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HOW TO EDUCATE OUR GIRLS.

The foundation of society rests on its homes. The

success of our homes rests on the wives. There

fore, first of all, teach our girls how to be success-

ful wives. Begin in their infancy to develop their

characters. Teach them that jealousy is an immor

ality, and gossip a vice. Train them to keep the

smallest promise as sacredly as an oath, and to

speak of people only as they would speak to them.

Teach them to look for the best quality in every

one they meet, and to notice other peoples faults

only to avoid them.

Train them to do small things well, and to delight

in helping others, and instill constantly into their

minds the necessity for sacrifice for others pleas

ure as a means of soul development.

Once given a firm foundation of character like

this,which the poorest as well as the richest par
ents can give to their girls, and no matter what

necessity arises they will be able to rise above it.

Teach them the value of making themselves at

tractive by good health, physical development, neat

dress, and perfect cleanliness. The worthy woman
must learn that her worth alone will not keep her

*



8 HOW TO EDUCATE OUR GIRLS

husband in love with her. She must be as accom

plished, as amiable, as liberal minded, as tactful, as

agreeable, as her less worthy rivals. She must make

home the most delightful spot on earth and herself

the most attractive woman as well as the worthi

est. Unselfishness, perseverance, patience, and

cheerfulness, must be her constant aids, and above

all, tact.

(This article sent anonymously, received the prize offered by

the New York WORLD for the best reply to the question &quot;How to

educate our
girls.&quot;)



MY BELIEF.

I believe in progressive immortality and in A

succession of lives here, or on other planets.

I believe the spirit lives forever and cannot

decay or die.

I believe that after the death of the body those

who have wandered from the laws of the Creator

will be obliged to occupy a low sphere in the next

world, and separated from those who lived true to

principle, that they must begin the dreary labor of

reformation alone with their awakened consciences.

I believe that whatever is, is best, and the suffer

ings we are compelled to endure here are but the

results of wrong methods of living, and thinking,

in this or former lives, and are ripening experi

ences intended to force the soul into truer conditions.

I believe space is peopled with advanced

spirits who have passed through former incarna

tions and who sympathize with us, and strength
en us when we cry for help; not in spiritual mani

festations or materialization, but in more subtle

and mysterious ways beyond the power of reason

to fathom or explain.

I believe that Christ had passed through
2 9



SO MV BELIEF

reincarnations and that He was, therefore, enabled

to be infinite in His sympathies and power.

I believe that each soul is its own Savior; that

prayer to the Unseen Forces about us widens our

spiritual knowledge and brings us closer to divine

truths.

I believe that we are evolved from lesser order

of life through millions of centuries, and that hu

manity is the highest type yet obtained; that the world

grows better and humanity more spiritual and in

telligent constantly, and that we are all progressing

towards divinity; that in time the earth will

be inhabited by almost god-like beings, who shall

analyze and discuss the remnants of humanity as we

now discuss the chimpanzee.

I believe that love is the Universal Law, that to

live upon the earth is an inestimable blessing and

privilege, and that death is but the gateway to a

more advanced existence.



WHAT LOVE IS.

Love is the essence of every existing thing: the

root of life! the recompense for death.

It is the all creative spark, the vital force of the

universe. There is power to achieve in the mere ut

terance of the word Love. I think God said:

&quot;I love the earth,
&quot;

and lo! the earth sprang into be

ing. Love is the natural element of all things. The

illimitable oceans of space are composed of the

waters of Love. Whoever loves most widely and

warmiy is most in harmony with the universe. Love

is the key to success. To love your work is to excel

in it. To love observingly and nobly any worthy

object or aim is to eventually obtain and attain it.

Love is at once an ecstasy and an agony. It is

the bridge whereon we are compelled to walk con

tinually to and fro, between heaven and hell, but

ever back to heaven.

When the bridge breaks or its timbers rot away,
then are we precipitated into hell, and unable to

11



12 WHAT LOVE IS

find the door of heaven again; for the only way to

go is over the bridge of Love.

He who loves greatly hates feebly. All strong

emotions proceed from and derive their strength

from Love. If Love uses his own force there is

nothing left for Hate. It is only when Love grows

indolent and sleeps, that Hate is enabled to steal

his garments of strength and sallies forth to do evil.

But even then he has not his elder and divine

brother s power; for he was sired by man, and

Love was fathered by God.

God espoused Nothing, and said, I love, and

Love was born to rule the universe. Afterward

Nothing conceived by man and bore a misshapen

creature, called Hate; but at one glance from the

divine eyes of his nobly born brother, he falls van

quished at the feet of Love.

To love is to become wise with the wisdom of

ages, yet to become as a little child in humility

and subjection.

To love enables us to lead an army into the

jaws of death, and to serve as a menial at the feet

of one so loved.

To love is to know happiness but not content

ment, rapture but not peace, exhilaration but not

satisfaction; for contentment means inertia, peace

means stagnation, and satisfaction means satiety,

and these three cannot exist where Love is. Love

and action are co-existent, and there is no repose
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where Love is, but there is rest even in its rest

lessness, ecstasy in its misery, hope in its fear,

joy in its sorrow, and sweet in its bitter.



HOW WOMEN LIKE TO BE LOVED.

Poets and orators speak of a woman as a love-

craving being, who lives almost wholly in her affec

tions.

Real life proves her to be many-sided and vari

able in her ideas of how men should express their

love for her.

Every woman needs love as every plant needs

light and heat; yet there are plants which thrive

better in shaded nooks than in the broad sunlight,

and there are other plants which bloom their

brightest in the artificial warmth of the hot-house.

There is a large percentage of highly cultivated,

mentally emotional women, who live in the imagi

nation so far as sentiment is concerned, and who

find little but discontent and disappointment in the

realm of the real.

They are excellent friends and devoted mothers,

but they neither give nor receive positive happiness

as sweethearts or wives. They shrink from demon

strative love, and the actual seems coarse and com

mon to them through comparison with the ideal.

They enjoy a lover s letters better than his society,
14
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and they are more devoted nurses to a husband in

sickness, than companions to him in health.

They are faithful to every duty, but they are for

ever dreaming of a more spiritual and romantic love

than they have known, and a veil of sadness and

disappointment hangs between them and happiness.

There is another order of woman to whom admi

ration is far more gratifying than love. The flattery

of a crowd of admirers gives her more lasting de

light than the sincere love of one undemonstrative

heart. The most earnest expressions of affection

would not afford her happiness unless other people

heard them and recognized them as tributes to her

powers of fascination. She finds more pleasure in

a ball-room with a score of men paying her empty

compliments, than . in her boudoir, listening to the

conversation of the man who loves her.

There are women who demand a combination of

both valet and maid in the attentions of a lover,

and there are other women to whom this manner of

expressing devotion is odious.

&quot;You should see Julie s husband,&quot; said Julie s

friend to Annie one day in my hearing. &quot;He is the

most adoring lover I ever saw. He does not allow

Julie to do a single thing for herself. He looks

after the servants, does all the marketing, takes

care of Julie s gloves, laces and ribbons, keeps
them all in order, even hangs up her hat and wrap
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when she comes in from a promenade. I think

such devotion just lovely!&quot;

&quot;I am sure I should not want a man to show his

devotion to me in that sort of fashion,&quot; retorted

Annie. &quot;I should feel as though I had married my
butler and, forgetting myself, would be talking to

him about his wages and his day off. My ideal of

a lover would be terribly lowered were a man to

take care of my ribbons and laces and wait upon me

generally.
&quot;

&quot;I don t understand
you,&quot;

said Julie s friend.

&quot;Well, then, to be more explicit,&quot; continued

Annie, &quot;I could not love a man unless I felt like

serving him. Every attractive woman finds scores

of men who are ready to play page and courtier to

her in boudoir and ball-room all that is very well.

But it is rarely that she finds among these one

whom she respects and loves enough to wish to

serve. I could not be happy with a man unless 1

felt this sort of love for him.&quot;

&quot;I should never wish to feel like serving any

man,&quot; replied Julie s friend.

&quot;Then you would never wish to love according to

my idea of the passion,&quot; responded Annie. &quot;It is

all a matter of temperament most women desire

rather to be loved than to love but I should not

respect a man enough to be happy in his love unless

he were able to create in me as great a love as he

gave, and he could not do this if he acted as a vaie(
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towards me. He must be my king, not my serv

ant&quot;

There are more Julies than Annies in the world,

perhaps because there are more pages than kings

among men.

There is another type of woman who guages a

man s love toward her by the amount of money he

expends upon her. Gold blinds her eyes to his

moral and mental deficiencies, and she flaunts her

jewels and fine dresses in the eyes of less splendidly

attired wives, seemingly content with her lot.

In her husband s presence she speaks of his ex

travagance where she is concerned, and reproaches

him for it with smiling approval in face and voice.

She seems utterly indifferent to, or unconscious of,

the fact that a lavish expenditure of money does

not always indicate an equal outgo of affection.

More prudent and loyal husbands she designates

as misers, and frankly confesses that she could not

live with a man who did not consider her comfort

and pleasure before all other things.

It is not infrequently the case that the bank offi

cer who is &quot;short&quot; in his accounts possesses a wife

of this kind. Such women add materially to the

population of Canada.

Analogous to her is the woman who measures a

man s affection for her by the selfishness and in

civility he exhibits towards all others.
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&quot;My
husband used fairly to snub people to get

them out of the house so that he could have me all

to himself,&quot; a professedly religious woman once

said to me with great gusto. &quot;His relatives were

all furious because of his absorbing love for me
and his consequent indifference to them,&quot; and she

laughed with delight at the recollection of how very

unhappy this man had made every one but herself.

I have met a great many women of this type, and

over and over have heard them relate with pride

and exultation the selfish and unkind acts which

love for them had prompted men to commit.

Such women invariably express surprise when any

wife of their acquaintance permits her husband to

show liberality and affection towards relatives, and

are quick to intimate that the husband who is

thoughtful of others does not really love his wife.

Now and then I hear a woman speak of a man s

love for her as something which should make him

incapable of an unkind or selfish action something
which should render him generous and full of

charity and goodness to all the world but only

now and then! Women who are the soul of benevo

lence and kindness in all other things seem devoid

of humanity in this respect.

There are women whom too much love renders

exacting and incapable of self-sacrifice, as too much
broad sunlight deprives some flowers of their per

fume.
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&quot;Just think,&quot; said a woman to me recently one

who had been a petted daughter and a worshiped

wife.
&quot;Just think, my husband was foolish enough

to expose himself and take cold, and I had to give

up my room and be broken of my rest in conse

quence!&quot; Not a word of sympathy for the sick man,

only angry resentment at the inconvenience she had

been caused.

Perhaps the most unfortunate type of woman is

she who, from natural tendency or acquired habit,

finds excitement and adventure a necessary element

in man s love.

Unless her lover is in a constant state of jealous

despair or vehement protestation, there is no pleas

ure for her in being loved. The quiet domestic

role is worse than purgatory to her.

The man who shows a calm security and a happy
content in her presence, destroys her interest in life.

The salt of love is without savor to her taste unless

seasoned with the tragic.

With her, marriage is always a failure, and ad

vancing years hold nothing for her.

After her beauty begins to wane she can feast

only on that worst of all dead sea fruit, the recol

lections of dramatic love scenes with men long
since dead, or grown into happy fathers or grand
fathers. She suffers the agonies of death in witnessing
the triumphs of younger women, and becomes bitter
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or grotesque in her attitude towards the male sex as

she grows old, and blames Providence and mankind

for the misery which she has brought upon herself.

In spite of the existence of all these various types,

the majority of women in the civilized world are

content to feed their hungry hearts on crumbs of

affection, and to lavish on their children or their

church the love which, like Noah s dove, has
gon&amp;lt;

forth in search of a resting place and flown back

weary and disappointed, to the ark in their bosoms.

While many women abuse the love that is lav

ished upon them, the average woman lives
upc&amp;gt;/&amp;lt;

*

kind look, a tender tone and an occasional car* *

and repays these with the devotion of a lifetime.



HOW MEN LIKE TO BE LOVED.

A cynical Frenchman has said, &quot;The woman

whom we love is only dangerous, but the woman

who loves us is terrible,&quot; to which a greater cynic

added, &quot;Fortunately she never loves us.&quot;

This was more witty than true, for every woman

loves, has loved or expects to love some man.

Man has a horror of being loved with a mercen

ary motive. So great is this horror to-day that it

amounts to morbid expectancy. Nine young men

out of ten speak of a wife as a possession only to

be purchased. But if a man had never been nig

gardly, woman would never have become mercen

ary. And mercenary women are few.

Men are far more stereotyped in mind than

women. Therefore their ideas regarding the grand

passion are more uniform.

While almost every woman likes a dramatic ele

ment in a man s love for her, the normal man has a

dread of the dramatically disposed woman, espec

ially in the role of a wife. This is the reason we

find so many phlegmatic women who are wives,

Intensity worries a man unless it is kept well under
21
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check, and the tragic he finds insupportable in daily

life.

Less romantic than women by nature and with

less idealism, yet somewhere in his heart every man

hides a dream of that earthly trinity father, mother

and child in which he imagines himself the chief

element.

Sooner or later, to greater or less degree, every

man passes through the romantic phase.

Unfortunately for women, his idea of a sweetheart

is essentially different from his requirements for a

wife later in life.

The average young bachelor is attracted by the

girl whom other men admire. He likes to carry off

the belle of the season before the eyes of rivals.

He is amused by her caprices, flattered by hei

jealous exactions, and grateful for the least expres

sion of her regard for him. He is lavish with com

pliments and praise. But sentiment in man the

average man springs wholly from unappeased ap

petites. The coveted, but unpossessed woman, can

manifest her love for him in almost any manner,

and it will be agreeable and pleasing.

Whether she is coy, shrinking, coquettish or

playful, demonstrative or reserved, his imagination

will surround her with every charm. A man s

imagination is the flower of his passions. When
those passions are calmed, the flower fades. Once

let him possess the object of his desire, and his
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ideas become entirely changed. He grows critical

and discriminating and truly masculine in his ideas

of how he wishes to be loved.

We all know the story of the man who compared
his courtship to a mad race after a railroad train,

and his married life to the calm possession of a seat

with the morning paper at hand. He no longer

shouted and gesticulated, but he enjoyed what he

had won none the less for that.

It was a very quick witted husband who thought

of this little simile to explain his lack of sentiment,

but there are very few wives who c./e satisfied to be

considered in the light of a railway compartment,
for the soul of the wife has all the romantic feel

ings which the soul of the sweetheart held. It is

only the exceptional man (God bless him and in

crease him! ) who can feel sentiment and romance

after possession is an established fact. Unhappily
for both sexes, sentiment is just as much a part of

woman s nature after she surrenders herself as be

fore.

A well timed compliment, a tender caress given

unasked, would avert many a co-respondent case if

husband s were wiser.

After marriage a man likes to be loved practical-

ly.

All the affection and demonstrations of love pos
sible cannot render him happy if his dinner is not

well cooked and if his home is disorderly! Grant
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him the background of comfort and he will be con

tented to accept the love as a matter of course.

Grant a woman all the comfort life may offer,

yet she is not happy without the background of ex

pressed love.

When men and women both learn to realize this

inborn difference in each other s natures and to re

spect it, marriage will cease to be a failure.

In this, I think, women are ready to make their

part of the concession more cheerfully than are the

men. Women who loathe housework and who pos

sess no natural taste for it become excellent house

keepers and careful, thrifty managers, because they

realize the importance of these matters in relation

to the husband s comfort.

But how few men cultivate sentiment, although

knowing it so dear to the wife.

Man is forever talking eloquently of woman s sen

sitive, refined nature, which unfits her for public

careers. Yet this very sensitiveness he crucifies in

private life by ignoring her need of a different heart

diet than the one which he requires.

Wives throng the cooking schools, hoping to

make their husband s happier thereby. Why not

start a school of sentiment wherein husbands

should be coached in paying graceful compliments
and showing delicate attentions, so dear to their

wives.

A man likes to be loved cheerfully. A morbid
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passion bores him inexpressibly, no matter how

loyal it may be.

He likes tact rather than inopportune expression

of affection. He likes to be loved in private, but

to be treated with dignity in public. Nearly all

women are flattered and pleased if the man they

adore exhibits his love before the whole world.

If he defies a convention for their sake, they feel

it a tribute to their worth and charm.

I have found this to be true of the most dignified

and correct woman. But I have yet to see the man
who is not averse to having the woman he loves

provoke the least comment in public. He seems, to

feel that something is lost to him if the public

observes his happiness, however legitimate and

commendable it may be.

The woman who is demonstrative when he wants

to read, and who contradicts him before people an

hour later, does not know how to make a man

happy. He is better satisfied to have her show

deference to his opinions and suppress her demon

strations if she must choose.

A man likes a woman to show her love in occult

ways, to consult his tastes, to agree with him in his

most cherished opinions, to follow his counsel and

to ask his advice. He will not question her love

if she does this. But a woman needs to be told in

words how dear she is, no matter what other proofs

a man may give.



26 HOW MEN LIKE TO BE LOVED

Yet few men live who do not appreciate a little

well timed expression of love, and every rnan is

made happier and stronger by praise and apprecia
tion of the woman nearest to his heart.

The strongest man needs sympathy and is made
better by it, though he may not confess it. The

tendency of the age is to give all the sympathy to

woman, the tendency of woman is to demand all the

sympathy. But not until woman sympathizes with

man in his battle with the world and himself, and

not until man sympathizes with woman in her soul

hunger, will the world attain to its best.

It is a queer fact that while women are without

doubt the most lovable objects in the world, yet
on man is lavished the greatest and most enduring

passions.

A great many women go through life without ever

having been loved by any man.

I doubt if any man ever reached old age without

having been adored by some women.



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP.

Love stands alone in the solar system of the affect

ions like the sun, unmated and incomparable. From

it all the other emotions derive their worth, yet they

must not expect to imitate its light, warmth, or

power.

Our friendships are the stars next in magnitude to

the orb of light. There can be but one true love, as

there is but one sun visible to the earth. But there

may be as many orders of friendship as there are va

rieties of stars in the firmament, though few, to be

sure, of the first magnitude.

A great nature can enjoy and be loyal to a great

number of friends. It is time to do away with that

old idea, grounded in human selfishness, that a man

should have but one friend. I have studied the per

sons who are fond of proclaiming, &quot;I care but for

few people,&quot; and I have found them at the core sel

fish, narrow and unsympathetic. The broad-gauged
and noble-hearted man goes out spontaneously to his

fellow beings, and gives affection and loyality to

many. He attracts as many true friends as his

varied characteristics render him capable of enjoy

ing.

27
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You appeal to his intellect, and are a mental com

rade; in the association he grows fond of you, and in

terested in your personal life, but you can not expect

him to shut out from his heart another who amuses

and entertains him with a flow of cheerful spirits

which you lack. You show no evidence of affection

if you are jealous of this other friend. You simply

show a narrow mindedness, grounded in self-love.

You have your own sphere in that man s life and can

not be crowded by another, any more than one star

crowds another in the heavens.

The moment my friend says tome &quot;I must be first

in your affection, no matter what other claiments for

your regard come knocking at your door,&quot; I re

ply:

&quot;My friend, it is yourself you love, not me; the ab

solute friend asks only for what I choose to give, and,

confident of his own worth, never doubts his true place

in my affections. Were you my true friend you would

rejoice to see me enriched by other friends. It is

yourself you love, and you desire me to add fuel to

the flame which is already consumingyou. But lean

only bestow what you inspire. Look to it that you

inspire the best within me and it will be yours.

With each new friend I think our capabilities of af

fection increase.&quot;

Love is to the human heart what the Koran is to

the Mohammedan, or the Bible to the Christian.

There can be but one. But we may have as many
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choice friends as we have choice books in our library,

if our heart wealth is great enough to procure them.

I need not appreciate Dickens less because I enjoy

Thackeray also. I do no wrong to the prose authors,

because I revel in the poets. There are moods

when the humorist cheers and entertains me, and

and again I need the philosopher, and all are equally

admired and esteemed by me, and there is no one I

could spare.

I once heard a person say, &quot;I love my friends so

intensely I am jealous of any ray of light that falls

upon their paths, save through me.&quot; This is not

friendship. It is self-worship, self-aggrandizement

self to the core. Distrust any act of kindness shown

you by such a friend. It is done, not to give you hap

piness, but to win your gratitude. The real friend

never thinks of gratitude, though he would be hurt by

your ingratitude. But he would as soon bestow a

favor unknown to you, and he rejoices to see you.

benefited by others, and takes pleasure in anything

which helps you no matter how remote it may be from

his own interests.

Old friends endeared by years of memories are

best. Yet I have no right to reproach my old friend

if he outgrows me in his tastes and habits, and I have

no right to call him changeable, if he finds new friends

who are more congenial in these things, and who keep

step with him. He may have found me sufficent for

him when we both studied simple fractions together,
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bu* if he has passed into higher mathematics I have

no right to complain if he no longer enjoys singing the

multiplication table to the air of &quot;Yankee-Doo

dle&quot; with me as in our early school days. I had

better blame myself for not making at least suffi

cient progress to appreciate him, even if I can

not enter into full sympathy with his higher de

velopment. If lam worthy the name of a true &quot;old

friend,&quot; I will rejoice to see him speed on and up even

if our paths of necessity diverge.

Not long ago I heard a thinking woman say that

she could forgive the sin of commission in a friend far

sooner than a sin of omission. &quot;An unkind act or

word may spring from a hasty temper or a mistake of

judgment, but the friend who sits still and silent

when I need a defender or a mentor, commits an un

pardonable sin,&quot; she said, and said truly.

While I would prefer my friend to be the first to

praise me for well doing, I can excuse him for being

the last, if he is the first to warn me when I am doing

wrong. He is no friend if he sees me drifting towards

the rocks and does not tell me so; if he sees me pre

paring for the battle with a flaw in my armor, and

does not point it out to me before the fray begins. II

he has not discovered it until we are in the thick of

battle, then the true and wise friend will keep silent,

lest the sudden consciousness of my weak point

should unnerve me; but he will keep his own eye upon

it, and stand ready to corhe to my assistance if the

flaw proves my failure.
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I do not want my friend to feed and clothe me, for

that would enervate my strength and rob me of my
self-reliance. I do not want him to carry my bur

dens unless he sees my strength failing me. Let

him not perform my tasks for me, but rather stimu

late me to labor; instead of doing my work let him

encourage in me a belief of my own ability. Let him

chide me for my idleness, and spur me to achieve

results with my own powers.

In Charles Kingsley s delightful little book, the

Water Babies,&quot; there is a wonderful weird water-

sprite who makes people make themselves; she does

not create anything but she teaches things how to cre

ate themselves; this is the office of the true friend tc

tell us how to create ourselves and to urge us to

action.

My true friend never comes to me with the belittleing

and causeless gossip which he hears about me. He
never says, &quot;I know you will not care &quot; and then re

late some vicious lie invented by the mind of envy. He
never tells me anything disagreeable unless it is to

warn me or put me on my guard against a secret

enemy or against my own imprudence. He tells me
the kind and pleasant words he hears spoken of me
and takes as much pleasure in hearing them as I do.

And he defends me in my absence even against an

army of accusers.

He will say things to my face which he would not

say or permit to be said behind my back.
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Friendship of the highest order should banish all

wearisome restrictions and formalities. If I happen
to drop in on my nearest friend as she is preparing to

go out with another, she should feel free to go with

no fear that I will be hurt or feel slighted. The

moment this fear of wounding our friends in such mat

ters creeps in it is no longer, or not yet an absolute

friendship.

We can bear with the tyrannies and anxieties, fears

and turmoils of love, because the joys and raptures

repay us for all it makes us suffer; but the calmer

pleasures of friendship are jeopardized if we permit

these other emotions to mar them.

Love is like the mid-ocean, grand, beautiful, and

terrible, full of delight and danger; and friendship

should be like the calm bay where we rest, and do not

fear; it can not give us the exhilaration of love, and it

must not give us the anxieties.

We feel rested and strengthened after an interview

with a real friend, never irritated or worried.

The worth) and worth-while friend never chides

us for hot loving him enough nor begs to be loved

more; he makes himself so deserving and so unob

trusive that we needs must give him gratitude and af

fection.

The wise friend never weights us with his friend

shipnever burdens us with feelings that he can

not live without our constant devotion. It is the

privilege of love alone to do that.
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Love may lean and cling forever,
And forever grow more dear.

But friendship must sometimes stand upon its own

feet, or we tire of it.

If my friendship is absolute, I will stand by my
friend in trouble, danger and disgrace not uphold

ing him in the latter, but holding him from sink

ing lower. If he resents my restraint, however, and

is determined to sink, I do not prove my friendship

by sinking with him, I only prove my own moral

weakness. Better let go my hold and save my
strength to assist another who wants my help. If

he will not heed my advice or counsel, but insists

upon associations and actions which injure him, I

only blacken my own record and weaken my power
to aid others, if I stand by him. Friendship to

one s higher self should not be sacrificed in a mis

taken sense of devotion to another. Neither

should I ask rny friend to go down into the

valley of despair with me he will be a truer

friend if he stands above in the sunlight and strives

to lift me up beside him.

I do not want my friend to constantly urge me to

accept favors, but when, in my hour cf need, I ask

a favor, I want him to grant it with the air of one

who is the recipient rather than the giver. Neither

do I want him to refuse favors on the ground of be

ing unable to repay me. Since real friendship

finds payments in the bestowing oi favors. And al-

3
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ways I want him loyal, trusting and sincere in word

and act; as liberal as loving, as free from jealousy

as he is full of justice, ready to praise and not

afraid to reprove.



MEN OR WOMEN AS FRIENDS .

In a room full of ladies I heard this question

discussed in all its bearings not long a*go, and a

great many interesting anecdotes and experiences

were related. The majority of unmarried women

expressed quite unanimously an opinion in favor of

the men. The married ladies were less outspoken,

but the greater number of them were not enthusi

astic in their faith in man s friendship for women.

Their skepticism might be attributed to various

causes. Perhaps they knew the genus homo better

than their single sisters did. Perhaps they did not

think it wise to encourage the damsels in their

dangerous, even if true theory.

Many an unmarried girl is blind to the virtues

of women because she has not time to study them.

Her horizon is bounded by masculine forms, and

she is-quite content to have it so. By and by,

when she concentrates her attention and interest on

one man and the others disappear like setting stars

at the rise of the sun, why then she notices the

beauty and fragrance of those human flowers

women.

I heard one young lady, who had fought a single-
35
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handed battle with the world and achieved success,

declare that the question was not even open to dis

cussion in her mind.
&quot;

1 think no one is a better judge of the matter,&quot;

she said,
&quot;

than a woman who has had to make her

own way in life. I received appreciation and

encouragement from men, when women gave me

only indifference or neglect. Men predicted my
success, while women feared I would fall. Men

praised what they termed my courage, while women
criticised what they termed my boldness.&quot;

Another lady declared that she would invariably

go to a man were she in need of friendship or pro

tection in time of trouble.
&quot;

If I were placed in a compromising situation

for instance,&quot; she said, &quot;and wished to confide in

some one, and had only my own words to prove my
innocence, do you think I would trust myself to the

mercy of a woman? No, indeed. And if I had

done wrong and needed a confessor and counselor,

surely I would go to a man. Women are so cruel

to their own sex.&quot;

At this juncture I remarked that a man would

always protect a woman against every man but

himself. That task he left to her.

