spoke of it, the more my vague uneasiness increased. I began to think of things I had never before been sensitive about and to seek for justification.


			Meanwhile Ellador was accumulating heart-ache over the Japanese women, whose dual duty of child-bearing and man-service dominated all their lives.


			“It is so hard for me to understand, Van; they aren’t people at all, somehow—just wives—or worse.”


			“They are mothers, surely,” I urged.


			“No—not in our sense, not consciously. Look at this ghastly crowding! Here’s a little country, easy to grasp and manage, capable of supporting about so many people—not more. And here they are, making a ‘saturated solution’ of themselves.” She had picked up that phrase from one of her medical friends, a vigorous young man who told her much that she was eager to know about the health and physical development of the Japanese. “Can’t they see that there are too many?” she went on. “If a people increases beyond its means of support it has to endure miserable poverty—or what is that the Germans demand?—expansion! They have to have somebody else’s country. How strangely dull they are!”


			“But, my dear girl, please remember that this is life,” I told her. “This is the world. This is the way people live. You expect too much of them. It is a law of nature to increase and multiply. Of course, Malthus set up a terrified cry about over-populating the earth, but it has not come to that yet, not near. Our means of subsistence increase with the advance of science.”


			“As to the world, I can see that; but as to a given country, and especially as small a one as this—what does become of them?” she asked suddenly.


			This started her on a rapid study of emigration, in which, fortunately, my own knowledge was of some use; and she eagerly gathered up and arranged in her mind that feature of our history on which hangs so much, the migration and emigration of peoples. She saw at once how, when most of the earth’s surface was unoccupied, people moved freely about in search of the best hunting or pasturage; how in an agricultural system they settled and spread, widening with the increase of population; how ever since they met and touched, each nation limited by its neighbors, there had been the double result of over-crowding inside the national limits, and warfare in the interests of “expansion.”


			“I can see now the wonderful advantage you have,” she said eagerly. “Humanity got its ‘second wind’ with the discovery of the ‘new world’—didn’t it?”


			It always delighted me to note the speed and correctness with which she picked up idioms and bits of slang. They were a novelty to her, and a constant delight.


			“You had a big new country to spread out in, and no competitors—there were no previous inhabitants, were there?”


			“Nothing but Indians,” I said.


			“Indians?”


			“Yes, savages, like those in the forests below your mountain land, though more advanced in some ways.”


			“How did you arrange with them?” she asked.


			“I hate to tell you, Ellador. You see you have—a little—idealized my country. We did not ‘arrange’ with those savages. We killed them.”


			“All of them? How many were there?” She was quite calm. She made no movement of alarm or horror, but I could see the rich color fade from her face, and her dear gentle mouth set in harder lines of control.


			“It is a long story, and not a nice one, I’m sorry to say. We left some, hemming them in in spots called ‘reservations.’ There has been a good deal of education and missionary work; some Indians have become fully civilized—as good citizens as any; and some have intermarried with the whites. We have many people with Indian blood. But speaking generally this is one of our national shames. Helen Hunt wrote a book about it, called ‘A Century of Dishonor.’”


			Ellador was silent. That lovely far-off homesick look came into her eyes.


			“I hate to disillusion you, dear heart,” I said. “We are not perfect in America. I truly think we have many advantages over any other country, but we are not blameless.”


			“I’ll defer judgment till I get there,” she presently answered. “Let’s go back to what we were discussing—the pressure of population.”


			Rather sadly we took it up again, and saw how, as long as warfare was the relief, nations continually boiled over upon one another; gaining more land by the simple process of killing off the previous owners, and having to repeat the process indefinitely as soon as the population again pressed against its limits. Where warfare was abandoned and a settled boundary established, as when great China walled itself in from marauding tribes, then the population showed an ingrowing pressure, and reduced the standard of living to a ghastly minimum. Then came the later process of peaceful emigration, by which the coasts and islands of the Pacific became tinged with the moving thousands of the Yellow Races.


			She saw it all as a great panorama, an endless procession, never accepting a static world with the limitations of par­ti-colored maps, but always watching the movement of races.


			“That’s what ails Europe now, isn’t it?” she said at last. “That’s why those close-packed fertile races were always struggling up and down among one another, and making room, for awhile, by killing people?”


			“That’s certainly a good part of it,” I agreed. “Every nation wants more land to accommodate its increasing population.”


			“And they want an increase of population in order to win more land—don’t they?”


			This, too, was plain.


			“And there isn’t any way out of it—on a limited earth—but fixed boundaries with suicidal crowding inside, or the ‘fortunes of war?’”


			That, too, was plain, unfortunately.


			“Then why do not the women limit the population, as we did?”


			“Oh, Ellador, Ellador—you cannot seem to realize that this world is not a woman’s world, like your little country. This is a man’s world—and they did not want to limit the population.”


			“Why not?” she urged. “Was it because they did not bear the children? Was it because they would rather fight than live in peace? What was the reason?”


			“Neither of those,” I said slowly. “The real reason is that neither men nor women have been able to see broadly enough, to think deeply enough, sufficiently to visualize these great racial questions. They just followed their instincts and obeyed their ancient religions, and these things happened without their knowing why.”


			“But the women!” protested Ellador. “Surely the women could see as simple a thing as that. It’s only a matter of square miles; how many people to a mile can live healthfully and pleasantly. Are these women willing to have their children grow up so crowded that they can’t be happy, or where they’ll have to fight for room to live? I can’t understand it.”


			Then she went determinedly to question a Japanese authority, to whom we were introduced by one of our friends, as to the status of women in Japan. She was polite; she was meek; she steeled herself beforehand to hear without surprise; and the authority, also courteous to a degree, gave her a brief outline with illustrative story and quotation, of the point of view from which women were regarded in that country.


			She grasped it even more thoroughly than she had in India or China.


			We left Japan for Home, via Hawaii, and for days she was silent about the subject. Then, as the wide blue sea, the brilliant days spinning by, the smooth magnificence of our progress comforted her, she touched on it once more.


			“I’m trying not to feel about these particularly awful things, and not to judge, even, till I know more. These things are so; and my knowing them does not make them any worse than they were before.”


			“You’re a brave girl—and a strong one,” I assured her. “That’s the only way to do. I’m awfully sorry you had to have such a dose at first—this war, of all things; and then women in the East! I ought to have prepared you better.”


			“You could not have, dearest—it would have been impossible. No mere words could have made me visualize the inconceivable. And no matter how I came to it, slow or fast, the horror would have been the same. It is as impossible for me to make you see how I feel it now, as it would have been for you to make me feel it beforehand.”


			The voyage did her great good. She loved the sea, and gloried in the ships, doing her best to ignore the pitiful labor conditions of those who made the glory possible. Always she made friends—travelers, missionaries, business men, and women, wherever she found them. Yet, strangely enough, she seemed more at a loss with the women than with the men; seemed not to know, quite, how to approach them. It was not for lack of love and sympathy—far from it; she was eager to make friends with them. I finally worked out an explanation like this: She made friends with the men on the human side rather than attracting them by femininity; and as human beings they exchanged ideas and got on well together. The women were not so human; had a less wide outlook, less experience, as a rule. When she did get near enough to one of them for talk at all intimate, then came the ultra-feminine point of view, the different sense of social and moral values, the peculiar limitations of their position.


			I saw this, as reflected by Ellador, as I had never seen it for myself before. What I did not understand, at first, was why she seemed to flag in interest and in patience, with the women, sooner than with the men. She never criticised them, but I could see a puzzled grieved look come over her kind face and then she would withdraw.


			There were exceptions, marked ones. A woman doctor who had worked for years in China was going home for a long needed vacation, and Ellador was with her day after day, “learning,” she told me. And there was another, once a missionary, now a research worker in biology, who commanded her sincere admiration.


			We came to the lovely Hawaiian Islands, quite rested and refreshed, and arranged to stay there awhile and enjoy the splendor of those sea-girt mountains. Here her eager social interest was again aroused and she supplied herself with the history of this little sample of “social progress” most rapidly. There were plenty to teach her, a few excellent books to read, and numbers of most self-satisfied descendants of missionaries to boast of the noble work of their fathers.


			“This is very illuminating,” she told me. “It is a—what’s that nice word Professor Whiting used?—a microcosm—isn’t it?”


			By this time my dear investigator had as clear an idea of general human history as any one, not a specialist could wish; and had it in a very small notebook. While in England someone had given her Winwood Reade’s wonderful “Martyrdom of Man,” as good a basis for historical study as could be asked; and all the facts and theories she had been collecting since were duly related to her general views.


			“Here you have done it so quickly—inside of a century. Only 1820—and these nice gentle golden-colored people were living here by themselves.”


			“They weren’t always gentle—don’t idealize them too much!” I interrupted. “They had wars and quarrels, and they had a very horrid taboo religion—particularly hard on women.”


			“Yes—I know that—they weren’t ‘perfect, as we are,’ as Professor Boynton used to say; but they were beautiful and healthy and happy; they were courteous and kind; and oh, how splendidly they could swim! Even the babies, they tell me.”


			“I’ve understood a child can swim earlier than it can walk—did they tell you that?”


			“Yes—why not? But look here, my dear. Then came the missionaries and—interfered. Now these natives and owners of the land are only 15 per cent. of the population, with 20 per cent. of the deaths. They are dispossessed and are being exterminated.”


			“Yes,” I said. “Well?”


			Ellador looked at me. One could watch the expressions follow one another over her face, like cloud shadows and sunlight over a landscape. She looked puzzled; she evidently saw a reason. She became stern; then a further reason was recognized, and then that heavenly mother-look came over her, the one I had grown to prize most deeply.


			But all she said was: “I love you, Van.”


			“Thank Heaven for that, my dear. I thought you were going to cast me out because of the dispossessed Hawaiians. I didn’t do it—you’re not blaming me, are you?”


			“Did not—America—do it?” she asked, quietly. “And do you care at all?”


			Then I embarked on one of those confined and contradictory explanations by which the wolf who has eaten the lamb seeks to show how unavoidable—if not how justifiable it all was.


			“Do you feel like that about England’s taking the Boers’ country?” she asked gently.


			I did not. I had always felt that a particularly inexcusable piece of “expansion.”


			“And your country is not packed very close yet—is it? Having so much—why did you need these?”


			“We wanted to Christianize them—to civilize them,” I urged rather sulkily.


			“Do you think Christ would have had the same effect on them? And does civilization help dead people?”


			She saw I was hurt, and stopped to kiss me. “Let’s drop it, dear—I was wrong to press the point. But I’ve become so used to saying everything to you, just as if you were one of my sisters—I forget that things must look differently when one’s own country is involved.”


			She said no more about the vanishing Hawaiians, but I began to look at them with a very different feeling from what I had ever had before. We had brought them syphilis and tuberculosis. The Chinese brought them leprosy. One of their lovely islands was now a name of horror from that ghastly disease, a place where noble Christians strive to minimize the evil—too late.


			The missionaries, nobly purposed, no doubt, to begin with, had amassed great fortunes in land given to them by these careless children who knew so little of land ownership; and the children and grandchildren of the missionaries lived wealthy and powerful, proud of the “great work” of their forefathers, and apparently seeing no evil in the sad results. Perhaps they thought it was no matter how soon the natives died, so that they died Christians.


			And the civilization we have brought them means an endless day of labor, long hours of grinding toil for other people’s profit, in place of the clean ease and freedom of their own old life. Hard labor, disease, death; and the lasting consciousness of all this among their dwindling ranks; exclusion, social dissemination, industrial exploitation, approaching extermination—it is no wonder their music is mournful.


			I was glad to leave the lovely place; glad to put aside a sense of national guilt, and to see Ellador freshen again as the golden days and velvet nights flowed over us as we steamed toward the sunrise—and Home.


			There were plenty of Californians on board, both wise and unwise, and I saw my wife, with a constantly increasing ease and skill, extracting information from each and all she talked with. It is not difficult to extract information about California from a Californian. Not being one myself; and having more definite knowledge about my own country than I had had about most of the others we had visited, I was able to check off this triumphant flood of “boosting” with somewhat colder facts.


			Ellador liked it. “It does my heart good,” she said, “both to know that there is such a country on earth, and that people can care for it like that.”


			She particularly revelled in Ina Coolbrith’s exquisite poem “California,” so rich with tender pride, with vivid appreciation. Some devotee had the book with her, and poured forth a new torrent of praise over a fine list she had of “Californian authors.”


			This annoyed me rather more than real estate, climate, fruit or flowers; and having been somewhat browbeaten over Hawaii, I wanted to take it out of somebody else. I am not as good as Ellador; don’t pretend to be. At moments like that I don’t even want to be. So I said to this bubbling enthusiast: “Why do you call all these people ‘Californian authors?’”


			She looked at me in genuine surprise.


			“Were they born there?” I inquired. “Are they native sons or daughters?”


			She had to admit they were not, save in a few cases. We marked those who were—it was a most insufficient list.


			“But they lived in California,” she insisted.


			“How long?” I asked. “How long a visit or residence does it take to make an author a ‘Californian’—like Mark Twain, for instance? Is he ‘a Connecticut author’ because he lived more years than that in Connecticut, or ‘a New York author’ because he lived quite a while in New York?”


			She looked much annoyed, and I was not a bit sorry, but went on ruthlessly: “I think California is the only state in the Union that is not content with its own crop—but tries to claim everything in sight.”


			chapter v


			My Country


			


			IN THROUGH the Golden Gate we steamed at last, one glorious morning; calm Tamalpais basking on the northern side, and the billowing city rising tumultously on the southern, with the brilliant beauty of “The Fair” glowing on the water’s edge.


			I had been through before, and showed her through the glass as we passed, the Seal Rocks and the Cliff House with the great Sutro Baths beside it; and then the jewelled tower, the streaming banners of that wonder-city of a year.


			It was in February. There had been rain, and now the luminous rich green of the blazing sudden spring was cloaking every sloping shore. The long bay stretched wide on either hand; the fair bay cities opposite embroidered the western shore for miles; San Francisco rose before us.


			Ellador stood by my side, holding my arm with tense excitement. “Your country, dear!” she said. “How beautiful it is! I shall love it!”


			I was loving it myself, at that moment, as I never had before.


			Behind me was that long journey of us three adventurous explorers; our longer imprisonment, and then these travels of ours, through war-torn Europe, and the slow dark reaches of the Oriental civilization.


			“It certainly looks good to me!” I told her.


			We spent many days at the great Exposition, and others, later, at the still lovelier, smaller one at San Diego,—days of great happiness to both of us, and real pride to me. Later on I lost this feeling—replacing it with a growing discomfort.


			I suppose everyone loves and honors his own country—practically everyone. And we Americans, so young a people, so buoyantly carried along on the flood of easy geographical expansion, so suddenly increased in numbers, not by natural growth of our own stock but by crowding injections of alien blood, by vast hordes of low-grade laborers whose ignorant masses made our own ignorant masses feel superior to all the earth—we Americans are almost as boastful as the still newer Federation of Germany.


			I had thought myself a sociologist, an ethnologist, one able to judge fairly from wide knowledge. And yet, with all my knowledge, with all my lucid criticism of my country’s errors and shortcomings, I had kept an unshaken inner conviction of our superiority.


			Ellador had shaken it.


			It was not that she had found any fault with the institutions of my beloved land. Quite the contrary. She believed it faultless—or nearly so. She expected too much. Knowing her as I now did, becoming more and more familiar with the amazing lucidity and fairness of her mind, with its orderly marshalling of well-knit facts and the swinging searchlight of perception which covered every point in her field of vision, I had a strange helpless sense of coming to judgment.


			In Herland I had never fully realized the quality of mind developed by their cultural system. Some of its power and clarity was of course plain to us, but we could no more measure that mind than a child can measure its teacher’s. I had lived with it now, watched it work, seen it in relation to others, to those of learned men and women of various nations. There was no ostentation about Ellador’s intellectual processes. She made no display of learning, did not contradict and argue. Sometimes, in questions of fact, if it seemed essential to the matter under discussion, she would quote authority in opposition, but for the most part she listened, asking a few questions to satisfy herself as to the point of view of her interlocutor. I used to note with appreciative delight how these innocent, almost irrelevant questions would bring out answers each one of which was a branching guide-post as to the mind of the speaker. Sometimes just two would show him to be capable of believing flat contradictions, or merely one would indicate a limitation of knowledge or an attitude of prejudice which “placed” the man at once. These were not “smart” questions, with a flippantly triumphant and all-too-logical demand at the end, leaving the victim confused and angry. He never realized what was being done to him.


			“How do you have patience with these chumps?” I asked her. “They seem like children in your hands—and yet you don’t hurt them a bit.”


			“Perhaps that is why,” she answered gravely. “We are so used to children, at home—— And when a whole country is always, more or less, teaching children—why it makes us patient, I suppose. What good would it do to humiliate these people? They all know more than I do—about most things.”


			“They may know more, about some things, but it’s their mental processes that seem so muddy—so sticky—so slow and fumbling somehow.”


			“You’re right there, Van. It impresses me very much. There is an enormous fund of knowledge in the minds of your people—I mean any of these people I have met, but the minds themselves are—to me—astonishing. The Oriental mind is far more highly developed than the Occidental—in some lines; but as serenely unconscious of its limits as—as the other is. What strikes me most of all is the lack of connection between all this knowledge they have accumulated, and the way they live. I’m hoping to find it wholly different here. You Americans, I understand, are the people who do things.”


			Before I go on with Ellador’s impressions of America I want to explain a little further, lest my native-born fellow-citizens resent too bitterly her ultimate criticisms. She perhaps would not have published those criticisms at all; but I can—now.


			The sensitiveness I felt at first, the hurt pride, the honest pain, as my pet ideals inexorably changed color under that searchlight of hers, do what I would to maintain them in their earlier glory—all this is outgrown. I love my country, better than I ever did before. I understand it better—probably that accounts for the increased tenderness and patience. But if ever a country needed to wake up and look itself in the face, it is this one.


			Ellador, in that amazing little pocket history she compiled, had set up the “order of exercises” in our development, and placed the nations in due sequence as contributors. Running over its neat pages, with the outline maps, the charts with their varied washes of color, showing this or that current of tendency and pressure of condition, one gathered at once a clear bird’s eye view of what humanity had been doing all this time. She speculated sagely, with me, as to what trifling deflection of type, what variation in environment, was responsible for the divigation of races; especially those of quite recent common stock. But in the little book was no speculation, merely the simple facts.


			Referring to it she could show in a few moments what special influences made Egypt Egypt, and differentiated Assyria from Chaldea. She shook her head sadly over those long early ages.


			“They were slow to learn, weren’t they?” she’d say; “Never seemed to put two and two together at all. I suppose that peculiar arrest of the mental processes was due first to mere social inertia, with its piled up weight of custom, and then much more to religion. That finality, that ‘believing’, seemed to put an end to real thinking and learning.”


			“But, my dear,” I interposed, “they were learned, surely. The ancient priests had practically all the learning, and in the Dark Ages, the Church in Europe was all that kept learning alive at all.”


			“Do you mean ‘learning’, dear, or just ‘remembering’?” she asked. “What did the Mediaeval Church ‘learn’?”


			This was a distinction I had never thought of. Of course what we have always called “learning” was knowing what went before—long before—and mostly what people had written. Still I made out something of a case about the study of alchemy and medicine—which she gravely admitted.


			It remained true that the Church, any church, in any period, had set its face like a flint against the people’s learning anything new; and, as we commonly know, had promptly punished the most progressive.


			“It is a wonder to me,” said Ellador, tenderly, “that you have done as well as you have—with all these awful handicaps. But you—America!—you have a different opportunity. I don’t suppose you quite realize yourselves what a marvellous difference there is between you and every other people on earth.”


			Then she pointed out, briefly, how by the start in religious rebellion we had set free the mind from its heaviest shackles; by throwing off the monarchy and aristocracy we had escaped another weight; how our practically unlimited area and fluctuating condition made custom but a name; and how the mixture of races broke the current of heredity.


			All this we had gone over on the steamer, sitting by the hour in our long chairs, watching the big smooth swells roll by, and talking of my country.


			“You have reason to be proud,” she would say. “No people on earth ever had such a chance.”


			I used to feel misgivings then, especially after Hawaii. I tried to arrange some satisfying defense for our treatment of the Asiatics, the Negroes, Mexico. I thought up all that I could to excuse the open evils that I knew—intemperance, prostitution, graft, lynching. I began to see more holes in the bright fabric of Columbia’s robe than I had ever noticed before—and bigger ones. But at that I did not anticipate——.


			We spent several weeks in California. I took her to see Shasta, the Yosemite, the cedars of Monterey, the Big Trees, the Imperial Valley. All through the country she poured out constant praises of the boundless loveliness of the land, the air, the sunshine, even the rain. Rain did not depress Ellador—she was a forester.


			And she read, avidly. She read John Muir with rapture. “How I should have loved him!” she said. She read the brief history of the state, and some books about it—Ramona, for instance. She visited and talked with some leading Japanese—and Chinamen. And she read steadily, with a fixed non-committal face, the newspapers.


			If I asked her anything about it all she would pour forth honest delight in the flowers and fruit, the beauty and brightness of the land. If I pressed for more, she would say: “Wait, Van dear—give me time. I’ve only just come—I don’t know enough yet to talk!”


			But, I knowing how quickly she learned, and how accurately she related new knowledge to old, watched her face with growing dismay. In Europe I had seen that beautiful face pale with horror; in Asia, sicken with loathing; now, after going around the world; after reaching this youngest land, this land of hope and pride, of wealth and power, I saw that face I loved so well, set in sad lines of disappointment—fairly age before my eyes.


			She was still cheerful, with me, still happy out of doors; and her heart rose as I had hoped it would among the mountains, on the far-spread lustrous deserts, in that wordless wonder, the Grand Canyon of the Colorado.


			But as she read, as she sat thinking, I could see the light die out of her face and a depressing look creep over it; a look of agonized disappointment, yet of patience too—and a courageous deep determination. It was as if a mother had learned that her baby was an idiot. * * *


			As we drew eastward and the cities grew larger, noiser, blacker, her distress increased. She began to urge me to play games with her; to read aloud from books she loved; and especially to talk of Herland.


			I was willing; more than willing. As I saw my country through her eyes—as I saw its effect on her—I became less and less inclined, indeed less able, to discuss it with her. But the tension grew; her suffering increased; until I told her as I had that terrible night in Europe, that she must talk to me about it.


			“You see you will have to, whether you want to or not,” I argued. “You cannot take all America to task about itself—you would get yourself disliked. Besides—if you don’t want to tell them about your country—and if you pitch into theirs, they will insist on knowing where you come from, quite naturally. I can’t bear to see you getting more and more distressed and saying nothing about it. Besides—it is barely possible that I might offer some palliation, or explanation, of some of the worst things.”


			“What do you consider ‘the worst things’?” she asked casually enough.


			But I was already wise enough to see at once that we might not agree on definition.


			“Suppose we do this,” I suggested. “Here are you, as extramundane as a Martian. You are like an Investigating Committee from another world. Quite apart from my love for you, my sympathy with you, my admiration for you—yes, all serious and sincere, my dear—I do appreciate this unparalleled opportunity to get a real outsider’s point of view.


			“This is something that never happened before, you see; Marco Polo came nearest to it, perhaps, when he went poking into the Asiatic wonderland. But these old adventurers of ours, whatever their hardships, never took it so hard as you do. They enjoyed satisfying their curiosity; they always thought their own birthplace infinitely superior, and the more inferior they found other places the more they enjoyed it. Now with you—it seems to hurt your feelings most horribly. I wish you could somehow detach yourself from it—so that you could learn, and not suffer.”


			“You are quite right, dear boy—it is most unphilosophical of me. I suppose it is largely a result of our long period of—lovingness—at home, that things strike so harshly on my mind.”


			“And partly your being a woman, don’t you think?” I urged. “You see yours is a feminine culture and naturally more sensitive, isn’t it?”


			“Perhaps that is it,” she said, pondering. “The very first thing that strikes me in this great rich lovely land of yours is its unmotherliness. We are of course used to seeing everything taken care of.”


			“But surely, it was worse—far worse—in the other countries wasn’t it?”


			She smiled tenderly and sadly. “Yes, Van, it was—but here—well, doubtless I expected too much.”


			“But isn’t there some comfort in the contrast?” I asked eagerly. “Here is not the petrified oppression, the degradation of women, that so sickened you in Asia; and here is not the wild brutality of war that so horrified you in Europe.”


			“No—not either of those,” she slowly agreed. “But you see I had warning that Europe was at war, and had read about it a little. It was like going into a—a slaughter-house, for the first time.


			“Then all I learned in my studies in Europe prepared me to find what I did find in Asia—Asia was in some ways better than I had been told—in some ways worse. But here! * * * Oh, Van!” That look of gray anguish had settled on her face again. She seized my arms, held me fast, searched my face as if I was withholding something. Big slow tears welled over and dropped. “This is the top of the tree, Van; this is the last young nation, beginning over again in a New World—a New World! Here was everything to make life richly happy—everything. And you had all the dreadful record of the past to guide you, to teach you at least what not to do. You had courage; you had independence; you had intelligence, education, opportunity. And such splendid principles to start with—such high ideals. And then all kinds of people coming! Oh, surely, surely, surely this should be the Crown of the World!


			“Why, Van—Europe was like a man with—with delirium tremens. Asia was like something gnarled and twisted with hopeless age. But America is a Splendid Child . . . with . . .” She covered her face with her hands.


			I couldn’t stand this. I was an American, and she was my wife. I took her in my arms.


			“Look here, you blessed Herlander,” I said, “I’m not going to have my country wiped off the map in disgrace. You must remember that all judgment is comparative. You cannot compare any other country with your country for two reasons; first your long isolation, and second that miraculous manlessness of yours.


			“This world of ours has been in more or less intercourse and exchange for many more thousands of years than Herland has lived. We Americans were not a new created race—we were just English and Dutch and French and Scandinavian and Italian, and so on—just everybody. We brought with us our inherited tendencies, of course—all of them. And while we did make a clean break with some of the old evils, we had no revelation as to a perfect social method. You are expecting too much . . .


			“Don’t you see,” I went on, for she said nothing, “that a Splendid Child may be a pretty bad child, sometimes, and may have the measles pretty hard—and yet not be hopeless?”


			She raised her wet face from my shoulder and her own warm loving smile illuminated it once more.


			“You’re right, Van, you’re wholly right,” she agreed. “I was most unreasonable, most unwise. It is just a piece of the same world—a lot of pieces—mixed samples—on a new piece of ground. And it was a magnificent undertaking—I can see that—and you are young, aren’t you? Oh, Van dear, you do make it easier.”


			I held her very close for awhile. This journey among strange lands had brought me one deep joy. Ellador had grown to need me as she never did in her own peaceful home.


			“You see, dearest,” I said, “you have a dual mission. You are to study all about the world and take your knowledge back with you—but all you need of it there is to decide whether you’ll come out and play with us or not—or let any more of us come in. Then you have what I, as a citizen of the rest of the world—rather the biggest part of it, consider a more important duty. If that Herland mind of yours can find out what ails us—and how we are to mend it; if your little country with its strange experiment can bring aid in solving the problems of the world—that is what I call a Historic Mission! How does that strike you, Mrs. Jennings?”


			It was good to see her rise to it. That wonderful motherheart, which all those women had, seemed to shine out like a sunrise. I went on, delighted with my success.


			“I’ll just forget I’m an American,” I said. “This country is The Child. I’m not its father or anything—I’m just a doctor, a hygienist, an investigator. You’re another—and a bigger one. Now I understand that you find The Child is in a bad way—worse off than I thought it was. To judge from your expression, dear, on several occasions, you think it is a very dirty child, a careless child, a wasteful child, with a bad temper and no manners—am I right?”


			“Not about the temper, dear. Pettish at times, but not vindictive, and very, very kind. . . . Van . . . I think I’ve been too hard on The Child! I’m quite ashamed. Yes, we are two investigators—I’m so glad there are two!”


			She stopped and looked at me with an expression I never saw enough of, that I used to long for in vain, at first; that look as if she needed me.


			“No matter what we have in Herland,” she said slowly, “we miss this—this united feeling. It grows, Van; I feel more and more as if—somehow or other—we were really blended. We have nothing just like it.”


			“No, you haven’t—with all your Paradise. So let’s allow some good things in your ‘case’, and particularly in this case of the bad child. And we’ll pitch in and work out a diagnosis—won’t we? And then prescribe.”


			We pitched in.


			First she had insisted on knowing the whole country. We made a sort of spiral, beginning on the outside, and circulated south, east, north, west, and so over again; till we wound ourselves up in Topeka. By that time we had been in every state, in all the principal cities, and in many of those tiny towns which are more truly indicative of the spirit of the community than the larger ones.


			When we were interested in a given place we would stay awhile—there was nothing to hurry us; and when Ellador showed signs of wear and tear there was always some sweet wild country to fly to, and rest. She sampled both sea-coasts, the Great Lakes, and some little ones, many a long winding river, mountains wooded and mountains bare; the restful plains, the shadowy cypress swamps.


			Her prompt reaction to the beauty of the real country was always beneficial, and, to my great delight she grew to love it, and even to feel a pride in its vast extent and variety—just as I did. We both admitted that it was a most illegitimate ground for pride, but we both felt it.


			As she saw more of the cities, and of the people, by mere usage she grew accustomed to what had grieved her most at first. Also I suggested a method which she gladly used, and found most comforting, in which we classified all the evils as “transient,” and concerned ourselves merely with finding out how they came there and how to remove them.


			“Some of these things you’ll just outgrow,” she said relievedly. “Some are already outgrown. America is not nearly so—cocky—as Dickens found her. She is now in an almost morbid attitude of self-distrust and condemnation—but she’ll outgrow that too.”


			It was a great relief to me to have her push through that period of shocked disappointment so readily. But of course the vigor of her mental constitution made it possible for her to throw off a trouble like that more easily than we can do it.


			She soon devised methods of her own of acquiring further information. In her capacity of a traveler, and recently come from the seat of war, to say nothing of the Orient, she found frequent opportunity for addressing women’s clubs, churches and forums of various kinds, and so coming in touch with large bodies of people, and their reactions.


			“I am learning to realize ‘the popular mind’,” she said. “I can already distinguish between the different parts of the country. And, oh, Van——” she laughed a little, caught her breath over, and added with an odd restraint: “I’m getting to know the—women.”


			“Why do you say it like that?” I inquired.


			She looked at me in what I might describe as “forty ways at once.” It was funny. There was such an odd mixture of pride and shame, of hope and disillusionment; of a high faith and a profound distrust.


			“I can stand it,” she protested. “The Child is by no means hopeless—in fact I begin to think it is a very promising child, Van. But, oh, how it does behave!”


			And she laughed.


			I was a little resentful. We were such good chums by this time; we had played together such a lot, and studied together so widely; we had such a safe foundation of mutual experience that I began to dare to make fun of my strange Princess now and then, and she took it most graciously.


			“There’s one thing I won’t stand for,” I told her solemnly. “You can call my country a desert, my people incompetent, dishonest, wasteful and careless to a degree; you can blackguard our agriculture, horticulture, aboriculture, floriculture, viticulture, and—and—(“Apiculture,” she suggested, with a serious face.)—you can deride our architecture and make trivial objections to the use of soot as a civic decoration; but there is one thing I, as an American Man, will not stand—you mustn’t criticize our Women!”


			“I won’t,” she said meekly, a twinkle in her eye. “I won’t say one word about them, dear—until you ask me to!”


			Whereat I knew that my doom was sealed once more. Could I rest without knowing what she thought of them?


			chapter vi


			The Diagnosis


			


			“HOW ARE you getting on with ‘The Case,’ Mrs. J.?” I asked Ellador one evening when she seemed rather discouraged. “What symptoms are worrying you most now?”


			She looked at me with wide anxious eyes, too much in earnest to mind the “Mrs. J.,” which usually rather teased her.


			“It’s an awfully important case, Van dear,” she answered soberly, “and a serious one—very serious, I think. I’ve been reading a lot, had to, to get background and perspective, and I feel as if I understood a good deal better. Still——. You helped me ever so much by saying that you were not new people, just mixed Europeans. But the new country and the new conditions began to make you all into a new people. Only——.”


			“These pauses are quite terrifying,” I protested. “Won’t you explain your ominous ‘still,’ and sinister ‘only’!”


			She smiled a little. “Why the ‘still’ should have been followed by the amount which I did not understand, and the ‘only’——.” She stopped again.


			“Well, out with it, my dear. Only what?”


			“Only you have done it too fast and too much in the dark. You weren’t conscious you see.”


			“Not conscious—America not conscious?”


			“Not self-conscious, I mean, Van.”


			This I scouted entirely, till she added patiently: “Perhaps I should say nationally conscious, or socially conscious. You were plunged into an enormous social enterprise, a huge swift, violent experiment; the current of social evolution burst forth over here like a subterranean river finding an outlet. Things that the stratified crust of Asia could not let through, and the heavy shell of European culture could not either, just burst forth over here and swept you along. Democracy had been—accumulating, through all the centuries. The other nations forced it back, held it down. It boiled over in France, but the lid was clapped on again for awhile. Here it could pour forward—and it poured. Then all the people of the same period of social development wanted to come too, and did,—lots of them. That was inevitable. All that ‘America’ means in this sense is a new phase of social development, and anyone can be an American who belongs to it.”


			“Guess you are right so far, Mrs. Doctor. Go ahead!”


			“But while this was happening to you, you were doing things yourselves, some of them in line with your real position and movement, some dead against it. For instance, your religion.”


			“Religion against what? Expound further.”


			“Against Democracy.”


			“You don’t mean the Christian religion, do you?” I urged, rather shocked.


			“Oh, no, indeed. That would have been a great help to the world if they had ever taken it up.”


			I was always entertained and somewhat startled by Ellador’s detached view. She knew the same facts so familiar to us, but they had not the same connotations.


			“I think Jesus was simply wonderful,” she went on. “What a pity it was he did not live longer!”


			This was a new suggestion to me. Of course I no longer accepted that pitiful old idea of his being a pre-arranged sacrifice to his own father, but I never deliberately thought of his having continued alive, and its possible effects.


			“He is supposed to have been executed at about the age of thirty-three, was he not?” she went on. “Think of it—hardly a grown man! He should have had thirty or forty more years of teaching. It would all have become clearer, more consistent. He would have worked things out, explained them, made people understand. He would have made clear to them what they were to do. It was an awful loss.”


			I said nothing at all, but watched the sweet earnest face, the wise far-seeing eyes, and really agreed with her, though in my mind rose a confused dim throng of horrified objections belonging not to my own mind, but to those of other people.


			“Tell me how you mean that our religion was against democracy,” I persisted.


			“It was so personal,” she said, “and so unjust. There must have crept into it, in early times, a lot of the Buddhist philosophy, either direct or filtered, the ‘acquiring merit’ idea, and ascetism. The worst part of all was the idea of sacrifice—that is so ancient. Of course what Jesus meant was social unity, that your neighbor was yourself—that we were all one humanity—‘many gifts, but the same spirit.’ He must have meant that—for that is So.


			“What I mean by ‘your religion’ is the grade of Calvinism which dominated young America, with the still older branches, and the various small newer ones. It was all so personal. My soul—my salvation. My conscience—my sins. And here was the great living working truth of democracy carrying you on in spite of yourselves—E Pluribus Unum.


			“Your economic philosophy was dead against it too—that foolish laissez-faire idea. And your politics, though what was new in it started pretty well, has never been able to make much headway against the highest religious sanction, the increasing economic pressure, and the general drag of custom and tradition—inertia.”


			“You are somewhat puzzling, my fair Marco Polo,” I urged. “So you mean to extol our politics, American politics?”


			“Why of course!” she said, her eyes shining. “The principles of democracy are wholly right. The law of federation, the method of rotation in office, the stark necessity for general education that the people may understand clearly, the establishment of liberty—that they may act freely—it is splendidly, gloriously right! But why do I say this to an American!”


			“I wish you could say it to every American man, woman, and child,” I answered soberly. “Of course we used to feel that way about it, but things have changed somehow.”


			“Yes, yes,” she went on eagerly. “That’s what I mean. You started right, for the most part, but those highminded brave old ancestors of yours did not understand sociology—how should they? it wasn’t even born. They did not know how society worked, or what would hurt it the most. So the preachers went on exhorting the people to save their own souls, or get it done for them by imputed virtues of someone else—and no one understood the needs of the country.


			“Why, Van! Vandyke Jennings! As I understand more and more how noble and courageous and high-minded was this Splendid Child, and then see it now, bloated and weak, with unnatural growth, preyed on by all manner of parasites inside and out, attacked by diseases of all kinds, sneered at, criticized, condemned by the older nations, and yet bravely stumbling on, making progress in spite of it all—I’m getting to just love America!”


			That pleased me, naturally, but I didn’t like her picture of my country as bloated and verminous. I demanded explanation.


			“Do you think we’re too big?” I asked. “Too much country to be handled properly?”


			“Oh, no!” she answered promptly. “Not too big in land. That would have been like the long lean lines of youth, the far-reaching bones of a country gradually rounding out and filling in as you grow. But you couldn’t wait to grow, you just—swelled.”


			“What on earth do you mean, Ellador?”


			“You have stuffed yourself with the most ill-assorted and unassimilable mass of human material that ever was held together by artificial means,” she answered remorselessly. “You go to England, and the people are English. Only three per cent. of aliens even in London, I understand. And in France the people are French—bless them! And in Italy, Italian. But here—it’s no wonder I was discouraged at first. It has taken a lot of study and hard thinking, to see a way out at all. But I do see it. It was simply awful when I began.


			“Just look! Here you were, a little band of really promising people, of different nations, yet of the same general stock, and like-minded—that was the main thing. The real union is the union of idea; without that—no nation. You made settlements, you grew strong and bold, you shook off the old government, you set up a new flag, and then——!”


			“Then,” said I proudly, “we opened our arms to all the world, if that is what you are finding fault with. We welcomed other people to our big new country—‘the poor and oppressed of all nations!’” I quoted solemnly.


			“That’s what I mean by saying you were ignorant of sociology,” was her cheerful reply. “It never occurred to you that the poor and oppressed were not necessarily good stuff for a democracy.”


			I looked at her rather rebelliously.


			“Why just study them,” she went on, in that large sweeping way of hers. “Hadn’t there been poor and oppressed enough in the past? In Chaldaea and Assyria and Egypt and Rome—in all Europe—everywhere? Why, Van, it is the poor and oppressed who make monarchy and despotism—don’t you see that?”


			“Hold on, my dear—hold on! This is too much. Are you blaming the poor helpless things for their tyrannical oppression?”


			“No more than I blame an apple-tree for bearing apples,” she answered. “You don’t seriously advance the idea that the oppressor began it, do you? Just one oppressor jumping on the necks of a thousand free men? Surely you see that the general status and character of a people creates and maintains its own kind of government?”


			“Y-e-es,” I agreed. “But all the same, they are human, and if you give them proper conditions they can all rise—surely we have proved that.”


			“Give them proper conditions, and give them time—yes.”


			“Time! They do it in one generation. We have citizens, good citizens, of all races, who were born in despotic countries, all equal in our democracy.”


			“How many Chinese and Japanese citizens have you?” she asked quietly. “How are your African citizens treated in this ‘equal’ democracy!”


			This was rather a facer.


			“About the first awful mistake you made was in loading yourself up with those reluctant Africans,” Ellador went on. “If it wasn’t so horrible, it would be funny, awfully funny. A beautiful healthy young country, saddling itself with an antique sin every other civilized nation had repudiated. And here they are, by millions and millions, flatly denied citizenship, socially excluded, an enormous alien element in your democracy.”


			“They are not aliens,” I persisted stoutly. “They are Americans, loyal Americans; they make admirable soldiers——”


			“Yes, and servants. You will let them serve you and fight for you—but that’s all, apparently. Nearly a tenth of the population, and not part of the democracy. And they never asked to come!”


			“Well,” I said, rather sullenly. “I admit it—everyone does. It was an enormous costly national mistake, and we paid for it heavily. Also it’s there yet, an unsolved question. I admit it all. Go on please. We were dead wrong on the blacks, and pretty hard on the reds; we may be wrong on the yellows. I guess this is a white man’s country, isn’t it? You’re not objecting to the white immigrants, are you?”


			“To legitimate immigrants, able and willing to be American citizens, there can be no objection, unless even they come too fast. But to millions of deliberately imported people, not immigrants at all, but victims, poor ignorant people scraped up by paid agents, deceived by lying advertisements, brought over here by greedy American ship owners and employers of labor—there are objections many and strong.”


			“But, Ellador—even granting it is as you say, they too can be made into American citizens, surely?”


			“They can be, but are they? I suppose you all tacitly assume that they are; but an outsider does not see it. We have been all over the country now, pretty thoroughly. I have met and talked with people of all classes and all races, both men and women. Remember I’m new to ‘the world,’ and I’ve just come here from studying Europe, and Asia, and Africa. I have the hinterland of history pretty clearly summarized, though of course I can’t pretend to be thorough, and I tell you, Van, there are millions of people in your country who do not belong to it at all.”


			She saw that I was about to defend our foreign born, and went on:


			“I do not mean the immigrants solely. There are Bostonians of Beacon Hill who belong in London; there are New Yorkers of five generations who belong in Paris; there are vast multitudes who belong in Berlin, in Dublin, in Jerusalem; and there are plenty of native Sons and Daughters of the Revolution who are aristocrats, plutocrats, anything but democrats.”


			“Why of course there are! We believe in having all kinds—there’s room for everybody—this is the ‘melting-pot,’ you know.”


			“And do you think that you can put a little of everything into a melting-pot and produce a good metal? Well fused and flawless? Gold, silver, copper and iron, lead, radium, pipe clay, coal dust, and plain dirt?”


			A simile is an untrustworthy animal if you ride it too hard. I grinned and admitted that there were limits to the powers of fusion.


			“Please understand,” she urged gently. “I am not looking down on one kind of people because they are different from others. I like them all. I think your prejudice against the black is silly, wicked, and—hypocritical. You have no idea how ridiculous it looks, to an outsider, to hear your Southern enthusiasts raving about the horrors of ‘miscegenation’ and then to count the mulattos, quadroons, octoroons and all the successive shades by which the black race becomes white before their eyes. Or to see them shudder at ‘social equality’ while the babies are nourished at black breasts, and cared for in their most impressionable years by black nurses—their children!”


			She stopped at that, turned away from me and walked to the opposite window, where she stood for some time with her hands clenched and her shoulders heaving.


			“Where was I?” she asked presently, definitely dropping the question of children. “Black—yes, and how about the yellow? Do they ‘melt’? Do you want them to melt? Isn’t your exclusion of them an admission that you think some kinds of people unassimilable? That democracy must pick and choose a little?”


			“What would you have us do?” I asked rather sullenly. “Exclude everybody? Think we are superior to the whole world?”


			Ellador laughed, and kissed me. “I think you are,” she whispered tenderly. “No—I don’t mean that at all. It would be too great a strain on the imagination! If you want a prescription—far too late—it is this: Democracy is a psychic relation. It requires the intelligent conscious co-operation of a great many persons all ‘equal’ in the characteristics required to play that kind of a game. You could have safely welcomed to your great undertaking people of every race and nation who were individually fitted to assist. Not by any means because they were ‘poor and oppressed,’ nor because of that glittering generality that ‘all men are born free and equal,’ but because the human race is in different stages of development, and only some of the races—or some individuals in a given race—have reached the democratic stage.”


			“But how could we discriminate?”


			“You mustn’t ask me too much, Van. I’m a stranger; I don’t know all I ought to, and, of course I’m all the time measuring by my background of experience in my own country. I find you people talk a good bit about the Brotherhood of Man, but you haven’t seemed to think about the possibilities of a sisterhood of women.”


			I looked up alertly, but she gave a mischievous smile and shook her head. “You do not want to hear about the women, I remember. But seriously, dear, this is one of the most dangerous mistakes you have made; it complicates everything. It makes your efforts to establish democracy like trying to make a ship go by steam and at the same time admitting banks of oars, masses of sails and cordage, and mere paddles and outriggers.”


			“You can certainly make some prescription for this particularly dreadful state, can’t you?” I urged. “Sometimes ‘an outsider’ can see better than those who are—being melted.”


			She pondered awhile, then began slowly: “Legitimate immigration is like the coming of children to you,—new blood for the nation, citizens made, not born. And they should be met like children, with loving welcome, with adequate preparation, with the fullest and wisest education for their new place. Where you have that crowded little filter on Ellis Island, you ought to have Immigration Bureaus on either coast, at ports so specified, with a great additional department to definitely Americanize the newcomers, to teach them the language, spirit, traditions and customs of the country. Talk about offering hospitality to all the world! What kind of hospitality is it to let your guests crowd and pack into the front hall, and to offer them neither bed, bread nor association? That’s what I mean by saying that you are not conscious. You haven’t taken your immigration seriously enough. The consequence is that you are only partially America, an America clogged and confused, weakened and mismanaged, for lack of political compatibility.”


			“Is this all?” I asked after a little. “You make me feel as if my country was a cross between a patchwork quilt and a pudding stone.”


			“Oh, dear, no!” she cheerfully assured me. “That’s only a beginning of my diagnosis. The patient’s worst disease was that disgraceful out-of-date attack of slavery, only escaped by a surgical operation, painful, costly, and not by any means wholly successful. The second is this chronic distension from absorbing too much and too varied material, just pumping it in at wild speed. The third is the most conspicuously foolish of all—to a Herlander.”


			“Oh—leaving the women out?”


			“Yes. It’s so—so—well, I can’t express to you how ridiculous it looks.”


			“We’re getting over it,” I urged. “Eleven states now, you know—it’s getting on.”


			“Oh, yes, yes, it’s getting on. But I’m looking at your history, and your conditions, and your loud complaints, and then to see this great mass of fellow-citizens treated as if they weren’t there—it is unbelievable!”


			“But I told you about that before we came,” said I. “I told you in Herland—you knew it.”


			“I knew it, truly. But, Van, suppose anyone had told you that in Herland women were the only citizens—would that have prevented your being surprised?”


			I looked back for a moment, remembering how we men, after living there so long, after “knowing” that women were the only citizens, still never got over the ever recurring astonishment of realizing it.


			“No wonder it surprises you, dear,—I should think it would. But go on about the women.”


			“I’m not touching on the women at all, Van. This is only in treating of democracy—of your country and what ails it. You see——”


			“Well, dear? See what?”


			“It is so presumptuous of me to try to explain democracy to you, an American citizen. Of course you understand, but evidently the country at large doesn’t. In a monarchy you have this one allowed Ruler, and his subordinate rulers, and the people submit to them. Sometimes it works very well, but in any case it is something done for and to the people by someone they let do it.


			“A democracy, a real one, means the people socially conscious and doing it themselves—doing it themselves! Not just electing a Ruler and subordinates and submitting to them—transferring the divine right of kings to the divine right of aldermen or senators. A democracy is a game everybody has to play—has to—else it is not a democracy. And here you people deliberately left out half!”


			“But they never had been ‘in’; you know, in the previous governments.”


			“Now, Van—that’s really unworthy of you. As subjects they were the same as men, and as queens they were the same as kings. But you began a new game—that you said must be ‘by the people’—and so on, and left out half.”


			“It was—funny,” I admitted, “and unfortunate. But we’re improving. Do go on.”


			“That’s three counts, I believe,” she agreed. “Next lamentable mistake,—failure to see that democracy must be economic.”


			“Meaning socialism?”


			“No, not exactly. Meaning what Socialism means, or ought to mean. You could not have a monarchy where the king was in no way different from his subjects. A monarchy must be expressed not only in the immediate symbols of robe and crown, throne and sceptre, but in the palace and the court, the list of lords and gentlemen-in-waiting. It’s all part of monarchy.


			“So you cannot have a democracy while there are people markedly differentiated from the others, with symbolism of dress and decoration, with courts and palaces and crowds of servitors.”


			“You can’t expect all the people to be just alike, can you?”


			“No, nor even to be ‘equal.’ Some people will always be more valuable than others, and some more useful than others; but a poet, a blacksmith, and a dancing master might all be friends and fellow-citizens in a true democratic sense. Your millionaires vote and your day-laborers vote, but it does not bring them together as fellow citizens. That’s why your little old New England towns and your fresh young western ones, have more of ‘America’ in them than is possible—could ever be possible—in such a political menagerie as New York, for instance.”


			“Meaning the Tiger?” I inquired.


			“Including the Tiger, with the Elephant, the Moose and the Donkey—especially the Donkey! No—I do not really mean those—totems. I mean the weird collection of political methods, interests, stages of growth.


			“New York’s an oligarchy; it’s a plutocracy; it’s a hierarchy; it reverts to the clan system with its Irishmen, and back of that, to the patriarchy, with its Jews. It’s anything and everything you like—but it’s not a democracy.”


			“If it was, what would it do to prove it? Just what do you expect of what you call democracy? Don’t you idealize it?” I asked.


			“No.” She shook her head decidedly. “I do not idealize it. I’m familiar with it, you see—we have one at home, you know.”


			So they had. I had forgotten. In fact I had not very clearly noticed. We had been so much impressed by their all being women that we had not done justice to their political development.


			“It’s no miracle,” she said. “Just people co-operating to govern themselves. We have universal suffrage, you know, and train our children in the use of it before they come to the real thing. That far-seeing Mr. Gill is trying to do that in your public schools, I notice, and Mr. George of the Junior Republics. It requires a common knowledge of the common need, local self-management, recognizing the will of the majority, and a big ceaseless loving effort to make the majority wiser. It’s surely nothing so wonderful, Van, for a lot of intelligent people to get together and manage their common interests.”


			It certainly had worked well in Herland. So well, so easily, so smoothly, that it was hardly visible.


			“But the people who get together have got to be within reach of one another,” she went on. “They’ve got to have common interests. What united action can you expect between Fifth Avenue and—Avenue A?”


			“I’ve had all I can stand for one dose, my lady,” I now protested. “From what you have said I should think your ‘Splendid Child’ would have died in infancy—a hundred years ago. But we haven’t you see. We’re alive and kicking—especially kicking. I have faith in my country yet.”


			“It is still able to lead the world—if it will,” she agreed. “It has still all the natural advantages it began with, and it has added new ones. I’m not despairing, nor blaming, Van—I’m diagnosing, and pretty soon I’ll prescribe. But just now I suggest that we change politics for tennis.”


			We did. I can still beat her at tennis—having played fifteen years to her one—but not so often as formerly.


			chapter vii


			In Our Homes


			


			IF THERE was one thing more than another I had wanted to show Ellador it was our homes,—my home, of course, and others that I knew.


			In all the peace and beauty of Herland there was nowhere the small lit circle of intimate love and mutually considered comfort which means so much to us. The love, the comfort, were everywhere, to be sure, but that was different. It was like reflected lighting instead of a lamp on the center table; it was like an evenly steam-heated house, instead of one with an open fire in each room. We had missed those fires, so warm to the front, so inadequate on the back, so inclusive of those who can sit near it, so exclusive of everyone else.


			Now, as we visited far and wide, and as Ellador, in her new capacity as speaker to clubs and churches went farther and wider, she was becoming well acquainted with our American homes, it seemed to me.


			But it did not satisfy her. She had become more and more the sociologist, the investigator.


			“They are all alike,” she said. “The people vary, of course, but the setting is practically the same. Why, Van—in all my visits, in so many states, in so many kind families, I’ve found the most amusing similarity in homes. I can find the bathroom in the dark; I know just what they’ll have for breakfast; there seem to be only some eight or ten dinners or luncheons known.”


			I was a little nettled,—just a little.


			“There is a limit to edible animals, if that’s what you mean,” I protested. “Beef and veal, mutton and lamb, pig,—fresh, salted and smoked—poultry and game. Oh, and fish.”


			“That’s ten, and can be stretched, of course. No, I don’t mean the basis of supplies. I mean only the lack of—of specialization in it all. You see the women have talked with me—eagerly. It really is pathetic, Van, the effort—effort—effort, to do what ought to be so easy. And the expense!”


			“We know it is laborious, but most women hold it is their duty, dear. Of course, I agree with you, but most of our people don’t, you see. And the men, I’m afraid, consider their own comfort.”


			“I only wish they did,” she remarked, surprisingly. “But I’m studying the home not merely on the economic side; I’m studying it as a world institution—it’s new to me, you see. Europe—Africa—Asia—the Islands—America—see here, dear, we haven’t seen South America. Let’s learn Spanish and go!”


			Elladore spoke of learning a new language as if it were a dance, a brief and entertaining process. We did it, too; at least she did. I knew some Spanish already and polished it up with her new enthusiasm to help. It was not until observing her intellectual processes in our journeyings together that I had realized the potential energy of the Herland mind. Its breadth and depth, its calm control, its rationality, its fertility of resource, were apparent while we were there, but accustomed as I was to the common limitations of our own minds, to the narrow specialization with accompanying atrophy of other powers, to the “brain-fag” and mental breakdown, with all the deadly lower grades of feeble-mindedness and last gulf of insanity—I had not realized that these disabilities were unknown in Herland. A healthy brain does not show, any more than a sick one, and the airy strength of a bounding acrobat can hardly be judged if you see him in a hammock.


			For this last year or two I was observing a Herland brain at work, assimilating floods of new impressions, suffering keen and severe emotional shocks, hampered by an inevitable nostalgia, and yet picking up languages in passing as one picks flowers by the roadside.


			We made our trip to South America, with Spanish history carefully laid in beforehand, and learned what everyone of us ignorant United Statesians ought to know,—that “America” is a world-spanning double continent, not merely a patch on one, and that, if we do our duty by our brother countries, we may some day fill out legitimately that large high-sounding name of ours and really be The United States of America.


			“I certainly have enough data now to be fair in my deduction,” Ellador said, on our home trip. “It has been awfully interesting, visiting your world. And coming back to your country now, with wider knowledge and a background of experience, I think I can be fairer to it. So if you’re ready, we’ll go back to where we left off that day I jumped to South America.”


			She turned over her book of notes on the United States and looked at me cheerfully.


			“Homes,” she said, “The Home, The American Home—and the homes of all the rest of the world, past and present——”


			I tucked the Kenwood rug closer about her feet, settled my own, and prepared to listen.


			“Yes, ma’am. Here you and I, at great expense, have circled the habitable globe, been most everywhere except to Australasia and South Africa—spent a good year canvassing the U. S.—and if you’re not ready to give us your diagnosis—and prescriptions—why, I shall lose faith in Herland!”


			“Want it for the world—or just your country?” she asked serenely.


			“Oh, well, give us both; you’re capable of it. But not quite all at once—I couldn’t take it in. America first, please.”


			“It’s not so long,” she began slowly. “Not if you generalize, safely. One could, of course, say that because the Jones children were let alone they spilled the ink, teased the dog, hurt the kitten, let the canary out, ate too much jam, soiled their clothes, pulled up the tulip bulbs, smeared the wall-paper, broke the china, tore the curtains—and so forth, and so forth, and so forth. And you could tell just how it happened in each case—that would take some time. Especially if you added a similar account of the Smith children and the Brown children and so on. But if you say: ‘Neglected children are liable to become mischievous,’ you’ve said it all.”


			“Don’t be as short as that,” I begged. “It would not be illuminating.”


			We spent many hours on the endless subject,—rich, fruitful hours, full of insight, simplification, and hope.


			“I’m not so shocked as I was at first,” she told me. “I’ve seen that Europe goes on being Europe even if each nation loses a million men—two million men. They’ll grow again. * * * I see that all this horror is no new thing to the world—poor world—poor, wretched, blind baby! But it’s a sturdy baby for all that. It’s Here—it has not died. * * *


			“What seems to be the matter, speaking very generally, is this: People have not understood their own works—their social nature, that is. They have not understood—that’s all.”


			“Stupid? Hopelessly stupid?” I asked.


			“Not at all—not in the least—but here’s the trouble: their minds were always filled up beforehand with what they used to believe. Talk about putting new wine in old bottles—it’s putting old wine in new bottles that has kept the world back.


			“You can see it all the way long,” she pursued. “New life, continually arising, new condition, but always the old, older, oldest ideas, theories, beliefs. Every nation, every race, hampered and hag-ridden by what it used to think, used to believe, used to know. And all the nice, fresh, eager, struggling children forcibly filled up with the same old stuff. It is pretty terrible, Van. But it’s so—funny—that I can stand it. In one way human misery is a joke—because you don’t have to have it!


			“Then you people came over to a New Continent and started a New Country, with a lot of New Ideas—yet you kept enough old ones to drown any country. No wonder you’ve splashed so much—just to keep above water.”


			I didn’t say much. I wanted her to work it out, gradually. She was letting me see her do it. Of course, in this record I’m piecing together a great many talks, a great many ideas, and I’m afraid leaving out some. It was no light matter she had undertaken, even for a Herlander.


			“This family and home idea is responsible for a great part of it,” she said. “Not, as I find you quite generally believe, as a type and pattern of all that is good and lovely, but as a persistent primitive social group, interfering with the development of later groups. If you look at what you ought to have evolved by this time, it becomes fairly easy to see what is the matter.


			“Take your own case—with its wonderful new start—a clean slate of a country, and a very good installation of people to begin with. A good religion, too, in essence, and a prompt appreciation of the need of being generally educated. Then your splendid political opening—the great wave of democracy pouring out into expression. Room for all, wealth for all. What should have been the result—easily? Why, Van—the proudest Yankee, Southerner, Westerner, that ever lived doesn’t begin to estimate what your people might have done!


			“What they have done is a good deal—but, Oh—what they might have done! You see, they didn’t understand democracy. They began to play, but they didn’t know the game. It was like a small child, running a big auto. Democracy calls for the conscious intelligent co-ordinate action of all the people. Without it, it is like a partly paralyzed king.


			“First you left out half the people—an awful mistake. You only gradually took in the other half. You saw dimly the need of education, but you didn’t know what education was—‘reading, writing, and arithmetic,’ are needed, even in monarchies. You needed special education in the new social process.


			“Democracy calls for the understanding, recognition, and universal practise of social laws,—laws which are ‘natural,’ like those of physics and chemistry; but your religion—and your education, too—taught Authority—not real law. You couldn’t make a good electrician on mere authority, could you? He has to understand, not merely obey. Neither can you so make the citizens of a democracy. Reverence for and submission to authority are right in monarchies—wrong in democracies. When Demos is King he must learn to act for himself, not to do as he is told.


			“And back of your Christian religion is the Hebrew; back of that—The Family. It all comes down to that absurd root error of the proprietary family.”


			We were easily at one in this view, but I had never related it to America’s political shortcomings before.


			“That old Boss Father is behind God,” she went on calmly. “The personal concept of God as a father, with his special children, his benign patronage, his quick rage, long anger, and eternal vengeance——” she shivered, “it is an ugly picture.


			“The things men have thought about God,” she said slowly, “are a ghastly proof of the way they have previously behaved. As they have improved, their ideas of God have improved slowly.


			“When Kings were established, they crystallized the whole thing, in plain sight, and you had Kings a very long time, you see—have them yet. Kings and Fathers, Bosses, Rulers, Masters, Overlords—it is all such a poor preparation for democracy. Fathers and Kings and the Hebrew Deity are behind you and above you. Democracy is before you, around you; it is a thing to do. * * *


			“You have to learn it by trying—there is no tradition, and no authority. It calls for brave, careful, continuous, scientific experiment, with record of progress, and prompt relinquishment of failures and mistakes. It is open in front, and in motion—democracy is a going concern.” (How a foreigner does love an idiom or a bit of slang! Even this Herland angel was not above it.)


			“Now, you in young America had left off the King idea, for the most part. But you had the King’s ancestor—the Father, the Absolute Boss, and you had a religion heavily weighted with that same basic concept. Moreover, as Protestants, book-worshippers, in default of a King, you must needs make a written ruler for yourselves, and that poor, blind, blessed baby, Democracy, promptly made itself a Cast-Iron Constitution—and crawled under it.”


			That was something to chew on. It was so. It was undeniably so. We had done just that. We had been so anxious for “stability”—as if a young living thing could remain “stable”—the quality of stones.


			“You grew, in spite of it. You had to. The big wild land helped, the remoteness and necessity for individual action and continual experiment. The migration of the children helped.”


			“Migration of the children! What on earth do you mean, Ellador?”


			“Why, haven’t you noticed? Hardly any of your children stay at home any more than they can help, any longer than they can help. And as soon as they are able they get off—as far as they can. They may love the old homestead—but they don’t stay in it.”


			This was so, too.


			“You see that steadily lightens up this old mistake about Authority. It is the change to the laboratory system of living—finding out how by doing it.”


			“It does not seem to me that there is much ‘authority’ left in the American home,” I urged. “All the immigrants complain of just that.”


			“Of course they do. Your immigrants, naturally, understand democracy even less than you do. You have all of you set the word ‘Freedom’ over the most intricately co-ordinated kind of political relation. You see the Authority method is so simple. ‘It is an order!’—and you merely do it—no thought, no effort—no responsibility. God says so—the King or the captain says so—the Book says so—and back of it all, the Family, the Father-Boss. What’s that nice story: ‘Papa says so—and if he says so, it is so, if it ain’t so!’”


			“But, Ellador—really—there is almost none of that in the American family; surely you must have seen the difference?”


			“I have. In the oldest countries the most absolute Father-Boss—and family worship—the dead father being even more potent than the live ones. Van, dear—the thing I cannot fully understand is this reverence people have for dead people. Why is it? How is it? Why is a man who wasn’t much when he was alive anything more when he is dead? You do not really believe that people are dwindling and deteriorating from age to age, do you?”


			“That is precisely what we used to believe,” I told her, “for the greater part of our history—for all of it really—the evolution idea is still less than a century old—in popular thought.”


			“But you Americans who are free, who are progressive, who are willing to change in most things—why do you still talk about what ‘your fathers’ said and did—as if it was so important?”


			“It’s because of our recent birth as a nation, I suppose,” I answered, and the prodigious struggle those fathers of ours made—the Pilgrim Fathers, the Church fathers, the Revolutionary fathers—and now our own immediate fathers in the Civil War.


			“But why is it that you only reverence them politically—and perhaps, religiously! Nobody quotes them in business methods, in art, or science, or medicine, or mechanics. Why do you assume that they were so permanently wise in knowing how to govern a huge machine-run, electrically-connected, city-dominated nation, which they were unable even to imagine? It’s so foolish, Van.”


			It is foolish. I admitted it. But I told her, perhaps a little testily, that I didn’t see what our homes had to do with it.


			Then that wise lady said sweet, kind, discriminating things about us till I felt better, and came back with smooth clarity to the subject.


			“Please understand, dear, that I am not talking about marriage—the beauty and joy and fruitful power of this dear union are a growing wonder to me. You know that—!”


			I knew that. She made me realize it, with a praising heart, every day.


			“No, this monogamous marriage of yours is distinctly right—when it is a real one. It is the making a business of it that I object to.”


			“You mean the women kept at housework?”


			“That’s part of it—about a third of it. I mean the whole thing: the men saddling themselves for life with the task of feeding the greedy thing, and the poor children heavily stamped with it before they can escape. That’s the worst—”


			She stopped at that for a little. So far she had not entered on the condition of women, or of children, in any thorough way. She had notes enough—volumes.


			“What I’m trying to establish is this,” she said slowly, “the connection between what seem to me errors in your social fabric, and the natural result of these in your political action. The family relation is the oldest—the democratic relation is the newest. The family relation demands close, interconnected love, authority and service. The democratic relation demands universal justice and good will, the capacity for the widest co-ordinate action in the common interest, together with a high individual responsibility. People have to be educated for this—it is not easy. Your homes require the heaviest drain on personal energy, on personal loyalty, and leave a small percentage either of feeling or action for the State.”


			“You don’t expect everyone to be a statesman, do you?”


			“Why not? Everyone must be—in a democracy.”


			“But we should not make better citizens if we neglected our homes, should we?”


			“Does it make a man a better soldier if he stays at home—to protect his family? Oh, Van, dear, don’t you see? These poor foolish fighting men are at least united, co-ordinated, making a common effort for a common cause. They are—or think they are—protecting their homes together.”


			“I suppose you mean socialism again,” I rather sulkily suggested, but she took it very sweetly.


			“We isolated Herlanders never heard of Socialism,” she answered. “We had no German-Jewish economist to explain to us in interminable, and, to most people, uncomprehensible prolixity, the reasons why it was better to work together for common good. Perhaps ‘the feminine mind’ did not need so much explanation of so obvious a fact. We co-mothers, in our isolation, with a small visible group of blood relations (without any Father-Boss) just saw that our interests were in common. We couldn’t help seeing it.”


			“Stop a bit, Sister,” said I. “Are you insinuating that Mr. Father is at the bottom of the whole trouble? Are you going to be as mean as Adam and lay all the blame on him?”


			She laughed gleefully. “Not quite. I won’t curse him. I won’t suggest ages of hideous injustice to all men because of the alleged transgression of one man. No, it is not Mr. Father I am blaming, nor his fatherhood—for that is evidently the high crown of physiological transmission.” (Always these Herland women bowed their heads at what they called the holy mystery of fatherhood, and always we men were—well—not completely pleased.)


			“But it does seem clear,” she went on briskly, “that much mischief has followed from too much father. He did put himself forward so! He thought he was the whole thing, and motherhood—Motherhood!—was quite a subordinate process.”


			I always squirmed a little, in the back of my mind, at this attitude. All their tender reverence for fatherhood didn’t seem in the least to make up for their absolutely unconscious pride in motherhood. Perhaps they were right——


			“The dominance of him!” she went on. “The egoism of him! ‘My name!’—and not letting her have any. ‘My house—my line—my family’—if she had to be mentioned it was on ‘the spindle side,’ and when he is annoyed with her—what’s that man in Cymbeline, Mr. Posthumous, wishing there was some way to have children without these women! It is funny, now, isn’t it, Van?”


			“It certainly is. Man or not, I can face facts when I see them. It is only too plain that ‘Mr. Father’ has grossly overestimated his importance in the part.


			“Don’t you think the American husband and father is a slight improvement on the earlier kind?” I modestly inquired. At which she turned upon me with swift caresses, and delighted agreement.


			“That’s the beauty and the wonder of your country, Van! You are growing swiftly and splendidly in spite of yourselves. This great thing you started so valiantly is sweeping you along with it, educating and developing as it goes. Your men are better, your women are freer, your children have more chance to grow than anywhere on earth.”


			“That’s good to hear, my dear,” I said with a sigh of relief. “Then why so gloomy about us?”


			“Suppose everybody was entitled to a yearly income of five thousand dollars. Suppose most people averaged about five cents. Suppose a specially able, vigorous and well placed group had worked it up to $50. * * * Why, Van—your superiority to less fortunate peoples is not worth mentioning compared to your inferiority to what you ought to be.”


			“Now we are coming to it,” I sighed resignedly. “Pitch in, dear—give it to us—only be sure and show the way to help it.”


			She nodded grimly. “I will do both as well as I can. Let us take physical conditions first: With your numbers, your intelligence and mechanical ingenuity, your limitless materials, the United States should by now have the best roads on earth. This would be an immediate and progressive economic advantage, and would incidentally go far to solve other ‘problems,’ as you call your neglected work, such as ‘unemployment,’ ‘the negro question,’ ‘criminality,’ ‘social discontent.’ That there are not good roads in Central Africa does not surprise nor annoy me. That they are lacking in the United States is—discreditable!”


			“Granted!” said I hastily. “Granted absolutely—you needn’t stop on that point.”


			“That’s only one thing,” she went on serenely. “Here you are, a democracy—free—the power in the hands of the people. You let that group of conservatives saddle you with a constitution which has so interfered with free action that you’ve forgotten you had it. In this ridiculous helplessness—like poor old Gulliver—bound by the Lilliputians—you have sat open-eyed, not moving a finger, and allowed individuals—mere private persons—to help themselves to the biggest, richest, best things in the country. You know what is thought of a housekeeper who lets dishonest servants run the house with waste and robbery, or of a King who is openly preyed upon by extortionate parasites—what can we think of a Democracy, a huge, strong, young Democracy, allowing itself to become infested with such parasites as these? Talk of blood-suckers! You have your oil-suckers and coal-suckers, water-suckers and wood-suckers, railroad-suckers and farm-suckers—this splendid young country is crawling with them—and has not the intelligence, the energy, to shake them off.”


			“But most of us do not believe in Socialism, you see,” I protested.


			“You believe in it altogether too much,” she replied flatly. “You seem to think that every step toward decent economic health and development has been appropriated by Socialism, and that you cannot do one thing toward economic freedom and progress unless you become Socialists!”


			There was something in this.


			“I admit the Socialists are partly to blame for this,” she went on, “with their insistent claims, but do you think it is any excuse for a great people to say: ‘We have all believed this absurd thing because they told us so?’”


			“Was it our—stupidity—that shocked you so at first?” I ventured.


			She flashed a bright look at me. “How brilliant of you, Van! That was exactly it, and I hated to say so to you. How can you, for instance, let that little bunch of men ‘own’ all your anthracite coal, and make you pay what they choose for it? You, who wouldn’t pay England a little tax on tea! It puzzled me beyond words at first. Such intelligence! Such power! Such pride! Such freedom! Such good will! And yet such Abysmal Idiocy! That’s what brought me around to the home, you see.”


			“We’ve wandered a long way from it, haven’t we?”


			“No—that’s just the point. You should have, but you haven’t. Don’t you see? All these changes which are so glaringly necessary and so patently easy to make, require this one ability—to think in terms of the community * * * you only think in terms of the family. Here are men engaged in some absolutely social enterprise, like the railroad business, in huge groups, most intricately co-ordinated. And from the dividend-suckers to the road-builders, every man thinks only of his Pay,—of what he is to get out of it. ‘What is a railroad?’ you might ask them all. ‘An investment,’ says the dividend-sucker. ‘A means of speculation,’ says the Sucker-at-Large. ‘A paying business,’ says the Corporate-Owner. ‘A thing that pays salaries,’ says the officer. ‘A thing that furnishes jobs,’ says the digger and builder.”


			“But what has all this to do with the Home?”


			“It has this to do with it,” she answered, slowly and sadly. “Your children grow up in charge of home-bound mothers who recognize no interest, ambition, or duty outside the home—except to get to heaven if they can. These home-bound women are man-suckers; all they get he must give them, and they want a good deal. So he says: ‘The world is mine oyster,’—and sets his teeth in that. It is not only this relentless economic pressure, though. What underlies it and accounts for it all is the limitation of idea! You think Home, you talk Home, you work Home, where you should from earliest childhood be seeing life in terms of the community. * * * You could not get much fleet action from a flotilla of canoes—with every man’s first duty to paddle his own, could you? * * *”


			“What do you want done?” I asked, after awhile.


			“Definite training in democratic thought, feeling and action, from infancy. An economic administration of common resources under which the home would cease to be a burden and become an unconscious source of happiness and comfort. And, of course, the socialization of home industry.”


			chapter viii


			More Diagnosis


			


			OUR STUDY of American problems went on now with persistence. Ellador was as busy, as patient, as inexorably efficient as an eminent surgeon engaged in a first-class operation. We studied together, she wrote carefully, from time to time, and read me the results—or part of them. And we talked at all hours, not only between ourselves, but with many other persons, of all kinds and classes.


			“I’ve seen the ruined lands that were once so rich,” she said one day, “and the crowded lands now being drained by a too thick population. (Those blind mothers! Can’t they once think of what is going to happen to their children?)


			“But here I see land in plenty, carelessly skimmed and left, or not even skimmed, just lying open to the sun, while your squeezed millions smother in the cities.


			“You are used to it, to you it is merely a fact—accepted without question. To an outsider, it seems as horribly strange as to see a people living in cellars thick and crawling, while great airy homes stand empty above.


			“My study is mainly to get at your state of mind, to understand, if possible, what mysterious ideas and convictions keep you so poor, so dirty, so crowded, so starved, so ill-clothed, so unhealthy, so unhappy, when there is no need of it.”


			“Now look here, Ellador! That’s rather strong, isn’t it? You surely don’t describe the American people that way.”


			Then she produced another of those little groups of assorted statistics she was so fond of. She gave the full wealth of the country—as at present administered, and showed that it ought to give nearly $2,000 to each of us. “That is per capita, you see, Van, not per family. For a family of five, that would be nine or ten thousand—not a bad nest egg, besides what they earn.”


			Then she showed me the estimate made by our latest scientific commission of inquiry, that “fully one-half of our wage earners do not receive incomes sufficient to maintain healthful conditions of living.” A World Almanac was at hand, and she pointed out on page 228 the summary of manufactures.


			“Here you have enough to show how people live in this splendid country, Van. See here—‘Average number of wage earners 6,615,046. Wages, $3,427,038,000’—which, being divided, gives to each $518 plus—less than $520 a year, Van. Less than $10 a week—to keep a family—average family, five; $104 a year, $2 a week apiece for Americans to live on. And you know what food and rent costs. Of course they are not healthy—how could they be?”


			I looked at the figures, uncomfortably. She gave me a few more.


			“Salaried employes average $1,187 plus—that’s a bit more than twice as much. About $4.40 a week, apiece, for Americans to live on.”


			“How much do you want them to have?” I asked a little irritably; but she was sweetly patient, inquiring, “How much would you be willing to live on—or how little, rather? I don’t mean luxuries; I mean a decent, healthy life. Think you could do it on $4.40? Think you could do it on less than $6 say? Rent, board, clothing, car fares?”


			Now I had spent a few months during my youth, living on a modest salary of $10 a week, and remembered it as a period of hardship and deprivation. There was $6 a week for board, 60 cents for carfare, 90 cents for my modest 15-cent lunches, 70 cents for tobacco—it left $1.80 for clothing and amusements, if any. I had thought it hard enough at that time to endure life on $10 a week for one. It had never occurred to me that the working man had to keep five on it. And here were six million of them who did, it appeared, and a lot of clerks who were only twice as well off.


			“Ten dollars a week, for each person is little enough for decent living in this country, isn’t it, Van? That would call for $50 a week for a family of five—$2,600 a year.”


			“But, my dear girl, the business would not stand it! You ask impossibilities!” I protested. She turned to her figures again.


			“Here is the value added by manufacture!” she said. “That must be what these workers produce, isn’t it? $8,530,261,000. Now we’ll take out these wages—it leaves $5,103,223,000. Then we’ll take out the salaries, that leaves $4,031,649,000. Where does that go? Here is a four-billion dollar item—for services—whose?


			“It must be those proprietors and firm members—only 273,265 of them—let’s see, out of that four billion they get nearly $16,000 a year each. Don’t you think it is a little—remarkable, Van? These services are valued at fourteen times as much as those of the salaries of employees and thirty times as much as the workers?”


			“My dear girl,” I said, “You have the most wonderful mind I ever lived with—ever met. And you know more than I do about ever so many things. But you haven’t touched economics yet? There are laws here which you take no notice of.”


			And I told her of the iron law of wages, the law of supply and demand, and others. She listened, giving careful attention.


			“You call them ‘laws,’” she said, presently, “are they laws of nature?”


			“Why, yes,” I agreed slowly, “of human nature acting under economic conditions.”


			“Surely the economic conditions are those of soil, climate, materials available, the amount and quality of strength, intelligence, scientific and mechanical development.”


			“Why, of course; but also there are these I have mentioned.”


			“Do you mean to tell me that it is a ‘law of nature’ for men to arrange their working and paying so that half the people shall be unhealthy? Do you really believe for a minute that this has to be so?”


			But I was not prepared to repudiate all my education in economics at once, and doggedly pointed out, “It is a law of human nature.”


			Then she smiled at me with cheerful derision. I am glad to say that Ellador had risen above the extreme horror and pain of her first year among us, and was able to smile at what used to bring distress.


			“It must be male human nature,” quoth she, “we have no such ‘law’ in Herland.”


			“But you are all sisters,” I said rather lamely.


			“Well, you are all sisters and brothers—aren’t you? Of course, Van, I know the difference. You have had your long history of quarrels and hatred, of inimical strange races, of conquest and slavery. It looks to me as if the contempt of the rich for the poor was a lineal descendant of that of the conqueror for the vanquished. A helpless enemy, a slave, a serf, an employee, and the state of mind coming along unchanged. But the funny part of it is that in this blessed land, with more general good will and intelligence than I have found anywhere, you should have allowed this old foolishness to hang on so long.


			“Now, Van, dear, don’t you see how foolish it is? This is a democracy. To be efficient, that demands a competent electorate, doesn’t it?”


			“Why, we know that,” I answered, with some heat. “Those forefathers of ours that you so scoff at knew that much. That’s why we have our great system of free public education—from kindergarten to college.”


			“And in 1914,” said Ellador, turning to that handy volume again, “you had a public school primary enrollment of 17,934,982. A drop in high school enrollment down to 1,218,804—only one out of seventeen to get that far; and another drop to a college enrollment of 87,820. That free public education does not seem to go far does it?”


			“But most of these children have to go to work early—they cannot take the time for more education, even if they could afford it.”


			“Does going to work early make them better citizens?”


			“I dare say it does—some of the college graduates aren’t any too good.”


			She shook her head at this, and confronted me with more figures. The college graduates certainly made a pretty good showing, and the terrible dregs, as she called the criminals and paupers, were not as a rule well educated.


			“Do look at it reasonably, Van. I’m not trying to be unpleasant and I know I am ignorant of this ‘economics’ you talk of. But I’m looking as a stranger, of average intelligence, and with the additional advantage of an entirely different background at your country. You have natural advantages as good as earth affords. You have plenty of room. You have good racial stocks in large variety. You have every element of wealth. You have a good many true principles to go on. And yet—in the time you have been at it—in a hundred and forty years, you have built up the most crowded cities on earth, robbed, neglected and wasted the soil, made politics a thing of shame, developed private wealth that is monstrous and general poverty that is—disgraceful.”


			There was some silence after this.


			It was extremely unpleasant. It was quite true.


			“I know it is better here than in Europe,” she went on, “I know that, with all your imperfections and errors you are better off than Germany—poor, mistaken Germany, so authoritatively perfect that she became proud; so proud that she became hateful, so hateful that it will take generations before the world can forgive her. You are not lost, Van—not a bit of it. But surely you can see that it is as I say?”


			I could. Who couldn’t?


			“It is very easy for me to show what could be done, how easily and how soon. In ten years’ time you could see an end of poverty, in twenty of crime, in thirty of disease. This whole great land could be as fair and clean and healthy and happy as my own—and vastly richer in products. Even richer in happiness—with this heaven of married love to crown all else!”


			She took my hand at the end and was still for a little.


			“But for the most part—you don’t have that,” she continued evenly. “Van, I’ve been reading. I’ve been talking with doctors and many wise persons, and, it seems to me, dear, that you don’t appreciate marriage.”


			I had to grin at that. This Herlander, who never saw a man till a few years ago, and had only married one of them. Moreover, I recalled, with a momentary touch of bitterness, that we were not “married people” at present—not in the usual sense. And then I was ashamed. I had accepted my bargain, such as it was, with open eyes; I had had all this time of unbroken, happy love, living so near a beautiful woman who gave me comfort and rest and calmness in some mysterious, super-sexual way, and keeping always the dear hope of a further fulfilment.


			We had had no misunderstandings, no quarrels, and while I own that at first there had been periods of some unease for me, they were as nothing to our larger joy. It was as if, in clean vigor and activity, I was on an expedition with a well-loved sister—a sister dearer and sweeter than all the world, and with that background of a still happier future.


			From this I looked at the world about me, seeing it as I had never seen it before, as it was. All the eager, fresh young boys and girls, all the happy, hopeful lovers, the marriages, and then, how painful a proportion of miserable failures. It was not only the divorces, not only the undivorced ill-doing; but the low order of happiness among so many.


			That was what Ellador had in mind, with her fine sense of personal relationship. She did not know as much as I of the deeper gulf; what she meant was the dreary level.


			“You make fun of it, you know,” she went on. “It’s a joke, a question for discussion—‘Is Marriage a Failure?’—it is being discussed by many, ignored, made the subject of cheap talk.”


			“There are many who feel this,” I answered her. “There is great effort to check the divorce evil, to preserve the sanctity of marriage.”


			Another thing my Ellador had learned, I think from being in America, was a spice of mischief. It became her well. With a mind as keen and powerful as hers, lack of humor would have been a serious loss.


			“Have they tried benzoate—to preserve the sanctity of marriage?” she inquired. “Or is it enough to be hermetically sealed—under pressure—at the boiling point?”


			I’m not much of a cook, nor is she for that matter, but I could smile at that, too.


			“Without going into the marriage question at present, I wish you would go on with your Herland view of economics,” I told her. “It looks to me as if you wanted to adopt socialism at once. And that’s out of the question—most of us don’t believe in it.”


			“Most of you don’t seem to understand it, it seems to me,” she answered.


			“If you mean by socialism, the principles of socialism—yes, that is the way we manage in Herland. The land is ours, visibly. We never divided it up into little bits as you people have. What we raised on it and out of it was ours, too, visibly—when there was little, we had little—children first, of course—and now that there is a balanced plenty why, of course, every one has enough.”


			“Had you no selfish women? No ambitious women? No super-women trying to get ahead of the others?”


			“Why of course we had; still have some few.”


			“Well—how did you manage them?”


			“Why that is what government is for isn’t it?” she replied. “To preserve justice, to prevent the selfish and ambitious from injuring the others, to see to it that production is increased and distribution fairly carried on.”


			“We say that government is the best that governs least,” I told her.


			“Yes, I’ve heard that. Do any of you really believe it? Why do you believe it? How can you?”


			“But look at Germany!” I cried; “there you see what comes of too much government.”


			“I wish you would look at Germany—every other nation might study Germany with great improvement,” she replied, a little hotly. “Just because Germany has gone criminally insane, that is no reason for underrating all the magnificent work she has done. The attitude of some people toward Germany is like that of your lynchers. Nations that do wrong are not to be put to death with torture, surely! Like individual criminals, they need study—help—better conditions. I think Germany is one of the most glorious, pathetic, awful examples of—of the way our world works,” she concluded solemnly.


			“They wouldn’t thank you for calling them pathetic,” I said.


			“No; I know they wouldn’t. Their weakest spot is their blind pride. I find all of your nations are proud—it’s easy to see why.”


			“Well—if you see it easily, do tell us.”


			“Why, it’s one of your laws of nature,” she explained, with a twinkle in her eye.


			“You know something of perspective? The farther a thing is away from you the smaller it is, the less well you can see it, the less you are able to understand it, and by the ‘law of nature’ you look down upon it! That was the reason when nations were really far apart and separate. Now that you are all so close together you should have long since come to see and know and understand and work together—that means love, you know. But to prevent that are two big, unnecessary, foolish things. One is ignorance—the common ignorance which takes the place of distance. The man next door is as strange as the man in the antipodes—if you don’t know him.


			“The nations of the earth don’t try to understand each other, Van. Then as a positive evil you have each built up for yourselves an artificial wall of brag and boastfulness. Each nation ignores the other nations and deliberately teaches its helpless children that It alone is the greatest and best——


			“Why, Van——” The tears always came when she touched upon children, but this time they vanished in a flashing smile.


			“Children!” she said. “Anything more like the behavior of a lot of poor, little, underbred children it would be hard to find. Quarrelsome, selfish, each bragging that he can ‘lick’ the others—oh, you poor dears! How you do need your mother! And she’s coming at last.”


			“I suppose you think she will solve these economic problems forthwith.”


			“Why not, Van? Look here, dear—why can’t you people see that——” (Here she spoke very slowly as if she were writing some A, B, C’s very large on a blackboard.) “There is nothing to prevent human beings in this historic period from being healthy, beautiful, rich, intelligent, good—and happy.”


			“That’s easy to say, my dear,” I remarked, rather glumly. “I wish it was true.”


			“Why isn’t it true?” she demanded. “Do you think Satan prevents you, or God, or what? Don’t you see—can’t you see? God’s on the side of all the growing good of life. God’s with you—what’s against?”


			“I suppose it is only ourselves,” I agreed; “but that’s something. Of course I know what you mean. We could, conceivably, do and be all that you say, but there’s an ‘if’—an ‘if’ as big as all the world. If we knew what to do, and IF we would act together.”


			“That is not half such an obstacle, as you think, Van. You know enough now easily to set everything going in the right direction. It doesn’t have to be done by hand, you know. It does itself, give it a chance. You know what to do for one baby, to give it the best chance of health, full growth and happy usefulness, don’t you?”


			“Well, yes; we do know that much,” I admitted.


			“Very well then, do it for all of them, and you lift the whole stock; that’s easy. You know how good roads, waterways and efficient transportation build up the wealth of a community. Very well. Have them everywhere.”


			She was splendid in her young enthusiasm—that keen, strong face, all lit and shining with love for the naughty world and wise suggestions for its betterment. But I could not catch the fire.


			“I don’t want to dash your hopes, my dear,” I told her gently. “You are, in a sense, correct; even I could make a plan that would straighten things out quite a bit. The difficulty is to get that plan accepted by the majority. No king is going to do it, and in a democracy you have to convince more than half the people; that’s slow work.”


			She sat silent, looking out of our high hotel window, and thinking of what I said.


			“It isn’t as if our minds were empty,” said I, “we don’t think we’re ignorant. We think we know it all. Only the wise are eager to learn, I’m afraid, and for everything you tell the people as truth there are no end of other teachers to tell them something else. It’s not so easy as it looks. There’s more excuse for us than would appear at first sight.”


			


			We had made special studies as we traveled about, of different industries and social conditions. Now we plunged more deeply into economics, politics and the later researches of sociology and social psychology. Ellador became more and more interested. Again and again she wished for the presence and help of certain of her former teachers in Herland.


			“How they would love it,” she said. “They wouldn’t be tired or discouraged. They’d just plunge in and find a way to help in no time. Even I can see something.”


			From time to time she gave me the benefit of the things she saw.


			“The reason we had so little trouble is that we had no men, I’m sure of that. The reason you have made so much progress is because you have had men, I’m sure of that, too. Men are splendid, but——” here was a marked pause, “the reason you had so much trouble is not because of the men, but because of this strange dissociation of the men and women. Instead of the smooth, helpful interrelationship, you have so much misery. I never knew—of course not, how could I?—that there could be such misery. To have two kinds of people, evidently adapted for such perfect coordinate action—once in a while you see it, even now—and then to have them hurt and degrade one another so.”


			Another time she propounded this suggestion:


			“Can’t some of your big men, and women, of course, work out an experiment station in methods of living—an economic and social unit, you know—to have for reference, to establish facts, as you do in other things?”


			“What do you mean?” I asked her. “Compulsory eugenics and a co-operative colony?”


			“Don’t tease me, Van. I’m not as foolish as that. No, what I mean is something like this. Take a given piece of ground, most anywhere, and have it surveyed by competent experts to see how much it could produce under the best methods known. Then see how many persons it would take to do the necessary work to insure that production. Then see by what arrangements of living those persons could be kept healthful and happy at the least expense. For that unit you’d have something to go on—some definite proof of what the country could do.”


			“You leave out the human side of the problem, my dear. We have so many different causes for living where and how and as we do. Our people are not pawns on a chessboard; they can’t be managed to prove theories.”


			It was no wonder that Ellador, for all her wonderful clarity of vision, her exceptionable advantage of viewpoint, should become somewhat overwhelmed in our sociological morass. The very simplicity and ease of living to which she was accustomed made her see a delusive simplicity and ease in attempting to solve our problem.


			“How about the diagnosis?” I suggested. “Suppose we merely consider symptoms awhile. What strikes you most forcibly in the way of symptoms?”


			“Physically?”


			“Yes, physically, first.”


			“As to the land—neglect, waste, awful, glaring waste,” she answered promptly. “It makes me sick. It makes me want to cry. As a mere wilderness, of course, it would be interesting, but as a wilderness with a hundred million people in it, and such able people, I don’t know whether it is more laughable or horrible. As to the water, neglect and waste again, and hideous, suicidal defilement.


			“As to means of communication——” words failed her. “You know how I feel about your roads, and the city streets are worse. One would think to see the way you rip up and lay down in your cities that an organized group of human habitations had never been built before. Such childish experiments. Over and over and over. Why a city, Van, is no new thing. It can be foreseen and planned for. That was done in ancient Egypt, in Assyria, and today, with all you know, with the whole past to learn from—— Van, as I come into your cities, by rail, and see the poor, miserable, dirty, unhealthy things it makes me feel almost as badly as those European battlefields. They are at least trying to kill one another; you are doing it unconsciously. A city should be the loveliest thing. Why you remember—oh, Van!”


			For the moment homesickness overcame her. I did remember. From that first low flight of ours, soaring across that garden land, that fruitful park and pleasure ground, with its little villages, so clean, so bright in color, so lovely in arrangement, lying here and there among the green, all strung together by those smooth, shaded roads and winding paths. From that bird’s-eye view to my later, more intimate knowledge, I recalled them with deep admiration and with a painful envy. They had no slums—not in all Herland; they had no neglected, dirty places; they had no crowded tenements; they lived in houses, and the houses were in gardens, and their manufacturing, storing and exchanging—all the larger business of life was carried on in buildings, if possible even more lovely than their dwelling houses. It could be done—I had seen it.


			“I don’t wonder you cry, my dear.”


			Chapter IX


			


			“THIS IS the most fascinating study,” Ellador announced one day. “At home we are so smoothly happy, so naturally growing, that it’s almost unconscious. Here, if you have not happiness, you have a call on all your sympathy, all your energy, all your pride—you have such a magnificent Opportunity.


			“I’ve gone deeper into my diagnosis, dear,” she continued, “and have even some prescriptions. Be patient while I generalize a little more. You see this ‘case’ has so many diseases at once that one has to discriminate a bit.


			“Here is the young new-made country, struggling out of the old ones to escape their worst diseases, breaking loose from monarchy, from aristocracy, and feudalism with its hereditary grip on land and money, on body and soul, and most of all, from that mind-crushing process of Enforced Belief which had kept the whole world back so long.


			“Note——” she interpolated. “It is easy to see that as man progresses in social relation he needs more and more a free strong agile mind, with sympathetic perception and understanding and the full power of self-chosen action. The Enforced Belief in any religion claiming to be Final Truth cripples the mind along precisely those lines, tending to promote a foolish sense of superiority to other believers or disbelievers; running to extremes of persecution; preventing sympathy, perception, and understanding, and reducing action to mere obedience.


			“There,” she said cheerfully. “If America had done nothing but that—establish the freedom of thought and belief—she would have done world-service of the highest order.”


			“The Greeks allowed it, didn’t they? And the Romans?” I offered.


			“If they did it was ‘a lost art’ afterward,” she replied. “Anyhow you did it later, and you have gone on doing it—splendidly.


			“Then, in establishing the beginning of a democracy you performed another great service. This has not progressed as successfully, first because of its only partial application, second because you did not know it needed to be earnestly studied and taught—you thought you had it once and for all just by letting men vote, and third because it has been preyed upon by both parasites and diseases. In the matter of religion you threw off an evil restriction and let the mind grow free—a natural process. In the matter of government you established a social process, one requiring the utmost knowledge and skill. So it is no wonder the result has been so poor.


			“Prescription as to government:


			“A. Enfranchisement of all adult citizens. You have started on this.


			“B. Special training—and practice—in the simpler methods and principles of democratic government as far as known, for all children, with higher courses and facilities for experiment and research for special students. You are beginning to do this already.


			“C. Careful analysis and reports on the diseases of democracy, with applied remedies, and as careful study of the parasites affecting it—with sharp and thorough treatment. Even this you are beginning.”


			“A little severe on the parasites, aren’t you?” I asked.


			“It is time you were severe on them, Van. I’m no Buddhist—I’m a forester. When I see trees attacked by vermin, I exterminate the vermin if I can. My business is to raise wood, fruit, nuts—not insects.”


			“Except of course when the mulberry tree is sacrificed to the silk worms,” I suggested, but she merely smiled at me.


			“You need to transfer to your democracy the devotion you used to have for your kings,” she went on. “To kill a common man was murder—to kill a king was regicide. You have got to see that for one man to rob another man is bad enough; for a man to rob the public is worse; but to rob the public through the government is a kind of high treason which—if you still punished by torture—would be deserving of the most excruciating kind. As it is you have allowed the practice to become so common that it is scarcely condemned at all—you do not even call it robbery; you call it ‘graft’—or ‘pork’—or a ‘plum tree’—or some such polite term.”


			Of course I knew all this—but I never had felt it as anything particularly dreadful.


			“Don’t you see,” she went on. “The government is the social motor system. By means of it society learns, as a baby learns, to check some actions and to make others. If your government is sick, you are paralyzed, weakened, confused, unable to act.


			“In practical instance your city governments are frequently corrupt from the policemen up. Therefore when, with infinite labor, the public feeling has been aroused to want something done, you find that the machinery to do it with won’t work. What you do not seem to realize at all is that the specific evil you seek to attack is not nearly so serious as the generic evil which makes your whole governmental system so—so——”


			“Groggy,” I suggested with a wry smile.


			“Yes—that’s about it. As weak and slow and wavering as a drunken man.”


			“Remedy,” I demanded, “remedy?”


			“Why that comes under ‘C’ in those I just gave,” she said. “It needs full study and careful experiment to decide on the remedies. But here is what might be done at once: A report be made which should begin with a brief survey of the worst cases of governmental corruption in other countries, past and present. Not only in general, but with specific instances, people called by name with their crimes clearly shown. What such and such a person cost his country. How such decisive battles were lost because of such crippling disorders in the government. Parallel made between conspicuous traitors already recognized and this kind. Report now brought to our own country with both summary and instances. Our waterways described, what has been done, legitimately, to improve them, and what has been done, illegitimately, to hinder, pervert, and prevent right government action. History of our River and Harbor Bills given, and brought down to date, with this last huge ‘steal’ now accomplished—and not even rebuked! Names should be given—and names called! The congressmen and senators concerned, and the beneficiaries in the localities thus nefariously fattened.


			“This kind of thing could be put simply and briefly so that the children could understand. They should be taught, early and steadily, how to judge the men who corrupt the very vitals of their country. Also how to judge the lazy shirks who do not even vote, much less study how to help the country.”


			“It needs—it needs a new kind of public opinion, doesn’t it?” I ventured.


			“Of course it does, but new public opinion has to be made. It takes no great genius to recognize a thief and a traitor, once he is shown up; but yours are not shown up.”


			“Why, Ellador—I’m sure there’s a lot about this in the papers——”


			She looked at me—just looked at me—and her expression was like that of an over-ripe volcano, firmly suppressed.


			“For Heaven’s sake! Let it out, Ellador. Say it quick and say it all—what’s the matter with the papers!”


			She laughed. Fortunately she could laugh, and I laughed with her.


			“I couldn’t say it all—under ten volumes,” she admitted, “but I’ll say some of it. This is a special department—I must begin again.


			“This whole matter of societies, parasites and diseases is intensely interesting. We in Herland, being normal, have not realized our society much, any more than a healthy child realizes her body.”


			I noticed that Ellador and her sisters always said “she” and “her” as unconsciously as we say “he” and “his.” Their reason, of course, is that all the people are shes. Our reason is not so justifiable.


			“But the rest of the world seems to be painfully conscious of its social body—without being able to help it much. Now you know there are diseases and diseases, some much preferable to others. In their degree of danger they vary much, and in what they are dangerous to. One might better have a very sick leg than an even partly sick heart or brain. Rheumatism for instance is painful and crippling, but when it reaches the heart it becomes fatal. Some creatures cannot have certain diseases for lack of material; one does not look for insanity in an angleworm, or neurasthenia in a clam.


			“Society, as it has developed new functions, has developed new diseases. The daily press is one of the very newest social functions—one of the very highest—one of the most measureless importance. That is why the rheumatism of the press is worse than rheumatism of the farm, or the market.”


			“Rheumatism of the press?”


			“Yes—that’s a poor figure perhaps. I mean any serious disease is worse there than in some lower or less important function. Look at the whole thing again, Van. Society, in the stage of democracy, needs to be universally informed, mutually sympathetic, quick and strong to act. For this purpose it must introduce machinery to develop intelligence, to supply information, to arouse and impart feeling, to promote prompt action. The schools are supposed to train the intelligence, but your press is the great machine through which the democracy is informed, aroused, and urged to act. It is the social sensorium. Through it you see and hear and feel—collectively. Through it you are incited to act—collectively. It is later and by that much higher than the school and the church. It is the necessary instrument of democracy.”


			“Admitted, all admitted. But isn’t that our general belief, dear, though perhaps not so clearly put?”


			“Yes, you seem to think a great deal of your press—so much so that you cannot see, much less cure, its diseases.”


			“Well—you are the doctor. Pitch in. I suppose you know there are many and fierce critics of ‘our sensational press’ and ‘our venal press.’”


			“Oh yes, I have read some of the criticisms. They don’t touch it——”


			“Go on, and touch it yourself, Sister—I’m listening.”


			She was too serious to be annoyed at my light manner.


			“It’s like this,” she said slowly. “This great new function came into being in a time when people were struggling with what seemed more important issues,—were, perhaps. In Europe it has become, very largely, a tool of the old governments. Here, fearing that, it has been allowed to become the tool of individuals, and now of your plutocratic powers. You see you changed your form of government but failed to change your ideas and feelings to go with it. You allow it to go on over your heads as if it were a monarchy and none of your business. And you jealously refuse to give it certain necessary tools, as if it were a monarchy and would misuse them. What you have got to learn is to keep your government the conscious determined action of the majority of the people, and see that it has full power. A democracy is self-government, the united self of the people. Is that self control the best that self-controls the least?”


			“Do you want a government-owned press?” I inquired. “We see that in Europe—and do not like it.”


			“You mean a monarchy-controlled press, do you not? No, I do not mean anything like that. You should have a press with democratic control, surely, and that means all the people, or at least the majority of them. What you have now is a press controlled by starkly mercenary motives of individuals, and the more powerful purposes of your big ‘interests.’”


			“What are you going to do—that’s what I want to know. Lots of people criticize our press, but no one seems able to suggest the better method. Some propose endowment; we must have freedom of expression.”


			“You musn’t expect too much of me, Van. I can see the diseases easier than the cures, of course. It seems to me that you could combine perfect freedom of opinion, comment, idea, with the most authoritative presentation of the facts.”


			“Do you think a government-run paper could be trusted to give the facts correctly?”


			“If it did not there would be heavier charges against it than could be survived over election. What you have not recognized yet is the social crime of misrepresenting the facts. Your papers lie as they please.”


			“We have our libel laws——”


			“I didn’t say libel—I said lie. They lie, on whichever side they belong, and there is no penalty for it.”


			I laughed, as an American would. “Penalty for lying! Who’s going to throw the first stone?”


			“Exactly. That’s the awful part of it, Van. Your people are so used to public lying that you don’t mind. You are paralyzed, benumbed, calloused, to certain evils you should be keenly alive to. There are plenty of much less dangerous things you make far more noise about. You see the press is suffering from a marked confusion of function. It makes all its proud claims for freedom and protection as an “expression of public opinion,” as “a medium of information,” and then makes its main business the cheapest kind of catering to prejudices, and to a market—the market of the widest lowest popular taste for literary amusement. Why does ‘the palladium of your liberties’ have to carry those mind-weakening, soul-degenerating ‘comics’? They are neither information nor opinion—only bait.”


			“The people would not buy the papers if they were not amusing.”


			“What people would not? Wouldn’t you?”


			“Oh, I would, of course; I want to know the news; I mean the lower classes.”


			“And these ‘lower classes,’ so low that they take no interest in the news of the day and have to be given stuff suited to imbeciles, imbeciles with slightly criminal tastes—are they a large and permanent part of your democracy?”


			“You mean that we ought to put out decent papers and see that the people are educated up to them?”


			“Why not?”


			I was trying to see why not, but she went on:


			“If your papers were what they ought to be, they could be used in the schools, should be so used. Every boy and girl in the high school should take the Current Events course. Each day they should be required to read the brief clear summary of real news which would not be a long task, and required to state what seemed to them most important, and why.


			“This array of ‘crimes and casualties’ you print is not news—it is as monotonous as the alphabet. All that needs is a mere list, a bulletin from the sick chamber of society, interesting only to the specialist. But the children should be taught to see the world move—every day; to be interested, to feel responsible. People educated like that wouldn’t need to be baited with foul stuff to read the papers.”


			For the life of me I couldn’t see anything the matter with this. If we can trust our government with the meteorological reports why not with the social ones?


			“The best brains, the best backing, the whole country watching,” she continued,—“papers that gave the news—and people who could read them. Then your comment and opinion could be as free as it pleased—on the side. Anybody could publish all of that she wanted to. But why should private opinion be saddled on the public facts, Van?”


			“All right; diagnosis accepted with reservations; remedy proposed too suspiciously simple. But go ahead—what else ails us? With every adult enfranchised, the newspapers reliable, our natural resources properly protected, developed and improved—would that do for a starter?”


			“Not while half the people do not earn enough to be healthy.”


			I groaned. “All right. Let’s get down to it. Bring on your socialism. Do you want it by evolution, or revolution, or both?”


			She was not deceived by my mock pathos. “What is your prejudice against socialism, Van? Why do you always speak as if it were—slightly ridiculous?”


			I considered for a moment, thoughtfully.


			“I suppose it is on account of my college education, and the kind of people I’ve lived with most,” I answered.


			“And what is your own sincere view of it?”


			That had to be considered too.


			“Why—I suppose the theory is right enough,” I began, but she stopped me to ask:


			“What is the theory—as you see it?”


			Then I was obliged to exhibit my limitations, for all I could produce was what I had heard other people say about it, what I could remember of various articles and reviews, mostly adverse, a fruitless excursion into the dogmatic mazes of Marx, and a most unfavorable impression of certain socialist papers and pamphlets I had seen.


			“That’s about what I find everywhere,” she was good enough to say. “That is your idea of it; now, very honestly, what is your feeling about it—say it right out, please.”


			So without waiting to be careful and to see if my feelings bore any relation to my facts, I produced a jumble of popular emotions, to the effect that Socialism was a lazy man’s paradise; that it was an effort of the underdog to get on top, that it was an unfair “evening down” of the rewards of superior ability with those of the inferior; that it was a class movement full of hatred and injustice, that nobody would be willing “to do the dirty work,” and that “such a world wouldn’t be worth living in, anyhow.”


			Ellador laughed merrily, both at this nondescript mass of current misconception, and at my guilty yet belligerent air, as who should say: “It may be discreditable, but that’s the way I feel.”


			She sobered soon enough, and looked far past me—through me. “It’s not you, Van dear,” she said. “It’s America talking. And America ought to be ashamed of itself. To have so little vision! To be so gullible! To believe so easily what the least study would disprove! To be so afraid of the very principles on which this nation rests!”


			“This nation rests on the principle of individual liberty—not on government ownership,” I protested.


			“What individual liberty has the working man?” she countered. “What choice of profession has his ill-born, ill-fed, ill-clothed, ill-taught child? The thing you call ‘free competition’ is long past—and you never saw it go. You see ideas stay fixed in people’s minds long after the facts have changed. Your industrial world is in a state of what Ghent called ‘feudalism’—and he was right. It is like Europe under the robber barons, and your struggling trade unions are like the efforts of the escaping serfs in that period. It only takes a little history and economics to see the facts. The perplexing part of the problem, to me, is the dullness of the popular mind. You Americans are an intelligent people, and a somewhat educated people, but you can’t seem to see things.”


			“Are we any blinder than other people, my lady? Do they recognize these glaring facts any better than we do?”


			Ellador sat still a moment, running over her fresh clear view of the world, past and present.


			“No,” she said. “No other people is any better—in all ways—except New Zealanders perhaps. Yet ever so many countries are wiser in some particulars, and you—with all your advantages—haven’t sense enough to see it. Oh I know you’ll say the others don’t see it either, but you ought to. You are free—and you are able to act when you do see. No, Van—there’s no excuse for you. You had supreme advantages, you made a brave start, you established a splendid beginning, and then you sat back and bragged about your ancestors and your resources—and your prospects—and let the vermin crawl all over you.”


			Her eyes were grave, her tone solemn, her words most offensive.


			“Look here, Ellador, why will you use that term. It’s very disagreeable.”


			“What else can you call these people who hang like clusters of leeches on the public treasury, who hop like fleas to escape the law, who spin webby masses of special legislation in which to breed more freely, who creep and crawl on every public work that is undertaken, and fatten undisturbed on all private business? What do you call your ‘sidewalk speculators’ in theater-tickets, for instance—but vermin? Just to steal a ticket and go to see the play would be a clean manly thing to do compared to this. They are small ones, openly disgusting, yet you do nothing but grumble a little.


			“To turn from little to big I want to know what you call your sleeping-car extortionists? What is the size limit of vermin, anyhow? I suppose if a flea was a yard long he would be a beast of prey wouldn’t he?”


			“You certainly are—drastic, my dear girl. But what have you got against the sleeping cars? I’ve always thought our service was pretty good.”


			She shook her head slowly, regarding me with that motherly patient expression.


			“The resignation of the American public to its devourers is like that of—of a sick kitten. You remember that poor little lean thing we picked up, and had to drop, quick, and brush ourselves? Why Van Jennings—don’t you even know you are being robbed, to the bone, by that sleeping-car company? Look here, please——”


			Then she produced one of those neat little sheets of figures I had so learned to respect. Most damaging things, Ellador’s figures.


			“Twelve double berths to a car, beside the ‘stateroom,’ or rooms which I won’t count; twenty-four passengers, who have already bought a ticket on which they are entitled to transportation with accommodations in the day-coach. Usual price $5.00 for twenty-four hours. For this $5.00 the passenger receives by day a whole seat instead of a half one—unless there is a day crowd and then extra seats are cheerfully sold to other victims—I have seen sleeping-cars crowded to standing! By night he has a place to lie down—three by three by six, with a curtain for privacy.”


			“Well, but he is being carried on his journey all the time,” I urged.


			“So he is in the day-coach or chair-car. This money is not for transportation—that’s paid for. It is for special accommodation. I am speaking of the kind of accommodation, and what is extorted for it. The night arrangements are what you know. Look at the price.”


			“Two dollars and a half isn’t so much,” I urged, but she pursued relentlessly. “Wouldn’t you think it was much, here, in this hotel, for a space of that size?”


			I looked about me at the comfortable room in the first-class hotel where we were then lodged, and thought of the preceding night, when we had had our two berths on the car. Here was a room twelve by fourteen by ten. There were two windows. There was a closet and a bathroom. There was every modern convenience in furniture. There was a wide, comfortable bed. My room adjoined it, equally large and comfortable.


			“This is $2.00 for twenty-four hours,” she remarked. “That was $5.00.”


			“Sleeping cars are expensive to build,” I remarked feebly.


			“More expensive than hotels?” she asked. “The hotel must pay ground rent, and taxes.”


			“The sleeping cars are not always full,” I urged.


			“Neither are the hotels—are they?”


			“But the car has to be moved——”


			“Yes, and the railroad company pays the sleeping car for being moved,” she triumphed.


			I wanted to say something about service; tried to, but she made merry over it.


			“They have one conductor for their string of sleepers, and as to porters—we mostly pay them, you know.”


			I did know, of course.


			“This is how I have figured it,” said Ellador. “Of course I don’t know the exact facts about their business, and they won’t tell, but look at it this way: Suppose they average twenty passengers per car—staterooms and all—at $5.00 a day; that’s $100.00 a day income, $36,500.00 a year per car. Now they pay the porter about $30.00 a month, I understand, or less, leaving the public to do the rest. Each car’s fraction of the conductor’s wages wouldn’t be more than $20.00, I should think; there’s $50.00 a month, $600 a year for service. Then there is laundry work and cleaning—forty sheets—pillow-cases—towels—flatwork rates of course; and renovating at the end of the journey. I don’t believe it comes to over—say $800.00 a year. Then there is insurance, depreciation, repairs——”


			“Look here, Ellador, where did you get up these technicalities? Talking with business men, I suppose—as usual?”


			“Yes, of course,” she agreed. “And I’m very proud of them. Well—I’ll allow $1,600.00 a year for that. That is $3,000.00 for their running expenses. And remember they are paid something for running—I don’t know how much. That leaves $33,500.00. I will magnanimously leave off that $3,500.00—for times when they carried fewer passengers—call it a clear income of $30,000.00 a year. Now that is 10 per cent of $300,000.00. You don’t honestly suppose that one sleeping car costs three hundred thousand dollars—do you, Van?”


			I did not. I knew better. Anybody knows better.


			“If it costs $100,000 to build and fit a sleeping car,” she went on calmly, “then they could charge about $1.75 for their berths, and still ‘make money,’ as you call it. If ten per cent. is a legitimate ‘profit,’ I call the extra twenty per cent. a grinding extortion. What do you call it?”


			“Up to date I never called it anything. I never noticed it.”


			She nodded. “Exactly. You people keep quiet and pay three times what is necessary for the right to live. You are bled—sucked—night and day, in every direction. Now then, if these blood-suckers are beasts of prey—fight them, conquer them. If they are vermin—Oh, I know you don’t like the word—but Van, what is your estimate of people who are willing to endure—vermin?”


			Chapter X


			


			GOING ABOUT with Ellador among familiar conditions, and seeing things I never dreamed were there, was always interesting, though sometimes painful. It was like carrying a high-powered light into dark places. As she turned her mind upon this or that feature of American life it straightway stood out sharply from the surrounding gloom, as the moving searchlight of a river boat brings out the features of the shore.


			I had known clever women, learned women, even brilliant women, a few. But the learned ones were apt to be a bit heavy, the clever ones twinkled and capered like spangled acrobats, and the brilliant ones shone, indeed, like planets among stars, but somehow did not illuminate much.


			Ellador was simple enough, modest enough. She was always keeping in mind how little she knew of our civilization, but what she saw she saw clearly and was able to make her hearers see. As I watched her, I began to understand what a special strength it was not to have in one’s mind all the associate ideas and emotions ours are so full of. She could take up the color question, for instance, and discuss it dispassionately, with no particular sentiment, one way or the other. I heard her once with a Southern sociologist, who was particularly strong on what he called “race conflict.”


			He had been reading a paper at some scientific meeting which we attended, a most earnest paper, full of deep feeling and some carefully selected facts. He spoke of the innate laziness of the negro race, their inborn objection to work, their ineducability—very strong on this—but his deepest horror was “miscegenation.” This he alluded to in terms of the utmost loathing, hardly mitigated by the statement that it was impossible.


			“There is,” he averred, “an innate, insuperable, ineradicable, universal race antipathy, which forever separates the negro from the white.”


			Ellador had her chance at him afterward, with quite a group about, and he was too polite or insufficiently ingenious to escape. First she asked him what was the market price of a good, ablebodied negro before the war; if it was not, as she had read, about a thousand dollars. To this he agreed unsuspectingly. She inquired, further, if there had not been laws in the slave States forbidding the education of negroes, and if there were not laws still forbidding their intermarriage with whites. To this he agreed also; he had to. Then she asked whether the sudden emancipation of the negro had not ruined many rich men; if the major part of the wealth of the South had not been in slaves and the products of their labor. Here again could be no denial.


			“But,” she said, “I do not understand, yet. If negroes can not or will not work, why was one worth a thousand dollars? And how could the owners have accumulated wealth from their inefficiency? If they could not learn anything, why was it necessary to make laws forbidding their education; and if there is this insuperable antipathy separating the races, why are the laws against miscegenation needed?”


			He was quite naturally incensed. There were a good many of his previous hearers about, some of them looking quite pleased, and he insisted rather stormily that there was this deep-seated antipathy, and that every Southerner, at least, knew it.


			“At what age does it begin?” she asked him. He looked at her, not getting the drift of her question.


			“This innate antipathy,” she pursued gently. “I have seen the Southern babies clinging to their black nurses most affectionately. At what age does the antipathy begin?” He talked a good bit then, with much heat, but did not seem to meet the points she raised, merely reiterating much of what he had said before. Then she went on quite calmly.


			“And your millions of mulattos—they appear, not only against the law, but against this insuperable antipathy?”


			This seemed to him so unwomanly of her, that he made some hasty excuse and got away, but his position was upheld by another man, for a moment. His little speech was mainly emotion, there are such hot depths of feeling on this subject in the children of slave owners that clear reasoning is naturally hard to find. This man made a fine little oration, with much about the noble women of the South, and how he, or any man, would lay down his life to protect them against the faintest danger of social contact with the colored race, against the abomination of a proposal of marriage from a black man.


			“Do you mean,” said Ellador slowly, her luminous eyes on his, “that if black men were free to propose to white women, the white women would accept them?”


			At this he fairly foamed with horror. “A white woman of the South would no sooner marry a black man than she would a dog.”


			“Then why not leave it to the women?” she inquired.


			Neither of these men were affected, save in the way of deep annoyance, by Ellador’s gentle questions, but many of her hearers were, and she, turning that searchlight of hers on the subject, later announced to me that it seemed rather a long but by no means a difficult problem.


			“About ten million negroes, counting all the mulattos, quadroons, octaroons and so on, to about ninety million whites,” she said.


			“As a mere matter of interbreeding, following the previous habits of the white men, it could be worked out mathematically—how long it would take to eliminate the negro, I mean.”


			“But suppose there remains a group of negroes, that have race pride and prefer to breed true to the stock,” I suggested. “What then?”


			“If they are decent, orderly and progressive, there is no problem, surely. It is the degraded negro that is so feared. The answer to that is easy. Compulsory and efficient education, suitable employment at fair wages, under good conditions—why, don’t you see, dear,” she interrupted herself to say, “the proof that it is not impossible is in what has been accomplished already. Here you white people wickedly brought over the ocean a great lot of reluctant black ones, and subjected them to several generations of slavery. Yet in those few generations these previously savage people have made noble progress.”


			She reeled off to me a list of achievements of the negro race, which I found surprising. Their development in wealth, in industry, in the professions, even the arts, was, considering the circumstances, astonishing.


			“All you have to do is to improve the cultural conditions, to increase the rate of progress. It’s no problem at all.”


			“You are a wonder,” I told her. “You come out of that little far away heaven of yours, and dip into our tangle of horror and foolishness, and as soon as the first shock is over, you proceed to administer these little doses of wisdom, as if a mere pill or two would set the whole world straight.”


			“It would,” said Ellador, “if you’d take it.”


			“Do you mean that seriously?” I demanded.


			“I do. Why not? Why, Van—you’ve got all the necessary ingredients for peace and happiness. You don’t have to wait a thousand years to grow. You’re here. It’s just a little matter of—behaving differently.”


			I laughed. “Exactly, my dear. And in Herland, so far as I make out, you behave accordingly to your perceptions and decisions. Here we don’t.”


			“No,” she admitted, grudgingly, “You don’t, not yet. But you could” she persisted, triumphantly. “You could in a minute, if you wanted to.”


			I ducked this large proposition, and asked her if she had an answer to the Jewish race question as simple as that of the negro.


			“What’s the question?” she countered.


			“I suppose there’s more than one question involved,” I answered slowly, “but mine would be: why don’t people like Jews?”


			“I won’t be severe with your question, Van, though it’s open to criticism. Not all people feel this race prejudice. And I’ll tell you frankly that this is a bigger one than the other. It’s older. It’s more wide spread. It has deeper roots. I’ve looked into it—a little?”


			I grinned. “Well, you young encyclopaedia, what did you discover?”


			“I soon discovered that the very general dislike to this one people is not due to the religious difference between them and Christians; it was quite as general and strong, apparently, in very ancient times.”


			“Do you think it is a race feeling, then, an ‘insuperable, ineradicable,’ etc., antipathy.”


			“No,” she said, “there are other Semitic and allied races to whom there is no general objection. I don’t think it can be that. I have several explanations to suggest, of varying weight. Here’s one of them. The Jews are the only surviving modern people that have ever tried to preserve the extremely primitive custom of endogenous marriage. Everywhere else, the exogenous habit proved itself best and was generally accepted. This people is the only one which has always assumed itself to be superior to every other people and tried to prevent intermarriage with them.”


			“That’s twice you’ve said ‘tried,’” I put in. “Do you mean that they have not succeeded?”


			“Of course they haven’t,” she replied, cheerfully. “When people endeavor to live in defiance of natural law, they are not as a rule very successful.”


			“But, they boast the purity of their race——”


			“Yes, I know they do, and other people accept it. But, Van, dear, surely you must have noticed the difference between, say, the Spanish and the German Jews, for instance. Social contract will do much in spite of Ghettos, but it hardly alters the color of the eyes and hair.”


			“Well, my dear, if it is not religion, nor yet race, what is it?”


			“I have two other suggestions, one sociologic, one psychic. The first is this: In the successive steps of social evolution, the Jewish people seem not to have passed the tribal stage. They never made a real nation. Apparently they can’t. They live in other nations perforce.”


			“Why perforce?” I interrupted.


			“Well, if they don’t die, they have to live somewhere, Van. And unless they go and set up a new nation in a previously uninhabited country, or on the graves of the previous inhabitants, they have to live in other nations, don’t they?”


			“But they were a nation once,” I urged.


			“In a way,—yes. They had a piece of land to live on and they lived on it, as tribes, not as one people. According to their own account, ten out of twelve of these tribes got lost, somehow, and the others didn’t seem to mind. No—they could not maintain the stage of social organization rightly called a nation. Their continuing entity is that of a race, as we see in far lesser instance in gypsies. And the more definitely organized peoples have, not a racial, but a sociological aversion to this alien form of life, which is in them, but not of them.”


			“But, Ellador, do not the modern Jews make good citizens in whatever country they are in?”


			“They do, in large measure, wherever they are allowed,” she agreed; “and both this difference and the old marriage difference would long ago have been outgrown but for the last one—the psychic one.”


			“Do you mean what that writer in Blackwoods said about Spain: “There seems to be something Spanish in the minds of Spaniards which causes them to act in a Spanish manner?”


			She laughed. “All of that, Van, and a lot more.” She stopped, looking away toward the far horizon. “I never tire of the marvel and interest of your mixed humanity” she resumed. “You see we were just us. For two thousand years we have been one stock and one sex. It’s no wonder we can think, feel, act as one. And it’s no wonder you poor things have had such a slow, tumultuous time of it. All kinds of races, all kinds of countries, all kinds of conditions, and the male sex to manage everything. Why, Van, the wonder is that before this last world-quake of war, you could travel about peaceably almost anywhere, I understand. Surely that ought to prove, once and for all how safe and quiet the world might be.”


			“But about the Jews?” I urged at last.


			“Oh, yes. Well, dear, as I see it, people are moving on to a wide and full mutual understanding, with peace, of course, free trade and social intercourse and intermarriage, until everyone is what you call civilized. Against this process stood first total ignorance and separation. Then opposing interests. Then opposing ideas. To-day it is ideas that do the most damage. Look at poor Europe. Every interest calls them together but their different mental content holds them apart. Their egregiously false histories, their patriomanias, their long-nursed hatreds and vengeances—oh it is pathetic.”


			“Yes—and the Jews?”


			“Oh dear me, Van, they’re only one people. I get so interested in the world at large that I forget them. Well, what the Jews did was to make their patriomania into a religion.”


			I did not get that and said so.


			“It was poorly put,” she admitted. “They couldn’t be patriomaniacs without a fatherland, could they? But it was the same feeling at a lower stage, applied only to the race. They thought they were ‘the chosen people’—of God.”


			“Didn’t other races think the same thing? Don’t they yet?” I urged.


			“Oh in a way, they do—some of them. Especially since the Jews made a Bible of it. You see, Van, the combination was peculiar. The special talent of this race is in literary expression. Other races had their sorrows but could not utter them. Carthage had no Jeremiah; nor has Armenia.”


			She saw that I was impressed by this point.


			“You have Greece in its sculpture, its architecture and its objective literature. Even Greek history is a story told by an artist, a description. Rome lives in its roads, I have read, as well as its arts and its power of social organization. Rome, if it could have survived its besetting sins, was a super-nation, the beginning of a real world people. Egypt, India,—they all have something, but none of them concentrated on literature as the Jews did, having no other social expression.”


			“Why Ellador, don’t you call their religion anything? Haven’t they lifted the world with great religious concepts?”


			She smiled at me, that gentle warm, steady smile of hers. “Forgive an outsider, please. I know that the Christian religion rests on the Jewish books, and that it is hard indeed to see around early teachings. But I have read your Bible carefully, and some little of the latest study and criticism upon it. I think the Christian races have helped the Jews to overestimate their religion.”


			“You’ve never said much about our various religions, my fair foreigner. What do you really think about them?”


			This she pondered carefully.


			“It’s a large subject to try to comment on in a few words, but I can say this—they are certainly improving.”


			I had to laugh. This was such faint praise for our highest institution.


			“How do you measure them, O casual observer?”


			“By their effect upon the people, of course. Naturally, each set of believers holds its own to be the All True, and as naturally that is impossible. But there is enough truth and enough good will in your religions if you would only use them, instead of just believing them.”


			“And do you not think, especially considering the time of its development, that the Jewish concept of one God, the Jewish ethical ideal, was a long step upward?”


			“It was a step, certainly, but, Van, they did not think their God was the only one. He was just Theirs. A private tribal God, openly described as being jealous of the others. And as to their ethics and the behavior of the people—you have only to read their own books to see how bad it was. Van, no religion can be truly good where the initial doctrines are false, or even partly false. That utterly derogatory concept of a God who could curse all humanity because of one man’s doing what he knew he would, a God so petty as to pick out one small people for no better reason than that they gave him some recognition, and to set his face against all the rest of his equally descended ‘children’—can’t you see how unethical, how morally degrading, such a religion must be?”


			“It was surely better than others at the time,” I insisted.


			“That may be, but the others of that period have mercifully perished. They weren’t so literary. Don’t you see, by means of their tremendous art this people have immortalized their race egotism and their whole record of religious aspirations, mistakes and failures, in literature. That is what has given them their lasting place in the world. But the effect of this primitive religion, immortalized by art, and thrust upon the world so long, has been far from good. It has well-nigh killed Christianity, from its cradle. It has been the foundation of most of those hideous old wars and persecutions. With quotations from that Hebrew ‘voice of God’ the most awful deeds have been committed and sanctioned. I consider it in many ways a most evil religion.”


			“But we have, as you say, accepted it; so it does not account for the general dislike for which you were offering explanations.”


			“The last explanation was the psychic one,” she went on. “What impresses me here is this: The psychic attitude of this people presents to all the other inhabitants of the world a spirit of concentrated pride. It rests first on the tribal animus, with that old endogenous marriage custom; and then on this tremendous literary-religious structure. One might imagine generations of Egyptians making their chief education a study of the pyramids, sphynxes and so on, or generations of Greeks bringing up their children in the ceaseless contemplation of the Acropolis, or the works of their dramatists; but with the Jews, as a matter of fact, we do see, century after century of education in their ancient language, in their ancient books, and everlasting study and discussion of what remote dead men have written. This has given a peculiar intensity to the Jewish character—a sort of psychic inbreeding; they have a condensed spirit, more and more so as time passes, and it becomes increasingly inimical to the diffused spirit of modern races. Look at the pale recent imitation of such a spirit given in Germany. They have tried in a generation or two to build up and force upon their people an intense national spirit, with, of course, the indwelling egotism essential to such an undertaking. Now, suppose all German national glory rested on a few sacred books; their own early writings imposed upon the modern world; and suppose that German spirit, even now so offensive to other nations, had been concentrated and transmitted for thousands of years. Do you think people would like them?”


			I was silent a bit. Her suggestions were certainly novel, and in no way resembled what I had heard before, either for or against this “peculiar people.”


			“What’s the answer?” I said at last. “Is it hopeless?”


			“Certainly not. Aren’t they born babies, with dear little, clean, free minds? Just as soon as people recognize the evil of filling up new minds with old foolishness, they can make over any race on earth.”


			“That won’t change ‘race characteristics,’ will it?”


			“No, not the physical ones,” she answered. “Intermarriage will do that.”


			“It looks to me as though your answer to the Jewish question was—leave off being Jews. Is that it?”


			“In a measure it is,” she said slowly. “They are world-people and can enrich the world with their splendid traits. They will keep, of course, their high race qualities, their special talents and virtues, by a chosen, not an enforced, selection. Some of the noblest people are Jews, some of the nicest. That can’t be denied. But this long-nursed bunch of ancient mistakes—it is high time they dropped it. What is the use of artificially maintaining characteristics which the whole world dislikes, and then complaining of race prejudice? Of course, there is race prejudice, a cultural one; and all the rest of you will have to bring up your children without that. It is only the matter of a few generations at most.”


			This was a part of the spirit of Herland to which I was slow in becoming accustomed. Their homogeneous, well-ordered life extended its social consciousness freely, ahead as well as backwards; their past history was common knowledge, and their future development even more commonly discussed. They planned centuries ahead and accomplished what they planned. When I thought of their making over the entire language in the interests of childhood, of their vast field of cultural literature, of such material achievements as their replanting all their forests, I began to see that the greatness of a country is not to be measured by linear space, in extent of land, nor arithmetically by numbers of people, nor shallowly by the achievements of the present and a few left-overs, but by the scope of its predetermined social advance.


			As this perception grew within me, it brought first a sense of shame for all the rest of the world, and even more intensely for my own country, which had such incomparable advantages. But after a little, instead of shame, which is utter waste, I began to see life as I never had before: as a great open field of work, in which we were quite free to do as we would. We have always looked at it as a hopeless tangle of individual lives, short, aimless threads, as blindly mixed as the grass stems in a haystack. But collectively, as nations, taking sufficient time, there was nothing we could not do. I told her of my new vision, and she was dumbly happy—just held my hand, her eyes shining.


			“That’s how to stand the misery and failure, isn’t it?” I said. “That’s how not to be discouraged at the awfulness of things; and the reason you take up these separate ‘questions’ so lightly is that none of them mean much alone. The important thing is to get people to think and act together.”


			“There’s nothing on earth to hinder them, Van, dear, except what’s in their heads. And they can stop putting it in, in the babies, I mean, and can put it out of their own, at least enough to get to work. They are beginning, you know.”


			She spoke most encouragingly, most approvingly, of the special efforts we were making in small groups or as individuals to socialize various industries and functions, but with far more fervor of the great “movements.”


			“The biggest of all, and closest related, are your women’s movement and labor movement. Both seem to be swiftly growing stronger. The most inclusive forward-looking system is Socialism, of course. What a splendid vision of immediate possibilities that is. I can not accustom myself to your not seeing it at once. Of course, the reason is plain: your minds are full of your ancient mistakes, too; not so much racial and religious, as in beliefs of economic absurdities. It is so funny!”


			It always nettled me a little to have her laugh at us. That she should be shocked and horrified at the world I had expected; that she should criticise and blame; but to have her act as though all our troubles were easily removable, and we were just a pack of silly fools not to set about it—this was irritating.


			“Well, dear,” she pursued pleasantly, “doesn’t it look funny to you, like a man sleeping cold with good blankets at the foot of his bed; like Mr. Tantalus, quite able to get what he wanted, if he would only reach?”


			“If what you said was so—” I began.


			“And why isn’t it, dear?”


			“The trouble is, I think, in your psychology. You, as a free-minded Herlander, can not seem to see how helpless we are in our minds. All these ages of enforced belief have done something to us, I tell you. We can’t change all in a minute.”


			“The worst thing that has been done to you is to fill your poor heads with this notion that you cannot help yourselves. Tell me, now, what is there to hinder you?”


			“You had better be studying as to what does hinder us,” I answered, “and explain it so that we can do something. We mean well. We are fairly well educated. We are, as you say, rich enough and all that. But we, up to date, seem unable to get together on any line of concerted action toward better living.”


			“I have been studying just that, Van, ever since I first came. Of course after I saw how things were, that was the only thing to do.”


			“Well?” I said, and again, “Well?”


			She sat considering, turning over some books and papers that lay on the table beside her. A lovely picture she made, unique among the women of this land, she had the smooth rounded freedom of body we see in noble statues, and whatever her new friends tried to make her wear, she insisted upon a dress of such simplicity as did not contradict her natural lines and movements. Her face had changed, somewhat, in our two years of travel and study; there was a sadness in it, such as it never wore in Herland, such as I never had seen in anyone while there; and for all her quiet courtesy, her gentle patience, her scientific interest and loving kindness, there was a lonely look about her, as of some albatross in a poultry yard.


			To me she was even more tender and delicately sympathetic than in our first young happiness. She seemed to be infinitely sorry for me, though carefully refraining from expressing it. Our common experiences, our studying and seeing so much together, had drawn us very close, and for my own part I had a curious sense of growing detachedness from the conditions about me and an overwhelming attachment to her which transcended every other tie. It seemed as if my love for her as a human being, such love as a brother, a sister, a friend might feel, was now so much greater than my love of her as a woman, my woman, that I could not miss that fulfilment much while so contented in the larger relation.


			I thought of the many cases I had known where the situation was absolutely reversed, where a man loved a woman solely because of sex desire, without ever knowing her nature as a person, without even wanting to.


			I was very happy with Ellador.


			Chapter XI


			


			IT WAS inevitable that my wife should take a large interest in Feminism. With that sweeping swiftness of hers she read a dozen or so of the leading—and misleading—books on the subject; spent some time in library work looking over files of papers and talked with all manner of people we met who had views on the matter. Furthermore, she thought about it.


			As I grew more and more accustomed to seeing Ellador think, or at least to seeing the results of that process, I was sharply struck with the lack of thinking among people in general. She smiled sociably when I mentioned it.


			“Why, yes, dear, that is largely what is the matter. You do not train your children to think—you train them not to. Your men think hard in narrow lines, just little pushing lines of their special work, or how to get richer, and your women——”


			“Oh, come, let’s have it!” I cried despairingly. “Whatever else you say or don’t say you are always thinking about the women; I can fairly hear your brain click. And I’ll tell you honestly, my dear, that I don’t believe you can hurt me now, no matter how hard you hit them—or the men. It certainly has been a liberal education to live with you. Also I’ve had my time in Herland to show me the difference. I confess that as I now see this life of ours the women shock me, in some ways, more than the men. And I’ve been doing some reading as well as you, even some thinking. I suppose one thing that has made you so reticent about this is that you can’t criticize the women without blaming the men. Perhaps it will encourage you if I begin to do the blaming.”


			She mildly said that perhaps it would seem more magnanimous, so I started in and found the case worse when stated at length than I had seen it in glimpses.


			“Of course, there is no getting around Lester Ward,” I began slowly. “No one can study biology and sociology much and not see that on the first physiological lines the female is the whole show, so to speak, or at least most of it. And all the way up she holds her own, even into early savagery, till Mr. Man gets into the saddle. How he came to do it is a mystery that I don’t believe even you can explain.”


			“No,” she agreed, “I can’t. I call it ‘The Great Divergence.’ There is no other such catastrophic change in all nature—as far as I’ve been able to gather.”


			What Ellador had “gathered” in two years was perhaps not equal in detailed knowledge to the learning of great specialists, but she had a marvellous gift for selecting the really important facts and for arranging them. That was the trick—she did something with what she knew—not merely stored it.


			“Well, he did take the reins, somehow,” I resumed, “and we began our historic period, which is somewhat too large to be covered in an hour—by me. But in all this time, as far as I can make out, he has never been even fair to women, and has for the most part treated her with such an assortment of cruelty and injustice as makes me blush for my sex.”


			“What made you think so, Van? What first?”


			“Why Herland first,” I answered promptly. “Seeing women who were People and that they were People because they were women, not in spite of it. Seeing that what we had called “womanliness” was a mere excess of sex, not the essential part of it at all. When I came back here and compared our women with yours—well, it was a blow. Besides, if I’d had no other evidence You would have shown me—just living with you, my Wonder Darling.”


			She looked at me with shining eyes, that look that was more than wife, more than mother, the illimitable loving Human look.


			“What I have learned from you, Dearest; from our companionship without the physical intimacy of sex, is this; that Persons, two Persons who love each other, have a bigger range of happiness than even two lovers. I mean than two lovers who are not such companions, of course. I do not deny that it has been hard, very hard, sometimes. I’ve been disagreeable to live with——” “Never!” she interpolated, “but somehow the more I loved you the less it troubled me. Now I feel that when we do reach that union, with all our love, with all the great mother purpose that is in your heart and the beginning of a sense of father purpose in mine, I’m sure that it will be only an incident in our love, our happiness, not the main thing.”


			She gave a long soft sigh of full content, still listening.


			“All this makes me see the—limitations of our women,” I continued, “and when I look for a reason there is only the conduct of men toward them. Cruelty? Why, my dear, it is not the physical cruelty to their tender bodies; it is not the shame and grief and denial that they have had to bear; those are like the ‘atrocities’ in warfare—it is the war itself which is wrong. The petted women, the contented women, the ‘happy’ women—these are perhaps the worst result.”


			“It’s wonderful how clearly you see it,” she said.


			“Pretty plain to see,” I went on. “We men, having all human power in our hands, have used it to warp and check the growth of women. We, by choice and selection, by law and religion, by enforced ignorance, by heavy overcultivation of sex, have made the kind of woman we so made by nature, that that is what it was to be a woman. Then we heaped our scornful abuse upon her, ages and ages of it, the majority of men in all nations still looking down on women. And then, as if that was not enough—really, my dear, I’m not joking, I’m ashamed, as if I’d done it myself—we, in our superior freedom, in our monopoly of education, with the law in our hands, both to make and execute, with every conceivable advantage—we have blamed women for the sins of the world!”


			She interrupted here, eagerly—“Not all of you, Van dear! That was only a sort of legend with some people. It was only in the Jewish religion you think so much of that the contemptible lie was actually stated as a holy truth—and even God made to establish that unspeakable injustice.”


			“Yes, that’s true, but nobody objected. We all accepted it gladly—and treated her accordingly. Well, sister—have I owned up enough? I guess you can’t hurt my feelings any with anything you say about men. Of course, I’m not going into details, that would take forever, but just in general I can see what ails the women—and who’s to blame for it.”


			“Don’t be too hard on Mr. Man,” she urged gently. “What you say is true enough, but so are other things. What puzzles me most is not at all that background of explanation, but what ails the women now. Here, even here in America, now. They have had some education for several generations, numbers of them have time to think, some few have money—I cannot be reconciled to the women, Van!”


			She was so unusually fierce about it that I was quite surprised at her. I had supposed that her hardest feeling would be about men. She saw my astonishment and explained.


			“Put yourself in my place for a moment, Van. Suppose in Herland we had a lot of—subject men. Blame us all you want to for doing it, but look at the men. Little creatures, undersized and generally feeble. Cowardly and not ashamed of it. Kept for sex purposes only or as servants; or both, usually both. I confess I’m asking something difficult of your imagination, but try to think of Herland women, each with a soft man she kept to cook for her, to wait upon her and to—‘love’ when she pleased. Ignorant men mostly. Poor men, almost all, having to ask their owners for money and tell what they wanted it for. Some of them utterly degraded creatures, kept in houses for common use—as women are kept here. Some of them quite gay and happy—pet men, with pet names and presents showered upon them. Most of them contented, piously accepting kitchen work as their duty, living by the religion and laws and customs the women made. Some of them left out and made fun of for being left—not owned at all—and envying those who were! Allow for a surprising percentage of mutual love and happiness, even under these conditions; but also for ghastly depths of misery and a general low level of mere submission to the inevitable. Then in this state of degradation fancy these men for the most part quite content to make monkeys of themselves by wearing the most ridiculous clothes. Fancy them, men, with men’s bodies, though enfeebled, wearing open-work lace underclothing, with little ribbons all strung through it; wearing dresses never twice alike and almost always foolish; wearing hats——” she fixed me with a steady eye in which a growing laughter twinkled——“wearing such hats as your women wear!”


			At this I threw up my hands. “I can’t!” I said. “It’s all off. I followed you with increasing difficulty, even through the lace and baby ribbon, but I stop there. Men wear such hats! Men! I tell you it is unthinkable!”


			“Unthinkable for such men?”


			“Such men are unthinkable, really; contemptible, skulking, cowardly spaniels! They would deserve all they got.”


			“Why aren’t you blaming the women of Herland for treating them so, Van?”


			“Oh!” said I, and “Yes,” said I, “I begin to see, my dear Herlander, why you’re down on the women.”


			“Good,” she agreed. “It’s all true, what you say about the men, nothing could be blacker than that story. But the women, Van, the women! They are not dead! They are here, and in your country they have plenty of chance to grow. How can they bear their position, Van; how can they stand it another day? Don’t they know they are Women?”


			“No,” said I slowly. “They think they are—women.”


			We both laughed rather sadly.


			Presently she said, “We have to take the facts as we find them. Emotion does not help us any. It’s no use being horrified at a—hermit crab—that’s the way he is. This is the woman man made—how is she going to get over it?”


			“You don’t forget the ones who have gotten over it, do you? And all the splendid work they are doing?”


			“I’m afraid I did for a moment,” she admitted. “Besides—so much of their effort is along side lines, and some of it in precisely the wrong direction.”


			“What would you have them do?”


			“What would you have those inconceivable men of Herland do?” she countered. “What would you say to them—to rouse them?”


			“I’d try to make them realize that they were men,” I said. “That’s the first thing.”


			“Exactly. And if the smooth, plump, crazily dressed creatures answered ‘A true man is always glad to be supported by the woman he loves’ what would you say to that?”


			“I should try to make him realize what the world really was,” I answered slowly, “and to see what was a man’s place in it.”


			“And if he answered you—a hundred million strong—‘A man’s place is in the home!’—what would you say then?”


			“It would be pretty hard to say anything—if men were like that.”


			“Yes, and it is pretty hard to say anything when women are like that—it doesn’t reach them.”


			“But there is the whole women’s movement—surely they are changing, improving.”


			She shook off her mood of transient bitterness. “My ignorance makes me hard, I suppose. I’m not familiar enough with your past history, recent past history, I mean, to note the changes as clearly as you do. I come suddenly to see them as they are, not knowing how much worse it has been. For instance, I suppose women used to dress more foolishly than they do now. Can that be possible?”


			I ran over in my mind some of the eccentricities of fashion in earlier periods and was about to say that it was possible when I chanced to look out of the window. It was a hot day, most oppressively hot, with a fiercely glaring sun. A woman stood just across the street talking to a man. I picked up my opera glass and studied her for a moment. I had read that “the small waist is coming in again.” Hers had come. She stood awkwardly in extremely high-heeled slippers, in which the sole of the foot leaned on a steep slant from heel to ball, and her toes, poor things, were driven into the narrow-pointed toe of the slipper by the whole sliding weight of the body above. The thin silk hose showed the insteps puffing up like a pincushion from the binding grip of that short vamp.


			Her skirts were short as a child’s, most voluminous and varied in outline, hanging in bunches on the hips and in various fluctuating points and corners below. The bodice was a particolored composition, of indiscreet exposures, more suitable for a ballroom than for the street.


			But what struck me most was that she wore about her neck a dead fox or the whole outside of one.


			No, she was not a lunatic. No, that man was not her keeper. No, it was not a punishment, not an initiation penalty, not an election bet.


			That woman, of her own free will and at considerable expense, wore heavy furs in the hottest summer weather.


			I laid down the glass and turned to Ellador. “No, my dear,” said I gloomily. “It is not possible that women ever could have been more idiotic in dress than that.”


			We were silent for a little, watching that pitiful object with her complacent smile as she stood there on those distorted feet, sweating under her load of fur, perfectly contented and pleased with herself.


			“Some way,” said Ellador slowly, “it makes me almost discouraged about the woman’s movement. I’m not, of course, not really. I do know enough to see that they are far better off than a hundred years ago. And the laws of life are on their side, solid irresistible laws. They are women after all, and women are people—are the people, really, up to a certain point. I must make more allowances, must learn to see the gain in some ways even where there is none in others. Now that—that tottering little image may be earning her own living or doing something useful. . . . What’s worst of all, perhaps, is the strange missing of purpose in those who are most actively engaged in ‘advancing.’ They seem like flies behind a window, they bump and buzz, pushing their heads against whatever is in front of them, and never seem really to plan a way out. . . . No, there’s one thing worse than that—much worse. I wouldn’t have believed it possible—I can hardly believe it now.”


			“What’s this horror?” I asked. “Prostitution? White slavery?”


			“Oh, no,” she said, “those things are awful, but a sort of natural awfulness, if I may say so; what a scientific observer would expect of the evil conditions carried to excess. No—this thing is—unnatural! I mean—the Antis.”


			“Oh—the Anti-Suffragists?”


			“Yes. Think of the men again—those poor degraded men I was imagining. And then think of some of them struggling for freedom, struggling long and hard, with pathetically slow progress, doing no harm in the meantime, just talking, arguing, pleading, petitioning, using what small money they could scrape together to promote their splendid cause, their cause that meant not only their own advantage, but more freedom and swifter progress for all the world. And then think of some other of those pet men, not only misunderstanding the whole thing, too dull or too perverse even to see such basic truth as that, but actually banding together to oppose it——!


			“Van, if you want one all-sufficient and world-convincing proof of the degradation of women, you have it in the anti-suffragist!


			“The men are backing them, remember,” I suggested.


			“Of course they are. You expect the men to oppose the freeing of women, they naturally would. But the women, Van—the women themselves—it’s un-natural.”


			With a sick shudder she buried her face in her hands for a moment, then straightened up bravely again, giving that patient little sigh of dismissal to the subject. I was silent and watched her as she sat, so strong, so graceful, so beautiful, with that balanced connection in line and movement we usually see only in savages. Her robe was simple in form, lovely in color, comfortable and becoming. I looked at her with unfailing pleasure always, never having to make excuses and reservations. All of her was beautiful and strong.


			And I thought of her sisters, that fair land of full grown women, all of whom, with room for wide personal distinction, were beautiful and strong. There were differences enough. A group of thoroughbred race horses might vary widely in color, size, shape, marking and individual expression; yet all be fine horses. There would be no need of scrubs and cripples to make variety. And I looked again out of our window, at the city street, with its dim dirtiness, its brutal noise and the unsatisfied, unsatisfying people going so hurriedly about after their food, crowding, pushing, hurrying like hungry rats; the sordid eagerness of the men, the shallow folly of the women. And all at once there swept over me a great wave of homesickness for Herland.


			Ellador was never satisfied merely to criticize; she must needs plan some way out, some improvement. So, laying aside her discouragement, she plunged into this woman question with new determination and before long came to me in loving triumph.