Hereupon a happy looking married lady expressed

her opinion.

&quot;You have all given your theories,&quot; quoth she,

now listen to my experience. No girl ever pos-
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sessed more gentlemen friends than I. My career

was a self-made and self-supporting one also. I,

too, found men far readier with praise and encour

agement than women were. Men proffered advice

and aid, while women crave it if asked. Yet as

time advanced I found men far more selfish in their

friendship than women were. The interest of my
most platonic male friends noticeably lessened after

my marriage, and in several cases turned into

enmity, while woman regarded me with in

creased favor.
&quot; Men whose respect and admiration, unmixed

with any tender sentiment, I would have sworn I

had won did not hesitate to shrug their shoulders

and sneer when I made an excellent marriage, and

no longer needed their occasional advice. I really

think a man s friendship for an unmarried woman
is always, even if unconsciously to himself, selfish.

While she belongs to no one he imagines she

belongs in some degree to himself, and rejoices in

her prosperity. When she belongs to another man

all this ceases. Women are less enthusiastic in the

beginning, but their friendship wears better.&quot;

&quot;

I don t know how it is in the matter of friend

ship,&quot;
a young lady interposed,

&quot;

but I know when

I go into any large establishment shopping I always

receive better attention and more courtesy from the

salesmen than from the sales-girls. If I desire to

be directed to another department in the store, I
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always prefer to ask a man, and he is more willing

and affable in his manner.&quot;

A young girl who had once published a little

book and sold it on the street to passers-by said:
11 Men are far kinderhearted than women. Women
looked at me as if I were doing some dreadful and

improper act; men looked at me with sympathy and

interest. In any time of distress women look at you
as if you were lying to them; men wait until they

catch you in a lie, and then tell you of it. They

forget and forgive a wrong, too, far sooner than

women do.&quot;

Hereupon I remarked that once upon a time 1

asked a favor of a gentleman in the presence of two

ladies. The gentleman expressed the deepest

sympathy and the most genuine regret that he

could not assist me. Both ladies voluntarily

offered the aid which I had not thought of appeal

ing for to them.

I think that if you can once remove all idea of

possible rivalry from a woman s mind she makes a

oetter friend than any man living. Tell a woman

your successes and she may show jealousy, but tell

her your sorrows and your failures and she is

&amp;lt;noved to befriend you.

On the contrary, tell a man of your successes

;jnd you win his admiring regard; while if you tell

Him your troubles, you weary him.

One lady said she thought men were more
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prompt and agreeable, as a rule, than our own sex

in their manner of bestowing favors, and it was

because they were educated to business methods.

A woman often wounded your feelings from no lack

of kind impulses, but merely from her awkwardness

in dealing with any matter outside of parlor

or kitchen. A married lady said she quite coin

cided with the last speaker in regard to the busi

ness methods of the sterner sex. Thereupon she

related her somewhat unusual experience.&quot;
&quot;

I was an artist,&quot; she said, &quot;and my studio was

in the same building in which an elderly profes

sional gentleman occupied an office. He obtained an

introduction to me, and became greatly interested

in my work. He never indulged in the least

sentiment toward me. His social and business

standing was excellent, hs was very intellectual,

and I quite prized his friendship and valued his

advice and criticism. Several times he invited me
to lunch with him at midday, almost the only hour

either of us had free from our work for social con

verse. He was many years my senior, and I saw

no impropriety in accepting. Well, by and by my
prince came and carried me away a wife. I had

often written to him of the nice old gentleman who
was so kindly interested in my work. Imagine my
humiliation when a bill was sent in for the lunches

to which the nice old gentleman had invited me!

Surely these were thrifty business methods indeed!
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I have about made up my mind that a man seldom

or never shows a lady who is in no way related or

dependent upon him marked and continued kindness,

unless he expects some sort of a return for them.&quot;

When I had pondered over all that I had heard,

and placed my own personal experience and impres
sions along with the other testimony my conclusions

might be classified as follows:

1. Men are more enthusiastic and ready to

espouse the cause of women than her sister women
are.

2. Women, when their interest is finally won,

are more lasting in their friendships.

3. There is instinctive rivalry between women

which, until it is overcome by the bonds of sym

pathy is a bar to true, unselfish friendship.

4. There is an instinctive attraction between

men and women which is a bar to safe and

unselfish friendship.

5. Men expect more in return for their favors

than women do.

6. Men are far more agreeable to approach in

any matter requiring courtesy and politeness.

7. Women are far safer and more reliable

friends in the long run.

8. The friendship of men noticably decreases

after a woman marries.

9. The friendship of women noticeably strengthens

after a woman marries.
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10. A good and efficient man is a far better

friend and adviser than a weak woman.

11. A good and efficient woman is a better

friend and adviser than a weak man.

12. There is no rule which governs the matter.



WOMAN AS THE THIRD PARTY.

The most difficult position in life to occupy

gracefully and without causing friction on either

side is that of the third person.

The world is full of wrecked loves and friend

ships caused by this third party.

Not through designing malice, but through tact

less blundering or stubborn unelasticity, is the dis

aster brought about in nine cases out of ten.

The people who have successfully played the role

in life s drama are exceedingly rare.

A greater array of unusual qualities are required

for this position than almost any other calling in

life demands.

Innumerable illustrations of the strength and

durability of friendship between two women have

come under my observation, but I have found

women especially unfortunate in their efforts to

form trios of friendship.

Men, naturally less exacting in their relations

with one another, and more frank and outspoken in

their methods, render such comradeships possible
*

now and then.

But the qualities which make the woman friend,

42
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seem inadequate to meet the exigencies of the third

party s position.

I have seen a woman insist upon leaving her com

fortable home to act as nurse or domestic for a

friend who was in trouble, quite against that friend s

desire. She performed her tasks with delight, and

seemed disturbed by any expression of thanks.

Yet when the same friend introduced a life-long,

valued acquaintance into the household, the hereto

fore devoted and self-sacrificing woman refused to

make herself agreeable or useful.

The woman who loves to talk, and the woman
who loves to listen, find each other s society enjoy

able year after year.

Let the talkative woman s friend appear upon the

scene, however, and we find the unusually good lis

tener distrait in manner and bored in expression.

Or let the listener introduce her friend, and the

talkative woman becomes straightway dull and

silent.

The ingenuity of woman in devising ways in

which to be the disagreeable third party is infinite.

The woman of the softest nature and the sweetest

disposition, whom you have found unvarying in her

amiability, will suddenly develop the quills of a

porcupine at the introduction of a friend whom you
have long desired her to meet. You have described

her as the essence of amiability, and she reveals

herself a monument of aggressiveness or frigidity.
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Again, the friend who has ever been the incarna

tion of cheerfulness and good sense, and whose

quick responsive nature has been your delight, de

velops an obtrusive humility when she is called

upon to play the third party. She makes herself

conspicuous by her absence from accustomed places,

and obliges you to send for her, and in reply to

your questioning says: &quot;Oh, I felt I would be in

the way. You did not need me. I would be de-

trop,&quot; rendering you and your friend inexpressibly

uncomfortable.

The woman who has always seemed to view the

world through rose colored spectacles, and whose

mantle of charity has been large enough to cover

the sins of a multitude, will become the severest

and most relentless of critics when she attempts to

be the third person. She will call your attention to

flaws in the appearance and manners of your friends

which yon had never previously observed, and she

will unearth hidden faults of character or disposi

tion never before noticed by you.

Sometimes she does this openly, and with no

attempt at concealing her critical spirit.

Again she will sugar-coat her remarks, leaving

the impression at first that she has complimented

your friend, until a later analysis of her words un

deceives you.

&quot;What a very pretty smile your friend has!
&quot;

she

will say. &quot;I never saw a woman with such ugly
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teeth whose smile was so agreeable.&quot; Or: &quot;What

a very fine appearance she makes for such a slovenly

person! After all, I think such people get along

quite as well and receive as much admiration as

those who take more pride in being neat and

orderly.&quot;

Of course you are never able to think of your

friend again save as slovenly and the possessor of

ugly teeth two points which had previously escaped

your observation.

Then there is the woman you have always found

ready to anticipate your slightest wish and thought

when alone with her, who becomes curiously obtuse

in the role of third party.

She never thinks to leave you alone with the new

comer now and then, who may have sorrows or joys

to confide to you alone, and you dare not suggest

this to her lest she imagine you mean to talk about

her or that you are shutting her from your confidence.

And if you talk to her about your friend, she lis

tens with a distrait, uninterested expression, which

tells you plainer than words that she would prefer

some other topic for conversation.
&quot; You have no idea of the depth of my affection

for
you,&quot; said one woman to another in my hearing

once upon a time.
&quot;

I would be perfectly happy to

relinquish all personal aims could I be near you,

and your slightest annoyance is a sharp pain to

me.
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Yet scarcely a week later she made herself inex

pressibly disagreeable in occult ways to her friend s

friend. Her affection may have been deep, but its

waters were not wide enough to permit the passage

of two voyagers. A broader love, if less profound,

would have been more practically useful.

Difficult and strewn with hardships as is the role

of the third person, I have seen one or two woman
who made it an illustrious success.

In each case they were women of extreme unself

ishness, infinite tact and great delicacy of mind.

They were, too, women of good balance and practi

cal sense, and with a broad view of life and friendship.

They knew when to be absent, and when to be

present, when to listen and when to talk, how to

speak of each friend to the other without arousing

enmity or jealousy, and they were women who felt

secure in their own worth, and in their power to

keep their places in the hearts of their friends.

The woman who is the faithful and tried friend

is worthy of respect and praise, but the woman
who can be the third party is worthy of still

greater admiration, since the successful third party

must be also the good friend.

The most sublime devotion of friendship brings

its own reward; but the sacrifice and forbearance of

the successful third party are seemingly without

recompense. Yet their omission is the source of

unlimited misery and trouble.
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In this kaleidoscopic life of constant surprising

changes, the friendship which demands a monopoly
is of practically little use. It is the friendship

which will bear the occasional strain of intrusion,

and which proves itself elastic enough to cover the

position of third party without becoming thread

bare which we need.
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Almost every author^knqwn, and every scribbler

who has dipped his pen in ink, some time or other

has given vent to comments upon or descriptions of

the woman men like, and she is invariably pro

nounced to be unpopular with her own sex.

More than once I have heard a dashing belle, sur

rounded by a crowd of admiring men, boast of her

unpopularity with women.
&quot;

Girls never like me, and old ladies look on me
with disapproval,&quot; I heard one say with a proud

air.
&quot;

I am sure I don t know
why.&quot;

Then the men all cried: &quot;Oh, we know why. It

is because we all find you so charming. Women
never forgive another woman for that, you know.

You can t be popular with both sexes.&quot;

Now no more fallacious and threadbare theory

ever existed.

I know women a number of them who are

adored by men and worshiped by their own sex;

women whose conquests and triumphs seem to be

regarded by their girl companions, and their

maturer friends, as a matter of course.

I also know other women, in a greater number,
48
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who are greatly sought after by the sterner sex,

admired and praised, while their lady acquaintences

find them disagreeable and unlovable in the

extreme. I have studied these women with great

care, and I find them invariably selfish, cruel or

thoughtless toward their own sex. All their sweet

arts are saved for men: but you will never find a

man who believes such a woman can be disagree

able. He will take sides with her against the

sweetest and best woman of his acquaintance, and

he will accuse them of jealousy and envy and tell

the handsome belle that she must not expect to be

popular with both sexes that the thing is impos
sible.

Yet he has only to look about him a bit to find

that it is not impossible. I repeat it is not un

common to find a woman adored by both sexes.

But when a man comes across a case of this kind

he attributes it to some subtle charm some occult

spell which the woman possesses.

I have observed that this subtle spell is usually

thoughtfulness and tact. This sounds trite,

may be, but it is true. The woman who talks of

others charms and relates others conquests will be

immensely popular with her own sex, no matter

how much she is admired by men.

The girl who sits down and tells her lady friends

of the compliments men paid her; of the proposals
she has had

;
of the admiration she has received tc
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the neglect ot others, and then straightway expresses

pity lor their dull lives, or passes some disagree

able comment upon their personal appearance that

girl will be hated and disliked very naturally.

Yet her male admirer will construe her unpopu

larity with her lady acquaintances to jealousy, and

you cannot convince them of their error.

One of the most fascinating women I ever knew,

before whom male hearts fell like blades of grass

before the scythe, possessed remarkable tact with

her own sex. She invariably related to her lady

friends the sweet things she had heard said of them

since the last meeting, and the admiration which

certain gentlemen had expressed for them. She

praised their costumes and showed them a thousand

delicate attentions, and it was not at all to be won

dered at that women understood and forgave her

conque ts of men.

&quot;Were I a man I too should love her,&quot; they often

used to say.

Men spoke of her &quot;subtle power&quot; over her own
sex.

That subtle power was thoughtfulness and tact.

One of our most brilliant authors has described a

heroine as chagrined at the confidence and friend

ship she inspired in women, since it implied no

fear of her as a possible rival. As this heroine was

an idle, unoccupied woman of fashion, who had miss

ed happiness in marriage, her limited perception? tp-
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this matter were not surprising; but I have seen the

most seductive and magnetic women where men

were concerned, inspire confidence and friendship in

their own sex through good taste and fine ideals of

right and wrong.

It is a fact ignored by most authors, that a woman

may be at once good and fascinating. Yet it is none

the less a fact.

Of course the woman who is never satisfied unless

she has a monopoly of all the men she meets, is

not likely to be a favorite with her sex. She de

lights in taking husbands from wives, and lovers

from sweethearts, and we would not expect to find

wives and sweethearts adoring her. But her abso

lute selfishness, not her popularity with men, is the

obstacle to their regard. I have seen a brainless

and not beautiful woman succeed in this role

through bravado, animal spirits, and a flattering

tongue.

I have, too, seen a woman whose beauty and mag
netism combined with great wit, acted as a lode-

stone to every man in a room ten minutes after she

entered
; but within half an hour the women were

all singing her praises and yielding to her charm.

This was accomplished by her adroit methods of

distributing her would-be admirers among wall

flowers, and paying delicate attentions to the neg
lected of her own sex.

Girls who are brilliant in the society of men not
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infrequently exhibit an entirely opposite phase of

themselves to women. A fair blonde who is con

sidered a queen of wit by the lords of creation, was

talking with two ladies in my hearing recently.

&quot;I was at the ball the other night, you know,&quot; she

said. &quot;I wore my lavender silk, and every one said

I looked extremely well. It has no sleeves and you
know my arms are plump, and you should have

heard the compliments I received. One man said

he had always hated sleeveless gowns, until he

saw mine.

&quot;I had half a dozen invitations for every dance,

but I sat and talked through all the lanciers. You

know I have a way of talking that takes with the

men. I give them as good as they send. Not that

I am free or bold, but know just where to draw the

line; I never get too dignified or too free. I have

a knack of treating each man the way he likes. I

heard afterward that two awfully particular fellows

were quite struck with me; they never were known

to praise a girl so highly. I can always get on

with men so much easier than with women some j

how.&quot;

This egotistical and idiotic meandering went on

and on like Tennyson s Brook, and her two listeners

sat in dumb enduring silence. It is not a matter of

surprise to me that this particular &quot;man s woman&quot;

is not a favorite with her sex. The most exhaust

ing bore on earth is the woman who insists on

analyzing herself for your edification.
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We are ready to forgive, and even admire, the

reigning belle if she will not take it upon herself to

explain her own charms to us. That is the unpar

donable sin against good taste.

It is only the very young, the very old, or the

very crude man who finds the selfish siren order of

woman continuously fascinating; but as there are a

vast number of very young, of very old and very

crude men forming our society, everywhere, this

order of woman has and will continue to have a

large army of followers. And these men will go on

forever, doubtless, getting off their threadbare-

speeches about the &quot;man s woman who is never the

woman s woman,&quot; and undiscriminating people will

believe them.



MEN AND FLIRTS.

Were you to ask any man the question, &quot;Do you

like flirts?&quot; he would reply in a scornful negative;

and he would, in all probability, add some emphatic

remarks to the negative. He would tell you that

&quot;a flirty girl&quot;
was his abhorrence; that she lowered

the standard of her sex, and he felt genuine regret

whenever he encountered one of them; and that any

man who was rash enough to be inveigled into mar

riage by a flirt ought to receive our mingled pity

and contempt.

I venture to say ten men out of every ten you

might consult on this point would give you this sort

of a reply in case you asked the question seriously

and demanded a serious response.

And yet and yet how are we to explain the fact

that the flirts almost invariably marry, and quite

frequently marry better than do their modest and

retiring sisters?

We have but to look about us to prove this state

ment. Select yonr own immediate circle of young

lady friends those whom you have known during

the last ten years and you will find, I think, that

few, if any of the flirtishly inclined girls remained
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single, while several of their prudent and we.U-be-

haved and more industrious sisters are still cling

ing, ungathered, on the parental brancb

Not many years ago I heard a father caution his

two lovely and accomplished daughters against an

intimacy with two of their girl friends. &quot;Those

girls are becoming so flirtish and
gay,&quot;

he said,

that I am sure your good names will surfer if you
are seen much in their company. Men are quick to

comment upon and misinterpret such frivolous act

ions as I see those girls indulge in, and I do not

want you to surfer from an unwise intimacy. I have

no doubt they are innocent girls now, but they will

soon lose the reputation of innocence if they are not

more prudent.
&quot;

The daughters of the gentleman listened to his

counsel and ceased to visit the young ladies who
had been accused of being flirts and not without

cause; and yet, I regret to relate, the two flirts are

to-day wives of men who adore them, and who are

the most tender and devoted husbands, while the

two prudent daughters of the discreet gentleman
have remained at home unwooed and unwon.

Innumerable cases of a similar kind have come
under my immediate observation.

Ofttimes men themselves do not know why they
are attracted to and won by these girls, despite

their better judgment; but it seems to me like this:

Stronger and deeper than man s cultivated aid
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acquired tastes for the domestic virtues of civilized

life, is his inborn admiration for what they usually

term
&quot;go&quot;

in a woman.

I think I have seen more men s eyes sparkle when

they described a woman as full of
&quot;go&quot;

than I have

ever seen from any other cause.

A man will be very calm and matter-of-fact when

he tells you how very beautiful some woman is; he

will be phlegmatic and prosaic when he tells you of

some &quot;highly accomplished and charming woman&quot;

he knows. Not a ripple will disturb the repose of

his face when he speaks of some good, domestic,

virtuous girls of his acquaintance; but when he

says,
&quot;

By Jove! she s full of
go!&quot;

his calm becomes

exhilaration, his eye glows, his voice thrills.

I have heard them say it scores of times, and it

is always with the same intense delight and appre

ciation.

I heard it said once of a girl on a country farm;

the hired man fell ill just in the harvest season,

and she took his seat on the great reaper and drove

four horses until the over-ripe wheat was cut and

bound. I heard it said of a young girl who had

been reared in luxury and idleness, and whose

father died suddenly and left the family with noth

ing but debts
;

in less than six months she had can

vassed all the adjoining towns and had obtained a

large paying class in music. I heard it said of the

wife of a famous politician, whose energy and tact
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and brilliancy won him half his success; and I

heard it said of a society girl, who was not bril

liant or rich, but who became a belle because she

was the best dancer, rider, swimmer, and talker in

her set.

Now it is the same element a sort of combustive

hidden quality of character that actuated these

women to do what they did, which causes many girls

to become flirts.

An excess of physical vitality, an over-supply of

mental activity, an ambition to do, or be, which has

no proper outlet in other words, misdirected
&quot;go.&quot;

Indeed, it is only the occasional woman who is

full of
&quot;go,&quot;

whose life is so well directed and

whose nature so well balanced that she keeps

wholly out of mischief.

At the same time, whatever direction or escape
this element finds, it makes itself felt above all

mere goodness or passive propriety coupled with

domestic virtues. Girls devoid of this element do

not understand why they are not as attractive to

men as some less beautiful and less prudent friend

may be, and think the male sex very unapprecia-
tive.

They hear men severely criticise the girl whose

misdirected
&quot;go&quot;

has led her into flirtatious follies

with his sex, yet he^ is attracted, in spite of him

self, by the quality which actuated her follies, and

he ends by marrying her.
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&quot;I do not see that it pays to oe well behaved and

prudent,&quot; said a very beautiful and modest girl to

me recently. &quot;The men treat you with respect, but

they pay all their attention, and finally marry the

girls who flirt with them.&quot;

I suppose I might have read a homily on the hap

piness of good behaviour, and the sinfulness of

flirting to this girl, but I did not. Neither did I

contradict her assertion, as there was amass of con

vincing evidence on her side of the question. But

I pondered deeply on the subject, and arrived at

my present conclusions.

Men want to be amused and entertained, and the

girl with
&quot;go&quot;

knows how to entertain them; while

the merely good and modest girl waits to be enter

tained herself.

Extremely discreet and domestic girls, who never

feel any inclination to kick over the traces of con

ventionality, -are worthy and excellent members of

society, but they seldom possess much
&quot;go.&quot;

This

quality needs to be born in a person, like most

other qualities, if we would achieve great results,

yet it can be cultivated.

The best advice I can give to the modest and

good girl is to cultivate
&quot;go.&quot;

Shake yourself up, overcome yourself-conscious-

ness, your indolence, and your fears of public com

ment, try to be animated, try to be ambitious, tact

ful, amusing, and thoughtful of others.
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Don t get into conventional ruts and act like

every other girl you know. Dare to be yourself

for every one has an individuality peculiarly his

own. But in your efforts to be attractive don t at

tempt to be flirtish when it is not your nature to be

so, because you see that men make love to flirts,

even while despising them. If you do you will

soon bring ridicule and disgrace upon yourself, and

win no man s regard.

It is not the flirting which draws the men it is

the element I have referred to, which, when mis

directed, frequently causes a girl to flirt, that at

tracts them, even in spite of their prejudices.

A man would prefer a girl who possessed &quot;go&quot;

and who did not become a flirt. If you, devoid of

this element, degenerate into a flirt, you will be

like some literary aspirants who emulate the vices

of Balzac and Swinburne without possessing any of

their genius.

Avoid flirting, my dear girls, but cultivate
&quot;go.&quot;



MARRIED FLIRTS.

What in the world is the matter with you, my
fair, foolish dames? I mean you who read the title

of this article, and know in your secret hearts that

it applies to you.

By married flirts I do not refer to women who

have committed a crime in breaking the Seventh

Commandment. I speak to wives who have re

tained chastity of the body, however much they

have lost the chastity of mind, which must in a

great measure be forfeited before they can become

&quot;Married Flirts.&quot;

A thoroughly chaste-minded woman, if single and

heart-free, may enjoy the adoration of several men;
but when a woman once wholly belongs to a man
and becomes his wife, if she is refined and noble by

instinct, she must shrink from the idea of creating

a passional emotion in the heart or blood of any
other man.

And yet in city, village or country, in the highest,

the middle and the lower classes, the married flirt

abounds.

The married belle is quite often a distinct being

from the married flirt. The married belle, who, by
60
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her wit, her charm of manner, her accomplishments
and her agreeable qualities, has always a coterie

of people of both sexes about her when in

society, and whom all men declare &quot;charming,&quot; is

not of necessity the least bit of a flirt. I know

several such women, whose husbands are proud of

them, and who are proud to be worthy of such

trust, and never betray it in the least degree.

The married flirt is, on the contrary, proud to

make her husband jealous, or to adroitly deceive

him in regard to the extent of her &quot;flirtations.&quot; She

is never satisfied with the sensible and respectable

admiration of a man; she wants to be complimented
and flattered, and does not object to open love-

making; she delights in having a man grow moody
and tragic over her, and finds great entertainment

in hearing him say &quot;that she affects him differently

from any other woman on earth,&quot; and &quot;that he

never knew what an influence a woman could have

over him until he had met her.&quot;

When he writes her or tells her that &quot;he is going;

away because he is miserable to be near her, know

ing he cannot claim her love,&quot; she is delirious with

delight, and not infrequently sheds a tear or two

over his absence, and remembers him fondly until

she has found some one to replace him.

She is almost always a woman without Strong

physical emotions, as great vanity and passion sel

dom dwell together in one nature. She believes
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that each of her admirers give her an ideal sort of

adoration, and that she inspires a feeling in their

breasts wholly new to the masculine sex.

Such a woman has moved in prominent circles of

two continents during the last few years. Hand

some, rich and charming, the possessor of a kind

husband and sweet children could not satisfy her

cravings for adulation.

She was vain of her ability to fascinate the ma

jority of men who came within her radius, and

when her husband objected to their attentions she

cried herself sick over his lack of
&quot;

appreciation and

sympathy,&quot; and as he was one of those men who

&quot;hated a row,&quot; he always ended in letting her do as

she liked. She confided to some of her lady friends

the hopeless passion which she inspired in the

breasts of her lovers and sighed over their suffering.

This sort of folly has continued during several

years, and no breath of scandal has ever assailed

the lady s reputation.

But only a week ago I heard her name men

tioned in a room full of people, and a gentleman
remarked :

&quot;I heard one of her love-letters read to a coterie

of his friends by one of her admirers not long since,

and it was really a beautiful composition. My friend

was so proud of having inspired it, he could not

refrain from sharing it with his chums.&quot;

A gentlemen is bound to respect the confidence
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of a single woman, however indiscreet she may be;

he realizes that it may arise from ignorance of men

as they are, or from lack of knowledge of the

world. But they know that every woman who is a

wife must fully understand the dangers and perils to

which a familiar and encouraging manner towards

other men exposes her.

If you have betrayed your husband s trust and

pride by allowing another man to write or talk love

to you, dear madam, how can you blame your ad

mirer if he betrays,your trust?

Men enjoy getting the better of another man and

nine out of every ten will, sooner or later, boast of

any encouragement or favor they receive from

another man s wife. Do not deceive yourself that

your admirer is the tenth man who will adore you
in sacred silence. Every other married flirt is

making the same mistake, and the nine boasting

men are showing your letters and bandying your
name about town.

The admirers in whose breasts you imagine you
have inspired a rare and holy flame, are in those

same breasts accusing you of the most common and

earthly emotions toward them. Men are material

in their ideas of our sex, and they care very little

about your ideal loves, however romantically they

may talk to you about it; they are thinking about

you in quite another way, remember that
(

and more

than likely talking about you in the same way that

they think.
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Many oi you who would be horrified to do a

cheap or common thing, or wear a cheap or com

mon garment, will yet devote your lives to that

most cheap and common of all amusements mar

ried flirtations. You imagine you possess some es

pecial charm and that you are a great sorceress.

Why, my dear lady, it requires the smallest pos

sible capital to be a married flirt.

Men who are not ready to marry, immature

youths, or men who have not money to spend on

theatres, carriages and flowers, often deny them

selves the company of unmarried ladies whom they

admire, because they do not want to compromise
themselves or the lady to no purpose. But these

men will eagerly kill time by flocking to the side

of any married lady who will permit it.

All the most ordinary type of married woman
needs to do is to flatter adroitly, listen well, look

unutterable things and convey the impression that

her heart is not quite full, and there she is, all

equipped for a train of silly men, who will do their

best or worst to make her forget her womanly pride /

and wifely honor. And the moment they succeed

they boast of their success.