			“I was wrong, Van, to be so harsh with them; it was just my Herland background. Now I have been deliberately putting myself in the woman’s place and measuring the rate of progress—as of a glacier. And it’s wonderful, really wonderful. There was the bottom limit—not so very far back—some savages still keeping to it—merely to live long enough to bear a daughter. Then there’s the gain, this way in one land and that way in another, but always a gain. Then this great modern awakening which is now stirring them all over the world. By keeping my own previous knowledge of women entirely out of my mind and by measuring your really progressive ones to-day against their own grandmothers—that movement I was so scornful about now seems to me a sunburst of blazing improvement. Of course they ‘bump and buzz’ in every direction, that is mere resilience—haven’t they been kept down in every direction? They’ll get over that as they grow accustomed to real liberty.


			“It would be inconceivable that they should have been so unutterably degraded for so long and not show the results of it, the limitations. Instead of blaming them I should have been rejoicing at the wonderful speed with which they have surged forward as fast as any door was opened, even a crack. I have been looking at what might be called the unconscious as apart from the conscious woman’s movement, and it comforts me much.”


			“Just what do you mean?”


			“I mean the women’s clubs, here in this country especially; and largest of all the economic changes; the immense numbers who are at work.”


			“Didn’t they always work? The poor ones, that is?”


			“Oh, yes, at home. I mean human work.”


			“Wage earning?”


			“That, incidentally, as a descriptive term; but it would be different grade of work, even without that.”


			“So I’ve heard people say, some people. But what is there superior in doing some fractional monotonous little job like bookkeeping, for instance, as compared with the management and performance of all the intimate tasks in a household?”


			I was so solemn about this that she took me seriously, at least for a moment.


			“It isn’t the difference between a bookkeeper and a housekeeper that must be considered; it is the difference between an organized business world that needs bookkeeping and an unorganized world of separate families with no higher work than to eat, sleep and keep alive.”


			Then she saw me grin and begged pardon, cheerfully. “I might have known you were wiser than that, Van. But, oh, the people I’ve been talking to! The questions they ask and the comments they make! Fortunately we do not have to wait for universal conviction before moving onward.”


			“If you could have your way with the women of this country and the others what would you make them do?” I asked.


			She set her chin in her hand and meditated a little. “What they are doing, only more of it, for one thing,” she answered presently, “but, oh, so much more! Of course they have to be taught differently, they need new standards, new hopes, new ideals, new purposes. That’s the real field of work, you see, Van, in the mind. That is what was so confusing to me at first. You see the difference in looks between your women and our women is as one to a thousand compared to the differences between their mental content.


			“Your conditions are so good, the real ones, I mean, the supplies, the materials, the abilities you have, that at first I underrated the difficulties. Inside you are not as advanced as outside, men or women. You have such antique minds! I never get used to it. You see we, ever so long ago, caught up with our conditions; and now we are always planning better ones. Our minds are ahead of our conditions—and yet we live pretty comfortably.”


			“And how are our women going to catch up?”


			“They have to make a long jump, from the patriarchal status to the democratic, from the narrowest personal ties to the widest social relation, from first hand labor, mere private service of bodily needs, to the specialized, organized social service of the whole community. At present this is going on, in actual fact, without their realizing it, without their understanding and accepting it. It is the mind that needs changing.”


			“I suppose it seems a trifling matter to you to change the working machinery of twenty million homes—that’s what it amounts to—doesn’t it?”


			“How long does it take to do up twenty million women’s hair?” she inquired. “No longer than it does one—if they all do it at once. Numbers don’t complicate a question like this. What could be done in one tiny village could be done all over the country in the same time. I suppose I do underestimate the practical difficulties here on account of our having settled all those little problems. The idea of your still not being properly fed!—I can’t get used to it.”


			Then I remembered the uniform excellence of food in Herland; not only all that we ourselves had enjoyed, but that I never saw in any shop or market any wilted, withered, stale or in any way inferior supplies.


			“How did you manage that?” I asked her. “Did you confiscate all the damaged things? Was there a penalty for selling them?”


			“Does one of your housekeepers confiscate her damaged food? Is there any penalty for feeding her family with it?”


			“Oh, I see. You only provided enough to keep fresh.”


			“Exactly. I tell you numbers don’t make any difference. A million people do not eat any more—apiece—than a dozen at one table. We feed our people as carefully and as competently as you try to feed your families. You can’t do as well because of the inferiority of materials.”


			This I found somewhat offensive, but I knew it was true.


			“It’s so simple!” she said wearily. “A child could see it. Food is to eat, and if it is not good to eat it is not food. Here you people use food as a thing to play with, to buy and sell, to store up, to throw away, with no more regard for its real purpose than——”


			“Than the swine with pearls before him,” I suggested. “But you know those economic laws come in——”


			She laughed outright.


			“Van, dear, there is nothing in all your pitiful tangled life more absurd than what you so solemnly call ‘economics.’ Good economics in regard to food is surely this: to produce the best quality, in sufficient quantity, with the least expenditure of labor, and to distribute it the most rapidly and freshly to the people who need it.


			“The management of food in your world is perhaps the most inexplicably foolish of anything you do. I’ve been up and down the streets in your cities observing. I’ve been in the hotels and restaurants far and wide and in ever so many homes. And I confess, Van, with some mortification, that there is no one thing I’m more homesick for than food.”


			“I am getting discouraged, if you are not, Ellador. As compared with a rational country like yours, this is rather a mess. And it looks so hopeless. I suppose it will take a thousand years to catch up.”


			“You could do it in three generations,” she calmly replied.


			“Three generations! That’s barely a century.”


			“I know it. The whole outside part of it you could do inside of twenty years; it is the people who will take three generations to remake. You could improve this stock, say, 5 per cent. in one, 15 in two and 80 per cent. in three. Perhaps faster.”


			“Are not you rather sanguine, my dear girl?”


			“I don’t think so,” she answered gravely. “People are not bad now; they are only weighed down with all this falsehood and foolishness in their heads. There is always the big lifting force of life to push you on as fast as you will let it. There is the wide surrounding help of conditions, such conditions as you even now know how to arrange. And there is the power of education—which you have hardly tried. With these all together and with proper care in breeding you could fill the world with glorious people—soon. Oh, I wish you’d do it! I wish you’d do it!”


			It was hard on her. Harder even than I had foreseen. Not only the war horrors, not only the miseries of more backward nations and of our painful past, but even in my America where I had fondly thought she would be happy, the common arrangements of our lives to which we are so patiently accustomed, were to her a constant annoyance and distress.


			Through her eyes I saw it newly and instead of the breezy pride I used to feel in my young nation I now began to get an unceasing sense of what she had called “an idiot child.”


			It was so simply true, what she said about food. Food is to eat. All its transporting and preserving and storing and selling—if it interferes with the eating value of the food—is foolishness. I began to see the man who stores eggs until they are reduced to the grade called “rots and spots” as an idiot and a malicious idiot at that. Vivid and clear rose in my mind the garden-circled cities of Herland, where for each group of inhabitants all fresh fruits and vegetables were raised so near that they could be eaten the day they were picked. It did not cost any more. It cost less, saving transportation. Supplies that would keep they kept—enough from season to season, with some emergency reserves; but not one person, young or old, ever had to eat such things as we pay extortionately for in every city.


			Nothing but women, only mothers, but they had worked out to smooth perfection what now began to seem to me to be the basic problem in human life.


			How to make the best kind of people and how to keep them at their best and growing better—surely that is what we are here for.


			Chapter XII


			


			AS I look over my mass of notes, of hastily jotted down or wholly reconstructed conversations, and some of Ellador’s voluminous papers, I am distressingly conscious of the shortcomings of this book. There is no time now to improve it, and I wish to publish it, as a little better than no report at all of the long visit of my wife from Herland to the world we know.


			In time I hope, if I live, and if I come back again, to make a far more competent study than this. Yet why trouble myself to do that? She will do it, I am sure, with the help of her friends and sisters, far better than I could.


			I had hoped that she could go blazing about our world, lecturing on the wonders and beauties of Herland, but that was all dropped when they decided not to betray their strange geographical secret—yet. I am allowed to print the previous account of our visit there—even that will set explorers on their track; but she did not wish to answer specific questions while here, nor to refuse to answer.


			They were quite right. The more I see of our world, the surer I am that they are right to try to preserve their lovely country as it is, for a while at least.


			Ellador begs that I explain how inchoate, how fragmentary, how disproportionate, her impressions necessarily were.


			“The longer I stay,” she said, “the more I learn of your past and understand of your present, the more hopeful I feel for you. Please make that very clear.” This she urged strongly.


			The war did not discourage her, after a while. “What is one more—among so many?” she asked, with a wry smile. “The very awfulness of this is its best hope; that, and the growing wisdom of the people. You’ll have no more, I’m sure; that is, no more except those recognized as criminal outbreaks, and punitive ones; the receding waves of force as these turbulent cross-currents die down and disappear.


			“But, Van, dear, whatever else you leave out, be sure to make it as strong as you can about the women and children.”


			“Perhaps you’d better say it yourself, my dear. Come, you put in a chapter,” I urged. But she would not.


			“I should be too abusive, I’m afraid,” she objected; “and I’ve talked enough on the subject—you know that.”


			She had, by this time, gone over it pretty thoroughly. And it is not very difficult to give the drift of it—we all know the facts. Her position, as a Herlander, was naturally the maternal one.


			“The business of people is, of course, to be well, happy, wise, beautiful, productive and progressive.”


			“Why don’t you say ‘good,’ too,” I suggested.


			“Don’t be absurd, Van. If people are well and happy, wise, beautiful, productive and progressive, they must incidentally be good; that’s being good. What sort of goodness is it which does not produce those effects? Well, these ‘good’ people need a ‘good’ world to live in, and they have to make it; a clean, safe, comfortable world to grow in.


			“Then, since they all begin as children, it seems so self-evident that the way to make better people and a better world is to teach the children how.”


			“You’ll find general agreement so far,” I admitted.


			“But the people who train children are, with you, the mothers,” she pursued, “and the mothers of your world have not yet seen this simple truth.”


			“They talk of nothing else,” I suggested. “They are always talking of the wonderful power and beauty of motherhood, from the most ancient morality to Ellen Key.”


			“Yes, I know they talk about it. Their idea of motherhood, to what it ought to be, is like a birchbark canoe to an ocean steamship, Van. They haven’t seen it as a whole—that’s the trouble. What prevents them is their dwarfed condition, not being people, real, world-building people; and what keeps them dwarfed is this amazing relic of the remote past—their domestic position.”


			“Would you ‘destroy the home,’ as they call it, Ellador?”


			“I think the home is the very loveliest thing you have on earth,” she unexpectedly replied.


			“What do you mean, then?” I asked, genuinely puzzled. “You can’t have homes without women in them, can you? And children?”


			“And men,” she gravely added. “Why, Van—do not men have homes, and love them dearly? A man does not have to stay at home all day, in order to love it; why should a woman?”


			Then she made clear to me, quite briefly, how the home should be to the woman just what it was to a man, and far more to both, in beauty and comfort, in privacy and peace, in all the pleasant rest and dear companionship we so prize; but that it should not be to him a grinding weight of care and expense, or an expression of pride; nor to her a workshop or her sole means of personal expression.


			“It is so pathetic,” she said, “and so unutterably absurd, to see great city-size and world-size women trying to content themselves and express themselves in one house; or worse, one flat. You know how it would be for a man, surely. It is just as ridiculous for a woman. And your city-size and world-size men are all tied up to these house-size women. It’s so funny, Van, so painfully funny, like a horse harnessed with an eohippus.”


			“We haven’t got to wait for Mrs. Eohippus to catch up to Mr. Horse, I hope?”


			“You won’t have to wait long,” she assured me. “They are born equal, your boys and girls; they have to be. It is the tremendous difference in cultural conditions that divides them; not only in infancy and youth; not only in dress and training; but in this wide gulf of industrial distinction, this permanent division which leaves one sex free to rise, to develop every social power and quality, and forcibly restrains the other to a labor-level thousands of years behind. It is beginning to change, I can see that now, but it has to be complete, universal, before women can do their duty as mothers.”


			“But I thought—at least I’ve always heard—that it was their duty as mothers which kept them at home.”


			She waved this aside, with a touch of impatience. “Look at the children,” she said; “that’s enough. Look at these girls who do not even know enough about motherhood to demand a healthy father. Why, a—a—sheep would know better than to mate with such creatures as some of your women marry.


			“They are only just beginning to learn that there are such diseases as they have been suffering and dying from for all these centuries. And they are so poor! They haven’t any money, most of them; they are so disorganized—unorganized—apparently unconscious of any need of organization.”


			I mentioned the growth of trade unions, but she said that was but a tiny step—useful, but small; what she meant was Mother Union. . . .


			“I suppose it is sex,” she pursued, soberly. “With us, motherhood is so simple. I had supposed, at first, that your bi-sexual method would mean a better motherhood, a motherhood of two, so to speak. And I find that men have so enjoyed their little part of the work that they have grown to imagine it as quite a separate thing, and to talk about ‘sex’ as if it was wholly distinct from parentage. Why, see what I found the other day”—and she pulled out a copy of a little yellow medical magazine, published by a physician who specializes in sex diseases, and read me a note this doctor had written on “Sterilization,” wherein he said that it had no injurious effect on sex.


			“Just look at that!” she said. “The man is a doctor—and thinks the removal of parental power is no loss to ‘sex’! What men—yes, and some women, too—seem to mean by sex is just their preliminary pleasure. . . . When your women are really awake and know what they are for, seeing men as the noblest kind of assistants, nature’s latest and highest device for the improvement of parentage, then they will talk less of ‘sex’ and more of children.”


			I urged, as genuinely as I could, the collateral value and uses of sex indulgence; not the common theories of “necessity,” which any well-trained athlete can deny, but the more esoteric claims of higher flights of love, and of far-reaching stimulus to all artistic faculty: the creative impulse in our work.


			She listened patiently, but shook her head when I was done.


			“Even if all those claims were true,” she said, “they would not weigh as an ounce to a ton beside the degradation of women, the corruption of the body and mind through these wholly unnecessary diseases, and the miserable misborn children. Why, Van, what’s ‘creative impulse’ and all its ‘far-reaching stimulus’ to set beside the stunted, meager starveling children, the millions of poor little sub-ordinary children, children who are mere accidents and by-products of this much-praised ‘sex’? It’s no use, dear, until all the children of the world are at least healthy; at least normal; until the average man and woman are free from taint of sex-disease and happy in their love—lastingly happy in their love—there is not much to boast of in this popular idea of sex and sex indulgence.


			“It can not be changed in a day or a year,” she said. “This is evidently a matter of long inheritance, and that’s why I allow three generations to get over it. But nothing will help much till the women are free and see their duty as mothers.”


			“Some of the ‘freest’ women are urging more sex freedom,” I reminded her. “They want to see the women doing as men have done, apparently.”


			“Yes, I know. They are almost as bad as the antis—but not quite. They are merely a consequence of wrong teaching and wrong habits; they were there before, those women, only not saying what they wanted. Surely, you never imagined that all men could be unchaste and all women chaste, did you?”


			I shamefacedly admitted that that was exactly what we had imagined, and that we had most cruelly punished the women who were not.


			“It’s the most surprising thing I ever heard of,” she said; “and you bred and trained plenty of animals, to say nothing of knowing the wild ones. Is there any case in nature of a species with such totally opposite traits in the two sexes?”


			There wasn’t, that I knew of, outside of their special distinctions, of course.


			All these side issues she continually swept aside, all the minor points and discussable questions, returning again and again to the duty of women.


			“As soon as the women take the right ground, men will have to follow suit,” she said, “as soon as women are free, independent and conscientious. They have the power in their own hands, by natural law.”


			“What is going to rouse them, to make them see it?” I asked.


			“A number of things seems to be doing that,” she said, meditatively. “From my point of view, I should think the sense of maternal duty would be the strongest thing, but there seem to be many forces at work here. The economic change is the most imperative, more so, even, than the political, and both are going on fast. There’s the war, too, that is doing wonders for women. It is opening the eyes of men, millions of men, at once, as no arguments ever could have.”


			“Aren’t you pleased to see the women working for peace?” I asked.


			“Immensely, of course. All over Europe they are at it—that’s what I mean.”


			“But I meant the Peace Movement.”


			“Oh, that? Talking for peace, you mean, and writing and telegraphing. Yes, that’s useful, too. Anything that brings women out into social relation, into a sense of social responsibility, is good. But all that they say and write and urge will not count as much as what they do.


			“Your women will surely have more sense than the men about economics,” she suggested. “It does not seem to me possible for business women to mishandle food as men do, or to build such houses. It is all so—unreasonable: to make people eat what is not good, or live in dark, cramped little rooms.”


			“You don’t think they show much sense in their own clothes?” I offered, mischievously.


			“No, they don’t. But that is women as they are, the kind of women you men have been so long manufacturing. I’m speaking of real ones, the kind that are there underneath, and sure to come out as soon as they have a chance. And what a glorious time they will have—cleaning up the world! I’d almost like to stay and help a little.”


			Gradually it had dawned upon me that Ellador did not mean to stay, even in America. I wanted to be sure.


			“Like to stay? Do you mean that you want to go back—for good?”


			“It is not absolutely clear to me yet,” she answered. “But one thing I’m certain about. If I live here I will not have a child.”


			I thought for a moment that she meant the distress about her would have some deleterious effect and prevent it; but when I looked at her, saw the folded arms, the steady mouth, the fixed determination in her eyes, I knew that she meant “will not” when she said it.


			“It would not be right,” she added, simply. “There is no place in all your world, that I have seen or read of, where I should be willing to raise a child.”


			“We could go to some lovely place alone,” I urged; “some island, clean and beautiful——”


			“But we should be ‘alone’ there. That is no place for a child.”


			“You could teach it—as they do in Herland,” I still urged.


			“I teach it? I? What am I, to teach a child?”


			“You would be its mother,” I answered.


			“And what is a mother to teach a solitary little outcast thing as you suggest? Children need the teaching of many women, and the society of many children, for right growth. Also, they need a social environment—not an island!


			“You see, dear,” she went on, after a little, “in Herland everything teaches. The child sees love and order and peace and comfort and wisdom everywhere. No child, alone, could grow up so—so richly endowed. And as to these countries I have seen—these cities of abomination—I would die childless rather than to bear a child in this world of yours.”


			In Herland to say “I would die childless” is somewhat equivalent to our saying “I would suffer eternal damnation.” It is the worst deprivation they can think of.


			“You are going to leave me!” I cried. It burst upon me with sudden bitterness. She was not “mine,” she was a woman of Herland, and her heavenly country, her still clear hope of motherhood, were more to her than life in our land with me. What had I to offer her that was comparable to that upland paradise?


			She came to me, then, and took me in her arms—strong, tender, loving arms—and gave me one of her rare kisses.


			“I’m going to stay with you, my husband, as long as I live—if you want me. Is there anything to prevent your coming back to Herland?”


			As a matter of fact, there was really nothing to prevent it, nothing I might leave behind which would cost me the pain her exile was costing her; and especially nothing which could compensate for losing my wife.


			We began to discuss it, with eager interest. “I don’t mean to forsake this poor world,” she assured me. “We can come back again—later, much later. My mind is full of great things that can be done here, and I want to get all the wisdom of Herland at work to help. But let us go back now, while we are young, and before this black, stupid confusion has—has hurt me any worse. Perhaps it is no harm, that I have suffered so. Perhaps our child will have a heart that aches for all the world—and will do more than any of us to help it. Especially if it is—a Boy.”


			“Do you want a boy, darling?”


			“Oh, do I not! Just think—none of us, ever, in these two thousand years, has had one. If we, in Herland, can begin a new kind of men!” . . .


			“What do you want of them?” I said, teasingly. “Surely you women alone have accomplished all that the world needs, haven’t you?”


			“Indeed, no, Van. We haven’t begun. Ours is only a—a sample: a little bit of a local exhibit. If what we have done is the right thing, then it becomes our clearest duty to spread it to all the world. Such a new life as you have opened to us, Van, you Splendid Man!”


			“Splendid Man! Splendid! I thought you thought we were to blame for all the misery in the world? Just look at the harm we’ve done!”


			“Just look at the good you’ve done, too! Why, my darling, the harm you have done is merely the result of your misunderstanding and misuse of Sex; and the good you have done is the result of the humanness of you, the big, noble humanness that has grown and grown, that has built and lifted and taught the world in spite of all the dragging evil. Why, dear, when I see the courage, the perseverance, the persistent growth you men have shown, cumbered as you have been from the beginning by the fruits of your mistakes, it seems as if you were almost more than human.”


			I was rather stunned by this. No man who had seen Herland and then come back to our tangled foolishness, waste and pain, could be proud of his manmade world. No man who had solidly grasped the biological facts as to the initial use of his sex, and his incredible misuse of it, could help the further shame for the anomalous position of the human male, completely mistaken, and producing a constant train of evils.


			I could see it all plainly enough. And now, to have her talk like this!


			“Remember, dear, that men never meant to do it, or any part of it,” she tenderly explained. “The trouble evidently began when nobody knew much; it became an ironclad ‘custom’ even before religion took it up, and law. Remember, too, that the women haven’t died—they are here yet, in equal numbers. Also, even the unjust restrictions have saved them from a great deal of suffering which the men met. And then nothing could rob them of their inheritance. Every step the men really made upward lifted the women, too. And don’t forget Love, ever. That has lived and triumphed even through all the lust and slavery and shame.”


			I felt comforted, relieved.


			“Besides,” she went on, “you men ought to feel proud of the real world work you have done, even crippled as you were by your own excessive sex, and by those poor, dragging dead-weights of women you had manufactured. In spite of it all, you have invented and discovered and built and adorned the world. You have things as far along as we have, even some things better, and many sciences and crafts we know nothing about. And you’ve done it alone—just men! It’s wonderful.”


			In spite of all the kindness and honest recognition she showed, I could not help a feeling of inner resentment at this tone. Of course, we three men had been constantly impressed with all that they had done in Herland—just women, alone—but that she thought it equally wonderful for men to do it was not wholly gratifying.


			She went on serenely.


			“We had such advantages, you see. Being women, we had all the constructive and organizing tendencies of motherhood to urge us on and, having no men, we missed all that greediness and quarreling your history is so sadly full of. Also, being isolated, we could just grow—like a sequoia in a sheltered mountain glade.


			“But you men, in this mixed, big world of yours, in horrid confusion of mind and long ignorance, with all those awful religions to mix you up and hold you back, and with so little real Happiness—still, you have built the world! Van, dear, it shows how much stronger humanity is than sex, even in men. All that I have had to learn, you see, for we make no distinction at home—women are people, and people are women.


			“At first I thought of men just as males—a Herlander would, you know. Now I know that men are people, too, just as much as women are; and it is as one person to another that I feel this big love for you, Van. You are so nice to live with. You are such good company. I never get tired of you. I like to play with you, and to work with you. I admire and enjoy the way you do things. And when we sit down quietly, near together—it makes me so happy, Van!”


			


			There were still a few big rubies in that once fat little bag she so wisely brought with her. We made careful plans, which included my taking a set of thorough lessons in aviation and mechanics; there must be no accidents on this trip. By a previous steamer we sent the well-fitted motorboat that should carry us and our dissembled aeroplane up that long river.


			Of baggage, little could be carried, and that little, on Ellador’s part, consisted largely of her mass of notes, all most carefully compressed, and done on the finest and lightest paper. She also urged that we take with us the lightest and newest of encyclopædias. “We can leave it in the boat, if necessary, and make a separate trip,” she suggested. Also photographs she took, and a moving picture outfit with well-selected films. “We can make them, I’m sure,” she said; “but this one will do to illustrate.” It did.


			After all, her requirements did not weigh more than the third passenger whom we might have carried.


			The river trip was a growing joy; day after day of swift gliding through those dark, drooping forests and wide, reedy flats; and when at last we shot out upon the shining silver of that hidden lake, and she saw above her the heights of Herland—my calm goddess trembled and cried, stretching her arms to it like a child to its mother.


			But we set swiftly to work on our aeroplane, putting it all soundly together and fastening in the baggage, and then sealed up the tight sheathed boat like a trim cocoon.


			Then the purr of our propeller, the long, skating slide on the water, and up—and up—in a widening spiral, Ellador breathless, holding fast to the supports, till we topped the rocky rim, rose above the forest, her forest—and sailed out over the serene expanse of that fair land.


			“O, let’s look,” she begged; “let’s look at the whole of it first—it’s the whole of it that I love!” So we swept in a great circle above, as one might sweep over Holland: the green fields, blossoming gardens, and dark woods, spread like a model of heaven below us, and the cities, the villages—how well I remembered them, in their scattered loveliness, rich in color, beautiful in design, everywhere fringed and shaded by clean trees, lit and cheered by bright water, radiant with flowers.


			She leaned forward like a young mother over her sleeping child, tender, proud, gloating.


			“No smoke!” she murmured; “no brutal noise, no wickedness, no disease. Almost no accidents or sickness—almost none.” (This in a whisper, as if she were apologizing for some faint blemish on the child.)


			“Beauty!” she breathed. “Beauty! Beauty!—everywhere. Oh, I had forgotten how beautiful it was!”


			So had I. When I first saw it I was still too accustomed to our common ugliness to really appreciate this loveliness.


			When we had swung back to the town where we had lived most, and made our smooth descent in a daisied meadow, there were many to meet us, with my well-remembered Somel, and, first and most eager, Jeff and Celis, with their baby.


			Ellador seized upon it as eagerly as her gentle tenderness would allow, with reverent kisses for the little hands, the rosy feet. She caught Celis to her arms and held her close. She even kissed Jeff, which he apparently liked, and nobody else minded. And then—well, if you live in a country of about three million inhabitants, and love them all; if you have been an envoy extraordinary—very extraordinary, indeed—to a far-off, unknown world, and have come back unexpectedly—why, your hands are pretty full for a while.


			


			We settled back into the smooth-running Herland life without a ripple. No trouble about housing; they had always a certain percentage of vacancies, to allow for freedom of movement. No trouble about clothes; those perfect garments were to be had everywhere, always lovely and suitable. No trouble about food; that smooth, well-adjusted food supply was available wherever we went.


			No appeals for deserving charity—no need of them. Nothing to annoy and depress, everything to give comfort and strength; and under all, more perceptible to me now than before, that vast, steady, onmoving current of definite purpose, planning and working to make good better and better best.


			The “atmosphere” in the world behind us is that of a thousand mixed currents, pushing and pulling in every direction, controverting and opposing one another.


			Here was peace—and power, with accomplishment.


			Eagerly she returned to her people. With passionate enthusiasm she poured out, in wide tours of lecturing, and in print, her report of world conditions. She saw it taken up, studied, discussed by those great-minded over-mothers of the land. She saw the young women, earnest eyed, of boundless hope and high purpose, planning, as eager missionaries plan, what they could do to spread to all the world their proven gains. Reprints of that encyclopædia were scattered to every corner of the land, and read swiftly, eagerly, to crowding groups of listeners. There began to stir in Herland a new spirit, pushing, seeking, a new sense of responsibility, a larger duty.


			“It is not enough,” they said, “that we should be so happy. Here is the whole round world—millions and hundreds of millions of people—and all their babies! Not in a thousand years will we rest, till the world is happy!”


			And to this end they began to plan, slowly, wisely, calmly, making no haste; sure, above all, that they must preserve their own integrity and peace if they were to help others.


			


			When Ellador had done her utmost, given all that she had gathered and seen the great work growing, she turned to me with a long, happy sigh.


			“Let’s go to the forest,” she said. And we went.


			We went to the rock where I had first landed and she showed me where three laughing girls had been hidden. We went to the tree where they had slipped away like quicksilver. We went to a far-off, quiet place she knew, a place of huge trees, heavy with good fruit, of smooth, mossy banks, of quiet pools and tinkling fountains. Here, unexpected, was a little forester house, still and clean, with tall flowers looking in at the windows.


			“I used to love this best of all,” she said. “Look—you can see both ways.”


			It was on a high knoll and, through the great boughs, a long vista opened to a bright sunlight in the fields below.


			The other side was a surprise. The land dropped suddenly, fell to a rocky brink and ended. Dark and mysterious, far beyond, in a horizon-sweeping gloom of crowding jungle, lay—the world.


			“I always wanted to see—to know—to help,” she said. “Dear—you have brought me so much! Not only love, but the great new spread of life—of work to do for all humanity.


			“And then—the other new Hope, too,—perhaps—perhaps—a son!”


			And in due time a son was born to us.


			


			The End


			IN THIS OUR WORLD


			WOULD YE BUT UNDERSTAND!


			JOY IS ON EVERY HAND!


			YE SHUT YOUR EYES AND CALL IT NIGHT,


			YE GROPE AND FALL IN SEAS OF LIGHT—


			WOULD YE BUT UNDERSTAND.
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			Birth

						
					

					
							
			Lord, I am born!

						
					

					
							
			I have built me a body

						
					

					
							
			Whose ways are all open,

						
					

					
							
			Whose currents run free,

						
					

					
							
			From the life that is thine

						
					

					
							
			Flowing ever within me,

						
					

					
							
			To the life that is mine

						
					

					
							
			Flowing outward through me.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am clothed, and my raiment

						
					

					
							
			Fits smooth to the spirit,

						
					

					
							
			The soul moves unhindered,

						
					

					
							
			The body is free;

						
					

					
							
			And the thought that my body

						
					

					
							
			Falls short of expressing,

						
					

					
							
			In texture and color

						
					

					
							
			Unfoldeth on me.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am housed, O my Father!

						
					

					
							
			My body is sheltered,

						
					

					
							
			My spirit has room

						
					

					
							
			’Twixt the whole world and me,

						
					

					
							
			I am guarded with beauty and strength,

						
					

					
							
			And within it

						
					

					
							
			Is room for still union,

						
					

					
							
			And birth floweth free.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And the union and birth

						
					

					
							
			Of the house, ever growing,

						
					

					
							
			Have built me a city—

						
					

					
							
			Have born me a state—

						
					

					
							
			Where I live manifold,

						
					

					
							
			Many-voiced, many-hearted,

						
					

					
							
			Never dead, never weary,

						
					

					
							
			And oh! never parted!

						
					

					
							
			The life of The Human,

						
					

					
							
			So subtle—so great!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Lord, I am born!

						
					

					
							
			From inmost to outmost

						
					

					
							
			The ways are all open,

						
					

					
							
			The currents run free,

						
					

					
							
			From thy voice in my soul

						
					

					
							
			To my joy in the people—

						
					

					
							
			I thank thee, O God,

						
					

					
							
			For this body thou gavest,

						
					

					
							
			Which enfoldeth the earth—

						
					

					
							
			Is enfolded by thee!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Nature’s Answer


			i.

						
					

					
							
			A man would build a house, and found a place

						
					

					
							
			As fair as any on the earth’s fair face:

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Soft hills, dark woods, smooth meadows richly green,

						
					

					
							
			And cool tree-shaded lakes the hills between.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He built his house within this pleasant land,

						
					

					
							
			A stately white-porched house, long years to stand;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But, rising from his paradise so fair,

						
					

					
							
			Came fever in the night and killed him there.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“O lovely land!” he cried, “how could I know

						
					

					
							
			That death was lurking under this fair show?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And answered Nature, merciful and stern,

						
					

					
							
			“I teach by killing; let the others learn!”

						
					

					
							
			ii.

						
					

					
							
			A man would do great work, good work and true;

						
					

					
							
			He gave all things he had, all things he knew;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He worked for all the world; his one desire

						
					

					
							
			To make the people happier, better, higher;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Used his best wisdom, used his utmost strength;

						
					

					
							
			And, dying in the struggle, found at length,

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The giant evils he had fought the same,

						
					

					
							
			And that the world he loved scarce knew his name.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Has all my work been wrong? I meant so well!

						
					

					
							
			I loved so much!” he cried. “How could I tell?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And answered Nature, merciful and stern,

						
					

					
							
			“I teach by killing; let the others learn.”

						
					

					
							
			iii.

						
					

					
							
			A maid was asked in marriage. Wise as fair,

						
					

					
							
			She gave her answer with deep thought and prayer,

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Expecting, in the holy name of wife,

						
					

					
							
			Great work, great pain, and greater joy, in life.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She found such work as brainless slaves might do,

						
					

					
							
			By day and night, long labor, never through;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Such pain—no language can her pain reveal;

						
					

					
							
			It had no limit but her power to feel;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Such joy—life left in her sad soul’s employ

						
					

					
							
			Neither the hope nor memory of joy.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Helpless, she died, with one despairing cry,—

						
					

					
							
			“I thought it good; how could I tell the lie?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And answered Nature, merciful and stern,

						
					

					
							
			“I teach by killing; let the others learn.”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Commonplace

						
					

					
							
			Life is so weary commonplace! Too fair

						
					

					
							
			Were those young visions of the poet and seer.

						
					

					
							
			Nothing exciting ever happens here.

						
					

					
							
			Just eat and drink, and dress and chat;

						
					

					
							
			Life is so tedious, slow, and flat,

						
					

					
							
			And every day alike in everywhere!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Birth comes. Birth—

						
					

					
							
			The breathing re-creation of the earth!

						
					

					
							
			All earth, all sky, all God, life’s deep sweet whole,

						
					

					
							
			Newborn again to each new soul!

						
					

					
							
			“Oh, are you? What a shame! Too bad, my dear!

						
					

					
							
			How well you stand it, too! It ’s very queer

						
					

					
							
			The dreadful trials women have to carry;

						
					

					
							
			But you can’t always help it when you marry.

						
					

					
							
			Oh, what a sweet layette! What lovely socks!

						
					

					
							
			What an exquisite puff and powder box!

						
					

					
							
			Who is your doctor? Yes, his skill ’s immense—

						
					

					
							
			But it ’s a dreadful danger and expense!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Love comes. Love—

						
					

					
							
			And the world widens at the touch thereof;

						
					

					
							
			Deepens and lightens till the answer true

						
					

					
							
			To all life’s questions seems to glimmer through.

						
					

					
							
			“Engaged? I knew it must be! What a ring!

						
					

					
							
			Worth how much? Well, you are a lucky thing!

						
					

					
							
			But how was Jack disposed of?” “Jack? Oh, he

						
					

					
							
			Was just as glad as I was to be free.

						
					

					
							
			You might as well ask after George and Joe

						
					

					
							
			And all the fellows that I used to know!

						
					

					
							
			I don’t inquire for his past Kate and Carry—

						
					

					
							
			Every one ’s pleased. It ’s time, you know, to marry.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Life comes. Life—

						
					

					
							
			Bearing within it wisdom, work, and strife.

						
					

					
							
			To do, to strive, to know, and, with the knowing,

						
					

					
							
			To find life’s widest purpose in our growing.

						
					

					
							
			“How are you, Jim? Pleasant weather to-day!

						
					

					
							
			How ’s business?” “Well, it does n’t come my way.”

						
					

					
							
			“Good-morning, Mrs. Smith! I hope you ’re well!

						
					

					
							
			Tell me the news!” “The news? There ’s none to tell.

						
					

					
							
			The cook has left; the baby ’s got a tooth;

						
					

					
							
			John has gone fishing to renew his youth.

						
					

					
							
			House-cleaning ’s due—or else we ’ll have to move!

						
					

					
							
			How sweet you are in that! Good-bye, my love!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Death comes. Death—

						
					

					
							
			Love cries to love, and no man answereth.

						
					

					
							
			Death the beginning, Death the endless end,

						
					

					
							
			Life ’s proof and first condition, Birth’s best friend.

						
					

					
							
			“Yes, it ’s a dreadful loss! No coming back!

						
					

					
							
			Never again! How do I look in black?

						
					

					
							
			And then he suffered so! Oh, yes, we all

						
					

					
							
			Are well provided for. You ’re kind to call,

						
					

					
							
			And Mrs. Green has lost her baby too!

						
					

					
							
			Dear me! How sad! And yet what could they do?

						
					

					
							
			With such a hard time as they have, you know,—

						
					

					
							
			No doubt ’t was better for the child to go!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Life is so dreary commonplace. We bear

						
					

					
							
			One dull yoke, in the country or the town.

						
					

					
							
			We ’re born, grow up, marry, and settle down.

						
					

					
							
			I used to think—but then a man must live!

						
					

					
							
			The Fates dole out the weary years they give,

						
					

					
							
			And every day alike in everywhere.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Homes

			a sestina

						
					

					
							
			We are the smiling comfortable homes

						
					

					
							
			With happy families enthroned therein,

						
					

					
							
			Where baby souls are brought to meet the world,

						
					

					
							
			Where women end their duties and desires,

						
					

					
							
			For which men labor as the goal of life,

						
					

					
							
			That people worship now instead of God.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Do we not teach the child to worship God?—

						
					

					
							
			Whose soul’s young range is bounded by the homes

						
					

					
							
			Of those he loves, and where he learns that life

						
					

					
							
			Is all constrained to serve the wants therein,

						
					

					
							
			Domestic needs and personal desires,—

						
					

					
							
			These are the early limits of his world.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And are we not the woman’s perfect world,

						
					

					
							
			Prescribed by nature and ordained of God,

						
					

					
							
			Beyond which she can have no right desires,

						
					

					
							
			No need for service other than in homes?

						
					

					
							
			For doth she not bring up her young therein?

						
					

					
							
			And is not rearing young the end of life?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And man? What other need hath he in life

						
					

					
							
			Than to go forth and labor in the world,

						
					

					
							
			And struggle sore with other men therein?

						
					

					
							
			Not to serve other men, nor yet his God,

						
					

					
							
			But to maintain these comfortable homes,—

						
					

					
							
			The end of all a normal man’s desires.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Shall not the soul’s most measureless desires

						
					

					
							
			Learn that the very flower and fruit of life

						
					

					
							
			Lies all attained in comfortable homes,

						
					

					
							
			With which life’s purpose is to dot the world

						
					

					
							
			And consummate the utmost will of God,

						
					

					
							
			By sitting down to eat and drink therein.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yea, in the processes that work therein—

						
					

					
							
			Fulfilment of our natural desires—

						
					

					
							
			Surely man finds the proof that mighty God

						
					

					
							
			For to maintain and reproduce his life

						
					

					
							
			Created him and set him in the world;

						
					

					
							
			And this high end is best attained in homes.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Are we not homes? And is not all therein?

						
					

					
							
			Wring dry the world to meet our wide desires!

						
					

					
							
			We crown all life! We are the aim of God!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Common Inference

						
					

					
							
			A night: mysterious, tender, quiet, deep;

						
					

					
							
			Heavy with flowers; full of life asleep;

						
					

					
							
			Thrilling with insect voices; thick with stars;

						
					

					
							
			No cloud between the dewdrops and red Mars;

						
					

					
							
			The small earth whirling softly on her way,

						
					

					
							
			The moonbeams and the waterfalls at play;

						
					

					
							
			A million million worlds that move in peace,

						
					

					
							
			A million mighty laws that never cease;

						
					

					
							
			And one small ant-heap, hidden by small weeds,

						
					

					
							
			Rich with eggs, slaves, and store of millet seeds.

						
					

					
							
			They sleep beneath the sod

						
					

					
							
			And trust in God.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A day: all glorious, royal, blazing bright;

						
					

					
							
			Heavy with flowers; full of life and light;

						
					

					
							
			Great fields of corn and sunshine; courteous trees;

						
					

					
							
			Snow-sainted mountains; earth-embracing seas;

						
					

					
							
			Wide golden deserts; slender silver streams;

						
					

					
							
			Clear rainbows where the tossing fountain gleams;

						
					

					
							
			And everywhere, in happiness and peace,

						
					

					
							
			A million forms of life that never cease;

						
					

					
							
			And one small ant-heap, crushed by passing tread,

						
					

					
							
			Hath scarce enough alive to mourn the dead!

						
					

					
							
			They shriek beneath the sod,

						
					

					
							
			“There is no God!”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Rock and the Sea

			the rock

						
					

					
							
			I am the Rock, presumptuous Sea!

						
					

					
							
			I am set to encounter thee.

						
					

					
							
			Angry and loud or gentle and still,

						
					

					
							
			I am set here to limit thy power, and I will!

						
					

					
							
			I am the Rock!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am the Rock. From age to age

						
					

					
							
			I scorn thy fury and dare thy rage.

						
					

					
							
			Scarred by frost and worn by time,

						
					

					
							
			Brown with weed and green with slime,

						
					

					
							
			Thou may’st drench and defile me and spit in my face,

						
					

					
							
			But while I am here thou keep’st thy place!

						
					

					
							
			I am the Rock!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am the Rock, beguiling Sea!

						
					

					
							
			I know thou art fair as fair can be,

						
					

					
							
			With golden glitter and silver sheen,

						
					

					
							
			And bosom of blue and garments of green.

						
					

					
							
			Thou may’st pat my cheek with baby hands,

						
					

					
							
			And lap my feet in diamond sands,

						
					

					
							
			And play before me as children play;

						
					

					
							
			But plead as thou wilt, I bar the way!

						
					

					
							
			I am the Rock!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am the Rock. Black midnight falls;

						
					

					
							
			The terrible breakers rise like walls;

						
					

					
							
			With curling lips and gleaming teeth

						
					

					
							
			They plunge and tear at my bones beneath.

						
					

					
							
			Year upon year they grind and beat

						
					

					
							
			In storms of thunder and storms of sleet,—

						
					

					
							
			Grind and beat and wrestle and tear,

						
					

					
							
			But the rock they beat on is always there!

						
					

					
							
			I am the Rock!

						
					

					
							
			the sea

						
					

					
							
			I am the Sea. I hold the land

						
					

					
							
			As one holds an apple in his hand,

						
					

					
							
			Hold it fast with sleepless eyes,

						
					

					
							
			Watching the continents sink and rise.

						
					

					
							
			Out of my bosom the mountains grow,

						
					

					
							
			Back to its depths they crumble slow;

						
					

					
							
			The earth is a helpless child to me.

						
					

					
							
			I am the Sea!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am the Sea. When I draw back

						
					

					
							
			Blossom and verdure follow my track,

						
					

					
							
			And the land I leave grows proud and fair,

						
					

					
							
			For the wonderful race of man is there;

						
					

					
							
			And the winds of heaven wail and cry

						
					

					
							
			While the nations rise and reign and die,

						
					

					
							
			Living and dying in folly and pain,

						
					

					
							
			While the laws of the universe thunder in vain.

						
					

					
							
			What is the folly of man to me?

						
					

					
							
			I am the Sea.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am the Sea. The earth I sway;

						
					

					
							
			Granite to me is potter’s clay;

						
					

					
							
			Under the touch of my careless waves

						
					

					
							
			It rises in turrets and sinks in caves;

						
					

					
							
			The iron cliffs that edge the land

						
					

					
							
			I grind to pebbles and sift to sand,

						
					

					
							
			And beach-grass bloweth and children play

						
					

					
							
			In what were the rocks of yesterday.

						
					

					
							
			It is but a moment of sport to me.

						
					

					
							
			I am the Sea!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am the Sea. In my bosom deep

						
					

					
							
			Wealth and Wonder and Beauty sleep;

						
					

					
							
			Wealth and Wonder and Beauty rise

						
					

					
							
			In changing splendor of sunset skies,

						
					

					
							
			And comfort the earth with rains and snows

						
					

					
							
			Till waves the harvest and laughs the rose.

						
					

					
							
			Flower and forest and child of breath

						
					

					
							
			With me have life—without me, death.

						
					

					
							
			What if the ships go down in me?

						
					

					
							
			I am the Sea!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Lion Path

						
					

					
							
			I dare not!

						
					

					
							
			Look! the road is very dark;

						
					

					
							
			The trees stir softly and the bushes shake,

						
					

					
							
			The long grass rustles, and the darkness moves

						
					

					
							
			Here—there—beyond!

						
					

					
							
			There ’s something crept across the road just now!

						
					

					
							
			And you would have me go?

						
					

					
							
			Go there, through that live darkness, hideous

						
					

					
							
			With stir of crouching forms that wait to kill?

						
					

					
							
			Ah, look! See there! and there! and there again!

						
					

					
							
			Great yellow glassy eyes, close to the ground!

						
					

					
							
			Look! Now the clouds are lighter I can see

						
					

					
							
			The long slow lashing of the sinewy tails,

						
					

					
							
			And the set quiver of strong jaws that wait!

						
					

					
							
			Go there? Not I! Who dares to go who sees

						
					

					
							
			So perfectly the lions in the path?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Comes one who dares.

						
					

					
							
			Afraid at first, yet bound

						
					

					
							
			On such high errand as no fear could stay.

						
					

					
							
			Forth goes he with the lions in his path.

						
					

					
							
			And then—?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He dared a death of agony,

						
					

					
							
			Outnumbered battle with the king of beasts,

						
					

					
							
			Long struggle in the horror of the night,

						
					

					
							
			Dared and went forth to meet—O ye who fear!

						
					

					
							
			Finding an empty road, and nothing there,—

						
					

					
							
			A wide, bare, common road, with homely fields,

						
					

					
							
			And fences, and the dusty roadside trees—

						
					

					
							
			Some spitting kittens, maybe, in the grass.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Reinforcements

						
					

					
							
			Yea, we despair. Because the night is long,

						
					

					
							
			And all arms weary with the endless fight

						
					

					
							
			With blind, black forces of insulted law

						
					

					
							
			Which we continually disobey,

						
					

					
							
			And know not how to honor if we would.

						
					

					
							
			How can we fight when every effort fails,

						
					

					
							
			And the vast hydra looms before us still

						
					

					
							
			Headed as thickly as at dawn of day,

						
					

					
							
			Fierce as when evening fell on us at war?

						
					

					
							
			We are aweary, and no help appears;

						
					

					
							
			No light, no knowledge, no sure way to kill

						
					

					
							
			Our ancient enemy. Let us give o’er!

						
					

					
							
			We do but fight with fate! Lay down your arms!

						
					

					
							
			Retreat! Surrender! Better live as slaves

						
					

					
							
			Than fight forever on a losing field!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Hold, ye faint-hearted! Ye are not alone!

						
					

					
							
			Into your worn-out ranks of weary men

						
					

					
							
			Come mighty reinforcements, even now!

						
					

					
							
			Look where the dawn is kindling in the east,

						
					

					
							
			Brave with the glory of the better day,—

						
					

					
							
			A countless host, an endless host, all fresh,

						
					

					
							
			With unstained banners and unsullied shields,

						
					

					
							
			With shining swords that point to victory,

						
					

					
							
			And great young hearts that know not how to fear,—

						
					

					
							
			The Children come to save the weary world!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Heroism

						
					

					
							
			It takes great strength to train

						
					

					
							
			To modern service your ancestral brain;

						
					

					
							
			To lift the weight of the unnumbered years

						
					

					
							
			Of dead men’s habits, methods, and ideas;

						
					

					
							
			To hold that back with one hand, and support

						
					

					
							
			With the other the weak steps of a new thought.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It takes great strength to bring your life up square

						
					

					
							
			With your accepted thought, and hold it there;

						
					

					
							
			Resisting the inertia that drags back

						
					

					
							
			From new attempts to the old habit’s track.

						
					

					
							
			It is so easy to drift back, to sink;

						
					

					
							
			So hard to live abreast of what you think!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It takes great strength to live where you belong

						
					

					
							
			When other people think that you are wrong;

						
					

					
							
			People you love, and who love you, and whose

						
					

					
							
			Approval is a pleasure you would choose.

						
					

					
							
			To bear this pressure and succeed at length

						
					

					
							
			In living your belief—well, it takes strength

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And courage too. But what does courage mean

						
					

					
							
			Save strength to help you face a pain foreseen?

						
					

					
							
			Courage to undertake this lifelong strain

						
					

					
							
			Of setting yours against your grandsire’s brain;

						
					

					
							
			Dangerous risk of walking lone and free

						
					

					
							
			Out of the easy paths that used to be,

						
					

					
							
			And the fierce pain of hurting those we love

						
					

					
							
			When love meets truth, and truth must ride above?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But the best courage man has ever shown

						
					

					
							
			Is daring to cut loose and think alone.

						
					

					
							
			Dark as the unlit chambers of clear space

						
					

					
							
			Where light shines back from no reflecting face.

						
					

					
							
			Our sun’s wide glare, our heaven’s shining blue,

						
					

					
							
			We owe to fog and dust they fumble through;

						
					

					
							
			And our rich wisdom that we treasure so

						
					

					
							
			Shines from the thousand things that we don’t know.

						
					

					
							
			But to think new—it takes a courage grim

						
					

					
							
			As led Columbus over the world’s rim.

						
					

					
							
			To think it cost some courage. And to go—

						
					

					
							
			Try it. It taxes every power you know.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It takes great love to stir a human heart

						
					

					
							
			To live beyond the others and apart.

						
					

					
							
			A love that is not shallow, is not small,

						
					

					
							
			Is not for one, or two, but for them all.

						
					

					
							
			Love that can wound love, for its higher need;

						
					

					
							
			Love that can leave love though the heart may bleed;

						
					

					
							
			Love that can lose love; family, and friend;

						
					

					
							
			Yet steadfastly live, loving, to the end.

						
					

					
							
			A love that asks no answer, that can live

						
					

					
							
			Moved by one burning, deathless force,—to give.

						
					

					
							
			Love, strength, and courage. Courage, strength, and love,

						
					

					
							
			The heroes of all time are built thereof.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Fire with Fire

						
					

					
							
			There are creeping flames in the near-by grass;

						
					

					
							
			There are leaping flames afar;

						
					

					
							
			And the wind’s black breath

						
					

					
							
			Is hot with death,—

						
					

					
							
			The worst of the deaths that are!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And north is fire and south is fire,

						
					

					
							
			And east and west the same;

						
					

					
							
			The sunlight chokes,

						
					

					
							
			The whole earth smokes,

						
					

					
							
			The only light is flame!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But what do I care for the girdle of death

						
					

					
							
			With its wavering wall and spire!

						
					

					
							
			I draw the ring

						
					

					
							
			Where I am king,

						
					

					
							
			And fight the fire with fire!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My blaze is not as wide as the world,

						
					

					
							
			Nor tall for the world to see;

						
					

					
							
			But the flames I make

						
					

					
							
			For life’s sweet sake,

						
					

					
							
			Are between the fire and me.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			That fire would burn in wantonness

						
					

					
							
			All things that life must use;

						
					

					
							
			Some things I lay

						
					

					
							
			In the dragon’s way

						
					

					
							
			And burn because I choose.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The sky is black, the air is red,

						
					

					
							
			The earth is a flaming sea;

						
					

					
							
			But I ’m shielded well

						
					

					
							
			In the seething hell,

						
					

					
							
			By the fire that comes from me.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			There is nothing on earth a man need fear,

						
					

					
							
			Nothing so dark or dire;

						
					

					
							
			Though the world is wide,

						
					

					
							
			You have more inside,

						
					

					
							
			You can fight the fire with fire!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Shield

						
					

					
							
			Fight! said the Leader. Stand and fight!

						
					

					
							
			How dare you yield!

						
					

					
							
			What is the pain of the bitter blows,

						
					

					
							
			The ache and sting and the blood that flows,

						
					

					
							
			To a losing field!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yea, said they, you may stand and fight;

						
					

					
							
			We needs must yield!

						
					

					
							
			What is the danger and pain to you,

						
					

					
							
			When every blow falls fair and true

						
					

					
							
			On your magic shield?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The magical cuirass over your breast,

						
					

					
							
			Leather and steel,

						
					

					
							
			Guarded like that, of course you dare

						
					

					
							
			To meet the storm of battle there—

						
					

					
							
			But we can feel!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Leader fell where he fought alone.

						
					

					
							
			See the lifeblood start

						
					

					
							
			Where one more blow has pierced too far,

						
					

					
							
			Through a bosom hardened with scar on scar,—

						
					

					
							
			The only shield, the only bar,

						
					

					
							
			For that great heart!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			To the Preacher

						
					

					
							
			Preach about yesterday, Preacher!

						
					

					
							
			The time so far away:

						
					

					
							
			When the hand of Deity smote and slew,

						
					

					
							
			And the heathen plagued the stiff-necked Jew;

						
					

					
							
			Or when the Man of Sorrows came,

						
					

					
							
			And blessed the people who cursed his name—

						
					

					
							
			Preach about yesterday, Preacher!

						
					

					
							
			Not about to-day!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Preach about to-morrow, Preacher!

						
					

					
							
			Beyond this world’s decay:

						
					

					
							
			Of the sheepfold Paradise we priced

						
					

					
							
			When we pinned our faith to Jesus Christ;

						
					

					
							
			Of those hot depths that shall receive

						
					

					
							
			The goats who would not so believe—

						
					

					
							
			Preach about to-morrow, Preacher,

						
					

					
							
			Not about to-day!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Preach about the old sins, Preacher!

						
					

					
							
			And the old virtues, too:

						
					

					
							
			You must not steal nor take man’s life,

						
					

					
							
			You must not covet your neighbor’s wife,

						
					

					
							
			And woman must cling at every cost

						
					

					
							
			To her one virtue, or she is lost—

						
					

					
							
			Preach about the old sins, Preacher!

						
					

					
							
			Not about the new!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Preach about the other man, Preacher!

						
					

					
							
			The man we all can see!

						
					

					
							
			The man of oaths, the man of strife,

						
					

					
							
			The man who drinks and beats his wife,

						
					

					
							
			Who helps his mates to fret and shirk

						
					

					
							
			When all they need is to keep at work—

						
					

					
							
			Preach about the other man, Preacher!

						
					

					
							
			Not about me!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Type

						
					

					
							
			I am too little, said the Wretch,

						
					

					
							
			For any one to see.

						
					

					
							
			Among the million men who do

						
					

					
							
			This thing that I am doing too,

						
					

					
							
			Why should they notice me?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My sin is common as to breathe;

						
					

					
							
			It rests on every back.

						
					

					
							
			And surely I am not to blame

						
					

					
							
			Where everybody does the same,—

						
					

					
							
			Am not a bit more black!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And so he took his willing share

						
					

					
							


			In a universal crime,

						
					

					
							
			Thinking that no reproach could fall

						
					

					
							
			On one who shared the fault of all,

						
					

					
							
			Who did it all the time.

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then Genius came, and showed the world

						
					

					
							
			What thing it was they did;

						
					

					
							
			How their offence had reached the poles

						
					

					
							
			With stench of slain unburied souls,

						
					

					
							
			And all men cowered and hid.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then Genius took that one poor Wretch

						
					

					
							
			For now the time was ripe;

						
					

					
							
			Stripped him of every shield and blind,

						
					

					
							
			And nailed him up for all mankind

						
					

					
							
			To study—as a type!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Compromise

						
					

					
							
			It is well to fight and win—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			If that may be;

						
					

					
							
			It is well to fight and die therein—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			For such go free;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It is ill to fight and find no grave

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But a prison-cell;

						
					

					
							
			To keep alive, yet live a slave—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Praise those who fell!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But worst of all are those who stand

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With arms laid by,

						
					

					
							
			Bannerless, helpless, no command,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			No battle-cry.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They live to save unvalued breath,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With lowered eyes;

						
					

					
							
			In place of victory, or death,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A compromise!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Part of the Battle

						
					

					
							
			There is a moment when with splendid joy,

						
					

					
							
			With flashing blade and roar of thundering guns

						
					

					
							
			And colors waving wide where triumph stands,

						
					

					
							
			The last redoubt is carried; we have won!

						
					

					
							
			This is the battle! We have conquered now!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But the long hours of marching in the sun,

						
					

					
							
			The longer hours of waiting in the dark,

						
					

					
							
			Deadly dishonored work of hidden spy,

						
					

					
							
			The dull details of commissariat,

						
					

					
							
			Food, clothing, medicine, the hospital,

						
					

					
							
			The way the transportation mules are fed,—

						
					

					
							
			These are the battle too, and victory’s price.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And we, in days when no attack is feared

						
					

					
							
			And none is hoped,—no sudden courage called,—

						
					

					
							
			Should strengthen our intrenchments quietly,

						
					

					
							
			Review the forces, exercise the troops,

						
					

					
							
			Feeling the while, not “When will battle come?”

						
					

					
							
			But, “This is battle! We are conquering now!”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Step Faster, Please

						
					

					
							
			Of all most aggravating things,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			If you are hot in haste,

						
					

					
							
			Is to have a man in front of you

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With half a day to waste.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			There is this one thing that justifies

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The man in the foremost place:

						
					

					
							
			The fact that he is the man in front,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The leader of the race.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But, for Heaven’s sake, if you are ahead,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Don’t dawdle at your ease!

						
					

					
							
			You set the pace for the man behind;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Step faster, please!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A New Year’s Reminder

						
					

					
							
			Better have a tender conscience for the record of your house,

						
					

					
							
			And your own share in the work which they have done,

						
					

					
							
			Though your private conscience aches

						
					

					
							
			With your personal mistakes,

						
					

					
							
			And you don’t amount to very much alone,

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Than to be yourself as spotless as a baby one year old.

						
					

					
							
			Your domestic habits wholly free from blame,

						
					

					
							
			While the company you stand with

						
					

					
							
			Is a thing to curse a land with,

						
					

					
							
			And your public life is undiluted shame.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			For the deeds men do together are what saves the world to-day—

						
					

					
							
			By our common public work we stand or fall—

						
					

					
							
			And your fraction of the sin

						
					

					
							
			Of the office you are in

						
					

					
							
			Is the sin that ’s going to damn you, after all!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Out of Place

						
					

					
							
			Cell, poor little cell,

						
					

					
							
			Distended with pain,

						
					

					
							
			Torn with the pressure

						
					

					
							
			Of currents of effort

						
					

					
							
			Resisted in vain;

						
					

					
							
			Feeling sweep by you

						
					

					
							
			The stream of nutrition,

						
					

					
							
			Unable to take;

						
					

					
							
			Crushed flat and inactive,

						
					

					
							
			While shudder across you

						
					

					
							
			Great forces that wake;

						
					

					
							
			Alone—while far voices

						
					

					
							
			Across all the shouting

						
					

					
							
			Call you to your own;

						
					

					
							
			Held fast, fastened close,

						
					

					
							
			Surrounded, enveloped,

						
					

					
							
			How you starve there alone!

						
					

					
							
			Cell, poor little cell,

						
					

					
							
			Let the pain pass—don’t hold it!

						
					

					
							
			Let the effort pass through you!

						
					

					
							
			Let go! And give way!

						
					

					
							
			You will find your own place;

						
					

					
							
			You will join your own people;

						
					

					
							
			See the light of your day!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Little Cell

						
					

					
							
			Little Cell! Little Cell! with a heart as big as heaven,

						
					

					
							
			Remember that you are but a part!

						
					

					
							
			This great longing in your soul

						
					

					
							
			Is the longing of the whole,

						
					

					
							
			And your work is not done with your heart!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Don’t imagine, Little Cell,

						
					

					
							
			That the work you do so well

						
					

					
							
			Is the only work the world needs to do!

						
					

					
							
			You are wanted in your place

						
					

					
							
			For the growing of the race,

						
					

					
							
			But the growing does not all depend on you!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Little Cell! Little Cell! with a race’s whole ambition,

						
					

					
							
			Remember there are others growing, too!

						
					

					
							
			You ’ve been noble, you ’ve been strong;

						
					

					
							
			Rest a while and come along;

						
					

					
							
			Let the world take a turn and carry you!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Child Speaks

						
					

					
							
			Get back! Give me air! Give me freedom and room,

						
					

					
							
			The warm earth and bright water, the crowding sweet bloom

						
					

					
							
			Of the flowers, and the measureless, marvellous sky,—

						
					

					
							
			All of these all the time, and a shelter close by

						
					

					
							
			Where silence and beauty and peace are my own

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In a chamber alone.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then bring me the others! “A child” is a crime;

						
					

					
							
			It is “children” who grow through the beautiful time

						
					

					
							
			Of their childhood up into the age you are in.

						
					

					
							
			“A child” must needs suffer and sicken and sin;

						
					

					
							
			The life of a child needs the life of its kind,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			O ye stupid and blind!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then the best of your heart and the best of your brain!

						
					

					
							
			The face of all beauty! The soul without stain!

						
					

					
							
			Your noblest! Your wisest! With us is the place

						
					

					
							
			To consecrate life to the good of the race!

						
					

					
							
			That our childhood may pass with the best you can give,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And our manhood so live!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The wisdom of years, the experience deep

						
					

					
							
			That shall laugh with our waking and watch with our sleep,

						
					

					
							
			The patience of age, the keen honor of youth,

						
					

					
							
			To guide us in doing and teach us in truth,

						
					

					
							
			With the garnered ripe fruit of the world at our feet,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Both the bitter and sweet!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What is this that you offer? One man’s narrow purse!

						
					

					
							
			One woman’s strained life, and a heart straining worse!

						
					

					
							
			Confined as in prisons—held down as in caves—

						
					

					
							
			The teaching of tyrants—the service of slaves—

						
					

					
							
			The garments of falsehood and bondage—the weight

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of your own evil state.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And what is this brought as atonement for these?

						
					

					
							
			For our blind misdirection, our death and disease;

						
					

					
							
			For the grief of our childhood, the loss and the wrong;

						
					

					
							
			For the pain of our childhood, the agony strong;

						
					

					
							
			For the shame and the sin and the sorrow thereof—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Dare you say it is love?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Love? First give freedom,—the right of the brute!

						
					

					
							
			The air with its sunshine, the earth with its fruit.

						
					

					
							
			Love? First give wisdom,—intelligent care,

						
					

					
							
			That shall help to bring out all the good that is there.

						
					

					
							
			Love? First give justice! There’s nothing above!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And then you may love!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			To a Good Many

						
					

					
							
			O blind and selfish! Helpless as the beast

						
					

					
							
			Who sees no meaning in a soul released

						
					

					
							
			And given flesh to grow in—to work through!

						
					

					
							
			Think you that God has nothing else to do

						
					

					
							
			Than babble endlessly the same set phrase?

						
					

					
							
			Are life’s great spreading, upward-reaching ways

						
					

					
							
			Laid for the beasts to climb on till the top

						
					

					
							
			Is reached in you, you think, and there you stop!

						
					

					
							
			They were raised up, obedient to force

						
					

					
							
			Which lifted them, unwitting of their course.

						
					

					
							
			You have new power, new consciousness, new sight:

						
					

					
							
			You can help God! You stand in the great light

						
					

					
							
			Of seeing him at work. You can go on

						
					

					
							
			And walk with him, and feel the glory won.

						
					

					
							
			And here you sit, content to toil and strive

						
					

					
							
			To keep your kind of animal alive!

						
					

					
							
			Why, friends! God is not through!

						
					

					
							
			The universe is not complete in you.

						
					

					
							
			You’re just as bound to follow out his plan

						
					

					
							
			And sink yourself in ever-growing Man

						
					

					
							
			As ever were the earliest, crudest eggs

						
					

					
							
			To grow to vertebrates with arms and legs.

						
					

					
							
			Society holds not its present height

						
					

					
							
			Merely that you may bring a child to light;

						
					

					
							
			But you and yours live only in the plan

						
					

					
							
			That ’s working out a higher kind of man;

						
					

					
							
			A higher kind of life, that shall let grow

						
					

					
							
			New powers and nobler duties than you know,

						
					

					
							
			Rise to the thought! Live in the widening race!

						
					

					
							
			Help make the State more like God’s dwelling-place!

						
					

					
							
			New paths for life divine, as yet untrod,—

						
					

					
							
			A social body for the soul of God!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			How Would You?

						
					

					
							
			Half of our misery, half our pain,

						
					

					
							
			Half the dark background of our self-reproach,

						
					

					
							
			Is thought of how the world has sinned before.

						
					

					
							
			We, being one, one with all life, we feel

						
					

					
							
			The misdemeanors of uncounted time;

						
					

					
							
			We suffer in the foolishness and sins

						
					

					
							
			Of races just behind us,—burn with shame

						
					

					
							
			At their gross ignorance and murderous deeds;

						
					

					
							
			We suffer back of them in the long years

						
					

					
							
			Of squalid struggling savagery of beasts,—

						
					

					
							
			Beasts human and subhuman; back of them

						
					

					
							
			In helpless creatures eaten, hunted, torn;

						
					

					
							
			In submerged forests dying in the slime;

						
					

					
							
			And even back of that in endless years

						
					

					
							
			Of hot convulsions of dismembered lands,

						
					

					
							
			And slow constricting centuries of cold.

						
					

					
							
			So in our own lives, even to this day,

						
					

					
							
			We carry in the chambers of the mind

						
					

					
							
			The tale of errors, failures, and misdeeds

						
					

					
							
			That we call sins, of all our early lives.

						
					

					
							
			And the recurrent consciousness of this

						
					

					
							
			We call remorse. The unrelenting gauge,

						
					

					
							
			Now measuring past error,—this is shame.

						
					

					
							
			And in our feverish overconsciousness,

						
					

					
							
			A retroactive and preactive sense,—

						
					

					
							
			Fired with our self-made theories of sin,—

						
					

					
							
			We suffer, suffer, suffer—half alive,

						
					

					
							
			And half with the dead scars of suffering.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Friends, how would you, perhaps, have made the world?

						
					

					
							
			Would you have balanced the great forces so

						
					

					
							
			Their interaction would have bred no shock?

						
					

					
							
			No cosmic throes of newborn continents,

						
					

					
							
			No eras of the earth-encircling rain,—

						
					

					
							
			Uncounted scalding tears that fell and fell

						
					

					
							
			On molten worlds that hotly dashed them back

						
					

					
							
			In storms of fierce repudiated steam?

						
					

					
							
			Would you have made earth’s gems without the fire,

						
					

					
							
			Without the water, and without the weight

						
					

					
							
			Of crushing cubic miles of huddled rock?

						
					

					
							
			Would you have made one kind of plant to reign

						
					

					
							
			In all the earth, growing mast high, and then

						
					

					
							
			Keep it undying so, an end of plants?

						
					

					
							
			Would you have made one kind of animal

						
					

					
							
			To live on air and spare the tender grass,

						
					

					
							
			And stop him, somehow, when he grew so thick

						
					

					
							
			That even air fell short. Or would you have

						
					

					
							
			All plants and animals, and make them change

						
					

					
							
			By some metempsychosis not called death?

						
					

					
							
			For, having them, you have to have them change,

						
					

					
							
			For growth is change, and life is growth; and change

						
					

					
							
			Implies—in this world—what we miscall pain.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			You, wiser, would have made mankind, no doubt,

						
					

					
							
			Not slowly, awfully, from dying brutes

						
					

					
							
			Up into living humanness at last,

						
					

					
							
			But fresh as Adam in the Hebrew tale;

						
					

					
							
			Only you would have left the serpent out,

						
					

					
							
			And left him, naked, in the garden still.

						
					

					
							
			Or somehow, dodging this, have still contrived

						
					

					
							
			That he should learn the whole curriculum

						
					

					
							
			And never miss a lesson—never fail—

						
					

					
							
			Be born, like Buddha, all accomplished, wise.

						
					

					
							
			Would you have chosen to begin life old,

						
					

					
							
			Well-balanced, cautious, knowing where to step,

						
					

					
							
			And so untortured by the memory

						
					

					
							
			Of childhood’s foolishness and youth’s mistakes?

						
					

					
							
			Or, born a child, to have experience

						
					

					
							
			Come to you softly without chance of loss,

						
					

					
							
			Recurring years each rolling to your hand

						
					

					
							
			In blissful innocent unconsciousness?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O dreamers with a Heaven and a Hell

						
					

					
							
			Standing at either end of your wild rush

						
					

					
							
			Away from the large peace of knowing God,

						
					

					
							
			Can you not see that all of it is good?

						
					

					
							
			Good, with the postulate that this is life,—

						
					

					
							
			And that is all we have to argue from.

						
					

					
							
			Childhood means error, the mistakes that teach;

						
					

					
							
			But only rod and threat and nurse’s tale,

						
					

					
							
			Make childhood’s errors bring us shame and sin.

						
					

					
							
			The race’s childhood grows by error too,

						
					

					
							
			And we are not attained to manhood yet.

						
					

					
							
			But grief and shame are only born of lies.

						
					

					
							
			Once see the lovely law that needs mistakes,

						
					

					
							
			And you are young forever. This is Life.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Man Must Live

						
					

					
							
			A man must live. We justify

						
					

					
							
			Low shift and trick to treason high,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A little vote for a little gold

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To a whole senate bought and sold,

						
					

					
							
			By that self-evident reply.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But is it so? Pray tell me why

						
					

					
							
			Life at such cost you have to buy?

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In what religion were you told

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A man must live?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			There are times when a man must die.

						
					

					
							
			Imagine, for a battle-cry,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			From soldiers, with a sword to hold,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			From soldiers, with the flag unrolled,—

						
					

					
							
			This coward’s whine, this liar’s lie,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A man must live!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			In Duty Bound

						
					

					
							
			In duty bound, a life hemmed in

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Whichever way the spirit turns to look;

						
					

					
							
			No chance of breaking out, except by sin;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Not even room to shirk—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Simply to live, and work.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			An obligation pre-imposed, unsought,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Yet binding with the force of natural law;

						
					

					
							
			The pressure of antagonistic thought;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Aching within, each hour,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A sense of wasting power.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A house with roof so darkly low

						
					

					
							
			The heavy rafters shut the sunlight out;

						
					

					
							
			One cannot stand erect without a blow;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Until the soul inside

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Cries for a grave—more wide.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A consciousness that if this thing endure,

						
					

					
							
			The common joys of life will dull the pain;

						
					

					
							
			The high ideals of the grand and pure

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Die, as of course they must,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of long disuse and rust.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			That is the worst. It takes supernal strength

						
					

					
							
			To hold the attitude that brings the pain;

						
					

					
							
			And they are few indeed but stoop at length

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To something less than best,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To find, in stooping, rest.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Desire

						
					

					
							
			Lo, I desire! Sum of the ages’ growth—

						
					

					
							
			Fruit of evolving eras—king of life—

						
					

					
							
			I, holding in myself the outgrown past

						
					

					
							
			In all its ever-rising forms—desire.

						
					

					
							
			With the first grass-blade, I desire the sun;

						
					

					
							
			With every bird that breathes, I love the air;

						
					

					
							
			With fishes, joy in water; with my horse,

						
					

					
							
			Exult in motion; with all living flesh,

						
					

					
							
			Long for sweet food and warmth and mate and young;

						
					

					
							
			With the whole rising tide of that which is,

						
					

					
							
			Thirst for advancement,—crave and yearn for it!

						
					

					
							
			Yea, I desire! Then the compelling will

						
					

					
							
			Urges to action to attain desire.

						
					

					
							
			What action? Which desire? Am I a plant,

						
					

					
							
			Rooted and helpless, following the light

						
					

					
							
			Without volition? Or am I a beast,

						
					

					
							
			Led by desire into the hunter’s snare?

						
					

					
							
			Am I a savage, swayed by every wish,

						
					

					
							
			Brutal and feeble, a ferocious child?

						
					

					
							
			Stand back, Desire, and put your plea in words.

						
					

					
							
			No wordless wailing for the summer moon,

						
					

					
							
			No Gilpin race on some strong appetite,

						
					

					
							
			Stand here before the King, and make your plea.

						
					

					
							
			If Reason sees it just, you have your wish;

						
					

					
							
			If not, your wish is vain, plead as you will.

						
					

					
							
			The court is open, beggar! I am King!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Why Not?

						
					

					
							
			Why not look forward far as Plato looked

						
					

					
							
			And see the beauty of our coming life,

						
					

					
							
			As he saw that which might be ours to-day?

						
					

					
							
			If his soul, then, could rise so far beyond

						
					

					
							
			The brutal average of that old time,

						
					

					
							
			When icy peaks of art stood sheer and high

						
					

					
							
			In fat black valleys where the helot toiled;

						
					

					
							
			If he, from that, could see so far ahead,

						
					

					
							
			Could forecast days when Love and Justice both

						
					

					
							
			Should watch the cradle of a healthy child,

						
					

					
							
			And Wisdom walk with Beauty and pure Joy

						
					

					
							
			In all the common ways of daily life,—

						
					

					
							
			Then may not we, from great heights hardly won,

						
					

					
							
			Bright hills of liberty, broad plains of peace,

						
					

					
							
			And flower-sweet valleys of warm human love,

						
					

					
							
			Still broken by the chasms of despair

						
					

					
							
			Where Poverty and Ignorance and Sin

						
					

					
							
			Pollute the air of all,—why not, from this,

						
					

					
							
			Look on as Plato looked, and see the day

						
					

					
							
			When his Republic and our Heaven, joined,

						
					

					
							
			Shall make life what God meant it?

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Ay, we do!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Out of the Gate

						
					

					
							
			Out of the glorious city gate

						
					

					
							
			A great throng came.

						
					

					
							
			A mighty throng that swelled and grew

						
					

					
							
			Around a face that all men knew—

						
					

					
							
			A man who bore a noted name—

						
					

					
							
			Gathered to listen to his fate.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Judge sat high. Unbroken black

						
					

					
							
			Around, above, and at his back.

						
					

					
							
			The people pressed for nearer place,

						
					

					
							
			Longing, yet shamed, to watch that face;

						
					

					
							
			And in a space before the throne

						
					

					
							
			The prisoner stood, unbound, alone.

						
					

					
							
			So thick they rose on every side,

						
					

					
							
			There was no spot his face to hide.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then came the Herald, crying clear,

						
					

					
							
			That all the listening crowd should hear;

						
					

					
							
			Crying aloud before the sun

						
					

					
							
			What thing this fallen man had done.

						
					

					
							
			He—who had held a ruler’s place

						
					

					
							
			Among them, by their choice and grace—

						
					

					
							
			He—fallen lower than the dust—

						
					

					
							
			Had sinned against his public trust!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Herald ceased. The Poet arose,

						
					

					
							
			The Poet, whose awful art now shows

						
					

					
							
			To this poor heart, and heart of every one,

						
					

					
							
			The horror of the thing that he had done.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“O Citizen! Dweller in this high place!

						
					

					
							
			Son of the city! Sharer in its pride!

						
					

					
							
			Born in the light of its fair face!

						
					

					
							
			By it fed, sheltered, taught, and glorified!

						
					

					
							
			Raised to pure manhood by thy city’s care;

						
					

					
							
			Made strong and beautiful and happy there;

						
					

					
							
			Loving thy mother and thy father more

						
					

					
							
			For the fair town which made them glad before;

						
					

					
							
			Finding among its maidens thy sweet wife;

						
					

					
							
			Owing to it thy power and place in life;

						
					

					
							
			Raised by its people to the lofty stand

						
					

					
							
			Where thou couldst execute their high command;

						
					

					
							
			Trusted and honored, lifted over all,—

						
					

					
							
			So honored and so trusted, didst thou fall!

						
					

					
							
			Against the people—who gave thee the power—

						
					

					
							
			Thou hast misused it in an evil hour!

						
					

					
							
			Against the city where thou owest all—

						
					

					
							
			Thy city, man, within whose guarding wall

						
					

					
							
			Lie all our life’s young glories—ay, the whole!

						
					

					
							
			The home and cradle of the human soul!

						
					

					
							
			Against thy city, beautiful and strong,

						
					

					
							
			Thou, with the power it gave, hast done this wrong!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then rose the Judge. “Prisoner, thy case was tried

						
					

					
							
			Fairly and fully in the courts inside.

						
					

					
							
			Thy guilt was proven, and thou hast confessed.

						
					

					
							
			And now the people’s voice must do the rest.

						
					

					
							
			I speak the sentence which the people give:

						
					

					
							
			It is permitted thee to freely live,

						
					

					
							
			Redeem thy sin by service to the state,

						
					

					
							
			But nevermore within this city’s gate!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Back rolled the long procession, sad and slow,

						
					

					
							
			Back where the city’s thousand banners blow.

						
					

					
							
			The solemn music rises glad and clear

						
					

					
							
			When the great gates before them open near,

						
					

					
							
			Rises in triumph, sinks to sweet repose,

						
					

					
							
			When the great gates behind them swing and close.

						
					

					
							
			Free stands the prisoner, with a heart of stone.

						
					

					
							
			The city gate is shut. He is alone.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Modern Skeleton

						
					

					
							
			As kings of old in riotous royal feasts,

						
					

					
							
			Among the piled up roses and the wine,

						
					

					
							
			Wild music and soft-footed dancing girls,

						
					

					
							
			The pearls and gold and barbarous luxury,

						
					

					
							
			Used to show also a white skeleton,—

						
					

					
							
			To make life meeker in the sight of death,

						
					

					
							
			To make joy sweeter by the thought thereof,—

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So our new kings in their high banqueting,

						
					

					
							
			With the electric lustre unforeseen,

						
					

					
							
			And unimagined costliness of flowers;

						
					

					
							
			Rich wines of price and food as rare as gems,

						
					

					
							
			And all the wondrous waste of artifice;

						
					

					
							
			Midst high-bred elegance and jewelled ease

						
					

					
							
			And beauty of rich raiment; they should set,

						
					

					
							
			High before all, a sickly pauper child,

						
					

					
							
			To keep the rich in mind of poverty,—

						
					

					
							
			The sure concomitant of their estate.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Lesson of Death

			to s. t. d.

						
					

					
							
			In memory of one whose breath

						
					

					
							
			Blessed all with words wise, loving, brave;

						
					

					
							
			Whose life was service, and whose death

						
					

					
							
			Unites our hearts around her grave.

			. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

						
					

					
							
			Another blow has fallen, Lord—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Was it from thee?

						
					

					
							
			Is it indeed thy fiery sword

						
					

					
							
			That cuts our hearts? We know thy word;

						
					

					
							
			We know by heart wherein it saith

						
					

					
							
			“Whom the Lord loves he chasteneth”—

						
					

					
							
			But also, in another breath,

						
					

					
							
			This: “The wages of sin is death.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			How may we tell what pain is good,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In mercy sent?

						
					

					
							
			And what is evil through and through,

						
					

					
							
			Sure consequence of what we do,

						
					

					
							
			Sure product of thy broken laws,

						
					

					
							
			Certain effect of given cause,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Just punishment?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not sin of those who suffer, Lord—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To them no shame.

						
					

					
							
			For father’s sins our children die

						
					

					
							
			With Justice sitting idly by;

						
					

					
							
			The guilty thrive nor yet repent,

						
					

					
							
			While sorrow strikes the innocent—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Whom shall we blame?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			’T is not that one alone is dead,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And these bereft.

						
					

					
							
			For her, for them, we grieve indeed;

						
					

					
							
			But there are other hearts that bleed!

						
					

					
							
			All up and down the world so wide

						
					

					
							
			We suffer, Lord, on every side.—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			We who are left.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			See now, we bend our stricken hearts,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Patient and still,

						
					

					
							
			Knowing thy laws are wholly just,

						
					

					
							
			Knowing thy love commands our trust,

						
					

					
							
			Knowing that good is God alone,

						
					

					
							
			That pain and sorrow are our own,

						
					

					
							
			And seeking out of all our pain

						
					

					
							
			To struggle up to God again—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Teach us thy will!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			When shall we learn by common joy

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Broad as the sun,

						
					

					
							
			By common effort, common fear,

						
					

					
							
			All common life that holds us near,

						
					

					
							
			And this great bitter common pain

						
					

					
							
			Coming again and yet again—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That we are one?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yea, one. We cannot sin apart,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Suffer alone;

						
					

					
							
			Nor keep our goodness to ourselves

						
					

					
							
			Like precious things on hidden shelves.

						
					

					
							
			Because we each live not our best,

						
					

					
							
			Some one must suffer for the rest—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			For we are one!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Our pain is but the voice of wrong—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Lord, help us hear!

						
					

					
							
			Teach us to see the truth at last,

						
					

					
							
			To mend our future from our past,

						
					

					
							
			To know thy laws and find them friends,

						
					

					
							
			Leading us safe to lovely ends,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Thine own hand near.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not one by doing right alone

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Can mend the way;

						
					

					
							
			But we must all do right together,—

						
					

					
							
			Love, help, and serve each other, whether

						
					

					
							
			We joy or suffer. So at last

						
					

					
							
			Shall needless pain and death be past,

						
					

					
							
			And we, thy children living here,

						
					

					
							
			Be worthy of our father dear!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			God speed the day!

			. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

						
					

					
							
			Oh, help us, Father, from this loss

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To learn thy will!

						
					

					
							
			So shall our lost one live again;

						
					

					
							
			So shall her life not pass in vain;

						
					

					
							
			So shall we show in better living—

						
					

					
							
			In loving, helping, doing, giving—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That she lives still!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			For Us

						
					

					
							
			If we have not learned that God ’s in man,

						
					

					
							
			And man in God again;

						
					

					
							
			That to love thy God is to love thy brother,

						
					

					
							
			And to serve the Lord is to serve each other,—

						
					

					
							
			Then Christ was born in vain!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			If we have not learned that one man’s life

						
					

					
							
			In all men lives again;

						
					

					
							
			That each man’s battle, fought alone,

						
					

					
							
			Is won or lost for every one,—

						
					

					
							
			Then Christ hath lived in vain!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			If we have not learned that death ’s no break

						
					

					
							
			In life’s unceasing chain;

						
					

					
							
			That the work in one life well begun

						
					

					
							
			In others is finished, by others is done,—

						
					

					
							
			Then Christ hath died in vain!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			If we have not learned of immortal life,

						
					

					
							
			And a future free from pain;

						
					

					
							
			The kingdom of God in the heart of man,

						
					

					
							
			And the living world on Heaven’s plan,—

						
					

					
							
			Then Christ arose in vain!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Thanksgiving

						
					

					
							
			Well is it for the land whose people, yearly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Turn to the Giver of all Good with praise,

						
					

					
							
			Chanting glad hymns that thank him, loudly, clearly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Rejoicing in the beauty of his ways.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Great name that means all perfectness and power!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			We thank thee—not for mercy, nor release,

						
					

					
							
			But for clear joy in sky and sea and flower,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In thy pure justice, and thy blessed peace.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We live; behind us the dark past; before,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A wide way full of light that thou dost give;

						
					

					
							
			More light, more strength, more joy and ever more—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			O God of joy! we thank thee that we live!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Christmas Hymn

						
					

					
							
			Listen not to the word that would have you believe

						
					

					
							
			That the voice of the age is a moan;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That the red hand of wrong

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Is triumphant and strong,

						
					

					
							
			And that wrong is triumphant alone;

						
					

					
							
			There was never a time on the face of the earth

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			When love was so near its own.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Do you think that the love which has died for the world

						
					

					
							
			Has not lived for the world also?

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Filling man with the fire

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of a boundless desire

						
					

					
							
			To love all with a love that shall grow?

						
					

					
							
			It was not for nothing the White Christ was born

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Two thousand years ago.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The power that gave birth to the Son of the King

						
					

					
							
			All life doth move and thrill,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Every age as ’t is passed

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Coming nearer at last

						
					

					
							
			To the law of that wonderful will,—

						
					

					
							
			As our God so loved the world that day,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Our God so loves it still.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The love that fed poverty, making it thrive,

						
					

					
							
			Is learning a lovelier way

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			We have seen that the poor

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Need be with us no more,

						
					

					
							
			And that sin may be driven away;

						
					

					
							
			The love that has carried the martyrs to death

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Is entering life to-day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The spirit of Christ is awake and alive,

						
					

					
							
			In the work of the world it is shown,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Crying loud, crying clear,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That the Kingdom is here,

						
					

					
							
			And that all men are heirs to the throne!

						
					

					
							
			There was never a time since the making of man

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			When love was so near its own!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Christmas

						
					

					
							
			Slow, slow and weak,

						
					

					
							
			As first the tongue began to speak,

						
					

					
							
			The hand to serve, the heart to feel,

						
					

					
							
			Grew up among our mutual deeds,

						
					

					
							
			Great flower out-topping all the weeds,

						
					

					
							
			Sweet fruit that meets all human needs,

						
					

					
							
			Our love—our common weal.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It spread so wide, so high,

						
					

					
							
			We saw it broad against the sky,

						
					

					
							
			Down shining where we trod;

						
					

					
							
			It stormed our new-born consciousness,

						
					

					
							
			Omnipotent to heal and bless,

						
					

					
							
			Till we conceived—we could no less,

						
					

					
							
			It was the love of God!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Came there a man at length

						
					

					
							
			Whose heart so swelled with the great strength

						
					

					
							
			Of love that would have way,

						
					

					
							
			That in his body he fulfilled

						
					

					
							
			The utmost service love had willed;

						
					

					
							
			And the great stream, so held, so spilled,

						
					

					
							
			Pours on until to-day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Still we look back to this grand dream,

						
					

					
							
			Still stoop to drink at this wide stream,

						
					

					
							
			Wider each year we live;

						
					

					
							
			And on one yearly blessed day,

						
					

					
							
			Seek not to earn and not to pay,

						
					

					
							
			But to let love have its one way,—

						
					

					
							
			To quench our thirst to give!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Brothers, cease not to bless the name

						
					

					
							
			Of him who loved through death and shame,

						
					

					
							
			We cannot praise amiss;

						
					

					
							
			But not in vain was sown the seed;

						
					

					
							
			Look wide where thousands toil and bleed,

						
					

					
							
			Where men meet death for common need—

						
					

					
							
			Hath no man loved but this?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yea, all men love; we love to-day

						
					

					
							
			Wide as the human race has sway,

						
					

					
							
			Ever more deep, more dear;

						
					

					
							
			No stream,—an everlasting sea,

						
					

					
							
			Beating and throbbing to be free,

						
					

					
							
			To give it forth there needs must be

						
					

					
							
			One Christmas all the year!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Living God

						
					

					
							
			The Living God. The God that made the world

						
					

					
							
			Made it, and stood aside to watch and wait,

						
					

					
							
			Arranging a predestined plan

						
					

					
							
			To save the erring soul of man—

						
					

					
							
			Undying destiny—unswerving fate.

						
					

					
							
			I see his hand in the path of life,

						
					

					
							
			His law to doom and save,

						
					

					
							
			His love divine in the hopes that shine

						
					

					
							
			Beyond the sinner’s grave,

						
					

					
							
			His care that sendeth sun and rain,

						
					

					
							
			His wisdom giving rest,

						
					

					
							
			His price of sin that we may not win

						
					

					
							
			The heaven of the blest.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not near enough! Not clear enough!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			O God, come nearer still!

						
					

					
							
			I long for thee! Be strong for me!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Teach me to know thy will!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Living God. The God that makes the world,

						
					

					
							
			Makes it—is making it in all its worth;

						
					

					
							
			His spirit speaking sure and slow

						
					

					
							
			In the real universe we know,—

						
					

					
							
			God living in the earth.

						
					

					
							
			I feel his breath in the blowing wind,

						
					

					
							
			His pulse in the swinging sea,

						
					

					
							
			And the sunlit sod is the breast of God

						
					

					
							
			Whose strength we feel and see.

						
					

					
							
			His tenderness in the springing grass,

						
					

					
							
			His beauty in the flowers,

						
					

					
							
			His living love in the sun above,—

						
					

					
							
			All here, and near, and ours!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not near enough! Not clear enough!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			O God, come nearer still!

						
					

					
							
			I long for thee! Be strong for me!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Teach me to know thy will!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Living God. The God that is the world.

						
					

					
							
			The world? The world is man,—the work of man.

						
					

					
							
			Then—dare I follow what I see?—

						
					

					
							
			Then—by thy Glory—it must be

						
					

					
							
			That we are in thy plan?

						
					

					
							
			That strength divine in the work we do?

						
					

					
							
			That love in our mothers’ eyes?

						
					

					
							
			That wisdom clear in our thinking here?

						
					

					
							
			That power to help us rise?

						
					

					
							
			God in the daily work we ’ve done,

						
					

					
							
			In the daily path we ’ve trod?

						
					

					
							
			Stand still, my heart, for I am a part—

						
					

					
							
			I too—of the Living God!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Ah, clear as light! As near! As bright!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			O God! My God! My Own!

						
					

					
							
			Command thou me! I stand for thee!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And I do not stand alone!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Prayer

						
					

					
							
			O God! I cannot ask thee to forgive;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I have done wrong.

						
					

					
							
			Thy law is just; thy law must live,—

						
					

					
							
			Whoso doth wrong must suffer pain.

						
					

					
							
			But help me to do right again,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Again be strong.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Give Way!

						
					

					
							
			Shall we not open the human heart,

						
					

					
							
			Swing the doors till the hinges start;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Stop our worrying doubt and din,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Hunting heaven and dodging sin?

						
					

					
							
			There is no need to search so wide,

						
					

					
							
			Open the door and stand aside—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Let God in!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Shall we not open the human heart

						
					

					
							
			To loving labor in field and mart;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Working together for all about,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The glad, large labor that knows not doubt?

						
					

					
							
			Can He be held in our narrow rim?

						
					

					
							
			Do the work that is work for Him—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Let God out!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Shall we not open the human heart,

						
					

					
							
			Never to close and stand apart?

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			God is a force to give way to!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			God is a thing you have to do!

						
					

					
							
			God can never be caught by prayer,

						
					

					
							
			Hid in your heart and fastened there—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Let God through!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Thanksgiving Hymn

			for california

						
					

					
							
			Our forefathers gave thanks to God,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In the land by the stormy sea,

						
					

					
							
			For bread hard wrung from the iron sod

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In cold and misery.

						
					

					
							
			Though every day meant toil and strife,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In the land by the stormy sea,

						
					

					
							
			They thanked their God for the gift of life—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			How much the more should we!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Stern frost had they full many a day,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Strong ice on the stormy sea,

						
					

					
							
			Long months of snow, gray clouds hung low,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And a cold wind endlessly;

						
					

					
							
			Winter, and war with an alien race—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But they were alive and free!

						
					

					
							
			And they thanked their God for his good grace—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			How much the more should we!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			For we have a land all sunny with gold,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A land by the summer sea;

						
					

					
							
			Gold in the earth for our hands to hold,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Gold in blossom and tree;

						
					

					
							
			Comfort, and plenty, and beauty, and peace,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			From the mountains down to the sea.

						
					

					
							
			They thanked their God for a year’s increase—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			How much the more should we!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Christmas Carol

			for los angeles

						
					

					
							
			On the beautiful birthday of Jesus,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			While the nations praising stand,

						
					

					
							
			He goeth from city to city,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			He walketh from land to land.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And the snow lies white and heavy,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And the ice lies wide and wan,

						
					

					
							
			But the love of the blessed Christmas

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Melts even the heart of man.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			With love from the heart of Heaven,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In the power of his Holy Name,

						
					

					
							
			To the City of the Queen of the Angels

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The tender Christ-child came.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The land blushed red with roses,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The land laughed glad with grain,

						
					

					
							
			And the little hills smiled softly

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In the freshness after rain.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Land of the fig and olive!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Land of the fruitful vine!

						
					

					
							
			His heart grew soft within him,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			As he thought of Palestine,—

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Of the brooks with the banks of lilies,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of the little doves of clay,

						
					

					
							
			And of how he sat with his mother

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			At the end of a summer’s day,

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			His head on his mother’s bosom,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			His hand in his mother’s hand,

						
					

					
							
			Watching the golden sun go down

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Across the shadowy land,—

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A moment’s life with human kind;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A moment,—nothing more;

						
					

					
							
			Eternity lies broad behind,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Eternity before.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			High on the Hills of Heaven,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Majestic, undefiled,

						
					

					
							
			Forever and ever he lives, a God;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But once he lived, a Child!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And the child-heart leaps within him,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And the child-eyes softer grow,

						
					

					
							
			When the land lies bright and sunny,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Like the land of long ago;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And the love of God is mingled

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With the love of dear days gone,

						
					

					
							
			When he comes to the city of his mother,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			On the day her child was born!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			New Duty

						
					

					
							
			Once to God we owed it all,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			God alone;

						
					

					
							
			Bowing in eternal thrall,

						
					

					
							
			Giving, sacrificing all,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Before the Throne.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Once we owed it to the King,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Served the crown;

						
					

					
							
			Life, and love, and everything,

						
					

					
							
			In allegiance to the King,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Laying down.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Now we owe it to Mankind,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To our Race;

						
					

					
							
			Fullest fruit of soul and mind,

						
					

					
							
			Heart and hand and all behind,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Now in place.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Loving-service, wide and free,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			From the sod

						
					

					
							
			Up in varying degree,

						
					

					
							
			Through me and you—through you and me—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Up to God!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Seeking

						
					

					
							
			I went to look for Love among the roses, the roses,

						
					

					
							
			The pretty wingéd boy with the arrow and the bow;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In the fair and fragrant places,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			’Mid the Muses and the Graces,

						
					

					
							
			At the feet of Aphrodite, with the roses all aglow.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then I sought among the shrines where the rosy flames were leaping—

						
					

					
							
			The rose and golden flames, never ceasing, never still—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			For the boy so fair and slender,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The imperious, the tender,

						
					

					
							
			With the whole world moving slowly to the music of his will.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Sought, and found not for my seeking, till the sweet quest led me further,

						
					

					
							
			And before me rose the temple, marble-based and gold above,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Where the long procession marches

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			’Neath the incense-clouded arches

						
					

					
							
			In the world-compelling worship of the mighty God of Love.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yea, I passed with bated breath to the holiest of holies,

						
					

					
							
			And I lifted the great curtain from the Inmost,—the Most Fair,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Eager for the joy of finding,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			For the glory, beating, blinding,

						
					

					
							
			Meeting but an empty darkness; darkness, silence—nothing there.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Where is Love? I cried in anguish, while the temple reeled and faded;

						
					

					
							
			Where is Love?—for I must find him, I must know and understand!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Died the music and the laughter,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Flames and roses dying after,

						
					

					
							
			And the curtain I was holding fell to ashes in my hand.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Finding

						
					

					
							
			Out of great darkness and wide wastes of silence,

						
					

					
							
			Long loneliness, and slow untasted years,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Came a slow filling of the empty places,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A slow, sweet lighting of forgotten faces,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A smiling under tears.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A light of dawn that filled the brooding heaven,

						
					

					
							
			A warmth that kindled all the earth and air,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A thrilling tender music, floating, stealing,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A fragrance of unnumbered flowers revealing

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A sweetness new and fair.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			After the loss of love where I had sought him,

						
					

					
							
			After the anguish of the empty shrine,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Came a warm joy from all the hearts around me,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A feeling that some perfect strength had found me,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Touch of the hand divine.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I followed Love to his intensest centre,

						
					

					
							
			And lost him utterly when fastened there;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I let him go and ceased my selfish seeking,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Turning my heart to all earth’s voices speaking,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And found him everywhere.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Love like the rain that falls on just and unjust,

						
					

					
							
			Love like the sunshine, measureless and free,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			From each to all, from all to each, to live in;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And, in the world’s glad love so gladly given,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Came heart’s true love to me!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Too Much

						
					

					
							
			There are who die without love, never seeing

						
					

					
							
			The clear eyes shining, the bright wings fleeing.

						
					

					
							
			Lonely they die, and ahungered, in bitterness knowing

						
					

					
							
			They have not had their share of the good there was going.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			There are who have and lose love, these most blessed,

						
					

					
							
			In joy unstained which they have once possessed,

						
					

					
							
			Lost while still dear, still sweet, still met by glad affection,—

						
					

					
							
			An endless happiness in recollection.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And some have Love ’s full cup as he doth give it—

						
					

					
							
			Have it, and drink of it, and, ah,—outlive it!

						
					

					
							
			Full fed by Love ’s delights, o’erwearied, sated,

						
					

					
							
			They die, not hungry—only suffocated.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Cup

						
					

					
							
			And yet, saith he, ye need but sip;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And who would die without a taste?

						
					

					
							
			Just touch the goblet to the lip,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Then let the bright draught run to waste!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She set her lip to the beaker’s brim—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			’T was passing sweet! ’T was passing mild!

						
					

					
							
			She let her large eyes dwell on him,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And sipped again, and smiled.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So sweet! So mild! She scarce can tell

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			If she doth really drink or no;

						
					

					
							
			Till the light doth fade and the shadows swell,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And the goblet lieth low.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O cup of dreams! O cup of doubt!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			O cup of blinding joy and pain!

						
					

					
							
			The taste that none would die without!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The draught that all the world must drain!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			What Then?

						
					

					
							
			Suppose you write your heart out till the world

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Sobs with one voice—what then?

						
					

					
							
			Small agonies that round your heart-strings curled

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Strung out for choice, that men

						
					

					
							
			May pick a phrase, each for his own pet pain,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And thank the voice so come,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			They being dumb. What then?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			You have no sympathy? O endless claim!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			No one that cares? What then?

						
					

					
							
			Suppose you had—the whole world knew your name

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And your affairs, and men

						
					

					
							
			Ached with your headache, dreamed your dreadful dreams,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And, with your heart-break due,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Their hearts broke too. What then?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			You think that people do not understand?

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			You suffer? Die? What then?

						
					

					
							
			Unhappy child, look here, on either hand,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Look low or high,—all men

						
					

					
							
			Suffer and die, and keep it to themselves!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			They die—they suffer sore—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			You suffer more? What then?

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Our Loneliness

						
					

					
							
			There is no deeper grief than loneliness.

						
					

					
							
			Our sharpest anguish at the death of friends

						
					

					
							
			Is loneliness. Our agony of heart

						
					

					
							
			When love has gone from us is loneliness.

						
					

					
							
			The crying of a little child at night

						
					

					
							
			In the big dark is crowding loneliness.

						
					

					
							
			Slow death of woman on a Kansas farm;

						
					

					
							
			The ache of those who think beyond their time;

						
					

					
							
			Pain unassuaged of isolated lives,—

						
					

					
							
			All this is loneliness.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Oh, we who are one body of one soul!

						
					

					
							
			Great soul of man born into social form!

						
					

					
							
			Should we not suffer at dismemberment?

						
					

					
							
			A finger torn from brotherhood; an eye

						
					

					
							
			Having no cause to see when set alone.

						
					

					
							
			Our separation is the agony

						
					

					
							
			Of uses unfulfilled—of thwarted law;

						
					

					
							
			The forces of all nature throb and push,

						
					

					
							
			Crying for their accustomed avenues;

						
					

					
							
			And we, alone, have no excuse to be,—

						
					

					
							
			No reason for our being. We are dead

						
					

					
							
			Before we die, and know it in our hearts.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Even the narrowest union has some joy,

						
					

					
							
			Transient and shallow, limited and weak;

						
					

					
							
			And joy of union strengthens with its strength,

						
					

					
							
			Deepens and widens as the union grows.

						
					

					
							
			Hence the pure light of long-enduring love,

						
					

					
							
			Lives blended slowly, softly, into one.

						
					

					
							
			Hence civic pride, and glory in our states,

						
					

					
							
			And the fierce thrill of patriotic fire

						
					

					
							
			When millions feel as one!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			When we shall learn

						
					

					
							
			To live together fully; when each man

						
					

					
							
			And woman works in conscious interchange

						
					

					
							
			With all the world,—union as wide as man,—

						
					

					
							
			No human soul can ever suffer more

						
					

					
							
			The devastating grief of loneliness.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Keeper of the Light

						
					

					
							
			A lighthouse keeper with a loving heart

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Toiled at his service in the lonely tower,

						
					

					
							
			Keeping his giant lenses clear and bright,

						
					

					
							
			And feeding with pure oil the precious light

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Whose power to save was as his own heart’s power.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He loved his kind, and being set alone

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To help them by the means of this great light,

						
					

					
							
			He poured his whole heart’s service into it,

						
					

					
							
			And sent his love down the long beams that lit

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The waste of broken water in the night.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He loved his kind, and joyed to see the ships

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Come out of nowhere into his bright field,

						
					

					
							
			And glide by safely with their living men,

						
					

					
							
			Past him and out into the dark again,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To other hands their freight of joy to yield.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			His work was noble and his work was done;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			He kept the ships in safety and was glad;

						
					

					
							
			And yet, late coming with the light’s supplies,

						
					

					
							
			They found the love no longer in his eyes—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The keeper of the light had fallen mad.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Immortality

						
					

					
							
			When I was grass, perhaps I may have wept

						
					

					
							
			As every year the grass-blades paled and slept;

						
					

					
							
			Or shrieked in anguish impotent, beneath

						
					

					
							
			The smooth impartial cropping of great teeth—

						
					

					
							
			I don’t remember much what came to pass

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			When I was grass.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			When I was monkey, I ’m afraid the trees

						
					

					
							
			Were n’t always havens of contented ease;

						
					

					
							
			Things killed us, and we never could tell why;

						
					

					
							
			No doubt we blamed the earth or sea or sky—

						
					

					
							
			I have forgotten my rebellion’s shape

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			When I was ape.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Now I have reached the comfortable skin

						
					

					
							
			This stage of living is enveloped in,

						
					

					
							
			And hold the spirit of my mighty race

						
					

					
							
			Self-conscious prisoner under one white face,—

						
					

					
							
			I ’m awfully afraid I ’m going to die,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Now I am I.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So I have planned a hypothetic life

						
					

					
							
			To pay me somehow for my toil and strife.

						
					

					
							
			Blessed or damned, I someway must contrive

						
					

					
							
			That I eternally be kept alive!

						
					

					
							
			In this an endless, boundless bliss I see,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Eternal me!

			. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

						
					

					
							
			When I was man, no doubt I used to care

						
					

					
							
			About the little things that happened there,

						
					

					
							
			And fret to see the years keep going by,

						
					

					
							
			And nations, families, and persons die.

						
					

					
							
			I did n’t much appreciate life’s plan

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			When I was man.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Waste

						
					

					
							
			Doth any man consider what we waste

						
					

					
							
			Here in God’s garden? While the sea is full,

						
					

					
							
			The sunlight smiles, and all the blessed earth

						
					

					
							
			Offers her wealth to our intelligence.

						
					

					
							
			We waste our food, enough for half the world,

						
					

					
							
			In helpless luxury among the rich,

						
					

					
							
			In helpless ignorance among the poor,

						
					

					
							
			In spilling what we stop to quarrel for.

						
					

					
							
			We waste our wealth in failing to produce,

						
					

					
							
			In robbing of each other every day

						
					

					
							
			In place of making things,—our human crown.

						
					

					
							
			We waste our strength, in endless effort poured

						
					

					
							
			Like water on the sand, still toiling on

						
					

					
							
			To make a million things we do not want.

						
					

					
							
			We waste our lives, those which should still lead on,

						
					

					
							
			Each new one gaining on the age behind,

						
					

					
							
			In doing what we all have done before.

						
					

					
							
			We waste our love,—poured up into the sky,

						
					

					
							
			Across the ocean, into desert lands,

						
					

					
							
			Sunk in one narrow circle next ourselves,—

						
					

					
							
			While these, our brothers, suffer—are alone.

						
					

					
							
			Ye may not pass the near to love the far;

						
					

					
							
			Ye may not love the near and stop at that.

						
					

					
							
			Love spreads through man, not over or around!

						
					

					
							
			Yea, grievously we waste; and all the time

						
					

					
							
			Humanity is wanting,—wanting sore.

						
					

					
							
			Waste not, my brothers, and ye shall not want!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Wings

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A sense of wings—

						
					

					
							
			Soft downy wings and fair—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Great wings that whistle as they sweep

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Along the still gulfs—empty, deep—

						
					

					
							
			Of thin blue air.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Doves’ wings that follow,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Doves’ wings that fold,

						
					

					
							
			Doves’ wings that flutter down

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To nestle in your hold.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Doves’ wings that settle,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Doves’ wings that rest,

						
					

					
							
			Doves’ wings that brood so warm

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Above the little nest.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Larks’ wings that rise and rise,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Climbing the rosy skies—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Fold and drop down

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To birdlings brown.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Light wings of wood-birds, that one scarce believes

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Moved in the leaves.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The quick, shy flight

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of wings that flee in fright—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A start as swift as light—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Only the shaken air

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To tell that wings were there.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Broad wings that beat for many days

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Above the land wastes and the water ways;

						
					

					
							
			Beating steadily on and on,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Through dark and cold,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Through storms untold,

						
					

					
							
			Till the far sun and summer land is won.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And wings—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Wings that unfold

						
					

					
							
			With such wide sweep before your would-be hold—

						
					

					
							
			Such glittering sweep of whiteness—sun on snow—

						
					

					
							
			Such mighty plumes—strong-ribbed, strong-webbed—
strong-knit to go

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			From earth to heaven!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Hear the air flow back

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In their wide track!

						
					

					
							
			Feel the sweet wind these wings displace

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Beat on your face!

						
					

					
							
			See the great arc of light like rising rockets trail

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			They leave in leaving—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			They avail—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			These wings—for flight!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Heart of the Water

						
					

					
							
			O the ache in the heart of the water that lies

						
					

					
							
			Underground in the desert, unopened, unknown,

						
					

					
							
			While the seeds lie unbroken, the blossoms unblown,

						
					

					
							
			And the traveller wanders—the traveller dies!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O the joy in the heart of the water that flows

						
					

					
							
			From the well in the desert,—a desert no more,—

						
					

					
							
			Bird-music and blossoms and harvest in store,

						
					

					
							
			And the white shrine that showeth the traveller knows!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Ship

						
					

					
							
			The sunlight is mine! And the sea!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And the four wild winds that blow!

						
					

					
							
			The winds of heaven that whistle free—

						
					

					
							
			They are but slaves to carry me

						
					

					
							
			Wherever I choose to go!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Fire for a power inside!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Air for a pathway free!

						
					

					
							
			I traverse the earth in conquest wide;

						
					

					
							
			The sea is my servant! The sea is my bride!

						
					

					
							
			And the elements wait on me!

			. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

						
					

					
							
			In dull green light, down-filtered sick and slow

						
					

					
							
			Through miles of heavy water overhead,

						
					

					
							
			With miles of heavy water yet below,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A ship lies, dead.

						
					

					
							
			Shapeless and broken, swayed from side to side,

						
					

					
							
			The helpless driftwood of an unknown tide.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Among the Gods

						
					

					
							
			How close the air of valleys, and how close

						
					

					
							
			The teeming little life that harbors there!

						
					

					
							
			For me, I will climb mountains. Up and up,

						
					

					
							
			Higher and higher, till I pant for breath

						
					

					
							
			In that thin clearness. Still? There is no sound

						
					

					
							
			Nor memory of sound upon these heights.

						
					

					
							
			Ah! the great sunlight! The caressing sky,

						
					

					
							
			The beauty, and the stillness, and the peace!

						
					

					
							
			I see my pathway clear for miles below;

						
					

					
							
			See where I fell, and set a friendly sign

						
					

					
							
			To warn some other of the danger there.

						
					

					
							
			The green small world is wide below me spread.

						
					

					
							
			The great small world! Some things look large and fair

						
					

					
							
			Which, in their midst, I could not even see;

						
					

					
							
			And some look small which used to terrify.

						
					

					
							
			Blessed these heights of freedom, wisdom, rest!

						
					

					
							
			I will go higher yet.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A sea of cloud

						
					

					
							
			Rolls soundless waves between me and the world.

						
					

					
							
			This is the zone of everlasting snows,

						
					

					
							
			And the sweet silence of the hills below

						
					

					
							
			Is song and laughter to the silence here.

						
					

					
							
			Great fields, huge peaks, long awful slopes of snow.

						
					

					
							
			Alone, triumphant, man above the world,

						
					

					
							
			I stand among these white eternities.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Sheer at my feet

						
					

					
							
			Sink the unsounded, cloud-encumbered gulfs;

						
					

					
							
			And shifting mists now veil and now reveal

						
					

					
							
			The unknown fastnesses above me yet.

						
					

					
							
			I am alone—above all life—sole king

						
					

					
							
			Of these white wastes. How pitiful and small

						
					

					
							
			Becomes the outgrown world! I reign supreme,

						
					

					
							
			And in this utter stillness and wide peace

						
					

					
							
			Look calmly down upon the universe.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Surely that crest has changed! That pile of cloud

						
					

					
							
			That covers half the sky, waves like a robe!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That large and gentle wind

						
					

					
							
			Is like the passing of a presence here!

						
					

					
							
			See how yon massive mist-enshrouded peak

						
					

					
							
			Is like the shape of an unmeasured foot,—

						
					

					
							
			The figure with the stars!

						
					

					
							
			Ah! what is this? It moves, lifts, bends, is gone!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			With what a shocking sense of littleness—

						
					

					
							
			A reeling universe that changes place,

						
					

					
							
			And falls to new relation over me—

						
					

					
							
			I feel the unseen presence of the gods!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Songs

			i.

						
					

					
							
			O world of green, all shining, shifting!

						
					

					
							
			O world of blue, all living, lifting!

						
					

					
							
			O world where glassy waters smoothly roll!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Fair earth, and heaven free,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Ye are but part of me—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Ye are my soul!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O woman nature, shining, shifting!

						
					

					
							
			O woman creature, living, lifting!

						
					

					
							
			Come soft and still to one who waits thee here!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Fair soul, both mine and free,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Ye who are part of me,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Appear! Appear!

			ii.

						
					

					
							
			How could I choose but weep?

						
					

					
							
			The poor bird lay asleep;

						
					

					
							
			For lack of food, for lack of breath,

						
					

					
							
			For lack of life he came to death—

						
					

					
							
			How could I choose but weep?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			How could I choose but smile?

						
					

					
							
			There was no lack the while!

						
					

					
							
			In bliss he did undo himself;

						
					

					
							
			Where life was full he slew himself—

						
					

					
							
			How could I choose but smile?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Would ye but understand!

						
					

					
							
			Joy is on every hand!

						
					

					
							
			Ye shut your eyes and call it night,

						
					

					
							
			Ye grope and fall in seas of light—

						
					

					
							
			Would ye but understand!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Heaven

						
					

					
							
			Thou bright mirage, that o’er man’s arduous way

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Hast hung in the hot sky, with fountains streaming,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Cool marble domes, and palm-fronds waving, gleaming,—

						
					

					
							
			Vision of rest and peace to end the day!

						
					

					
							
			Now he is weariest, alone, astray,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Spent with long labor, led by thy sweet seeming,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Faint as the breath of Nature’s lightest dreaming,

						
					

					
							
			Thou waverest and vanishest away!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Can Nature dream? Is God’s great sky deceiving?

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Where joy like that the clouds above us show

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Be sure the counterpart must lie below,

						
					

					
							
			Sweeter than hope, more blessed than believing!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			We lose the fair reflection of our home

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Because so near its gates our feet have come!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Ballad of the Summer Sun

						
					

					
							
			It is said that human nature needeth hardship to be strong,

						
					

					
							
			That highest growth has come to man in countries white with snow;

						
					

					
							
			And they tell of truth and wisdom that to northern folk belong,

						
					

					
							
			And claim the brain is feeble where the south winds always blow.

						
					

					
							
			They forget to read the story of the ages long ago:

						
					

					
							
			The lore that built the pyramids where still the simoom veers,

						
					

					
							
			The knowledge framing Tyrian ships, the greater skill that steers,

						
					

					
							
			The learning of the Hindu in his volumes never done,

						
					

					
							
			All the wisdom of Egyptians and the old Chaldean seers,—

						
					

					
							
			Came to man in summer lands beneath a summer sun.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It is said that human nature needeth hardship to be strong,

						
					

					
							
			That courage bred of meeting cold makes martial bosoms glow;

						
					

					
							
			And they point to mighty generals the northern folk among,

						
					

					
							
			And call mankind emasculate where southern waters flow.

						
					

					
							
			They forget to look at history and see the nations grow!

						
					

					
							
			The cohorts of Assyrian kings, the Pharaohs’ charioteers,

						
					

					
							
			The march of Alexander, the Persians’ conquering spears,

						
					

					
							
			The legions of the Romans, from Ethiop to Hun,

						
					

					
							
			The power that mastered all the world and held it years on years,—

						
					

					
							
			Came to man in summer lands beneath a summer sun.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It is said that human nature needeth hardship to be strong,

						
					

					
							
			That only pain and suffering the power to feel bestow;

						
					

					
							
			And they show us noble artists made great by loss and wrong,

						
					

					
							
			And say the soul is lowered that hath pleasure without woe.

						
					

					
							
			They forget the perfect monuments that pleasure’s blessings show;

						
					

					
							
			The statue and the temple that no man living nears,

						
					

					
							
			Song and verse and music forever in the ears,

						
					

					
							
			The glory that remaineth while the sands of time shall run,

						
					

					
							
			The beauty of immortal art that never disappears,—

						
					

					
							
			Came to man in summer lands beneath a summer sun.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The faith of Thor and Odin, the creed of force and fears,

						
					

					
							
			Cruel gods that deal in death, the icebound soul reveres,

						
					

					
							
			But the Lord of Peace and Blessing was not one!

						
					

					
							
			Truth and Power and Beauty—Love that endeth tears—

						
					

					
							
			Came to man in summer lands beneath a summer sun.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Pioneers

						
					

					
							
			Long have we sung our noble pioneers,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Vanguard of progress, heralds of the time,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Guardians of industry and art sublime,

						
					

					
							
			Leaders of man down all the brightening years!

						
					

					
							
			To them the danger, to their wives the tears,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			While we sit safely in the city’s grime,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In old-world trammels of distress and crime,

						
					

					
							
			Playing with words and thoughts, with doubts and fears.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Children of axe and gun! Ye take to-day

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The baby steps of man’s first, feeblest age,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			While we, thought-seekers of the printed page,

						
					

					
							
			We lead the world down its untrodden way!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Ours the drear wastes and leagues of empty waves,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The lonely deaths, the undiscovered graves.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Exiles

						
					

					
							
			Exiled from home. The far sea rolls

						
					

					
							
			Between them and the country of their birth;

						
					

					
							
			The childhood-turning impulse of their souls

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Pulls half across the earth.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Exiled from home. No mother to take care

						
					

					
							
			That they work not too hard, grieve not too sore;

						
					

					
							
			No older brother nor small sister fair;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			No father any more.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Exiled from home; from all familiar things;

						
					

					
							
			The low-browed roof, the grass-surrounded door;

						
					

					
							
			Accustomed labors that gave daylight wings;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Loved steps on the worn floor.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Exiled from home. Young girls sent forth alone

						
					

					
							
			When most their hearts need close companioning;

						
					

					
							
			No love and hardly friendship may they own,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			No voice of welcoming.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Blinded with homesick tears the exile stands;

						
					

					
							
			To toil for alien household gods she comes;

						
					

					
							
			A servant and a stranger in our lands,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Homeless within our homes.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Nevada Desert

						
					

					
							
			An aching, blinding, barren, endless plain,

						
					

					
							
			Corpse-colored with white mould of alkali,

						
					

					
							
			Hairy with sage-brush, slimy after rain,

						
					

					
							
			Burnt with the sky’s hot scorn, and still again

						
					

					
							
			Sullenly burning back against the sky.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Dull green, dull brown, dull purple, and dull gray,

						
					

					
							
			The hard earth white with ages of despair,

						
					

					
							
			Slow-crawling, turbid streams where dead reeds sway,

						
					

					
							
			Low wall of sombre mountains far away,

						
					

					
							
			And sickly steam of geysers on the air.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Tree Feelings

						
					

					
							
			I wonder if they like it—being trees?

						
					

					
							
			I suppose they do. . . .

						
					

					
							
			It must feel good to have the ground so flat,

						
					

					
							
			And feel yourself stand right straight up like that—

						
					

					
							
			So stiff in the middle—and then branch at ease,

						
					

					
							
			Big boughs that arch, small ones that bend and blow,

						
					

					
							
			And all those fringy leaves that flutter so.

						
					

					
							
			You ’d think they ’d break off at the lower end

						
					

					
							
			When the wind fills them, and their great heads bend.

						
					

					
							
			But then you think of all the roots they drop,

						
					

					
							
			As much at bottom as there is on top,—

						
					

					
							
			A double tree, widespread in earth and air

						
					

					
							
			Like a reflection in the water there.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I guess they like to stand still in the sun

						
					

					
							
			And just breathe out and in, and feel the cool sap run;

						
					

					
							
			And like to feel the rain run through their hair

						
					

					
							
			And slide down to the roots and settle there.

						
					

					
							
			But I think they like wind best. From the light touch

						
					

					
							
			That lets the leaves whisper and kiss so much,

						
					

					
							
			To the great swinging, tossing, flying wide,

						
					

					
							
			And all the time so stiff and strong inside!

						
					

					
							
			And the big winds, that pull, and make them feel

						
					

					
							
			How long their roots are, and the earth how leal!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And O the blossoms! And the wild seeds lost!

						
					

					
							
			And jewelled martyrdom of fiery frost!

						
					

					
							
			And fruit trees. I ’d forgotten. No cold gem,

						
					

					
							
			But to be apples—and bow down with them!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Monotony

			from california

						
					

					
							
			When ragged lines of passing days go by,

						
					

					
							
			Crowding and hurried, broken-linked and slow,

						
					

					
							
			Some sobbing pitifully as they pass,

						
					

					
							
			Some angry-hot and fierce, some angry cold,

						
					

					
							
			Some raging and some wailing, and again

						
					

					
							
			The fretful days one cannot read aright,—

						
					

					
							
			Then truly, when the fair days smile on us,

						
					

					
							
			We feel that loveliness with sharper touch

						
					

					
							
			And grieve to lose it for the next day’s chance.

						
					

					
							
			And so men question—they who never know

						
					

					
							
			If beauty comes or horror, pain or joy—

						
					

					
							
			If we, whose sky is peace, whose hours are glad,

						
					

					
							
			Find not our happiness monotonous!

						
					

					
							
			But when the long procession of the days

						
					

					
							
			Rolls musically down the waiting year,

						
					

					
							
			Close-ranked, rich-robed, flower-garlanded and fair;

						
					

					
							
			Broad brows of peace, deep eyes of soundless truth,

						
					

					
							
			And lips of love,—warm, steady, changeless love;

						
					

					
							
			Each one more beautiful, till we forget

						
					

					
							
			Our niggard fear of losing half an hour,

						
					

					
							
			And learn to count on more and ever more,—

						
					

					
							
			In the remembered joy of yesterday,

						
					

					
							
			In the full rapture of to-day’s delight,

						
					

					
							
			And knowledge of the happiness to come,

						
					

					
							
			We learn to let life pass without regret,

						
					

					
							
			We learn to hold life softly and in peace,

						
					

					
							
			We learn to meet life gladly, full of faith,

						
					

					
							
			We learn what God is, and to trust in Him!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Beds of Fleur-de-Lys

						
					

					
							
			High-lying, sea-blown stretches of green turf,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Wind-bitten close, salt-colored by the sea,

						
					

					
							
			Low curve on curve spread far to the cool sky,

						
					

					
							
			And, curving over them as long they lie,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Beds of wild fleur-de-lys.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Wide-flowing, self-sown, stealing near and far,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Breaking the green like islands in the sea;

						
					

					
							
			Great stretches at your feet, and spots that bend

						
					

					
							
			Dwindling over the horizon’s end,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Wild beds of fleur-de-lys.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The light keen wind streams on across the lifts,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Their wind of western springtime by the sea;

						
					

					
							
			The close turf smiles unmoved, but over her

						
					

					
							
			Is the far-flying rustle and sweet stir

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In beds of fleur-de-lys.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And here and there across the smooth, low grass

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Tall maidens wander, thinking of the sea;

						
					

					
							
			And bend, and bend, with light robes blown aside,

						
					

					
							
			For the blue lily-flowers that bloom so wide,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The beds of fleur-de-lys.

			The Presidio, San Francisco.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			It Is Good to Be Alive

						
					

					
							
			It is good to be alive when the trees shine green,

						
					

					
							
			And the steep red hills stand up against the sky;

						
					

					
							
			Big sky, blue sky, with flying clouds between—

						
					

					
							
			It is good to be alive and see the clouds drive by!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It is good to be alive when the strong winds blow,

						
					

					
							
			The strong, sweet winds blowing straightly off the sea;

						
					

					
							
			Great sea, green sea, with swinging ebb and flow—

						
					

					
							
			It is good to be alive and see the waves roll free!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Changeless Year

			southern california

						
					

					
							
			Doth Autumn remind thee of sadness?

						
					

					
							
			And Winter of wasting and pain?

						
					

					
							
			Midsummer, of joy that was madness?

						
					

					
							
			Spring, of hope that was vain?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Do the Seasons fly fast at thy laughter?

						
					

					
							
			Do the Seasons lag slow if thou weep,

						
					

					
							
			Till thou long’st for the land lying after

						
					

					
							
			The River of Sleep?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Come here, where the West lieth golden

						
					

					
							
			In the light of an infinite sun,

						
					

					
							
			Where Summer doth Winter embolden

						
					

					
							
			Till they reign here as one!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Here the Seasons tread soft and steal slowly;

						
					

					
							
			A moment of question and doubt—

						
					

					
							
			Is it Winter? Come faster!—come wholly!—

						
					

					
							
			And Spring rusheth out!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We forget there are tempests and changes;

						
					

					
							
			We forget there are days that are drear;

						
					

					
							
			In a dream of delight, the soul ranges

						
					

					
							
			Through the measureless year.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Still the land is with blossoms enfolden,

						
					

					
							
			Still the sky burneth blue in its deeps;

						
					

					
							
			Time noddeth, ’mid poppies all golden,

						
					

					
							
			And memory sleeps.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Where Memory Sleeps

			rondeau

						
					

					
							
			Where memory sleeps the soul doth rise,

						
					

					
							
			Free of that past where sorrow lies,

						
					

					
							
			And storeth against future ills

						
					

					
							
			The courage of the constant hills,

						
					

					
							
			The comfort of the quiet skies.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Fair is this land to tired eyes,

						
					

					
							
			Where summer sunlight never dies,

						
					

					
							
			And summer’s peace the spirit fills,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Where memory sleeps.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Safe from the season’s changing cries

						
					

					
							
			And chill of yearly sacrifice,

						
					

					
							
			Great roses crowd the window-sills,—

						
					

					
							
			Calm roses that no winter kills.

						
					

					
							
			The peaceful heart all pain denies,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Where memory sleeps.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			California Car Windows

						
					

					
							
			Lark songs ringing to Heaven,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Earth light clear as the sky;

						
					

					
							
			Air like the breath of a greenhouse

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With the greenhouse roof on high.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Flowers to see till you ’re weary,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To travel in hours and hours;

						
					

					
							
			Ranches of gold and purple,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Counties covered with flowers!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A rainbow, a running rainbow,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That flies at our side for hours;

						
					

					
							
			A ribbon, a broidered ribbon,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A rainbow ribbon of flowers.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Limits

						
					

					
							
			On sand—loose sand and shifting—

						
					

					
							
			On sand—dry sand and drifting—

						
					

					
							
			The city grows to the west;

						
					

					
							
			Not till its border reaches

						
					

					
							
			The ocean-beaten beaches

						
					

					
							
			Will it rest.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			On hills—steep hills and lonely,

						
					

					
							
			That stop at cloudland only—

						
					

					
							
			The city climbs to the sky;

						
					

					
							
			Not till the souls who make it

						
					

					
							
			Touch the clear light and take it,

						
					

					
							
			Will it die.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Powell Street

						
					

					
							
			You start

						
					

					
							
			From the town’s hot heart

						
					

					
							
			To ride up Powell Street.

						
					

					
							
			Hotel and theatre and crowding shops,

						
					

					
							
			And Market’s cabled stream that never stops,

						
					

					
							
			And the mixed hurrying beat

						
					

					
							
			Of countless feet—

						
					

					
							
			Take a front seat.

						
					

					
							
			Before you rise

						
					

					
							
			Six terraced hills, up to the low-hung skies;

						
					

					
							
			Low where across the hill they seem to lie,

						
					

					
							
			And then—how high!

						
					

					
							
			Up you go slowly. To the right

						
					

					
							
			A wide square, green and bright.

						
					

					
							
			Above that green a broad façade,

						
					

					
							
			Strongly and beautifully made,

						
					

					
							
			In warm clear color standeth fair and true

						
					

					
							
			Against the blue.

						
					

					
							
			Only, above, two purple domes rise bold,

						
					

					
							
			Twin-budded spires, bright-tipped with balls of gold.

						
					

					
							
			Past that, and up you glide,

						
					

					
							
			Up, up, till, either side,

						
					

					
							
			Wide earth and water stretch around—away—

						
					

					
							
			The straits, the hills, and the low-lying, wide-spread, dusky bay.

						
					

					
							
			Great houses here,

						
					

					
							
			Dull, opulent, severe.

						
					

					
							
			Dives’ gold birds on guarding lamps a-wing—

						
					

					
							
			Dead gold, that may not sing!

						
					

					
							
			Fair on the other side

						
					

					
							
			Smooth, steep-laid sweeps of turf and green boughs waving wide.

						
					

					
							
			This is the hilltop’s crown.

						
					

					
							
			Below you, down

						
					

					
							
			In blurred, dim streets, the market quarter lies,

						
					

					
							
			Foul, narrow, torn with cries

						
					

					
							
			Of tortured things in cages, and the smell

						
					

					
							
			Of daily bloodshed rising; that is hell.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But up here on the crown of Powell Street

						
					

					
							
			The air is sweet;

						
					

					
							
			And the green swaying mass of eucalyptus bends

						
					

					
							
			Like hands of friends,

						
					

					
							
			To gladden you despite the mansions’ frown.

						
					

					
							
			Then you go down.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Down, down, and round the turns to lower grades;

						
					

					
							
			Lower in all ways; darkening with the shades

						
					

					
							
			Of poverty, old youth, and unearned age,

						
					

					
							
			And that quick squalor which so blots the page

						
					

					
							
			Of San Francisco’s beauty,—swift decay

						
					

					
							
			Chasing the shallow grandeur of a day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Here, like a noble lady of lost state,

						
					

					
							
			Still calmly smiling at encroaching fate,

						
					

					
							
			Amidst the squalor, rises Russian Hill,—

						
					

					
							
			Proud, isolated, lonely, lovely still.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So on you glide.

						
					

					
							
			Till the blue straits lie wide

						
					

					
							
			Before you; purple mountains loom across,

						
					

					
							
			And islands green as moss;

						
					

					
							
			With soft white fog-wreaths drifting, drifting through

						
					

					
							
			To comfort you;

						
					

					
							
			And light, low-singing waves that tell you reach

						
					

					
							
			The end,—North Beach.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			From Russian Hill

						
					

					
							
			A strange day—bright and still;

						
					

					
							
			Strange for the stillness here,

						
					

					
							
			For the strong trade-winds blow

						
					

					
							
			With such a steady sweep it seems like rest,

						
					

					
							
			Forever steadily across the crest

						
					

					
							
			Of Russian Hill.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Still now and clear,—

						
					

					
							
			So clear you count the houses spreading wide

						
					

					
							
			In the fair cities on the farther side

						
					

					
							
			Of our broad bay;

						
					

					
							
			And brown Goat Island lieth large between,

						
					

					
							
			Its brownness brightening into sudden green

						
					

					
							
			From rains of yesterday.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Blue? Blue above of Californian sky,

						
					

					
							
			Which has no peer on earth for its pure flame;

						
					

					
							
			Bright blue of bay and strait spread wide below,

						
					

					
							
			And, past the low, dull hills that hem it so,—

						
					

					
							
			Blue as the sky, blue as the placid bay,—

						
					

					
							
			Blue mountains far away.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Thanks this year for the early rains that came

						
					

					
							
			To bless us, meaning Summer by and by.

						
					

					
							
			This is our Spring-in-Autumn, making one

						
					

					
							
			The Indian Summer tenderness of sun—

						
					

					
							
			Its hazy stillness, and soft far-heard sound—

						
					

					
							
			And the sweet riot of abundant spring,

						
					

					
							
			The greenness flaming out from everything,

						
					

					
							
			The sense of coming gladness in the ground.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			From this high peace and purity look down;

						
					

					
							
			Between you and the blueness lies the town.

						
					

					
							
			Under those huddled roofs the heart of man

						
					

					
							
			Beats warmer than this brooding day,

						
					

					
							
			Spreads wider than the hill-rimmed bay,

						
					

					
							
			And throbs to tenderer life, were it but seen,

						
					

					
							
			Than all this new-born, all-enfolding green!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Within that heart lives still

						
					

					
							
			All that one guesses, dreams, and sees—

						
					

					
							
			Sitting in sunlight, warm, at ease—

						
					

					
							
			From this high island,—Russian Hill.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			“An Unusual Rain”

						
					

					
							
			Again!

						
					

					
							
			Another day of rain!

						
					

					
							
			It has rained for years.

						
					

					
							
			It never clears.

						
					

					
							
			The clouds come down so low

						
					

					
							
			They drag and drip

						
					

					
							
			Across each hill-top’s tip.

						
					

					
							
			In progress slow

						
					

					
							
			They blow in from the sea

						
					

					
							
			Eternally;

						
					

					
							
			Hang heavily and black,

						
					

					
							
			And then roll back;

						
					

					
							
			And rain and rain and rain,

						
					

					
							
			Both drifting in and drifting out again.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They come down to the ground,

						
					

					
							
			These clouds, where the ground is high;

						
					

					
							
			And, lest the weather fiend forget

						
					

					
							
			And leave one hidden spot unwet,

						
					

					
							
			The fog comes up to the sky!

						
					

					
							
			And all our pavement of planks and logs

						
					

					
							
			Reeks with the rain and steeps in the fogs

						
					

					
							
			Till the water rises and sinks and presses

						
					

					
							
			Into your bonnets and shoes and dresses;

						
					

					
							
			And every outdoor-going dunce

						
					

					
							
			Is wet in forty ways at once.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Wet?

						
					

					
							
			It ’s wetter than being drowned.

						
					

					
							
			Dark?

						
					

					
							
			Such darkness never was found

						
					

					
							
			Since the first light was made. And cold?

						
					

					
							
			O come to the land of grapes and gold,

						
					

					
							
			Of fruit and flowers and sunshine gay,

						
					

					
							
			When the rainy season ’s under way!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And they tell you calmly, evermore,

						
					

					
							
			They never had such rain before!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What ’s that you say? Come out?

						
					

					
							
			Why, see that sky!

						
					

					
							
			Oh, what a world! so clear! so high!

						
					

					
							
			So clean and lovely all about;

						
					

					
							
			The sunlight burning through and through,

						
					

					
							
			And everything just blazing blue.

						
					

					
							
			And look! the whole world blossoms again

						
					

					
							
			The minute the sunshine follows the rain.

						
					

					
							
			Warm sky—earth basking under—

						
					

					
							
			Did it ever rain, I wonder?

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Hills

						
					

					
							
			The flowing waves of our warm sea

						
					

					
							
			Roll to the beach and die,

						
					

					
							
			But the soul of the waves forever fills

						
					

					
							
			The curving crests of our restless hills

						
					

					
							
			That climb so wantonly.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Up and up till you look to see

						
					

					
							
			Along the cloud-kissed top

						
					

					
							
			The great hill-breakers curve and comb

						
					

					
							
			In crumbling lines of falling foam

						
					

					
							
			Before they settle and drop.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Down and down, with the shuddering sweep

						
					

					
							
			Of the sea-wave’s glassy wall,

						
					

					
							
			You sink with a plunge that takes your breath,

						
					

					
							
			A thrill that stirreth and quickeneth,

						
					

					
							
			Like the great line steamer’s fall.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We have laid our streets by the square and line,

						
					

					
							
			We have built by the line and square;

						
					

					
							
			But the strong hill-rises arch below

						
					

					
							
			And force the houses to curve and flow

						
					

					
							
			In lines of beauty there.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And off to the north and east and south,

						
					

					
							
			With wildering mists between,

						
					

					
							
			They ring us round with wavering hold,

						
					

					
							
			With fold on fold of rose and gold,

						
					

					
							
			Violet, azure, and green.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			City’s Beauty

						
					

					
							
			Fair, oh, fair are the hills uncrowned,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Only wreathed and garlanded

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With the soft clouds overhead,

						
					

					
							
			With the waving streams of rain;

						
					

					
							
			Fair in golden sunlight drowned,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Bathed and buried in the bright

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Warm luxuriance of light,—

						
					

					
							
			Fair the hills without a stain.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Fairer far the hills should stand

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Crowned with a city’s halls,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With the glimmer of white walls,

						
					

					
							
			With the climbing grace of towers;

						
					

					
							
			Fair with great fronts tall and grand,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Stately streets that meet the sky,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Lovely roof-lines, low and high,—

						
					

					
							
			Fairer for the days and hours.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Woman’s beauty fades and flies,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In the passing of the years,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With the falling of the tears,

						
					

					
							
			With the lines of toil and stress;

						
					

					
							
			City’s beauty never dies,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Never while her people know

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			How to love and honor so

						
					

					
							
			Her immortal loveliness.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Two Skies

			from england

						
					

					
							
			They have a sky in Albion,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			At least they tell me so;

						
					

					
							
			But she will wear a veil so thick,

						
					

					
							
			And she does have the sulks so quick,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And weeps so long and slow,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That one can hardly know.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yes, there ’s a sky in Albion.

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			She ’s shown herself of late.

						
					

					
							
			And where it was not white or gray,

						
					

					
							
			It was quite bluish—in a way;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But near and full of weight,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Like an overhanging plate!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Our sky in California!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Such light the angels knew,

						
					

					
							
			When the strong, tender smile of God

						
					

					
							
			Kindled the spaces where they trod,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And made all life come true!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Deep, soundless, burning blue!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Winds and Leaves

			from england

						
					

					
							
			Wet winds that flap the sodden leaves!

						
					

					
							
			Wet leaves that drop and fall!

						
					

					
							
			Unhappy, leafless trees the wind bereaves!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Poor trees and small!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			All of a color, solemn in your green;

						
					

					
							
			All of a color, sombre in your brown;

						
					

					
							
			All of a color, dripping gray between

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			When leaves are down!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O for the bronze-green eucalyptus spires

						
					

					
							
			Far-flashing up against the endless blue!

						
					

					
							
			Shifting and glancing in the steady fires

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of sun and moonlight too.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Dark orange groves! Pomegranate hedges bright,

						
					

					
							
			And varnished fringes of the pepper trees!

						
					

					
							
			And O that wind of sunshine! Wind of light!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Wind of Pacific seas!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			On the Pawtuxet

						
					

					
							
			Broad and blue is the river, all bright in the sun;

						
					

					
							
			The little waves sparkle, the little waves run;

						
					

					
							
			The birds carol high, and the winds whisper low;

						
					

					
							
			The boats beckon temptingly, row upon row;

						
					

					
							
			Her hand is in mine as I help her step in.

						
					

					
							
			Please Heaven, this day I shall lose or shall win—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Broad and blue is the river.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Cool and gray is the river, the sun sinks apace,

						
					

					
							
			And the rose-colored twilight glows soft in her face.

						
					

					
							
			In the midst of the rose-color Venus doth shine,

						
					

					
							
			And the blossoming wild grapes are sweeter than wine;

						
					

					
							
			Tall trees rise above us, four bridges are past,

						
					

					
							
			And my stroke ’s running slow as the current runs fast—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Cool and gray is the river.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Smooth and black is the river, no sound as we float

						
					

					
							
			Save the soft-lapping water in under the boat.

						
					

					
							
			The white mists are rising, the moon ’s rising too,

						
					

					
							
			And Venus, triumphant, rides high in the blue.

						
					

					
							
			I hold the shawl round her, her hand is in mine,

						
					

					
							
			And we drift under grape blossoms sweeter than wine—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Smooth and black is the river.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Moonrise

						
					

					
							
			The heavy mountains, lying huge and dim,

						
					

					
							
			With uncouth outline breaking heaven’s brim;

						
					

					
							
			And while I watched and waited, o’er them soon,

						
					

					
							
			Cloudy, enormous, spectral, rose the moon.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Their Grass!

			a protest from california

						
					

					
							
			They say we have no grass!

						
					

					
							
			To hear them talk

						
					

					
							
			You ’d think that grass could walk

						
					

					
							
			And was their bosom friend,—no day to pass

						
					

					
							
			Between them and their grass.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“No grass!” they say who live

						
					

					
							
			Where hot bricks give

						
					

					
							
			The hot stones all their heat and back again,—

						
					

					
							
			A baking hell for men.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“O, but,” they haste to say, “we have our parks,

						
					

					
							
			Where fat policemen check the children’s larks;

						
					

					
							
			And sign to sign repeats as in a glass,

						
					

					
							
			‘Keep off the grass!’

						
					

					
							
			We have our cities’ parks and grass, you see!”

						
					

					
							
			Well—so have we!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But ’t is the country that they sing of most. “Alas,”

						
					

					
							
			They sing, “for our wide acres of soft grass!—

						
					

					
							
			To please us living and to hide us dead—”

						
					

					
							
			You ’d think Walt Whitman’s first was all they read!

						
					

					
							
			You ’d think they all went out upon the quiet

						
					

					
							
			Nebuchadnezzar to outdo in diet!

						
					

					
							
			You ’d think they found no other green thing fair,

						
					

					
							
			Even its seed an honor in their hair!

						
					

					
							
			You ’d think they had this bliss the whole year round,—

						
					

					
							
			Evergreen grass!—and we, ploughed ground!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But come now, how does earth’s pet plumage grow

						
					

					
							
			Under your snow?

						
					

					
							
			Is your beloved grass as softly nice

						
					

					
							
			When packed in ice?

						
					

					
							
			For six long months you live beneath a blight,—

						
					

					
							
			No grass in sight.

						
					

					
							
			You bear up bravely. And not only that,

						
					

					
							
			But leave your grass and travel; and thereat

						
					

					
							
			We marvel deeply, with slow western mind,

						
					

					
							
			Wondering within us what these people find

						
					

					
							
			Among our common oranges and palms

						
					

					
							
			To tear them from the well-remembered charms

						
					

					
							
			Of their dear vegetable. But still they come,

						
					

					
							
			Frost-bitten invalids! to our bright home,

						
					

					
							
			And chide our grasslessness! Until we say,

						
					

					
							
			“But if you hate it so, why come? Why stay?

						
					

					
							
			Just go away!

						
					

					
							
			Go to—your grass!”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Prophets

						
					

					
							
			Time was we stoned the Prophets. Age on age,

						
					

					
							
			When men were strong to save, the world hath slain them.

						
					

					
							
			People are wiser now; they waste no rage—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The Prophets entertain them!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Similar Cases

						
					

					
							
			There was once a little animal,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			No bigger than a fox,

						
					

					
							
			And on five toes he scampered

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Over Tertiary rocks.

						
					

					
							
			They called him Eohippus,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And they called him very small,

						
					

					
							
			And they thought him of no value—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			When they thought of him at all;

						
					

					
							
			For the lumpish old Dinoceras

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And Coryphodon so slow

						
					

					
							
			Were the heavy aristocracy

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In days of long ago.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said the little Eohippus,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“I am going to be a horse!

						
					

					
							
			And on my middle finger-nails

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To run my earthly course!

						
					

					
							
			I ’m going to have a flowing tail!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I ’m going to have a mane!

						
					

					
							
			I ’m going to stand fourteen hands high

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			On the psychozoic plain!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Coryphodon was horrified,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The Dinoceras was shocked;

						
					

					
							
			And they chased young Eohippus,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But he skipped away and mocked.

						
					

					
							
			Then they laughed enormous laughter,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And they groaned enormous groans,

						
					

					
							
			And they bade young Eohippus

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Go view his father’s bones.

						
					

					
							
			Said they, “You always were as small

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And mean as now we see,

						
					

					
							
			And that ’s conclusive evidence

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That you ’re always going to be.

						
					

					
							
			What! Be a great, tall, handsome beast,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With hoofs to gallop on?

						
					

					
							
			Why! You ’d have to change your nature!”

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Said the Loxolophodon.

						
					

					
							
			They considered him disposed of,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And retired with gait serene;

						
					

					
							
			That was the way they argued

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In “the early Eocene.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			There was once an Anthropoidal Ape,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Far smarter than the rest,

						
					

					
							
			And everything that they could do

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			He always did the best;

						
					

					
							
			So they naturally disliked him,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And they gave him shoulders cool,

						
					

					
							
			And when they had to mention him

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			They said he was a fool.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Cried this pretentious Ape one day,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“I ’m going to be a Man!

						
					

					
							
			And stand upright, and hunt, and fight,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And conquer all I can!

						
					

					
							
			I ’m going to cut down forest trees,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To make my houses higher!

						
					

					
							
			I ’m going to kill the Mastodon!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I ’m going to make a fire!”

						
					

					
							
			Loud screamed the Anthropoidal Apes

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With laughter wild and gay;

						
					

					
							
			They tried to catch that boastful one,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But he always got away.

						
					

					
							
			So they yelled at him in chorus,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Which he minded not a whit;

						
					

					
							
			And they pelted him with cocoanuts,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Which did n’t seem to hit.

						
					

					
							
			And then they gave him reasons

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Which they thought of much avail,

						
					

					
							
			To prove how his preposterous

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Attempt was sure to fail.

						
					

					
							
			Said the sages, “In the first place,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The thing cannot be done!

						
					

					
							
			And, second, if it could be,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			It would not be any fun!

						
					

					
							
			And, third, and most conclusive,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And admitting no reply,

						
					

					
							
			You would have to change your nature!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			We should like to see you try!”

						
					

					
							
			They chuckled then triumphantly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			These lean and hairy shapes,

						
					

					
							
			For these things passed as arguments

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With the Anthropoidal Apes.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			There was once a Neolithic Man,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			An enterprising wight,

						
					

					
							
			Who made his chopping implements

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Unusually bright.

						
					

					
							
			Unusually clever he,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Unusually brave,

						
					

					
							
			And he drew delightful Mammoths

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			On the borders of his cave.

						
					

					
							
			To his Neolithic neighbors,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Who were startled and surprised,

						
					

					
							
			Said he, “My friends, in course of time,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			We shall be civilized!

						
					

					
							
			We are going to live in cities!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			We are going to fight in wars!

						
					

					
							
			We are going to eat three times a day

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Without the natural cause!

						
					

					
							
			We are going to turn life upside down

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			About a thing called gold!

						
					

					
							
			We are going to want the earth, and take

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			As much as we can hold!

						
					

					
							
			We are going to wear great piles of stuff

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Outside our proper skins!

						
					

					
							
			We are going to have Diseases!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And Accomplishments!! And Sins!!!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then they all rose up in fury

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Against their boastful friend,

						
					

					
							
			For prehistoric patience

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Cometh quickly to an end.

						
					

					
							
			Said one, “This is chimerical!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Utopian! Absurd!”

						
					

					
							
			Said another, “What a stupid life!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Too dull, upon my word!”

						
					

					
							
			Cried all, “Before such things can come,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			You idiotic child,

						
					

					
							
			You must alter Human Nature!”

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And they all sat back and smiled.

						
					

					
							
			Thought they, “An answer to that last

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			It will be hard to find!”