Once in a century perhaps, seldom oftener, a

great passion, worthy of the name of love, springs

up in or swoops down upon the hearts of two

people who are not free to wed each other. Such a

love invariably brings misfortune, sorrow and de-
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vastation to one or both lives, and its consequences

are like those of the cyclone to the harvest field.

Such a passion could not be inspired at will, and

no woman capable of inspiring it would wish to do

so; for it means loss of reputation and peace of

mind to its unhappy victims almost invariably.

Some of you who are surrounded by admirers

look me in the eyes, and declare that you are inno

cent of any act which causes men to make fools of

themselves.

&quot;I don t do a thing to attract them. I make sport

of them, but they will follow me about and write

me notes and all that. I can t help it, can I?&quot;

Yes, you can. No married woman on earth has

lover-like admirers unless she wants them. It is

the easiest and simplest thing in the world to make

men understand that you do not want and will not

receive those attentions, and you will very soon

find these would-be lovers turned into admiring

friends, who will sing the praises of your good
sense.

You need to realize, too, that instead of &quot;mak

ing fools of themselves&quot; about you, it is always

the married woman who is made the fool in the

matter of flirtation, when you sift the subject to the

bottom. The men who you imagine dying over

your pretended coldness, are merely amusing them

selves at your expense in their secret heart.

They will read this article aloud to you, perhaps,

5
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and declare that it is wholly wrong, so far as their

love for you is concerned, but they will know all

the time that it is true as truth.

You will urge as an excuse for your action that

your husband does not appreciate you or sympa
thize with you; that he neglects you. Perhaps, my
dear madam, he might be your devoted lover if you
exercised upon him all the arts of fascination

which you use toward your admirers. It might be

worth your while to try.

I have seen the most peevish and tactless wife

turn a beaming face towards a young man caller and

compliment him on his appearance, before the

echoes of an ill-natured speech to her husband had

died.

But even those of you who do turn from neglect

ful and unkind husbands to other men for sympathy,

out of pure hunger of heart, stop a moment and

think of all the dangers to which such sympathy
will expose you. If you are unhappily married I

assure you another man s sympathy and attention

can only increase your unhappiness and turn dis

content into despair, and wreck all hopes of win

ning your husband s heart back to you.

You certainly will not better matters, by bringing

gossip on your name and his. There is no lasting

pleasure to be found in married flirtations,

and there is no trouble, sorrow, shame or mis

ery which may not result from them. They are
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cheap, dangerous, vulgar, foolish and destructive

of the best pleasures and the holiest relations of

life.



THE SINGLE WOMAN AND THE MARRIED
MAN.

However much of a flirt the average American

girl may be, she confines her field of conquest to

the single men.

I say the average flirt. But now and then, in

country places, in lesser cities, and in the large

metropolis, we come upon the exception to the rule,

and find a girl who is not averse to numbering mar

ried men among her admirers, even among her vic

tims. A good deal of study and observation of this

order of girl has led me to the following conclusions

regarding her:

The young women who get their names associated

unpleasantly with married admirers can be divided

into three classes: the spoiled girl, who is over-

sentimental, conceited and gushing; the utterly

selfish and vain girl; and the overripe girl.

I met one of the first type recently in the heart

of the great metropolis. She was a beauty, an only

child and motherless, and possessed wealth and

position. She had gorged her naturally romantic

mind on French novels, and she was utterly spoiled

by adulation.
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She loved to talk of herself, and she confessed to

me that she had, at the age of twenty, grown quite

blase with the monotonous attentions of adoring

swains, and that she found nothing so interesting

now as the admiration of married men. &quot;I suppose
I like them because they are unattainable,

&quot;

she said

quite nonchalantly; &quot;and I confess the nearest sen

timent I ever felt to love was inspired by a married

man. His unhappy domestic life first drew me to

him; he said he felt I had such a sympathetic

nature from the very first. Poor fellow ! he is

nearly crazy about me now; he fairly adores the

ground I walk on.&quot;

&quot;My
dear girl, nothing is so uncertain as the im

pression a coquettish young woman makes on a

married man,&quot; I replied. &quot;Quite likely he is tell

ing his wife that he pities the fool who marries you.

He may flatter you and pay you compliments galore,

and sigh over you just to see how much you know

of human nature
; but he is not respecting you, that

is certain. He may feel the charm of your beauty,

but he would not defend your good name if he

heard it assailed; if he is sufficiently lacking in

principle to lead you to receive his compromising

attentions, he is lacking the honor to defend you
from the tongue of gossip.&quot;

&quot;He would defend me because he is in love with

me,&quot;she urged. &quot;Did you never hear of an unhap

pily married man really feeling the love of a life

time for some one he met afterward?&quot;
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&quot;Once in a while that occurs,&quot; I replied. &quot;But

you are scarcely the type of girl to inspire such a

passion. A man would amuse himself with you,

and try to lead you on, but he would not lose his

head over you. Your position and wealth and beauty

would flatter his masculine pride, and he would en

joy thinking he had power to lure you over conven

tion s barriers; but he would feel a secret contempt
for you all the same. You are a spoiled, sentimental

girl, whose imagination has got the better of her

judgment. You are wasting sympathy and jeopard

izing happiness. Nothing will so effectually drive

away desirable suitors from a young girl as the ac

cepted attentions of a married man.&quot;

The most hopeless coquette is the heartless girl

with an abnormal love of conquest and excitement,

who finds with married men the adventure and

reckless element necessary to her happiness. Such

a girl is seldom morally vicious in the generally

accepted use of that term
;
she is superficial in her

emotions, cold, vain and selfish. She likes her

freedom and the opportunities of conquest and ad

venture it affords her. She has no idea of going

wrong, but loves to play about the brink of danger.

Having no deep emotions of her own to control,

she tempts and arouses those of men, scarcely con

scious of her evil influence; she flies laughing,

mocking, and more amused than terrified out of

danger s reach as soon as it menaces her. She en-
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joys the tragedy of the situation, and has complete

control of herself. She has a cruel element in her

nature, and enjoys the power to cause pain. She

prides herself on being able to make wives jealous.

Both she and the sentimental girl are given to

boasting of their conquests, and of their ability to

attract men from their wives. The former feels a

romantic sorrow for the wife, but her vanity is

pleased with her own success where the wife failed,

while the more heartless coquette merely despises

the neglected wife. Fortunately it is a shallow,

weak, and selfish type of man only who is be

witched by her; men who lack moral balance

and who seek constantly for some new diver

sion, and who regard women as their lawful prey.

These men are amused, teased and momentarily
aroused by the elusive coquette, but they seldom

feel a deep passion for her, as their natures are too

shallow for more than a passing excitement and de

sire, which ends in resentment and anger when she

escapes them.

People usually accuse the girl flirt of being far

more depraved than she is. Her s is the depravity

of mind without the corresponding depravity of

body. But the public is slow to believe this. She

loses her good name without having committed sin

and without having inspired a great love. Her most

persistent pursuers forget her quickly, or think of

her without regret.
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The third and most to be pitied type of girl,

whose name is marred by association with a mar

ried man, is the overripe girl ! She has lived to

pass her twenty-fifth birthday without having loved

or married. With more than ordinary mind, with a

high ideal of manhood, with strong emotions and

intense longing for love, she sees her girlhood s

companions mated one by one, while her own

dreams and hopes slip farther and farther back into

the past with her first youth. Such a girl is liable

to be superior to her early admirers, and as she

reaches ripe womanhood she finds mental comrade

ship in married men only. Then comes the dan

gerous association with some man whose domestic

life is a disappointment, and who discovers in her

what he misses at home.

It may be her pastor, it may be her family phy

sician, it may be the husband of some old school

mate whom she visits; but as a streak of lightning

sets fire to dry buildings, his glance and touch in

fluence her ripened and craving emotions,

She is capable of feeling and inspiring a great

passion; and, unlike either of the types already de

scribed, she attracts and is attracted by men strong

in their emotions and of no mean mental endow

ments; men who have grown beyond their wives,

and who have perhaps lived through years of brain

solitude and heart hunger before they met this girl.

We speak of a young woman of twenty-five or
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thirty as old enough to be sensible and well be

haved ; but, in fact, that is the very time of life

when it is most difficult for an unanchored girl to

be prudent and reasonable. From fourteen to seven

teen a healthy, vigorous girl is in danger of impru
dence or folly from ignorance of her emotions; from

twenty-five to thirty she is in danger from her

knowledge of them.

The blind and cruel judgment of Christian com
munities on this subject is inconsistent with the

spirit of Christ, or with the scientific enlightenment
of the present day in other matters.

When I hear of a girl in that period of life who
has wrecked her future and lost her good name

through some great act of folly, I am moved with

the deepest pity and sorrow. She is like the un-

gathered dead-ripe fruit that bursts in the sun and

falls into the dust below.

It is all very well for you, with your satisfied

lives, to 1

sit in judgment and say: &quot;But she should

have spurned the first approach; she should have

been indignant at such a thought; she should have

shown womanly pride and strength.&quot; It is not so

easy to call all those qualities to your aid when,
with youth slipping behind, with loneliness before,

with a heart breaking for sympathy, a brain on fire

with feeling, and veins bursting with unused vital

ity, you encounter a beautiful and alluring tempta
tion. It is so easy to believe at such a time that
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the world is well lost for love; that one hour of

possession will be worth a lifetime of disgrace.

But no more fallacious idea ever dazzled the eyes

of the soul. Time has yet to show us the pair of

lawless lovers who, having given up the world for

love s sake, did not repent it if the world took them

at their word. Love is the light from God s eyes;

unless He smiles approval upon an earthly passion

it never brings happiness or content.

The weak and tortured girl who thinks she can

not endure life without the companionship of a man

who is not free to claim her before all the world

would find she could not be happy with his com

panionship. One or both would regret the step

which barred them from the respect of their kind,

so dear to the human heart.

Love of approbation is very strong in most of us,

and it is well that it is so. I believe more lives

have been saved from wreck on the rocks of passion

through love of approbation than through principle.

It may not be the best motive for right-doing, but it

gives better motives an opportunity to gain the as

cendency later.

One would think the unhappily married man

ought to have strength enough to protect the over

ripe girl against herself; that his wider knowledge
of human emotions and temptations should fill him

with pity for her. But it never does. Men have

not been taught self-control is necessary to them
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in these matters. The whole tendency of the world

has been toward masculine freedom and self-indul

gence, and it is not to be wondered at that he is

the tempter instead of the protector.

But it does seem a wonder that he invariably

blames the woman when he falls. Such is the fact,

however; and many a passion-blinded girl, who has

believed that the world was well lost for the love

of a married man, lives to hear him recriminate her

for leading him astray. It is the man who first and

most keenly feels the lash of public blame. Many
a case has come under my observation where the

husband has returned to the wife who was never

able to make him happy, leaving the girl who was

in every way endowed to be his companion, so power
ful a factor in human happiness was public respect.

It is well for the overripe girl to recall such cases

before she yields to the fascinating illusion held

out to her by her emotions and her lover. Nothing
else in all the range of human experience is so

overpoweringly alluring as the attraction of the

sexes; and when the imagination and the senses

are both on fire, reason lends but little light.

But alas for those who live to sit by the ashes of

the burned-out senses, among the ruins of imagina

tion! and this is an experience certain to follow an

unlicensed passion. The only hope of continued

happiness in the relation of man and woman is in

the strengthening and deepening of the moral and
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spiritual nature of both; for physical attraction

alone is a plant that rarely outlives the season.

How frail, then, must be the chances of happiness
for the two who violate the moral laws to seize the

perishing flower of desire! Only those who have

been tempted by its perfume and false splendor and

lived to wear the royal rose of a worthy love, or

those who, having plucked it only to see its leaves

wither and die, leaving the ugly thorns, can realize

how frail such hopes of happiness are !



WHAT MEN LIKE AND DISLIKE.

In spite of the fact that&quot;many men have many
minds,&quot; and that individual tastes differ as greatly

as features and tints, yet there are certain tastes

which are essentially masculine the world over.

We have all often heard the expression, &quot;Oh, she

is just the sort of woman men like!&quot; and we all feel

an immediate, if secret interest in the woman so

referred to.

Men are the rulers of the world, and to please

them is our aim and desire. Often, however, their

tastes are so paradoxical that it would require a

seven headed Medusa to respond to all their varied

and contradictory ideas.

That a man likes beauty goes without saying, as

that a bee likes flowers. But as the bee only flutters

about a flower which contains no honey-yielding

property, so man only hovers a brief time about the

beauty without wit or charm.

A man likes a woman to be capable of talking

well at times, but he does not care for the garru

lous girl. He likes to be listened to himself, and

objects to the girl who monopolizes the conver

sation almost as much as to the one who does not

talk at all.

77
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A man likes modesty, but he is disgusted with

mock prudery.

He secretly likes a slightly unconventional girl,

but he is so sensitive to public comment that he is

afraid to openly show his liking for her unless she

is well grounded socially. And he is quick to cen

sure if she defies the proprieties or violates absolute

good form.

A man is utterly lacking in independance regard

ing these matters, and far more sensitive to public

opinion than the weaker sex. However much he

might enjoy the society of a woman who defied con

ventional rules of dress or deportment, he would

not be seen in public with her if he could avoid it.

And a lapse from good morals does not offend him

as quickly as a lapse from good manners. A man
likes discretion, but he invites indiscretion from

women. In order to please him in the matter of

conduct and morals, we must do exactly the op

posite to his either bold or subtle suggestions. He
will advise you to be discreet with others, but

tempt you to folly himself merely to flatter his own

vanity. But he is disappointed and disillusioned if

you yield. There are no exceptions to this rule.

All men are alike in this instinct to destroy virtue,

and in their secret heart hope that virtue will with

stand temptation. A man likes an enthusiastic woman
but he abhors gush. The girl who enjoys herself

thoroughly, and is not afraid to show her enjoy-
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ment, always wins more admirers than the languid

beauty who is forever &quot;bored.&quot;

He likes a girl who understands masculine sports,

and can appreciate skilful games; but he does not

like to have her appreciation extend to playing

base ball herself.

A man likes a woman who does not scold him for

smoking, and he is never reformed by one who
does.

He likes a spice of coquetry in a woman, but he

does not like the absolute flirt. He may pursue

her, but it is for amusement, not from admira

tion.

He is afraid of the woman who boasts of her con

quests. The woman who tells a man how many pro

posals she has received and rejected from his dis

appointed fellow-men destroys his respect for and

confidence in her discretion, and he is very sure

not to add one more proposal to her list.

He likes a hint of daring flashing through a

woman s nature, but he wants it hidden and con

trolled. Then he enjoys thinking how he can de

velop this dangerous trait, and congratulates him
self on being an excellent fellow when he does not

attempt it.

But he is repelled by bold dash and venturesome-

ness in a woman, for that he believes has been de

veloped by some other man, and it is not therefore

to his taste.
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The French maiden is told to never lift her eyes

above the second shirt stud of the gentleman to

whom she is listening. This sort of shyness enter

tains a man for one or two occasions; after that or

after he has compelled her eyes to meet his it

bores him. He likes better the frank, honest, di

rect gaze of the American girl; but the unblushing
stare of the flirtation-inviting belle is not to his

liking, although he may respond to it for the sake

of adventure.

A man likes a woman of sympathetic feeling and

affectionate nature, but he is afraid of the intensely

emotional one. She tires and fatigues him, and is

liable to be exacting in her demands, or at least he

fears that she might be. The highly emotional

woman needs to wear an armor of control and re

pose, no matter what it costs her to do so, if she

would be pleasing to man. Let her nature be sus

pected, and it fascinates; let it be discovered, and

it ennuies.

A man likes a cheerful and optimistic woman,

though he may strive with all his might to convert

her to pessimism. Yet the ready-made cynic in

woman s form shocks him. However erroneous the

idea, man regards woman as the sunlight of life,

and expects her to drive away malarial mists from

his mind and shadows from his heart by her warmth

and light.

Though she be accomplished, beautiful, and tal-
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ented, she will lose ground with the opposite sex

if she is cynical or sad. Every man likes to create

his own pessimist. He does not wish to find

one.

Men like an accomplished and bright woman
rather than a talented one, and entertaining and

amusing qualities rather than markedly intellectual

ones.

A wise and tactful woman who desires to be pop
ular with mankind (and she is not wise if she does

not) will keep her intellect subservient to her

graces and charms when in the presence of men.

A man likes a woman s intellect to shine bril

liantly in its full force only when great occasions

demand it. At other times he wants it veiled by
her beauty and modesty. He would rather it should

gleam like star shine on his path, or suddenly

glow forth in shadowed places like a powerful dark

lantern, than to glare always about him like an elec

tric light, which blinds the eyes of his egotism and

offends his pride.

A man likes a woman of independent and strong

character, but he is not attached to her unless she

possesses some feminine weaknesses. He may
admire her as a good comrade, and even seek her

advice, but he is more likely to love and marry
the weak, clinging vine; and after the honeymoon
is over he not infrequently wastes his life secretly

longing for or openly seeking the companionship of

6
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the strong character he passed by. Here, again,

let the discreet woman take warning, and veil the

full extent of her self-reliance and strength from

the sight of man till occasion demands revealing

it.

She must keep it to surprise him ever and anon,

instead of flaunting it forever in his eyes.

A man likes a neat woman, and admires a stylish

one. He always knows, but can never describe

what he likes in the matter of feminine attire, and

it is for ^he woman who listens to his comments on

her sisters to discover his tastes. He likes trim

boots, neat gloves, a snug-fitting waist and a well-

hung skirt, plain draperies, good material, quiet

colors. He does not like elaborate trimmings, and

is sensitive about pronounced styles or odd fash

ions, unless they are very artistic, or worn by an

exceptionally pretty women. He likes jaunty (but

not dashing) hats and bonnets, not overweighed

down with ornaments.

A man censures extravagance in women, but in

variably admires expensive garments. He likes a

girl of strong vitality, great endurance, and excel

lent spirits, but the mannish girl has more com

rades than admirers. Although the girl who can

sew, embroider, and play the piano possesses em

inently domestic accomplishments, he admires the

girl more who can ride, row and swim. Yet he

prefers plumpness to muscle. He is annoyed or
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disappointed in the girl who tires easily, and per

haps this is why he enjoys the athletically inclined

young woman rather than the honsehold deity, with

her fancy work and her side ache.

A man may consider children a great bore him

self, but he shrinks from a woman who openly de

clares her dislike for them. He expects the mater

nal instinct in women, and is disappointed if he

does not find it, and when it strongly exists tnis

feeling will draw him back to her often when her

personal charms no longer influence him. He may

prove a bad father, and an unloving husband, yet

through her love for his children he often returns to

her.

A man prefers temper to sulks, a storm of tears

to a fit of melancholy. He is flattered by a touch

of jealousy occasionally in a woman s attitude

toward him, but he is weaned and alienated from

her if it becomes a quality of her nature.

An occasional thunder-storm clears the air, but

constant cyclones and cloud-bursts destroy life and

vegetation. A man likes girls who speak well of

one another, and he is repelled by those who de-

declare &quot;they
hate women.&quot;

Men like women with ideas of their own, but

they are afraid of women with theories or hobbies.

A woman with a hobby needs to carefully blanket

and stable it away from the eyes of a man whom
she desires to please.
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No matter how strong and self reliant a man may
be, he likes to know that he is popular with wo

men. He may be able to enjoy himself in a thou

sand ways without her, yet he is secretly uneasy, if

he finds himself outside the pale of her regard.

Some of the most brilliant men the world has

known did not know how to please women. They
would have been no less great, and far more agree

able had they possessed this faculty.

While there are a variety of tastes in this mat

ter, there are certain things which a man must not

do if he would please us.

The very first thing a man should learn is when to

go ! I have known a fascinating and charming

fellow, who had made an excellent impression, to

utterly ruin his chances of pleasing a lady, by pro

longing his call until he wearied her.

It is a dangerous thing to do once; twice it is

fatal. Until a woman loves, her patience is easily

exhausted, and once impatient with a man for his

lack of perception, she never feels the proper re

spect afterward.

The finest strain of music falls unheeded on the
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most appreciative ears if played too long; the

grandest opera becomes tedious if it lingers througn

five long acts; the most entertaining man can pro

long his call until he becomes a bore.

A short visit brought to an end at the moment

when the lady seems most interested, is a sure way
of securing pleasant recollections from her. No

matter if she pouts at the brevity of the call, a

wise man will not prolong it, but will make his

exit with a graceful compliment. Better leave her

pouting with pique than sighing with relief.

Neither should a man call too constantly, until he

is an affianced lover. He lacks wisdom if he does

not allow himself to be missed now and then. I

have heard scores of girls speak of some attentive

man in this way:

&quot;Oh, he is sure to make himself visible before

the day closes! You may be sure he will invent

some pretext to call before night.&quot;

Triumph and irony, always mingle with pleasure

in a woman* s tones when she speaks like this.

Let him absent himself for a day or two unex

pectedly, and both triumph and irony give way to

solicitude. But he should be careful not to make

his absence too prolonged. Once let him seem

to neglect her, and a woman soon forgets a man
with whom she is not wholly in love.

A woman never likes a man who is sarcastic and

harsh in his criticisms of other men. It seems
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always to indicate a lack of confidence in his own

worth; in his ability to hold his own against others

unless he depreciates them; and the moment a man
doubts himself, we doubt him also.

I asked a bevy of bright girls to-day what they

most disliked in a man.

Said No. i :

&quot;I dislike to have him make apologies for his

dress. A man should never speak of his clothes to

a lady.&quot;

Said No. 2:

&quot;I dislike to have a man agree with me in every

thing I say and never offer an amendment.

Said No. 3:

&quot;I dislike a man who makes me do all the enter

taining.&quot;

Said No. 4:

&quot;I dislike a man who talks on one subject until

he exhausts it and me. I want him to change the

topic before I am tired of it.&quot;

Said No. 5:

&quot;I loathe a man who is afraid of drafts of air, and

who is forever fussing about doors and windows,

irrespective of other people s comfort.&quot;

Said No. 6:

&quot;I detest a cynical man who has no faith in hu

man nature or motives, and who is always talking

pessimism.&quot;

So now, my dear boys, put this in your pipe and

smoke it I
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Men talk very nicely to us, but they say some

very disagreeable things about us.

In the time of holiday shopping, when we

and our country cousins have a monopoly of pub
lic conveyances, bazaars and stores, we furnish

a fruitful subject for unpleasant comment to lordly

man.

&quot;I have made up my mind to never resign my
place in a car to another woman,&quot; I overheard a

very fine looking man say to a lady, evidently his

wife, in the Broadway car recently.

As he made this remark he looked proudly and

defiantly at several women who were wobbling about

in the car, holding to the strap with one hand and

grasping Christmas parcels with the other, and

casting pathetic glances at all the men who had

seats.

&quot;Why, dear?&quot; questioned the wife, somewhat tim

idly, for the expression on her husband s face and

the sound of his voice suggested to her the nature

of his thoughts.

&quot;Because women are so confoundedly selfish,

thoughtless, stupid, indifferent, ungrateful and dis-
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agreeable in public places,&quot; replied the man. &quot;I

grow to despise them more every day I live. They
are like a lot of hens running hither and thither,

fluttering their wings, in each other s eyes, quack

ing, cackling, getting under people s feet and peck

ing at you if you try to drive them in the right

direction. If they would only carry out the hen

nature still further, by going to their roosts at sun

set, it would be a relief. But you run against

them at all hours, everywhere, and it is getting

worse every day. They are so beastly impolite to

one another, so selfishly thoughtless of everybody s

comfort save their own, that I am not going to sac

rifice myself in future for a false idea of gallantry.

I am going to keep my seat and let the women
wobble.&quot;

I was wobbling on a strap directly in front of the

man who delivered this oration, so that I received

the full benefit of his remarks. He was a man of

marked elegance and refinement, a thorough cos

mopolitan in appearance, and his voice was that of

a cultured gentleman. I felt that he was driven to

this extremity of speech by long suffering at our

hands. His wife interposed a mild little objection.

&quot;Not all women are like that, I am sure,&quot; to

which he replied, &quot;Well, no, but you are about the

only exception I have ever found to the rule,&quot; and

after that, of course, she would not argue the point,

for nothing is so delightful to a woman as to feel
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that she is the sole and only exception to a dis

agreeable rule in a man s eyes.

I have questioned several men since that day on

this subject, and so far every one has agreed to

some extent with the irate orator of the Broadway
car.

One gentleman told me that he saw better man
ners and less rudeness in a crowd on lower Bowery,
which waited three hours one day to witness a box

ing match, than he found the next day at the Union

League Club &quot;Ladies Day.&quot;

I have set myself to watching you, too, my dear

ladies, and I must confess the men are right in

their estimate of us.

A few weeks since I accompanied a young lady

friend to a theatre box-office to procure tickets.

A lady whose name is placed prominently upon
Mr. Ward McAllister s visiting list, stepped out of

her carriage as we approached the theatre and pre

ceded us to the window of the box-office.

Behind us came two other people and when we
had been five minutes in the place a dozen persons
were in line waiting to procure tickets. Mme.
Fashion settled herself in the window frame, took

out her handkerchief and wiped a very ordinary

looking nose leisurely, searched for her purse, re

folded some bills which had became wrinkled in one

of its compartments, leaned her forearms in the

Window and asked the young man in attendance
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what chance she had for obtaining good orchestra

chairs for the next evening s performance. That per

sonage replied with the bored brevity of tone and

cold calmness of expression, usual with the box-office

young man, and placed the plan of the house before

the lady.

She looked it over leisurely, commented on the

seats sold, indicated the seats she would prefer if

they were not already sold, and finally to the im

mense relief of the crowd of people waiting behind

her, paid for several tickets, and after again re-ar

ranging her pocket book placed the tickets within

it. But instead of moving out of the line she

leaned in the window again and began questioning

the bored youth about the play. She had heard that

some changes were made in the cast. Was it true?

No! Well, how could such an idea get in circula

tion? Had he not heard of it? Was he quite sure?

Well, she was so glad to know the facts in the

case.

When she finally moved on, serenely unconscious

that she had annoyed, irritated and inconvenienced

a dozen people by her selfish and inconsiderate

actions, I wondered what interpretation she put on

the words she no doubt mumbled every Sabbath,

&quot;Do unto others as ye would they should do to
you.&quot;

No doubt, like many people, she supposed this

sentence applied to great deeds of charity or self-

sacrifice. Instead, they apply to the every-day cour

tesies of life.
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My dear women, if you would like to have men

give you seats in public places, begin by giving one

another seats. I think I could count on the fingers

of one hand the women -I have seen resign their

places to more burdened or tired sisters.

If you would like to have people courteous in

crowded stores, begin by not allowing the door to

slam in the faces of those who follow you; do not

stand in the aisles of dry-goods establishments and

chat with some friend and compel other women to

push past you, and, if some woman has the polite

ness to ask you to let her pass, do not glare at her

and stand like a great glazier until you force her to

be angry and rude. Do not endanger the eyes of

people who climb stairs behind you by the careless

way you hold your umbrella or parasol.

If you see two friends who want to sit together

in a car, and by changing your position you can ac

commodate them, be thoughtful enough to do so,

even if you are a woman.

If you ride on an elevated road, get your nickel

ready for your ticket before you reach the window,
and do not keep a crowd of tired people waiting
while you hunt for your purse and search for your

change.