						
					

					
							
			It was a clinching argument

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To the Neolithic Mind!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Conservative

						
					

					
							
			The garden beds I wandered by

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			One bright and cheerful morn,

						
					

					
							
			When I found a new-fledged butterfly

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A-sitting on a thorn,

						
					

					
							
			A black and crimson butterfly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			All doleful and forlorn.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I thought that life could have no sting

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To infant butterflies,

						
					

					
							
			So I gazed on this unhappy thing

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With wonder and surprise,

						
					

					
							
			While sadly with his waving wing

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			He wiped his weeping eyes.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said I, “What can the matter be?

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Why weepest thou so sore?

						
					

					
							
			With garden fair and sunlight free

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And flowers in goodly store—”

						
					

					
							
			But he only turned away from me

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And burst into a roar.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Cried he, “My legs are thin and few

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Where once I had a swarm!

						
					

					
							
			Soft fuzzy fur—a joy to view—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Once kept my body warm,

						
					

					
							
			Before these flapping wing-things grew,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To hamper and deform!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			At that outrageous bug I shot

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The fury of mine eye;

						
					

					
							
			Said I, in scorn all burning hot,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In rage and anger high,

						
					

					
							
			“You ignominious idiot!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Those wings are made to fly!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“I do not want to fly,” said he,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“I only want to squirm!”

						
					

					
							
			And he drooped his wings dejectedly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But still his voice was firm;

						
					

					
							
			“I do not want to be a fly!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I want to be a worm!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O yesterday of unknown lack!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To-day of unknown bliss!

						
					

					
							
			I left my fool in red and black,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The last I saw was this,—

						
					

					
							
			The creature madly climbing back

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Into his chrysalis.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			An Obstacle

						
					

					
							
			I was climbing up a mountain-path

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With many things to do,

						
					

					
							
			Important business of my own,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And other people’s too,

						
					

					
							
			When I ran against a Prejudice

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That quite cut off the view.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My work was such as could not wait,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			My path quite clearly showed,

						
					

					
							
			My strength and time were limited,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I carried quite a load;

						
					

					
							
			And there that hulking Prejudice

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Sat all across the road.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So I spoke to him politely,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			For he was huge and high,

						
					

					
							
			And begged that he would move a bit

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And let me travel by.

						
					

					
							
			He smiled, but as for moving!—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			He did n’t even try.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And then I reasoned quietly

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With that colossal mule:

						
					

					
							
			My time was short—no other path—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The mountain winds were cool.

						
					

					
							
			I argued like a Solomon;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			He sat there like a fool.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then I flew into a passion,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I danced and howled and swore.

						
					

					
							
			I pelted and belabored him

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Till I was stiff and sore;

						
					

					
							
			He got as mad as I did—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But he sat there as before.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And then I begged him on my knees;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I might be kneeling still

						
					

					
							
			If so I hoped to move that mass

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of obdurate ill-will—

						
					

					
							
			As well invite the monument

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To vacate Bunker Hill!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So I sat before him helpless,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			In an ecstasy of woe—

						
					

					
							
			The mountain mists were rising fast,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The sun was sinking slow—

						
					

					
							
			When a sudden inspiration came,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			As sudden winds do blow.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I took my hat, I took my stick,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			My load I settled fair,

						
					

					
							
			I approached that awful incubus

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With an absent-minded air—

						
					

					
							
			And I walked directly through him,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			As if he was n’t there!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Fox Who Had Lost His Tail

						
					

					
							
			The fox who had lost his tail found out

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That now he could faster go;

						
					

					
							
			He had less to cover when hid for prey,

						
					

					
							
			He had less to carry on hunting day,

						
					

					
							
			He had less to guard when he stood at bay;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			He was really better so!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Now he was a fine altruistical fox

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With the good of his race at heart,

						
					

					
							
			So he ran to his people with tailless speed,

						
					

					
							
			To tell of the change they all must need,

						
					

					
							
			And recommend as a righteous deed

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That they and their tails should part!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Plain was the gain as plain could be,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But his words did not avail;

						
					

					
							
			For they all replied, “We perceive your case;

						
					

					
							
			You do not speak for the good of the race,

						
					

					
							
			But only to cover your own disgrace,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Because you have lost your tail!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then another fox, of a liberal mind,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			With a tail of splendid size,

						
					

					
							
			Became convinced that the tailless state

						
					

					
							
			Was better for all of them, soon or late.

						
					

					
							
			Said he, “I will let my own tail wait,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And so I can open their eyes.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Plain was the gain as plain could be,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			But his words did not avail,

						
					

					
							
			For they all made answer, “My plausible friend,

						
					

					
							
			You talk wisely and well, but you talk to no end.

						
					

					
							
			We know you ’re dishonest and only pretend,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			For you have not lost your tail!”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Sweet Uses of Adversity

						
					

					
							
			In Norway fiords, in summer-time,

						
					

					
							
			The Norway birch is fair:

						
					

					
							
			The white trunks shine, the green leaves twine,

						
					

					
							
			The whole tree groweth tall and fine;

						
					

					
							
			For all it wants is there,—

						
					

					
							
			Water and warmth and air,—

						
					

					
							
			Full fed in all its nature needs, and showing

						
					

					
							
			That nature in perfection by its growing.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But follow the persistent tree

						
					

					
							
			To the limit of endless snow

						
					

					
							
			There you may see what a birch can be!

						
					

					
							
			The product showeth plain and free

						
					

					
							
			How nobly plants can grow

						
					

					
							
			With nine months’ winter slow.

						
					

					
							
			’T is fitted to survive in that position,

						
					

					
							
			Developed by the force of bad condition.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			See now what life the tree doth keep,—

						
					

					
							
			Branchless, three-leaved, and tough;

						
					

					
							
			In June the leaf-buds peep, flowers in July dare creep

						
					

					
							
			To bloom, the fruit in August, and then sleep.

						
					

					
							
			Strong is the tree and rough,

						
					

					
							
			It lives, and that ’s enough.

						
					

					
							
			“Dog’s-ear” the name the peasants call it by—

						
					

					
							
			A Norway birch—and less than one inch high!

			. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

						
					

					
							
			That silver monarch of the summer wood,

						
					

					
							
			Tall, straight, and lovely, rich in all things good,

						
					

					
							
			Knew not in his perversity

						
					

					
							
			The sweeter uses of adversity!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Connoisseurs

						
					

					
							
			“No,” said the Cultured Critic, gazing haughtily

						
					

					
							
			Whereon some untrained brush had wandered naughtily,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			From canons free;

						
					

					
							
			“Work such as this lacks value and perspective,

						
					

					
							
			Has no real feeling,—inner or reflective,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Does not appeal to me.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then quoth the vulgar, knowing art but meagrely,

						
					

					
							
			Their unbesought opinions airing eagerly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“Why, ain’t that flat?”

						
					

					
							
			Voicing their ignorance all unconcernedly,

						
					

					
							
			Saying of what the Critic scored so learnedly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“I don’t like that!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Critic now vouchsafed approval sparingly

						
					

					
							
			Of what some genius had attempted daringly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“This fellow tries;

						
					

					
							
			He handles his conception frankly, feelingly.

						
					

					
							
			Such work as this, done strongly and appealingly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I recognize.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The vulgar, gazing widely and unknowingly,

						
					

					
							
			Still volunteered their cheap impressions flowingly,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“Oh, come and see!”

						
					

					
							
			But all that they could say of art’s reality

						
					

					
							
			Was this poor voice of poorer personality,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“Now, that suits me!”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Technique

						
					

					
							
			Cometh to-day the very skilful man;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Profoundly skilful in his chosen art;

						
					

					
							
			All things that other men can do he can,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And do them better. He is very smart.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Sayeth, “My work is here before you all;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Come now with duly cultured mind to view it.

						
					

					
							
			Here is great work, no part of it is small;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Perceive how well I do it!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“I do it to perfection. Studious years

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Were spent to reach the pinnacle I ’ve won;

						
					

					
							
			Labor and thought are in my work, and tears.

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Behold how well ’t is done!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“See with what power this great effect is shown;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			See with what ease you get the main idea;

						
					

					
							
			A master in my art, I stand alone;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Now you may praise,—I hear.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And I, “O master, I perceive your sway,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I note the years of study, toil, and strain

						
					

					
							
			That brought the easy power you wield to-day,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The height you now attain.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Freely your well-trained power I see you spend,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Such skill in all my life I never saw;

						
					

					
							
			You have done nobly; but, my able friend,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			What have you done it for?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“You have no doubt achieved your dearest end:

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Your work is faultless to the cultured view.

						
					

					
							
			You do it well, but, O my able friend,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			What is it that you do?”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Pastellette

						
					

					
							
			“The pastelle is too strong,” said he.

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“Lo! I will make it fainter yet!”

						
					

					
							
			And he wrought with tepid ecstasy

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A pastellette.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A touch—a word—a tone half caught—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			He softly felt and handled them;

						
					

					
							
			Flavor of feeling—scent of thought—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Shimmer of gem—

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			That we may read, and feel as he

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			What vague, pale pleasure we can get

						
					

					
							
			From this mild, witless mystery,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The pastellette.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Pig and the Pearl

						
					

					
							
			Said the Pig to the Pearl, “Oh, fie!

						
					

					
							
			Tasteless, and hard, and dry—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Get out of my sty!

						
					

					
							
			Glittering, smooth, and clean,

						
					

					
							
			You only seek to be seen!

						
					

					
							
			I am dirty and big!

						
					

					
							
			A virtuous, valuable pig.

						
					

					
							
			For me all things are sweet

						
					

					
							
			That I can possibly eat;

						
					

					
							
			But you—how can you be good

						
					

					
							
			Without being fit for food?

						
					

					
							
			Not even food for me,

						
					

					
							
			Who can eat all this you see,

						
					

					
							
			No matter how foul and sour;

						
					

					
							
			I revel from hour to hour

						
					

					
							
			In refuse of great and small;

						
					

					
							
			But you are no good at all,

						
					

					
							
			And if I should gulp you, quick,

						
					

					
							
			It would probably make me sick!”

						
					

					
							
			Said the Pig to the Pearl, “Oh, fie!”

						
					

					
							
			And she rooted her out of the sty.

						
					

					
							
			A Philosopher chancing to pass

						
					

					
							
			Saw the Pearl in the grass,

						
					

					
							
			And laid hands on the same in a trice,

						
					

					
							
			For the Pearl was a Pearl of Great Price.

						
					

					
							
			Said he, “Madame Pig, if you knew

						
					

					
							
			What a fool thing you do,

						
					

					
							
			It would grieve even you!

						
					

					
							
			Grant that pearls are not just to your taste,

						
					

					
							
			Must you let them run waste?

						
					

					
							
			You care only for hogwash, I know,

						
					

					
							
			For your litter and you. Even so,

						
					

					
							
			This tasteless hard thing which you scorn

						
					

					
							
			Would buy acres of corn;

						
					

					
							
			And apples, and pumpkins, and pease,

						
					

					
							
			By the ton, if you please!

						
					

					
							
			By the wealth which this pearl represents,

						
					

					
							
			You could grow so immense—

						
					

					
							
			You, and every last one of your young—

						
					

					
							
			That your fame would be sung

						
					

					
							
			As the takers of every first prize,

						
					

					
							
			For your flavor and size!

						
					

					
							
			From even a Pig’s point of view

						
					

					
							
			The Pearl was worth millions to you.

						
					

					
							
			Be a Pig—and a fool—(you must be them)

						
					

					
							
			But try to know Pearls when you see them!”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Poor Human Nature

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I saw a meagre, melancholy cow,

						
					

					
							
			Blessed with a starveling calf that sucked in vain;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Eftsoon he died. I asked the mother how—?

						
					

					
							
			Quoth she, “Of every four there dieth twain!”

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Poor bovine nature!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I saw a sickly horse of shambling gait,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Ugly and wicked, weak in leg and back,

						
					

					
							
			Useless in all ways, in a wretched state.

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“We ’re all poor creatures!” said the sorry hack.

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Poor equine nature!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I saw a slow cat crawling on the ground,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Weak, clumsy, inefficient, full of fears,

						
					

					
							
			The mice escaping from her aimless bound.

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Moaned she, “This truly is a vale of tears!”

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Poor feline nature!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then did I glory in my noble race,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Healthful and beautiful, alert and strong,

						
					

					
							
			Rejoicing that we held a higher place

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And need not add to theirs our mournful song,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Poor human nature!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Our San Francisco Climate

						
					

					
							
			Said I to my friend from the East,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A tenderfoot he,—

						
					

					
							
			As I showed him the greatest and least

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of our hills by the sea,

						
					

					
							
			“How do you like our climate?”

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And I smiled in my glee.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I showed him the blue of the hills,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And the blue of the sky,

						
					

					
							
			And the blue of the beautiful bay

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Where the ferry-boats ply;

						
					

					
							
			And “How do you like our climate?”

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Securely asked I.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then the wind blew over the sand,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And the fog came down,

						
					

					
							
			And the papers and dust were on hand

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			All over the town.

						
					

					
							
			“How do you like our climate?”

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I cried with a frown.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			On the corner we stood as we met

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Awaiting a car;

						
					

					
							
			Beneath us a vent-hole was set,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			As our street corners are—

						
					

					
							
			And street corners in our San Francisco

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Are perceptible far.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He meant to have answered, of course,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I could see that he tried;

						
					

					
							
			But he had not the strength of a horse,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And before he replied

						
					

					
							
			The climate rose up from that corner in force,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			And he died!

			San Francisco, 1895.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Criticism

						
					

					
							
			The Critic eyed the sunset as the umber turned to gray,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Slow fading in the somewhat foggy west;

						
					

					
							
			To the color-cultured Critic ’t was a very dull display,

						
					

					
							
			“’T is n’t half so good a sunset as was offered yesterday!

						
					

					
							
			I wonder why,” he murmured, as he sadly turned away,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			“The sunsets can’t be always at their best!”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Another Creed

						
					

					
							
			Another creed! We ’re all so pleased!

						
					

					
							
			A gentle, tentative new creed. We ’re eased

						
					

					
							
			Of all those things we could not quite believe,

						
					

					
							
			But would not give the lie to. Now perceive

						
					

					
							
			How charmingly this suits us! Science even

						
					

					
							
			Has naught against our modern views of Heaven;

						
					

					
							
			And yet the most emotional of women

						
					

					
							
			May find this creed a warm, deep sea to swim in.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Here ’s something now so loose and large of fit

						
					

					
							
			That all the churches may come under it,

						
					

					
							
			And we may see upon the earth once more

						
					

					
							
			A church united,—as we had before!

						
					

					
							
			Before so much of precious blood was poured

						
					

					
							
			That each in his own way might serve the Lord!

						
					

					
							
			All wide divergence in sweet union sunk,

						
					

					
							
			Like branches growing up into a trunk!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And in our intellectual delight

						
					

					
							
			In this sweet formula that sets us right;

						
					

					
							
			And controversial exercises gay

						
					

					
							
			With those who still prefer a differing way;

						
					

					
							
			And our glad effort to make known this wonder

						
					

					
							
			And get all others to unite thereunder,—

						
					

					
							
			We, joying in this newest, best of creeds,

						
					

					
							
			Continue still to do our usual deeds!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Little Lion

						
					

					
							
			It was a little lion lay—

						
					

					
							
			In wait he lay—he lay in wait.

						
					

					
							
			Came those who said, “Pray come my way;

						
					

					
							
			We joy to see a lion play,

						
					

					
							
			And laud his gait!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The little lion mildly came—

						
					

					
							
			In wait for prey—for prey in wait.

						
					

					
							
			The people all adored his name,

						
					

					
							
			And those who led him saw the same

						
					

					
							
			With hearts elate.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The little lion grew that day,—

						
					

					
							
			In glee he went—he went in glee.

						
					

					
							
			Said he, “I love to seek my prey,

						
					

					
							
			But also love to see the way

						
					

					
							
			My prey seek me!”

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Misfit

						
					

					
							
			O Lord, take me out of this!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			I do not fit!

						
					

					
							
			My body does not suit my mind,

						
					

					
							
			My brain is weak in the knees and blind,

						
					

					
							
			My clothes are not what I want to find—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Not one bit!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My house is not the house I like—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Not one bit!

						
					

					
							
			My church is built so loose and thin

						
					

					
							
			That ten fall out where one falls in;

						
					

					
							
			My creed is buttoned with a pin—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			It does not fit!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The school I went to was n’t right—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Not one bit!

						
					

					
							
			The education given me

						
					

					
							
			Was meant for the community,

						
					

					
							
			And my poor head works differently—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			It does not fit!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I try to move and find I can’t—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Not one bit!

						
					

					
							
			Things that were given me to stay

						
					

					
							
			Are mostly lost and blown away,

						
					

					
							
			And what I have to use to-day—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			It does not fit!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What I was taught I cannot do—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Not one bit!

						
					

					
							
			And what I do I was not taught

						
					

					
							
			And what I find I have not sought;

						
					

					
							
			I never say the thing I ought—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			It does not fit!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I have not meant to be like this—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Not one bit!

						
					

					
							
			But in the puzzle and the strife

						
					

					
							
			I fail my friend and pain my wife;

						
					

					
							
			Oh, how it hurts to have a life

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That does not fit!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			On New Year’s Day

						
					

					
							
			On New Year’s Day he plans a cruise

						
					

					
							
			To Heaven straight—no time to lose!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Vowing to live so virtuously

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			That each besetting sin shall flee—

						
					

					
							
			Good resolutions wide he strews

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			On New Year’s Day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A while he minds his p’s and q’s,

						
					

					
							
			And all temptations doth refuse,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Recalling his resolves so free

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			On New Year’s Day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But in the long year that ensues,

						
					

					
							
			They fade away by threes and twos—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The place we do not wish to see

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Is paved with all he meant to be,

						
					

					
							
			When he next year his life reviews—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			On New Year’s Day.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Our East

						
					

					
							
			Our East, long looking backward over sea,

						
					

					
							
			In loving study of what used to be,

						
					

					
							
			Has grown to treat our West with the same scorn

						
					

					
							
			England has had for us since we were born.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			You ’d think to hear this Eastern judgment hard

						
					

					
							
			The West was just New England’s back yard!

						
					

					
							
			That all the West was made for, last and least,

						
					

					
							
			Was to raise pork and wheat to feed the East!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A place to travel in, for rest and health,

						
					

					
							
			A place to struggle in and get the wealth,

						
					

					
							
			The only normal end of which, of course,

						
					

					
							
			Is to return to its historic source!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Our Western acres, curving to the sun,

						
					

					
							
			The Western strength whereby our work is done,

						
					

					
							
			All Western progress, they attribute fair

						
					

					
							
			To Eastern Capital invested there!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			New England never liked old England’s scorn.

						
					

					
							
			Do they think theirs more easy to be borne?

						
					

					
							
			Or that the East, Britain’s rebellious child,

						
					

					
							
			Will find the grandson, West, more meek and mild?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			In union still our sovereignty has stood,

						
					

					
							
			A union formed with prayer and sealed with blood.

						
					

					
							
			We stand together. Patience, mighty West!

						
					

					
							
			Don’t mind this scolding from your last year’s nest!

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Unmentionable

						
					

					
							
			There is a thing of which I fain would speak,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Yet shun the deed;

						
					

					
							
			Lest hot disgust flush the averted cheek

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of those who read.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And yet it is as common in our sight

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			As dust or grass;

						
					

					
							
			Loathed by the lifted skirt, the tiptoe light,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of those who pass.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We say no word, but the big placard rests

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Frequent in view,

						
					

					
							
			To sicken those who do not with requests

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of those who do.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Gentlemen will not,” the mild placards say.

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			They read with scorn.

						
					

					
							
			“Gentlemen must not”—they defile the way

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of those who warn.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			On boat and car the careful lady lifts

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Her dress aside;

						
					

					
							
			If careless—think, fair traveller, of the gifts

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of those who ride!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			On every hall and sidewalk, floor and stair,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Where man ’s at home,

						
					

					
							
			This loathsomeness is added to the care

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of those who come.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			As some foul slug his trail of slime displays

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			On leaf and stalk,

						
					

					
							
			These street-beasts make a horror in the ways

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of those who walk.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We cannot ask reform of those who do—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			They can’t or won’t.

						
					

					
							
			We can express the scorn, intense and true,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of those who don’t.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			An Invitation from California

						
					

					
							
			Are n’t you tired of protection from the weather?

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of defences, guards, and shields?

						
					

					
							
			Are n’t you tired of the worry as to whether

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			This year the farm land yields?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Are n’t you tired of the wetness and the dryness,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The dampness, and the hotness, and the cold?

						
					

					
							
			Of waiting on the weather man with shyness

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			To see if the last plans hold?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Are n’t you tired of the doctoring and nursing,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Of the “sickly winters” and the pocket pills,—

						
					

					
							
			Tired of sorrowing, and burying, and cursing

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			At Providence and undertakers’ bills?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Are n’t you tired of all the threatening and doubting,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The “weather-breeder” with its lovely lie;

						
					

					
							
			The dubiety of any sort of outing;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			The chip upon the shoulder of the sky?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Like a beaten horse who dodges your caresses,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Like a child abused who ducks before your frown,

						
					

					
							
			Is the northerner in our warm air that blesses—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			O come and live and take your elbow down!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Don’t be afraid; you do not need defences;

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			This heavenly day breeds not a stormy end;

						
					

					
							
			Lay down your arms! cut off your war expenses!

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			This weather is your friend!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A friendliness from earth, a joy from heaven,

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			A peace that wins your frightened soul at length;

						
					

					
							
			A place where rest as well as work is given,—

						
					

					
							
						
					

					
							
			Rest is the food of strength.

						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Resolve

						
					

					
							
			To keep my health!

						
					

					
							
			To do my work!

						
					

					
							
			To live!

						
					

					
							
			To see to it I grow and gain and give!

						
					

					
							
			Never to look behind me for an hour!

						
					

					
							
			To wait in weakness, and to walk in power;

						
					

					
							
			But always fronting onward to the light,

						
					

					
							
			Always and always facing toward the right.

						
					

					
							
			Robbed, starved, defeated, fallen, wide astray—

						
					

					
							
			On, with what strength I have!

						
					

					
							
			Back to the way!

						
					

				
			




			WOMAN


			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			She Walketh Veiled and Sleeping

						
					

					
							
			She walketh veiled and sleeping,

						
					

					
							
			For she knoweth not her power;

						
					

					
							
			She obeyeth but the pleading

						
					

					
							
			Of her heart, and the high leading

						
					

					
							
			Of her soul, unto this hour.

						
					

					
							
			Slow advancing, halting, creeping,

						
					

					
							
			Comes the Woman to the hour!—

						
					

					
							
			She walketh veiled and sleeping,

						
					

					
							
			For she knoweth not her power.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			To Man

						
					

					
							
			In dark and early ages, through the primal forests faring,

						
					

					
							
			Ere the soul came shining into prehistoric night,

						
					

					
							
			Two-fold man was equal; they were comrades dear and daring,

						
					

					
							
			Living wild and free together in unreasoning delight.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Ere the soul was born and consciousness came slowly,

						
					

					
							
			Ere the soul was born, to man and woman too,

						
					

					
							
			Ere he found the Tree of Knowledge, that awful tree and holy,

						
					

					
							
			Ere he knew he felt, and knew he knew.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then said he to Pain, “I am wise now, and I know you!

						
					

					
							
			No more will I suffer while power and wisdom last!”

						
					

					
							
			Then said he to Pleasure, “I am strong, and I will show you

						
					

					
							
			That the will of man can seize you; aye, and hold you fast!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Food he ate for pleasure, and wine he drank for gladness,

						
					

					
							
			And woman? Ah, the woman! the crown of all delight!—

						
					

					
							
			His now—he knew it! He was strong to madness

						
					

					
							
			In that early dawning after prehistoric night.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			His—his forever! That glory sweet and tender!

						
					

					
							
			Ah, but he would love her! And she should love but him!

						
					

					
							
			He would work and struggle for her, he would shelter and defend her;

						
					

					
							
			She should never leave him, never, till their eyes in death were dim.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Close, close he bound her, that she should leave him never;

						
					

					
							
			Weak still he kept her, lest she be strong to flee;

						
					

					
							
			And the fainting flame of passion he kept alive forever

						
					

					
							
			With all the arts and forces of earth and sky and sea.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And, ah, the long journey! The slow and awful ages

						
					

					
							
			They have labored up together, blind and crippled, all astray!

						
					

					
							
			Through what a mighty volume, with a million shameful pages,

						
					

					
							
			From the freedom of the forest to the prisons of to-day!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Food he ate for pleasure, and it slew him with diseases!

						
					

					
							
			Wine he drank for gladness, and it led the way to crime!

						
					

					
							
			And woman? He will hold her—he will have her when he pleases—

						
					

					
							
			And he never once hath seen her since the prehistoric time!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Gone the friend and comrade of the day when life was younger,

						
					

					
							
			She who rests and comforts, she who helps and saves;

						
					

					
							
			Still he seeks her vainly, with a never-dying hunger;

						
					

					
							
			Alone beneath his tyrants, alone above his slaves!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Toiler, bent and weary with the load of thine own making!

						
					

					
							
			Thou who art sad and lonely, though lonely all in vain!

						
					

					
							
			Who hast sought to conquer Pleasure and have her for the taking,

						
					

					
							
			And found that Pleasure only was another name for Pain,—

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Nature hath reclaimed thee, forgiving dispossession!

						
					

					
							
			God hath not forgotten, though man doth still forget!

						
					

					
							
			The woman-soul is rising, in despite of thy transgression;

						
					

					
							
			Loose her now—and trust her! She will love thee yet!

						
					

					
							
			Love thee? She will love thee as only freedom knoweth;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Love thee? She will love thee while Love itself doth live!

						
					

					
							
			Fear not the heart of woman! No bitterness it showeth!

						
					

					
							
			The ages of her sorrow have but taught her to forgive!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Women of To-Day

						
					

					
							
			You women of to-day who fear so much

						
					

					
							
			The women of the future, showing how

						
					

					
							
			The dangers of her course are such and such—

						
					

					
							
			What are you now?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Mothers and Wives and Housekeepers, forsooth!

						
					

					
							
			Great names! you cry, full scope to rule and please!

						
					

					
							
			Room for wise age and energetic youth!—

						
					

					
							
			But are you these?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Housekeepers? Do you then, like those of yore,

						
					

					
							
			Keep house with power and pride, with grace and ease?

						
					

					
							
			No, you keep servants only! What is more,

						
					

					
							
			You don’t keep these!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Wives, say you? Wives! Blessed indeed are they

						
					

					
							
			Who hold of love the everlasting keys,

						
					

					
							
			Keeping their husbands’ hearts! Alas the day!

						
					

					
							
			You don’t keep these!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And mothers? Pitying Heaven! Mark the cry

						
					

					
							
			From cradle death-beds! Mothers on their knees!

						
					

					
							
			Why, half the children born—as children die!

						
					

					
							
			You don’t keep these!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And still the wailing babies come and go,

						
					

					
							
			And homes are waste, and husbands’ hearts fly far,

						
					

					
							
			There is no hope until you dare to know

						
					

					
							
			The thing you are!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			To the Young Wife

						
					

					
							
			Are you content, you pretty three-years’ wife?

						
					

					
							
			Are you content and satisfied to live

						
					

					
							
			On what your loving husband loves to give,

						
					

					
							
			And give to him your life?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Are you content with work,—to toil alone,

						
					

					
							
			To clean things dirty and to soil things clean;

						
					

					
							
			To be a kitchen-maid, be called a queen,—

						
					

					
							
			Queen of a cook-stove throne?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Are you content to reign in that small space—

						
					

					
							
			A wooden palace and a yard-fenced land—

						
					

					
							
			With other queens abundant on each hand,

						
					

					
							
			Each fastened in her place?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Are you content to rear your children so?

						
					

					
							
			Untaught yourself, untrained, perplexed, distressed,

						
					

					
							
			Are you so sure your way is always best?

						
					

					
							
			That you can always know?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Have you forgotten how you used to long

						
					

					
							
			In days of ardent girlhood, to be great,

						
					

					
							
			To help the groaning world, to serve the state,

						
					

					
							
			To be so wise—so strong?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And are you quite convinced this is the way,

						
					

					
							
			The only way a woman’s duty lies—

						
					

					
							
			Knowing all women so have shut their eyes?

						
					

					
							
			Seeing the world to-day?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Have you no dream of life in fuller store?

						
					

					
							
			Of growing to be more than that you are?

						
					

					
							
			Doing the things you now do better far,

						
					

					
							
			Yet doing others—more?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Losing no love, but finding as you grew

						
					

					
							
			That as you entered upon nobler life

						
					

					
							
			You so became a richer, sweeter wife,

						
					

					
							
			A wiser mother too?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What holds you? Ah, my dear, it is your throne,

						
					

					
							
			Your paltry queenship in that narrow place,

						
					

					
							
			Your antique labors, your restricted space,

						
					

					
							
			Your working all alone!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Be not deceived! ’T is not your wifely bond

						
					

					
							
			That holds you, nor the mother’s royal power,

						
					

					
							
			But selfish, slavish service hour by hour—

						
					

					
							
			A life with no beyond!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			False Play

						
					

					
							
			“Do you love me?” asked the mother of her child,

						
					

					
							
			And the baby answered, “No!”

						
					

					
							
			Great Love listened and sadly smiled;

						
					

					
							
			He knew the love in the heart of the child—

						
					

					
							
			That you could not wake it so.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Do not love me?” the foolish mother cried,

						
					

					
							
			And the baby answered, “No!”

						
					

					
							
			He knew the worth of the trick she tried—

						
					

					
							
			Great Love listened, and grieving, sighed

						
					

					
							
			That the mother scorned him so.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Oh, poor mama!” and she played her part

						
					

					
							
			Till the baby’s strength gave way:

						
					

					
							
			He knew it was false in his inmost heart,

						
					

					
							
			But he could not bear that her tears should start,

						
					

					
							
			So he joined in the lying play.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Then love mama!” and the soft lips crept

						
					

					
							
			To the kiss that his love should show,—

						
					

					
							
			The mouth to speak while the spirit slept!

						
					

					
							
			Great Love listened, and blushed, and wept

						
					

					
							
			That they blasphemed him so.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Motherhood

						
					

					
							
			Motherhood: First mere laying of an egg,

						
					

					
							
			With blind foreseeing of the wisest place,

						
					

					
							
			And blind provision of the proper food

						
					

					
							
			For unseen larva to grow fat upon

						
					

					
							
			After the instinct-guided mother died,—

						
					

					
							
			Posthumous motherhood, no love, no joy.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Motherhood: Brooding patient o’er the nest,

						
					

					
							
			With gentle stirring of an unknown love;

						
					

					
							
			Defending eggs unhatched, feeding the young

						
					

					
							
			For days of callow feebleness, and then

						
					

					
							
			Driving the fledglings from the nest to fly.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Motherhood: When the kitten and the cub

						
					

					
							
			Cried out alive, and first the mother knew

						
					

					
							
			The fumbling of furry little paws,

						
					

					
							
			The pressure of the hungry little mouths

						
					

					
							
			Against the more than ready mother-breast,—

						
					

					
							
			The love that comes of giving and of care.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Motherhood: Nursing with her heart-warm milk,

						
					

					
							
			Fighting to death all danger to her young,

						
					

					
							
			Hunting for food for little ones half-weaned,

						
					

					
							
			Teaching them how to hunt and fight in turn,—

						
					

					
							
			Then loving not till the new litter came.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Motherhood: When the little savage grew

						
					

					
							
			Tall at his mother’s side, and learned to feel

						
					

					
							
			Some mother even in his father’s heart,

						
					

					
							
			Love coming to new babies while the first

						
					

					
							
			Still needed mother’s care, and therefore love,—

						
					

					
							
			Love lasting longer because childhood did.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Motherhood: Semi-civilized, intense,

						
					

					
							
			Fierce with brute passion, narrow with the range

						
					

					
							
			Of slavish lives to meanest service bowed;

						
					

					
							
			Devoted—to the sacrifice of life;

						
					

					
							
			Jealous beyond belief, and ignorant

						
					

					
							
			Even of what should keep the child alive.

						
					

					
							
			Love spreading with the spread of human needs,

						
					

					
							
			The child’s new, changing, ever-growing wants,

						
					

					
							
			Yet seeking like brute mothers of the past

						
					

					
							
			To give all things to her own child herself.

						
					

					
							
			Loving to the exclusion of all else;

						
					

					
							
			To the child’s service bending a whole life;

						
					

					
							
			Yet stunting the young creature day by day

						
					

					
							
			With lack of Justice, Liberty, and Peace.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Motherhood: Civilized. There stands at last,

						
					

					
							
			Facing the heavens with as calm a smile,

						
					

					
							
			The highest fruit of the long work of God;

						
					

					
							
			The highest type of this, the highest race;

						
					

					
							
			She from whose groping instinct grew all love—

						
					

					
							
			All love—in which is all the life of man.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Motherhood: Seeing with her clear, kind eyes,

						
					

					
							
			Luminous, tender eyes, wherein the smile

						
					

					
							
			Is like the smile of sunlight on the sea,

						
					

					
							
			That the new children of the newer day

						
					

					
							
			Need more than any single heart can give,

						
					

					
							
			More than is known to any single mind,

						
					

					
							
			More than is found in any single house,

						
					

					
							
			And need it from the day they see the light.

						
					

					
							
			Then, measuring her love by what they need,

						
					

					
							
			Gives, from the heart of modern motherhood.

						
					

					
							
			Gives first, as tree to bear God’s highest fruit,

						
					

					
							
			A clean, strong body, perfect and full grown,

						
					

					
							
			Fair for the purpose of its womanhood,

						
					

					
							
			Not for light fancy of a lower mind;

						
					

					
							
			Gives a clear mind, athletic, beautiful,

						
					

					
							
			Dispassionate, unswerving from the truth;

						
					

					
							
			Gives a great heart that throbs with human love,

						
					

					
							
			As she would wish her son to love the world.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then, when the child comes, lovely as a star,

						
					

					
							
			She, in the peace of primal motherhood,

						
					

					
							
			Nurses her baby with unceasing joy,

						
					

					
							
			With milk of human kindness, human health,

						
					

					
							
			Bright human beauty, and immortal love.

						
					

					
							
			And then? Ah! here is the New Motherhood—

						
					

					
							
			The motherhood of the fair new-made world—

						
					

					
							
			O glorious New Mother of New Men!

						
					

					
							
			Her child, with other children from its birth,

						
					

					
							
			In the unstinted freedom of warm air,

						
					

					
							
			Under the wisest eyes, the tenderest thought,

						
					

					
							
			Surrounded by all beauty and all peace,

						
					

					
							
			Led, playing, through the gardens of the world,

						
					

					
							
			With the crowned heads of science and great love

						
					

					
							
			Mapping safe paths for those small, rosy feet,—

						
					

					
							
			Taught human love by feeling human love,

						
					

					
							
			Taught justice by the laws that rule his days,

						
					

					
							
			Taught wisdom by the way in which he lives,

						
					

					
							
			Taught to love all mankind and serve them fair

						
					

					
							
			By seeing, from his birth, all children served

						
					

					
							
			With the same righteous, all-embracing care.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O Mother! Noble Mother, yet to come!

						
					

					
							
			How shall thy child point to the bright career

						
					

					
							
			Of her of whom he boasts to be the son—

						
					

					
							
			Not for assiduous service spent on him,

						
					

					
							
			But for the wisdom which has set him forth

						
					

					
							
			A clear-brained, pure-souled, noble-hearted man,

						
					

					
							
			With health and strength and beauty his by birth;

						
					

					
							
			And, more, for the wide record of her life,

						
					

					
							
			Great work, well done, that makes him praise her name

						
					

					
							
			And long to make as great a one his own!

						
					

					
							
			And how shall all the children of the world,

						
					

					
							
			Feeling all mothers love them, loving all,

						
					

					
							
			Rise up and call her blessed!

						
					

					
							
			This shall be.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Six Hours a Day

						
					

					
							
			Six hours a day the woman spends on food!

						
					

					
							
			Six mortal hours a day. . . . .

						
					

					
							
			With fire and water toiling, heat and cold;

						
					

					
							
			Struggling with laws she does not understand

						
					

					
							
			Of chemistry and physics, and the weight

						
					

					
							
			Of poverty and ignorance besides.

						
					

					
							
			Toiling for those she loves, the added strain

						
					

					
							
			Of tense emotion on her humble skill,

						
					

					
							
			The sensitiveness born of love and fear,

						
					

					
							
			Making it harder to do even work.

						
					

					
							
			Toiling without release, no hope ahead

						
					

					
							
			Of taking up another business soon,

						
					

					
							
			Of varying the task she finds too hard—

						
					

					
							
			This, her career, so closely interknit

						
					

					
							
			With holier demands as deep as life

						
					

					
							
			That to refuse to cook is held the same

						
					

					
							
			As to refuse her wife and motherhood.

						
					

					
							
			Six mortal hours a day to handle food,—

						
					

					
							
			Prepare it, serve it, clean it all away,—

						
					

					
							
			With allied labors of the stove and tub,

						
					

					
							
			The pan, the dishcloth, and the scrubbing-brush.

						
					

					
							
			Developing forever in her brain

						
					

					
							
			The power to do this work in which she lives;

						
					

					
							
			While the slow finger of Heredity

						
					

					
							
			Writes on the forehead of each living man,

						
					

					
							
			Strive as he may, “His mother was a cook!”


						
					

				
			




			An Old Proverb


			“As much pity to see a woman weep as to see a goose go barefoot.”


			


			
				
					
				
				
					
							
						
					

					
							
			No escape, little creature! The earth hath no place

						
					

					
							
			For the woman who seeketh to fly from her race.

						
					

					
							
			Poor, ignorant, timid, too helpless to roam,

						
					

					
							
			The woman must bear what befalls her, at home.

						
					

					
							
			Bear bravely, bear dumbly—it is but the same

						
					

					
							
			That all others endure who live under the name.

						
					

					
							
			No escape, little creature!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			No escape under heaven! Can man treat you worse

						
					

					
							
			After God has laid on you his infinite curse?

						
					

					
							
			The heaviest burden of sorrow you win

						
					

					
							
			Cannot weigh with the load of original sin;

						
					

					
							
			No shame be too black for the cowering face

						
					

					
							
			Of her who brought shame to the whole human race!

						
					

					
							
			No escape under heaven!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yet you feel, being human. You shrink from the pain

						
					

					
							
			That each child, born a woman, must suffer again.

						
					

					
							
			From the strongest of bonds heart can feel, man can shape,

						
					

					
							
			You cannot rebel, or appeal, or escape.

						
					

					
							
			You must bear and endure. If the heart cannot sleep,

						
					

					
							
			And the pain groweth bitter,—too bitter,—then weep!

						
					

					
							
			For you feel, being human.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And she wept, being woman. The numberless years

						
					

					
							
			Have counted her burdens and counted her tears;

						
					

					
							
			The maid wept forsaken, the mother forlorn

						
					

					
							
			For the child that was dead, and the child that was born.

						
					

					
							
			Wept for joy—as a miracle!—wept in her pain!

						
					

					
							
			Wept aloud, wept in secret, wept ever in vain!

						
					

					
							
			Still she weeps, being woman.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Reassurance

						
					

					
							
			Can you imagine nothing better, brother,

						
					

					
							
			Than that which you have always had before?

						
					

					
							
			Have you been so content with “wife and mother,”

						
					

					
							
			You dare hope nothing more?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Have you forever prized her, praised her, sung her,

						
					

					
							
			The happy queen of a most happy reign?

						
					

					
							
			Never dishonored her, despised her, flung her

						
					

					
							
			Derision and disdain?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Go ask the literature of all the ages!

						
					

					
							
			Books that were written before women read!

						
					

					
							
			Pagan and Christian, satirists and sages,—

						
					

					
							
			Read what the world has said!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			There was no power on earth to bid you slacken

						
					

					
							
			The generous hand that painted her disgrace!

						
					

					
							
			There was no shame on earth too black to blacken

						
					

					
							
			That much praised woman-face!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Eve and Pandora!—always you begin it—

						
					

					
							
			The ancients called her Sin and Shame and Death!

						
					

					
							
			“There is no evil without woman in it,”

						
					

					
							
			The modern proverb saith!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She has been yours in uttermost possession,—

						
					

					
							
			Your slave, your mother, your well-chosen bride,—

						
					

					
							
			And you have owned, in million-fold confession,

						
					

					
							
			You were not satisfied.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Peace, then! Fear not the coming woman, brother!

						
					

					
							
			Owning herself, she giveth all the more!

						
					

					
							
			She shall be better woman, wife, and mother

						
					

					
							
			Than man hath known before!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Mother to Child

						
					

					
							
			How best can I serve thee, my child! My child!

						
					

					
							
			Flesh of my flesh and dear heart of my heart!

						
					

					
							
			Once thou wast within me—I held thee—I fed thee—

						
					

					
							
			By the force of my loving and longing I led thee—

						
					

					
							
			Now we are apart!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I may blind thee with kisses and crush with embracing,

						
					

					
							
			Thy warm mouth in my neck and our arms interlacing;

						
					

					
							
			But here in my body my soul lives alone,

						
					

					
							
			And thou answerest me from a house of thine own,—

						
					

					
							
			That house which I builded!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Which we builded together, thy father and I;

						
					

					
							
			In which thou must live, O my darling, and die!

						
					

					
							
			Not one stone can I alter, one atom relay,—

						
					

					
							
			Not to save or defend thee or help thee to stay—

						
					

					
							
			That gift is completed!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			How best can I serve thee? O child, if they knew

						
					

					
							
			How my heart aches with loving! How deep and how true,

						
					

					
							
			How brave and enduring, how patient, how strong,

						
					

					
							
			How longing for good and how fearful of wrong,

						
					

					
							
			Is the love of thy mother!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Could I crown thee with riches! Surround, overflow thee

						
					

					
							
			With fame and with power till the whole world should know thee;

						
					

					
							
			With wisdom and genius to hold the world still,

						
					

					
							
			To bring laughter and tears, joy and pain, at thy will,

						
					

					
							
			Still—thou mightst not be happy!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Such have lived—and in sorrow. The greater the mind,

						
					

					
							
			The wider and deeper the grief it can find.

						
					

					
							
			The richer, the gladder, the more thou canst feel

						
					

					
							
			The keen stings that a lifetime is sure to reveal.

						
					

					
							
			O my child! Must thou suffer?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Is there no way my life can save thine from a pain?

						
					

					
							
			Is the love of a mother no possible gain?

						
					

					
							
			No labor of Hercules—search for the Grail—

						
					

					
							
			No way for this wonderful love to avail?

						
					

					
							
			God in Heaven—O teach me!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My prayer has been answered. The pain thou must bear

						
					

					
							
			Is the pain of the world’s life which thy life must share.

						
					

					
							
			Thou art one with the world—though I love thee the best;

						
					

					
							
			And to save thee from pain I must save all the rest—

						
					

					
							
			Well—with God’s help I’ll do it!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Thou art one with the rest. I must love thee in them.

						
					

					
							
			Thou wilt sin with the rest; and thy mother must stem

						
					

					
							
			The world’s sin. Thou wilt weep; and thy mother must dry

						
					

					
							
			The tears of the world lest her darling should cry.

						
					

					
							
			I will do it—God helping!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And I stand not alone. I will gather a band

						
					

					
							
			Of all loving mothers from land unto land.

						
					

					
							
			Our children are part of the world! do ye hear?

						
					

					
							
			They are one with the world—we must hold them all dear!

						
					

					
							
			Love all for the child’s sake!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			For the sake of my child I must hasten to save

						
					

					
							
			All the children on earth from the jail and the grave.

						
					

					
							
			For so, and so only, I lighten the share

						
					

					
							
			Of the pain of the world that my darling must bear—

						
					

					
							
			Even so, and so only!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Services

						
					

					
							
			She was dead. Forth went the word,

						
					

					
							
			And every creature heard.

						
					

					
							
			To the last hamlet in the farthest lands,

						
					

					
							
			To people countless as the sands

						
					

					
							
			Of primal seas.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And with the word so sent

						
					

					
							
			Her life’s full record went,—

						
					

					
							
			Of what fair line, how gifted, how endowed,

						
					

					
							
			How educated; and then, told aloud,

						
					

					
							
			The splendid tale of what her life had done;

						
					

					
							
			And all the people heard and felt as one;

						
					

					
							
			Exulting all together in their dead,

						
					

					
							
			And the grand story of the life she led.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But in the city where her body lay

						
					

					
							
			Great services were held on that fair day:

						
					

					
							
			People by thousands; music to the sky;

						
					

					
							
			Flowers of a garnered season; winding by,

						
					

					
							
			Processions, glorious in rich array,

						
					

					
							
			All massing in the temple where she lay.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then, when the music rested, rose and stood

						
					

					
							
			Those who could speak of her and count the good,

						
					

					
							
			The measureless great good her life had spread,

						
					

					
							
			That all might hear the praises of their dead.

						
					

					
							
			And those who loved her sent from the world’s end

						
					

					
							
			Their tribute to the memory of their friend;

						
					

					
							
			While teachers to their children whispered low,

						
					

					
							
			“See that you have as many when you go!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then was recited how her life had part

						
					

					
							
			In building up this science and that art,

						
					

					
							
			Inventing here, administering there,

						
					

					
							
			Helping to organize, create, prepare,

						
					

					
							
			With fullest figures to expatiate

						
					

					
							
			On her unmeasured value to the state.

						
					

					
							
			And the child, listening, grew in noble pride,

						
					

					
							
			And planned for greater praises when he died.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then the Poet spoke of those long ripening years;

						
					

					
							
			And tenderer music brought the grateful tears;

						
					

					
							
			And then, lest grief upon their heartstrings hang,

						
					

					
							
			Her children stood around the bier and sang:

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			In the name of the mother that bore us—

						
					

					
							
			Bore us strong—bore us free—

						
					

					
							
			We will strive in the labors before us,

						
					

					
							
			Even as she! Even as she!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			In the name of her wisdom and beauty,

						
					

					
							
			Of her life full of light,

						
					

					
							
			We will live in our national duty,

						
					

					
							
			We will help on the right:

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We will love as her heart loved before us,

						
					

					
							
			Warm and wide—strong and high!

						
					

					
							
			In the name of the mother that bore us,

						
					

					
							
			We will live! We will die!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			In Mother-Time

						
					

					
							
			When woman looks at woman with the glory in her eyes,

						
					

					
							
			When eternity lies open like a scroll,

						
					

					
							
			When immortal life is being felt,—the life that never dies,—

						
					

					
							
			And the triumph of it ringeth

						
					

					
							
			And the sweetness of it singeth

						
					

					
							
			In the soul,

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then we come to California, the Garden of the Lord,

						
					

					
							
			Through all its leagues of endless blossoming;

						
					

					
							
			And we sing, we sing together, to the whole world’s deep accord—

						
					

					
							
			And we feel each other praying

						
					

					
							
			Over what the flowers are saying

						
					

					
							
			As we sing.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We were waiting, we were growing, glad of heart and strong of soul,

						
					

					
							
			Like the peace and power of all these virgin lands;

						
					

					
							
			Through the years of holy maidenhood with motherhood for goal—

						
					

					
							
			And soon we shall be holding

						
					

					
							
			Fruit of all life’s glad unfolding

						
					

					
							
			In our hands.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			White-robed mothers, flower-crowned mothers, in the splendor of their youth,

						
					

					
							
			In the grandeur of maturity and power;

						
					

					
							
			Feeling life has passed the telling in its joyousness and truth,

						
					

					
							
			Feeling life will soon be giving

						
					

					
							
			Them the golden key of living

						
					

					
							
			In one hour.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We come to California for the sunshine and the flowers;

						
					

					
							
			Our motherhood has brought us here as one;

						
					

					
							
			For the fruit of all the ages should share the shining hours,

						
					

					
							
			With the blossoms ever-springing

						
					

					
							
			And the golden globes low swinging,

						
					

					
							
			In the sun.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			She Who Is to Come

						
					

					
							
			A woman—in so far as she beholdeth

						
					

					
							
			Her one Beloved’s face;

						
					

					
							
			A mother—with a great heart that enfoldeth

						
					

					
							
			The children of the Race;

						
					

					
							
			A body, free and strong, with that high beauty

						
					

					
							
			That comes of perfect use, is built thereof;

						
					

					
							
			A mind where Reason ruleth over Duty,

						
					

					
							
			And Justice reigns with Love;

						
					

					
							
			A self-poised, royal soul, brave, wise, and tender,

						
					

					
							
			No longer blind and dumb;

						
					

					
							
			A Human Being, of an unknown splendor,

						
					

					
							
			Is she who is to come!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Girls of To-Day

						
					

					
							
			Girls of to-day! Give ear!

						
					

					
							
			Never since time began

						
					

					
							
			Has come to the race of man

						
					

					
							
			A year, a day, an hour,

						
					

					
							
			So full of promise and power

						
					

					
							
			As the time that now is here!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Never in all the lands

						
					

					
							
			Was there a power so great,

						
					

					
							
			To move the wheels of state,

						
					

					
							
			To lift up body and mind,

						
					

					
							
			To waken the deaf and blind,

						
					

					
							
			As the power that is in your hands!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Here at the gates of gold

						
					

					
							
			You stand in the pride of youth,

						
					

					
							
			Strong in courage and truth,

						
					

					
							
			Stirred by a force kept back

						
					

					
							
			Through centuries long and black,

						
					

					
							
			Armed with a power threefold!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			First: You are makers of men!

						
					

					
							
			Then Be the things you preach!

						
					

					
							
			Let your own greatness teach!

						
					

					
							
			When mothers like this you see

						
					

					
							
			Men will be strong and free—

						
					

					
							
			Then, and not till then!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Second: Since Adam fell,

						
					

					
							
			Have you not heard it said

						
					

					
							
			That men by women are led?

						
					

					
							
			True is the saying—true!

						
					

					
							
			See to it what you do!

						
					

					
							
			See that you lead them well!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Third: You have work of your own!

						
					

					
							
			Maid and mother and wife,

						
					

					
							
			Look in the face of life!

						
					

					
							
			There are duties you owe the race!

						
					

					
							
			Outside your dwelling-place

						
					

					
							
			There is work for you alone!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Maid and mother and wife,

						
					

					
							
			See your own work be done!

						
					

					
							
			Be worthy a noble son!

						
					

					
							
			Help man in the upward way!

						
					

					
							
			Truly, a girl to-day

						
					

					
							
			Is the strongest thing in life!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			“We, as Women”

						
					

					
							
			There ’s a cry in the air about us—

						
					

					
							
			We hear it before, behind—

						
					

					
							
			Of the way in which “We, as women,”

						
					

					
							
			Are going to lift mankind!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			With our white frocks starched and ruffled,

						
					

					
							
			And our soft hair brushed and curled—

						
					

					
							
			Hats off! for “we, as women,”

						
					

					
							
			Are coming to help the world!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Fair sisters, listen one moment—

						
					

					
							
			And perhaps you ’ll pause for ten:

						
					

					
							
			The business of women as women

						
					

					
							
			Is only with men as men!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What we do, “we, as women,”

						
					

					
							
			We have done all through our life;

						
					

					
							
			The work that is ours as women

						
					

					
							
			Is the work of mother and wife!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But to elevate public opinion,

						
					

					
							
			And to lift up erring man,

						
					

					
							
			Is the work of the Human Being;

						
					

					
							
			Let us do it—if we can.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But wait, warm-hearted sisters—

						
					

					
							
			Not quite so fast, so far.

						
					

					
							
			Tell me how we are going to lift a thing

						
					

					
							
			Any higher than we are!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We are going to “purify politics”

						
					

					
							
			And to “elevate the press.”

						
					

					
							
			We enter the foul paths of the world

						
					

					
							
			To sweeten and cleanse and bless.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			To hear the high things we are going to do,

						
					

					
							
			And the horrors of man we tell,

						
					

					
							
			One would think “we, as women,” were angels,

						
					

					
							
			And our brothers were fiends of hell.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We, that were born of one mother,

						
					

					
							
			And reared in the selfsame place,—

						
					

					
							
			In the school and the church together,—

						
					

					
							
			We, of one blood, one race!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Now then, all forward together!

						
					

					
							
			But remember, every one,

						
					

					
							
			That it is not by feminine innocence

						
					

					
							
			The work of the world is done.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The world needs strength and courage,

						
					

					
							
			And wisdom to help and feed—

						
					

					
							
			When “we, as women,” bring these to man,

						
					

					
							
			We shall lift the world indeed!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			If Mother Knew

						
					

					
							
			If mother knew the way I felt,—

						
					

					
							
			And I ’m sure a mother should,—

						
					

					
							
			She would n’t make it quite so hard

						
					

					
							
			For a person to be good!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I want to do the way she says;

						
					

					
							
			I try to all day long;

						
					

					
							
			And then she just skips all the right,

						
					

					
							
			And pounces on the wrong!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A dozen times I do a thing,

						
					

					
							
			And one time I forget;

						
					

					
							
			And then she looks at me and asks

						
					

					
							
			If I can’t remember yet?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She ’ll tell me to do something,

						
					

					
							
			And I ’ll really start to go;

						
					

					
							
			But she ’ll keep right on telling it

						
					

					
							
			As if I did n’t know.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Till it seems as if I could n’t—

						
					

					
							
			It makes me kind of wild;

						
					

					
							
			And then she says she never saw

						
					

					
							
			Such a disobliging child.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I go to bed all sorry,

						
					

					
							
			And say my prayers, and cry,

						
					

					
							
			And mean next day to be so good

						
					

					
							
			I just can’t wait to try.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And I get up next morning,

						
					

					
							
			And mean to do just right;

						
					

					
							
			But mother ’s sure to scold me

						
					

					
							
			About something, before night.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I wonder if she really thinks

						
					

					
							
			A child could go so far,

						
					

					
							
			As to be perfect all the time

						
					

					
							
			As the grown up people are!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			If she only knew I tried to,—

						
					

					
							
			And I ’m sure a mother should,—

						
					

					
							
			She would n’t make it quite so hard

						
					

					
							
			For a person to be good!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Anti-Suffragists

						
					

					
							
			Fashionable women in luxurious homes,

						
					

					
							
			With men to feed them, clothe them, pay their bills,

						
					

					
							
			Bow, doff the hat, and fetch the handkerchief;

						
					

					
							
			Hostess or guest, and always so supplied

						
					

					
							
			With graceful deference and courtesy;

						
					

					
							
			Surrounded by their servants, horses, dogs,—

						
					

					
							
			These tell us they have all the rights they want.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Successful women who have won their way

						
					

					
							
			Alone, with strength of their unaided arm,

						
					

					
							
			Or helped by friends, or softly climbing up

						
					

					
							
			By the sweet aid of “woman’s influence;”

						
					

					
							
			Successful any way, and caring naught

						
					

					
							
			For any other woman’s unsuccess,—

						
					

					
							
			These tell us they have all the rights they want.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Religious women of the feebler sort,—

						
					

					
							
			Not the religion of a righteous world,

						
					

					
							
			A free, enlightened, upward-reaching world,

						
					

					
							
			But the religion that considers life

						
					

					
							
			As something to back out of!—whose ideal

						
					

					
							
			Is to renounce, submit, and sacrifice,

						
					

					
							
			Counting on being patted on the head

						
					

					
							
			And given a high chair when they get to heaven,—

						
					

					
							
			These tell us they have all the rights they want.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Ignorant women—college-bred sometimes,

						
					

					
							
			But ignorant of life’s realities

						
					

					
							
			And principles of righteous government,

						
					

					
							
			And how the privileges they enjoy

						
					

					
							
			Were won with blood and tears by those before—

						
					

					
							
			Those they condemn, whose ways they now oppose;

						
					

					
							
			Saying, “Why not let well enough alone?

						
					

					
							
			Our world is very pleasant as it is,”—

						
					

					
							
			These tell us they have all the rights they want.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And selfish women,—pigs in petticoats,—

						
					

					
							
			Rich, poor, wise, unwise, top or bottom round,

						
					

					
							
			But all sublimely innocent of thought,

						
					

					
							
			And guiltless of ambition, save the one

						
					

					
							
			Deep, voiceless aspiration—to be fed!

						
					

					
							
			These have no use for rights or duties more.

						
					

					
							
			Duties to-day are more than they can meet,

						
					

					
							
			And law insures their right to clothes and food,—

						
					

					
							
			These tell us they have all the rights they want.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And, more ’s the pity, some good women, too;

						
					

					
							
			Good conscientious women, with ideas;

						
					

					
							
			Who think—or think they think—that woman’s cause

						
					

					
							
			Is best advanced by letting it alone;

						
					

					
							
			That she somehow is not a human thing,

						
					

					
							
			And not to be helped on by human means,

						
					

					
							
			Just added to humanity—an “L”—

						
					

					
							
			A wing, a branch, an extra, not mankind,—

						
					

					
							
			These tell us they have all the rights they want.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And out of these has come a monstrous thing,

						
					

					
							
			A strange, down-sucking whirlpool of disgrace,

						
					

					
							
			Women uniting against womanhood,

						
					

					
							
			And using that great name to hide their sin!

						
					

					
							
			Vain are their words as that old king’s command

						
					

					
							
			Who set his will against the rising tide.

						
					

					
							
			But who shall measure the historic shame

						
					

					
							
			Of these poor traitors—traitors are they all—

						
					

					
							
			To great Democracy and Womanhood!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Women Do Not Want It

						
					

					
							
			When the woman suffrage argument first stood upon its legs,

						
					

					
							
			They answered it with cabbages, they answered it with eggs,

						
					

					
							
			They answered it with ridicule, they answered it with scorn,

						
					

					
							
			They thought it a monstrosity that should not have been born.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			When the woman suffrage argument grew vigorous and wise,

						
					

					
							
			And was not to be silenced by these apposite replies,

						
					

					
							
			They turned their opposition into reasoning severe

						
					

					
							
			Upon the limitations of our God-appointed sphere.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We were told of disabilities,—a long array of these,

						
					

					
							
			Till one would think that womanhood was merely a disease;

						
					

					
							
			And “the maternal sacrifice” was added to the plan

						
					

					
							
			Of the various sacrifices we have always made—to man.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Religionists and scientists, in amity and bliss,

						
					

					
							
			However else they disagreed, could all agree on this,

						
					

					
							
			And the gist of all their discourse, when you got down to it,

						
					

					
							
			Was—we could not have the ballot because we were not fit!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They would not hear to reason, they would not fairly yield,

						
					

					
							
			They would not own their arguments were beaten in the field;

						
					

					
							
			But time passed on, and someway, we need not ask them how,

						
					

					
							
			Whatever ails those arguments—we do not hear them now!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			You may talk of woman suffrage now with an educated man,

						
					

					
							
			And he agrees with all you say, as sweetly as he can;

						
					

					
							
			’T would be better for us all, of course, if womanhood was free;

						
					

					
							
			But “the women do not want it”—and so it must not be!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			’T is such a tender thoughtfulness! So exquisite a care!

						
					

					
							
			Not to pile on our fair shoulders what we do not wish to bear!

						
					

					
							
			But, oh, most generous brother! Let us look a little more—

						
					

					
							
			Have we women always wanted what you gave to us before?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Did we ask for veils and harems in the Oriental races?

						
					

					
							
			Did we beseech to be “unclean,” shut out of sacred places?

						
					

					
							
			Did we beg for scolding bridles and ducking stools to come?

						
					

					
							
			And clamor for the beating stick no thicker than your thumb?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Did we seek to be forbidden from all the trades that pay?

						
					

					
							
			Did we claim the lower wages for a man’s full work to-day?

						
					

					
							
			Have we petitioned for the laws wherein our shame is shown:

						
					

					
							
			That not a woman’s child—nor her own body—is her own?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What women want has never been a strongly acting cause

						
					

					
							
			When woman has been wronged by man in churches, customs, laws;

						
					

					
							
			Why should he find this preference so largely in his way

						
					

					
							
			When he himself admits the right of what we ask to-day?


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Wedded Bliss

						
					

					
							
			“O come and be my mate!” said the Eagle to the Hen;

						
					

					
							
			“I love to soar, but then

						
					

					
							
			I want my mate to rest

						
					

					
							
			Forever in the nest!”

						
					

					
							
			Said the Hen, “I cannot fly,

						
					

					
							
			I have no wish to try,

						
					

					
							
			But I joy to see my mate careering through the sky!”

						
					

					
							
			They wed, and cried, “Ah, this is Love, my own!”

						
					

					
							
			And the Hen sat, the Eagle soared, alone.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“O come and be my mate!” said the Lion to the Sheep;

						
					

					
							
			“My love for you is deep!

						
					

					
							
			I slay, a Lion should,

						
					

					
							
			But you are mild and good!”

						
					

					
							
			Said the Sheep, “I do no ill—

						
					

					
							
			Could not, had I the will—

						
					

					
							
			But I joy to see my mate pursue, devour, and kill.”

						
					

					
							
			They wed, and cried, “Ah, this is Love, my own!”

						
					

					
							
			And the Sheep browsed, the Lion prowled, alone.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“O come and be my mate!” said the Salmon to the Clam;

						
					

					
							
			“You are not wise, but I am.

						
					

					
							
			I know sea and stream as well;

						
					

					
							
			You know nothing but your shell.”

						
					

					
							
			Said the Clam, “I ’m slow of motion,

						
					

					
							
			But my love is all devotion,

						
					

					
							
			And I joy to have my mate traverse lake and stream and ocean!”

						
					

					
							
			They wed, and cried, “Ah, this is Love, my own!”

						
					

					
							
			And the Clam sucked, the Salmon swam, alone.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Holy Stove

						
					

					
							
			O the soap-vat is a common thing!

						
					

					
							
			The pickle-tub is low!

						
					

					
							
			The loom and wheel have lost their grace

						
					

					
							
			In falling from the dwelling-place

						
					

					
							
			To mills where all may go!

						
					

					
							
			The bread-tray needeth not your love;

						
					

					
							
			The wash-tub wide doth roam;

						
					

					
							
			Even the oven free may rove;

						
					

					
							
			But bow ye down to the Holy Stove,

						
					

					
							
			The Altar of the Home!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Before it bend the worshippers,

						
					

					
							
			And wreaths of parsley twine;

						
					

					
							
			Above it still the incense curls,

						
					

					
							
			And a passing train of hired girls

						
					

					
							
			Do service at the shrine.

						
					

					
							
			We toil to keep the altar crowned

						
					

					
							
			With dishes new and nice,

						
					

					
							
			And Art and Love, and Time and Truth,

						
					

					
							
			We offer up, with Health and Youth.

						
					

					
							
			In daily sacrifice.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Speak not to us of a fairer faith,

						
					

					
							
			Of a lifetime free from pain.

						
					

					
							
			Our fathers always worshipped here,

						
					

					
							
			Our mothers served this altar drear,

						
					

					
							
			And still we serve amain.

						
					

					
							
			Our earliest dreams around it cling,

						
					

					
							
			Bright hopes that childhood sees,

						
					

					
							
			And memory leaves a vista wide

						
					

					
							
			Where Mother’s Doughnuts rank beside

						
					

					
							
			The thought of Mother’s Knees.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The wood-box hath no sanctity;

						
					

					
							
			No glamour gilds the coal;

						
					

					
							
			But the Cook-Stove is a sacred thing

						
					

					
							
			To which a reverent faith we bring

						
					

					
							
			And serve with heart and soul.

						
					

					
							
			The Home ’s a temple all divine,

						
					

					
							
			By the Poker and the Hod!

						
					

					
							
			The Holy Stove is the altar fine,

						
					

					
							
			The wife the priestess at the shrine—

						
					

					
							
			Now who can be the god?


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Mother’s Charge

						
					

					
							
			She raised her head. With hot and glittering eye,

						
					

					
							
			“I know,” she said, “that I am going to die.

						
					

					
							
			Come here, my daughter, while my mind is clear.

						
					

					
							
			Let me make plain to you your duty here;

						
					

					
							
			My duty once—I never failed to try—

						
					

					
							
			But for some reason I am going to die.”

						
					

					
							
			She raised her head, and, while her eyes rolled wild,

						
					

					
							
			Poured these instructions on the gasping child:

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Begin at once—don’t iron sitting down—

						
					

					
							
			Wash your potatoes when the fat is brown—

						
					

					
							
			Monday, unless it rains—it always pays

						
					

					
							
			To get fall sewing done on the right days—

						
					

					
							
			A carpet-sweeper and a little broom—

						
					

					
							
			Save dishes—wash the summer dining-room

						
					

					
							
			With soda—keep the children out of doors—

						
					

					
							
			The starch is out—beeswax on all the floors—

						
					

					
							
			If girls are treated like your friends they stay—

						
					

					
							
			They stay, and treat you like their friends—the way

						
					

					
							
			To make home happy is to keep a jar—

						
					

					
							
			And save the prettiest pieces for the star

						
					

					
							
			In the middle—blue ’s too dark—all silk is best—

						
					

					
							
			And don’t forget the corners—when they ’re dressed

						
					

					
							
			Put them on ice—and always wash the chest

						
					

					
							
			Three times a day, the windows every week—

						
					

					
							
			We need more flour—the bedroom ceilings leak—

						
					

					
							
			It ’s better than onion—keep the boys at home—

						
					

					
							
			Gardening is good—a load, three loads of loam—

						
					

					
							
			They bloom in spring—and smile, smile always, dear—

						
					

					
							
			Be brave, keep on—I hope I ’ve made it clear.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She died, as all her mothers died before.

						
					

					
							
			Her daughter died in turn, and made one more.


						
					

				
			




			A Brood Mare


			It is a significant fact that the phenomenal improvement in
horses during recent years is accompanied by the growing
conviction that good points and a good record are as
desirable in the dam as in the sire, if not more so.


			


			
				
					
				
				
					
							
						
					

					
							
			I had a quarrel yesterday,

						
					

					
							
			A violent dispute,

						
					

					
							
			With a man who tried to sell to me

						
					

					
							
			A strange amorphous brute;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A creature disproportionate,

						
					

					
							
			A beast to make you stare,

						
					

					
							
			An undeveloped, overgrown,

						
					

					
							
			Outrageous-looking mare.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Her fore legs they were weak and thin,

						
					

					
							
			Her hind legs weak and fat;

						
					

					
							
			She was heavy in the quarters,

						
					

					
							
			With a narrow chest and flat;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And she had managed to combine—

						
					

					
							
			I ’m sure I don’t know how—

						
					

					
							
			The barrel of a greyhound

						
					

					
							
			With the belly of a cow.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She seemed exceeding feeble,

						
					

					
							
			And he owned with manner bland

						
					

					
							
			That she walked a little, easily,

						
					

					
							
			But was n’t fit to stand.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I tried to mount the animal

						
					

					
							
			To test her on the track;

						
					

					
							
			But he cried in real anxiety,

						
					

					
							
			“Get off! You ’ll strain her back!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And then I sought to harness her,

						
					

					
							
			But he explained at length

						
					

					
							
			That any draught or carriage work

						
					

					
							
			Was quite beyond her strength.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“No use to carry or to pull!

						
					

					
							
			No use upon the course!”

						
					

					
							
			Said I, “How can you have the face

						
					

					
							
			To call that thing a horse?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said he, indignantly, “I don’t!

						
					

					
							
			I ’m dealing on the square;

						
					

					
							
			I never said it was a horse,

						
					

					
							
			I told you ’t was a mare!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“A mare was never meant to race,

						
					

					
							
			To carry, or to pull;

						
					

					
							
			She is meant for breeding only, so

						
					

					
							
			Her place in life is full.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said I, “Do you pretend to breed

						
					

					
							
			From such a beast as that?

						
					

					
							
			A mass of shapeless skin and bone,

						
					

					
							
			Or shapeless skin and fat?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said he, “Her sire was thoroughbred,

						
					

					
							
			As fine as walked the earth,

						
					

					
							
			And all her colts receive from him

						
					

					
							
			The marks of noble birth;

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“And then I mate her carefully

						
					

					
							
			With horses fine and fit;

						
					

					
							
			Mares do not need to have themselves

						
					

					
							
			The points which they transmit!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said I, “Do you pretend to say

						
					

					
							
			You can raise colts as fair

						
					

					
							
			From that fat cripple as you can

						
					

					
							
			From an able-bodied mare?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Quoth he, “I solemnly assert,

						
					

					
							
			Just as I said before,

						
					

					
							
			A mare that ’s good for breeding

						
					

					
							
			Can be good for nothing more!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Cried I, “One thing is certain proof;

						
					

					
							
			One thing I want to see;

						
					

					
							
			Trot out the noble colts you raise

						
					

					
							
			From your anomaly.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He looked a little dashed at this,

						
					

					
							
			And the poor mare hung her head.

						
					

					
							
			“Fact is,” said he, “she ’s had but one,

						
					

					
							
			And that one—well, it ’s dead!”


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Feminine Vanity

						
					

					
							
			Feminine Vanity! O ye Gods! Hear to this man!

						
					

					
							
			As if silk and velvet and feathers and fur

						
					

					
							
			And jewels and gold had been just for her,

						
					

					
							
			Since the world began!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Where is his memory? Let him look back—all of the way!

						
					

					
							
			Let him study the history of his race

						
					

					
							
			From the first he-savage that painted his face

						
					

					
							
			To the dude of to-day!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Vanity! Oh! Are the twists and curls,

						
					

					
							
			The intricate patterns in red, black, and blue,

						
					

					
							
			The wearisome tortures of rich tattoo,

						
					

					
							
			Just made for girls?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Is it only the squaw who files the teeth,

						
					

					
							
			And dangles the lip, and bores the ear,

						
					

					
							
			And wears bracelet and necklet and anklet as queer

						
					

					
							
			As the bones beneath?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Look at the soldier, the noble, the king!

						
					

					
							
			Egypt or Greece or Rome discloses

						
					

					
							
			The purples and perfumes and gems and roses

						
					

					
							
			On a masculine thing!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Look at the men of our own dark ages!

						
					

					
							
			Heroes too, in their cloth of gold,

						
					

					
							
			With jewels as thick as the cloth could hold,

						
					

					
							
			On the knights and pages!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We wear false hair? Our man looks big!

						
					

					
							
			But it ’s not so long, let me beg to state,

						
					

					
							
			Since every gentleman shaved his pate

						
					

					
							
			And wore a wig.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			French heels? Sharp toes? See our feet defaced?

						
					

					
							
			But there was a day when the soldier free

						
					

					
							
			Tied the toe of his shoe to the manly knee—

						
					

					
							
			Yes, and even his waist!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We pad and stuff? Our man looks bolder.

						
					

					
							
			Don’t speak of the time when a bran-filled bunch

						
					

					
							
			Made an English gentleman look like Punch—

						
					

					
							
			But feel of his shoulder!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Feminine Vanity! O ye Gods! Hear to these men!

						
					

					
							
			Vanity ’s wide as the world is wide!

						
					

					
							
			Look at the peacock in his pride—

						
					

					
							
			Is it a hen?


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Modest Maid

						
					

					
							
			I am a modest San Francisco maid,

						
					

					
							
			Fresh, fair, and young,

						
					

					
							
			Such as the painters gladly have displayed,

						
					

					
							
			The poets sung.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Modest?—Oh, modest as a bud unblown,

						
					

					
							
			A thought unspoken;

						
					

					
							
			Hidden and cherished, unbeheld, unknown,

						
					

					
							
			In peace unbroken.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Far from the holy shades of this my home,

						
					

					
							
			The coarse world raves,

						
					

					
							
			And the New Woman cries to heaven’s dome

						
					

					
							
			For what she craves.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Loud, vulgar, public, screaming from the stage,

						
					

					
							
			Her skirt divided,

						
					

					
							
			Riding cross-saddled on the dying age,

						
					

					
							
			Justly derided.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I blush for her, I blush for our sweet sex

						
					

					
							
			By her disgraced.

						
					

					
							
			My sphere is home. My soul I do not vex

						
					

					
							
			With zeal misplaced.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Come then to me with happy heart, O man!

						
					

					
							
			I wait your visit.

						
					

					
							
			To guide your footsteps I do all I can,

						
					

					
							
			Am most explicit.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			As veined flower-petals teach the passing bee

						
					

					
							
			The way to honey,

						
					

					
							
			So printer’s ink displayed instructeth thee

						
					

					
							
			Where lies my money.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Go see! In type and cut across the page,

						
					

					
							
			Before the nation,

						
					

					
							
			There you may read about my eyes, my age,

						
					

					
							
			My education,

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My fluffy golden hair, my tiny feet,

						
					

					
							
			My pet ambition,

						
					

					
							
			My well-developed figure, and my sweet,

						
					

					
							
			Retiring disposition.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			All, all is there, and now I coyly wait.

						
					

					
							
			Pray don’t delay.

						
					

					
							
			My address does the Blue Book plainly state,

						
					

					
							
			And mamma’s “day.”


			San Francisco, 1895.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Unsexed

						
					

					
							
			It was a wild rebellious drone

						
					

					
							
			That loudly did complain;

						
					

					
							
			He wished he was a worker bee

						
					

					
							
			With all his might and main.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“I want to work,” the drone declared.

						
					

					
							
			Quoth they, “The thing you mean

						
					

					
							
			Is that you scorn to be a drone

						
					

					
							
			And long to be a queen.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“You long to lay unnumbered eggs,

						
					

					
							
			And rule the waiting throng;

						
					

					
							
			You long to lead our summer flight,

						
					

					
							
			And this is rankly wrong.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Cried he, “My life is pitiful!

						
					

					
							
			I only eat and wed,

						
					

					
							
			And in my marriage is the end—

						
					

					
							
			Thereafter I am dead.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“I would I were the busy bee

						
					

					
							
			That flits from flower to flower;

						
					

					
							
			I long to share in work and care

						
					

					
							
			And feel the worker’s power.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Quoth they, “The life you dare to spurn

						
					

					
							
			Is set before you here

						
					

					
							
			As your one great, prescribed, ordained,

						
					

					
							
			Divinely ordered sphere!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Without your services as drone,

						
					

					
							
			We should not be alive;

						
					

					
							
			Your modest task, when well fulfilled,

						
					

					
							
			Preserves the busy hive.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Why underrate your blessed power?

						
					

					
							
			Why leave your rightful throne

						
					

					
							
			To choose a field of life that ’s made

						
					

					
							
			For working bees alone?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Cried he, “But it is not enough,

						
					

					
							
			My momentary task!

						
					

					
							
			Let me do that and more beside:

						
					

					
							
			To work is all I ask!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then fiercely rose the workers all,

						
					

					
							
			For sorely were they vexed;

						
					

					
							
			“O wretch!” they cried, “should this betide,

						
					

					
							
			You would become unsexed!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And yet he had not sighed for eggs,

						
					

					
							
			Nor yet for royal mien;

						
					

					
							
			He longed to be a worker bee,

						
					

					
							
			But not to be a queen.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Females

						
					

					
							
			The female fox she is a fox;

						
					

					
							
			The female whale a whale;

						
					

					
							
			The female eagle holds her place

						
					

					
							
			As representative of race

						
					

					
							
			As truly as the male.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The mother hen doth scratch for her chicks,

						
					

					
							
			And scratch for herself beside;

						
					

					
							
			The mother cow doth nurse her calf,

						
					

					
							
			Yet fares as well as her other half

						
					

					
							
			In the pasture free and wide.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The female bird doth soar in air;

						
					

					
							
			The female fish doth swim;

						
					

					
							
			The fleet-foot mare upon the course

						
					

					
							
			Doth hold her own with the flying horse—

						
					

					
							
			Yea, and she beateth him!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			One female in the world we find

						
					

					
							
			Telling a different tale.

						
					

					
							
			It is the female of our race,

						
					

					
							
			Who holds a parasitic place

						
					

					
							
			Dependent on the male.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not so, saith she, ye slander me!

						
					

					
							
			No parasite am I!

						
					

					
							
			I earn my living as a wife;

						
					

					
							
			My children take my very life.

						
					

					
							
			Why should I share in human strife.

						
					

					
							
			To plant and build and buy?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The human race holds highest place

						
					

					
							
			In all the world so wide,

						
					

					
							
			Yet these inferior females wive,

						
					

					
							
			And raise their little ones alive,

						
					

					
							
			And feed themselves beside.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The race is higher than the sex,

						
					

					
							
			Though sex be fair and good;

						
					

					
							
			A Human Creature is your state,

						
					

					
							
			And to be human is more great

						
					

					
							
			Than even womanhood!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The female fox she is a fox;

						
					

					
							
			The female whale a whale;

						
					

					
							
			The female eagle holds her place

						
					

					
							
			As representative of race

						
					

					
							
			As truly as the male.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			A Mother’s Soliloquy

						
					

					
							
			You soft, pink, moving thing!

						
					

					
							
			Young limbs that crave

						
					

					
							
			Motion as free as zephyr-lifted wave;

						
					

					
							
			Uneasy with the push of unlearned powers!

						
					

					
							
			Exploring slowly through half-conscious hours;

						
					

					
							
			With what rich new surprise and joy you feel

						
					

					
							
			Your own will move yourself from head to heel!

						
					

					
							
			So, let me swaddle you in bandage tight,

						
					

					
							
			Dress you in wide, confining folds of white,

						
					

					
							
			Cover you warmly, hold you close, and so

						
					

					
							
			A mother’s instinct-guided love I ’ll show!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Mysterious little frame!

						
					

					
							
			Each organ new

						
					

					
							
			And learning swiftly what it has to do!

						
					

					
							
			Thy life’s bright stream—as yet so newly thine—

						
					

					
							
			Refreshed by heaven’s sunlit air divine;

						
					

					
							
			With what delight you breathe in rosy ease

						
					

					
							
			The strengthening, restful, blossom-scented breeze!

						
					

					
							
			So, let me wrap you in a blanket shawl,

						
					

					
							
			And veil your face in woollen, when at all

						
					

					
							
			You meet the air. Here in my arms is best

						
					

					
							
			The curtained bedroom where your elders rest;

						
					

					
							
			So shall I guard you from a draught, and so

						
					

					
							
			A mother’s instinct-guided love I ’ll show.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Young earnest mind at work!

						
					

					
							
			Each sense attends

						
					

					
							
			To teach you life’s approaching foes and friends;

						
					

					
							
			Eye, ear, nose, tongue, and ever ready hand,

						
					

					
							
			Eager to help you learn and understand.

						
					

					
							
			What floods of happiness the day insures,

						
					

					
							
			While each new knowledge is becoming yours!

						
					

					
							
			So, let me firmly take away from you

						
					

					
							
			The things you so persistently would view;

						
					

					
							
			And when you stretch the hand that tells so much,

						
					

					
							
			Rap your soft knuckles and exclaim, “Don’t touch!”

						
					

					
							
			I ’ll tell you what you ought to learn, and so,

						
					

					
							
			A mother’s instinct-guided love I ’ll show.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			An ordinary child at best,

						
					

					
							
			So neighbors tell;

						
					

					
							
			Not very large and strong, not very well;

						
					

					
							
			A victim to the measles and the croup,

						
					

					
							
			Fevers that flush and chill, and coughs that whoop;

						
					

					
							
			To unknown naughtiness and well-known pain;

						
					

					
							
			No racial progress here—no special gain!

						
					

					
							
			But I, your mother, see with other eyes;

						
					

					
							
			I hold you second to none under skies,

						
					

					
							
			This estimate, unbased on any fact,

						
					

					
							
			Shall teach you how to feel and how to act,

						
					

					
							
			Shall make you wise, and true, and strong, and so,

						
					

					
							
			A mother’s instinct-guided love I ’ll show.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			They Wandered Forth

						
					

					
							
			They wandered forth in springtime woods,

						
					

					
							
			Three women, thickly hung

						
					

					
							
			With yards and yards of woollen goods—

						
					

					
							
			To play that they were young!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The river raced with the racing air;

						
					

					
							
			The woods were wild with song;

						
					

					
							
			The glad birds darted everywhere—

						
					

					
							
			And so they walked along!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Stiff-bodied, fat, oppressed with cloth,

						
					

					
							
			Dull-colored, sad to see,

						
					

					
							
			Slow-moving over the bright grass,

						
					

					
							
			Their shapeless shadows fall and pass,

						
					

					
							
			And dreaming not—alas! alas!

						
					

					
							
			Of what dear life might be!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Baby Love

						
					

					
							
			Baby Love came prancing by,

						
					

					
							
			Cap on head and sword on thigh,

						
					

					
							
			Horse to ride and drum to beat,—

						
					

					
							
			All the world beneath his feet.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Mother Life was sitting there,

						
					

					
							
			Hard at work and full of care,

						
					

					
							
			Set of mouth and sad of eye.

						
					

					
							
			Baby Love came prancing by.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Baby Love was very proud,

						
					

					
							
			Very lively, very loud;

						
					

					
							
			Mother Life arose in wrath,

						
					

					
							
			Set an arm across his path.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Baby Love wept loud and long,

						
					

					
							
			But his mother’s arm was strong.

						
					

					
							
			Mother had to work, she said.

						
					

					
							
			Baby Love was put to bed.

						
					

				
			




			THE MARCH



			The Wolf at the Door


			There ’s a haunting horror near us


			That nothing drives away:


			Fierce lamping eyes at nightfall,


			A crouching shade by day;


			There ’s a whining at the threshold,


			There ’s a scratching at the floor.


			To work! To work! In Heaven’s name!


			The wolf is at the door!


			


			The day was long, the night was short,


			The bed was hard and cold;


			Still weary are the little ones,


			Still weary are the old.


			We are weary in our cradles


			From our mother’s toil untold;


			We are born to hoarded weariness


			As some to hoarded gold.


			


			We will not rise! We will not work!


			Nothing the day can give


			Is half so sweet as an hour of sleep;


			Better to sleep than live!


			What power can stir these heavy limbs?


			What hope these dull hearts swell?


			What fear more cold, what pain more sharp,


			Than the life we know so well?


			


			To die like a man by lead or steel


			Is nothing that we should fear;


			No human death would be worse to feel


			Than the life that holds us here.


			But this is a fear no heart can face—


			A fate no man can dare—


			To be run to earth and die by the teeth


			Of the gnawing monster there!


			


			The slow, relentless, padding step


			That never goes astray—


			The rustle in the underbrush—


			The shadow in the way—


			The straining flight—the long pursuit—


			The steady gain behind—


			Death-wearied man and tireless brute,


			And the struggle wild and blind!


			


			There ’s a hot breath at the keyhole


			And a tearing as of teeth!


			Well do I know the bloodshot eyes


			And the dripping jaws beneath!


			There ’s a whining at the threshold—


			There ’s a scratching at the floor—


			To work! To work! In Heaven’s name!


			The wolf is at the door!





			The Lost Game


			Came the big children to the little ones,


			And unto them full pleasantly did say,


			“Lo! we have spread for you a merry game,


			And ye shall all be winners at the same.


			Come now and play!”


			




			Great is the game they enter in,—


			Rouge et Noir on a giant scale,—


			Red with blood and black with sin,


			Where many must lose and few may win,


			And the players never fail!





			


			Said the strong children to the weaker ones,


			“See, ye are many, and we are but few!


			The mass of all the counters ye divide,


			But few remain to share upon our side.


			Play—as we do!”


			




			Strange is the game they enter in,—


			Rouge et Noir on a field of pain!


			And the silver white and the yellow gold


			Pile and pile in the victor’s hold,


			While the many play in vain!




			


			Said the weak children to the stronger ones,


			“See now, howe’er it fall, we lose our share!


			And play we well or ill we always lose;


			While ye gain always more than ye can use.


			Bethink ye—is it fair?”


			




			Strange is the game they enter in,—


			Rouge et Noir, and the bank is strong!


			Play they well or play they wide


			The gold is still on the banker’s side,


			And the game endureth long.




			


			Said the strong children, each aside to each,


			“The game is slow—our gains are all too small!”


			Play we together now, ’gainst them apart;


			So shall these dull ones lose it from the start,


			And we shall gain it all!”


			




			Strange is the game that now they win,—


			Rouge et Noir with a new design!


			What can the many players do


			Whose wits are weak and counters few


			When the Power and the Gold combine?




			


			Said the weak children to the stronger ones,


			“We care not for the game!


			For play as we may our chance is small,


			And play as ye may ye have it all.


			The end ’s the same!”


			




			Strange is the game the world doth play,—


			Rouge et Noir, with the counters gold,


			Red with blood and black with sin;


			Few and fewer are they that win


			As the ages pass untold.




			


			Said the strong children to the weaker ones,


			“Ye lose in laziness! ye lose in sleep!


			Play faster now and make the counters spin!


			Play well, as we, and ye in time shall win!


			Play fast! Play deep!”


			




			Strange is the game of Rouge et Noir,—


			Never a point have the little ones won.


			The winners are strong and flushed with gain,


			The losers are weak with want and pain,


			And still the game goes on.




			


			But those rich players grew so very few,


			So many grew the poor ones, that one day


			They rose up from that table, side by side,


			Calm, countless, terrible—they rose and cried


			In one great voice that shook the heavens wide,


			“WE WILL NOT PLAY!”


			




			Where is the game of Rouge et Noir?


			Where is the wealth of yesterday?


			What availeth the power ye tell,


			And the skill in the game ye play so well?


			If the players will not play?







			The Looker-On


			The world was full of the battle,


			The whole world far and wide;


			Men and women and children


			Were fighting on either side.


			


			I was sent from the hottest combat


			With a message of life and death,


			Black with smoke and red with blood,


			Weary and out of breath,


			


			Forced to linger a moment,


			And bind a stubborn wound,


			Cursing the hurt that kept me back


			From the fiery battle-ground.


			


			When I found a cheerful stranger,


			Calm, critical, serene,


			Well sheltered from all danger,


			Painting a battle-scene.


			


			He was cordially glad to see me—


			The coolly smiling wretch—


			And inquired with admiration,


			“Do you mind if I make a sketch?”


			


			So he had me down in a minute,


			With murmurs of real delight;


			My “color” was “delicious.”


			My “action” was “just right!”


			


			And he prattled on with ardor


			Of the moving scene below;


			Of the “values” of the smoke-wreaths,


			And “the splendid rush and go”


			


			Of the headlong desperate charges


			Where a thousand lives were spent;


			Of the “massing” in the foreground


			With the “middle distance” blent.


			


			Said I, “You speak serenely


			Of the living death in view.


			These are human creatures dying—


			Are you not human too?


			


			“This is a present battle,


			Where all men strive to-day.


			How does it chance you sit apart?


			Which is your banner—say!”


			


			His fresh cheek blanched a little,


			But he answered with a smile


			That he fought not on either side;


			He was watching a little while.


			


			“Watching!” said I, “and neutral!


			Neutral in times like these!”


			And I plucked him off his sketching stool


			And brought him to his knees.


			


			I stripped him of his travelling cloak


			And showed him to the sky:


			By his uniform—a traitor!


			By his handiwork—a spy!


			


			I dragged him back to the field he left;


			To the fate he was fitted for.


			We have no place for lookers on


			When all the world ’s at war!




			The Old-Time Wail


			An Associated Press despatch describes the utterance of a
Farmers’ Alliance meeting in Kansas as consisting mostly of
“the old-time wail of distress.”


			


			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Still Dives hath no peace. Broken his slumber,

						
					

					
							
			His feasts are troubled, and his pleasures fail;

						
					

					
							
			For still he hears from voices without number

						
					

					
							
			The same old wail.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They gather yet in field and town and city,—

						
					

					
							
			The people, discontented, bitter, pale,—

						
					

					
							
			And murmur of oppression, pain, and pity,—

						
					

					
							
			The old-time wail.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And weary Dives, jaded in his pleasures,

						
					

					
							
			Finding the endless clamor tiresome, stale—

						
					

					
							
			Would gladly give a part of his wide treasures

						
					

					
							
			To quiet that old wail.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Old? Yes, as old as Egypt. Sounding lowly

						
					

					
							
			From naked millions, in the desert hid,

						
					

					
							
			Starving and bleeding while they builded, slowly,

						
					

					
							
			The Pharaohs’ pyramid.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			As old as Rome. That endless empire’s minions

						
					

					
							
			Raised ever and again the same dull cry;

						
					

					
							
			And even Cæsar’s eagle bent his pinions

						
					

					
							
			While it disturbed the sky.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			As old as the Dark Ages. The lean peasant,

						
					

					
							
			Numerous, patient, still as time went by

						
					

					
							
			Made his lord’s pastimes something less than pleasant

						
					

					
							
			With that unceasing cry.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It grew in volume down the crowding ages;

						
					

					
							
			Unheeded still, and unappeased, it swelled.

						
					

					
							
			And now it pleads in vain, and now it rages—

						
					

					
							
			The answer still withheld.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A century ago it shrieked and clamored

						
					

					
							
			Till trembled emperors and kings grew pale;

						
					

					
							
			At gates of palaces it roared and hammered,—

						
					

					
							
			The same old wail.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It got no final answer, though its passion

						
					

					
							
			Altered the face of Europe, monarchs slew;

						
					

					
							
			But ere it sank to silence, in some fashion

						
					

					
							
			Others were wailing, too.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And now in broad America we hear it,—

						
					

					
							
			From crowded street, from boundless hill and vale.

						
					

					
							
			Hear, Dives! Have ye not some cause to fear it,—

						
					

					
							
			This old-time wail?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Louder, my brother! Let us wail no longer

						
					

					
							
			Like those past sufferers whose hearts did break.

						
					

					
							
			We are a wiser race, a braver, stronger—

						
					

					
							
			Let us not ask, but take!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So Dives shall have no distress soever,

						
					

					
							
			No sound of anguished voice by land or sea;

						
					

					
							
			The old-time wail shall so be stilled forever,

						
					

					
							
			And Dives shall not be!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Free Land Is Not Enough

						
					

					
							
			Free land is not enough. In earliest days

						
					

					
							
			When man, the baby, from the earth’s bare breast

						
					

					
							
			Drew for himself his simple sustenance,

						
					

					
							
			Then freedom and his effort were enough.

						
					

					
							
			The world to which a man is born to-day

						
					

					
							
			Is a constructed, human, man-built world.

						
					

					
							
			As the first savage needed the free wood,

						
					

					
							
			We need the road, the ship, the bridge, the house,

						
					

					
							
			The government, society, and church,—

						
					

					
							
			These are the basis of our life to-day,

						
					

					
							
			As much necessities to modern man

						
					

					
							
			As was the forest to his ancestor.

						
					

					
							
			To say to the new-born, “Take here your land;

						
					

					
							
			In primal freedom settle where you will,

						
					

					
							
			And work your own salvation in the world,”

						
					

					
							
			Is but to put the last come upon earth

						
					

					
							
			Back with the dim forerunners of his race

						
					

					
							
			To climb the race’s stairway in one life!

						
					

					
							
			Allied society owes to the young—

						
					

					
							
			The new men come to carry on the world—

						
					

					
							
			Account for all the past, the deeds, the keys,

						
					

					
							
			Full access to the riches of the earth.

						
					

					
							
			Why? That these new ones may not be compelled,

						
					

					
							
			Each for himself, to do our work again—

						
					

					
							
			But reach their manhood even with to-day,

						
					

					
							
			And gain to-morrow sooner. To go on—

						
					

					
							
			To start from where we are and go ahead—

						
					

					
							
			That is true progress, true humanity!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Who Is to Blame?

						
					

					
							
			Who was to blame in that old time

						
					

					
							
			Of the unnoticed groan,

						
					

					
							
			When prisoners without proof of crime

						
					

					
							
			Rotted in dungeons wet with slime,

						
					

					
							
			And died unknown?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			When torture was a common thing,

						
					

					
							
			When fire could speak,

						
					

					
							
			When the flayed wretch hung quivering,

						
					

					
							
			And rack-strained tendons, string by string,

						
					

					
							
			Snapped with a shriek?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Is it the Headsman, following still

						
					

					
							
			The laws his masters give?

						
					

					
							
			Is it the Church or King who kill?

						
					

					
							
			Or just the People, by whose will

						
					

					
							
			Church, King, and Headsman live?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The People, bowing slavish knee

						
					

					
							
			With tribute fruits of earth;

						
					

					
							
			The People, gathering to see

						
					

					
							
			The stake, the axe, the gallows-tree,

						
					

					
							
			In brutal mirth!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The People, countenancing pain

						
					

					
							
			By willing presence there;

						
					

					
							
			The People—you might shriek in vain,

						
					

					
							
			Poor son of Abel or of Cain—

						
					

					
							
			The People did not care!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And now, in this fair age we ’re in,

						
					

					
							
			Who is to blame?

						
					

					
							
			When men go mad and women sin

						
					

					
							
			Because the life they struggle in

						
					

					
							
			Enforces shame!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			When torture is so deep, so wide—

						
					

					
							
			The kind we give—

						
					

					
							
			So long drawn out, so well supplied,

						
					

					
							
			That men die now by suicide,

						
					

					
							
			Rather than live!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Is it the Rich Man, grinding still

						
					

					
							
			The faces of the poor?

						
					

					
							
			Is it our System which must kill?

						
					

					
							
			Or just the People, by whose will

						
					

					
							
			That system can endure?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The People, bowing slavish knee

						
					

					
							
			With tribute fruits of earth;

						
					

					
							
			The People, who can bear to see

						
					

					
							
			In crime and death and poverty

						
					

					
							
			Fair ground for mirth!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The People, countenancing pain

						
					

					
							
			By willing presence there;

						
					

					
							
			The People—you may shriek in vain—

						
					

					
							
			Protest, rebel, beseech, complain—

						
					

					
							
			The People do not care!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Each man and woman feels the weight

						
					

					
							
			Of their own private share;

						
					

					
							
			But for the suffering of the state,

						
					

					
							
			That falls on all men soon or late,

						
					

					
							
			The People do not care!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			If a Man May Not Eat Neither Can He Work

						
					

					
							
			How can he work? He never has been taught

						
					

					
							
			The free use of what faculties he had.

						
					

					
							
			Why should he work? Who ever yet has thought

						
					

					
							
			To give a love of working to the lad.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			How can he work? His life has felt the lack

						
					

					
							
			Of all that makes us work; the proud, the free,

						
					

					
							
			Each saying to the world, “I give you back

						
					

					
							
			Part of the glory you have given me!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Why should he work? He has no honor high.

						
					

					
							
			Born of great trust and wealth and sense of power;

						
					

					
							
			Honor, that makes us yearn before we die

						
					

					
							
			To add our labor to the world’s rich dower.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			How can he work? He has no inner strength

						
					

					
							
			Urging him on to action, no desire

						
					

					
							
			To strain and wrestle, to achieve at length,

						
					

					
							
			Burning in all his veins,—a hidden fire.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Why should he work? There is no debt behind

						
					

					
							
			That man’s nobility most longs to pay;

						
					

					
							
			No claim upon him,—only the one blind

						
					

					
							
			Brute instinct that his dinner lies that way.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And that is not enough. Who may not eat

						
					

					
							
			Freely at life’s full table all his youth,

						
					

					
							
			Can never work in power and joy complete,

						
					

					
							
			In fulness, and in honor, and in truth.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			His Own Labor

						
					

					
							
			Let every man be given what he earns!

						
					

					
							
			We cry, and call it justice. Let him have

						
					

					
							
			The product of his labor—and no more!

						
					

					
							
			Well, then, let us begin with life’s first needs,

						
					

					
							
			And give him of the earth what he can make;

						
					

					
							
			As much of air and light as he can make,

						
					

					
							
			As much of ocean, and sweet wind and rain,

						
					

					
							
			And flowers, and grass, and fruit, as he can make.

						
					

					
							
			But no, we answer this is mockery:

						
					

					
							
			No man makes these things. But of human wealth

						
					

					
							
			Let every man be given what he makes,

						
					

					
							
			The product of his labor, and no more.

						
					

					
							
			Ah, well! So to the farmer let us give

						
					

					
							
			Corn, and still corn, and only corn at last.

						
					

					
							
			So to the grazier, meat; the fisher, fish;

						
					

					
							
			Cloth to the weaver; to the mason, walls;

						
					

					
							
			And let the writer sit and read his books—

						
					

					
							
			The product of his labor—and naught else!

						
					

					
							
			But no, we answer! Still you laugh at us.

						
					

					
							
			We mean not his own labor in that sense,

						
					

					
							
			But his share in the work of other men.

						
					

					
							
			As much of what they make as he can buy

						
					

					
							
			In fair exchange for labor of his own.

						
					

					
							
			So let it be. As much of life’s rich fruit—

						
					

					
							
			The product of the labor of the world—

						
					

					
							
			As he can equal with his own two hands,

						
					

					
							
			His own supply of energy and skill!

						
					

					
							
			As much of Shakespeare, Homer, Socrates,

						
					

					
							
			As much of Wagner, Beethoven, and Bach,

						
					

					
							
			As much of Franklin, Morse, and Edison,

						
					

					
							
			As much of Watt, and Stephenson and Bell,

						
					

					
							
			Of Euclid, Aristotle, Angelo,

						
					

					
							
			Columbus, Raleigh, and George Washington,

						
					

					
							
			Of all the learning of our patient years,

						
					

					
							
			Of all the peace and smoothness we have won,

						
					

					
							
			Of all the heaped up sciences and arts,

						
					

					
							
			And luxuries that man has ever made,—

						
					

					
							
			He is to have what his own toil can match!

						
					

					
							
			Or, passing even this, giving no thought

						
					

					
							
			To this our heritage, our vast bequest,

						
					

					
							
			Condemn him to no more of human help

						
					

					
							
			From living men than he can give to them!

						
					

					
							
			Toil of the soldiers on the western plains,

						
					

					
							
			Toil of the hardened sailors on the sea,

						
					

					
							
			Toil of the sweating ploughman in the field,

						
					

					
							
			The engine-driver, digger in the mine,

						
					

					
							
			And weary weaver in the roaring mill.

						
					

					
							
			Of all the hands and brains and hearts that toil

						
					

					
							
			To fill the world with riches day by day,

						
					

					
							
			Shall he have naught of this but what one man

						
					

					
							
			Can give return for from his own supply?

						
					

					
							
			Brother—There is no payment in the world!

						
					

					
							
			We work and pour our labor at the feet

						
					

					
							
			Of those who are around us and to come.

						
					

					
							
			We live and take our living at the hands

						
					

					
							
			Of those who are around us and have been.

						
					

					
							
			No one is paid. No person can have more

						
					

					
							
			Than he can hold. And none can do beyond

						
					

					
							
			The power that ’s in him. To each child that ’s born

						
					

					
							
			Belongs as much of all our human good

						
					

					
							
			As he can take and use to make him strong.

						
					

					
							
			And from each man, debtor to all the world,

						
					

					
							
			Is due the fullest fruit of all his powers,

						
					

					
							
			His whole life’s labor, proudly rendered up,

						
					

					
							
			Not as return—can moments pay an age?

						
					

					
							
			But as the simple duty of a man.

						
					

					
							
			Can he do less—receiving everything?


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			As Flew the Cross

						
					

					
							
			As flew the fiery cross from hand to hand,

						
					

					
							
			Kindling the scattered people to one flame,

						
					

					
							
			Out-blazing fiercely to a sudden war;

						
					

					
							
			As beacon fires flamed up from hill to hill,

						
					

					
							
			Crying afar to valleys hidden wide

						
					

					
							
			To tell their many dwellers of a fear

						
					

					
							
			That made them one—a danger shadowing all!—

						
					

					
							
			So flies to-day the torch of living fire,

						
					

					
							
			From mouth to mouth, from distant ear to ear;

						
					

					
							
			And all the people of all nations hear;

						
					

					
							
			The printed word, the living word that tells

						
					

					
							
			Of the great glory of the coming day,—

						
					

					
							
			The joy that makes us one forevermore!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			To Labor

						
					

					
							
			Shall you complain who feed the world?

						
					

					
							
			Who clothe the world?

						
					

					
							
			Who house the world?

						
					

					
							
			Shall you complain who are the world,

						
					

					
							
			Of what the world may do?

						
					

					
							
			As from this hour

						
					

					
							
			You use your power,

						
					

					
							
			The world must follow you!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The world’s life hangs on your right hand!

						
					

					
							
			Your strong right hand!

						
					

					
							
			Your skilled right hand!

						
					

					
							
			You hold the whole world in your hand.

						
					

					
							
			See to it what you do!

						
					

					
							
			Or dark or light,

						
					

					
							
			Or wrong or right,

						
					

					
							
			The world is made by you!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then rise as you never rose before!

						
					

					
							
			Nor hoped before!

						
					

					
							
			Nor dared before!

						
					

					
							
			And show as was never shown before,

						
					

					
							
			The power that lies in you!

						
					

					
							
			Stand all as one!

						
					

					
							
			See justice done!

						
					

					
							
			Believe, and Dare, and Do!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Hardly a Pleasure

						
					

					
							
			She had found it dull in her city;

						
					

					
							
			So had they, in a different mob.

						
					

					
							
			She travelled to look for amusement;

						
					

					
							
			They travelled to look for a job.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She was loaded with fruit and candy,

						
					

					
							
			And her section piled with flowers,

						
					

					
							
			With magazine, novels, and papers

						
					

					
							
			To shorten the weary hours.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Her friends came down in a body

						
					

					
							
			With farewells merry and sweet,

						
					

					
							
			And left her with laughter and kisses,

						
					

					
							
			On the broad plush-cushioned seat.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She was bored before she started,

						
					

					
							
			And the journey was dull and far.

						
					

					
							
			“Travelling ’s hardly a pleasure!”

						
					

					
							
			Said the girl in the palace car.


			

						
					

					
							
			Then they skulked out in the darkness

						
					

					
							
			And crawled in under the cars,

						
					

					
							
			To ride on the trucks as best they might,

						
					

					
							
			To hang by the chains and bars.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			None came to see their starting,

						
					

					
							
			And their friendliest look that day

						
					

					
							
			Was that of a green young brakeman,

						
					

					
							
			Who looked the other way.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They were hungry before they started,

						
					

					
							
			With the hunger that turns to pain—

						
					

					
							
			“Travelling ’s hardly a pleasure,”

						
					

					
							
			Said the three men under the train.


			

						
					

					
							
			She complained of the smoke and cinders,

						
					

					
							
			She complained of the noise and heat,

						
					

					
							
			She complained of the table service,

						
					

					
							
			She complained of the things to eat.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She said it was so expensive,

						
					

					
							
			In spite of one’s utmost care;

						
					

					
							
			That feeing the porters and waiters

						
					

					
							
			Cost as much as a third-class fare.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			That the seats were dirty and stuffy,

						
					

					
							
			That the berths were worse by far.

						
					

					
							
			“Travelling ’s hardly a pleasure!”

						
					

					
							
			Said the girl in the palace car.


			

						
					

					
							
			They hung on in desperate silence,

						
					

					
							
			For a word was a tell-tale shout;

						
					

					
							
			Their foul hats low on their bloodshot eyes,

						
					

					
							
			To keep the cinders out.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The dirt beat hard on their faces,

						
					

					
							
			The noise beat hard on their ears,

						
					

					
							
			And a moment’s rest to a straining limb

						
					

					
							
			Meant the worst of human fears.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They clutched and clung in the darkness

						
					

					
							
			While the stiffness turned to pain.

						
					

					
							
			“Travelling ’s hardly a pleasure,”

						
					

					
							
			Said the three men under the train.


			

						
					

					
							
			She stepped airily out in the morning,

						
					

					
							
			When the porter had brushed her awhile.

						
					

					
							
			She gave him a silver dollar;

						
					

					
							
			He gave her an ivory smile.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She complained to her friends that morning

						
					

					
							
			Of a most distressing dream:

						
					

					
							
			“I thought I heard in the darkness

						
					

					
							
			A sort of a jolting scream!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“I thought I felt in the darkness

						
					

					
							
			The great wheels joggle and swing;

						
					

					
							
			Travelling ’s hardly a pleasure

						
					

					
							
			When you dream such a horrible thing!”


			

						
					

					
							
			They crept shuddering out in the morning,

						
					

					
							
			Red spots with the coal’s black stain.

						
					

					
							
			“Travelling ’s hardly a pleasure!”

						
					

					
							
			Said the two men under the train.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Nationalism

						
					

					
							
			The nation is a unit. That which makes

						
					

					
							
			You an American of our to-day

						
					

					
							
			Requires the nation and its history,

						
					

					
							
			Requires the sum of all our citizens,

						
					

					
							
			Requires the product of our common toil,

						
					

					
							
			Requires the freedom of our common laws,

						
					

					
							
			The common heart of our humanity.

						
					

					
							
			Decrease our population, check our growth,

						
					

					
							
			Deprive us of our wealth, our liberty,

						
					

					
							
			Lower the nation’s conscience by a hair,

						
					

					
							
			And you are less than that you were before!

						
					

					
							
			You stand here in the world the man you are

						
					

					
							
			Because your country is America.

						
					

					
							
			Our liberty belongs to each of us;

						
					

					
							
			The nation guarantees it; in return

						
					

					
							
			We serve the nation, serving so ourselves.

						
					

					
							
			Our education is a common right;

						
					

					
							
			The state provides it, equally to all,

						
					

					
							
			Each taking what he can, and in return

						
					

					
							
			We serve the state, so serving best ourselves.

						
					

					
							
			Food, clothing, all necessities of life,—

						
					

					
							
			These are a right as much as liberty!

						
					

					
							
			The nation feeds its children. In return

						
					

					
							
			We serve the nation, serving still ourselves—

						
					

					
							
			Nay, not ourselves—ourself! We are but parts,

						
					

					
							
			The unit is the state,—America.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The King Is Dead! Long Live the King!

						
					

					
							
			When man, the hunter, winning in the race,

						
					

					
							
			Had conquered much, and, conquering, grown apace,

						
					

					
							
			Till out of victory he found defeat,

						
					

					
							
			And, having eaten all, had naught to eat,—

						
					

					
							
			Then might some Jeremiah sad have said,

						
					

					
							
			Seeing his hopeless case, “The King is dead!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But man is master most in power to change;

						
					

					
							
			He turned his forest to a cattle range;

						
					

					
							
			There was no foe to strive with—wherefore strive?

						
					

					
							
			No food to kill—he kept his food alive.

						
					

					
							
			Herding his dinner, see him sit and sing

						
					

					
							
			Serene, “The King is dead! Long live the King!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			When man the shepherd, after years did pass,

						
					

					
							
			By nature’s increase grew, until the grass

						
					

					
							
			Failed to support the requisite supply

						
					

					
							
			Of cattle who must live lest he should die;

						
					

					
							
			Again a grieved observer might be led

						
					

					
							
			To pitifully say, “The King is dead!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But man, who turned his prey into a pet,

						
					

					
							
			To outwit hunger, was not baffled yet;

						
					

					
							
			He ’d searched for grass so long he ’d learned to praise it,

						
					

					
							
			And now that grass was short—why, he could raise it!

						
					

					
							
			His dinner sprouted with the happy spring

						
					

					
							
			Profuse, “The King is dead! Long live the King!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			When man, the farmer, growing very great,

						
					

					
							
			Out of his children built the busy State,

						
					

					
							
			Those greedy children, to his loud alarm,

						
					

					
							
			Pinched all the profits off the old man’s farm,

						
					

					
							
			Killing the golden goose, and while he bled,

						
					

					
							
			Cried sage economists, “The King is dead!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But he, good sooth, was never more alive;

						
					

					
							
			He watched the pools and trusts around him strive,

						
					

					
							
			And when he ’d learned the trick—it was not long—

						
					

					
							
			He organized himself—a million strong!

						
					

					
							
			Cornered the food supply! A Farmer’s Ring!

						
					

					
							
			Hurrah! “The King is dead! Long live the King!”


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			“How Many Poor!”

						
					

					
							
			“Whene’er I take my walks abroad, how many poor I see!”

						
					

					
							
			Said pious Watts, and thanked the Lord that not so poor was he.

						
					

					
							
			I see so many poor to-day I think I ’ll walk no more,

						
					

					
							
			And then the poor in long array come knocking at my door.

						
					

					
							
			The hungry poor! The dirty poor! The poor of evil smell!

						
					

					
							
			Yet even these we could endure if they were only well!

						
					

					
							
			But, O, this sick and crippled crew! The lame, the deaf, the blind!

						
					

					
							
			What can a Christian person do with these upon his mind!

						
					

					
							
			They keep diseases growing still like plants on greenhouse shelves,

						
					

					
							
			And they ’re so generous they will not keep them to themselves;

						
					

					
							
			They propagate amazing crimes and vices scandalous,

						
					

					
							
			And then at most uncertain times they wreak the same on us!

						
					

					
							
			With charity we would prevent this poverty and woe,

						
					

					
							
			But find the more we ’ve fondly spent, the more the poor do grow!

						
					

					
							
			We ’ve tried by punishment full sore to mend the case they’re in;

						
					

					
							
			The more we punish them the more they sin, and sin, and sin!

						
					

					
							
			We make the punishment more kind, we give them wise reform,

						
					

					
							
			And they, with a contented mind, flock to our prisons warm!

						
					

					
							
			Then science comes with solemn air, and shows us social laws,

						
					

					
							
			Explaining how the poor are there from a purely natural cause.

						
					

					
							
			’T is natural for low and high to struggle and to strive;

						
					

					
							
			’T is natural for the worse to die and the better to survive.

						
					

					
							
			We swallowed all this soothing stuff, and easily were led

						
					

					
							
			To think if we were stern enough, the poor would soon be dead.

						
					

					
							
			But, O! in vain we squeeze, and grind, and drive them to the wall—

						
					

					
							
			For all our deadly work we find it does not kill them all!

						
					

					
							
			The more we struggle they survive! increase and multiply!

						
					

					
							
			There seem to be more poor alive, in spite of all that die!

						
					

					
							
			Whene’er I take my walks abroad how many poor I see,

						
					

					
							
			And eke at home! How long, O Lord! How long must this thing be!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Dead Level

						
					

					
							
			There is a fear among us as we strive,

						
					

					
							
			As we succeed or fail, or starve or revel,

						
					

					
							
			That there will be no pleasure left alive

						
					

					
							
			When we in peace and joy at last arrive

						
					

					
							
			At one dead level.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And still the strangest part of this strange fear

						
					

					
							
			Is that it is not for ourselves we fear it.

						
					

					
							
			We wish to rise and gain; we look ahead

						
					

					
							
			To pleasant years of peace ere we are dead;

						
					

					
							
			We wish that peace, but wish no other near it!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Say, does it spoil your pleasure in a town

						
					

					
							
			To have your neighbors’ gardens full of roses?

						
					

					
							
			Is your house dearer when its eye looks down

						
					

					
							
			On evil-smelling shanties rough and brown?

						
					

					
							
			Is your nose safer than your neighbor’s nose is?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Are you unhappy at some noble fête

						
					

					
							
			To see the whole bright throng in radiant dresses?

						
					

					
							
			Is your State safer when each other State

						
					

					
							
			That borders it is full of want and hate?

						
					

					
							
			Peace must be peace to all before it blesses.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Is knowledge sweeter when it is hemmed in

						
					

					
							
			By ignorance that does not know its master?

						
					

					
							
			Is goodness easier when plenteous sin

						
					

					
							
			Surrounds it? And can you not win

						
					

					
							
			Joy for yourself without your friend’s disaster?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O foolish children! With more foolish fear,

						
					

					
							
			Unworthy even of a well-trained devil!

						
					

					
							
			Good things are good for all men,—that is clear;

						
					

					
							
			To doubt it shows your heads are nowhere near

						
					

					
							
			To that much-dreaded level!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Cart Before the Horse

						
					

					
							
			Our business system has its base

						
					

					
							
			On one small thought that ’s out of place;

						
					

					
							
			The merest trifle—nothing much, of course.

						
					

					
							
			The truth is there—who says it ’s not?

						
					

					
							
			Only—the trouble is—you ’ve got

						
					

					
							
			The cart before the horse!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			You say unless a man shall work

						
					

					
							
			Right earnestly, and never shirk,

						
					

					
							
			He may not eat. Now look—the change is small,

						
					

					
							
			And yet the truth is plain to see—

						
					

					
							
			Unless man eats, and frequently,

						
					

					
							
			He cannot work at all!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And which comes first! Why, that is plain,

						
					

					
							
			The man comes first. And, look again—

						
					

					
							
			A baby! with an appetite to fit!

						
					

					
							
			You have to feed him years and years,

						
					

					
							
			And train him up with toil and tears,

						
					

					
							
			Before he works a bit!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So let us change our old ideas,

						
					

					
							
			And learn with these advancing years

						
					

					
							
			To give the oats before we ask for speed;

						
					

					
							
			Not set the hungry horse to run,

						
					

					
							
			And tell him when the race is done

						
					

					
							
			That he shall have his feed!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Amœboid Cell

						
					

					
							
			Said the Specialized Cell to the Amœboid Cell,

						
					

					
							
			“Why don’t you develop like me?

						
					

					
							
			Just combine with the others,

						
					

					
							
			Unite with your brothers,

						
					

					
							
			And grow to a thing you can see,—

						
					

					
							
			An organized creature like me!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said the Amœboid Cell to the Specialized Cell,

						
					

					
							
			“But where would my liberty be?

						
					

					
							
			If I ’m one with a class,

						
					

					
							
			I should lose in the mass

						
					

					
							
			All my Individualitee!

						
					

					
							
			And that is a horror to me!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said the Specialized Cell to the Amœboid Cell,

						
					

					
							
			“What good does it do you to-day?

						
					

					
							
			You ’re amorphous and small,

						
					

					
							
			You ’ve no organs at all,

						
					

					
							
			You can’t even get out of the way!

						
					

					
							
			You don’t half understand what I say!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said the Amœboid Cell to the Specialized Cell,

						
					

					
							
			“But I ’m independent and free!

						
					

					
							
			I can float as I please

						
					

					
							
			In these populous seas,

						
					

					
							
			I ’m not fastened to anybodee!

						
					

					
							
			I have personal freedom, you see!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“And when I want organs and members and such,

						
					

					
							
			I project them,—an arm or a wing;

						
					

					
							
			I can change as I will,

						
					

					
							
			But you have to keep still—

						
					

					
							
			Just a part of the mass where you cling!

						
					

					
							
			You never can be but one thing!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said the Specialized Cell to the Amœboid Cell,

						
					

					
							
			“What you say is undoubtedly true,

						
					

					
							
			But I ’d rather be part

						
					

					
							
			Of a thing with a heart

						
					

					
							
			Than the whole of a creature like you!

						
					

					
							
			A memberless morsel like you!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“You say you ’re immortal and separate and free,

						
					

					
							
			Yet you ’ve died by the billion before;

						
					

					
							
			Just a speck in the slime

						
					

					
							
			At the birthday of time,

						
					

					
							
			And you never can be any more!

						
					

					
							
			As you are, you ’ve no future in store!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“You say you can be many things in yourself,

						
					

					
							
			Yet you ’re all just alike to the end!

						
					

					
							
			I am part of a whole—

						
					

					
							
			Of a thing with a soul—

						
					

					
							
			And the whole is the unit, my friend!

						
					

					
							
			But that you can scarce comprehend!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“You are only yourself,—just a series of ones;

						
					

					
							
			You can only say ‘I’—never ‘we’;

						
					

					
							
			All of us are combined

						
					

					
							
			In a creature with mind,

						
					

					
							
			And we are the creature you see!

						
					

					
							
			And the creature feeds us—which is me!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“And being combined in a body like that

						
					

					
							
			It can wisely provide us with food;

						
					

					
							
			And we vary and change

						
					

					
							
			In a limitless range;

						
					

					
							
			We are specialized now, for our good!

						
					

					
							
			And we each do our work—as we should!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“What protection have you from the chances of Fate?

						
					

					
							
			What provision have you for the morrow?

						
					

					
							
			You get food when it drops,

						
					

					
							
			And you die when it stops!

						
					

					
							
			You can’t give or take, lend or borrow!

						
					

					
							
			You helpless free-agent of sorrow!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Just then came a frost, and the Amœboid Cell

						
					

					
							
			Died out by the billion again;

						
					

					
							
			But the Specialized Cell

						
					

					
							
			In the body felt well

						
					

					
							
			And rejoiced in his place in the brain!

						
					

					
							
			The dead level of life with a brain!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			The Survival of the Fittest

						
					

					
							
			In northern zones the ranging bear

						
					

					
							
			Protects himself with fat and hair.

						
					

					
							
			Where snow is deep, and ice is stark,

						
					

					
							
			And half the year is cold and dark,

						
					

					
							
			He still survives a clime like that

						
					

					
							
			By growing fur, by growing fat.

						
					

					
							
			These traits, O Bear, which thou transmittest,

						
					

					
							
			Prove the survival of the fittest!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			To polar regions, waste and wan,

						
					

					
							
			Comes the encroaching race of man;

						
					

					
							
			A puny, feeble little lubber,

						
					

					
							
			He had no fur, he had no blubber.

						
					

					
							
			The scornful bear sat down at ease

						
					

					
							
			To see the stranger starve and freeze;

						
					

					
							
			But, lo! the stranger slew the bear,

						
					

					
							
			And ate his fat, and wore his hair!

						
					

					
							
			These deeds, O Man, which thou committest,

						
					

					
							
			Prove the survival of the fittest!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			In modern times the millionaire

						
					

					
							
			Protects himself as did the bear.

						
					

					
							
			Where Poverty and Hunger are,

						
					

					
							
			He counts his bullion by the car.

						
					

					
							
			Where thousands suffer, still he thrives,

						
					

					
							
			And after death his will survives.

						
					

					
							
			The wealth, O Crœsus, thou transmittest

						
					

					
							
			Proves the survival of the fittest!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But, lo! some people, odd and funny,

						
					

					
							
			Some men without a cent of money,

						
					

					
							
			The simple common Human Race,

						
					

					
							
			Chose to improve their dwelling-place.

						
					

					
							
			They had no use for millionaires;

						
					

					
							
			They calmly said the world was theirs;

						
					

					
							
			They were so wise, so strong, so many—

						
					

					
							
			The millionaire? There was n’t any!

						
					

					
							
			These deeds, O Man, which thou committest,

						
					

					
							
			Prove the survival of the fittest!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Division of Property

						
					

					
							
			Some sailors were starving at sea

						
					

					
							
			On a raft where they happened to be,

						
					

					
							
			When one of the crew

						
					

					
							
			Who was hidden from view

						
					

					
							
			Was found to be feasting most free.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then they cursed him in language profane,

						
					

					
							
			Because there on the pitiless main

						
					

					
							
			While the others did starve,

						
					

					
							
			He could ladle and carve,

						
					

					
							
			Eating food which they could not obtain.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“But,” said he, “’t is my own little store!

						
					

					
							
			To feed all of you would take more!

						
					

					
							
			If I shared, ’t would be found

						
					

					
							
			That it would not go round;

						
					

					
							
			And you all would starve on as before!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“It would only prolong your distress

						
					

					
							
			To distribute this one little mess!

						
					

					
							
			The supply is so small

						
					

					
							
			I had best eat it all,

						
					

					
							
			For me it will comfort and bless!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			This reasoning sounded most fair,

						
					

					
							
			But the men had large appetites there,

						
					

					
							
			And while he explained

						
					

					
							
			They ate all that remained,

						
					

					
							
			Forgetting to leave out his share!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Christian Virtues

						
					

					
							
			Oh, dear!

						
					

					
							
			The Christian virtues will disappear!

						
					

					
							
			Nowhere on land or sea

						
					

					
							
			Will be room for charity!

						
					

					
							
			Nowhere, in field or city,

						
					

					
							
			A person to help or pity!

						
					

					
							
			Better for them, no doubt,

						
					

					
							
			Not to need helping out

						
					

					
							
			Of their old miry ditch.

						
					

					
							
			But, alas for us, the rich!

						
					

					
							
			For we shall lose, you see,

						
					

					
							
			Our boasted charity!—

						
					

					
							
			Lose all the pride and joy

						
					

					
							
			Of giving the poor employ,

						
					

					
							
			And money, and food, and love

						
					

					
							
			(And making stock thereof!).

						
					

					
							
			Our Christian virtues are gone,

						
					

					
							
			With nothing to practise on!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It don’t hurt them a bit,

						
					

					
							
			For they can’t practise it;

						
					

					
							
			But it ’s our great joy and pride—

						
					

					
							
			What virtue have we beside?

						
					

					
							
			We believe, as sure as we live,

						
					

					
							
			That it is more blessed to give

						
					

					
							
			Than to want, and waste, and grieve,

						
					

					
							
			And occasionally receive!

						
					

					
							
			And here are the people pressing

						
					

					
							
			To rob us of our pet blessing!

						
					

					
							
			No chance to endow or bedizen

						
					

					
							
			A hospital, school, or prison,

						
					

					
							
			And leave our own proud name

						
					

					
							
			To Gratitude and Fame!

						
					

					
							
			No chance to do one good deed,

						
					

					
							
			To give what we do not need,

						
					

					
							
			To leave what we cannot use

						
					

					
							
			To those whom we deign to choose!

						
					

					
							
			When none want broken meat,

						
					

					
							
			How shall our cake be sweet?

						
					

					
							
			When none want flannels and coals,

						
					

					
							
			How shall we save our souls?

						
					

					
							
			Oh, dear! Oh, dear!

						
					

					
							
			The Christian virtues will disappear!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The poor have their virtues rude,—

						
					

					
							
			Meekness and gratitude,

						
					

					
							
			Endurance, and respect

						
					

					
							
			For us, the world’s elect;

						
					

					
							
			Economy, self-denial,

						
					

					
							
			Patience in every trial,

						
					

					
							
			Self-sacrifice, self-restraint,—

						
					

					
							
			Virtues enough for a saint!

						
					

					
							
			Virtues enough to bear

						
					

					
							
			All this life’s sorrow and care!

						
					

					
							
			Virtues by which to rise

						
					

					
							
			To a front seat in the skies!

						
					

					
							
			How can they turn from this

						
					

					
							
			To common earthly bliss,—

						
					

					
							
			Mere clothes, and food, and drink,

						
					

					
							
			And leisure to read and think,

						
					

					
							
			And art, and beauty, and ease,—

						
					

					
							
			There is no crown for these!

						
					

					
							
			True, if their gratitude

						
					

					
							
			Were not for fire and food,

						
					

					
							
			They might still learn to bless

						
					

					
							
			The Lord for their happiness!

						
					

					
							
			And, instead of respect for wealth,

						
					

					
							
			Might learn from beauty, and health,

						
					

					
							
			And freedom in power and pelf,

						
					

					
							
			Each man to respect himself!

						
					

					
							
			And, instead of scraping and saving,

						
					

					
							
			Might learn from using and having

						
					

					
							
			That man’s life should be spent

						
					

					
							
			In a grand development!

						
					

					
							
			But this is petty and small;

						
					

					
							
			These are not virtues at all;

						
					

					
							
			They do not look as they should;

						
					

					
							
			They don’t do us any good!

						
					

					
							
			Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Oh, dear!

						
					

					
							
			The Christian virtues will disappear!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			What’s That?

						
					

					
							
			I met a little person on my land,

						
					

					
							
			A-fishing in the waters of my stream;

						
					

					
							
			He seemed a man, yet could not understand

						
					

					
							
			Things that to most men very simple seem.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Get off!” said I; “this land is mine, my friend!

						
					

					
							
			Get out!” said I; “this brook belongs to me!

						
					

					
							
			I own the land, and you must make an end

						
					

					
							
			Of fishing here so free.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“I own this place, the land and water too!

						
					

					
							
			You have no right to be here, that is flat!

						
					

					
							
			Get off it! That is all I ask of you!—”

						
					

					
							
			“Own it?” said he; “what ’s that?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“What ’s that?” said I, “why, that is common sense!

						
					

					
							
			I own the water and the fishing right;

						
					

					
							
			I own the land from here to yonder fence;

						
					

					
							
			Get off, my friend, or fight!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He looked at the clear stream so neatly kept;

						
					

					
							
			He looked at teeming vine and laden tree,

						
					

					
							
			And wealthy fields of grain that stirred and slept;

						
					

					
							
			“I see!” he cried, “I see!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“You mean you cut the wood and plowed the field,

						
					

					
							
			From your hard labor all this beauty grew,

						
					

					
							
			To you is due the richness of the yield;

						
					

					
							
			You have some claim, ’t is true.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Not so,” said I, with manner very cool,

						
					

					
							
			And tossed my purse into the air and caught it;

						
					

					
							
			“Do I look like a laborer, you fool?

						
					

					
							
			It ’s mine because I bought it!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Again he looked as if I talked in Greek,

						
					

					
							
			Again he scratched his head and twirled his hat,

						
					

					
							
			Before he mustered wit enough to speak.

						
					

					
							
			“Bought it?” said he, “what ’s that?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And then he said again, “I see! I see!

						
					

					
							
			You mean that some men toiled with plows and hoes,

						
					

					
							
			And while those worked for you, you toiled with glee

						
					

					
							
			At other work for those.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Not so!” said I, getting a little hot,

						
					

					
							
			Thinking the man a fool as well as funny;

						
					

					
							
			“I ’m not a working-man, you idiot;

						
					

					
							
			I bought it with my money!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And still that creature stared and dropped his jaw,

						
					

					
							
			Till I could have destroyed him where he sat.

						
					

					
							
			“Money,” said I, “money, and moneyed law!”

						
					

					
							
			“Money?” said he, “what ’s that?”


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			An Economist

						
					

					
							
			The serene savage sitting in his tree

						
					

					
							
			Saw empires rise and fall,

						
					

					
							
			And moralized on their uncertainty.

						
					

					
							
			(He never rose at all!)

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He was full fat from god-sent droves of prey;

						
					

					
							
			He was full calm from satisfied desire;

						
					

					
							
			He was full wise in that he chose to stay

						
					

					
							
			Free from ambition’s fire.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“See,” quoth the savage, “how they toil and strive

						
					

					
							
			To make things better,—vain and idle wish!

						
					

					
							
			Here is good store of what keeps man alive,

						
					

					
							
			Of fruit, and flesh, and fish.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Poor discontented wretches, fed on air,

						
					

					
							
			Seeking to change the normal lot of man,

						
					

					
							
			To lure him from this natural strife and care,

						
					

					
							
			With vague Utopian plan!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Here ’s wealth and joy—why seek for any change?

						
					

					
							
			Why labor for a more elaborate life?

						
					

					
							
			As if God could not his own world arrange

						
					

					
							
			Without our fretful strife!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Those who complain of savagery as low

						
					

					
							
			Are merely proven lazy, and too weak

						
					

					
							
			To live by skilful hunt and deadly blow;

						
					

					
							
			It is their needs that speak.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Complain of warfare! Cry that peace is sweet!

						
					

					
							
			Complain of hunting! Prate of toil and trade!

						
					

					
							
			It only proves that they cannot compete

						
					

					
							
			In the free life we ’ve made.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Another empire reeled into its grave;

						
					

					
							
			The savage sat serenely as before,

						
					

					
							
			As calm and wise, as cunning and as brave—

						
					

					
							
			Never an atom more.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Charity

						
					

					
							
			Came two young children to their mother’s shelf

						
					

					
							
			(One was quite little, and the other big),

						
					

					
							
			And each in freedom calmly helped himself.

						
					

					
							
			(One was a pig.)

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The food was free and plenty for them both,

						
					

					
							
			But one was rather dull and very small;

						
					

					
							
			So the big smarter brother, nothing loath,

						
					

					
							
			He took it all.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			At which the little fellow raised a yell

						
					

					
							
			Which tired the other’s more æsthetic ears;

						
					

					
							
			He gave him here a crust, and there a shell

						
					

					
							
			To stop his tears.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He gave with pride, in manner calm and bland,

						
					

					
							
			Finding the other’s hunger a delight;

						
					

					
							
			He gave with piety—his full left hand

						
					

					
							
			Hid from his right.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He gave and gave—O blessed Charity!

						
					

					
							
			How sweet and beautiful a thing it is!

						
					

					
							
			How fine to see that big boy giving free

						
					

					
							
			What is not his!
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			In Alabama Woods
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			A Psalm of “Lives”
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			FROM EARLIER EDITIONS OF


			In This Our World


			Ode to a Fool


			“Let a bear robbed of her whelps meet a man,
rather than a fool in his folly.”—Prov. 17th, 12th.


			


			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Singular insect! Here I watch thee spin

						
					

					
							
			Upon my pin;

						
					

					
							
			And know that thou hast not the least idea

						
					

					
							
			I have thee here.

						
					

					
							
			Strange is thy nature! For thou mayst be slain

						
					

					
							
			Once and again;

						
					

					
							
			Dismembered, tortured, torn with tortures hot—

						
					

					
							
			Yet know it not!

						
					

					
							
			As well pour hate and scorn upon the dead

						
					

					
							
			As on thy head.

						
					

					
							
			While I discuss thee here I plainly see

						
					

					
							
			Thee sneer at me.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Marvellous creature! What mysterious power

						
					

					
							
			In idle hour

						
					

					
							
			Arranged the mighty elements whence came

						
					

					
							
			Thy iron frame!

						
					

					
							
			In every item of thy outward plan

						
					

					
							
			So like a man!

						
					

					
							
			But men are mortal, dying every day,

						
					

					
							
			And thou dost stay.

						
					

					
							
			The nations rise and die with passing rule,

						
					

					
							
			But thou, O Fool!

						
					

					
							
			Livedst when drunken Noah asleeping lay,

						
					

					
							
			Livest to-day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Invulnerable Fool! Thy mind

						
					

					
							
			Is deaf and blind;

						
					

					
							
			Impervious to sense of taste and smell

						
					

					
							
			And touch as well.

						
					

					
							
			Thought from without may vainly seek to press

						
					

					
							
			Thy consciousness;

						
					

					
							
			Man’s hard-won knowledge which the ages pile

						
					

					
							
			But makes thee smile;

						
					

					
							
			Thy vast sagacity and blatant din

						
					

					
							
			Come from within;

						
					

					
							
			Thy voice doth fill the world from year to year,

						
					

					
							
			Helpless we hear.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Wisdom and wit ’gainst thee have no avail;

						
					

					
							
			O Fool—All Hail!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Vain Fears

						
					

					
							
			O fools and blind! Are ye so wed to pain

						
					

					
							
			That pleasure seems a weariness and waste!

						
					

					
							
			Is vice so dear that you must fling disdain

						
					

					
							
			On virtue, angel-faced!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Doth foul disease make glad life fly so fast

						
					

					
							
			That death appears a dull and tedious guest?

						
					

					
							
			Are care and labor grown so sweet at last

						
					

					
							
			Ye dare scorn ease and rest?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			If man and maid and child were free and strong

						
					

					
							
			And grew in power and knowledge year by year,

						
					

					
							
			Free from the fear of want, the fear of wrong,

						
					

					
							
			Who loses? Why this fear?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They would not suffer who had ne’er before

						
					

					
							
			Known aught but care and hunger, toil and pain;

						
					

					
							
			Who loses then, but ye who now have more

						
					

					
							
			Than all their lifetime’s gain?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What do ye lose? Only the power to shine

						
					

					
							
			Light against darkness, triumph o’er defeat,

						
					

					
							
			The dismal “yours” beside the glorious “mine!”—

						
					

					
							
			That contrast passing sweet.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yet ’neath this folly is a saving grace,

						
					

					
							
			An underlying truth, deep as the sea—

						
					

					
							
			We know that Pain is Pleasure’s other face—

						
					

					
							
			A twofold mystery.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We know there is no light save shade be there,

						
					

					
							
			No wisdom without folly hid within,

						
					

					
							
			No strength without some weakness to compare,

						
					

					
							
			No virtue without sin.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But the soul grows, the pains and pleasures change,

						
					

					
							
			Age after age we need, and Nature gives;

						
					

					
							
			Mankind still rises in his ceaseless range;

						
					

					
							
			The human creature lives!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Did they dread loss who changed the awful cold

						
					

					
							
			For fire, with train of torture and disease?

						
					

					
							
			Or nakedness for dress, with sin less bold?

						
					

					
							
			There was no loss in these!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			’Twas gain to change the freedom of the hills

						
					

					
							
			For homes; to live by fraud instead of force;

						
					

					
							
			’Twas gain to change brute passions, wed at will,

						
					

					
							
			For marriage—and divorce!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Fear not, O fools! The pathway must be trod!

						
					

					
							
			Who fights with fate will ever fight in vain;

						
					

					
							
			Take your new pleasures at the hand of God—

						
					

					
							
			He will provide new pain!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Ideas


			(after emerson)

						
					

					
							
			We do not make ideas: they flow

						
					

					
							
			From wondrous unknown gulfs behind,

						
					

					
							
			Down into the receptive mind.

						
					

					
							
			We seize them as they go

						
					

					
							
			And seek to clothe the naked thought,

						
					

					
							
			Each with what skill his trade hath taught,

						
					

					
							
			In picture, music, pile of stone,

						
					

					
							
			Statue, or book, or speech alone,

						
					

					
							
			That we may keep and share it so.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Who faileth to arrest—

						
					

					
							
			The formless flying guest

						
					

					
							
			Is left forlorn;

						
					

					
							
			Later, he sees the face

						
					

					
							
			That once his dreams did grace,

						
					

					
							
			Drawn by another’s hand

						
					

					
							
			In deathless beauty stand,

						
					

					
							
			And thinks—“To me this child was born!”


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The Teacher

						
					

					
							
			Who leads the world in its long upward way?

						
					

					
							
			Who rules the world with sceptre still unknown?

						
					

					
							
			Who, above all, should we devoutly own

						
					

					
							
			As leader, and our gladdest tribute pay?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The sword no longer holds its iron sway,

						
					

					
							
			The monarch in tradition sits alone;

						
					

					
							
			The growth of man in a child’s eyes is shown,

						
					

					
							
			And whoso leads the child, leads us to-day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Administrator of man’s highest power,

						
					

					
							
			His noblest art, his first prerogative,

						
					

					
							
			And the most blessed joy in life—to give!

						
					

					
							
			Give the mind truth, like water to a flower;

						
					

					
							
			So gives the teacher. Praise and tribute bring—

						
					

					
							
			The teacher is the leader and the king!


						
					

				
			




			Mr. Rockefeller’s Prayer


			The wealthy Mr. Rockefeller is reported to have said
that his income was so much in excess of his means of
spending it that he had to kneel down every day and ask
for Divine guidance to get rid of it.


			



			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			By his bedside, bowed in prayer,

						
					

					
							
			Kneeleth the multi-millionaire—

						
					

					
							
			Rockefeller, the millionaire.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He that believeth! He that prays!

						
					

					
							
			Asking the Lord to show him ways

						
					

					
							
			To spend his gold—to Him the praise!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			For it pileth up and it lieth loose—

						
					

					
							
			Surplus gold beyond his use

						
					

					
							
			From the virgin’s lamp and the widow’s cruse.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Teach me Lord how I may spend

						
					

					
							
			This gold of mine that hath no end—

						
					

					
							
			Shall I buy? Buy what? Shall I give? Or lend?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Answers the Lord of spirit pure

						
					

					
							
			Out of the word that shall endure—

						
					

					
							
			“Sell all thou hast and give the poor!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But this man that hath lain strong hand

						
					

					
							
			On the people’s oil, on the people’s land,

						
					

					
							
			Wealth-blinded—can he understand?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We give him his wealth, whoever we be,

						
					

					
							
			We pay his price in this land of the free,

						
					

					
							
			And he selleth for less across the sea!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They pay less and we pay more,

						
					

					
							
			Helpless all on either shore,

						
					

					
							
			And still upswelleth his mighty store.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			It swelleth vast and it weigheth sore,

						
					

					
							
			It rolleth and doubleth o’er and o’er,

						
					

					
							
			And so he prayeth—listen once more!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Teach me, Lord, what I must do

						
					

					
							
			To spend my gold and pleasure you—

						
					

					
							
			To hold the earth, and heaven too!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Answers the Lord of pain so free—

						
					

					
							
			The Lord of love and poverty—

						
					

					
							
			“Take up thy cross and follow me!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			While his unspent gold doth vex his head,

						
					

					
							
			While a million children cry for bread,

						
					

					
							
			How shall he hear what the Lord hath said?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			In the name of the hungry left unfed,

						
					

					
							
			Or the sick and in prison unvisited,

						
					

					
							
			Listen to what the Lord hath said!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			His Heaven is not reached by sin,

						
					

					
							
			The meek and the poor its crown may win,

						
					

					
							
			But the rich shall hardly enter in!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Pray, thou rich man! Pray again!

						
					

					
							
			To the Lord of poverty and pain;

						
					

					
							
			Pray and do—his Word is plain!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			“The Poor Ye Have Always with You”

						
					

					
							
			The poor ye have always with you, therefore why

						
					

					
							
			Seek to improve a lot ordained of God—

						
					

					
							
			Dare to rebel beneath his chastening rod—

						
					

					
							
			Question the law on high?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The poor ye have always with you—plain to see

						
					

					
							
			Is this thing so far—stated by our Lord—

						
					

					
							
			Proved by the fact and also by his Word,

						
					

					
							
			So it must surely be!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Yet wait—“have always” is the present tense—

						
					

					
							
			He said they had them always, and they had;

						
					

					
							
			Must we therefore believe a thing so bad

						
					

					
							
			Shall always crush us with its weight immense?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“You always have the headache!” I complain—

						
					

					
							
			’T is not prediction that you always will,

						
					

					
							
			Nor yet a lasting curse to say, worse still,

						
					

					
							
			That you must always bear that pain.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The poor we have had with us in full store

						
					

					
							
			From senseless age to age. Let man to-day

						
					

					
							
			Rise up and put this human shame away—

						
					

					
							
			Let us have poor no more!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			To Mothers

						
					

					
							
			In the name of your ages of anguish!

						
					

					
							
			In the name of the curse and the stain!

						
					

					
							
			By the strength of your sorrow I call you!

						
					

					
							
			By the power of your pain!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We are Mothers. Through us in our bondage,

						
					

					
							
			Through us with the brand in the face—

						
					

					
							
			Be we fettered with gold or with iron—

						
					

					
							
			Through us comes the race!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			With the weight of all sin on our shoulders,

						
					

					
							
			Midst the serpents of shame ever curled,

						
					

					
							
			We have sat, unresisting, defenseless,

						
					

					
							
			Making the men of the world.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We were ignorant long, and our children

						
					

					
							
			Were besotted and brutish and blind,

						
					

					
							
			King-driven, priest-ridden—who were they?

						
					

					
							
			Our children—mankind!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We were kept for our beauty, our softness,

						
					

					
							
			Our sex;—what reward do ye find?

						
					

					
							
			We transmit, must transmit, being mothers,

						
					

					
							
			What we are to mankind!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			As the mother, so follow the children!

						
					

					
							
			No nation, wise, noble, and brave,

						
					

					
							
			Ever sprang—though the father had freedom—

						
					

					
							
			From the mother—a slave!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Look now at the world as ye find it!

						
					

					
							
			Blench not! Truth is kinder than lies!

						
					

					
							
			Look now at the world—see it suffer!

						
					

					
							
			Listen now to its cries!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			See the people who suffer—all people!

						
					

					
							
			All humanity wasting its powers

						
					

					
							
			In a hand to hand struggle, death-dealing—

						
					

					
							
			All children of ours!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The blind millionaire—the blind harlot—

						
					

					
							
			The blind preacher leading the blind—

						
					

					
							
			Only think of their pain, how it hurts them!

						
					

					
							
			Our little blind babies—mankind!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Shall we bear it, we mothers who love them?

						
					

					
							
			Can we bear it, we mothers who feel

						
					

					
							
			Every pang of our babes, and forgive them

						
					

					
							
			Every sin when they kneel?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Little stumbling world! You have fallen!

						
					

					
							
			You are crying in darkness and fear!

						
					

					
							
			Wait, darling—your mother is coming!

						
					

					
							
			Hush, darling—your mother is here!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We are here like an army with banners,

						
					

					
							
			The great flag of our freedom unfurled!

						
					

					
							
			With us rests the fate of the nations.

						
					

					
							
			For we make the world!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Dare ye sleep while your children are calling?

						
					

					
							
			Dare ye wait while they clamor unfed?

						
					

					
							
			Dare ye pray in the proud pillared churches

						
					

					
							
			While they suffer for bread?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			If the father hath sinned, he shall answer;

						
					

					
							
			If he check thee, laugh back at his powers.

						
					

					
							
			Shall a mother be kept from her children?

						
					

					
							
			These people are ours!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They are ours! He is ours, for we made him!

						
					

					
							
			In our arms he has nestled and smiled!

						
					

					
							
			Shall we, the world-mothers, be hindered

						
					

					
							
			By the freaks of a child?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Rise now, in the power of The Woman!

						
					

					
							
			Rise now, in the hour of our need!

						
					

					
							
			The world cries in hunger and darkness!

						
					

					
							
			We shall light! We shall feed!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			In the name of our ages of anguish;

						
					

					
							
			In the name of the curse and the stain;

						
					

					
							
			By the strength of our sorrow we conquer!—

						
					

					
							
			In the power of our pain!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Ballade of Ye Gentil Mayde

						
					

					
							
			Shee was a mayde, a gentil mayde,

						
					

					
							
			Her hearte was softe and kynde,

						
					

					
							
			And yet shee lyked her horse’s tayle

						
					

					
							
			Cut off behynde, behynde—

						
					

					
							
			Cut off full shorte behynde.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			With blynders, checks, and martyngales

						
					

					
							
			That hapless beaste was tyde,

						
					

					
							
			Or else her sadylle galled his backe

						
					

					
							
			Whenever shee did ryde.

						
					

					
							
			O why not sit astride?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Shee had a dogge, a lyttel dogge,

						
					

					
							
			Shee wore him on a chayne,

						
					

					
							
			Shee made him fatte, shee made him sickke,

						
					

					
							
			And so he dyed in payne—

						
					

					
							
			Alas, he dyed in payne!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Shee had a flower, a lovely flower,

						
					

					
							
			Which languished in a potte,

						
					

					
							
			Shee tho’t it was its nature to—

						
					

					
							
			But then you know it ’s notte!

						
					

					
							
			Of course we know it ’s notte!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She had a byrde, a yellow byrde,

						
					

					
							
			Life-prisoned in a cayge!

						
					

					
							
			’T is naught, sayth shee, because you see

						
					

					
							
			He was born in that same cayge—

						
					

					
							
			Or caught at a tender ayge.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			As if, forsooth, when men were slaves,

						
					

					
							
			It added to their glee

						
					

					
							
			To have theyre sires, and eke themselves,

						
					

					
							
			Born into slaveree!