If you go to purchase theater or opera tickets, re

member the feeling of the people who are waiting
to do the same thing, and do not imagine that it is

your right to monopolize the time, because you are

a woman.
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In fact &quot;do unto others as ye would that they

would do to
you&quot;

in the small, trivial daily events

of life and you will be helping to elevate mankind

and to evangelize the world far more than if you

ignore these small courtesies and wait for some

great &quot;mission.&quot;

No doubt the lady I saw at the box-office of the

theater that day is an active worker in some Sun

day-school or mission, and feels that she is doing

her share towards educating and benefitting poor

human nature. Very likely she is giving little

talks to working girls on good conduct and proper

deportment; and since it is fashionable to be literary,

it may be that she writes articles calculated to in

struct the benighted people who are not &quot;in the

swim&quot; how to behave. But to my way of thinking

she would be doing a nobler work if she practised

the small decencies of life, the thoughtful polite

nesses which demand constant unselfishness from

morning till night, even if she never entered a Sun

day-school or mission.

The woman who keeps her good manners, her

politeness, her courtesy for society, or for her own

home even, is not doing her duty as a Christian or

a refined woman. No matter how indifferent she

feels to the &quot;great
unwashed&quot; masses, no matter

how small a part the public has in her life, she

owes it to her sex to be thoughtful, polite and con

siderate of others when she is in public places or

conveyances.
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Not till we &quot;do as we would be done
by&quot;

in

these places as well as in the home or church cir

cles, can we expect courtesy and respect from men.



THE TACTLESS MAN.

The man who flatters every woman he meets, and

has ready-made, shop-worn compliments in store, is

by far more excusable than the man who cannot

pay a merited compliment, and who says unflatter

ing and blunt things with an idea that he is being

frank and honest.

It is a man s duty to be gallant to women so long

as she is womanly. Be she old or young, married

or single, she appreciates refined gallantry from a

boy or man, and misses the absence of it. No
amount of strength or power on the part of a man

compensates for utter lack of taste in his deport

ment toward her.

I was passing out of my door one day with a

young lady guest, when we encountered on the

steps a young gentleman who was about to ring the

bell.

&quot;Oh, are you still here?&quot; he said, with evident

pleasure in his voice, &quot;I supposed you had gone.&quot;

What could have been more tactless and blunder

ing? Why did he not say:

&quot;I feared you might have gone! How fortunate

I am to find you still here!&quot;
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He was really pleased to see her. His face and

voice showed that. But his unfortunate phrase told

her bluntly that his call was not intended for her.

Another young lady guest of mine was requested

to lead a german with a gentleman at whose home a

pretty girl was visiting. The day after the german
took place the gentleman was calling, and I said:

&quot;I was surprised to find that Miss A, your mother s

guest, does not dance.&quot;

&quot;Yes,&quot;
he replied, &quot;it was a great disappointment

to me.&quot;

Of course my friend, who had danced with him

and had felt complimented at his choice of her as a

partner, at once realized that she had served as a

substitute because the lady he preferred could not

dance. How easily he could have concealed his

disappointment.

The man who compliments one lady at the cost of

another, is an unfortunate sort of being.

I was once in a small company of people where

the hostess found it necessary to request a moment s

assistance of one of her men guests. The young
man had been sitting on a divan for a considerable

time chatting with a bright, talkative woman. &quot;Mr.

A., may I ask you to excuse yourself for a moment,&quot;

said the hostess, &quot;and come over here?&quot;

&quot;With great pleasure,&quot; cried the thoughtless,

well-meaning fellow, as he sprang to his hostess

side.
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&quot;If I had known it would be such a pleasure to

you I would have excused you long ago,&quot; said the

woman with whom he had been chatting.

&quot;I really think she was provoked at my leaving

her so abruptly,&quot; said the stupid fellow when refer-

ing to the matter, &quot;but how could I do otherwise

when my hostess called me?&quot;

A man like that should live apart from women,
and confine his society to his own sex.

Some one chances to mention the hour in the

hearing of a gifted and educated gentleman one day,

who had been conversing for some time with his

hostess.

&quot;What, so early still!
&quot; he exclaimed. &quot;I had an

idea it was much later.&quot;

&quot;I am sorry you find the time so long in my
house,&quot; said the hostess coldly, as she moved away
and left her guest to his merited discomfort. Talent

and learning are ill bestowed upon a man with no

more refinement or taste than his remark betrayed.

Even the fellow who tells you that he is sur

prised you take sugar in your coffee, and says

&quot;sweets to the sweet&quot; when offering you bon-bons,

is to be tolerated in preference. One can only bore

you at most, while the others affront and wound.

There is a fine line between gallantry and flat

tery which some people do not understand. No
man need be a brute to avoid being a fulsome flat

terer, and no man need flatter to avoid being rude.



THE TACTLESS MAN 97

I know a man who tells every woman he sees in

evening dress that she has the lost arms of the

Venus de Milo. I heard him say it to a pudgy
woman who weighed 200, and within an hour re

peat it to a human skeleton. Both women were

offended, and thought the man was making sport of

their misfortune, when in fact he was trying to be

agreeable.

The pudgy woman possessed fine teeth, and the

skeleton fine eyes! A man with more brain who
desired to pay a compliment, would have observed

these points, but this fellow had made it a habit to

compliment arms, and he was no respecter of per

sons.

The man who is not born with tact, and who has

never studied women, needs training by some wise

dame before he attempts compliments.

&quot;That hat becomes you much more than your hats

usually do,&quot; I heard a man remark to a lady one

day, and the lady was highly indignant, as she well

might be. He had no business to speak of her cos

tume at all if he could not turn a more pleasing

phrase than that, with a less unfortunate interpre

tation.

Let our young American men study the art of

paying delicate and tasteful compliments to women,
and let them strive to avoid stupid and brusque re

marks which wound and offend without serving any
useful purpose.

1



MISTAKES WE MAKE WITH MEN.

The most interesting study of womankind is man ;

it ever has been, ever will, and ever should be so.

Above all other ambitions is woman s desire to

please man. Whatever else she achieves she is

dissatisfied with herself if she has not done that.

Whatever else she has not achieved, she is in a

great measure self-satisfied if she is popular with

the stern sex.

The woman who is forever antagonizing men,who

regards them as our natural enemies, to be scolded

and found fault with, is quite as obnoxious to her

own sex as to mankind. We all pity or dislike her,

and wonder what she expects to accomplish by such

a course of conduct; yet many of us, who desire

to be appreciated, admired and respected by King

Man, are making quite as great mistakes in one

Way or another, in our association with men, as this

belligerent man-hater makes in another.

One type of woman who makes a great mistake

with men, is she who talks too much about
&quot;op

pressed woman&quot; and
&quot;tyrant man;&quot; while others

of us talk too much about &quot;queen woman&quot; and
98
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&quot;slave man.&quot; Men like to call woman a queen, and

declare themselves her slaves; but they are not fond

of hearing too much about these relative positions of

the sexes from her. The woman who excites atten

tion, or who, by some inborn subtle charm, com
mands the regard of men, is one being; and the

woman who demands it as her right, is another. The

young lady who is forever dropping her fan, gloves,

parcels, and handkerchiefs for the pleasure of see

ing her escort pick them up, thereby proving he is

her slave, ceases to be a queen in the eyes of the

young man ere long. The young woman who in

vents all sorts of laborious tasks to test her lover s

devotion, makes a mistake, and learns it often to

her sorrow, as did the fair lady of old who demand

ed the flower from the brink of the precipice, and

received it together with her disillusioned lover s

farewell.

So much has been said regarding the charm of a

vivacious manner that many young women attempt
to appear animated without any feeling of, or cause

for, animation. Nothing is more disastrous than a

forced gayety of manner; and many a man is led to

wonder uncomfortably if his tie is disarranged, or

his collar crooked, when he finds his most common

place remarks met with a senseless and perpetual

laugh, while the mistaken young lady who seems to

be on the verge of hysteria, imagines herself
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bright and animated. Animation must come from

within, not from without; it cannot be assumed at

will and should never be attempted. It is a mis

taken idea to suppose that a quiet gravity of mar

ner, or a serious conversation is uninteresting to men;

or that to keep them entertained it is necessary to

wear a perpetual smile.

I remember once reading an absurd article, writ

ten, I think, by Mortimer Thompson, whose pen

name was &quot;Doesticks.
&quot;

It describes the efforts of

a wife to please a rather fault-finding husband.

Having read that a wife should always greet her

husband with a smile, she assumed one as her hus

band s step was heard in the hall, and turned her-

beaming face upon him. His greeting, after a won

dering glance at her face, was:

&quot;Well, old woman, what are you grinning at?&quot;

I often think of this query when I see the forced

effort at gayety made by some young women in so

ciety.

Men never like gloomy or cynical women; but a

quiet repose of manner pleases them much more

than a strained effect at vivacity.

No greater mistake can be made with men than

for a woman to boast of her success in winning

hearts and proposals. It seems impossible that a

woman possessed of one ray of common sense, or a

particle of breeding, could do such a thing; yet it
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is not unusual to hear a young iady;

quests to a group of admirers, and laughing 6veV

the susceptibility of mankind. Though they may

laugh with her, they are sure to laugh about her

among themselves when her back is turned. It is

a mistake for a woman /to ever be led into lowering

her ideals because some man she loves and admires

urges her to step down. He invariably curses her

if she goes; while if she turns and passes above

him, she hears his benediction, and eight times out

of ten he follows her.

It is always a mistake for a young lady to talk

to a man as if she were blast and widely experienced

in all human emotions, frailties and faults. Many
innocent and inexperienced girls adopt this man

ner, thinking it will render them fascinating in the

eyes of men.

Men are not analytic or deep-minded enough in

regard to our sex, to realize that a girl who has

drank too deeply of the waters of knowledge does

not talk of it. Men take us for what we seem, not

for what we are. The most hardened mondaine who

wears a mask of frank innocence, fares better with

them than the good, sweet-hearted girl who puts on

bias/ airs, and pretends to be a little wicked. Men

judge by appearances far more than women do, and,

except in cases where women are rivals, they are

less liable to condemn one another for a slight

lapse of speech or conduct, than men are to con

demn us.
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It is also one of the mistakes which women some-~
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times make, to ask any favor of a gentleman which

will incur the least expense for him. No matter

how pressing are the circumstances, she should

never take the liberty unless he is a near relative.

In the various circles of American society, where it

is the custom of young men to escort young ladies

to theaters and other places of entertainment, it is

a mistake for a young lady to ever voluntarily ex

patiate her fondness for the theater or the concert

in his presence. It might be proper to say here,

perhaps, that it is a mistake for young ladies to at

tend such places with young men, unaccompanied

by a chaperon. But, though much has been said

and written about the chaperon nowadays, I am wil

ling to assert that in the whole of America there are

not more than one thousand young ladies who con

sider the chaperon a necessity, while at least half a

million very excellent young ladies are being es

corted about by admiring swains every evening in

the year.

It is also a mistake for a young lady to corrector

scold her parents in the presence of young men,

imagining they willadmire her culture or courage, or

imagine they will not notice it. I heard a wealthy

and accomplished young lady at one of our noted

sea-shore resorts severely criticised and condemned

by a group of gentlemen one day, because one of
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them had heard her speak unkindly to hei

mother.

It is a mistake for a woman (wife, mother, sister

or sweetheart), to make plans for the disposal of

all a man s spare hours, and then expect him to en

joy himself.

It is a mistake for a woman to try to prove to

nen her great knowledge and superior intellect.

They enjoy an intellectual woman when they dis-

:over her brightness themselves, but they do not

iike to have her force her brains and learning upon
*.hem.

But it is just as great a mistake to assume an

air of insipidity, and expect a man to think it

charming. Men are exacting in their demands.

Too much or too little brain in woman is equally

offensive to them.

It is the mistake of a lifetime to give a man any

liberty which you would not want known, and ex

pect him to keep the matter a secret. The excep-

tionalman will sometimes hide the indiscretion of a

young girl whom he believes spoke or acted from

ignorance; but the average man, in the highest the

same as in the lowest walks of life, boasts of his

successes with foolish women, and the rendezvous,



104 MISTAKES WE MAKE WITH MEN

the letter, the embrace, or the souvenir which she

has given him, thinking it will never be known to

others than themselves, is shortly the matter of gos

sip among a dozen people.

Women hide their secrets far better than men do.

They fear the censure of the world too much to

share their errors or indiscretions with confidantes.

But men are almost invariably vain and proud of

their conquests, and relate their achievements with

the fair sex to one or two admiring friends. They
seldom use names, but let the incidents once be

told, it is an easy matter to discover the person

ages if one is at all curious to do so.

The only way to keep men from betraying our in

discretions is not to commit them. I once made

these remarks in the presence of several ladies, and

one of them replied, &quot;that she was glad she had

never been acquainted with the class of men I knew.&quot;

At the same time that lady s name had been used

lightly in a club room not a week previous, and her

indiscreet actions had been commented on by &quot;the

class of men&quot; she did know.

It is the worst mistake of all for a woman to

think she can make no mistake. The moment that

conviction enters her head she is on the highway to

some grand blunder whereby she will wound, dis

gust or antagonize the man she most cares for.

Eternal watchfulness, never-failing caution, per-
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petual tact, and equal quantities of pride aud hu

mility are necessary ingredients in the behavior a

woman needs to use with men. This should be

garnished with good sense, flavored with coquetry

and served with good-nature. And even then we

will be liable to make some mistakes. Since one

man will complain of too much coquetry in the

flavoring, and another will call it insipid; one will

say we have too much pride to render the dish pal

atable, and another will complain of an overdose of

humility; and still another will think we served

our conduct too cold, while his comrade will think

the opposite.
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However harsh the facts we write about you,

Dear naughty men, wa could not live without you?

Do men ever attempt liberties with women un

invited or without cause? is a question that has

been propounded to me to answer. &quot;Liberties&quot; in

this connection might be defined as every look,

action or word which could not be indulged in be

fore parent, chaperon, husband, or the whole

world, and which could not be understood or ex

plained as an honorable effort to win a lady s hand

in marriage.

The word &quot;liberties&quot; might be likened unto char

ity, as it covers a multitude of sins. It can be

classified under three captions:

First: the coarse liberties attempted by strangers

in public places or conveyances such as following

a lady on the street, crossing and recrossing her

path, staring her out of countenance while she

waits for a car, the nudging of knees or elbows in

omnibuses or cars, etc., etc.

Second: the effort men make to lead young
women into unconventional or imprudent actions.
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fhird : the attempt at love-making which men

make toward many married women.

The question before the house, on this occasion is

&quot;Do men attempt any of these liberties unsoli

cited?&quot;

A great many men and a few women will re

spond, &quot;No!&quot; But every man in his secret soul

knows better, and the few women judge only from

their own narrow and limited personal experiences.

I once heard a very sensible man of the world

declare it to be his opinion that no lady ever re

ceived the slightest discourteous advances from any

man without some indiscretion of dress, deport

ment or speech. Shortly afterwards he married a

lady whom he knew to be a paragon of dignity and

correctness in all public places.

One day I happened to be visiting at the house

when his wife came in from a shopping expedition,

laboring under great excitement. She related how

a well-dressed man had followed her into a dry-

goods establishment, waited until she had finished

her shopping, and had then followed her upon the

street, twice passing her and looking back over

his shoulder at her. As she hurried up the ele

vated stairway to escape him, he called out :

&quot;Good by, little darling!&quot;

She was fortunate to find an unoccupied seat in

the train, but was obliged to relinquish it quickly

on account of the persistent nudging. of the man
who sat next her.^
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Since that day her husband has been discreetly

silent on the subject he had previously discussed so

positively with me.

The young woman who is forever complaining,

however, that some man &quot;keeps staring at her&quot; in

public places ought to remember that if she had

not looked at him she would not have known he

was
&quot;staring.&quot;

It takes two to make a stare an

noying!

It would be well to supplement the old adage to

&quot;Never look a gift horse in the mouth&quot; with &quot;Never

look -a strange man in the
eyes.&quot;

We now reach category No. 2.

It is my opinion that eight men among ten

attempt some degree of liberty with unmarried

ladies.

It may be no more than the paying of a bold

compliment or a devouring inventory with the eyes

of her physical charms. It may be a seeming uncon

scious and lingering clasp of her palm, while he

talks of the weather, or says his adieux, or an un

necessary fingering of her wrist while he buttons

her glove, or a too familiar embrace in the dance,

and it may all take place, and does frequently take

place, under the watchful eyes of a chaperon.

The young lady may or may not know that liber

ties have been taken with her.

If the man be not especially pleasing to her she

at least suspects that he is attempting liberties, and
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repels them. If he is attractive to her she calls

them gallantries, usually, and forgives them.

The man who takes these liberties, however, al

ways knows their name, and would be inclined to

break the head of any other man who attempted

the same conduct with his sister.

But he frequently does not lose respect for the

young lady who has allowed him these liberties,

because he has always the excuse of her ignorant

innocence.

Young ladies are not expected to know mankind

or the world. They not infrequently know more

than they are supposed to. This ignorance is the

part they are expected to play, and they play well.

A man feels it to be his right and privilege to take

advantage of this ignorance, with or without en

couragement.

A pretty and well-benaved young lady who sup

ports an invalid parent holds a salaried position in

a large New York business house which is filled

with men.

The proprietor is a married man, who occupies

a high social and church position. His face is

well known upon the street and in society par

lors. Yet this man has on several occasions politely

urged this young lady to go out to lunch or dine

with him at restaurants or hotels.

He knows perfectly well that to do so would be

to cast a shadow of doubt upon her discretion in
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the eyes of every man in the building and in ch&amp;lt;i

restaurant or hotel. He knows it is not a prudent

thing for her to do. Were his daughter in such a

position, he would want to shoot the man whu

attempted such a liberty with her. Yet he is but

one of scores of the pew-holders and money-
handlers in this and other cities who urge their

young lady employes to similar indiscretions with

out cause.

We now come to category No. 3, and with a

mental, acrobatic feat I point the pen a moment since

used in the defense of my sex directly against it.

We hear not infrequently of youths who commit

suicide out of hopeless love for some married

woman. Attractive young hostesses, and some not

so young, tell their intimate friends ho\v they are

annoyed by the love-making of certain men.

I listened not long ago to a woman with half-

grown sons, who recounted to me the sorrowful pity

she entertained for a young man who had &quot;quite

without cause&quot; fallen in love with her.

Now, this is the utmost nonsense. However

much a man might fall in love with a married

woman, he would never dare put it in words unless

she encouraged him.

The chief occupation of the average society man

is to discover as early as possible in his acquaint

ance with an attractive married lady how much

love-making she expects. Arrest his first phrase,
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and he is well satisfied to become your friend, and

will shortly confide to you the fact that he is awfully
bored with married flirts. Let him proceed, and

you have only yourself to blame for what follows.

It is no use to tell me you did rebuke him, and

that he insisted on following you about, and thai-

he took the boldest liberties to get near you, and

that he would talk in such a desperate way to you.

I know men too well to believe you. They are

by nature too indolent to pursue a woman who
shows them plainly that she does not care for them,
and that she does care for her husband.

They will pursue a single woman because they
have a lingering hope that they may be finally suc

cessful in dispelling her reserve, and becoming her

teacher in so-called affairs of the heart. But the

woman who is already taught they do not think

worth while to pursue unless she holds out some
little ray of encouragement.

I have heard a woman scold a man for talking too

devotedly to her. Yet the corners of her mouth ex

pressed a flattered vanity. The dullest man reads

this sort of language quickly through the magnify

ing lens of his egotism. It needs only the curve of

a lip in a half smile and the droop of a lid to make
him forget the reproving words and renew his liber

ties.

Perhaps, once in a hundred times, a man may
feel a sudden unaccountable passion awaken in his
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heart for a married woman who has not tried to

attract him. But unless she docs encourage him, he

will keep away from her. He is too lazy and too

egotistical to follow her about and subject himself

to her indifference.

Whenever a man pursues a married woman, or

insists on the liberty of making love to her, it is

when she encouraged him with her eyes, even if she

rebuked him with her lips

We hear a great deal about a man s love of oppo
sition in affairs of the heart. It is true he loves to

have a woman say no, and enjoys compelling her to

change it to yes. But he never attempts it unless

he sees
&quot;yes&quot;

hidden back under her eyelids.

Look him boldly in the face with &quot;no&quot; in your

eyes and on your lips, and he will not bother him

self to trouble you with a second negative.

There is a Chinese proverb which says:

&quot;Do not arrange your hat in passing through an

apple orchard, or tie your shoe in going through a

melon patch.&quot;

Married life is an apple orchard and a melon

patch in one, through which we need to walk very

carefully and discreetly if we would avoid the ap

pearance of evil.
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Woman s influence on man has been discussed

in the pulpit and on the rostrum, and over and

over illustrated upon the stage and in the divorce

court. Authors have embodied it in romance and

poets have sung of it, and yet the subject has not

been half exhausted, so profound is it.

Once upon a time I believed that all women be

longed to one of two classes, viz., the good and the

bad. And that the influence of the good woman
must of necessity be good, as the influence of the

other class was correspondingly evil.

But acquaintance with humanity taught me that

these two classes are possessed of many subdivis

ions.

First : There are the sweetly good women who
have no comprehension of evil, and are good because

they cannot help it.

Second : The passionately good women whose

intensely sympathetic natures are able to sound the

heights and depths of emotions. Women who have

felt the power of temptation from within, but

whose white souls have been strong enough to keep
close to truth and principle.
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Third: The goody-good women whose virtues are

all negative.

The members of the first class are always

shocked, wounded and startled at the thought of

evil doing.

Those of the second are full of pity and charity,

realizing the possibility of a false step.

Those of the third are more cruel than the grave

to any misdoer.

I found, too, that wickedness had also its classi

fications :

First : The woman of poorly developed moral

nature, no balance, and possessed of violent emo

tions and a reckless love of pleasure.

Second: The woman of coldly calculating ambi

tion, unlimited greed, and a quick brain with dulled

moral perception.

Third : The woman who is all heart and no head;

in whom the luxurious love element has run wild,

choking the moral nature, as an unpruned rose vine

will choke and smother lily buds and moss beds.

The first class we hear of only through the crim

inal courts and police records.

The second we meet frequently in society, splen

didly clothed and dispensing hospitality to a large

train of followers.

The third we hear spoken of always with a half

apology and those who are not under the spell of

her fascinations are either pitying or condemning
her. She is only goodness gone astray.
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The effect of the sweetly good women upon man
is like the perfume of a flower that grew in his

childhood s garden, or a strain of music heard in

his youth.

He is ashamed of his grosser appetites when he

is in her presence. He would not like her to know

of his errors and vices. He feels like another man
when near her, and realizes that he has a spiritual na

ture. Yet as the effect of the strain of muic or the per

fume of the flower is necessary, so often her influ

ence ceases when he is absent from her, unless she

be the woman who rules his life.

The passionately good woman is quite different

in her influence. He does not forget the grosser

man when in her presence; he is conscious of him

self in his entirety; he even is inclined to confide

to her his temptations and his weaknesses, so sure

he feels that she could understand and make him

stronger. His respect for her is so intense he feels

that he could reveal his heart to her. She stimu

lates his sense of honor and self-respect, and long

after he has gone from her presence her influence is

an incentive to self-control and noble actions.

The goody-good woman, on the contrary, drives

him to desperate thoughts and deeds. So unattrac

tive does she render virtue that he rushes from her

presence with a wild inclination to be vicious.

The recklessly evil woman recruits her ranks

largely from the men who are obliged to dwell
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much of the time in the atmosphere of the goody-

good woman. *The recklessly bad woman, however,

seldom proves more than a brief diversion to the

most desperate man. He is soon shocked and dis

gusted, for however undeveloped may be his spirit

ual nature, man has an innate desire to respect

woman and never finds lasting satisfaction where he

cannot feel respect, r

The coldly designing woman is an excellent act

ress and something of a hypnotist. She draws men
into her power to serve her own purposes, flatfers

their vanity, studies their^ weaknesses,&quot; arid .usually

gains her ends, that of obtaining money favors or

influence. She can simulate any emotion, and

stops at nothing to further her interests. To the

credit, in general, of mankind, be it said that she

usually selects a weak type of the genus homo to

operate upon, which accounts for her repeated suc

cesses.

The most dangerous woman in her influence upon
men is the good woman has gone wrong through ex

cess of her affectional element in her nature. Man

responds to this element in woman s nature as the

steel responds to the magnet, and unless he is

strongly anchored in principle, and a happy home

life, he is liable to become the hopeless slave of this

woman, if he falls in her way, even at the sacrifice

of name and honor.

There is a peculiar order of women who may be-



WOMAN S INFLUENCE ON MAN 117

long to any one of these classes. Her peculiarity

consists of a leech-like quality which slowly saps

the vitality of those with whom she dwells. Her

intimate associates of either sex invariably lose

strength and force, and she usually buries one or

more husbands the number regulated by the amount

of physical charms and mental attractions she may

possess.

This woman seems to belong to no particular

type. She may be very good, or very bad, morally;

highly emotional or phlegmatic, and I have seen

her small, thin and delicate and again found her

among the superbly developed Junos.

She may be quiet and diffident in manner, or bril

liantly entertaining; but whatever she is, this mys
tic occult quality quite unknown and unrecognized

by herself, and as yet unexplained by science,

secretly feeds upon the life forces of those nearest

her. She thinks it a strange dispensation of Prov

idence which sends sickness to her dear ones, and

deprives her of all her husbands, never suspecting

that this death-dealing quality lies within herself.

After having been in her presence a little while,

without knowing why, you begin to experience a

sense of fatigue and lassitude; and yet she may
have been exceedingly brilliant and entertaining.

I knew such a woman one of the best of her sex,

morally and mentally, and fair physically. Yet so

depressing and enervating was her effect upon a
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friend whom she visited, that the lady was obliged

to write to the guest s husband asking him to

shorten his wife s visit by calling her home under

some pretext.

&quot;I cannot explain to you what it
is,&quot;

the hostess

wrote, &quot;I am fond of your wife, and I enjoy her so-

city, but I am so overcome by lassitude and weak

ness, after I have been in the house with her all

day, that I can hardly stand. It is some peculiar

ity she possesses that draws upon my vitality, and

I must ask you to send for her.&quot;

The husband replied : &quot;You know now why I so

willingly consented to her making you a long visit.

I supposed I was the only person she could affect

in this way. I have saved my health and life, only

by absenting myself from her half the time.&quot;

Many a case of marital incompatibility could be

traced to a similar cause.
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Women are more difficult to understand, and more

diversified in type than men.&quot;

All men have certain qualities in common a

certain aggressiveness in regard to our sex; a cer

tain egotism; a vein of worship, and a vein of

disdain for woman, running side by side in their

mental make-up; a certain pride in their own

superiority, and a proud consciousness of their abil

ity to have a good time without us, no matter how
adorable they think us.

There are as many kinds of women as there are

of flowers and vegetables. But there are a few dis

tinct types of femininity that are easily classified

and interesting to study.

I never meet a woman that I do not analyze her,

to see in which department of my mental conserv

atory she belongs. It is a question easily decided

in one interview often at one glance. Sometimes,

however, it requires a more careful study and

analysis.

There is the handsome woman for instance.
119
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She is usually large, and her features are regular and

strongly outlined. She may be pale or rosy, but if she

has color it does not suggest warmth. She may be

blonde or brunette, gay or reserved, animated or

reposeful, but I never think of any word but hand

some for her. She is not pretty, lovely, beautiful

or charming to me. She is handsome, I love to

look at her. I will go out of my way to see her,

but I do not want to touch her, and I am not anx

ious to talk to her. She wins my admiration as

does a fine picture, a house, a piano, or a statue.

Men always turn to look at her, and are eager to be

introduced. She is admired, flattered, sought; but

seldom loved deeply. Her husband is very proud of

her, but he is not her passionate lover.

I place her with my camellias, dahlias, holyhocks

fuschias, and other scentless, but attractive flowers.

The &quot;lovely&quot;
woman is quite another type. She

may be small or large, distinctly beautiful, pretty,

or merely interesting, but she is always spoken of

as
&quot;lovely.&quot;

She is seldom forceful in character or

noticeably strong; but she possesses an individuality

of her own and it is always winning and never

aggressive. Without any effort on her part, you

always feel that she is unselfish, kind-hearted and

pure-minded. She praises other women and enjoys

other s pleasures, and is thoughtful in small things.

She is a great favorite with her own sex, and men
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give her an idolized sort of friendship, which is very

apt to grow into affection if they are very much in

her society. She is inclined to treat men exactly

as she treats women, because she is so sweet and

pure minded, and unconscious of her own loveable-

ness. She is seldom a belle, but she has always a

host of loving friends and tender admirers, and her

husband regards her as a sort of cross between an

angel and a child. She brings out all that is best in

him without attempting a reform. Women are sel

dom jealous of her, because her innate goodness is

felt by one and all.

I place this woman among my sweet lilies,

thornless roses, and sprays of mignonette and heli

otrope, and surround her with rose geraniums and

evergreens ;
for no matter how old she may grow,

she is always &quot;lovely!

&quot;

Then there is the &quot;kissable&quot; woman. Her size,

age, tints, features, disposition, character one and

all have seemingly nothing to do with her charm.

All you are conscious of in her presence is the desire

to take her in your arms and kiss her. She may be

absolutely devoid of personal beauty, and not young,
and yet nine men and a-half and seven women out

of each ten, will want to kiss her if they are in her

presence five minutes. Sometimes she is good and

kind and unselfish, and possessed of beauty; and

then she is always breaking hearts without mean-
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ing to do so, and winning love she cannot return.

She sees more beautiful women giving more en

couragement to men than she gives, and indulging

in far more desperate flirtations without causing

any such disaster as she causes, by one kind

sweet smile; and she cannot understand it all, at

least not until she has had all sorts of trouble out

of it. But the fact is, that the men who are quite

hardened to flirtations with the merely beautiful

woman, lose their heads in an insane desire to

seize the kissable girl in their arms. Women who

do not possess this charm, and who play a bold

game of flirtation without incurring any such risks

and dangers, find it impossible to explain the effect

of the kissable girl upon her admirers. They
think she must be a very deep and adroit siren at

heart, while, in fact., she is often frankness person

ified. She is inclined to become somewhat selfish

however, as time passes, in her love of admiration,

and to take as her natural right more love than be

longs to her. But she is never malicious or inten

tionally unkind. She feels sorry for her lovers

after she has won them, and she never wounds

another woman if she can help it without a too

great sacrifice of the love and devotion which is

her native element. She is full of love herself, and

her friendships are inclined to be as ardent as the

loves of the &quot;handsome woman.&quot; Her rejected

lovers become her friends almost always and her
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husband worships her and finds her a better wife

than she was a sweetheart. If she marries a man

strong and tactful enough to keep her entire heart,

she becomes a great favorite with her own sex, for

women have always been inclined to adore her

when they were not jealous of her influence over,

men.

I place the kissable woman among my luscious

roses with now and then a hidden thorn my
spicy carnations, wherein a bee may be concealed,

and my fragrant magnolias.

Then there is the &quot;designing&quot; woman, with the

fair face and voluptuous form, who is politic in

all she says or does. She always has her little axe

to grind, hidden somewhere in the folds of her

costly robe for she always wears costly dresses and

favors jewels. She seeks the love of men who

can advance her interests and increase her revenue,

and she considers nothing immoral that is not

found out. She studies the weakness of the sterner

sex and is willing to take any risk with the expec

tation of financial or social benefit. She assumes

great virtues,- frequents churches, is liberal in

public charities, courts the women who can

give her a back-ground of respectability; ignores

snubs, and smiles down cold stares. She invites

herself to houses where she thinks it is well for her

to be seen, and if the soeiety paper chronicles her
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name as one of the guests she feels repaid for any

neglect or indifference she may have received while

there. She cares only for men as they may be use

ful to her, but she is such an adept in the arts of

fascination that she is capable of incurring their

very intense if very fleeting devotion, and they are

not infrequently ready to sacrifice name and honor

for her. But she disillusions them with her mer

cenary frivolities, and her husband finds her

disloyal, and her career is certain to end in that of

an adventuress. She is sure to attract a vast

amount of comment and notice wherever she goes,

and she is quite content if she can make a sensa

tion.

She belongs to the uncanny cactus plants, and

the gorgeous-hued tropical flowers from which

deadly poisons are distilled.

Then there is the distinctly &quot;intellectual&quot; woman,

who is so alarmingly well-informed on all subjects,

and so anxious to have you realize her mental

superiority. She has thought on every subject un

der and over the sun, and has formed her convic

tions on all matters, and the instant you broach a

subject she hastens to assure you that she knows

all about it. She sometimes possesses handsome

features, but her too active intellect has sharpened

them, and hued away the curves of beauty. She is

inclined to dress severely, and to wear very digni-
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fied bonnets. She thinks out her answers a sentence

ahead of your remarks, and waits for you to finish,

with mere tolerance. Her woman friends speak of

her with great respect as &quot;such an intelligent per

son,&quot; and the clergyman of her faith is the only

man who ever bestows any voluntary attentions

upon her. Her husband considers her a remarkably

intelligent woman but he is given to dining at the

club a great deal, and meekly acknowledges that he

cannot hold a candle to his wife in brain.

The useful, healthful, but strong and tear-starting

leek is suggested to me by this woman. A very

small flavoring of this vegetable is all one s taste

requires.

The &quot;useful&quot; girl is another type. She can- sew,

cook a dinner if need be, amuse children, assist in

getting up entertainments for other people to par

ticipate in, dance enough to fill up an impromptu
set, play cards well enough to take a hand when
the old people need her, and she is an excellent

nurse, and reads aloud well, and sings a little

enough to rock a child asleep or to help out a cho

rus. She is not noticeable in any way is neither

pretty nor ugly, and is very simple in her attire.

Everybody makes use of her, and everybody likes

her. She has no enemies and no lovers. Women
like her v/2ry much, and men speak highly of her

when she is brought to their attention in some
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way; but they never think about her voluntarily. They

appreciate her highly when she helps them out of a

corner, and thank her cordially, and then forget her

until they need her again. She is not apt to

marry, for men do not care for useful girls before

marriage. She usually drifts into old maidenhood,

or marries a widower with a lot of children.

She is like the green &quot;everlasting&quot; or old-fash

ioned &quot;live-forever&quot; plants scentless, and not

beautiful, yet indispensable in a garden. Every

body needs it in a bouquet to serve as a background

for the bright flowers, but nobody cares for it for

itself. No man ever thinks of plucking it for his

boutonniere, but he appreciates its effect and value

in the garden.

Then there are the every-day &quot;pretty girls&quot;

pretty with youth, and hope, and good spirits

merely who have no distinguishing traits or

peculiarities but who please the eye while it be

holds them, like the common field-daisies, butter

cups and clover blossoms growing by the roadside.

And again, there are the critical, pessimistic, fault

finding, fault-discovering women, who always

make you feel dissatisfied with yourself and the

world; and these are the prickly-pears, the burrs

and thistles of womankind.

Not all women can become the human flower of

their choice, but all women can, at least, avoid be

coming weeds and thistles.



A MAN S FIRST WIFE.

&quot;Will you love me always, as long as 1 live?&quot;

questions the fond young wife.

&quot;Always,&quot;
answers the adoring husband: alive or

dead, you will be the one woman of my existence

to me. 1 could never love another. If you should

die life would be a desert to me a lonely island,

where I should wait and watch for the ship of

death to come to my rescue and bear me away
to you.&quot;

He means what he says, and when she dies the

gloom on his face is as deep as the band 01 crepe

on his hat is wide. Yet as months go by the band

narrows and the gloom lightens. Where at rirst he

only noticed other women to compare them un

favorably with his dead darling, and to wonder

bitterly why they were spared and she taken, he

begins now to notice them individually, and to

comment upon their charms, and before the crepe

band has wholly disappeared from his hat the

gloom has lifted enough from his heart to let in

the sunlight of another woman s smile.

Pie struggles against the temptation which assails

him, he tells himself that his heart is buried in the

127
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grave of his dead wife, but his heart insists on

quickening at the sight of this new woman s face,

and at the sound of her voice. The dead face is

hidden under six feet of earth. The living face

smiles near. One cannot sit by tombs forever in

the pride of one s manhood. His darling was too

unselfish to desire him to mourn his life away in

loneliness. She would tell him to be happy could

she speak. He can never forget her, he can never

love as he loved her, but he needs a companion
to look after his comfort, and to keep him from

utter desolation, and to be a mother to his children

perhaps.

So he reasons and marries. The new wife is

tactful and affectionate. She knows more of the

world than his first wife did, maybe, and she &quot;man

ages him&quot; with a skill that astonishes him. What

began as a &quot;good comradeship&quot; and a marriage of

convenience develops into a love match.

Those who knew the first wife and thought it an

ideal marriage look on this second union with,

shocked surprise at first, afterwards with resigna

tion; but they say to themselves and to those who
knew him in the days of the early marriage, &quot;He

1

can never forget his first wife. It was a perfect

love match. He married again merely for con

venience. It is all right, of course. She makes

him a good wife, they say, but he must have many
sad hours when he thinks of that first wife.&quot;
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Alas for sentiment, that is so seldom true. The

fact is, he rarely thinks of the first wife at all, and

when he does he thinks of her in the same way he

thinks of some incident in his childhood; she is a

vague, sweet memory, no more. The dead are so

very dead; the living are so much alive.

At the very first, after he has married the second

wife, he received a shock now and then when he

Icoked at the portrait of his first wife, or came

across some souvenir of their love life; but even

those things ceased to affect him after a little. The

finer sensibilities become easily dulled by custom,

especially when the passions are satisfied and the

heart and stomach filled.

I recollect being in the house of a widower once

who had to be restrained by force from going to

the grave of his wife at midnight in a pouring rain.

His devotion to her in life had boen sincere and

unfailing, yet scarcely a year later he brought, home
another wife whose love and companionship caused

him to forget the second anniversary of the other s

death. Her portrait hung always in his room, yet

I have seen his eyes rest upon it without seeing it,

while he expatiated upon the wit and charm of his

living companion.
A bit sad, perhaps, this seems to the sentimental

and romantic, but a sadder picture is the man who
makes the living wife miserable by extolling the

dead one on every occasion.

9
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I sometimes think it is mainly the people who

make a very hard thing out of life, and who are

very unadaptable to circumstances who remain con

stant to first loves or dead companions.

The man who takes life easily, and who adapts

himself to the people with whom he may be forced

to associate, is by far the more agreeable man of

the two, and he makes the better citizen because

he identifies himself with his surroundings.

But he seldom remains a widower long, and though

he may be full of sentiment, he bestows it upon the

living, and not upon the dead.

As a rule I have observed that the man who is an

ardent lover to his first wife, if she dies becomes an

ardent lover to his second; and the man who made

a slave of his first wife becomes a slave to his sec

ond. From this statement we might conclude that

second wives have the best of it anyhow, and yet I

never saw the maiden who did not declare that on

no conditions would she become a second wife. It is

generally considered an undesirable and unhappy

lot, despite the many instances where it proves

happy and desirable.

It seems prosaic to the romantic mind, albeit it

often contains more love and romance than the first.

The dreaming maiden never figures as a second

wife in her love visions, however she may figure in

real life later on; yet a first marriage often fits a

man to be a far tenderer husband and more
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devoted lover. He remembers his first wife only

sufficiently to recall his errors and mistakes, and to

avoid them in his treatment to his second. Most

girls, however, would prefer taking the risk of his

mistakes, to deriving the benefit of his experi

ence.

However numerous may have been a man s

amours, a woman likes to think that she has

brought a new experience into his life in the

honeymoon. A man s first lawful possession of a

pure and loving woman for his very own would

seem to mark a never to be forgotten era in his life,

no matter what unhappiness may have followed;

yet the human heart is a strange machine. A sweet

and noble woman, whose nature was profound and

full of feeling, once shocked me with a confession.

&quot;I was but 22 when my first husband died,&quot; she

said. &quot;I worshiped him, and we had been ideally

happy. All the world seemed a tomb after he died.

I did not believe life held any joy for me. My only

happiness for years was found in passing whole days

beside his tomb. Yet I married again before 1 was

30 a man who had awakened, it seemed to me, a

deeper passion in my heart than the early love.

And now year after year goes by in which I forget

to notice the anniversary of my first marriage or of

my husband s death, so absorbed am I in this man.&quot;

As an opposite to this easel knew a stubborn and

selfish woman who was persistent and constant ir
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her violent grief at the loss of her young husband.

Years passed with no abatement of her angry

resentment at fate; and yet, finally she entered into

litigation with the aged parents of her husband

about the property.

The same dogged characteristics marked each

event of her life.

Stubborness is often a strong element in constancy

to sorrow.

Yet I would not wish to be understood that only

stubborn and selfish natures remain faithful to dead

loves. I think only selfish natures impose an out

ward expression of their grief on all those who

come near them, but I have in mind a man who is

the soul of unselfishness and goodness of heart,

who has remained true to the memory of a dead

wife for more than twenty years. He is a very

cheerful man, casting sunshine about him where-

ever he goes, but &quot;she is always with me,&quot; he says.

Never a day passes that I do not live over the

four happy years of our brief wedded life. I feel

her presence always about me, and I am not

unhappy; but I could not marry another woman,
for I should feel that I had two wives, she is such

a living presence to me always.&quot;

This is love in its most rarefied and spiritual type,

which we seldom find in the hearts of men. This

man is really living in the spirit now, and the cast

ing aside of his body by death will be no more
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than the crossing of a bridge, from one shore to

another. Very few men love their wives with this

sort of love; when they do there is no second mar

riage possible.

Should any force of circumstances render a second

marriage advisable with this man, however, and he

once decided to take the step, I am not prepared to

say that he would retain the memory of the first

wife to any marked degree. There is something re

markably absorbing and obliterating in marriage.

The living woman who shares a man s name and

home is more engrossing than the dead angel, even

if she is, only a wife of convenience and not of love.

Even if she irritates and annoys him she keeps
his thoughts from straying far away from her.

Women s hearts feed on past memories, but men s

seldom do more than nibble at such intangible food.

A man thinks of what he sees, a woman of what

she remembers. He is no more fickle or unfeeling

than woman, but he is more of a philosopher, and

he does not make himself miserable over the irre*

vocable.

It behooves the woman who would not be forgot

.fen to stay alive.



THE SUMMER GIRL.

The Summer girl par excellence is, like the poet,

born, not made.

The belles of the Winter salon, and the ball-room

beauty, quite frequently prove ignominious failures

as the Summer girl; while one less beautiful and

with less style carries her world by storm.

Unless nature has bestowed certain peculiar

qualities, the most charming and accomplished

maiden will not succeed in the role of Summer

girl. The matter of hair and complexion are vital

points in her career.

The pink and white beauty who has attracted all

eyes at theater and reception with her lovely tints,

seldom succeeds as a Summer girl, because she

burns to a lobster red each time she takes an out-

ing.

The girl who tans a rich brown is well prepared

for a Summer campaign. Tan, when evenly dis

tributed, is not considered unbecoming by the ma

jority of men, and even a few freckles scattered

about the eyes and across the bridge of the nose

are in the outing season thought piquant and

pretty.
134
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But the girl whose face becomes a turkey s egg,

with yellow back ground, and black polka-dots,

and the girl whose nose burns and scales in the sun,

may as well retire from the contest at once.

If she is a sturdy sailor and a skilled tennis-

player, the men will consider her a jolly good com

rade, but they will not make love to her.

And this is what the Summer girl desires, how

ever much she may deny it.

Let her realize that her red nose stands between

her and romance, and devote her Summer to the

pursuit of good health, and put aside all thoughts

of sentiment until the Winter time. Then, with

her face bleached out into its natural pink and

white tints, clothed in a pretty gown and posing on

a divan before a glowing grate, her hour will come

to conquer.

At ball and theater party, she can reign as queen
of hearts, but the sceptre of the Summer girl is not

for her.

Pretty feet, and well turned ankles, are a neces

sity to the Summer girl. It is only the wall

flowers and chaperons who notice the dancers feet

in a Winter ball-room, and many a reigning belle

succeeds in hiding her unbeautiful feet from view

in parlor and promenade by adroit dressing and

posing. But the Summer girl cannot conceal her

feet or ankles, for she must sit in hammocks, step

into boats, and perhaps expose herself in bathing
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costumes. Attractive feet are therefore an im

mense advantage, if not an absolute necessity, to

her career.

Naturally curling hair goes a long way to

wards making the Summsr girl a success, whether

blonde or brunette. The girl who can emerge from

the ocean bath or return from a hot promenade
with her hair kinking and curling about her brow

and neck owes a large debt to nature. But even if

her hair does not curl, she can be thankful and

hopeful if her ear-locks do not straggle in a limp

and soggy way.

Damp, straight masses of thick hair clustered

about the brow often give a pretty face a newer

charm than carefully arranged frizzes; but the girl

who is afflicted with scolding locks which refuse to

grow beyond a certain undesirable length, and

which lose their curl at the first breath of humidity,

that girl need never hope to reign a Summer

queen.

No sentiment could survive the sight of those

unmanageable locks, lapping over a dress collar or

spreading over eyes and ears.

Let her keep herself in the background until

cool weather aids her in frizzing her usually fine

and silken hair into a pretty fluff again, and

then let her enter the field with the best of

them.

The girl who feels languid and lifeless the mo-
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ment the mercury mounts above the eighties, should

not aspire to be a Summer girl. Physical endur

ance and the ability to be entertaining and amusing

in the dog days, as well as picturesque, are imper

ative qualities for this role.

To sum it all up, then, the girl who blossoms out

like a sunflower in hot weather; who has hair and

complexion that are not demoralized by heat ; who

terminates in neat feet and who is upholstered in

fetching costumes, that girl is a successful summer

girl, even if she goes no further than the veranda

act and sits all day long under her red parasol, dis

playing pretty boots and hosiery and pretending to

read.

Men will leave the dancing girl with the limp,

rolling locks, and the tennis girl with the fish-

scaled nose, to lean over the veranda girl s chair

and talk sweet nothings and keep other men

away.

Add to these qualities, however, positive pretti-

ness and the accomplishments of rowing, swimming,

riding and tennis, and you have the perfection of

the Summer girl fitted for any sport, equipped for

any conquest and who seeing her with nature for

a background, can resist her?

Not the college graduate, who likes an athletic

girl; not the sentimental youth, who likes to sit

with a pretty girl in the moonlight; not the blast

young man, who likes to be amused, for she is
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equipped to please them all. The world is hers for

two or three happy months. She is queen and em

press of her domain till the leaves begin to fall, and

the days begin to shorten.

All hail to herl



THE WOMEN WHO GOSSIP.

&quot;Why do you go to Mrs. Blank s house?&quot; said to

me once a very excellent woman who had always

borne a spotless reputation. &quot;She has been so

talked about, I wonder what you find in her to at

tract you.&quot;

&quot;Just
what I do not find in you charity for other

women,&quot; I replied.

My friend looked somewhat nonplussed, but she

hastened to reply,

&quot;She has more reason to be charitable and lenient

than I. Her past needs the mantle of charity

thrown over it and mine does not there is noth

ing in my life that would not bear the
light.&quot;

&quot;There is a narrow fissure of severe judgment in

your heart that needs the light of love and sym

pathy thrown into
it,&quot;

I responded. &quot;When I en

counter such a hoplessly good woman as you, who
never met temptation, 1 can understand why a

tempted Christ is symbolized by religion as man s

judge. He will show mercy; having been human,
he understands human weakness.

Yet as a rule I have not found i to be the spot-
139
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less good women who are the severe judges of

weaker sisters quite the contrary.

Innumerable instances occur to me as I think on

the subject, in which the purest and sweetest of

women have in my hearing defended some victim of

gossip, made excuses for her weakness, or refused

to believe the stories afloat about her until forced

to do so, while in almost every instance these stories

were set afloat by some woman whose own past had

not been free from reproach.

It seems a remarkable fact that a woman who has

ever been the object of scandal should wish to

repeat or spread about an unkind report regarding an

other woman; but such cases are too numerous in all

our experiences to need verification.

This is an age of progress and freedom for woman.

The day of the &quot;Scarlet Letter&quot; has. passed with its

endless martyrdom for the erring.

Public sentiment has become so liberalized and

the world so busy with scientific discovery, and the

growth of thought in all direction, that a woman
who has committed some early error or folly is al

lowed in time to make amends, redeem her wa} 7

s,

and occupy a respectable position among culti

vated and agreeable people, who do not bother them

selves to study up her past life.

But the ever-increasing wonder in my mind is, that

these are the women who most frequently unearth

the skeletons of scandals beneath fair structures
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which other women are trying to build : and that

the woman who has once herself been the object of

scorn is the first to point her finger at a newcomer

in the court of respectability.

Once upon a time I happened upon the sad sealed

page in the early life of a bright woman whom I

had known pleasantly for a few years. The knowl

edge of her youthful folly came to me quite by ac

cident, and I felt only sympathy to think of all the

suffering it must have caused one of her mental and

affectional endowment, and I rejoiced to think that

she had been able to live it down.

She was a devoted wife, a kind friend and an ac

tive worker in all good causes, and I respected her

for having climbed on the ladder of her mistakes to

her present position. What was my shocked sur

prise to hear that woman severely condemn shortly

afterwards a young girl, and insist upon believing

some gossip which had been set afloat by idle

tongues. I would have expected her to be the first

to defend her, or at least the last to condemn.

There are times when men and women who

strive to lead worthy lives are obliged to speak

words of warning to near friends regarding unworthy

associates. It is a kindness to inform our friends

when there is moral typhus in their midst. It is

right that they should tell us when we are uncon

sciously harboring small-pox in our circle.

m
But the woman who is ever ready to point at the



142 THE WOMEN WHO GOSSIP

healed scar upon the person of friend and stranger

I have come to suspect as hiding worse scars upon

her own moral nature.



BOARDING SCHOOL.

The girl who has a wise, broad-minded, sympa
thetic mother had better remain away from board

ing school. But there are more good schools than

good mothers in the land, I fear.

I do not think a more unwise action can be made

by parents than sending a young girl from the coun

try to a city school. Yet it is done every year by

thousands of devoted parents, who make painful sac

rifices to enable them to carry out this cherished

desire.

The young girl who goes through the first year of

such a school and is not rendered restless, uneasy

and unfitted for the practical duties of life which

usually lie before country bred girls, is a model of

good sense, or a born philosopher.

The very sights and sounds of city life are dis

tracting and exciting to the girl who is not accus

tomed to them ; the crunching of carriage wheels on

a gravel driveway, the fashionably attired women,
the gossip in the air about balls and theaters, which

the day scholars bring, is not at all conducive of

good scholarship.

If a boarding school is to be selected, as necessity
143
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frequently demands that it must be, let it be as re

mote as possible from fashionable life. I wish we

might have Protestant schools conducted in the

manner of convent schools. Some of the most

charming girls I have known and some of the best

educated, have been taught in convents. There is

greater surveillance over the pupils, a~d greater sys

tem, and more thoroughness than is to be found in

most boarding schools. And yet a convent educated

lady to whom I once made this remark, assured me
that she learned more mischief in the convent than

she ever had learned out of it. &quot;The girls were either

very stupid or very bad,&quot; she said, &quot;and the bad

girls delighted in bringing pernicious books into

the convent secretly and distributing them about.

These books were hidden under mattresses and

rugs, and the good, watchful-eyed sisters never dis

covered them. The very piety of these sisters was

a dare to the vicious-minded girls to do shocking

things.&quot;

One young girl entered the convent when a mere

child. She graduated at seventeen, and was mar

ried three months afterward, but eloped with a

stranger whom she met on her bridal tour during

the honeymoon. The pernicious books which had

been smuggled into the convent were the cause of her

disordered mind and final disastrous conduct.

It strikes me that too many of our boarding
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school mistresses take it for granted that their

pupils must be &quot;perfect ladies&quot; because they belong

to families of wealth and standing.

The more a woman knows of the world the better

fitted she seems to me for a teacher.

The trouble with our boarding schools is fre

quently in the extreme unworldliness of the in

structors. Had I a daughter I would rather place

her- under the care of a veteran coquette, who knew

human nature and the world thoroughly, than to

trust her to some woman whose brain has been

educated to the exclusion of eyes, heart and under

standing of her kind.

Many of the excellent women who preside over

our boarding schools are as ignorant of human

nature as babes. They nevtr cared for anything in

life as much as books, and they do not realize the

dangers which menace the average normal natured

girl. Teachers are the next most stupid beings to

parents in this respect.

As for these parents, I grow every year and day
more amazed and indignant with their blind ignor

ance regarding their daughters. I sometimes think

the parents of young girls of this generation must

have been either idiots or angels in their own

youth. They could have had no emotions and no

temptations themselves, or they would never allow

their daughters to walk in such perilous paths, as

scores of them do walk, unwarned and uninstructed.

10
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A few years ago some friends of mine were pre

paring to send a beautiful young girl of 15 away to

school.

The girl was prematurely developed in heart and

body, and of the voluptuous type so attractive to

men. I asked her mother if she felt perfectly secure

regarding the associates of her daughter at school.

&quot;Oh, Mary is such an innocent minded creature I

can trust her anywhere,&quot; the mother replied, proud

ly. &quot;She is really the most innocent child I ever

saw for a girl of her age. I think she will develop

very late. I want to keep her a little girl as long

as possible, so I have not disturbed her mind with

any premature confidences.&quot;

Now, to my absolute knowledge, gained by acci

dent, I knew this young girl to be a woman in her

emotions
;

and already had she passed through

embryo adventures with the opposite sex which had

aroused her curiosity as to what constituted her

charm over men and stirred her woman s vanity.

The innocence of her mind was disturbed by her

unfolding emotions and her Eve-like desire for

greater knowledge. Never did a young girl so need

a mother s sympathy and counsel as this one. I

often wonder why God permits a woman like that

to become a mother. To send such a girl away to

boarding school was dangerous no doubt, yet hard

ly as dangerous as leaving her under the care of

such a blind mother.



BOARDING SCHOOL 147

I know a brilliant lawyer who was a wild boy in

his youth. He was forever in trouble of some kind

with the fair sex and finally married a girl who ran

away from school to become his wife, They are

the parents of several children, the eldest a hand

some, dark-eyed girl who inherits her father s love

of adventure. She is only 15, but has already

passed through a series of love affairs, known to

all her friends and commented upon by strangers,

but the criminally blind parents are ignorant of all

this. No one dares tell them that almost daily on

her way to and from the village school, their

daughter sees and talks to and receives notes from

young men, and, utterly forgetting their own hazard

ous past, both father and mother imagine their

daughter to be an innocent child in mind.