						
					

					
							
			Born fast in slaveree!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But O this mayde! This gentil mayde!

						
					

					
							
			Shee wore upon her hedde

						
					

					
							
			A hatte the ornaments of which

						
					

					
							
			Were bodies of the dedde!

						
					

					
							
			Just fragments of the dedde!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The feathers of dedde byrdes shee wore.

						
					

					
							
			Tayles of the slaughtered beaste.

						
					

					
							
			Theyre lyttel heddes her buttons were—

						
					

					
							
			Shee wore a score at leaste!

						
					

					
							
			A score of deaths at leaste!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			O gentil mayde! O lovely mayde!

						
					

					
							
			With mylde and tender eye!

						
					

					
							
			Why is it for youre pleasuring

						
					

					
							
			These lyttel ones must dye?

						
					

					
							
			These helpless ones must dye?


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			A Hope

						
					

					
							
			Are you tired, patient miner?

						
					

					
							
			Digging slowly in the dark

						
					

					
							
			With your tiny pick and shovel

						
					

					
							
			At the wall of granite stark—

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The awful wall of ignorance

						
					

					
							
			The iron wall of sin,

						
					

					
							
			The mountain weight that crowds you down

						
					

					
							
			And holds you darkly in?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Does your gain seem less than nothing—

						
					

					
							
			All in vain the work you do—

						
					

					
							
			While you can’t get out as you got in,

						
					

					
							
			And yet cannot get through?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then listen to a word of hope—

						
					

					
							
			’T is not about the sky—

						
					

					
							
			’T is not to bid you bear all this

						
					

					
							
			For a ghostly by and by—

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			’T is to tell you there is help at hand,

						
					

					
							
			While there alone you bow;

						
					

					
							
			That the daylight clear is coming near—

						
					

					
							
			Yes, it is coming now!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Brave digger in your narrow hole

						
					

					
							
			In that great wall of stone—

						
					

					
							
			Be of good cheer—the end is near—

						
					

					
							
			You have not worked alone!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Listen! Before—behind you—

						
					

					
							
			Above—below—around—

						
					

					
							
			A million miners rend the rock

						
					

					
							
			With rolling waves of sound!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A million hands are tearing fast—

						
					

					
							
			The rock is growing thin—

						
					

					
							
			And soon the human heart shall range

						
					

					
							
			Beyond the walls of sin!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			News

						
					

					
							
			Crieth the empty public, greedily,

						
					

					
							
			“I want the news!”

						
					

					
							
			And they who write and publish, needily,

						
					

					
							
			Come running to his cry, and fill him speedily

						
					

					
							
			With what they choose.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			With all that they can steal or beg or borrow

						
					

					
							
			Of crimes and shames,

						
					

					
							
			Serving prodigious tales of sin and sorrow

						
					

					
							
			That happened yesterday and will to-morrow,

						
					

					
							
			With different names.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The newest murder heads the blackened pages

						
					

					
							
			With spreading stains.

						
					

					
							
			News? Is it news to know the lion rages?

						
					

					
							
			Your newest murder smells of oldest ages,

						
					

					
							
			As old as Cain’s.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			News of a man’s defencelessness—temptation—

						
					

					
							
			(Which all believe)—

						
					

					
							
			News of a woman’s sudden education

						
					

					
							
			In good and evil’s fine discrimination—

						
					

					
							
			As old as Eve!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We want real news—not tales of dying, wooing,

						
					

					
							
			And such old lore—

						
					

					
							
			We want to hear of big events now brewing,

						
					

					
							
			We want to know the things the world is doing,

						
					

					
							
			Not done before.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The public would be pleased with less of daring,

						
					

					
							
			If it could choose;

						
					

					
							
			With less of private life hung out for airing—

						
					

					
							
			Mere nursery tales in which we all are sharing—

						
					

					
							
			And more real news.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			News! World-old tales of man’s first freaks and poses,

						
					

					
							
			Primal mistakes.

						
					

					
							
			They cannot see the news before their noses—

						
					

					
							
			Only these fresh, the crowded sheet discloses—

						
					

					
							
			Some bran-new fakes!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			A New Creation

						
					

					
							
			What is that, mother? A head, my child,

						
					

					
							
			The house of a human brain;

						
					

					
							
			A windowed musical palace of thought

						
					

					
							
			By whose clear light the world was brought

						
					

					
							
			To all its growth and gain.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What is that, mother? ’T is hair, my child,

						
					

					
							
			Long beautiful human hair,

						
					

					
							
			Whose parallel grace of curve and flow

						
					

					
							
			Is cut and twisted and tortured so

						
					

					
							
			You doubt it ever was there.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What is that, mother? A hat, my child,

						
					

					
							
			To cover a human head;

						
					

					
							
			Shelter and grace for the house of the brain—

						
					

					
							
			With colors of discord and lines of pain

						
					

					
							
			And ornaments from the dead.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What is that, mother? I do not know,

						
					

					
							
			The milliner finds it fair;

						
					

					
							
			Over head and hair and hat they grow,

						
					

					
							
			Tail, tooth and claw, wing, plume, and bow,

						
					

					
							
			Silk, velvet, lace, and jewel’s glow,

						
					

					
							
			Fur, flowers, ribbon, beads a-row,

						
					

					
							
			Aigrette, rosette, and bright bandeau—

						
					

					
							
			A new creation there.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Christmas Time

						
					

					
							
			’T is Christmas time, my little son,

						
					

					
							
			The birthday of the Lord,

						
					

					
							
			Who said he came to bring on earth

						
					

					
							
			Not peace, dear, but a sword.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Peace and good will,” the angels sing

						
					

					
							
			On the birthday of the Lord;

						
					

					
							
			But Christ declared he came to bring

						
					

					
							
			Not peace, dear, but a sword.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He said he came to set the son

						
					

					
							
			At variance with his sire,

						
					

					
							
			And that a man’s foes should be found

						
					

					
							
			Around his household fire.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So it is right that we should see,

						
					

					
							
			On the birthday of the Lord,

						
					

					
							
			In a million hearts a million hates,

						
					

					
							
			In a million hands a sword.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			No wonder that our homes are rent,

						
					

					
							
			That brother hateth brother,

						
					

					
							
			No wonder that our lives are spent

						
					

					
							
			In ruining each other.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			No wonder that the most of men

						
					

					
							
			Still hunt and fight for food—

						
					

					
							
			The wonder is that any one

						
					

					
							
			Is ever half so good.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But this is Christmas time, my son,

						
					

					
							
			Go get your broken toys,

						
					

					
							
			And give to the ungrateful hands

						
					

					
							
			Of poorer girls and boys.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Rejoice in your big Christmas tree,

						
					

					
							
			My happy little lad,

						
					

					
							
			And wonder not that most of us

						
					

					
							
			Are hungry, sour, and sad.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What ’s that you say, my little son?

						
					

					
							
			Christ came to teach us love—

						
					

					
							
			Love all the time, for every one,

						
					

					
							
			And the great joy thereof?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I grant you that it reads that way,

						
					

					
							
			But who are you to stand

						
					

					
							
			Against the wisdom of the day

						
					

					
							
			In every Christian land?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Here are the facts, my little son—

						
					

					
							
			And facts are stubborn things;

						
					

					
							
			Judge if the state of man to-day

						
					

					
							
			Is what the angel sings.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			“En Banc”


			(california)

						
					

					
							
			Associate Justices of Court Supreme!

						
					

					
							
			Stern arbiters of destiny in law!

						
					

					
							
			Thy gathered dignity and power would seem

						
					

					
							
			August a thing as people ever saw.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Associate Justices of Court Supreme!

						
					

					
							
			Sitting en banc to punish for contempt;

						
					

					
							
			To see you sitting, who would ever dream

						
					

					
							
			That you from such opinion were exempt?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A crowded room with vulgar men who spit—

						
					

					
							
			Spit on the crimson carpet without shame.

						
					

					
							
			This before Justice—in the sight of it—

						
					

					
							
			The highest thing for which we have a name!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then “Hear ye! Hear ye! Hear ye!” is the cry,

						
					

					
							
			We rise, they shamble in, the court room stares,

						
					

					
							
			While these great Justices en banc go by

						
					

					
							
			And take possession of their rocking-chairs.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Their rocking-chairs. Their cane-backed rocking-chairs!

						
					

					
							
			Wherein they swing and dandle to and fro,

						
					

					
							
			Lounging and stretching has lazy airs

						
					

					
							
			As smoking-rooms and billiard parlors know.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Grave issues hang on every spoken word,

						
					

					
							
			The people listen, whispering in pairs,

						
					

					
							
			The case proceeds, and through it all is heard

						
					

					
							
			The steady squeaking of their rocking-chairs.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			How can we honor Justice when ’t is seen

						
					

					
							
			In men who shame her temple (or her tomb),

						
					

					
							
			Who can insult the Goddess with a mien

						
					

					
							
			That would debar them from a drawing-room?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			No reverence is too deep from those who claim

						
					

					
							
			The highest ground that mortal soul has trod;

						
					

					
							
			Those who serve Justice, standing in her name,

						
					

					
							
			Serve in the presence of the living God.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The San Francisco Hen

						
					

					
							
			The San Francisco house-mama

						
					

					
							
			A happy dame is she,

						
					

					
							
			When feeding to her gathered young

						
					

					
							
			The fragrant fricasee,

						
					

					
							
			The amber broth for invalids,

						
					

					
							
			Rich broilers for the men,

						
					

					
							
			With boiled, and roast,

						
					

					
							
			And hash on toast,

						
					

					
							
			Of the San Francisco hen.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But walk the wholesale market streets,

						
					

					
							
			Ye housewives kind and wise,

						
					

					
							
			And on the poultry set for sale

						
					

					
							
			Fix your discerning eyes;

						
					

					
							
			In crowded cages huddled down,

						
					

					
							
			Unwatered and unfed,

						
					

					
							
			In fear and pain,

						
					

					
							
			In sun and rain,

						
					

					
							
			They scream till they are dead.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			They live in filth and agony,

						
					

					
							
			They die in shrieking fear—

						
					

					
							
			Come down, ye guardians of the home,

						
					

					
							
			And see and smell and hear!

						
					

					
							
			Let not your hearts be troubled

						
					

					
							
			By the tortures you behold,

						
					

					
							
			But judge if meat

						
					

					
							
			Is good to eat

						
					

					
							
			Defiled before it ’s sold.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The meekest housewife may assume

						
					

					
							
			An interest in the health

						
					

					
							
			Of those about her board who earn—

						
					

					
							
			Who are the country’s wealth;

						
					

					
							
			And meat like this means vile disease

						
					

					
							
			Among the sons of men—

						
					

					
							
			Not to dilate

						
					

					
							
			On the ghastly fate

						
					

					
							
			Of the San Francisco hen.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			In Re “Andromaniacs”

						
					

					
							
			Parkhurst says that woman is superior,

						
					

					
							
			Man, her son, confessedly inferior;

						
					

					
							
			That Scripture proves her excellence interior—

						
					

					
							
			“God’s favorite sex” is she;

						
					

					
							
			Pray forgive the scientific querier

						
					

					
							
			Who asks how that can be.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He says ’t is not in the body or the mind of her,

						
					

					
							
			But an element constituent in all that you can find of her,

						
					

					
							
			Not to see it is obdurate and blind of her,

						
					

					
							
			Stupid as can be;

						
					

					
							
			She is queen because of it—truly, more than kind of her!

						
					

					
							
			Queen of man is she.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			She is best, because of femininity.

						
					

					
							
			Man, poor wretch, has only masculinity.

						
					

					
							
			Here stands forth this servant of the Trinity

						
					

					
							
			To show which God prefers—

						
					

					
							
			The crowns and palms and prizes of infinity

						
					

					
							
			Undoubtedly are hers.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Still poor man may rule the world and fight in it,

						
					

					
							
			Teach and preach and hold his little light in it,

						
					

					
							
			Toil and plan that living may be bright in it,

						
					

					
							
			All for the sake of love;

						
					

					
							
			She has only to keep from any right in it,

						
					

					
							
			To hold her place above.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			My Cyclamen

						
					

					
							
			A little dull brown bulb from somewhere,

						
					

					
							
			And out of its heart,

						
					

					
							
			For days and months together,

						
					

					
							
			With never a thought for time or weather,

						
					

					
							
			The white buds start.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Great green lovely leaves surround it,

						
					

					
							
			Shaped like a heart,

						
					

					
							
			Large green leaves with purple under,

						
					

					
							
			And when they fall—the living wonder!—

						
					

					
							
			Fair new ones start.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			No matter now for air or sunlight,

						
					

					
							
			Alone it lives.

						
					

					
							
			Once ’t was fed with a flower’s full blessing,

						
					

					
							
			And from that memory caressing

						
					

					
							
			It gives and gives!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Crowding up in their generous beauty

						
					

					
							
			The white buds start;

						
					

					
							
			Once made rich with the joy of living—

						
					

					
							
			Now it has more in giving and giving

						
					

					
							
			Out of its heart.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							
			Work and Wages

						
					

					
							
			John Burns receives in weekly pay

						
					

					
							
			Five pounds as wages, clear;

						
					

					
							
			But a London banker, wise and great,

						
					

					
							
			Says John is worth to the English state

						
					

					
							
			Three million pounds a year.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He gives three million pounds in work,

						
					

					
							
			Gets fifty-two times five;

						
					

					
							
			It does not seem exactly straight

						
					

					
							
			That he who serves so well the state

						
					

					
							
			Should just be kept alive.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			John Rockefeller corners oil,

						
					

					
							
			To make thereby a living;

						
					

					
							
			And, by an odd coincidence,

						
					

					
							
			He makes—an income most immense—

						
					

					
							
			Just what John Burns is giving.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			He gives—the skill to corner oil!

						
					

					
							
			Gets fifteen million yearly;

						
					

					
							
			(Dollars for pounds the sum ’s the same,)

						
					

					
							
			But how in all creation’s name,

						
					

					
							
			Does it come to match so queerly?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The rich man makes his yearly claim,

						
					

					
							
			John Burns’ labor meets it;

						
					

					
							
			But why should one man feed the earth,

						
					

					
							
			Enriching it by all he ’s worth,

						
					

					
							
			If Rockefeller eats it?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And why should Rockefeller have,

						
					

					
							
			For handing round the oil,

						
					

					
							
			For his own self in private wealth

						
					

					
							
			Fruit of the teeming strength and health

						
					

					
							
			Of such unstinted toil?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			John Burns is rich and feeds the world,

						
					

					
							
			The world will soon forget him;

						
					

					
							
			John Rockefeller, poor and lean,

						
					

					
							
			Licks all our fullest platters clean—

						
					

					
							
			It ’s funny that we let him!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Ruined

						
					

					
							
			I am ruined! sobbed the seed,

						
					

					
							
			As it fell, by free winds shaken;

						
					

					
							
			For the earth was dark indeed,

						
					

					
							
			All the light and heat were taken,

						
					

					
							
			All the birds’ songs and leaves’ laughter—

						
					

					
							
			Only silence followed after—

						
					

					
							
			Cold and darkness were its meed.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am ruined! cried the rock

						
					

					
							
			As it fell in fragments scattered,

						
					

					
							
			For its strength went with the shock.

						
					

					
							
			All its use on earth was shattered;

						
					

					
							
			All its grandeur and stern beauty,

						
					

					
							
			All its forest-bearing duty—

						
					

					
							
			Lost in many a shapeless block.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I am ruined! wept the woman

						
					

					
							
			As she fell by Love’s beguiling,

						
					

					
							
			For her fate was fierce, inhuman;

						
					

					
							
			All hope vanished, sadly smiling,

						
					

					
							
			All the chance of reinstatement,

						
					

					
							
			Only shame without abatement,

						
					

					
							
			Endless shame for fallen woman.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			After seedtime came the sun,

						
					

					
							
			And warm rains of spring caressing,

						
					

					
							
			Till the seed that was but one

						
					

					
							
			Grew into a tree of blessing,

						
					

					
							
			Feeding, shading, emerald-suited,

						
					

					
							
			Rosy-blossomed, golden-fruited—

						
					

					
							
			Joy of all it shone upon.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The torn rock lay far and wide,

						
					

					
							
			Hammered sore and carved and hollowed,

						
					

					
							
			Till a temple rose beside,

						
					

					
							
			And fair palaces that followed.

						
					

					
							
			Power and beauty crowned the portals,

						
					

					
							
			Shelter to a race of mortals—

						
					

					
							
			Long the rock was glorified.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And the woman? She rose brave,

						
					

					
							
			Learned new wisdom from old sorrow,

						
					

					
							
			Wide that costly wisdom gave

						
					

					
							
			For all helpless ones to borrow—

						
					

					
							
			Purer for the fiery trial,

						
					

					
							
			Stronger for the long denial,

						
					

					
							
			Soul re-made to help and save.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Morning

						
					

					
							
			Think not of the morning as coming and going,

						
					

					
							
			Growing out of the dark,

						
					

					
							
			Growing into the day—

						
					

					
							
			While your place in the circle is lit by the glowing

						
					

					
							
			Which cometh and passeth away.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But see the green circle still turning and turning,

						
					

					
							
			While the sun never faileth

						
					

					
							
			Wherever earth flies;

						
					

					
							
			The light poureth steady—the earth turneth ready—

						
					

					
							
			And the glory of morning on earth never dies.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Like the crest of a wave combing white o’er green hollows,

						
					

					
							
			Sweeps the crest of the morning

						
					

					
							
			Around the green world,

						
					

					
							
			And dawn-music rolls up in the path that it follows

						
					

					
							
			With bright flowers unfolded and light wings unfurled.

						
					

				
			




			FROM


			Suffrage Songs and Verses



			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Coming

						
					

					
							
			Because the time is ripe, the age is ready,

						
					

					
							
			Because the world her woman’s help demands,

						
					

					
							
			Out of the long subjection and seclusion

						
					

					
							
			Come to our field of warfare and confusion

						
					

					
							
			The mother’s heart and hands.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Long has she stood aside, endured and waited,

						
					

					
							
			While man swung forward, toiling on alone;

						
					

					
							
			Now, for the weary man, so long ill-mated,

						
					

					
							
			Now, for the world for which she was created,

						
					

					
							
			Comes woman to her own.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not for herself! though sweet the air of freedom;

						
					

					
							
			Not for herself, though dear the new-born power;

						
					

					
							
			But for the child, who needs a nobler mother,

						
					

					
							
			For the whole people, needing one another,

						
					

					
							
			Comes woman to her hour.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Locked Inside

						
					

					
							
			She beats upon her bolted door,

						
					

					
							
			With faint weak hands;

						
					

					
							
			Drearily walks the narrow floor;

						
					

					
							
			Sullenly sits, blank walls before;

						
					

					
							
			Despairing stands.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Life calls her, Duty, Pleasure, Gain—

						
					

					
							
			Her dreams respond;

						
					

					
							
			But the blank daylights wax and wane,

						
					

					
							
			Dull peace, sharp agony, slow pain—

						
					

					
							
			No hope beyond.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Till she comes a thought! She lifts her head,

						
					

					
							
			The world grows wide!

						
					

					
							
			A voice—as if clear words were said—

						
					

					
							
			“Your door, O long imprisonéd,

						
					

					
							
			Is locked inside!”


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Now

						
					

					
							
			With God Above—Beneath—Beside—

						
					

					
							
			Without—Within—and Everywhere;

						
					

					
							
			Rising with the resistless tide

						
					

					
							
			Of life, and Sure of Getting There.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Patient with Nature’s long delay,

						
					

					
							
			Proud of our conscious upward swing;

						
					

					
							
			Not sorry for a single day,

						
					

					
							
			And Not Afraid of Anything!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			With Motherhood at last awake—

						
					

					
							
			With Power to Do and Light to See—

						
					

					
							
			Women may now begin to Make

						
					

					
							
			The People we are Meant to Be!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Boys Will Be Boys

						
					

					
							
			“Boys will be boys,” and boys have had their day;

						
					

					
							
			Boy-mischief and boy-carelessness and noise

						
					

					
							
			Extenuated all, allowed, excused and smoothed away,

						
					

					
							
			Each duty missed, each damaging wild act,

						
					

					
							
			By this meek statement of unquestioned fact—

						
					

					
							
			Boys will be boys!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Now, “women will be women.” Mark the change;

						
					

					
							
			Calm motherhood in place of boisterous youth;

						
					

					
							
			No warfare now; to manage and arrange,

						
					

					
							
			To nurture with wise care, is woman’s way,

						
					

					
							
			In peace and fruitful industry her sway,

						
					

					
							
			In love and truth.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			For Fear

						
					

					
							
			For fear of prowling beasts at night

						
					

					
							
			They blocked the cave;

						
					

					
							
			Women and children hid from sight,

						
					

					
							
			Men scarce more brave.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			For fear of warrior’s sword and spear

						
					

					
							
			They barred the gate;

						
					

					
							
			Women and children lived in fear,

						
					

					
							
			Men lived in hate.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			For fear of criminals today

						
					

					
							
			We lock the door;

						
					

					
							
			Women and children still to stay

						
					

					
							
			Hid evermore.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Come out! Ye need no longer hide!

						
					

					
							
			What fear you now?

						
					

					
							
			No wolf nor lion waits outside—

						
					

					
							
			Only a cow.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Come out! The world approaches peace,

						
					

					
							
			War nears its end;

						
					

					
							
			No warrior watches your release—

						
					

					
							
			Only a friend.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Come out! The night of crime has fled—

						
					

					
							
			Day is begun;

						
					

					
							
			Here is no criminal to dread—

						
					

					
							
			Only your son.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The world, half yours, demands your care,

						
					

					
							
			Waken and come!

						
					

					
							
			Make it a woman’s world; safe, fair,

						
					

					
							
			Garden and home.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			A Question

						
					

					
							
			Why is it, God, that mother’s hearts are made

						
					

					
							
			So very deep and wide?

						
					

					
							
			How does it help the world that we should hold

						
					

					
							
			Such welling floods of pain till we are old,

						
					

					
							
			Because when we were young one grave was laid—

						
					

					
							
			One baby died?


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The Housewife

						
					

					
							
			Here is the House to hold me—cradle of all the race;

						
					

					
							
			Here is my lord and my love, here are my children dear—

						
					

					
							
			Here is the House enclosing, the dear-loved dwelling place;

						
					

					
							
			Why should I ever weary for aught that I find not here?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Here for the hours of the day and the hours of the night;

						
					

					
							
			Bound with the bands of Duty, rivetted tight;

						
					

					
							
			Duty older than Adam—Duty that saw

						
					

					
							
			Acceptance utter and hopeless in the eyes of the serving squaw.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Food and the serving of food—that is my daylong care;

						
					

					
							
			What and when we shall eat, what and how we shall wear;

						
					

					
							
			Soiling and cleaning of things—that is my task in the main—

						
					

					
							
			Soil them and clean them and soil them—soil them and clean them again.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			To work at my trade by the dozen and never a trade to know;

						
					

					
							
			To plan like a Chinese puzzle—fitting and changing so;

						
					

					
							
			To think of a thousand details, each in a thousand ways;

						
					

					
							
			For my own immediate people and a possible love and praise.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My mind is trodden in circles, tiresome, narrow and hard,

						
					

					
							
			Useful, commonplace, private—simply a small backyard;

						
					

					
							
			And I the Mother of Nations!—Blind their struggle and vain!—

						
					

					
							
			I cover the earth with my children—each with a housewife’s brain.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Women to Men

						
					

					
							
			Dear father, from my cradle I acknowledge

						
					

					
							
			All your wise kindness, tender care, and love,

						
					

					
							
			Through days of kindergarten, school and college.

						
					

					
							
			Now there is one gift lacking—one above

						
					

					
							
			All other gifts of God, this highest trust is,

						
					

					
							
			The one great gift, beyond all power and pelf—

						
					

					
							
			Give me my freedom, father; give me justice,

						
					

					
							
			That I may guard my children and myself.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My brother, you and I were reared together;

						
					

					
							
			We played together, even-handed quite;

						
					

					
							
			We went to school in every kind of weather,

						
					

					
							
			Studied and ranked together as was right.

						
					

					
							
			We work together now and earn our living,

						
					

					
							
			You know how equal is the work we do;

						
					

					
							
			Come, brother, with the love you’re always giving,

						
					

					
							
			Give justice! It’s for me as well as you.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And you, my lover, kneeling here before me

						
					

					
							
			With tender eyes that burn, warm lips that plead,

						
					

					
							
			Protesting that you worship, aye, adore me;

						
					

					
							
			Begging my love as life’s supremest need,

						
					

					
							
			Vowing to make me happy. Ah, how dare you!

						
					

					
							
			Freedom and happiness have both one key!

						
					

					
							
			Lover and husband, by the love I bear you,

						
					

					
							
			Give justice! I can love you better, free!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Son my own son! Man-child that once was lying

						
					

					
							
			All rosy, tender, helpless on my breast,

						
					

					
							
			Your strength all dimples, your stern voice but crying,

						
					

					
							
			Looking to me for comfort, food and rest,

						
					

					
							
			Asking your life of me, and not another—

						
					

					
							
			And asking not in vain till life be done—

						
					

					
							
			Oh, my boy-baby! Is it I, your mother,

						
					

					
							
			Who comes to ask of justice from her son?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Now to the voter—tax-payer (or shirker),

						
					

					
							
			Please lay your private feelings on the shelf;

						
					

					
							
			O Man-at-large! Friend! Comrade! Fellow-worker;

						
					

					
							
			I am a human being like yourself.

						
					

					
							
			I’m not your wife and mother. Can’t be, whether

						
					

					
							
			I would or not: each to his own apart;

						
					

					
							
			But in the world we’re people altogether—

						
					

					
							
			Suffrage is not a question of the heart.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Son—Father—Brother—Lover unsupplanted—

						
					

					
							
			We’ll talk at home. This thing concerns the nation;

						
					

					
							
			A point of justice which is to be granted

						
					

					
							
			By men to women who are no relation.

						
					

					
							
			Perceive this fact, as salient as a steeple,

						
					

					
							
			Please try to argue from it if you can;

						
					

					
							
			Women have standing-room on earth as people

						
					

					
							
			Outside of their relation to some man.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			As wife and sweetheart, daughter, sister, mother,

						
					

					
							
			Each woman privately her views explains;

						
					

					
							
			As people of America—no other—

						
					

					
							
			We claim the right our government maintains.

						
					

					
							
			You who deny it stand in history’s pages

						
					

					
							
			Withholding justice! Pitiless and plain

						
					

					
							
			Your record stands down all the brightening ages—

						
					

					
							
			You fought with progress, but you fought in vain.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The Socialist and the Suffragist

						
					

					
							
			Said the Socialist to the Suffragist:

						
					

					
							
			“My cause is greater than yours!

						
					

					
							
			You only work for a Special Class,

						
					

					
							
			We for the gain of the General Mass,

						
					

					
							
			Which every good ensures!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said the Suffragist to the Socialist:

						
					

					
							
			“You underrate my Cause!

						
					

					
							
			While women remain a Subject Class,

						
					

					
							
			You never can move the General Mass,

						
					

					
							
			With your Economic Laws!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said the Socialist to the Suffragist:

						
					

					
							
			“You misinterpret facts!

						
					

					
							
			There is no room for doubt or schism

						
					

					
							
			In Economic Determinism—

						
					

					
							
			It governs all our acts!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Said the Suffragist to the Socialist:

						
					

					
							
			“You men will always find

						
					

					
							
			That this old world will never move

						
					

					
							
			More swiftly in its ancient groove

						
					

					
							
			While women stay behind!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“A lifted world lifts women up,”

						
					

					
							
			The Socialist explained.

						
					

					
							
			“You cannot lift the world at all

						
					

					
							
			While half of it is kept so small,”

						
					

					
							
			The Suffragist maintained.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The world awoke, and tartly spoke:

						
					

					
							
			“Your work is all the same:

						
					

					
							
			Work together or work apart,

						
					

					
							
			Work, each of you, with all your heart—

						
					

					
							
			Just get into the game!”


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The Malingerer

						
					

					
							
			Exempt! She “does not have to work!”

						
					

					
							
			So might one talk

						
					

					
							
			Defending long, bedridden ease,

						
					

					
							
			Weak yielding ankles, flaccid knees,

						
					

					
							
			With, “I don’t have to walk!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not have to work. Why not? Who gave

						
					

					
							
			Free pass to you?

						
					

					
							
			You’re housed and fed and taught and dressed

						
					

					
							
			By age-long labor of the rest—

						
					

					
							
			Work other people do!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			What do you give in honest pay

						
					

					
							
			For clothes and food?—

						
					

					
							
			Then as a shield, defence, excuse,

						
					

					
							
			She offers her exclusive use—

						
					

					
							
			Her function—Motherhood!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Is motherhood a trade you make

						
					

					
							
			A living by?

						
					

					
							
			And does the wealth you so may use,

						
					

					
							
			Squander, accumulate, abuse,

						
					

					
							
			Show motherhood as high?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Or does the motherhood of those

						
					

					
							
			Whose toil endures,

						
					

					
							
			The farmers’ and mechanics’ wives,

						
					

					
							
			Hard working servants all their lives—

						
					

					
							
			Deserve less price than yours?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We’re not exempt! Man’s world runs on,

						
					

					
							
			Motherless, wild;

						
					

					
							
			Our servitude and long duress,

						
					

					
							
			Our shameless, harem idleness,

						
					

					
							
			Both fail to serve the child.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The “Anti” and the Fly

						
					

					
							
			The fly upon the Cartwheel

						
					

					
							
			Thought he made all the Sound;

						
					

					
							
			He thought he made the Cart go on—

						
					

					
							
			And made the wheels go round.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Fly upon the Cartwheel

						
					

					
							
			Has won undying fame

						
					

					
							
			For Conceit that was colossal,

						
					

					
							
			And Ignorance the same.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But today he has a Rival

						
					

					
							
			As we roll down History’s Track—

						
					

					
							
			For the “Anti” on the Cartwheel

						
					

					
							
			Thinks she makes the Wheels go back!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Song for Equal Suffrage

						
					

					
							
			Day of hope and day of glory! After slavery and woe,

						
					

					
							
			Comes the dawn of woman’s freedom, and the light shall grow and grow

						
					

					
							
			Until every man and woman equal liberty shall know.

						
					

					
							
			In Freedom marching on!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Woman’s right is woman’s duty! For our share in life we call!

						
					

					
							
			Our will it is not weakened and our power it is not small.

						
					

					
							
			We are half of every nation! We are mothers of them all!

						
					

					
							
			In Wisdom marching on!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not for self but larger service has our cry for freedom grown,

						
					

					
							
			There is crime, disease and warfare in a world of men alone,

						
					

					
							
			In the name of love we’re rising now to serve and save our own,

						
					

					
							
			As Peace comes marching on!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			By every sweet and tender tie around our heartstrings curled,

						
					

					
							
			In the cause of nobler motherhood is woman’s flag unfurled,

						
					

					
							
			Till every child shall know the joy and peace of mother’s world—

						
					

					
							
			As Love comes marching on!

						
					

					
							
			We will help to make a pruning hook of every outgrown sword,

						
					

					
							
			We will help to knit the nations in continuing accord,

						
					

					
							
			In humanity made perfect is the glory of the Lord,

						
					

					
							
			As His world goes marching on!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Another Star


			(Suffrage Campaign Song for California)
TUNE: “Buy a Broom.”


			

						
					

					
							
			There are five a-light before us,

						
					

					
							
			In the flag flying o’er us,

						
					

					
							
			There’ll be six on next election—

						
					

					
							
			We bring a new star!

						
					

					
							
			We are coming like the others,

						
					

					
							
			Free Sisters, Free Brothers,

						
					

					
							
			In the pride of our affection

						
					

					
							
			For California.

						
					

					
							
			CHORUS: A ballot for the Lady!

						
					

					
							
			For the Home and for the Baby!

						
					

					
							
			Come, vote ye for the Lady,

						
					

					
							
			The Baby, the Home!

						
					

					
							
			Star of Hope and Star of Beauty!

						
					

					
							
			Of Freedom! Of Duty!

						
					

					
							
			Star of childhood’s new protection,

						
					

					
							
			That rises so high!

						
					

					
							
			We will work for it together

						
					

					
							
			In the golden, gay weather,

						
					

					
							
			And we’ll have it next election,

						
					

					
							
			Or we will know why.

						
					

					
							
			CHORUS: A ballot for the Lady!

						
					

					
							
			For the Home and for the Baby!

						
					

					
							
			Come, vote ye for the Lady,

						
					

					
							
			The Baby, the Home!

						
					

				
			




			SELECTED UNCOLLECTED POEMS


			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			My View

						
					

					
							
			From my high window the outlooker sees

						
					

					
							
			The whole wide Southern sky.

						
					

					
							
			Fort Hill is in the distance, always green,

						
					

					
							
			With ordinary houses thick between

						
					

					
							
			And scanty passers by.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Our street is flat, ungraded, little used;

						
					

					
							
			The sidewalks grown with grass;

						
					

					
							
			And just across a fenceless, open lot,

						
					

					
							
			Covered with ash heaps, where the sun shines hot

						
					

					
							
			On bits of broken glass.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			(It’s hard on nature—blotting her fair face

						
					

					
							
			With such discourteous deeds;

						
					

					
							
			But one short season gives her time enough

						
					

					
							
			To softly cover all the outlines rough

						
					

					
							
			With merciful thick weeds.)

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then numerous most limited back-yards;

						
					

					
							
			One o’ergrown with vines.

						
					

					
							
			But most of them are rather bare and small,

						
					

					
							
			With board and picket fences, standing all

						
					

					
							
			In parallel, straight lines.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Hardly a brilliant prospect, you will think.

						
					

					
							
			Plain houses, scanty passers by,

						
					

					
							
			Bare lots thick strewn with cinder heaps and shards.

						
					

					
							
			And small, monotonous township of back yards,

						
					

					
							
			Ah! you forget the sky!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			One Girl of Many


			if needs must be that offences come, but woe
onto HER through whom the offence cometh.


			1.

						
					

					
							
			One girl of many. Hungry from her birth

						
					

					
							
			Half-fed. Half-clothed. Untaught of woman’s worth.

						
					

					
							
			In joyless girlhood working for her bread;

						
					

					
							
			At each small sorrow wishing she were dead;

						
					

					
							
			yet gay at little pleasures. Sunlight seems

						
					

					
							
			Most bright and warm where it most seldom gleams.


			2.

						
					

					
							
			One girl of many. Tawdry dress and old;

						
					

					
							
			And not enough beneath to bar the cold.

						
					

					
							
			The little that she had misspent because

						
					

					
							
			She had no knowledge of our nature’s laws.

						
					

					
							
			Thinking in ignorance that it was best

						
					

					
							
			To wear a stylish look, and—bear the rest.


			3.

						
					

					
							
			One girl of many. With a human heart.

						
					

					
							
			A woman’s too; and nerves that feel the smart

						
					

					
							
			Of each new pain as keenly as your own.

						
					

					
							
			The old ones, through long use, have softer grown.

						
					

					
							
			And yet in spite of use, she holds the thought

						
					

					
							
			Of might-be joys more than, perhaps, she ought.


			4.

						
					

					
							
			One girl of many. But the fault is here;

						
					

					
							
			Though she to all the others was so near;

						
					

					
							
			One difference there was, which made a change.

						
					

					
							
			No wrong thing, surely. Consequence most strange!

						
					

					
							
			Alike in birth. Alike in life’s rough way.

						
					

					
							
			She, through no evil, was more fair than they!


			5.

						
					

					
							
			So came the offer. “Leave this story cold

						
					

					
							
			Where you may drudge and starve till you are old.

						
					

					
							
			Come! I will give you rest. And food and fire.

						
					

					
							
			And fair apparel to your heart’s desire;

						
					

					
							
			Shelter. Protection. Kindness. Peace and Love.

						
					

					
							
			Has your life anything you hold above?”


			6.

						
					

					
							
			And she had not in all her daily sight

						
					

					
							
			There shone no vestige of the color White;

						
					

					
							
			She had seen nothing in her narrow life

						
					

					
							
			To make her venerate the title “wife.”

						
					

					
							
			She knew no reason why the thing was wrong;

						
					

					
							
			And instinct grows debased in ages long.


			7.

						
					

					
							
			All things that she had ever yet desired

						
					

					
							
			All dreams that her starved girlhood’s heart had fired

						
					

					
							
			All that life held of yet unknown delight

						
					

					
							
			Shone, to her ignorance, in colors bright.

						
					

					
							
			Shone near at hand, and sure. If she had known!

						
					

					
							
			But she was ignorant. She was alone.


			8.

						
					

					
							
			And so she—sinned. I think we call it sin,

						
					

					
							
			And found that every step she took therein

						
					

					
							
			Made sinning easier and conscience weak.

						
					

					
							
			And there was never one who cared to speak

						
					

					
							
			A word to guide and warn her. If there were

						
					

					
							
			I fear such help were thrown away on her.


			9.

						
					

					
							
			Only one girl of many. Of the street.

						
					

					
							
			In lowest depths. The story grows unmeet

						
					

					
							
			For well-bred ears. Sorrow and sin and shame

						
					

					
							
			Over and over till the blackened name

						
					

					
							
			Sank out of sight without a hand to save.

						
					

					
							
			Sin, shame, and sorrow, sickness, and the grave.


			10.

						
					

					
							
			Only one girl of many. ’Tis a need

						
					

					
							
			Of man’s existence to repeat the deed.

						
					

					
							
			Social necessity. Men cannot live

						
					

					
							
			Without what these disgraceful creatures give.

						
					

					
							
			Black shame. Dishonor. Misery and Sin.

						
					

					
							
			And men find needed health and life therein!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The Weeping Nautilus


			i.

						
					

					
							
			Upon a broad and placid beach,

						
					

					
							
			Beside the billows’ swell,

						
					

					
							
			I mused upon the human race

						
					

					
							
			Which doeth all things well;

						
					

					
							
			When I heard a chambered nautilus

						
					

					
							
			A-weeping in his shell.


			ii.

						
					

					
							
			In fair boat of radiant pearl,

						
					

					
							
			With silver sail and oar,

						
					

					
							
			On sunlit waves we floated there,

						
					

					
							
			A little way from shore;

						
					

					
							
			And yet that chambered nautilus

						
					

					
							
			Did sob and sorrow sore.


			iii.

						
					

					
							
			My heart went out in sympathy

						
					

					
							
			Across the shallow sea;

						
					

					
							
			Thought I, “with form so beautiful

						
					

					
							
			And life so fair and free,

						
					

					
							
			A thing to make this creature weep

						
					

					
							
			An awful thing must be!”


			iv.

						
					

					
							
			So I asked him most respectfully,

						
					

					
							
			With interest sincere,

						
					

					
							
			If he would tell me why he wept,

						
					

					
							
			When all things did appear

						
					

					
							
			So perfectly harmonious,

						
					

					
							
			So bright and calm and clear.


			v.

						
					

					
							
			Then he spoke in woeful accents,

						
					

					
							
			As did such grief behoove,

						
					

					
							
			Waving his lovely tentacles

						
					

					
							
			From softly silvered groove—

						
					

					
							
			“I am the saddest thing alive

						
					

					
							
			Because I have to move!”


			vi.

						
					

					
							
			“To move!” said I; “to grow, you mean—

						
					

					
							
			The lot of living things!

						
					

					
							
			But you grow in a pearly shell

						
					

					
							
			While others grow in wings,

						
					

					
							
			In legs, fins, tails, beaks, horns and scales,

						
					

					
							
			Proboscises, and stings!”


			vii.

						
					

					
							
			“No, no!” he cried, “it isn’t that

						
					

					
							
			Which makes my grief and gloom,

						
					

					
							
			In spite of summer sea and sky

						
					

					
							
			And irridescent bloom—

						
					

					
							
			But when I grow I have to move,

						
					

					
							
			And build another room!


			viii.

						
					

					
							
			“My little rooms! my little rooms!

						
					

					
							
			Each dear deserted shell!

						
					

					
							
			So sweetly smooth, so softly bright,

						
					

					
							
			And fitting me so well!

						
					

					
							
			I sob and grieve for each I leave

						
					

					
							
			But still I grow and swell!


			ix.

						
					

					
							
			I never can revisit them!

						
					

					
							
			Each step has made a wall!

						
					

					
							
			I never can grow backward,

						
					

					
							
			And be young again and small!

						
					

					
							
			I have to rise—to grow—to move!

						
					

					
							
			And I don’t like it all!”


			x.

						
					

					
							
			I rose and wandered on a space,

						
					

					
							
			With thoughts too deep to tell;

						
					

					
							
			And still, through all my pride of race,

						
					

					
							
			Above the billowy swell,

						
					

					
							
			I heard the chambered nautilus

						
					

					
							
			A-weeping in his shell!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Closed Doors

						
					

					
							
			When it is night and the house is still,

						
					

					
							
			When it is day and the guests are gone,

						
					

					
							
			When the lights and colors and sounds that fill

						
					

					
							
			Leave the house empty and you alone:

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then you hear them stir—you hear them shift—

						
					

					
							
			You hear them through the walls and floors—

						
					

					
							
			And the door-knobs turn and the latches lift

						
					

					
							
			On the closet doors.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then you try to read and you try to think,

						
					

					
							
			And you try to work—but the hour is late;

						
					

					
							
			No play nor labor nor meat nor drink

						
					

					
							
			Will make them wait.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Well for you if the locks are good!

						
					

					
							
			Well for you if the bolts are strong,

						
					

					
							
			And the panels heavy with oaken wood,

						
					

					
							
			And the chamber long.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Even so you can hear them plead—

						
					

					
							
			Hear them argue—hear them moan—

						
					

					
							
			When the house is very still indeed,

						
					

					
							
			And you are alone.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Blessed then is a step outside,

						
					

					
							
			Warm hands to hold you, eyes that smile,

						
					

					
							
			The stir and noise of a world that’s wide,

						
					

					
							
			To silence yours for a little while.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Fill your life with work and play!

						
					

					
							
			Fill your heart with joy and pain!

						
					

					
							
			Hold your friends while they will stay,

						
					

					
							
			Silent so shall these remain.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But you can hear them when you hark—

						
					

					
							
			Things you wish you had not known—

						
					

					
							
			When the house is very still and dark,

						
					

					
							
			And you are alone.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Queer People

						
					

					
							
			The people people work with best are often very queer;

						
					

					
							
			The people people own by birth quite shock your first idea;

						
					

					
							
			The people people choose for friends your common sense appal,

						
					

					
							
			But the people people marry are the queerest folks of all.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Two Callings


			i

						
					

					
							
			I hear a deep voice through uneasy dreaming,

						
					

					
							
			A deep, soft, tender, soul-beguiling voice;

						
					

					
							
			A lulling voice that bids the dreams remain,

						
					

					
							
			That calms my restlessness and dulls my pain,

						
					

					
							
			That thrills and fills and holds me till in seeming

						
					

					
							
			There is no other sound on earth—no choice.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Home!” says the deep voice, “Home!” and softly singing

						
					

					
							
			Brings me a sense of safety unsurpassed;

						
					

					
							
			So old! so old! The piles above the wave—

						
					

					
							
			The shelter of the stone-blocked, shadowy cave—

						
					

					
							
			Security of sun-kissed treetops swinging—

						
					

					
							
			Safety and Home at last!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Home” says the sweet voice, and warm Comfort rises,

						
					

					
							
			Holding my soul with velvet-fingered hands;

						
					

					
							
			Comfort of leafy lair and lapping fur,

						
					

					
							
			Soft couches, cushions, curtains, and the stir

						
					

					
							
			Of easy pleasure that the body prizes,

						
					

					
							
			Of soft, swift feet to serve the least commands.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I shrink—half rise—and then it murmurs “Duty!”

						
					

					
							
			Again the past rolls out—a scroll unfurled;

						
					

					
							
			Allegiance and long labor due my lord—

						
					

					
							
			Allegiance in an idleness abhorred—

						
					

					
							
			I am the squaw—the slave—the harem beauty—

						
					

					
							
			I serve and serve, the handmaid of the world.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My soul rebels—but hark! a new note thrilling,

						
					

					
							
			Deep, deep, past finding—I protest no more;

						
					

					
							
			The voice says “Love” and all those ages dim

						
					

					
							
			Stand glorified and justified in him;

						
					

					
							
			I bow—I kneel—the woman soul is willing—

						
					

					
							
			“Love is the law. Be still! Obey! Adore!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And then—ah, then! The deep voice murmurs “Mother!”

						
					

					
							
			And all life answers from the primal sea;

						
					

					
							
			A mingling of all lullabies; a peace

						
					

					
							
			That asks no understanding; the release

						
					

					
							
			Of nature’s holiest power—who seeks another?

						
					

					
							
			Home? Home is Mother—Mother, Home—to me.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Home!” says the deep voice; “Home and Easy Pleasure!

						
					

					
							
			Safety and Comfort, Laws of Life well kept!

						
					

					
							
			Love!” and my heart rose thrilling at the word;

						
					

					
							
			“Mother!” it nestled down and never stirred;

						
					

					
							
			“Duty and Peace and Love beyond all measure!

						
					

					
							
			Home! Safety! Comfort! Mother”—and I slept.


			ii

						
					

					
							
			A bugle call! A clear, keen, ringing cry,

						
					

					
							
			Relentless—eloquent—that found the ear

						
					

					
							
			Through fold on fold of slumber, sweet, profound—

						
					

					
							
			A widening wave of universal sound,

						
					

					
							
			Piercing the heart—filling the utmost sky—

						
					

					
							
			I wake—I must wake! Hear—for I must hear!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“The World! The World is crying! Hear its needs!

						
					

					
							
			Home is a part of life—I am the whole!

						
					

					
							
			Home is the cradle—shall a whole life stay

						
					

					
							
			Cradled in comfort through the working day?

						
					

					
							
			I, too, am Home—the Home of all high deeds—

						
					

					
							
			The only Home to hold the human soul!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Courage!—the front of conscious life!” it cried;

						
					

					
							
			“Courage that dares to die and dares to live!

						
					

					
							
			Why should you prate of safety? Is life meant

						
					

					
							
			In ignominious safety to be spent?

						
					

					
							
			Is Home best valued as a place to hide?

						
					

					
							
			Come out, and give what you are here to give!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Strength and Endurance! of high action born!”

						
					

					
							
			And all that dream of Comfort shrank away,

						
					

					
							
			Turning its fond, beguiling face aside:

						
					

					
							
			So Selfishness and Luxury and Pride

						
					

					
							
			Stood forth revealed, till I grew fierce with scorn,

						
					

					
							
			And burned to meet the dangers of the day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Duty? Aye, Duty! Duty! Mark the word!”

						
					

					
							
			I turned to my old standard. It was rent

						
					

					
							
			From hem to hem, and through the gaping place

						
					

					
							
			I saw my undone duties to the race

						
					

					
							
			Of man—neglected—spurned—how had I heard

						
					

					
							
			That word and never dreamed of what it meant!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Duty! Unlimited—eternal—new!”

						
					

					
							
			And I? My idol on a petty shrine

						
					

					
							
			Fell as I turned, and Cowardice and Sloth

						
					

					
							
			Fell too, unmasked, false Duty covering both—

						
					

					
							
			While the true Duty, all-embracing, high,

						
					

					
							
			Showed the clear line of noble deeds to do.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And then the great voice rang out to the sun,

						
					

					
							
			And all my terror left me, all my shame,

						
					

					
							
			While every dream of joy from earliest youth

						
					

					
							
			Came back and lived!—that joy unhoped was truth,

						
					

					
							
			All joy, all hope, all truth, all peace grew one,

						
					

					
							
			Life opened clear, and Love? Love was its name!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So when the great word “Mother!” rang once more,

						
					

					
							
			I saw at last its meaning and its place;

						
					

					
							
			Not the blind passion of the brooding past,

						
					

					
							
			But Mother—the World’s Mother—come at last,

						
					

					
							
			To love as she had never loved before—

						
					

					
							
			To feed and guard and teach the human race.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The world was full of music clear and high!

						
					

					
							
			The world was full of light! The world was free!

						
					

					
							
			And I? Awake at last, in joy untold,

						
					

					
							
			Saw Love and Duty broad as life unrolled—

						
					

					
							
			Wide as the earth—unbounded as the sky—

						
					

					
							
			Home was the World—the World was Home to me!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The Purpose

						
					

					
							
			Serene she sat, full grown in human power,

						
					

					
							
			Established in the service of the world,

						
					

					
							
			Full-hearted, rich, strong with the age’s life,

						
					

					
							
			Wise with the womanhood of centuries,

						
					

					
							
			With broad still brows and deep eyes lit beneath

						
					

					
							
			With fire of inextinguishable love,

						
					

					
							
			In beauty which the study of a life

						
					

					
							
			Would fail to measure—beauty as of hills

						
					

					
							
			Or the heart-stilling wonder of the sea.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then came her lovers, awed and passionate,

						
					

					
							
			With naught to offer that she had not more

						
					

					
							
			Save only—manhood. Lovers made by God

						
					

					
							
			To offer to her final power of choice

						
					

					
							
			Their natural tribute of diverging gifts,

						
					

					
							
			The man’s inherent variance of growth,

						
					

					
							
			That she, by choosing, build a better race.

						
					

					
							
			Theirs the resistless longing to fulfill

						
					

					
							
			Their nature’s primal law at any cost,

						
					

					
							
			The one great purpose of their parted life;

						
					

					
							
			Love their first cause, love their determined end.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			So she, from ardent, emulous appeal,

						
					

					
							
			After the inner ruling of her heart

						
					

					
							
			Chose him of all best mated to herself,

						
					

					
							
			Best qualified to glorify The Child—

						
					

					
							
			For this was she made woman—not for him.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			In Alabama Woods

						
					

					
							
			The wet, dark woods—monotonous tall pines,

						
					

					
							
			The heavy velvet mat of brown below,

						
					

					
							
			And straight shafts rising, sodden black with rain,

						
					

					
							
			In clean, long lines.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			From stem to stem, a high-hung solemn pall,

						
					

					
							
			Thick clouds of blue-green needles cover all;

						
					

					
							
			But see, across the gloom, again! again!

						
					

					
							
			The dogwood’s flame of snow!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			To the Wise—A Bargain

						
					

					
							
			Said the Slumchild to the Wise—

						
					

					
							
			To the people of place and power

						
					

					
							
			Who govern and guide the hour,

						
					

					
							
			To the people who write and teach,

						
					

					
							
			Ruling our thought and speech,

						
					

					
							
			And all the Captains and Kings

						
					

					
							
			Who command the making of things:—

						
					

					
							
			“Give me the good ye know,

						
					

					
							
			That I, the Child, may grow!

						
					

					
							
			Light for the whole day long,

						
					

					
							
			Food that is pure and strong,

						
					

					
							
			Housing and clothing fair,

						
					

					
							
			Clear water and clean air,

						
					

					
							
			Teaching from day to day,

						
					

					
							
			And room—for a child to play!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Then the Wise made answer cold:

						
					

					
							
			“These things are not given, but sold.

						
					

					
							
			“They shall be yours to-day

						
					

					
							
			If you can pay.”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“Pay!” said the Child, “Pay you?

						
					

					
							
			“What can I do?

						
					

					
							
			“Only in years’ slow length

						
					

					
							
			“Shall I have strength.

						
					

					
							
			“I have not power nor skill,

						
					

					
							
			“Wisdom nor wit nor will—

						
					

					
							
			“What service weak and wild

						
					

					
							
			“Can you ask of a little child?”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			But the Wise made answer cold:

						
					

					
							
			“Goods must be bought and sold;

						
					

					
							
			“You shall have nothing here

						
					

					
							
			“Without paying—paying dear!”

						
					

					
							
			And the Rulers turned away.

						
					

					
							
			But the Child cried to them: “Stay!

						
					

					
							
			Wait! I will pay!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			“For the foulness where I live,

						
					

					
							
			“Filth in return I give.

						
					

					
							
			“For the greed that withholds my right,

						
					

					
							
			“Greed that shall shake your might.

						
					

					
							
			“For the sins I live in and learn

						
					

					
							
			“Plentiful sin I return.

						
					

					
							
			“For my lack in home and school,

						
					

					
							
			“Ignorance comes to rule.

						
					

					
							
			“From where I sicken and die,

						
					

					
							
			“Disease in your homes shall lie.

						
					

					
							
			“My all uncounted death

						
					

					
							
			“Shall choke your children’s breath.

						
					

					
							
			“Degenerate—crippled—base—

						
					

					
							
			“I degrade the human race;

						
					

					
							
			“And the people you have made—

						
					

					
							
			“These shall make you afraid!

						
					

					
							
			“I ask no more. I take

						
					

					
							
			“The terms you make;

						
					

					
							
			“And steadily, day by day,

						
					

					
							
			I will pay.”


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Child Labor

						
					

					
							
			The children in the Poor House

						
					

					
							
			May die of many an ill,

						
					

					
							
			But the Poor House does not profit

						
					

					
							
			By their labor in the mill!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The children in the Orphanage

						
					

					
							
			Wear raiment far from fine,

						
					

					
							
			But no Orphanage is financed

						
					

					
							
			By child labor in a mine.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The Cruel Law may send them

						
					

					
							
			To Reform School’s iron sway,

						
					

					
							
			But it does not set small children

						
					

					
							
			To hard labor by the day.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Only the Loving Family,

						
					

					
							
			Which we so much admire,

						
					

					
							
			Is willing to support itself

						
					

					
							
			On little children’s hire.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Only the Human Father,

						
					

					
							
			A man, with power to think,

						
					

					
							
			Will take from little children

						
					

					
							
			The price of food and drink.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Only the Human Mother—

						
					

					
							
			Degraded, helpless thing!

						
					

					
							
			Will make her little children work

						
					

					
							
			And live on what they bring!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			No fledgling feeds the father-bird!

						
					

					
							
			No chicken feeds the hen!

						
					

					
							
			No kitten mouses for the cat—

						
					

					
							
			This glory is for men.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We are the Wisest, Strongest Race—

						
					

					
							
			Loud may our praise be sung!—

						
					

					
							
			The only animal alive

						
					

					
							
			That lives upon its young!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			We make the poverty that takes

						
					

					
							
			The lives of babies so.

						
					

					
							
			We can awake! rebuild! remake!—

						
					

					
							
			And let our children grow!


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Two Prayers

						
					

					
							
			Only for these I pray,

						
					

					
							
			Pray with assurance strong;

						
					

					
							
			Light to discover the way,

						
					

					
							
			Power to follow it long.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Let me have light to see,

						
					

					
							
			Light to be sure and know,

						
					

					
							
			When the road is clear to me

						
					

					
							
			Willingly I go.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Let me have Power to do,

						
					

					
							
			Power of the brain and nerve,

						
					

					
							
			Though the task is heavy and new

						
					

					
							
			Willingly I will serve.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			My prayers are lesser than three,

						
					

					
							
			Nothing I pray but two;

						
					

					
							
			Let me have light to see,

						
					

					
							
			Let me have power to do.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			We Eat at Home


			rondeau

						
					

					
							
			We eat at home; we do not care

						
					

					
							
			Of what insanitary fare:

						
					

					
							
			So long as Mother makes the pie,

						
					

					
							
			Content we live, content we die,

						
					

					
							
			And proudly our dyspepsia bear.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Straight from our furred forefather’s lair

						
					

					
							
			The instinct comes of feeding there;

						
					

					
							
			And still unmoved by progress high

						
					

					
							
			We eat at home.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			In wasteful ignorance we buy

						
					

					
							
			Alone; alone our food we fry;

						
					

					
							
			What though a tenfold cost we bear,

						
					

					
							
			The doctor’s bill, the dentist’s chair?

						
					

					
							
			Still without ever asking why

						
					

					
							
			We eat at home.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			The City of Death

						
					

					
							
			A city licked and nibbled night and day

						
					

					
							
			By sullen fires that fret behind their bars;

						
					

					
							
			By myriad fires, enslaved, rebellious, filled

						
					

					
							
			With smouldering hate—that blazes now and then,

						
					

					
							
			And men and women die, choked, crushed, and burned.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A city piped with poison, room by room;

						
					

					
							
			The small black mouth whose venom fills the air,

						
					

					
							
			And men and women die, unwounded, still—— . . .

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A city fed with poison, milk and meat,

						
					

					
							
			All the rich plenty of the fruitful earth,

						
					

					
							
			All that men make, all that we needs must eat.

						
					

					
							
			Even the medicine that shouts aloud

						
					

					
							
			Its cure for all our ills—this poison too,

						
					

					
							
			Slow, varied, indistinguishable death.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A city whose foul rivers, self-defiled,

						
					

					
							
			Spread our disease to helpless water-folk,

						
					

					
							
			And they, in quiet undiscerned revenge

						
					

					
							
			Slay us again, with indiscriminate aim.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A city in whose streets red murder runs;

						
					

					
							
			Not only sordid crime, but Juggernaut,

						
					

					
							
			A thousand Juggernauts, at railroad speed,

						
					

					
							
			Charging upon their victims young and old,

						
					

					
							
			And careless as a cyclone of the trail

						
					

					
							
			Of death and crippled ruin left behind.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			A city whose own thick mephitic air

						
					

					
							
			Insidiously destroys its citizens;

						
					

					
							
			Whose buildings rob us of the blessed sun,

						
					

					
							
			The cleansing wind, the very breath of life;

						
					

					
							
			Whose weltering rush of swarming human forms,

						
					

					
							
			Forced hurtling through foul subterranean tubes

						
					

					
							
			Kills more than bodies, coarsens mind and soul.

						
					

					
							
			Destroys all grace and kindly courtesy,

						
					

					
							
			And steadily degrades our humanness

						
					

					
							
			To slavish acquiescence in its shame.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Five and Fifty

						
					

					
							
			If fifty men did all the work

						
					

					
							
			And gave the price to five,

						
					

					
							
			And let those five make all the rules—

						
					

					
							
			You’d say the fifty men were fools,

						
					

					
							
			Unfit to be alive.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			And if you heard complaining cries

						
					

					
							
			From fifty brawny men,

						
					

					
							
			Blaming the five for graft and greed,

						
					

					
							
			Injustice, cruelty indeed—

						
					

					
							
			What would you call them then?

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not by their own superior force

						
					

					
							
			Do five on fifty live,

						
					

					
							
			But by election and assent,

						
					

					
							
			And privilege and government—

						
					

					
							
			Powers that the fifty give.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			If fifty men are really fools,

						
					

					
							
			And five have all the brains,

						
					

					
							
			The five must rule as now we find;

						
					

					
							
			But if the fifty have the mind—

						
					

					
							
			Why don’t they take the reins?


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			Twigs

						
					

					
							
			’Tis an amusing thing to see

						
					

					
							
			The topmost twigs on a growing tree

						
					

					
							
			Look down with freshly worded scorn

						
					

					
							
			On the boughs by which they are upborne.

						
					

					
							
			Below, beneath contempt, is sunk

						
					

					
							
			The twigless Mid-Victorian trunk;

						
					

					
							
			While as to roots—how should they know

						
					

					
							
			There must be roots for them to grow?

						
					

					
							
			“We twigs are Life, are Youth,” they say;

						
					

					
							
			“We are the world! We are To-day!

						
					

					
							
			This talk of boughs and trunk-bark rough

						
					

					
							
			And tribal myth of roots—Old Stuff!”

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			The tree minds not the little dears,

						
					

					
							
			It has had twigs in previous years.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			A Psalm of “Lives”


			(With apologies to Longfellow)

						
					

					
							
			To the Editor of The Saturday Review:

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			SIR:

						
					

					
							
			They tell now us in mystic numbers

						
					

					
							
			Life is all a Freudian dream,

						
					

					
							
			Nor the soul is safe that slumbers,

						
					

					
							
			Things are worse than what they seem.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Life is sex; in life thou burnest,

						
					

					
							
			In the grave a smouldering coal,

						
					

					
							
			Lust thou art, to lust returnest

						
					

					
							
			They are writing of the soul.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Not enjoyment and not sorrow

						
					

					
							
			Is our destined end or way,

						
					

					
							
			But to act, that each tomorrow

						
					

					
							
			Find us coarser than today.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Art is long and Time is fleeting,

						
					

					
							
			And no matter how we look

						
					

					
							
			Still our secret sins are beating

						
					

					
							
			Records for a beastlier book.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			For the publisher’s wide battle,

						
					

					
							
			For this barbecue of “Lives,”

						
					

					
							
			Be not like clean peaceful cattle,

						
					

					
							
			Be a Bluebeard rich in wives.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Trust the future’s tales unpleasant,

						
					

					
							
			Let no past respect its dead,

						
					

					
							
			Act, act in the living present

						
					

					
							
			For biographers ahead.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Lives of great men all remind us

						
					

					
							
			We can make our lives unclean,

						
					

					
							
			And, departing, leave behind us

						
					

					
							
			Data for more “Lives” obscene.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Stories that perhaps another

						
					

					
							
			Tired of misbehavior vain,

						
					

					
							
			A blasé and wearied brother,

						
					

					
							
			Reading, may begin again.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			Let us then be up and doing,

						
					

					
							
			With a heart for any shame,

						
					

					
							
			Still achieving, still pursuing,

						
					

					
							
			Learn to live for long ill-fame.


						
					

				
			





			
				
					
				
				
					
							

			To Isadora Duncan

						
					

					
							
			I have seen ballets. Hard-legged women

						
					

					
							
			Hopping on stiffly distorted ugly foot-pegs;

						
					

					
							
			Spinning like toy tops; whirling senseless petticoats,

						
					

					
							
			Short and conventional, graceless as powder-puffs,

						
					

					
							
			With the hard legs thrusting forth from the center.


			. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

						
					

					
							
			I have seen Isadora. I have seen dancing.

						
					

					
							
			She, loving, motherly, utterly gracious,

						
					

					
							
			Grave in her suave folded robes; and around her

						
					

					
							
			Blossomed the maidens, budded the children.

						
					

					
							
			Lovely young maids with their light limbs leaping,

						
					

					
							
			Arms tossing wide in the grace of young gladness,

						
					

					
							
			Joy in their movement, joy in their faces.

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			I have seen dancing; soft-footed music;

						
					

					
							
			Free naked feet, with each step a caressing,

						
					

					
							
			White knees uplifting, white arms outwaving,

						
					

					
							
			Fair growing maids and the fairy wee children,

						
					

					
							
			Light as the flowers are, light as the snow-flake.

						
					

					
							
			Leaping as the heart leaps—Springtime! Morning!

						
					

					
							
			

						
					

					
							
			All blossom free from the heart of Isadora,

						
					

					
							
			Mother of music, of melody in motion;

						
					

					
							
			She, recreator of long-vanished wonder,

						
					

					
							
			Mother of happiness! Mother of beauty!

						
					

				
			




			CHRONOLOGY


			NOTE ON THE TEXTS


			NOTES


			Chronology


			


			1860–1869


			Born July 3, 1860, in Hartford, Connecticut, to Frederic Beecher Perkins and Mary Westcott Perkins, both scions of old New England families and distant cousins. Mother’s family traces its roots to the earliest English settlers of Rhode Island. Father is the grandson of Lyman Beecher, the eminent Calvinist minister, whose thirteen children include Henry Ward Beecher, Harriet Beecher Stowe, Catherine Beecher, and Isabella Beecher Hooker, all of whom are devoted in various ways to the advancement of learning, social reform, and expanded opportunities for women. Frederic (b. 1828) attends Yale for two years, teaches school in New York and New Jersey, studies law in his father’s office, and is admitted to Connecticut bar but does not practice. In 1854, moves to New York City and assumes editorial position with the New York Tribune, later returning to Hartford and becoming assistant editor of Barnard’s American Journal of Education and the librarian for the Connecticut Historical Society. Develops active career as a writer, editor, and librarian. In her autobiography, Gilman will write that he “took to books as a duck to water. He read them, he wrote them, he edited them, he criticized them, he became a librarian and classified them.” Frederic and Mary (b. 1829) marry on May 21, 1857, in Providence, Rhode Island. In addition to Charlotte, they have three other children: Thomas Henry (b. 1858, dies one month later), Thomas Adie (b. 1859), and Julia De Wolf (b. 1866, dies that September). Gilman will later assert that after Charlotte’s birth, mother was advised by doctor that it would be dangerous to have more children, which contributed to recurring separation of parents. The specific details of their separation remain unclear, but Gilman’s autobiography will state, “my childhood had no father,” and characterize him as “an occasional visitor” who endowed her with “the Beecher urge to social service, the Beecher wit and gift of words and such small sense of art as I have.” Charlotte’s childhood is marked by financial and emotional insecurity. Mother withholds “all expression of affection” from Charlotte “so that she should not be used to it or long for it.” During her childhood, family moves frequently within and between cities in Connecticut, New York, Rhode Island, and Massachusetts, often depending on charity of friends and extended family. Parents’ separation becomes permanent by 1869.


			1870–1872


			Father becomes assistant editor of Old and New, a magazine edited by his brother-in-law, writer Edward Everett Hale. Mother moves with children to countryside near Rehoboth, Massachusetts, for three years. Gilman’s memories of that time include developing a richly imaginative dreamworld filled with magic princesses and then having to repress it at the behest of her mother, who fears that such fantasies are dangerous. Father contributes to collaborative novel, Six of One by Half a Dozen of the Other: An Everyday Novel (1872); other contributors include Harriet Beecher Stowe, Lucretia Hale, and Edward Everett Hale.


			1873


			Mother files for divorce to permit husband to remarry. In the fall, mother moves the family to Providence to take care of her mother and grandmother in their final illnesses.


			1874


			In May, father assumes position at the Boston Public Library as assistant superintendent, a job he will retain until December 1879, contributing to creation of decimal classification system and the development of library science as a discipline. In June, mother joins with two other families and a friend, all Swedenborgians, to form a “co-operative housekeeping group” in Providence; she also joins their church. Gilman later cites this experience as confirmation of her rejection of co-operative housekeeping as “inherently doomed to failure” (as opposed to her advocacy of using professional services to provide cleaning and kitchen duties). The arrangement will last until February 1876. An inheritance permits Charlotte and Thomas to attend good private schools during this time. Gilman later estimates that by age fifteen she’d only had about four years of formal education at seven different schools.


			1875


			Stands up to her mother, refusing to offer an apology to the woman who is the de facto head of their cooperative household, and who claimed to know psychically that Gilman was thinking “harsh things of her.” Will declare this experience “an immense illumination”: “neither she, nor any one, could make me do anything. One could suffer, one could die if it came to that, but one could not be coerced. I was born.”


			1876


			In February, the experiment in cooperative housekeeping ends, as does formal schooling for Gilman and her brother. Family spends month with mother’s half sister, another month with family friend in Rehoboth, then returns to Providence to a four-room flat that they will occupy for about five years. Gilman begins elaborate process of self-examination and starts to develop systematic forms of self-education emphasizing a wide range of reading, physical exercise, and a commitment to a life of service to humanity.


			1877


			Asks father to provide a list of books that will give her the historical background she needs; he recommends volumes on ancient civilization and the origins of human culture, and sends her issues of Popular Science Monthly, which played a crucial role in introducing Americans to both Darwin’s theory of evolution and Herbert Spencer’s concepts of social Darwinism. Gilman will “set about the imperative task of building my own religion, based on knowledge.” Develops a wider social life, visiting relatives and making new friends, perhaps most notably intensely personal and enduring relationships with Martha Luther and Grace Ellery Channing. Father publishes Charles Dickens: His Life and Work, a fourth edition of The Best Reading, and a volume of short stories, Devil Puzzlers, and Other Studies.


			1878–1879


			Continues to seek means of personal and intellectual growth; father’s next reading list includes histories of Greece, Rome, the United States, and England. Purchases and reads William Blaikie’s How to Get Strong and Stay So, a book on physical fitness that becomes important to her. Starting in October, attends the newly opened Rhode Island School of Design, studying art for two years, with financial support from her father, who also pays for her brother Thomas’s unsuccessful attempt to pursue higher education at M.I.T. The headmaster provides Charlotte with a testimonial affirming her qualification to teach art.


			1880


			Earns a living teaching drawing and producing decorated cards. In the fall, starts producing advertising trade cards for the Kendall Soap Company, which are designed by her cousin, Robert Brown. Perkins and Company, Designers nets $370. With father’s encouragement, enrolls for three years in the Society to Encourage Studies at Home, taking correspondence courses designed to enlarge the educational opportunities available to women and thus expanding her knowledge of ancient cultures. Father assumes position as head librarian of the San Francisco Public Library, a position he will hold until November 1887.


			1881


			In April, moves with mother and Aunt Caroline to “a better house” in Providence. Her romantic friendship with Martha Luther deepens, with Charlotte telling her in August: “Why in heaven’s name have we so confounded love with passion that it sounds to our century-tutored ears wicked or absurd to name it between women? It is no longer friendship between us, it is love.” Becomes distraught when Martha gets engaged in November 1881 with plans to marry in October 1882.


			1882


			On January 11, meets and is attracted to artist and aspiring poet Charles Walter Stetson (born March 25, 1858, in Tiverton Four Corners, Rhode Island, and known as Walter) when he gives a lecture at Providence Art Club. Visits his studio the next day. Seventeen days later, Walter proposes marriage and she declines. Courtship continues with the two exchanging long letters and poems. Charlotte expresses concerns that her commitment to work and public service, and her dislike of domesticity, may be incompatible with traditional marriage.


			1883


			On May 22, agrees to marry Walter after he is devastated by the rejection of poems submitted to The Atlantic Monthly, but insists on a one-year delay. In summer, assumes position as governess for a young boy, but finds the work so unappealing she quits after less than three months. Earns money by her art, by tutoring, and by teaching a gym class for women. Her personal correspondence and diary record her hopes for a successful marriage in which she and Walter can move forward with shared goals; it also records moments of acute depression marked by deep anxieties about the sacrifices entailed in domesticity and marriage.


			1884


			In January, a poem, “In Duty Bound,” appears in Woman’s Journal and another poem, “One Girl of Many,” is accepted by the feminist publication Alpha. Early in the year Walter has successful art exhibition, selling paintings and earning commissions that increase his confidence in being able to support a new wife and family. Charlotte continues to express her doubts and uncertainties about the marriage, but Walter asserts that all of these will disappear after marriage. They marry on May 2. One week later, she asks him to pay her a regular salary for her housekeeping; he is displeased. In August, the young couple discovers she is pregnant. Her autobiography will proclaim, “A lover more tender, a husband more devoted, woman could not ask. He helped in the housework more and more as my strength began to fail.”


			1885


			Daughter Katharine Beecher Stetson born on March 23. Experiences an acute case of nervous exhaustion, possibly fueled by postpartum depression. She and Walter ask her mother to move in and help care for the child; they also hire a servant. “Here was a charming home; a loving and devoted husband; an exquisite baby, healthy, intelligent, and good; a highly competent mother to run things; a wholly satisfactory servant—and I lay all day on the lounge and cried.” Leaving daughter with husband and mother, heads west on a restorative trip, spending a month in Ogden, Utah, with her brother and his family, and then a week with her father in San Francisco. In early December, arrives in Pasadena where she has been invited to spend the winter by the family of her close friend, Grace Ellery Channing.