It might prove to be a moral salvation of this

girl to send her away to a good boarding school if the

right woman presided over it. She is not vicious

she is merely full of animal spirits and precocious

feminine instincts.

Hundreds of young American girls are like her,

and hundreds of stupid American parents fail to see

the necessity and duty of guarding such girls.

If by accident they do discover the truth about

their daughters, they straightway shut them up,

treat them harshly and denounce them as vicious

minded. The father and mother I mention would

no doubt do the *ame, forgetting their own runaway
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marriage and the adventures which preceded.

A girl like this ought to be treated very gently

and with affection. She ought to be wisely taught

and entertained. She should pass many hours in

active physical exercise. The gymnasium is far

better for such a girl than the boarding school. She

should have no idle hours, no confidences with

strange companions, no hidden books to read until

she has crossed the dangerous chasm which spans

girlhood and womanhood.

I have known a girl who was a mere child in

mind to be forced into a premature maturity by

association with older and more experienced girls

at boarding school. Where a number of young

girls are thrown together constantly for companion

ship their conversation runs largely to love affairs.

This young girl who had never passed through any

heart experience, hearing so much upon the subject

from her companions, felt called upon to contribute

her share to the entertainment. To the amazement

of her parents and teachers she developed a faculty

for relating tales of love adventure wherein shrr

figured as heroine. Investigation proved the stories

utterly without foundation. It was one of the

abnormal developments of boarding school life.

I do not think elopements from boarding schools

are so frequent as elopements from homes. I again

assert that good and wise teachers, few as they are,

are more plenty than good and wise parents.
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I wish we could have a training school for

parents a school where the physical and moral

nature of the young girl and boy should be dis

cussed, and where the imperative duty of watching

over this physical and moral nature should be im

pressed upon the mind of every woman and man

before they were allowed to procure a marriage cer

tificate. This would be a far better thing for the

world at large than the boarding school.

The lack of such training for parents causes more

harm and mischief to go on under their eyes, than

is possible in the average well ordered boarding

school.

So stupid are parents in regard to their own chil

dren that those whom I most desire to reach by this

article will read it without a suspicion that it can

apply to them
;
while many a young girl of whom I

have never heard will feel her cheeks tingle and

will wonder how I knew her secret.
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I can picture the indignant consternation of the

modern girl as she reads the subject text of this

article: &quot;Is the modern girl virtuous?&quot; But she

does not know, as I know, how much this question

is discussed among men. She does not realize that

young men have a strange misconception of her;

and that the common belief of the day is that the

modern girl is more lax in her estimate of what

constitutes pure womanhood than the girl of a score

of years ago. Such being the facts, a careful analy

sis of the causes which lead to this belief in the

minds of men seems timely.

To me it is evident that the American girl grows

constantly more reserved and prudent with every

year.

That men should hold an opposite opinion is due

to three causes: First, our intimacy with and aping
after foreign countries; second, the contagion of the

chaperoning system ; third, the increased knowledge
of herself possessed by the woman of to-day. In

our close neighboring with foreign lands we have to

a remarkable degree become imbued with their pre

judices. Our American eagle screams as loud as

150
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ever, but his scream of late years has taken on a

foreign accent.

Because the American girl is the only girl on earth

who is allowed independence and freedom of conduct,

our men and our cynical Anglo-maniac women are

beginning to question her use of that independence.

A foreigner said to me one day : &quot;I have about

made up my mind that the man who marries an

American girl must be one of three things: indif

ferent, trusting or a fool.&quot;

I asked him to explain himself.

&quot;Because he knows absolutely nothing of the girl

he marries,&quot; the foreigner replied. The customs of

your country render it impossible for him to know
whether he is marrying a virtuous girl or otherwise.

He must, therefore, be indifferent on that subject,

blindly trusting, or a fool.&quot;

&quot;Since you foreigners are madly infatuated with

American girls, you are calling your own country

men names,&quot; I answered. &quot;You seem to prefer the

doubtful American girl to your own country s mod
els of virtue.&quot;

&quot;True, quite true,&quot; he said. &quot;The American girl

is the most charming, interesting, alluring and

entertaining girl on the face of the earth; but I in

sist that her virtue is necessarily a doubtful matter,

owing to the dangerous freedom of her early life.&quot;

I demanded a further explanation of this startling

assertion, and the foreigner continued :
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&quot;I have an acquaintance who is a gay and hand

some young bachelor. He lives in the suburbs of

one of your large cities. Each morning he goes to

attend his business affairs. The train he takes is

half filled with young school-girls, from twelve to

sixteen years of age, who belong to the best fami

lies of the suburban towns, and who attend the city

schools, returning home in the afternoon. They
are unattended by maid or chaperon, after the pre

vailing custom of your country, and their parents

have implicit confidence in the good behavior of

these girls. American mothers must have led very

innocent lives to trust their daughters as they do.

My friend made the acquaintance of several of

these young girls during his daily half-hour ride,

and he confided to me the fact that two very beau

tiful girls about sixteen years old had consented to

take luncheon and attend a matinee one day. He
asked me to meet them at a certain restaurant and

act as escort for one of the girls. I was quite will

ing to do so, and must confess I passed a very

charming afternoon. The girls were amazingly witty

and entertaining, and treated us like old friends.

They returned home at the usual hour, and their

parents were never the wiser for this little escapade.

One of them was married last year, and is a social

leader to-day. Her husband, of course, knows

nothing of her past. Now in no other country in

the world could such a thing happen, and not at
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once blast the reputation of the girl forever, and

prevent any honest fellow from marrying her. Our

girls in other countries are so carefully guarded
that a man knows when he is getting a virtuous

wife.&quot;

&quot;And the woman knows she is getting the extreme

opposite,&quot; I responded. &quot;But from the frequency
of famous divorce scandals in your country, and

from the tenor of your novels, I fear the virtue does

not continue after marriage. However, you have

not proved these two American girls were lax irv

virtue only lacking in judgment and discretion.&quot;

The foreigner shrugged his shoulders.

&quot;Girls who would do what they did would do

more,&quot; he said. &quot;That is what I told my American

friend, who seemed inclined to regard their conduct

as the mere ebullition of youthful spirits. To m&amp;lt;;

it seemed an exhibition of lax morals. My friend

confessed he would not like to marry a girl who
had committed such a

folly.&quot;

&quot;Many a girl may commit a worse folly than you
have recounted and not lose her virtue,&quot; I replied,

&quot;and may make the best of wives afterward, and

regret her early indiscretions as long as she lives;

but there are hundreds and thousands of American

girls who do not take unwise advantage of the

liberty accorded them, and who are quite as inno

cent (though not as ignorant) as your convent and

governess trained girls
&quot;
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But the foreigner shook his head, &quot;Women

young women, are not to be trusted with freedom,&quot;

he said. &quot;Any
man is a fool who believes a girl

perfectly virtuous reared in that way.&quot;

As this foreigner soon afterward went nearly mad

at the rejection of his suit by an American girl,

his criticisms do not amount to much. Still they

show the influence of the foreign mind upon our

own. Our American men are becoming inoculated

with the same prejudices. Next to this comes our

farce of a chaperoning system.

It is a curious fact that the manners of men to

ward women and their ideas of honor degenerate as

woman surrounds herself with outside protections

to her virtue. Before chaperons were thought of,

the freedom of action of the American girl was con

sidered a matter of course by men, and admired.

Now that we make a pretense of chaperoning girls,

men seize upon the least open departure from this

pretense to accuse a girl of lax morals.

The foreign-born girl comes into the world ex

pecting to be protected by conventionality. The

American girl is born feeling herself able to protect

herself, and eludes her easily eluded chaperon

without much effort. The chaperon, who was a

girl herself before chaperons were thought of,

shuts her eyes and smiles at the whole thing as a

huge joke; but the pretense is made, and this ex

poses the girls who do not assist in a similar pre-
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tense to suspicions which could not have existed

twenty years ago, when girls were expected to pro

tect themselves from insult.

It is the system which has changed, not the girls.

Girls are not more lax in morals; far from it. but

the conventionalities are more strict, making small

digressions from good behavior seem larger. Men

are by nature strictly conventional. They adore an

outward pretense of observing the conventions, yet

it is a curious fact that the most carefully chaper

oned girl, perhaps, America ever produced has be

come the most notoriously lawless wife. There is

an innate, inbred rebellion against unnecessary re

straints and protection born in the American girl.

When a middle-aged man tells me girls are not

as modest and pure as they were in his day, I long

for the power to turn back the pages of his youth,

and compel him to re-peruse some long-forgotten

escapades with girls who are now respectable

matrons. When a young man makes the statement,

I wish he could read some turned-down leaves in

the life of his mother, or the mother of his friends.

There were just as many indiscreet acts and lapses

from virtue committed by our grandmothers as are

committed by the girls of to-day.

Every generation produces its few adventuresses

and courtesans and its many sweet and noble women.

The great balance is always on the side of the lat

ter.
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Another phase of the modern girl which the mod
ern man finds it difficult to understand is her knowl

edge of herself.

Our grandmothers and mothers never confessed

to the possession of bodies, and knew absolutely

nothing about themselves physically.

But progress, common-sense, and physical culture

have done awa}^ with the inanimate girl, and the

growing freedom of thought renders the modern

maiden fearless of speaking of herself as a harmon

ious human being, endowed with physical as well as

mental and spiritual attributes.

It seems a difficult matter for men to realize that

ignorance is not a necessary attribute to innocence.

A man likes a women to be ignorant of herself&amp;gt;

that he may instruct her; yet after she has become

his pupil he quite frequently loses interest in her.

The girl who understands herself too well to become

a pupil readily piques his interest, but arouses his

suspicions. He cannot comprehend how she can un

derstand herself so well and be an innocent girl. Ah,

my dear young man, you may yet realize that the

enlightened virtue of the modern girl is a far bet

ter article than the blind innocence of a decade or

two ago! And did it ever occur to you that, be her

faults what they may, she is quite good enough for

you?
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It seems to be the prevalent idea among Ameri

can parents that girls need only mental guidance in

this age; that if the daughter of the family is only

&quot;given a chance&quot; to study, and has her mind

crammed with knowledge, her future is assured.

If you tell them that, their daughter is a three

fold being, with a moral and a physical nature

which need careful guidance, they will assure you
that Church influence and good companions sur

round her morally, and that, as she is endowed with

excellent health, there is no anxiety about her phys

ically.

In consequence of this one-idead and short

sighted influence of parents, we have a vast number

of astonishingly well-educated girls as far as book

education goes who are erratic, hysterical, ailing,

and totally unfitted for the exigencies and demands

of wifehood and maternity when these relations

come to her.

Beside this, our daily papers teem with accounts

of girls who stray away from home in moods of

melancholy, or who permit themselves to be &quot;kid

napped&quot; by vicious people, or who conceive morbid
157
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and unaccountable passions for coachmen and in

feriors, or otherwise develop propensities as dis

tressing as unexpected to their loving but blind

parents. Were not such cases lamentably frequent

I should not pen this article.

Man s moral and social relations to the world are

such that we are liable to forget that he is an ani

mal. Especially do we forget it in regard to young

girls. While they roll in the sand and bake mud

pies in the sun as children, and roar with hunger,

we speak of them laughingly as &quot;vigorous young
animals.&quot; But when their swelling forms and

blushing cheeks and drooping lids denote that the

child is developing into the maiden, we forget and

ignore the animal nature, and think of them as

divine beings with growing minds.

Yet never was there a time in a girl s career when

the animal nature needed such thought and careful

direction by wise parents and guardians as during

the few years which bridge childhood and woman
hood. A young girl s time and mind should be fully

occupied during these years. To simply crowd her

brain with a multiplicity of studies will not do;

there is an excess of physical vitality which must

be considered. The air she breathe?, the nourish

ment she imbibes, the sleep she takes are all com

bining to supply her with the magnetic and electric

qualities which form the perfect woman. You note

her expanding beauty, her increasing vivacity, and
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you are delighted; but remember such changes do

not take place without disturbed emotions and

an excited imagination. Outdoor duties or games
in the country, and gymnasium work, or the dancing

school in the town, indulged in sufficiently to pro

duce a pleasant fatigue, are a great promoter of bal

ance and an outlet for this extra supply of vitality.

Such exercise should be imposed with religious

earnestness by all judicious parents. I believe the

old-fashioned prejudice against dancing has been

productive of more physical and moral disaster in

the world than all the high kicking ever done in

our theaters. I have known an hysterical girl, suf

fering from insomnia and all manner of nervous

troubles, to become normal and strong, simply by

dancing vigorously half an hour every evening be

fore retiring.

&quot;Oh pshaw!&quot; you say; &quot;let Nature take her

course. She will set matters right in her time.&quot;

My dear madam or sir, you should pause and an

alyze the meaning of your words. Your developing
child is a growing animal, and to let Nature take

her course would be inconsistent with the social

and moral obligations resting upon her. Nature s

impulses are the same from insects up to man; but

man must govern impulse by reason and judgment
unless he wishes to be only an animal, instead of

the highest expression of the divine yet evolved

from animal life.
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Therefore, instead of &quot;letting nature take its

course,&quot; you must direct nature s impulses by wis

dom and care into healthful channels.

Avert overwrought imaginations and excited

nerves by a systematic course of exercise which pro

duces thorough circulation of the blood.

Give her pleasures suitable to her age, and divert

her mind from dwelling too much upon herself.

Let her be fatigued enough to sleep when she re

tires, and see to it that she gets up as soon as she

awakens.

&quot;Nothing gives my daughter such pleasure as to

lie and dream,&quot; said a blind mother to me once.

&quot;She is no hand for outdoor romps, like other

girls; just give her a book and a lounge and she

will be happy all day long.&quot;

But let me beg of you to be alert and avoid

allowing your daughter to form this habit of lan

guorous day-dreams. It is more fascinating than

any outdoor sport, once formed, and more enervat

ing than the hardest labor. Many a weakly woman

might trace her ailments back to this period of lux

urious imagination in her youth s dawn.

I do not mean by this that your daughter is in

dulging in depraved thoughts. She is very likely

too innocent to know what depravity is; but she is

at a time of life when she needs gaurding against

even an innocent imagination, which left to itself

may easily become diseased.
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&quot;But I never recollect any such dangerous period

in my life, or any such diseased imagination,&quot; you

tell me. Quite likely. Girls of the olden time

were not brought up in such ease and luxury as are

the girls of to-day. Household duties and the care

of younger children devolved upon the daughters of

the household instead of upon servants and nurse

maids, as in the -present time. Then, too, you may
have been one of the exceptions to the rule; but re

member that it is unsafe to expect your daughter to

be exactly like you. She has a paternal inherit

ance. Many a calm, practical mother forgets that

the father s fiery or poetic nature may of right de

scend to her daughter, and that it needs a more

careful guarding than did her own. And the

strangest thing of all is that the father forgets or

ignores this also. It is well to keep the fact before

his eyes.

It is well to make him realize that a certain

amount of social amusement, where games and

dancing predominate, among carefully selected com

panions is a necessity to the physical and moral

well being of his daughter. Call his attention to

the fact that a tightly closed vessel of boiling steam

explodes and causes devastation and destruction if

it has no outlet. A human being developing into

vigorous maturity is like this vessel, and the outlet

for a portion of the surging vital forces should be

made in healthful pleasures and amusements.
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When your daughter reaches the age of twelve

years at latest you should instruct her that it is not

modest to allow gentlemen guests and friends to

take her upon their knees and caress her. Let no

false idea of keeping her &quot;a child as long as possi

ble&quot; render you careless in this matter. And do

not make the foolish blunder of thinking that all

your men friends are &quot;perfect gentlemen,&quot; who

could not entertain an unworthy thought toward

your daughter.

In your quiet domestic role you know very little

of what is going on in the minds of most men.

You think of your twelve-year-old daughter as a

child they think of the woman she is soon to be.

Their thoughts and feelings are contagious. One

of the most carefully reared and severely chaper

oned girls I ever knew told me that her first knowl

edge of evil came to her at the age of thirteen

through a lifelong friend of her family a man old

enough to be her grandfather, and a man occupying

a high social position. While she was not allowed

to associate with boys of her own age, she was per

mitted to receive the caresses of this &quot;fine old

family friend,&quot; until her own modesty gave the alarm.

You can instill an idea of dignity and womanly reserve

into your little daughter s mind about these matters

without destroying her innocence; but even if you
must startle her somewhat out of her childlike

ignorance and freedom of conduct, it is better that
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the experience should come through you than

through the men who frequent your house.

Make yourself her confidante, that she may avoid

revealing herself in ignorance to dangerous compan
ions of either sex. You tell me with great dignity

and some severity that
&quot;your daughter is not

allowed to associate with dangerous companions of

either sex; that you know her mates thoroughly,

and they are exceptional young people.&quot; My dear

madame, your words are empty air. You know no

more of the secret thoughts and feelings of your

daughter s mates than you know of the man in Mars.

You might be startled and shocked should they

think aloud in your presence once, They are not

vicious, but they are in the unformed chaotic state

of which I am trying to warn you in regard to your
own daughter, and their mingled curiosity, ignor

ance, and dawning knowledge render them unsafe

confidantes for one another unless there is a sympa
thetic, wise counsellor back of them.

Again your dignity asserts itself, and you tell me

your daughter has no curiosity on forbidden sub

jects, and no dawning knowledge, and no dangerous

impulses. Then, dear madame, your daughter is

not a normal being. She is not in good health; she

is an anaemic. To build her into a woman fitted

for domestic duties she needs iron tonics and blood

foods.

The world will be much better off when we get
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over the romantic idea that a ) oung girl is an

angelic creature who communes with seraphs in

the privacy of her room, and who is to be guarded

to the very altar steps from any knowledge of evil.

Such girls sometimes exist, but they are not normal

beings, and they do not make good wives and mothers.

And, again, girls who have shown what you
would term a precocious tendency to vicious

thought, have, when properly guarded and guided

over the dangerous chasm, made ideal wives and

the most perfect mothers later in life.

The wise mother when discovering this tendency

in a young girl, does not strive to scold, punish, and

shame her into reform; she does not say to her:

&quot;This is a poison weed; root it out of your mind at

once; pray to God to aid you in casting out this

noxious weed.&quot; Instead she says: &quot;This is the

root of a beautiful vine, God-implanted, which by
and by will make your life sweet and fair; but if

you misuse it now it will be dwarfed and hideous;

think of it with reverence, and pray God to guide

it wisely in its growth.&quot; Then she gives her plenty

of healthful books to read and enough study, and

occupies all her time with physical exercise mingled
with agreeable companionship, until nature has

accomplished its revolutionary work and the chaotic

period has passed and the girl is a woman.

But alas! and alas! for the scarcity of such moth

ers.
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The average American girl dwells alone with her

imagination and the confidences of equally unwise

companions through these years, exposed to all the

dangerous freedom of association which the flapping

of our American eagle proclaim to all the world to

be her right.

If she goes wrong in ever so slight a measure her

parents are crushed to the earth by surprise and

sorrow; but that she ever goes right is an increas

ing wonder to me the more I see of the world and

the deeper I study human nature. Indeed, it

speaks well for the level head and the good heart

of the American girl that so few, comparatively

speaking, make serious mistakes; but this is due to

her own innate worth and not to the wisdom of her

parents.
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The settled impression of the world seems to be

that the erring woman is always crushed under her

own shame and the scorn of mankind, while the err

ing man goes free, favored by woman and admired

by his own sex.

Authors, preachers, poets, and orators unanimous

ly express the opinion that woman once fallen from

her high and chaste pedestal is never allowed to

rise, while man escapes all punishment for a similar

sin.

I have read many books wherein fallen women
have figured, and I never yet read one which

allowed her any future save death or the convent.

If the male sinner of the same kind receives any

punishment at the hands of the novelist, it is after

a long and successful career of pleasure and pros

perity, and is usually a sudden death in a railroad

disaster.

All this, of course, so far as the woman goes, is

an excellent warning to good young girls; but is it

fair to the many women who have already made

one misstep; and is it moral reading for the male

young person?
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It certainly is not true to the life of to-day.

Take any community of ten thousand inhabitants,

look closely into the lives of those people who form

its &quot;best society,&quot;
and you will find women who have

erred and lived down their errors, and men who have

suffered for their sins.

While my sincere sympathy must ever go with the

woman in these matters, since, by nature, on her falls

the greater penalties, yet observation and a sense of

justice has compelled me to modify former sweeping

assertions, which I, like the world at large, have made

upon the subject of relative immoralities of the sexes.

No just and thinking person can reside ten years

in a large city, or move about among people, and not

acknowledge the fallacy of the idea that one error de

bars a women forever from association with respect

able society. While he who has any faculty for in

spiring confidence or any ability to read human nature

must learn that men suffer far more for their sins

than the world at large imagine.

A young man of my acquaintance lost the girl he

dearly loved by having his name associated with an

immoral affair, wherein he was really guiltless of any

sin.

Both were intimate friends of mine; and I wit

nessed the agony and despair of the man during

many months. The fact that he had associated with

the immoral people who caused the scandal served,

at least in this one case, to damage the man as great-
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ly as it would have damaged his fiancte. He has

since married another woman, and is a prosperous

citizen. It will be urged by sentimentalists that had

it been a women whose reputation was thus marred,

no future marriage and success could have been pos

sible. But this is true only in story books or in cases

where the woman is peculiarly sensitive, and whose

nature and environment shuts ner away from distrac

tion and the possibilities of a new life.

Some years ago, a young girl, dwelling in a town

not many hours from the metropolis of America, was

wooed seemingly with honorable motives by a man
of high social position and of great personal attrac

tion; but by and by the young man disappeared, leav

ing a brand upon the brow of the poor girl. She was

taken away, and years of bitter sorrow, sharp agony,

and blinding remorse for her and hers followed. The

man, in the meantime, married a lady to whom he

had long been affianced; but when, one day, accident

brought to the knowledge of the young wife the base

action of her husband during their betrothal, she left

him, taking with her the child he worshiped. Deserted

and disgraced, this man surely tasted some of the

bitter dregs of sin. Meanwhile the wronged girl mar

ried, and is a respected wife to-day.

This is a woman s century; and in the light which

it casts upon her pathway she finds that she, as well

as man, can progress up and out of error. In all ages

has she sometimes fallen! but never before has she
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been allowed to rise. It is undoubtedly more difficult

for her to live down past folly than for her brother

man, unless she is endowed with a certain aplomb,

which belongs to the adventuress type of woman.

We speak of all erring women under one category;

but they differ as widely as the falling stars differ.

There are girls who go wrong because they have

no one to show them how to go right; girls who are

housed up like nuns, yet without a nun s occupations

or devotions, and who finally break through the false

restrictions surrounding their lives as pent-up rivers

break through a dam.

Again, others, whose too licensed freedom of action,

together with inherited tendencies, lead to their

downfall tendencies which properly directed might
have proved the anchor for a happy home; many fall

through ignorance and curiosity; more through moral

viciousness and avarice, mixed with vanity. Hundreds

through the starvation prices paid for labor by rich

corporations; and a few, a very few, through mis

placed love.

It is the mercenary and vicious sinner who becomes

most widely known to the world, and who most fre

quently poses as a victim of man s perfidy. But the

woman who really deserves our deepest sympathies
for having been blinded by her love and led into sin,

bears her sorrow and shame in silence, and never ap

peals to the public for sympathy. In olden times

such an error was supposed to end a woman s career
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forever; but, I repeat, if we investigate the lives of

society people in any city to-day, we find among its

ranks women who have lived down serious follies.

In a Western town, famous once upon a time for

its beautiful girls, two young women vied with each

other for the palm of belleship. Both were beautiful

and bright; one was weak, sweet, and full of affection;

the other ambitious, mercenary, and designing. The

sweet, weak girl was led into disgrace, and her name

became a by-word in her own town. The other mar

ried a rich man, ran through his fortune in two years,

deserted him, and entered upon a life of adventure,

which for years was a record of gilded vice and folly.

Finally, tiring of this life, she was received by her

husband, whose restored fortunes made a reconcilia

tion seem desirable to her. She moves in excellent

society to-day, entertains, and is admired by a large

circle of friends. If you are inclined to say this is a

shocking state of affairs, you must pause and consider

how many husbands have been received back by

their wives and society after leading an abandoned

life for years, and we must not begrudge this woman
the charity and forgiveness bestowed so freely on man.

Her early rival, after years of repentance and sorrow

for her past, married a noble and wealthy man, re

moved to a distant city, where she is-beloved and re

spected at the present time.

I could multiply these histories by the score, speak

ing only from positive knowledge of facts.
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It may be urged that the recital of such cases will

have a pernicious effect upon young girls, that they

will discourage good women and encourage the vi

ciously inclined. I do not believe there is a girl in

the land who would consciously or willingly face the

career of either of these women. I believe any good

woman, however lonely and unloved, would shrink

from exchanging lives with them.

Out of the palace of love and peace they must often

be led into the inquisition chamber of memory.
When a woman once loves, the recollection of past

familiarities, however slight, with other lovers becomes

a source of regret to her; how much keener must this

regret be to her when memory brings past shame to

view; for, to woman love ever brings a desire of self-

immolation and soul-surrender impossible to a mascu

line nature. Alas, for the woman between whom and

this sacrament of surrender stands memory with a

lifted sword! This is eternal punishment which she

must suffer, however lenient and forgiving the world

may be.

Woman has ever been man s teacher. For centu

ries she has taught him to believe that he must plunge
into all kinds of excesses and immoralities to be at

tractive to her, and as reward he should take a spot

less creature to wife, and if he reformed after mar

riage he should be canonized. But, during the last

century she has begun to teach him that self-restraint

is quite as possible for him as for her; and slowly but
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surely is man coming to realize that he must not de

mand so much and give so little in the way of morals.

Whatever the cynic may say to the contrary, a higher

and broader idea of morality and justice is taking

hold of the minds of men.

Conscience in these matters is almost a matter of

education. Woman has educated her own conscience

to a morbid degree upon the subject, while she has

allowed man s to remain dormant. This has been

greatly because while man s teacher, she has yet been

his slave, dependent upon him for the very necessities

of life. Now, that she is becoming his companion,

comrade, and helpmeet, his mate, mentally and phys

ically, she has begun to make him realize that he

must be her mate morally.

It is not to be wondered at, therefore, that at pres

ent only the exceptionally refined man suffers in any

degree from the pangs of conscience, for his immor

alities; but he certainly suffers in many other ways.

I have known a man to lose his position in the busi

ness world, his social standing, and to be expelled

from his club as the result of a fall from virtue. His

wife obtained a divorce, and took her children to his

mother s home. He married the girl who had been

the cause of his fall, and the two lived a life of abso

lute social ostracism in their native city. He died in

the prime of life, a victim of remorse; and even his

own family refused to attend his funeral.

It is a strange fact that a woman who has retired
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from the lists of folly into the shelter of a respectable

home, is seldom molested by her former male com

rades in sin; while the man who attempts to reform

and become a loyal husband is almost invariably per

secuted or tempted by the women who have partici

pated in his past.

I never heard of but one man who was base enough

to attempt to destroy the marital happiness of a re

formed woman. She shot him dead, and the verdict

was, &quot;Served him right!&quot; But the cases are innu

merable where women attempt to lure married men

back to their old follies and to destroy the wife s

peace. And when such cases come into court the

molesting woman has the sympathy of judge and jury,

especially if she weeps copiously. Certainly, in this

respect, the reformed woman has the easier time of it.

Of course we must make the allowance for the woman

having been wronged in the beginning; yet the girl

who falls through blind love is not the one who re

venges herself upon an innocent wife afterward. It is

rather the act of the balked adventuress cheated of

her golden prize.

There are scores of men to-day all about us who are

being slowly tortured by the demand for hush money
to hide some old sin men, who never open the morn

ing paper without a chill of apprehension, and who
never hear the bell ring without a quiver of the nerves.

Men who seek political laurels can testify to my
words. Yet those who know of the stain upon the
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honor of these men say: &quot;Behold the injustce of the

world, which metes out no punishment to erring

man!&quot;

There are hundreds of men who suffer year after

year the tortures of disease, conscious that they are

reaping what they have sown. God is not so great

a respecter of sex as the world at large supposes; and

men are punished more frequently and thoroughly for

their sins than is imagined by those who see only the

surface of life.

There is a spiritual wave sweeping over the world

which will compel men to suffer more and more for

their sins, just as there is a growing liberalism of

thought which compels the public to give woman a

chance to live down her mistakes. Slowly, but surely

the world is coming to the knowledge that there is no

sex in sin, and that a universal standard of morality

must be adopted for men and women, and that the

mantle of charity must be stretched out wide enough
to cover the fallen woman as well as the fallen man.



STAND BY YOUR SEX.

&quot;When there is a scandal about some woman 1

will always stand by her and blame the man,&quot; said

a most estimable lady to me recently. &quot;My sympa
thies always rest with her.&quot;

Not long ago a worthy woman expressed a similar

sentiment to a representative of the press.

&quot;I always stand by my own sex,&quot; she said.

This is all very noble in a way, no doubt, but

none of us ought to stand by the woman who feeds

her husband on ground glass, or murders him in his

sleep, it seems to me.

The unmarried girl who first brings scandal upon
herself is the one who invariably needs our sympa

thy rather than the man, unless it be a case of the

over ripe girl, and the green unsophisticated boy.

Whatever her boldness or folly, his superior knowl

edge of human nature and the world should consti

tute him her protector.

But the married society woman who forgets her

self is quite another being.

In this age of woman s progress man is the weak

er sex when tempted by the enlightened Eve.

The married society belle knows exactly what she
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is about when she tempts and teases his emotions.

She knows where safe and respectful admiration

ceases and the desire for possession begins. If the

love of conquest and excitement urges her on to

play with fire until she is burned, it does not seem

to me that she merits our profound sympathy. It is

better bestowed upon the husband whose name is

dragged into the mire, and upon the defenseless

children, who were forgotten in their mother s love

of conquest.

I have a theory that a really strong man is never

cursed by a faithless wife.

A young husband who killed his wife s lover

wired home to her parents, &quot;Bessie is vindicated.&quot;

The tragedy becomes a farce, when the man whom
a vain, selfish wife has forced to become a murderer,

talks about &quot;vindicating her.&quot;

No wife is obliged to receive compromising atten

tions. It is difficult to understand why she is not

quite as culpable as the lover in the case when she

encourages these attentions until they bring disas

ter.

But it is the cause which leads to this sort of

crime which needs attacking rather than the people

who become its victims.

The beautiful daughter of wealth who is allowed

to do everything she wants to do, to have every

thing her fancy craves, to never know a wish un-

gratified, and whose parents and friends pride them-
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selves on the fact that she is care free and pos

sessed of every blessing life can offer this sort of

a girl is just the one who as a wife will think her

self entitled to the admiration she craves, no mat

ter what people say about it. Never having been

taught the beauty of self-denial in any way how

can her parents expect her to deny herself this

most fascinating amusement? Never having taught

her to use will power or self-control, how can they

expect her to develop it after marriage? Having
been allowed a constant change of pleasures all her

life, how can they expect her to be satisfied without

a variety of lovers and admirers?

Quite different is the case of the romantic, ad

mired girl, who niidb herself transformed into the

neglected wife of an indifferent husband. He is en

grossed in business and club life, and the brief

time he passes at home is spent in sleep or fault

rinding.

He is considered a &quot;good fellow&quot; among men, but

he is niggardly in money matters with his wife, and

entirely omits the small attentions and courtesies

so dear to a refined woman.

After years of this heart famine a thoughtful,

sympathetic friend comes into her life. His deli

cate compliments sound like the lost chord to her

woman s heart. She had thought there was no use

in trying to look pretty since no one noticed her

appearance. There was no use in keeping up
12
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her music, since no one cared to hear her play.

But she looks in the mirror with a flush of pleasure

now because her husband s friend has said her eyes

are just the color of English violets, and she turns

to her music with delight because he said her voice

soothed and rested him.

It is all so easy to drift down stream after that

with no thought of evil until caught by the fatal

maelstrom of human emotion.

Oh, the pity of it all ! Let us save our sympathy
which would be poorly bestowed upon the selfish

daughter of wealth and fashion, who seeks a new

diversion in flirtation, and give it to the tried and

sorely tempted, lonely wife of the faithless or indif

ferent husband who forgot his marriage vows with

the waning of the honeymoon and left his wife

to find diversion as she might. Such as she need

the pity of men, women and angels.



IS SOCIETY CORRUPT?

It is only the rustic, the dyspeptic, or the declasse

man or woman who is forever talking of the &quot;cor

ruption&quot; of society. Many excellent people, whose

lives have been passed entirely in rural places, im

agine the society of large towns to be a hotbed of

immorality and godlessness.

People who have striven vainly for social place

and failed to find the open sesame, are often loud in

their denunciation of the successful, and are wont

to compare society to a whited sepulcher. But the

cosmopolitan, observent being, with a good circula

tion, knows that human nature is the same the

world over, and that everywhere is the same mixture

of good and evil.

During a month I once passed in a remote and

sparsely settled country place, I heard of more im

moral actions among the quiet denizens than I had

heard in two years in the largest city of America.

Yet should one take the trouble to select at

random, in the most respectable part of the city,

the same number of human beings, it is wholly

probable that an equal number of equally immoral,
if less vulgar actions could be recounted.
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The whirl and rush of city life seems alike un-

conducive .to great thoughts and small gossip, but

the morals of the people are very much the same

mixture of good and bad in all civilized communities.

The repression of country life as often brings

latent propensities for evil to the surface, as the

temptations of city life. One of our smaller towns

has been prolific in the product of adventurous

women, who have achieved notoriety in the divorce

courts; and it is a curious fact that few of the great

adventuresses of the world s history were born o\

bred in large cities. But, whether in town or

country place, he who seeks shall find that which

he seeks.

The man or woman who sets forth on a quest of

evil is sure to find it. Early in life, I realized that

there was more pleasure to be derived from observ

ing good than evil, and consequently sought and

found it existing in abundance about me.

It is the crude idea of the youthful mind that the

world is divided into two armies the good and the

bad one clothed in darkness upon the left, one in

garments of light upon the right, and in deadly op

position to each other. As we mix with the world

this illusion vanishes, for we find the two armies

clothed in the same habiliments, mixing together

amicably, and the deadly battles are fought, silent

ly and out of sight in each human heart, between

right and wrong.
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A great native virtue, planted too generously in a

human heart, and deprived of careful cultivation,

often degenerates into a rank vice; and the world

not infrequently mistakes a sterile and inactive

nature for one of great chastity and self-denial.

The summer sunlight is beautiful and beneficent,

but it is as prone to produce bugs as butterflies,

weeds as ferns, while the winter sun produces

neither. Yet the summer sunlight is of more use

to us than winter s chill rays, despite the bugs and

weeds. A wise gardener, uproots the one, and kills

the mischievous insects.

There is no more godliness in negative goodness
than there is heat in winter sunlight, which does

not produce bugs, or weeds, simply because it has

not power enough to warm anything into being, and

not from an inherent objection to weeds and bugs.

Absolute virtue is that which seethes with active

impulses and is forced by will and reason into un

selfish channels.

The worst man I ever knew had no vice. He
attended church, broke no commandment, in

dulged in no excesses. Yet he nagged his wife and

children to the grave, and destro}
7ed every flower of

pleasure which sprung up by his hearthstone, and

ruined the tender young lives about him with the

unceasing tempers of a household tyrant and petty

demon.

Disagreeable tempers and uncontrolled nervous
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tendencies ruin more homes than drink or vice. A

fault-finding, or sarcastic tongue in a family circle,

drives more men and women to evil than original

sin. A lady said to me once: &quot;I demand good

manners before good morals from my acquaintan

ces. Bad morals can be hidden, bad manners can

not.&quot;

I think I would demand good motives first of all,

since good morals would of necessity ensue; and he

whose motives were truly good must, too, desire not

to give offense by bad manners, and so all three

virtues would be his.

Were I to select the one good quality which is

most indispensable to me in an intimate friend, I

would without hesitation say, sincerity. No mat

ter if she be bright, gifted, refined, amiable, and

witty, full of appreciation and affection, yet an in

surmountable wall stands between my heart and

hers if she be not sincere in small matters and in

great.

&quot;Come and see me soon,&quot; I said to a friend one

day. who stepped off a car as I stepped on.

&quot;Yes, to-morrow, or next day,&quot;
she replied.

In consequence I stayed indoors during both days,

missing a drive, and a luncheon, which I declined,

because I felt that my share in the engagement

necessitated my remaining at home during the

specified forty-eight hours.

She did not come, nor did she send an apology.
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She had spoken from the lips only, and she had

supposed my invitation was a purely polite one,

which would be satisfied with a speedy promise and

tardy fulfillment. But a fine code of honor in these

small matters permits no carelessness of invitation

or reply.

If I say to afriend in passing, &quot;Come around and see

me to-morrow,&quot; &quot;it is my duty to remain at home

during that day, or to send word if obliged to go
out. We have no right to say these things on im

pulse, and then waive the responsibility they incur.

It savors of moral worthlessness and irresponsibility.

I once knew a gentleman who was prone to make

cordial speeches to people in whom he really felt

no interest. In a public conveyance, one Saturday

morning, he encountered an acquaintance from a

neighboring city, who was journeying to another

State in company with his wife. Now, my friend

had but a slight acquaintance with the couple, and

really felt no especial regard for them; but with an

effusive air, he smiled, and said: &quot;I wish you were

not obliged to hasten on your way, we should be

delighted to have you stay over Sunday with us.&quot;.

To his utter amazement the couple conferred

together and accepted his invitation with thanks.

When he arrived home with his encumbrances he

found that his wife had given the servant a holiday,

and that the presence of these almost strangers
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would utterly spoil the pleasure of the Sunday din

ner to which she had invited a few intimate friends,

on the day before.

&quot;What on earth made you ask those people to

come home with you?&quot; cried the wife in despairing

tones.

&quot;Because I never dreamed they would accept,&quot;

explained the husband.

Alas, too many invitations are given because the

people are not expected to accept!

I wish the expanding minds of children could be

inoculated with the vast importance of sincerity in

speech and action. I wish they could be indelibly

impressed with the idea that to make ever so

small a promise, or to give ever so casual an invi

tation, for the sake of creating a pleasant impres

sion upon the recipient, is as reprehensible as

passing spurious coin.

Morals are matters requiring several generations

to rectify, and human beings grow moral, in ten

dency with every century. The passions of men and

women are vast emotions, which only the Creator

and time can control and improve. The most

strictly educated and carefully trained men and

women sometimes become most immoral in after

life, and in our search for good, whether in our

own hearts, or our neighbors, we are constantly sur

prised by stumbling upon hidden propensities for

evil. We are all working out toward something
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higher. But, as we go, we might help the growing

generation by teaching it to be sincere above all

things, and strictly accurate in keeping its word.



FOREIGN IMPUDENCE IN AMERICA.

During the recent social season I have met in the

parlors of cultivated American gentlemen three for

eigners, who have aroused in me all the war-like

spirit which my ancestors must have felt during the

revolution. While naturally of a peace-loving dis

position, and with a general interest in humanity,

which causes me to ignore national peculiarities, or

traits, I have, in meeting and talking with these

three foreigners, felt a strong desire to see them

borne away in the talons of the American eagle, to

make food for his young; or quietly folded away
in the stars and stripes and left in the branches of

some lone tree upon the plains for vultures to

gnaw.
In case either of these methods were not practi

cable, or successful, I would have been willing to

see some American pugilist dispose of the foreign

ers, to the best of his professional ability, and in

capacitate them from further insolence and exhi

bitions of bad breeding.

One of these persons was an Englishwoman, one

was an Englishman, and the third a Cuban. These

three people, who are visiting in New York and
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who have been kindly treated, entertained and

feasted, in the homes of American men of culture

and refinement, have each one separately expressed

themselves, on several occasions within my hearing,

in a manner most insulting to their hosts.

&quot;I like American ladies very much, indeed, but I

am disappointed in American men. They are not

equal to the ladies oh, dear, no!&quot; I heard the Eng
lishwoman say, in the presence of a dozen wives of

American men.

Several of the ladies smiled, bowed, and seemed

to imagine that Madame John Bull had been com

plimenting them highly. One or two flushed with

indignation, and realized that their husbands had

been insulted, but one only, dared express herself

to that effect.

A young, exceedingly ill-favored and poor speci

men oi an Englishman, who had been fourteen days

in New York, was introduced to me by his host,

one of the most cultivated and agreeable men in

New York. Before the host had left us, this callow

youth hastened to tell me that &quot;he thought New
York ladies really quite charming but, aw, deah!

your men, you know, are awfully behind ours no

where neah the equal of the ladies don t like the

American men at all.&quot;

&quot;I fear you have been unfortunate in the class of

men you have met,&quot; I suggested.

&quot;Oh, no have met the best you have in New
York, but not one I liked.&quot;
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&quot;You must suffer from poor taste, then, I replied,

feeling a desire to box his ears and send him home

to his governess for better training.

&quot;No, my taste is all right, I think.&quot; he con

tinued; &quot;and really they are awfully disappointing,

the American men. Don t you think so!
&quot;

&quot;As I married an American, it ought to indicate tc

you that I think them charming,&quot; I replied. &quot;And

to be frank with you, since you invite frankness, I

have never seen a foreign man who, in my most

romantic or susceptible days, could have done more

than amuse me. I can not imagine loving any man

but an American. Then, too, a foreign husband is an

expensive luxury, you know, for an American lady.&quot;

I left the sapling without an apology, but ten min

utes later I heard him repeating the identical remarks

he had made to me to a bevy of ladies, one of whom
was the daughter of his host.

The next week I heard of him in the hat and cloak

room at a crush reception given in honor of a young

society debutante.

As is frequently the case in overcrowded receptions,

there was more or less difficulty in regard to finding

hats, and great-coats. The hundreds of American

gentlemen present bore their discomfiture, inconven

ience, and occasional losses, with good-natured com

posure. If their hats and coats were never found,

they knew they could buy others. But, high above

the hum of the reception, rose the shrill accents of
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the young Englishman. &quot;I want my hat I say I

want my hat I never saw such a beastly way of do

ing things waiter, why don t you find my hat?&quot; Un
certain of his success of winning an American heiress,

I suppose the poor fellow was concerned in regard to

the purchase of another tile. He was the subject of

general amused disgust among all the American gen

tlemen in the hat room. Yet, a few evenings later I

heard him &quot;saying his little piece&quot; regarding the in

feriority of American men to another hostess.

I am quite as indignant toward the hostesses who

permit these remarks to pass unrebuked as I am to

the perpetrator of them.

How is it that an American wife or daughter can

accept a compliment to herself which reflects upon
her husband or father?

A compliment of this sort is the worst kind of in

sult.

&quot;I hear you are greatly your husband s superior.&quot;

said a would be admirer an Englishman one day to

a lady upon whom he was calling for the first time.

&quot;Indeed? Well, you have been misinformed. And,

will you kindly, and quickly place yourself outside

the door of my husband s house before I call a ser

vant to put you out?&quot; was the lady s unexpected re

ply. &quot;I can not remain in the presence of any one

who speaks disrespectfully of my husband.&quot;

The man went, and was cut dead by the lady from

that hour.
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This is the only true spirit for a worthy American

wife, sister, or mother. The men, whose names we

bear the men, whose hands, or brains toil for us, the

men who would give their heart s blood to defend our

honor, surely these are the men to whom we owe re

spect, and allegiance, and we should defend them in

return from the slurs of foreign invaders of our social

and domestic circles.

No compliment to ourselves should for a moment

hide or excuse the insult to our fathers and husbands.

Such compliments are but sugar coated poisons.

Every right minded American should resent such

speeches, and teach such foreigners, who come here, the

good breeding that was neglected at home. The man
who insults his host in a pretended compliment to his

hostess should be shown to the door, and politely re

quested to make his adieux.

If our American men are guilty of such bad breed

ing when abroad, they deserve severe chastisement;

but I doubt any American ever having so wantonly

transgressed a law of common politeness, as I have

myself witnessed done by three foreigners in New
York this winter. I have heard similar remarks

made by foreign visitors on previous occasions, for

several years past, and I have felt my anger and dis

gust steadily on the increase, until it has reached

the boiling-over point. I have even heard American

women quoting and accenting these remarks; one of

these ladies had been twice married once to an
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American who treated her with respect, and undying

affection, once to a foreigner, who had abused, mis

used, and irretrievably wronged her.

The roughest American would know better, it

seems to me, than to make uncomplimentary com
ments in the host s parlor, in hearing of his wife and

daughter. If this is foreign politeness and cultuss,

let us not emulate it.



MODERN CYNICS.

Cynicism seems to be the order of the day. Young

people, especially, seem to think it an evidence of

&quot;good form&quot; to be distrustful and blase. Budding
debutantes pride themselves on what they call a

&quot;thorough knowledge of the world,&quot; and declare

that all men are base and women friends are jeal

ous foes to be regarded with suspicion. Young

boys moralize over the depravity of humanity,

the falsity of woman in particular, and the folly of

love or friendship.

Almost daily I meet in drawing rooms some

beardless youth who tells me life is a horrible

bore, that society ennuies him, and that he has

worn out all human emotion, and would give the

world for a real sensation, which he never again

hopes to experience.

Each of these youths imagines his remarks to be

quite original, and looks to see his listener start

with astonishment at such a prodigy of experience,

or to melt with sympathy over such a victim of

relentless fate.

Some very young girls grow sentimental over the

cynical assumptions of these callow youths. Small
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boys emulate them, and sensible men and women

who think of them at all, despise or pity them for

their lack of common-sense.

We can but wonder why this specimen of youth

so persistently seeks the society that bores him. 1

have met him numerously at three afternoon teas

in one day and again in the evening, everywhere

posing as an emotionless stoic and hopeless ennuie.

Frequently he makes vague references to a &quot;sinful

past&quot;
or to tragedies through which he has passed,

only to issue a scarred and hopeless wreck. One

is inclined to ask if his sins consisted of thefts from

his mother s pantry and if his tragedy was the acci

dental overturning of his crib at midnight.

All these nondescript creatures distrust woman,
dislike humanity, and sneer at love and marriage

They are, of course, atheistical in their tendencies,

and consider this life a sad mistake of Nature, which

death will end. They pity you for entertaining any

belief in a future existence, or sigh and say, &quot;Dear

me, how delightful it must be to have any such

faith; quite refreshing, really, but, of course,

wholly without reason!&quot;

A somewhat mature specimen of this genus homo
said to me recently, &quot;I fancy it must be such a

pleasure to believe in God and mankind, in love

and goodness the way you do. No foundation, of

course, for such belief exists, save in your poetic

imagination, and I have great faith that you will

13
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yet change your ideas, and believe in nothing at

all.&quot;

I must confess at that moment, if I had not been

able to see beyond this shadow of a man who stood

before me, giving utterance to such rude and use

less platitudes, that I might easily have believed in

nothing at all, so excellent an illustration was he

of nothingness.

There is no more painful object in life to me

than the spectacle of a pessimistic youth or maid,

devoid of the hopeful dreams, the bright outlook,

the trusting confidence which naturally belong to

early life.

Not many months ago I was questioned regarding

my ideas of Santa Claus. Did I not think the illu

sion a cruel one, and the awakening painful?

Should not this mythical being be abolished? I

said, No; I recall the happiness the belief in Santa

Claus gave me I do not recall any succeeding mis

ery. Let us keep our illusions while we may, and

not awaken until we must. Too many parents now

adays seem desirous of tearing away the veil of

illusions or what they fear may become illusions

from their children s eyes.

To the young girl they say, &quot;Do not expect hap

piness in love and marriage; there is little poetry

and much humdrum practicality about it you may
as well know it soon as late.&quot; So, at the first

shadow on the sunlight of her dreams, the girl is
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prepared to believe that the end of happiness has

arrived, and she makes no effort to rescue her ideal

from complete destruction.

Were I the mother of a young daughter, I would

say, &quot;The world is mainly as you make it people

are, as a rule, what you believe them to be and

you receive from the world what you give to it.

The greatest possible earthly happiness lies in a

cpngenial marriage. Clouds may shadow your path

way at times, but the sunlight of love can dissipate

them if it shines persistently and warmly enough.&quot;

It seems to me such utter bad breeding to go

about the world scattering the seeds of distrust and

skepticism. We get quite enough of these ideas

in the novels of the day, without being obliged to

hear these failure-breeding theories expressed in

every parlor and drawing-room. I say &quot;failure&quot;

breeding advisedly.

Almost without exception I have seen chronically

inclined pessimistic people degenerate, or only

achieve partial success in life, while the optimbt,
even less richly endowed by nature, reaches his goal

more rapidly and achieves a more complete success,

with the same amount of diligence only.

I believe the tendency of the world is strongly

optimistic. Even the inanimate things of Nature

are helpful and kind toward one another. The
breeze and the bee aid the flowers to propagate and

bloom. The sun assists more yearning germs to
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grow up into beauty than all the tempests blight.

There is a subtle law of love and progress behind

it all which fills the universe like a vast golden tide.

Let any man, however great and gifted, say to

himself, &quot;The world is my natural enemy ;
all men s

hands are lifted against me; I have no faith in

friendship, or love, or human kindness, but I am

ambitious, and I will succeed&quot; let that man toil

as he may, his progress toward success will be re

tarded, becaues he swims against the natural cur

rent of the Universe. He who smiles and says,

&quot;The world is what we make it, friendship exists

for those who deserve it, and love begets love,&quot;

that man floats with the current, and all things

assist him to his goal, however distant it miy be.

He who refuses to believe in anything or anybody,
and fancies that a cruel or selfish motive underlies

each friendly overture, must bar his own pathway
toward progress. Should the flowers close their

petals against the overtures of the priest like bee,

distrustful of his sting, or against the wind, dis

trustful of his noise, the floral family would degen

erate and become extinct.

Should all the hidden germs of trees and plants

refuse to answer to the sun s call, fearing that his

purpose was to destroy them by his scorching rays,

how devoid of verdure the earth would become!

When men refuse to believe in one another, how

barren becomes existence!
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Give me the exuberant over-confidence and ego

tism of youth, rather than the over careful and dis

trustful young cynic. The first will make friends and

mistakes, he will confide in himself too easily, suffer

in consequence, learn wisdom from the experience,

and strength from the sorrow. He will taste the joys

of true friendship, the pangs of misplaced faith, the

rapture of love, and perhaps the agony of loss. He
will scale the heights and descend to the depths of

feeling and know what life means.

He will find hands held out to assist him, lips

ready to praise him, eyes ready to smile upon him,

for the joyous, confiding, and faithful nature at

tracts to itself its own attributes.

The young cynic, on the contrary, will make no

friends and no progress. He will not fall, because

he will not climb. He will not suffer from mis

placed affections, because he will not love. He
will spread gloom and depression wherever he

goes, and, keeping on the level plains with careful

feet, he will exist, but never live.

I wish we could introduce a professor or precep
tress of optimism into every school in the world. I

would rather see a child taught the science of lov

ing humanity than all the dead languages or higher

mathematics.

Why not introduce this branch of instruction into

our nurseries and homes? It is sorely needed.



VANITY AND CONCEIT.

A sweet wife and mother said to me the other

day: &quot;When any one I know is rude or unkind to

me, I am sorry for that person, but I do not take

the act as personal. I attribute it to ill-health or

lack of training; but I never permit myself to think

that I can be hurt by it. When any one is kind or

thoughtful, however, I take it as a personal com

pliment and mark of especial favor. I suppose it

is a very egotistical way of looking at things, but

I get a great deal of happiness out of my vanity.

I go through life never feeling slighted or insulted

or wounded, and am constantly delighted with the

goodness and sweetness which people bestow upon
me.&quot;

As I listened to the fair lady s words, it seemed

to me that such vanity as hers was a most desira

ble quality to possess, and I wished there was more

of it in the world.

I know another woman who made it a rule early

in life to only notice other people s faults to avoid

contracting them, and to carefully notice their

graces and virtues in order to adopt them. &quot;I was

very desirous of pleasing,&quot; she said, &quot;and I think
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it was all due to personal vanity that I made this

rule; but I found it a very comfortable one to fol

low, as well as a valuable one in the way of char

acter building. But I know in the beginning it

arose from my vanity and intense desire to be pleas

ing to everybody. I wanted to possess all the vir

tues and graces and none of the faults of the peo

ple I met. I have not acquired the first or avoided

the latter, I realize now; but the rule I formed in

early life has given me much happiness.&quot;

Again, it seemed to me that this sort of personal

vanity and love of approbation was a most excellent

vice to possess ; and as I looked about among my
women friends, I decided that a certain amount of

vanity so called by the unthinking critic was

necessary to the perfect development and rounding
out of woman s most charming qualities, or the

fullest attainment of their noblest ambitions.

I have met but few women who were wholly free

from some phase of vanity, and those few women
would have been better in many ways had they pos
sessed a little of it.

It is to the female character what yeast is to

bread. The noblest of virtues and the greatest tal

ents are apt to lie hidden or undeveloped, without

a drop of vanity to push them up into notice, just

as the flour and milk and salt lie in a useless mass

without the yeast-cake.

A belief in one s self is half the battle in any
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effort. A profound belief in one s self, with a.

strong flavor of personal desire for success, which

is called vanity by the world at large, will bring

success with only ability (for these qualities lead

to industry and perseverance) where absolute gen

ius often fails because of an utter lack of self-con

fidence and an overwhelming humility.

It sounds very spiritual and fine in books to read

of heroines who are devoid of vanity, and whenever

think of their own achievements in some chosen field

only of the work achieved. But in real life such

women seldom attain great heights and always lack

an indescribable charm, which belongs to woman
as perfume belongs to flowers.

I do not belive it is wise for a woman to obliter

ate her personality in anything, whether art or love.

Men appreciate a woman who makes them conscious

of her personality far better than they do the pa
tient Griselda, who gives all and expects nothing.

The latter is never disappointed. She expects noth

ing and gets it not even thanks for giving all;

while the sweet little creature who wants to be

loved, and makes herself lovable as well as loving,

they are ready to praise and adore, though she be

far -enough from a patient Griselda.

Art is masculine in its attitude toward its wor

shipers. She who gives all and asks nothing usually

gets a slap in the face.