			1886


			Flourishes in Pasadena. Writes poetry, paints, collaborates with Grace on a play, and feels restored. Returns home in late March and almost immediately comes down with bronchitis. Feelings of melancholy return. Gives private art lessons, sells decorative cards to friends, and seeks remunerative work as a writer, hoping to sell the play she wrote with Grace, but family faces ongoing financial difficulties. A poem, “On the Pawtuxit,” provides her first cash payment. Another poem, “The Answer,” earns her a year’s subscription to The Woman’s Journal and a request for more submissions. In October, the journal publishes her short essay on dress reform. In the fall, attends her first conference on women’s suffrage, coming away with a determination to read more about the rights of women. Reads Margaret Fuller’s Woman in the Nineteenth Century and other feminist works.


			1887


			Publishes short essays in The Woman’s Journal and local Providence magazine, People, run by the Knights of Labor. Grows increasingly despondent with her situation, sometimes blaming Walter and sometimes blaming views of marriage that relegate women to domestic slavery. In spring, seeks treatment in sanitarium run by Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, the most eminent American specialist in the nervous disorders of women. He judges that there is no dementia, “only hysteria.” Her treatment during April and May relies mainly on his famous “rest cure,” which deprives the patient of most physical and intellectual activity. Mitchell expresses doubt at her ability to recover and maintain a healthy marriage, counseling her: “Live as domestic a life as possible. . . . And never touch pen, brush or pencil as long as you live.” Her attempts to follow these precepts take her to the brink of insanity: “I made a rag doll, hung it on a doorknob and played with it. I would crawl into remote closets and under beds—to hide from the grinding pressure of that profound distress.” Finally rejects Mitchell’s treatment and decides to return to Pasadena without her husband. Although her autobiography will state that the couple agreed to a separation and divorce in the fall of 1887, the process takes much longer.


			1888


			The Stetsons separate for the first time in June 1888. Grace Channing spends the summer with Charlotte, Katharine, and a nursemaid in a rented house in nearby Bristol, Rhode Island; the two friends work on their play. Although uninvited, Walter visits frequently. The sale of property enables her to pay her debts and return to Pasadena with her daughter and Grace. On October 8, they board the train for what she will call her “west cure.” Throughout her life, she will maintain that she never fully recovered, and will complain of recurring bouts of depression and debilitating nervous tension. In late December, Walter joins her, hoping to rescue their marriage and establish himself in California. First published book, Art Gems for the Home and Fireside, a compilation of engravings of the work of forty-nine artists with commentary, is published by J. A. and R. A. Reid, publishers in Providence, Rhode Island, with the author listed as Mrs. Charles Walter Stetson. Charlotte never mentions the book in her diary or letters.


			1889


			In what Charlotte calls “a dragging year,” Walter tries unsuccessfully to reestablish their relationship and Charlotte establishes a daily routine of writing each morning. Seeks new ways of earning income. Teaches a ten-week class on literature to a dozen women, charging five dollars for the ten lessons. Continues to work on plays with Grace. In the latter part of the year, starts placing some pieces with Pacific Review and Pacific Monthly. As the marriage continues to deteriorate, Walter develops an attachment to Grace, who has often served as an intermediary between the couple. By end of year, he finally accepts that divorce from Charlotte is inevitable.


			1890


			In January, Walter leaves Pasadena, returning east to attend his dying mother. Charlotte begins to publish articles dealing with social issues and the rights of women. Achieves significant national reputation with April publication of satiric poem “Similar Cases,” assailing the conservative refusal to accept the reality that change is as inevitable as evolution. Its publication in The Nationalist, a journal advocating the nationalization of industry central to the vision of socialism proclaimed in Edward Bellamy’s Looking Backward, makes her a prominent and active figure in that movement. Becomes an effective public speaker on nationalism and a range of social issues; for the rest of her life, much of her income will derive from paid lectures that appear as though given extemporaneously. Writes “The Yellow Wall-Paper” in two days (June 6–7) but it is rejected by Scribners’ and then the Atlantic Monthly. It is turned over to a literary agent.


			1891


			In spring, travels to San Francisco to speak to meeting of recently organized Pacific Coast Women’s Press Association (PCWPA). Meets and falls passionately in love with Adeline Knapp, a journalist and writer who will go on to produce a collection of speculative stories, One Thousand Dollars a Day: Studies in Practical Economics (1894), and to actively oppose women’s suffrage. Moves with daughter to Oakland in September to live with Knapp, run a boardinghouse, and establish a literary career. Is active in women’s clubs and in PCWPA, and takes in and cares for her ailing mother, who suffers from undiagnosed breast cancer.


			1892


			In January, “The Yellow Wall-Paper” appears in The New England Magazine, apparently without Gilman’s prior knowledge. The story’s powerful treatment of incipient madness impresses readers and reviewers. Wins gold medal from Alameda Trade Union for lecture on “The Labor Movement” (presented 1892, published 1893).


			1893


			Mother dies on March 6 after long painful illness. Father, who refuses to see her on her deathbed, will marry the woman who was his original sweetheart in 1894. Relationship with Knapp deteriorates, finally ending in July. First edition of collected poems, In This Our World, appears in the fall, enhancing her growing reputation. Novelist William Dean Howells tells her she is “the prophetess of a new religion.” Walter’s unsuccessful petition for divorce on grounds of Gilman’s desertion results in ugly newspaper stories emphasizing the unsuitability of literary women and reformers for marriage and in Gilman’s decision to never again give newspaper interviews.


			1894–1895


			Charlotte’s own petition for divorce on grounds of Stetson’s desertion is granted in April 1894. Decides to send nine-year-old daughter to live with Stetson and Grace Ellery Channing, who will soon marry. Runs immensely successful conference for the Pacific Coast Women’s Press Association and assumes editorship of its Bulletin, which she converts into a sixteen-page weekly, The Impress. The new publication is based in an apartment in San Francisco that Charlotte shares with Helen Stuart Campbell and Paul Tyner, the trio constituting both an editorial team and a nonbiological family unit. Comes to value Campbell, who writes popular children’s stories and will become an important advocate for the poor, as a nurturing mother figure. Will maintain a relationship with her until Campbell’s death. Contributes much of the material published in The Impress, including numerous poems (some published under the nom de plume “The Satirist”) and a series of seventeen story studies called “Who Wrote It?,” in which readers are invited to guess which famous author is being imitated. Will later call these “the only ‘literary work’ I ever did.” The journal runs from October 6, 1894, to February 15, 1895, when it fails for lack of subscribers. Helps organize second conference for PCWPA in May 1895. In July, at the invitation of Jane Addams, moves to Hull House in Chicago for several months, leaving the PCWPA and California with debts and a sense of being “a repeated, cumulative failure.” Discovers she is more suited to a career as a social philosopher than for the practical work demanded by the settlement houses. Will live for the next several years without a fixed address, often describing herself as “At Large” as she travels throughout the United States, delivering talks and sermons. Both a British edition and an expanded American edition of In This Our World appear.


			1896


			Accepts invitation from Susan B. Anthony to attend the National American Woman Suffrage Association convention in Washington, D.C., in January. Meets Lester Ward, whose emphasis on the centrality of women in his “Gynocentric Theory of Life” she finds illuminating and influential. Her success at the convention significantly boosts her career as a lecturer, enabling her to give fifty-seven talks in the first seven months of the year. In April stays in the boardinghouse run by her father’s second wife in New York City. Travels widely throughout the U.S. and makes her first trip to England in July to attend the International Socialist Workers’ and Trade Union Congress as a delegate of the Alameda Trade Union after refusing to wear a Socialist badge because of her disapproval of their Marxist views of class struggle. Meets British Fabians, whose socialist values she finds congenial with her own. Father’s physical and mental health begins to fail, causing him to enter a sanitarium.


			1897


			Helps edit the American Fabian, periodical of the American Fabian Society. Renews friendship with younger cousin, George Houghton Gilman (born August 9, 1867, in New York City), called Houghton, a New York lawyer, which ultimately leads to a romantic relationship.


			1898


			Gathers and refines the ideas presented in her years of lectures into her most important and most influential work of nonfiction, Women and Economics, published in June by Small, Maynard & Company. It is a cogent argument for the economic independence of women as the foundation of future human progress. With the encouragement of William Dean Howells, produces her fullest and final edition of In This Our World, also published by Small, Maynard & Company.


			1899


			Father dies on January 31 at a sanitarium in New Jersey. Small, Maynard & Company brings out a book edition of The Yellow Wall-Paper in the fall. Attempts to use booking agents to arrange and manage lecture tours without success, but continues to travel throughout the country, including a successful tour of the southern states and a visit to the socialist community in Ruskin, Tennessee. Attends the International Women’s Congress in London from June 26 to July 5. In winter, revisits California, repaying some debts and spending time with daughter Katharine with the goal of resuming parental care and writing a major book about work.


			1900


			Marries Houghton on June 11 in Detroit. Spends July through September in Cold Spring Harbor, New York. Katharine joins her, with Houghton commuting from New York on weekends. Unable to complete her book on work to her satisfaction, focuses instead on producing Concerning Children, a short book completed in less than two months and published later that year, dedicated to her daughter. Her bold attempt to revise American conceptions of the ideal family and child-rearing by emphasizing the use of professional caregivers and “baby gardens” receives some positive reviews but not the sales she expects. Family rents a large New York City apartment on the corner of 76th Street and Amsterdam Avenue. They take meals at nearby boardinghouse, in keeping with Gilman’s ideals of a productive working life freed from most domestic drudgery. In the fall, begins receiving medical treatment from Dr. Mary Putnam Jacobi, which relieves some of her recurring nervous exhaustion.


			1903


			Organizes women’s basketball team that includes her daughter to play at Barnard College gym. Continues to lecture and publishes articles in popular magazines, including The Saturday Evening Post and Success. Disappointed at financial returns of previous works, switches publishers, turning to McClure, Phillips & Co. for The Home: Its Work and Influence, which is published in October and which she will describe as “the most heretical—and the most amusing” of her works. At the 1903 national convention for suffrage in New Orleans, she is one of the few voices opposing an educational requirement for suffrage.


			1904


			Becomes associate editor of The Woman’s Journal, the official publication of the American Woman Suffrage Association, producing a weekly column throughout 1904. Invited to speak at the International Congress of Women Quinquennial in Berlin, she presents a keynote address on June 18. McClure, Phillips publishes Human Work in May, which Gilman will call “the greatest work I have ever done, and the poorest.” She never felt fully satisfied with her attempt to articulate the importance of a radically social vision of the value of work that rejects egoism for a larger social good.


			1905


			Becomes increasingly active in the suffrage movement, which she recognizes as both essential and less important than attaining meaningful economic independence for women. Becomes officer in new pro-suffrage organization, the Equality League of Self-Supporting Women (later known as the Women’s Political Union). Successful European lecture tour in 1905 takes her to England, Germany, Austria, Holland, and Hungary. Establishes a publishing house with Houghton, Charlton Company, which will eventually publish her books. Publishes articles in Independent and Grand Magazine.


			1906


			Takes a three-year lease with Houghton on a large house on West 82nd Street, where they will take in boarders. Publishes articles in Independent and popular women’s magazines, including Good Housekeeping, Woman’s Home Companion, and Harper’s Bazar. She will continue to seek new publishing venues for her work over the next several years.


			1907


			Offers address on “Women and Social Service” to the Boston Equal Suffrage Association. Publishes her first utopian romance, “A Woman’s Utopia,” in Times Magazine.


			1908


			Living in New York City increases her discomfort with immigrants and minorities, reflected in the racism of her essay “A Suggestion on the Negro Problem,” which appears in the American Journal of Sociology. Attends the 60th Anniversary Seneca Falls Conference in May.


			1909


			In early January, debates Anna Howard Shaw at Car­negie Lyceum in New York on the nature of the financial dynamics of marriage. Couple moves to top-floor apartment on Riverside Drive between 94th and 95th Streets for three years. Devotes her energy to establishing The Forerunner, a monthly magazine that she will write, edit, and publish entirely by herself. First issue appears in November. Although it will attract only about half of the 3,000 subscribers that she needs to make this enterprise profitable, The Forerunner will be widely regarded by scholars as among her greatest achievements. In addition to providing poetry, short fiction, essays, and book reviews, in most years the magazine serializes a short novel and a book-length study of an important issue. The first issue contains the opening installment of a series called “Our Androcentric Culture, or the Man-Made World,” which will appear in the magazine through 1910.


			1910


			The novel What Diantha Did appears in The Forerunner and then in book form, published by Charlton Company, offering her first sustained fictional exploration of a woman’s achievement of economic independence, a theme that will be repeated in later Forerunner novels and short stories. Gilman continues to travel and lecture to earn urgently needed money, often writing and editing on trains. Tries to encourage “Gilman weeks,” in which she will appear in a community and provide a series of six lectures.


			1911


			The Charlton Company publishes The Man-Made World; or, Our Androcentric Culture, her fullest critique of masculinist culture and one of her most important works of nonfiction. It attracts wide attention, with The New York Times reviewer proclaiming it “the best that Mrs. Gilman has published.” A utopian novel, Moving the Mountain, and The Crux, which confronts the dangers of venereal disease, are serialized in The Forerunner. The Charlton Company brings out the book edition of The Crux and publishes Suffrage Songs and verses, a pamphlet collecting twenty-five of her most feminist poems, most of which originally appeared in In This Our World and The Woman’s Journal. Walter dies in Rome in July. Grace Channing Stetson will move back to New York and reestablish closer ties with Charlotte.


			1912


			Couple moves farther north to a top-floor walk-up apartment on West 136th Street where they will reside for ten years. The Forerunner includes serialized novel, Mag-Marjorie, and the nonfiction series, “Our Brains and What Ails Them.” None of the serialized novels or book-length studies produced after 1911 in The Forerunner will be collected in book form during her lifetime. Gilman joins newly formed Heterodoxy Club, which brings together radically unorthodox women for bold discussion of controversial topics at regular meetings in Greenwich Village.


			1913


			In February, criticizes the famous Armory Show in New York, an exhibition of modern paintings and sculptures exemplifying the latest trends in art, complaining about “morasses of weird technique” and “inflamed egotism.” In summer, lectures in England, Germany, Scandinavia, and Hungary, and attends the International Women’s Suffrage Congress in Budapest, her last trip abroad. The Forerunner serializes her novel Won Over and prints the nonfiction series “Humanness.”


			1914


			The Forerunner serializes her novel Benigna Machiavelli and the nonfiction series “Social Ethics.” Publishes “What May We Expect of Eugenics” in Physical Culture in March, indicating her growing racist acceptance of eugenics and the need for society “to arrest its own decay.” In the spring, her lecture series “The Larger Feminism” and “Our Male Civilization” in New York attract attention and criticism from The New York Times. The start of the First World War generates opposition to American involvement from her and many other Socialists. The rejection of the folly of male violence in The Man-Made World makes the work important to advocates of peace.


			1915


			The Forerunner serializes Herland, a utopian novel that relies on the lost-world motif to imagine a land that has been occupied solely by women for centuries. It will ultimately be recognized by scholars as her most important novel. The nonfiction series “The Dress of Women” also appears. Active in the formation of the Woman’s Peace Party, the forerunner of the Women’s International League for Peace and Freedom. While opposing U.S. entry into the war, Gilman’s writing reveals increasing anger at German brutality. In summer, visits her daughter at MacDowell Colony. In winter, both mother and daughter are deeply moved by dance performances of Isadora Duncan.


			1916


			The Forerunner includes serialized novel With Her in Ourland, a sequel to Herland that takes protagonists from the original island on a world tour, providing the opportunity for commentary on a wide range of places and topics, as well as the nonfiction series “Growth and Combat,” which both criticizes German civilization and sees the primitive violence of warfare as in conflict with human progress and the growth of an interconnected human community.


			1917


			Gilman shifts views and advocates American intervention in the war, a stance that alienates some pacifist friends and seals her withdrawal from the Heterodoxy Club. She also loses favor with some younger feminists because of her resistance to Freudian concepts and criticism of those advocating greater sexual freedom for women, perhaps most notably the Swedish writer Ellen Keys. Her fading popularity will also dramatically decrease her income from the lecture circuit. The closing decades of her life will be marked by an increasing conservatism, which finds its ugliest moments in her speeches supporting eugenics and urging limits to immigration. A nationalist emphasis on the differences between people and races will replace the commitment to a unified world and a transcendent humanity.


			1918


			Katharine marries Frank Tolles Chamberlin; they will settle in Pasadena in 1919. Both are artists with limited incomes; Charlotte and Houghton will provide significant financial support to the couple over the next decade.


			1919


			Produces daily column for the New York Tribune Syndicate from March 1919 to April 1920, receiving a regular paycheck for the first and last time in her life. The New York Times publishes A. L. Priest’s “Ancient History,” a clear plagiarism of her “Similar Cases.” William Dean Howells reprints “The Yellow Wall-Paper” in Great Modern American Stories.


			1920


			Supports the League of Nations as important step toward world government. Provides new introduction to ninth edition of Women and Economics, published by G. P. Putnam’s Sons. Attempts again to write plays with Grace. Tries unsuccessfully to write scenarios for the new movie industry. While struggling to find new audiences and venues, also hopes to be able to collect her works into a twenty-five-volume set.


			1922


			Houghton inherits $6,000 from his father and part ownership of a house in Norwich, Connecticut, from his aunt. The Gilmans move to Norwich, where they will share the house with his brother and brother’s wife for a dozen years. Houghton will maintain his New York practice, visiting on the weekends, until 1923. Charlotte will spend part of most winters in California visiting her daughter’s family, funding these trips partially with a lecture tour often featuring critiques of Freud and immigration.


			1923


			Century Company publishes His Religion and Hers: A Study of the Faith of Our Fathers and the Work of Our Mothers, her fullest examination of the intersections of gender and religion, and an affirmation of a woman-centered religion that emphasizes our responsibilities to make a better world. Receives good reviews and modest sales; publisher will offer to sell her the plates for the book for $50 in 1930.


			1925


			Completes draft of her autobiography, The Living of Charlotte Perkins Gilman, but fails to place it with a publisher.


			1929


			Writes a detective novel, Unpunished, but is unable to find a publisher (it will remain unpublished until 1997, when Feminist Press brings out an edition.) Attempts unsuccessfully to publish a revised version of the 1914 Forerunner “Social Ethics” and to transform the 1904 book Human Work into a new book, Pernicious Adam.


			1932


			Learns she has inoperable breast cancer and prepares for eventual suicide.


			1934


			Houghton dies suddenly on May 4. In August, Char­lotte moves to Pasadena to be near her daughter’s family during remainder of her life. She also asks friends to help her prepare some works for publication. Amy Wellington agrees to edit her uncollected poems. Zona Gale helps her to gain a contract for a revised version of her autobiography.


			1935


			Dies on August 17, having gone to bed with a cone of chloroform. In early October, The Living of Charlotte Perkins Gilman is published by Appleton’s. Final essay, “The Right to Die,” a defense of euthanasia, appears in The Forum in November.


			Note on the Texts


			


			This volume contains two novels by Charlotte Perkins Gilman, Herland (1915) and With Her in Ourland (1916), as well as both the manuscript and magazine versions of her most famous short story, “The Yellow Wall-Paper,” forty-four other stories, the final version of her poetry collection In This Our World (1898), and a selection of thirty-nine other poems, including works that appeared in earlier editions of In This Our World and Suffrage Songs and Verses (1911).


			The yellow wall-paper


			“The Yellow Wall-Paper” was based partly on Gilman’s own experience. Her autobiography presents the story as “a description of a case of nervous breakdown beginning something as mine did, and treated as Dr. S. Weir Mitchell treated me with what I considered the inevitable result, progressive insanity.” Her explanatory essay, “Why I Wrote ‘The Yellow Wallpaper’?”, however, explains that the story contains “embellishments and additions, to carry out the ideal (I never had hallucinations or objections to my mural decorations).”


			Gilman composed “The Yellow Wall-Paper” on June 6–7, 1890, as she later wrote, “in two days, with the thermometer at one hundred and three.” Gilman submitted a copy of the manuscript to Scribner’s magazine later the same month, and on August 28, 1890, sent a copy to William Dean Howells in the hope that he would help her place it. Howells forwarded the manuscript to Horace Scudder, editor of the Atlantic Monthly, who rejected the story in October with the note: “Mr. Howells has handed me this story. I could not forgive myself if I made others as miserable as I have made myself!” On October 26, 1890, Gilman sent the manuscript to Henry Willard Austin, who was acting as a literary agent and who had edited The Nationalist, the periodical that in April 1890 had published the poem that first brought national attention to Gilman, “Similar Cases.” The story ultimately appeared in the January 1892 issue of New England Magazine. However, Gilman was never paid for the story, and may not have been aware of its acceptance until after its publication. She wrote to the editor to complain and was told that Austin had been paid, which Austin denied. Further complicating this story are some biographical facts. New England Magazine had already published work by Gilman, reprinting “Similar Cases” in September 1890 and publishing another poem, “An Anti-Nationalist Wail” (under the title “For Sweet Charity’s Sake”), in December 1890 and her story “The Giant Wistaria” in June 1891. In 1890, the magazine was edited by Gilman’s uncle, Edward Everett Hale, and Edwin Doak Mead, who was related to Howells by marriage. Howells later claimed to have “corrupted the editor of The New England Magazine into publishing” “The Yellow Wall-Paper.” The precise roles played by Austin, Howells, or Hale in the publication process are therefore difficult to ascertain, but the evidence suggests that Gilman may have had no control over or input into that process once she sent the manuscript to Austin.


			“The Yellow Wall-Paper” attracted enough attention to persuade Small, Maynard and Company, the publisher of Gilman’s Women and Economics (1898) and the final edition of In This Our World (1898), to bring it out as a short book in 1899 (with the hyphen removed from the title) with reissues in 1901 and 1911. The story was reprinted at least an additional five times during Gilman’s lifetime, with all these texts deriving from either the magazine or the book publication.


			Gilman almost certainly did not read proofs for either the periodical or the book publication; indeed, the book publication is not mentioned in either Gilman’s letters or her correspondence, and Gilman lectured in England from May through September 1899, when the book would probably have been at press. The text of the Small, Maynard edition closely follows the New England Magazine edition (indeed, the copyright page declares it is “reprinted from The New England Magazine of January, 1892, by permission of the publisher, to whom the thanks of the Author are due”), with only a small number of minor substantive variants.


			The only known authorial manuscript is now housed at the Schlesinger Library at Radcliffe Institute, Collection 177, folder 221. It contains 73 substantive variants, 110 paragraph alterations, and 214 variants in accidentals from the magazine version. But this manuscript shows no sign of being the setting copy for the magazine, and thus some of the magazine variants might reflect authorial revisions made in a missing manuscript.


			The textual history of “The Yellow Wall-Paper” has been the subject of significant scholarly inquiry, including books edited by Julie Bates Dock and Shawn St Jean. While Docks argues that the magazine version should be the preferred copy-text, St Jean offers a “Dual-Text Critical Edition” based on his interpretation of the available historical evidence and “the more than four hundred changes to her text made by New England Magazine.” The choice of the printed magazine version emphasizes that publishing is often “a highly collaborative process” and that Gilman never took the opportunity to correct and reestablish her manuscript text; furthermore, the magazine (and almost identical book) text is the one that was available to readers and became famous. In contrast, a preference for the manuscript version recognizes the value of preserving an author’s intention. The presentation of both texts makes clear the degree to which the magazine version changes the original text in both substance and nuance. Perhaps the most dramatic change concerns the ending. The magazine version concludes with the narrator crawling over her husband “every time,” forcing her into an endlessly repetitive circle, but the manuscript’s omission of those two words suggests that she is finally able to leave the room, her husband, and everything embodied in the wallpaper. The published version also drops a sentence fragment vividly describing the wallpaper: “A sickly penetrating suggestive yellow.” The adjective “strong” is twice dropped from the manuscript, once when used to describe her husband’s arms and again when it is used to describe the door that is broken down at the end. The magazine version inconsistently uses both “wall paper” and “wall-paper” and often disregards the author’s paragraph breaks. The ability of the narrator to shape longer paragraphs and longer monologues in the opening sections of the manuscript version suggests an initial control over language and narrative that disappears with her movement into madness. The magazine version lacks this nuanced depiction of her gradual loss of control. This volume prints both the manuscript version of the story from the Schlesinger Library and the New England Magazine text. The presence of both texts in this volume encourages the reader to explore the ways in which major and minor differences shape the meanings of the two versions.


			studies in style (1894–95)


			While living in California, Gilman served as vice president and then president of the Pacific Coast Women’s Press Association, as well as managing editor of the association’s paper, the Bulletin, which she expanded into a weekly and renamed The Impress. A regular feature during the short period Gilman worked on the magazine was “Studies in Style,” a series of short stories written by Gilman in imitation of the styles of well-known authors. Readers were invited to guess the writer each story was modeled upon, with the promise of winning a book by that author. However, the magazine failed to secure enough subscribers and no prizes were ever awarded. The answer to each riddle of authorship was printed in the following issue along with Gilman’s analysis of the distinctive features of the author’s literary style. Gilman called these pieces “the only literary work I ever did.” This volume uses as its source the texts of the stories from The Impress, which have never before been collected in full, and prints directly after each story Gilman’s explanation of the author imitated. The Impress failed before Gilman published the names of the authors she imitated for “The Ending of the First Lesson” and “My Cousin Mary.” The second of these two works was probably written in imitation of Frank Stockton, whose distinctive sense of genial humor and gracefully rambling narrative are apparent in the tale. The author imitated in the first story is less certain, although the use of the British term “costermonger,” and the references to a curate, suggest that Gilman may be imitating an English author.


			The complete sources for each story and its subsequent explanation are listed below:


			“The Misleading of Pendleton Oaks [Rudyard Kipling],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 1 (October 6, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 2 (October 13, 1894), p. 2.


			“A Day’s Berryin’ [Mary E. Wilkins],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 2 (October 13, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 3 (October 20, 1894), p. 5.


			“The Mother’s Prayer [Olive Schreiner],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 3 (October 20, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 4 (October 27, 1894), p. 5.


			“Clifford’s Tower [Nathaniel Hawthorne],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 4 (October 27, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 5 (November 3, 1894), p. 4.


			“Ad’line [Hamlin Garland],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 5 (November 3, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 6 (November 10, 1894), p. 5.


			“The Twilight [Maurice Maeterlinck],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 6 (November 10, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 7 (November 17, 1894), p. 5.


			“Two Better Than One [Edward Everett Hale],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 7 (November 17, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 8 (November 24, 1894), p. 5.


			“From ‘Thurston Gower’ [George Eliot],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 8 (November 24, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 9 (December 1, 1894), p. 5.


			“Five Girls [Louisa May Alcott],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 9 (December 1, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 10 (December 8, 1894), p. 5.


			“The Unwatched Door [Edgar Allan Poe],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 10 (December 8, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 11 (December 15, 1894), p. 5.


			“The Eating House [Charles Dickens],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 11 (December 15, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 12 (December 22, 1894), p. 5.


			“One Way Out [Henry James],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 13 (December 29, 1894), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 14 (January 5, 1895), p. 5.


			“A Cabinet Meeting [Edward Bellamy],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 14 (January 5, 1895), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 15 (January 12, 1895), p. 3.


			“An Unpatented Process [Mark Twain],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 15 (January 12, 1895), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 17 (January 26, 1895), p. 3.


			“My Landlady’s Daughter [Washington Irving],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 16 (January 19, 1895), pp. 4–5; The Impress, Vol. II, No. 18 (February 2, 1895), p. 3.


			“The Ending of the First Lesson [Unknown],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 17 (January 26, 1895), pp. 4–5.


			“My Cousin Mary [Unknown],” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 19 (February 9, 1895), pp. 4–5.


			selected stories (1890–1916)


			Gilman published short stories from 1886 to 1916, but most of her short fiction after 1909 appeared in The Forerunner, Gilman’s self-published monthly magazine for which she was the sole author; she also reprinted some of her earlier tales in The Forerunner. Details of the first publication of each of the short stories collected in this volume are given below; in the case of stories reprinted in The Forerunner, The Forerunner is the source of the text in this volume.


			“The Unexpected,” Kate Field’s Washington, Vol. 1, No. 21 (May 21, 1890), pp. 335–36; The Forerunner, Vol. IV, No. 10 (November 1913), pp. 281–84.


			“The Giant Wistaria,” New England Magazine, Vol. IV, No. 4 (June 1891), pp. 480–85.


			“An Extinct Angel,” Kate Field’s Washington, Vol. IV, No. 13 (September 23, 1891), pp. 199–200.


			“The Rocking-Chair,” Worthington’s Magazine, Vol. I, No. 5 (May 1893), pp. 453–59.


			“Through This,” Kate Field’s Washington, Vol. VIII, No. 11 (September 12, 1893), p. 166.


			“The Unnatural Mother,” The Impress, Vol. II, No. 20 (February 16, 1895), pp. 4–5 (as “An Unnatural Mother”); The Forerunner, Vol. VII, No. 11 (November 1916), pp. 281–85.


			“According to Solomon,” The Forerunner, Vol. I, No. 2 (December 1909), pp. 1–5.


			“Two Storks,” The Forerunner, Vol. I, No. 4 (February 1910), pp. 12–13.


			“When I Was a Witch,” The Forerunner, Vol. I, No. 7 (May 1910), pp. 1–6.


			“The Cottagette,” The Forerunner, Vol. I, No. 10 (August 1910), pp. 1–5.


			“The Boys and the Butter,” The Forerunner, Vol. I, No. 12 (October 1910), pp. 1–5.


			“The Widow’s Might,” The Forerunner, Vol. II, No. 1 (January 1911), pp. 3–7.


			“Mrs. Beazley’s Deeds,” Woman’s World, Vol. 27, No. 3 (March 1911), pp. 12–13, 58; The Forerunner, Vol. VII, No. 9 (September 1916), pp. 225–32.


			“Turned,” The Forerunner, Vol. II, No. 9 (September 1911), pp. 227–32.


			“Old Water,” The Forerunner, Vol. II, No. 10 (October 1911), pp. 255–59.


			“Making a Change,” The Forerunner, Vol. II, No. 12 (December 1911), pp. 311–15.


			“Mrs. Elder’s Idea,” The Forerunner, Vol. III, No. 2 (February 1912), pp. 29–32.


			“Freed,” The Forerunner, Vol. III, No. 3 (March 1912), pp. 65–66.


			“The Lady Oyster,” The Forerunner, Vol. III, No. 5 (May 1912), pp. 131–32.


			“Improving on Nature,” The Forerunner, Vol. III, No. 7 (July 1912), pp. 174–76.


			“Their House,” The Forerunner, Vol. III, No. 12 (December 1912), pp. 309–14.


			“The Chair of English,” The Forerunner, Vol. IV, No. 3 (March 1913), pp. 57–61.


			“Bee Wise,” The Forerunner, Vol. IV, No. 7 (July 1913), pp. 169–73.


			“If I Were a Man,” Physical Culture, Vol. XXXII, No. 1 (July 1914), pp. 31–34.


			“If I Were a Woman,” Physical Culture, Vol. XXXII, No. 2 (August 1914), pp. 152–56.


			“Mr. Peebles’ Heart,” The Forerunner, Vol. V, No. 9 (September 1914), pp. 225–29.


			“The Vintage,” The Forerunner, Vol. VII, No. 10 (October 1916), pp. 253–57.


			herland


			Gilman published Herland as a serial in The Forerunner from January to December 1915. It did not appear in book form until Pantheon Books brought it out as a trade paperback in April 1979; a British paperback was published simultaneously by The Women’s Press. This volume uses The Forerunner as the source of its text.


			with her in ourland


			Gilman serialized the sequel to Herland in The Forerunner from January to December 1916. With Her in Ourland was not published in book form until 1997, when it was published in paperback by Praeger/Greenwood Publishing Group. This volume uses The Forerunner as the source of its text.


			in this our world


			Gilman’s first collection of poems, In This Our World, was published in fall 1893 by McCombs and Vaughn, Publishers, Oakland, California; the costs of the softcover edition were covered by $75 raised by subscription, and 1,500 copies were printed. This first edition contained seventy-five poems divided into three sections: “The World,” “Woman,” and “Our Human Kind.”


			Gilman brought out three subsequent editions of the collection. A British edition published in London by T. Fisher Unwin in 1895 added ten poems to the third section, “Our Human Kind.” A third edition, published in San Francisco by James H. Barry and John H. Marble, Publishers, in 1895, added to and reordered the three sections from the first two editions and added three more sections of poems: “Other Poems,” “Songs of San Francisco (From The Impress),” and “The Satirist (From The Impress).” Finally, a fourth edition, published in Boston by Small, Maynard & Company in 1898, represented the fullest collection yet; Gilman rearranged the poems into three sections: “The World,” “Woman,” and the retitled “The March,” and also omitted some poems (for which see below). This volume uses the fourth edition as its text.


			other poems


			This section collects poems Gilman chose not to include in the fourth and final edition of In This Our World but that appeared in earlier editions of that collection, poems from her short collection Suffrage Songs and verses that also were not published in In This Our World, and selected poems Gilman never collected in her lifetime. Gilman hoped that her friend Amy Wellington would edit and publish a substantial selection of her uncollected poems in a volume titled Here Also that would be published after her death. Although that did not occur, three recent editions have brought all of Gilman’s poetry into print: The Later Poetry of Charlotte Perkins Gilman, edited by Denise D. Knight (University of Delaware Press, 1996); Charlotte Perkins Gilman’s In This Our World and Uncollected Poems, edited by Gary Scharnhorst and Denise D. Knight (Syracuse University Press, 2012); and The Complete Poetry of Charlotte Perkins Gilman, 1884–1935, edited by Jacquelyn K. Markham (Edwin Mellen Press, 2014).
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			In the notes below, the reference numbers denote page and line of the hardcover edition (the line count includes chapter headings but not blank lines). No note is generally made for material included in standard desk-reference works. Quotations from Shakespeare are keyed to The Riverside Shakespeare, ed. G. Blakemore Evans (Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1974), and biblical references to the King James Version. For further information about Gilman’s life and works, see Cynthia J. Davis, Charlotte Perkins Gilman: A Biography (Stanford: Stanford University Press, 2010); The Selected Letters of Charlotte Perkins Gilman, ed. Denise D. Knight and Jennifer S. Tuttle (Tuscaloosa: The University of Alabama Press, 2009); and Charlotte Perkins Gilman, The Living of Charlotte Perkins Gilman: An Autobiography (New York: Appleton-Century, 1935).


			the yellow wall-paper


			3.25 phosphates or phosphites] Drugs derived from phosphorus that were used in the nineteenth century to treat exhaustion and a variety of nervous disorders.


			7.28 sticketh closer than a brother] Cf. Proverbs 18:24.


			8.18 Weir Mitchell] S. Weir Mitchell (1829–1914), the doctor who treated Gilman in spring 1887 for nervous exhaustion, was well-known for his rest cure, which imposed almost complete inactivity on his patients. Gilman asserted that his methods almost drove her insane and did permanent damage, but he was among the most eminent physicians of his time and his other patients included Jane Addams, Winifred Howells, and Edith Wharton. Mitchell also published both poetry and fiction, including works of psychological realism and historical romance, most notably the 1896 best seller Hugh Wynne.


			9.9–10 debased Romanesque with delirium tremens] Romanesque, an ornate artistic style that relies on elaborate ornamentation and the repetition of complex designs; delirium tremens usually refers to the specific shaking, neurological confusion, and hallucinations associated with acute alcohol withdrawal.


			11.24 improve the shining hours] From “Song XX” by English hymnwriter Isaac Watts (1674–1748): “How doth the little busy bee / Improve each shining hour, / And gather honey all the day / From every opening flower!”


			18.20 Jane] The introduction of a new name has puzzled some readers and some editions have even changed the name to “Jennie” to make it consistent with references to John’s sister. Elaine Hedges, however, has suggested that Jane is the real name of the otherwise unnamed narrator. The narrative voice has thus shifted to the madwoman trapped behind the wallpaper who now endows John’s wife with a name. E. Suzanne Owens has also argued that the name contains an allusion to Jane Eyre, the most famous “Madwoman in the Attic” story.


			Studies in Style (1894–95)


			37.3–9 There’s many a trick . . . Daughter] The lines of poetry cited here and on page 39 were actually composed by Gilman, following Rudyard Kipling’s habit of citing lines of verse1 that he composed himself.


			39.37 the Galoot] A quasi-affectionate, quasi-derogatory slang term for a big awkward man.


			45.16–17 he had no faculty] I.e., he lacked means.


			60.1 a palace car] The Pullman Palace Car company produced comfortable and sometimes elegant sleeper cars for the railroads.


			60.16–17 the big ditch] The main water channel for an irrigation system.


			61.16–17 an excursion, with a rebate on return] A form of ticketing that provides a discount for the round-trip return ticket.


			68.22 November “Atlantic,”] “Maurice Maeterlinck: A Dramatic Impressionist,” by Richard Burton, appeared in the November 1894 Atlantic Monthly, pp. 672–80.


			69.13–14 James I . . . Queen Bess.] Elizabeth I ruled England from 1558 to 1603; having no children, her heir was James VI of Scotland, who became James I of England.


			71.37 Increase Mather] Increase Mather (1639–1723) was an eminent Puritan clergyman and president of Harvard College (1681–1701).


			72.34–35 as Horner pasted the little black dogs . . . water color.] J.M.W. Turner (1775–1851), not Horner, returned to his studio shortly after finishing his painting “Mortlake Terrace” to discover that his friend and fellow artist, Edwin Landseer (1802–1873), had stuck a cut-out paper dog into the middle of it. Turner decided to incorporate the paper dog into the final painting.


			75.33 Tertullian or a line from Chrysostom or Augustine] All three played important roles in establishing early Christian thought and theology: Tertullian (155–220 C.E.) and John Chrysostom (347–407 C.E.), archbishop of Constantinople, were early Christian authors; Augustine of Hippo (354–430 C.E.) is best known for his major philosophical work The City of God and for his Confessions.


			81.16 the headless Victory] The Winged Victory of Samothrace, classical Greek statue that has had a prominent place in the Louvre Museum in Paris since 1894.


			85.1 red porphyry] An exceptionally hard and vivid stone used for monuments and columns in late imperial Rome.


			88.11–12 unaccountable soliloquy: “This is my own; my native land!”] From Canto Six of The Lay of the Last Minstrel by Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832): “Breathes there the man, with soul so dead, / Who never to himself hath said, / This is my own, my native land!”


			91.36–37 casting tea leaves . . . swept up presently.] A method of cleaning and deodorizing carpets.


			103.11 Tophet] A hell-like region.


			103.26–28 revivals of Peter the Hermit . . . Turk-and-Sepulchre line] The fanatical French priest (c. 1050–1115/31) who inspired the People’s Crusade in 1096 C.E.


			103.36–37 fellow with the barrel hoops . . . fairy story] Probably a reference to “The Death of Koschei the Deathless” from The Red Fairy Book (1890) by Andrew Lang (1844–1912).


			105.39–40 same as Paracelsus might, or Archimedes] Paracelsus (1493–1541) was a Swiss physician, alchemist, and philosopher who emphasized the importance of careful observation; Archimedes (287–212 B.C.E.) was a Greek mathematician and inventor, the leading scientist of classical antiquity.


			106.38 meekest Moses] Cf. Numbers 12:3.


			107.23 Catacombs] The system of underground burial chambers in Rome.


			115.3–4 costermonger] Chiefly British: someone who sells goods, especially fruits and vegetables, from a cart or stand in the street. The use of a British term, and the references to a curate, which suggest the Anglican church, indicate that Gilman may be imitating an English author.


			Selected stories (1890–1916)


			124.1–2 M. Daudet] Alphonse Daudet (1840–1897), the author of the stories mentioned later in the text.


			124.20 Andaman Islands] An archipelago in the northeastern Indian Ocean.


			125.27 “Artists’ Wives.”] Les Femmes d’Artistes (1874), a collection of Alphonse Daudet’s stories about the troubled relationships between artists and their spouses.


			135.12 bromide] A compound of bromine and another salt usually used as a sedative.


			135.21 old-fashioned repeater] A watch that can chime hours or minutes.


			136.26 Mammoth Cave] Large cave in Kentucky; the longest cave system in the world.


			136.32 vide Jack!] I.e., as Jack said earlier. Vide is Latin for “see” or “consult.”


			139.23 a stick no thicker than his thumb,”] In English laws detailing the limits of domestic abuse, the size of the stick with which a man was allowed to beat his wife.


			141.20–21 the fruit of the forbidden tree of knowledge.] Cf. Genesis 2:16–17.


			143.15 pot-boiling writers] Writers of popular and often sensationalistic works whose primary goal is to make money.


			154.11 torchon would look better, or Hamburg?] Types of lace.


			158.34 ‘Physician heal thyself,’] Luke 4:23.


			159.7 “The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away.”] Job 1:21.


			162.32 Kanucks] Derogatory term for Canadians.


			165.2–3 ‘He that rebuketh a man . . . tongue,’] Proverbs 28:23.


			165.10–11 ‘He that turneth away his ear . . . abomination,’] Proverbs 28:9.


			165.21–22 ‘A continual dropping . . . alike!’] Proverbs 27:15.


			165.25 ‘A prudent wife is from the Lord,’] Proverbs 19:14.


			165.25–27 ‘He that findeth a wife . . . the Lord.’] Proverbs 18:22.


			165.35–166.1 ‘There is that scattereth . . . poverty!’] Proverbs 11:24.


			168.22–23 “She seeketh wool	 . . . with her hands.”] Proverbs 31:13.


			168.27–29 ‘She is not afraid . . . clothed with scarlet!’] Proverbs 31:21.


			168.33–35 ‘Wisdom is better . . . compared to it.’] Proverbs 8:11.


			169.9–10 ‘She openeth her mouth . . . law of kindness.’] Proverbs 31:26.


			170.25–26 ‘A man of understanding holdeth his peace’] Proverbs 11:12.


			170.30–32 ‘Where there is no wood . . . strife ceaseth,’] Proverbs 26:20.


			172.30–32 ‘She maketh fine linen . . . unto the merchants!’] Proverbs 31:24.


			172.36–39 ‘The heart of her husband . . . praise her in the gates.’] Proverbs 31:11, 31.


			179.31 ratted] A rat is a pad or roll of false hair upon which an elaborate hairstyle could be built.


			185.33 jackstraws] A game in which a group of straws or sticks are allowed to fall in a heap with each player attempting to remove a piece without disturbing the other pieces; also known as pick-up sticks.


			187.18 pongee] A slub-woven fabric usually made out of silk and imported from China.


			188.17 “The Calceolaria.”] A type of flowering plant, also known as lady’s purse, pocketbook flower, or slipper flower.


			192.15 gems] Small pieces of a simple bread made out of whole wheat graham flour and cooked in cast-iron gem pans with wells about 1.5 inches in diameter; sometimes called gemcakes.


			194.23 “surely in vain the net . . . any bird.”] Proverbs 1:17.


			197.10–11 ‘Whoso washeth his feet, . . . clean.’] John 13:10.


			198.10–11 ‘It is better to bear the yoke in thy youth.’] Lamentations 3:27.


			202.32 they smelled the cardamum seeds] Cardamom seeds may be chewed as a breath freshener or for medicinal purposes.


			204.6–7 Are they to believe with the Psalmist that all men are liars?] Cf. Psalms 116:11.


			204.11–13 ‘Whoso offendeth . . . depths of the sea.’] Matthew 18:6.


			216.34 ‘Wives submit yourselves to your husbands!’] Ephesians 5:22.


			220.17 ‘vandoos’] Merchants who sell out of carts.


			240.9–10 I’m stroke at college] An important position on a rowing team; stroke sets the pace for the rowers.


			240.14 “You are like Nausicaa—like Atalanta] Athletic women in Greek mythology: Nausicaa aids Odysseus in Book 6 of the Odyssey; Atalanta was a huntress known for her speed in footraces.


			244.21–22 Eloise, or Araminta or somebody] The suggestion of vaguely classical and somewhat pretentious names figuring in tales of doomed love seems more important than the identification of a single source, but Eloise may suggest the tales about Abelard and Heloïse, a monk and a nun who became lovers in twelfth-century France, and Araminta is the name of the woman who rejects the title character in English playwright William Congreve’s comedy The Old Bachelor (1693).


			247.4 p.d.q.] Pretty damn quick.


			248.22 alienist] Early term for doctor specializing in psychiatry.


			253.13 Melba] Dame Nellie Melba (1861–1931), an Australian operatic soprano and a celebrity singer of the early twentieth century.


			254.31 I would thou wert either cold or hot] Cf. Revelation 3:15.


			255.14 Mr. Grant Allen] A prolific Canadian-born British writer (1848–1899) of nonfiction and fiction; his work includes important articles on science, especially evolution, and the novel The Woman Who Did (1895).


			260.28–29 The Country Gentleman, The Fruit Grower, and The Breeder and Sportsman] American magazines of the early twentieth century.


			270.18 cirriped] A barnacle; a crustacean of the class Cirripedia.


			286.22 Professorins] German: Female professors.


			288.13 Same as pins do, of course—by not eating them.] I.e, if you don’t swallow them, they won’t kill you.


			290.1 Beowulf] Old English epic poem (c. 700–1000 C.E.).


			290.2 Venerable Bede] An English Benedictine monk and prolific scholar, Bede (672/3–735 C.E.) authored numerous works, the most famous of which is his Ecclesiastical History of the English People.


			290.35 dictagraph] An early twentieth-century device for recording sound.


			295.3 forty-niner’s] Those who took part in the California gold rush of 1849.


			298.13 “Jacob’s Ladder,”] The ladder between heaven and earth that appears in Jacob’s dream in Genesis 28.


			299.18 Froebelian and Montessorian] Friedrich Froebel (1782–1852) created the kindergarten in Germany. Maria Montessori (1870–1952) developed progressive teaching methods that emphasized the child’s capacity for discovery and creative development.


			300.7–8 “Go to the ant, thou sluggard, consider her ways and be wise.”] Proverbs 6:6.


			309.34 Servian] Serbian.


			315.33 He was not “the slave of love” of the Arab tale] A reference to the story of Ganem, which appears in the collection of Middle Eastern folktales, One Thousand and One Nights, and in Ganem, the Slave of Love (1852) by Francis Talfourd (1828–1862).


			325.38 “and when the child came, lovely as a star”] Phrase used to describe Hector’s son in Book 6 of Homer’s Iliad.


			329.6 taking the nettle firmly in both hands] I.e., dealing with a problem directly and energetically.


			329.19 her Settlement work] Charitable work in a settlement house created to provide resources and shelter for poor immigrants, such as Jane Addams’s Hull House. Gilman spent time at Hull House in 1896.


			herland


			333.20 the Old Nick] Name for the devil.


			334.38–39 I knew the stuff that savage dreams are made of.] Cf. Prospero’s remarks in The Tempest, IV.i.156–57: “We are such stuff / as Dreams are made on.”


			339.6 Mr. Yellow Press] Term for popular and sensational newspapers as opposed to legitimate journalism.


			340.30 Solomon] King Solomon in the Old Testament was known for his wisdom and his 700 wives and 300 concubines.


			345.30 a truck farm] A farm that produces vegetables for the market.


			349.33 “‘Faint heart ne’er won fair lady.”] This proverb can be traced back in print to Thomas Lodge’s “Euphues’ Golden Legacy” (1590) but also appears in translations of Cervantes’s Don Quixote (1615), Vol II, Book iii, Chapter 10.


			357.40 Hobson’s Choice] A situation in which there is really only one option, named after the owner of a large livery stable in England who reportedly gave customers the option of the horse nearest the door, or none at all.


			359.32 Shades of Sauveur] Joseph Sauveur (1653–1716) was a French mathematician and scientist who overcame hearing and speech impediments to do major work in acoustics.


			363.26 Esperanto] An artificial language devised in 1887 to facilitate international communication.


			364.10 Those old ladies gave us cards and spades] I.e., these women can give the men an advantage and yet still easily beat them.


			370.40–371.1 “stayed not for brake and we stopped not for stone,”] From The Lay of the Last Minstrel (1805) by Sir Walter Scott (1771–1832).


			383.3 Thomas] A male cat, or tomcat.


			387.3 Titus Andronicus] Violent play (1593) by William Shakespeare (1564–1616).


			389.39 Herodotus] Ancient Greek writer sometimes called the Father of History.


			394.29 that in the struggle the fittest survive] In their discussion of the value of competition, the men emphasize the premises behind social Darwinism, particularly as represented by Herbert Spencer (1820–1903). In contrast, Gilman’s view of evolutionary progress generally affirmed cooperation as the moving principle behind human development.


			399.23 hymenoptera] Large order of insects including ants, bees, and wasps.


			399.24 ‘Go to the ant, thou sluggard’] Cf. Proverbs 6:6.


			399.29–30 ‘As the birds do love the Spring, / Or the bees their careful king,’] From “Dameslus’ Song of His Diaphenia” (1600) by English poet Henry Constable (1562–1613).


			402.5 Malthus] In An Essay on the Principle of Population (1798), Thomas Robert Malthus (1766–1834) pointed to the dangers inherent in an increasing population and a limited supply of food and other resources. His ideas were important to both evolutionary biologists and utopian thinkers.


			410.11 Weismann] August Weismann (1834–1914) was a German evolutionary theorist known for the Weismann barrier, which held that acquired characteristics could not influence genetic information.


			416.20 a Henry V air] Henry V was one of the great warrior-kings of En­gland and the subject of three of Shakespeare’s plays.


			416.21 a Huguenot Lover] Perhaps a reference to the 1852 painting by John Everett Millais, “A Huguenot, on St. Bartholomew’s Day,” which features a French Protestant refusing his Roman Catholic lover’s plea to wear the white armband that would identify him as a Catholic and save him from persecution.


			420.13–14 “a rosebud garden of girls”] “The Rosebud Garden of Girls” is an 1868 photograph taken by Julia Margaret Cameron in the garden of her neighbor, Alfred Lord Tennyson. The title evokes the line “Queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls” from Tennyson’s 1855 poem, “Maud” (Part 1).


			423.27 “the path of true love never did run smooth”] Cf. A Midsummer’s Night Dream, I.i.134.


			438.33 Montessori] See note 299.18.


			449.24 Quaker Wedding] A wedding without a minister or officiant in which the couple make a simple but public declaration of their love and commitment.


			455.1 Lothario] A man who seduces women and behaves selfishly and irresponsibly. The term comes from the name of characters in The Fair Penitent (1703), a play by English dramatist Nicholas Rowe (1674–1718), and in a story within the first part of Cervantes’s Don Quixote (1605): “The Impertinently Curious Man” (Book 4, Chapters 33–35).


			455.2 Galahad] A knight in Arthurian legends renowned for his purity and gallantry.


			455.21–22 “passeth the love of women!”] Cf. 2 Samuel 1:26.


			456.1 “solitude à deux”] French: solitude for two.


			462.7–8 “I’ve taken my fun where I found it, / I’ve rogued and I’ve ranged in my time,”] The opening lines of “The Ladies” by Rudyard Kipling (1865–1936).


			462.10–11 “The things that I learned from the yellow and black, / They ’ave helped me a ’eap with the white.”] The end of the second stanza of Kipling’s “The Ladies.”


			463.15–16 Othello could not have extinguished Alima with a pillow] In Shakespeare’s Othello (1603), the jealous protagonist suffocates his wife, Desdemona, with a pillow.


			469.38 Epictetus] A Greek stoic philosopher (50–135 C.E.).


			472.28–29 Mrs. Josephine Dodge Daskam Bacon] A versatile and prolific author, Bacon (1876–1961) produced fiction, mysteries, and essays dealing with women and the American home.


			473.31–32 Sir Almwroth Wright] An eminent British doctor (1861–1947) who opposed women’s suffrage and wrote The Unexpurgated Case Against Woman Suffrage (1913).


			474.5–6 “false Sextus,” for instance, who “found Lucrese	 . . . ] In Roman tradition, Sextus Tarquinius’s brutal rape of Lucretia, another man’s virtuous wife, spurred the overthrow of the early monarchy and the founding of the Roman Republic.


			with her in ourland


			484.9 as did Desdemona the wild tales of her lover] The hero of Shakespeare’s Othello (1603) wins the love of his wife Desdemona by recounting his adventures.


			485.4 war in Europe?] Terry’s limited knowledge of events suggests that we can date this chapter to late 1914 or early 1915. It was first serialized in The Forerunner in January 1916. The First World War ran from July 28, 1914, to November 11, 1918, and pitted the Allied forces of the United Kingdom, France, the Russian Empire, Italy, Japan, Portugal, Greece, Serbia, and Montenegro against Germany, the Austro-Hungarian Empire, the Ottoman Empire, and Bulgaria. The United States entered the war on April 6, 1917. The Russian Revolution ultimately led to Russia’s withdrawal from the conflict in March 1918.


			487.40–488.1 “the higher criticism.”] A secular approach to the bible that aims to use historical methods and linguistic analysis to uncover the origins of and original intent of various parts of the text.


			488.11 “black but comely”] Cf. Song of Solomon 1:5. Some biblical interpreters have read this book as an expression of God’s love for Israel or Christ’s love for the Church.


			489.12–13 “Upon thy belly . . . days of thy life,”] Genesis 3:14.


			496.31–32 ‘Bear ye one another’s burdens,’] Galatians 6:2.


			496.33 ‘It makes joy double and halveth trouble.’] Swedish proverb: “Shared joy is a double joy; shared sorrow is half a sorrow.”


			500.30–31 Winwood Reade’s Martyrdom of Man] The British historian and philosopher William Winwood Reade (1838–1875) produced Martyrdom of Man (1872), a universal history of the Western world, which was divided into four chapters of about 150 pages each dealing with War, Religion, Liberty, and Intellect. His secular approach encompassed a criticism of religious dogma and an affirmation of social Darwinism that emphasized the importance of using reason to move beyond the violence and waste that marked human evolution.


			501.11 “mañana” of the Spaniard] The Spanish word for “tomorrow” is offered as an example of a larger philosophy of life that rejects European haste and anxiety in favor of a more casual and relaxed approach.


			503.1–2 ‘And history, with all her volumes vast, hath but one page.’] From Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage, Canto 4, stanza 108, lines 5–6 (1812–18) by Lord Byron (1788–1824).


			510.29 Abydos] One of the oldest cities in ancient Egypt, site of the temple of Seti I and other ancient tombs and temples.


			513.1–2 futility of the fellaheen, still using the shadoof] Fellaheen, peasants in Arab countries, and shadoof, a counterbalanced pole with a bucket on a pivot used as an irrigation tool.


			519.34 “golden lilies” of China] Women with bound feet; the term “golden lotus” referred to a three-inch foot.


			520.32 Malthus] See note 402.5.


			521.35–36 Helen Hunt . . . ‘A Century of Dishonor.’] Helen Hunt Jackson (1830–1885) explored the injustices done to American Indians in A Century of Dishonor (1881).


			525.3–4 Winwood Reade’s wonderful “Martyrdom of Man”] See note 500.30–31.


			526.1–2 England’s taking the Boers’ country?”] The British Empire annexed two independent Boer republics in South Africa after the discovery of gold and diamonds in them, sparking the Second Boer War (1899–1902).


			527.13 Ina Coolbrith’s] Ina Coolbrith (1841–1928) was an American poet who was a central figure in the San Francisco literary community and the first poet laureate of California. Her poem “California” was the 1871 commencement ode for the University of California.


			528.25 great Exposition] The Panama-Pacific International Exposition was held in San Francisco from February 20 to December 4, 1915.


			532.6 Columbia’s robe] The figure of Columbia in classical robes is the common female personification of the United States of America.


			532.14 John Muir] John Muir (1838–1914) was a Scottish-born American author of books about nature and the environment, including several important ones about the Sierra Mountains of California.


			532.16 Ramona] Best-selling novel by Helen Hunt Jackson (see note 521.35) dealing with the persecution of the American Indians of California.


			537.17 Dickens] Charles Dickens (1812–1870) visited the United States in 1842 and again in 1867. His criticism of the United States appears in American Notes for General Circulation (1842) and the novel Martin Chuzzlewit (1844).


			541.2 ‘many gifts, but the same spirit.’] Cf. 1 Corinthians 12:4.


			541.9 E Pluribus Unum] Latin: Out of many, one; the unofficial motto of the United States, inscribed on the Great Seal of the United States, the U.S. Capitol, and some coins.


			547.4 Eleven states now] Before the Nineteenth Amendment gave all women the right to vote in 1920, a number of individual states, mostly in the West, gave voting rights to women.


			548.32–33 “Including the Tiger . . . especially the Donkey!] Symbols of political parties: the Tammany Tiger of New York City, the Elephant of the Republican Party, Theodore Roosevelt’s Bull Moose party, and the Donkey of the Democratic Party.


			549.12–13 Mr. Gill . . . public schools] Wilson Gill (1851–1941) developed a civics program, “School Republic,” that was adopted in New York and Philadelphia. His books include The School Republic (1903) and American Citizenship in the Schools (1920).


			549.13–14 Mr. George of the Junior Republics] William Reuben George (1866–1936) developed “Junior Republics” of youth-led communities to provide delinquent and abandoned city children with meaningful experience in democratic citizenship and economic responsibility.


			549.23–24 between Fifth Avenue and—Avenue A?] The two streets designate the wide gulf in class and economic prosperity in New York City—Fifth Avenue suggests the wealthy center of the city while Avenue A at that time was a marginal area occupied largely by poor immigrants.


			552.8 Kenwood rug] A brand of lap blankets for travel shaped like sleeping bags.


			553.6 putting new wine in old bottles] Cf. Matthew 9:17.


			554.19 Demos] The common people, from a term used in ancient Greek democracies.


			558.1 German-Jewish economist] Karl Marx (1818–1883), author of Das Kapital (three volumes, 1867–83). Gilman rejected the Marxist belief in class conflict and favored forms of socialism, like British Fabianism, that believed in a natural and peaceful political process.


			558.32 Cymbeline . . . without these women!] Cf. Shakespeare, Cymbeline, II.v.1–2.


			559.36 Gulliver—bound by the Lilliputians] In the first part of Gulliver’s Travels (1726) by Jonathan Swift (1667–1745), Gulliver finds himself trapped and bound up by the tiny inhabitants of Lilliput.


			561.12 ‘The world is mine oyster,’] The Merry Wives of Windsor, II.ii.3.


			567.16 benzoate] A salt of benzoic acid, used in food preservatives.


			581.12 what Ghent called ‘feudalism’] William J. Ghent (1866–1942) was the author of Our Benevolent Feudalism (1902) and Mass and Class (1904). He was an active Socialist but withdrew from the Socialist Party when it maintained its opposition to the First World War even after the United States’ entry into the conflict.


			589.2 endogenous marriage] Marriage confined to members of a specific social group.


			591.7 Jeremiah] One of the major prophets of the Hebrew Bible, Jeremiah is credited in Jewish tradition with being the author of the book of Jeremiah, both 1 and 2 Kings, and Lamentations.


			595.16 Mr. Tantalus] In Greek mythology, Tantalus was compelled to stand in a pool of water near a fruit tree, but prevented from either drinking or eating.


			597.32 Lester Ward] One of the crucial founders of the field of sociology (1841–1913). His 1,200-page Dynamic Sociology (1883) emphasized the capacity of human beings to shape their future through public education and social reform, rejecting the view of those social Darwinists who saw humanity as the victim of immutable forces. Ward also believed in equal rights for women and suggested that women were naturally superior to men. Gilman deeply admired his work and consistently cited him as one of her most important influences.


			603.14 White slavery?] The term originally referred to the chattel slavery of white Europeans who might be kidnapped and forced to labor, but the modern meaning emphasizes sexual slavery and the forced prostitution of women.


			610.26 Ellen Key] Ellen Key (1849–1926) was an influential Swedish feminist who argued for new views of education and parenting; her books include The Century of the Child (1909), The Morality of Woman (1911), and The Woman Movement (1912).


			611.16 eohippus] An extinct genus of small equines, which Gilman saw as an ancestor of the modern horse.


			in this our world


			640.19 Hydra] A mythological snake with poisonous breath and multiple heads that grow back after being cut off; in myth the hydra was killed by Hercules in his second of twelve labors.


			642.5 As led Columbus over the world’s rim.] Washington Irving’s 1828 biography of Christopher Columbus popularized the false idea that Columbus’s voyage of discovery was partly to challenge the idea of a flat Earth.


			644.13 And the heathen plagued the stiff-necked Jew] Cf. Exodus 32:9. The passage refers to God’s wrath at the Israelites who fell into the practices of “heathen nations” and created a golden idol to worship.


			644.14–15 Or when the Man . . . cursed his name—] Cf. Isaiah 53:3. Most Christian interpretations of this Old Testament passage read the man of sorrows as a prefiguration of Jesus Christ.


			644.23 goats] I.e., sinners doomed to hell; cf. Matthew 25:32.


			655.23 No Gilpin race] The protagonist of the 1782 comic ballad, “The Diverting History of John Gilpin” by William Cowper (1731–1800), is carried away by a runaway horse.


			655.29 Plato] Gilman here focuses on both the Greek philosopher’s belief in an immortal soul and afterlife and the emphasis in his Republic (c. 375 B.C.E.) on seeing beyond the surfaces and shadows of this earth to a higher and truer reality. Like others in her time, Gilman saw Plato as the foundation of both philosophy and Western spirituality.


			658.26 S.T.D.] The subject of this elegy has so far remained unidentified.


			659.6 “Whom the Lord loves he chasteneth”—] Hebrews 12:6.


			659.8 “The wages of sin is death.”] Romans 6:23.


			662.14 White Christ] A term applied to Jesus Christ by the Norse. It may have stemmed from the white baptismal garments worn by converts to Christianity.


			662.25–26 the poor / Need be with us no more,] Cf. biblical statements about the persistence of the poor in Matthew 26:11 and Deuteronomy 15:11.


			669.16 The pretty winged boy with the arrow and the bow] Cupid, god of love.


			669.18 the Muses and the Graces] In Greek mythology there were nine Muses (Calliope for epic poetry, Clio for history, Euterpe for music, Thalia for comedy and pastoral poetry, Melpomene for tragedy, Terpsichore for dance, Erato for love poetry and lyric poetry, Polyhymnia for sacred poetry and Urania for astronomy) and three Graces (Euphrosyne, Thalia, and Aglaia) who were associated with merriment, festivity, and beauty and also with music and the arts.


			681.9 Tyrian ships] Ships from Tyre, a port city in Lebanon.


			681.12 old Chaldean seers] The philosophers and astrologers of ancient Chaldea in Mesopotamia. Abraham in the Hebrew Bible is said to have come from Chaldea.


			682.3 the Lord of Peace and Blessing] I.e., Jesus.


			688.14 Powell Street] Major street in San Francisco; the poem traces the sights along the cable car line.


			689.5 Dives’ gold birds] Dives means “rich” in Latin, and through a complex process became misinterpreted as the name of the rich man in some versions of the parable recorded in Luke 16:19–31.


			691.2 Russian Hill] A neighborhood in San Francisco named after the small Russian cemetery that was once there.


			694.3 Albion] A poetic name for England.


			695.5 the Pawtuxet] A river in Rhode Island.


			695.23 Venus] The planet Venus; it is most visible after sunset in the western sky.


			696.21 Walt Whitman’s first] The first edition of Leaves of Grass (1855).


			696.23 Nebuchadnezzar to outdo in diet] King of Babylon; in Daniel 4, Nebuchadnezzar loses his sanity and eats grass like an ox until he acknowledges Yahweh as Lord.


			697.18 Tertiary rocks] Sedimentary rocks containing fossils; the Tertiary period is an obsolete name for the geologic periods now known as the Paleogene and Neogene eras. It was once associated with the era of Noah’s flood.


			697.19 Eohippus] See note 611.16.


			697.23 Dinoceras] An extinct mammal with a massive body and three pairs of horns.


			697.24 Coryphodon] an extinct herbivorous mammal with a large body and small brain.


			698.1 fourteen hands] A hand, equaling four inches, is the unit for measuring horse stature; fourteen hands is the normal height of a modern horse.


			698.2 psychozoic] The geologic period when human beings emerged.


			698.18 Loxolophodon] Another large extinct mammal.


			698.22 Early Eocene] About 48 to 54 million years ago.


			698.37 Mastodon] An extinct large browsing animal that resembles the mammoth and the elephant; its extinction about ten thousand years ago may have been driven by overhunting by early humans as well as by changes in climate.


			699.25 Neolithic Man] The Neolithic or New Stone Age began about twelve thousand years ago and is marked by the beginning of farming and use of domesticated animals.


			703.9 incubus] Gilman seems to use “incubus” to mean an intangible spirit or ghost, but its conventional use  denotes a male demon who lies on sleeping women in order to have sexual intercourse with them.


			703.13 The Fox Who Had Lost his Tail] Gilman’s version of Aesop’s fable.


			705.14 flat] I.e., without interest or vitality.


			707.34 Pearl of Great Price] Cf. Matthew 13:45–46.


			713.3–4 The place we . . . meant to be] Gilman’s rendition of the aphorism “The road to hell is paved with good intentions.”


			714.1 Unmentionable] The focus of this poem is on spitting, especially after chewing tobacco.


			715.15 “weather breeder”] A pleasant day of unusual calmness that precedes a big storm.


			717.19 Tree of Knowledge] Cf. Genesis 3.


			726.18 Eve and Pandora!] Women blamed for everlasting human misery; Eve’s tasting of the forbidden fruit leads to expulsion from Paradise, and Pandora’s opening of the box in Greek mythology releases pain and suffering into the world.


			737.26 scolding bridles and ducking stools] Forms of torture used primarily on women: the scolding bridle was an iron gag; the ducking stool was used to plunge women underwater.


			737.27 beating stick no thicker than your thumb] See note 139.23.


			739.24 Where Mother’s Doughnuts rank beside] “Mother’s Doughnuts” is the title of a popular humorous poem (1885) by Charles Follen Adams (1842–1918).


			740.21–22 And save the prettiest . . . silk is best—] This part of the long list of household tasks focuses on quilt-making.


			744.1 Punch] The comic puppet in Punch and Judy, a traditional English puppet show.


			744.18 the New Woman] Early twentieth-century term for women who insisted on their personal freedom and autonomy.


			745.13 Blue Book] A book listing the names of socially prominent people.


			745.14 mamma’s “day.”] I.e., the day her mother would be at home to receive social calls.


			745.16 Unsexed] In beehives, the female worker bees gather honey while the male drones remain in the hive and mate with the queen bee.


			751.10 The wolf is at the door!] An idiomatic expression denoting a desperate financial situation likely to result in poverty.


			752.24 Rouge et Noir] French: Red and Black; the name is used both for gambling games involving multiple players and for a challenging form of solitaire.


			756.8 An Associated Press despatch] On April 11, 1890, L. L. Polk (1837–1892), president of the National Farmers Alliance, spoke of “the universal wail of hard times and distress” to the Senate Committee on Agriculture and Forestry in Kansas City, Missouri.


			756.11 Dives] Name for a rich man; see note 689.5.


			759.12 Abel or of Cain] The first children of Adam and Eve (Genesis 4:1–16).


			760.8–9 If a Man May Not Eat Neither Can He Work] Cf. 2 Thessalonians 3:10.


			761.32 Stephenson] British engineer and developer of the railroad locomotive George Stevenson (1781–1848).


			764.17 palace car] See note 60.1.


			766.9 Nationalism] A political movement that advocated the form of socialism described in the best-selling utopian novel Looking Backward 2000–1887 (1888), by Edward Bellamy (1850–1898). Gilman’s poem “Similar Cases” (see pp. 697–700 in this volume) established her as a major proponent of this movement.


			767.6 Jeremiah] See note 591.7.


			767.33 pools and trusts] I.e, investment pools and business trusts.


			768.3 pious Watts] The British congregational minister Isaac Watts (1674–1748) was a prolific hymnwriter.


			772.27 The Survival of the Fittest] A central idea and phrase associated with Herbert Spencer and social Darwinism. See also note 394.29.


			773.17 Crœsus] Ancient Greek king whose name is used as a signifier of fabulous wealth.


			775.8 more blessed to give] Cf. Acts 20:35.


			other poems


			785.28 Livedst when drunken Noah asleeping lay] Cf. Genesis 9:20–21.


			788.8 “To me this child was born!”] Cf. Isaiah 9:6.


			788.25 the wealthy Mr. Rockefeller] John D. Rockefeller (1839–1937) was the richest American of his time; he made his vast fortune by gaining control over 90 percent of the oil industry. He was also a devout Baptist who attributed his business success to religious principles and became an important philanthropist.


			789.6 the virgin’s lamp] Cf. Matthew 25:1–13.


			789.6 and the widow’s cruse.] Cf. 1 Kings 17:8–16.


			789.12 “Sell all thou hast and give the poor!”] Luke 18:22.


			789.30 “Take up thy cross and follow me!”] Cf. Matthew 16:24.


			790.6 But the rich shall hardly enter in!] Cf. Matthew 19:23.


			790.10 “The Poor Ye Have Always With You”] Cf. John 12:8.


			792.2 The blind preacher leading the blind—] Cf. Matthew 15:14.


			792.13 an army with banners] Cf. Song of Solomon 6:4.


			795.26 As old as Cain’s] Cf. Genesis 4:8.


			797.2 Aigrette, rosette, and bright bandeau—] Hat decorations: aigrette, a long plume often of egret feathers or gems shaped to look like one; rosette, a design of ribbons or fabric to imitate a rose; and bandeau, a narrow band used to hold hair in position.


			797.8 Not peace, dear, but a sword] Cf. Matthew 10:34–36.


			798.15 “En Banc”] A legal term describing situations in which cases are heard and decisions are made by the full slate of judges as opposed to just one judge on a circuit court.


			800.20 Parkhurst] Charles Henry Parkhurst (1842–1933), American clergyman remembered for his attacks on the corruption of Tammany Hall politicians and for his vehement opposition to giving voting rights to women. He cast aspersions on women with short hair and coined the term “andromaniacs” to refer to the “passionate aping of everything that is mannish.”


			802.2 John Burns] Gilman seems to be using this name to represent an ordinary English laborer, but John Burns was also the name of an important English trade unionist and Socialist activist (1858–1943).


			802.12 John Rockefeller] See note 788.25.


			808.20 a Chinese puzzle] I.e., an elaborate and challenging puzzle.


			812.11 The “Anti” and the Fly] The “anti” is anyone who opposes women’s suffrage.


			813.18 Another Star] California became the sixth state to grant women suffrage in 1911, nine years before the passage of the Nineteenth Amendment.


			815.3 My View] Gilman added a note to the manuscript copy of the poem, explaining that “the house was on the north-west corner of Manning and Ives sts. in Providence. Mine was the west of two third floor windows.”


			821.25 Two Callings] This poem was published as the preface to Gilman’s The Home: Its Work and Influence (1903).


			830.11 mephitic air] Unhealthy, dangerous air that lacks sufficient oxygen.


			831.25 APOLOGIES TO LONGFELLOW] “The Psalm of Life” by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807–1882) is the source of this satire of Freudian thought.


			832.16 Bluebeard] In folklore, famous serial murderer of wives.


			833.1 Isadora Duncan] Isadora Duncan (1878?–1927) was one of the most famous dancers of the early twentieth century. Gilman admired a performance in 1915 and praised Duncan in The Forerunner; she noted on the typescript of this poem that she sent a copy to Duncan “and she never even said thank you.”
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