The most unkind and cruel woman it has been
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my misfortune to encounter told me she was abso

lutely indifferent to the opinion of her fellow-crea

tures. She had certain ideals she worshiped she

loved art for art s sake, and humanity was no more

to her than the dirt of the streets. She cared

neither for praise nor blame; she cared only for her

ideals, which were far above the heads of the com

mon herd. I suppose this was very fine talk, but

it did not appeal to me somehow. I would have

respected this ideal-worshipng woman more had

she been possessed of enough personal vanity even

if she had no heart to wish to please her fellow-

beings and to avoid wounding them needlessly,

Of course vanity running riot in a character ruins

all its other qualities, just as too much yeast spoils

the bread. I am not advocating a ridiculous dis

play of self on all occasions; the vanity of which

I speak is not selfishness at all. Indeed, it would

curb selfishness, since the latter quality is tne which

brings censure instead of praise. But I am quite

confident that a certain modicum of the vanity

which springs from love of approbation is worthy
of cultivating in a woman s nature, and properly
weeded about and watched will tend toward render

ing her thoughtful of others and ambitious to make
the most of herself and her brief life on this sphere;
and that its entire absence is an absolute hindrance

to development and success.

I heard a woman severely criticised once as vain
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and egotistical because she said &quot;I always thought

my hat and dress was the prettiest in school when

I was a child
; my home and parents seemed nicer

than those belonging to any other girl; and I have

gone through life thinking anything which was mine

possessed peculiar value. I am always astonished

when I discover that other people do not feel the

same about it.&quot;

How much less grumbling we should hear in the

world if more people were vain in the same way!

&quot;Ally
is so modest, she never thinks her possessions

are of any value,&quot; said the mother of a fault-finding

and ungrateful girl to me once. &quot;No matter how

much she covets a thing, if we get it for her it loses

its value as soon as it is hers, she is so modest and

humble.&quot;

Heaven defend us from humility of that kind and

give us more vanity of the other sort!

When I speak of vanity, I am not talking of con

ceit. The most hopeless sort of woman to deal

with is one who is full of conceit, but devoid of

vanity for be it understood the two qualities are

quite different, however much they are confounded

by unthinking minds.

The conceited woman thinks she is all right, and

is satisfied with herself whether she receives praise

or not. She values her own opinion of herself so

highly that she does not miss the praise of others,

regarding them as incapable of advising her, and
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believing her own accomplishments superior to all

others.

The vain woman, on the contrary, is so sensitive

to neglect, that she studies herself constantly to

see wherein she fails, and makes a great effort to win

appreciation and praise.

The conceited woman will hear you talk of faults

and awkward habits which she possesses, and smile

blandly and agree with you, never dreaming that

you refer to her; the vain woman is so on the

alert to merit only admiration that she takes a

mental note of all your criticisms of others, and

is careful to avoid the faults and gaucheries she

hears ridiculed.
*

As a wife, I think the woman devoid of vanity is

not a success. She is far more liable to be jeal

ous than is her sister who is tinctured with that

much-abused quality. The wife who possesses a

pretty good opinion of her personal charms and

her worth is a much more comfortable being for a

man to dwell with. She is more apt to be liberal

and generous minded, believing it impossible that

her husband could forget her for any other woman:

and a man will keep true to that sort of woman
where he will be driven to inconstancy by the one

who is forever jealous of his slightest attentions to

another. The woman without any vanity is the one

who as a rule suffers the keenest pangs of jealousy,

believing all other women to be more attractive
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than herself. Then, too, the woman who has no

vanity seldom makes the most of her personal ap

pearance. She is indifferent in regard to dress, and

does not study how to arrange her hair becomingly,

and selects her hats and bonnets with an idea of

utility only. She forgets that one of the first du

ties in life for a woman is to be pleasing to the

eye. The woman who neglects herself cannot be-

surprised if others neglect her. If she does not ap

preciate her womanhood enough to make the ut

most of herself in every way, others cannot be ex

pected to appreciate her. And that is exactly what

happens to the woman devoid of vanity she is

never appreciated.



UNAPPROACHABLE PEOPLE.

There is a prevalent idea that people who are

distant and unapproachable in demeanor are im-

irensely valuable when their intimacy is once ob

tained. .

Hard to get acquainted with, is supposed by many
to be synonymous with

&quot;deep,&quot;
&quot;cultivated&quot; and

&quot;worthy,&quot;
when applied to character.

So far as personal observation and experience

goes, I have proven this idea to be utterly without

foundation.

A haughty exterior more frequently hides an

empty head and heart than any profound quality.

&quot;She is very deep; you will find her worth culti

vating,&quot; was said to me once of an &quot;unapproach

able&quot; woman whose &quot;keep-off-the-grass&quot; attitude

had repelled me at first meeting.

I devoted myself to a search for her hidden worth
;

but after many months I found her to be like one

of those sterile New England farmlets where a fresh

crop of stones appears as soon as the old ones are

uprooted.

Who does not recall a pounded thumb and wasted

temper in his youth, trying to break the shell of a
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tough walnut, only to find a dried and shriveled

meat within?

As we advance in life we save our thumbs, and

our tempers by choosing the yielding almond and

pecan and letting the doubtful walnut alone.

Life is too short to waste it in such a difficult

and often disappointing achievement.

&quot;Distant&quot; people almost invariablly suffer frcm

intense selfishness.

&quot;I am determined to thaw out that frozen wo

man,&quot; said a young lady at a summer hotel, speak

ing of a female glacier who chilled the air at her

approach.

&quot;I am sure she has a good heart under the frosty

exterior, and all it needs is a little steady sunshine

to reveal itself.&quot;

&quot;You will waste your time; better employed with

the ready-made, agreeable people all about us,&quot; I

replied.

&quot;But I am sorry for her,&quot; my friend continued.

&quot;She must miss herself. I want to show her, her

own heart.&quot;

&quot;She will not thank
you,&quot;

I persisted,&quot; for it is an

unpleasant object, and that is why she keeps it

hidden.&quot;

At the end of several weeks my friend informed

me that daily intimacy with the glacier had shown

her that the woman was utterly selfish, insufferabl)

jealous-minded, and eaten up with petty pride and

narrow envy of her best friends.
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When we left the hotel, I carried with me hosts

of pleasant memories of agreeable people, while

my friend was dejected with the recollection of hei

unprofitable labor. She had expected to find mines

of solid gold beneath the frigid exterior and had

found only sticks and pebbles.

Buried worth may lie for a time beneath a disa

greeable and repellant exterior with the very young ;

but when people have jolted over the rough road of

life a goodly number of years, the ore of worth

comes to the surface, if it exists; for true worth is

always mixed with unselfishness, and does not per

mit us to thoughtlessly wound or repel one another.

There is an extreme diffidence or shyness which

frequently afflicts worthy people, but this is easily

distinguished from the &quot;unapproachable&quot; quality.

Nothing delights the &quot;distant woman&quot; more than

to hear herself spoken of as
&quot;very

hard to get ac

quainted with.&quot;

She knows that her nature is meagre, and she is

delighted to think she is hiding her own barrenness

so successfully from observers behind a haughty
exterior.

Oysters steamed in their shells are a great deli

cacy; but when one shell remains persistently closed

it is a foolish waste of time and appetite to strug

gle with it. Toss it aside with the empty shells,

and satisfy hunger with those which readily yield

to the warm steam. Were there but one bivalve
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to be had it would be different, and the stubborn

shell may only hold a shriveled oyster at best.

The inaccessible man ,says he does not wish -to

waste his affability on people he may never meet a

second time. He wants to find out that people are

worth while before he meets them half-way.

Is human kindness, then, a matter of bargain and

sale? Are we never to be agreeable to people until

we learn that they can repay us in some way?

Just because we may not meet the fellow voyager

on life s journey again we ought not to miss the

opportunity of leaving a pleasant instead of a

painful impression. It is very trite to talk of mak

ing people happy by small kindnesses, but the

person who thinks of anything save himself knows

that life is made up of little hurts and small joys,

and that the only way to confer happiness is to be

careful in the small things as we go along.

We need not confide our inmost thoughts or se

crets to every casual acquaintance, but we can avoid

wounding him by an excess of dignity or a discour

aging invulnerability of demeanor. One can be

agreeable without being confidential.

I can imagine no position so exalted in this small

world that it would not render any human being

ridiculous who assumed airs because of it.

I can imagine no talents or gifts so rare that they

would not be robbed of half tneir worth if they

lacked the setting of a gracious manner.



WOMAN S GREATEST FAULT.

If I were asked to say what is woman s greatest

fault, I would answer, lack of independence. By
that I do not in any way refer to her dependence

upon man the sexes are mutually dependent upon
each other; ought to be, and always will be so. I

would be sorry to see any man independent of wo
man in all things, or vice versa. Their mutual de

pendence is the mainspring of society.

The independence I speak of is perhaps better

called courage of convictions, and it is a rare thing

to be found in the world anyway, but men possess

it to a much greater degree than women.

To illustrate my meaning, I will refer to an acci

dent which occurred to a woman friend recently.

She was struck on the head by a long iron rod which

protruded from the back of a wagon. The scene was

upper Broadway, New York; the hour, near noon.

No one was in immediate proximity as she received

the blow. The cart rattled away, and its reckless

driver was wholly unconscious of the results of his

carelessness. The lady was knocked down, but she

did not lose consciousness. She scrambled to her

feet and found herself covered with bloody-badly
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disheveled, her hat knocked out of shape, and she

was obliged to cling to an iron lamp-post to collect

her ideas and prevent herself from swooning with

the pain. As she stood there, faint, blood-stained,

and dusty several ladies passed her by. None of

them had seen the accident, but all could see that

she was a well-dressed and very pretty young wo
man who was in some way wounded, and suffering,

and alone, but not one of these ladies had the mor

al courage to pause and offer her their assistance.

She might be &quot;drunk and disorderly&quot; perhaps, and

they hurried by with curious glances. The suffering

young woman hailed a passing cab and was able to

get into it alone, just as the first male pedestrian

was about to approach and offer his services.

This is but one instance in scores which have

come under my observation. It is always men,

never women, who rush to the rescue of a sister-

woman in any public place in the time of an acci

dent. It is not that woman lacks sympathy, but

because they lack independence of action. They
have an overwhelming horror of doing anything un

usual which will attract attention in public places;

and they permit this deeply grounded idea of good

conduct to crowd out sympathy, kindness, and hu

manity in nine cases out of ten.

It often seems to me that the average woman

wears a mental strait-jacket, which renders it impos

sible for her ideas to move from a certain orbit.
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In matters of dress this is particularly noticeable.

I was once visiting at a house into \vhich came a

lady who possessed some exquisite art gowns. They
were graceful and becoming, and classic in design.

The hostess and her friends admired these gowns
when they were displayed one by one, but when

their possessor spoke of wearing one of them at an

afternoon reception, which was to be given in her

honor that afternoon, they cried out : &quot;Oh, I would

not think of it were I in your place. You see, no

one else will be dressed like that, and it would not

be understood.&quot; The lady insisted, however, and

wore a Greek gown which all the men raved over

and admired to such an extent that the mind of the

hostess was relieved. Yet the distress, excitement,

and fear which this slight departure from a conven

tional idea had caused this good woman and her

friends prior to her reception were both amusing
and pathetic to me.

I think a mother ought to teach her daughter not

to make her chief aim in life to be exactly like all

other women of her acquaintance, but to follow her

own ideas of right conduct, and kind action, and

graceful dressing.

But the dreadful wall of conventionality which is

built about women seems to shut out the sunlight

of kindness and humanity from their hearts.

I saw a young girl covered with confusion in a

public conveyance one day by the bursting of a wrap-
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ping paper, which allowed half a dozen small par

cels to roll about under the feet of her fellow-pass

engers. Not one woman stirred an inch to aid her

in gathering them together, but two men, at some

considerable distance, came to her assistance fi

nally. And every woman in the vehicle regarded her

with that pitiless curiosity which adds ten-fold to

the mortification of such a situation.

It was not selfishness which caused these women
to act in this way. It was their dread of becoming

conspicuous in a public place. They did not possess

enough independence of thought to act on the im

pulse of helpfulness, which I have no doubt was in

their hearts.

When we do find the exception she is adorable.

A sweet-faced woman touched my elbow the other

day as I clung to a strap in that relic of a barbaric

age, a Fifth Avenue stage, and endeavored to keep
hold of parasol, portmonnaie, and a parcel.

&quot;Let me hold your parasol and parcel,&quot; she said,

with a bright smile, &quot;until you can get a seat.&quot;

I could have hugged her, not for her kindness to

me personally, but for her independent thought.

Every other woman in the stage stared at her and

then at me, as if we were curiosities, when I handed

her my two annoying incumbrances. They all

seemed to think she had done a queer thing in offer

ing her aid, and I in accepting it. Women s minds

are so conventional in such matters. They are un-
;
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able to understand the slightest departure from the

general way, no matter how narrow that way may
be.

It seems to me the very first lesson instilled into

the plastic mind of a little girl should be helpful

ness toward her sex. It ought to begin in the

nursery. If nurse accidentally drops brush and

comb while making the child s toilet, let the little

girl be taught by her mother that it is a thoughtful

and kind act to pick them up. But, on the con

trary, I heard a proud father boast of the fact that

his four-year-old daughter stoutly refused to bring

him a glass of water, because he had trained her

never to wait upon the servant in any way, and she

applied the rule to him as well, and told him she

would call the maid. He seemed to think it a mark

of early percocity in his daughter, but it seemed to

me early selfishness, which was wholly due to his

false idea of dignified training.

It is the matter of training, not of character, which

makes men far more thoughtful and considerate in

small matters toward one another than women are.

Boys are brought up with an idea of attentive gal

lantry toward the opposite sex, and they are early

taught to wait upon their parents to a certain de

gree. And this becomes a part of their natures, and

prompts them to those trivial acts of politeness

toward one another in public which are the rule

with men and the exception with women. I can
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see no possible harm, and I can see infinite benefit

to the human race, if girls were educated from the

cradle up to the same independence and helpful

ness. Women at heart and when put to the test

are more sell-sacrificing and unselfish with one an

other than are men, but a false training has led

them to lack independence of action, and forced

them into a seeming selfishness which in reality is

not natural to them.

There is no other accomplishment for woman

equal to that of helpfulness toward her own sex,

in the small matters of daily life.

Remember this, my dear girls, whenever your

kind impulse is to go to the assistance of some

sister-woman, and do be independent enough to go

ahead, no matter if it does make you &quot;conspicu

ous.&quot;



AN ESTIMATE OF MEN S FAULTS AND
VIRTUES.

More or less selfish in his friendship for the fair

er sex, man has a smaller amount of envy and

malice to encounter and overcome in his overtures

toward his own sex. A woman instinctively looks

upon another woman as a possible rival. A woman
who has not loved, finds pleasure, if not satisfac

tion, in the adulation of the world at large, and it

is her nature to expect and demand it, and she re

sents even the suggestion of interference in her

domain.

A man seldom cares for this sort of a thing. He

prefers the individual devotion of several feminine

hearts, and regards no man, however popular, as

his rival who does not molest him in his affairs

d amour. When the average woman loves, how

ever, all is changed. Absorbed in her passion, she

ceases to desire miscellaneous admiration, and

lives only for the one. When the average man

loves, nothing is changed. He simply adds one

more pleasure and interest to his life.

It is the exceptionably noble man, stirred by an

exceptionably strong passion, who throws his past
215
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behind him like a worn-out garment, and dedicates

his future to the woman of his choice. Men are

by nature no more vicious than women, but they

are much vainer, and require more constant stim

ulants to their self-love.

A woman commits a folly for love of her tempter.

A man commits it because it flatters his vanity to

be tempted, while he despises the temptress.

A man s business training teaches him to be cau

tious in his intercourse with the world, yet he is

rarely suspicious by nature. A woman, on the con

trary, seems to be born with suspicion in her heart.

I have seen a big, brawny fellow who had done

battle in the world s great marts all his life as in

genuous and sweet-natured toward his kind as a

child; and I have seen his dainty wife, who had

been carefully reared in the shelter of a pure home,

regarding every sister-woman and brother man with

suspicion.

Men are delightfully frank and cordial with one

another.

There is nothing which causes a lonesome woman
who is compelled to take a long journey unattended

to regret her sex so much as the enviable freedom

from formality among her male traveling compan
ions. Yet a woman who undertook to treat her

sisters with the same off-handed good-nature would

be directly frozen to death.

[Everywhere men seem to be on better terms with
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one another than we are. You have only to glance

into the respective ladies and gentlemen s parlors

at hotels to see this. The men greet each other

cordially, cluster together, and converse for hours,

and evidently enjoy themselves.

The ladies dissolve into cliques, and their asso

ciation is restricted and marked by reserve, formal

ity and ennui. A woman endures the society of

another woman only as a means of killing time un

til she can be in the society of a man.

There is such a fascination about the masculine

sex, that a woman will sacrifice the companionship
of her most cherished lady friend to share the so

ciety of a man to whom she is utterly indifferent

in her heart. Indeed, she may consider him a terri

ble bore, but the fact that he is a man renders him

more interesting than her most brilliant lady friend.

A man, on the contrary, prefers the society of

his own sex, unless the lady in question possesses

some especial charm for him, or he fancies that he

sees in her a possible conquest.

A man will lie to protect another far sooner than

a woman will. Not that he loves his fellow-man

more, perhaps, but dreads a Ire less, maybe.
Some one has said that there is an innate nobility

in man which causes him to love virtue in woman.

I believe chis is true. Every human being, man or

woman, in his inmost soul loves truth and purity.

Man illustrates his great love for virtue in the
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same spontaneous way that a natural woman illus

trates her inborn love for an infant. She never sees

it without wanting to take it!

There is far more pleasure in conversing with a

man than with a woman. He is more liberal in

his ideas, more generous in his appreciation, less

liable to criticise unkindly. But you must not tell

him so, even by act, else he will spoil all the pleas

ure you have derived from his companionship. If

you do tell him so, you pique his vanity into

certain destruction of the friendship.

Man is as dangerous as he is agreeable.

A man will keep a woman s secret, if he believes

he alone shares it, unless his vanity tempts him to

boast of his conquest, which it too frequently does.

Yet he is more pitiful and charitable toward her

than the average woman is, and he ought to be,

since he is the cause of all her sorrow.

Men relate their adventures and follies to one

another, while women conceal them. Yet men sel

dom reveal their inmost hearts, or speak of their

most sacred feelings among men indeed, there

seems to be a sort of shame-faced reluctance with

them to confess they have any sacred feelings.

There is nothing a woman feels greater pride in

confessing to a friend than her love for her husband.

If she is fascinated with another man, she will do

all in her power to hide the secret from the world.

Many a man, on the other hand, will hide his love
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for his wife, as if he were ashamed of it, and even

invent tales of adventure to convince his friends

that he is a modern Don Juan.

The world will not materially improve until men

regard this matter in a different light, and realize

that the immorality of a father reflects as much

disgrace upon a family as the immorality of a

mother.

The love and respect of a true man is all that

makes the pain-filled life of a woman worth living.

Wealth may give her garments of beauty, pleasure

may lead her into paths of delight, the world may
admire her, and Fame may crown her with glory,

but unless she has the anchor of a strong, manly
heart that beats for her alone, the tempestuous voyage
of life is not worth taking, so far as happiness is

concerned.

The sacrifice of self for the good of others, and

the consciousness of duty well performed, alone can

sweeten the bitter cup of life to any woman who
has missed its best joy a man s honest love.



DOMESTIC EDENS.

More Edens are destroyed by mosquitoes than

by serpents. Since Satan gained such notoriety by

assuming the form of a serpent ever so long ago,

and entered the garden of Eden, he has become

even more wily and cautious, and assumed all sorts

of shapes to deceive mankind.

Almost every day we can see by looking about us

that he infests nine Edens in every ten in some

lesser guise. The buzzing, tormenting insects of

ill-temper, and misdirected, uncontrolled disposi

tions, are his most frequent &quot;make-ups.&quot;

He is always lurking around the gates of the new

Edens, where brides and grooms enter, and one of

his favorite occupations is assuming an invisible

form and whispering in the ear of a bride that she

must be exacting in her demands, and act as her

husband s keeper, and insist on his giving up all

his old freedom and all his old pleasures. Then

he goes to the husband and whispers in his ear that

the wife is the husband s property, the same as

horse, gun, or dog, and that he must so regard

her. That he must hold the purse-strings and com

pel her to ask for every cent she uses, and that he
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must laugh or sneer down all her little efforts at

culture and progress, and that he must always make

her feel that her duties are mere child s play com

pared to his labors, and that she has no right to be

tired with so little to do.

In a very little while the air of that Eden is buzz

ing with the insects of discord. The husband is

restive under the irritating needle-thrusts of their

sharpened bills, and the wife s veins are swollen

with the poison they have injected. The wife keeps

such constant surveillance over her husband s ac

tions and tries to turn him from partaking of any

pleasures without her, that he becomes rebellious

and often deceitful. She finds herself restricted

in the use of money and unsympathized with in her

hopes, aims and trials. There is no third party

who interferes with their happiness, no serpent

tempting them to do wrong, but the atmosphere cf

their Eden seems to be thick with sharp billed in

sects which destroy all comfort.

The husband and wife both know that their

troubles are &quot;small ones&quot; compared with those of

many of their friends, yet they find it impossible
to be happy. She knows that the man across the

street is intemperate, and she is thankful that her

husband does not drink. Yet when she thinks how

unsympathetic he is, how close he holds the purse-

strings, how he has forgotten all his old love making

arts, how he laughs at her ambition to study or
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paint, she weeps hot tears of discontent. The hus

band sees his neighbor s wife indulging in a foolish,

compromising flirtation, or sending her husband in

to bankruptcy, and he realizes that he is very for

tunate in having a wife who does not mortify his

pride and self-respect, yet for all that he is not

happy. She nags him so unmercifully about small

matters; she gives him no freedom; she puts on

such an air of martyrdom if he goes out for an hour

without her, or comes home half an hour late.

She talks about his shortcomings before his friends

and mortifies him. He is in a constant state of ir

ritation.

His Eden iu destroyed. Not by serpents, but by

buzzing, biting mosquitoes. A tincture of liberal

ity on the part of the wife, and a mixture of sym

pathy and appreciation on the part of the husband

will form a lotion which, if sprinkled about the

garden, would forever drive away these pests. It

is the little foxes that spoil the vines, and the little

insects that spoil the Edens.

Irritable tempers ruin many a Paradise. Not the

tempers that are like great cyclones, hurling devas

tation all about and then dying out as suddenly as

they were aroused, to be followed by great calm

and amiability. Such tempers are the result of a

lack of proper training and control, and if allowed

to rule the brain, lead to insanity.

Bad as they are, they are not so bad to live with
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as the disagreeable temper, which never gets be

yond petulance and irritability, and which never

subsides so completely that it may not be aroused

by the mislaying of a book, or the accidental slam

ming of a door.

It is like living in a den of snarling animals to

live with a person who has this sort of temper.

Many an Eden is destroyed by it, while the pos

sessor prides himself upon being a good Christian,

and doing his whole duty by his family. Yet if the

soup lacks a little salt, or contains a little too much

pepper, if a meal is a moment delayed, if a child

is noisy in its mirth, if a drawer sticks, or a door

slams, or a chair creaks, each trifle calls forth an

exhibition of disagreeable temper which ruins the

comfort and peace of the household for an hour.

Many a woman is addicted to this sort of temper
and calls it &quot;her nerves,&quot; and considers herself the

most devoted wife and mother in the world. Yet

if she is obliged to delay her dinner for any mem
ber of the family, if she is called from one task to

perform another, if the children scatter their play

things, or leave their schoolbooks in the parlor, she

indulges in such petulant scolding that a gloom
settles over the whole household. She would con

sider it no difficult thing to die for that household

if it were demanded of her. But to control her irri

table temper is a task too great to demand of her.

And so the Eden is destroyed and the children
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grow up eager to get out of the home where every

thing is uncomfortable, and the parents wonder why
all their sacrifices are so poorly appreciated, why
their children, for whom they have toiled and saved,

seem to care so little about their .home, and why

the) seem so anxious to seek pleasures elsewhere.

Who does not know of the household where the

children hush their play and mirth, and the wife

becomes nervous and anxious at the sound of the

husband and father s footstep? They all fear him

rather than love him, for he is sure to notice their

faults and shortcomings rather than their virtues

and achievements, when he comes in. He is tired

and worried with business, and he makes his home

a place wherein to vent all his spleen. His wife

may have worked and planned the whole day for his

comfort, but he is sure to notice the small thing that

is left undone, and to ignore all that has been done.

The children think of him as a master and tyrant

rather than as a parent. They shout with delight

the moment the door closes behind him, and are

cowed with fear when it opens to admit him. Yet

he is an excellent provider and a good church mem

ber, and he is immensely proud of his family. But

he destroys his Eden by his selfishly disagreeable

temper. He prides himself on having no vices, yet

his *aults of temper are the little foxes that ruin

th&amp;gt; vines of affection and love in his Paradise,

fhe mother who is always complaining of the
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hardships of housekeeping is another g^sd-inten-

tioned and kind-hearted person, who thoroughly

destroys her Eden. We have all known her, heard

her, suffered in her cause. She sets her house in

order with the most scrupulous care; she takes pride

in having everything as neat as wax; she is an ex

pert cook, and her husband and children gather

about the table with hearty appetites and keen ap

preciation of the dishes she has prepared. But the

groan with which she seats herself, the weary expres

sion she assumes, takes the edge off their appetites.

&quot;I am too tired to eat,&quot; she says, and if a dish

is praised she replies, &quot;Well, it ought to be good
it was hard enough to prepare it.&quot;

The husband feels like a brute for having enjoyed
his dinner at such a cost to her, and the children

feel ashamed to be happy at the table when &quot;mother

is tired.&quot; They grow to feel hatred for the neat

parlor and orderly rooms when they hear her say,

&quot;Now don t litter up the house, for I have half

killed myself to-day setting it in order.&quot;

Alas, for the homes so often made unhappy by
this manner of woman. Far better had she been

idle and amiable, and given her husband and chil

dren the memory of a less orderly, but more cheer

ful home. I would rather beg my bread from door

to door, or eat crusts sitting in a dark corner sur

rounded by amiable and cheerful souls, than to

dine off dishes of gold and feast on sumptuous fare,

15
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and hear the sighs and groans of ihose who pre

pared it.

Many a wife and mother, however, is driven into

this habit of complaint by the thoughtlessness of

he* husband and children. Housework, with its

ever-recurring duties, is the most exasperating toil

on earth if not lightened by the appreciation of

those for whom it is done. Many a husband might
rebuild his Eden, destroyed by a complaining wife,

if he would say to her once in a while, &quot;Dear, you
are very tired, are you not? Your work is very

irritating, but you give me so much comfort that I

hope you feel repaid for it. I appreciate all you

do;&quot; and if the children would say &quot;All our lives

we shall remember with gratitude the happy, or

derly home you have made for us,&quot; the mother s

sighs and groans would turn into happy smiles, and

her work would no longer seem hard. But hus

band and children too often take all these things as

a matter of course, and the wife and mother feels

forced to groan and sigh to ma-ke them realize -her

value. But she always misses her aim.

Jealousy and selfish feelings among the children

in a family are great destroyers of Edens. Even if

the feelings are hidden and not expressed in words,

they fill the atmosphere with a sort of mental

miasma, and bring spiritual maladies and discon

tent.

Thoughts do not need the wings of words

. They fly to any goal;
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Like subtle lightnings, not like birds,

They speed from soul to soul.

and whatever your hidden thought, toward any one,

it is as sure to reach that person as if you sent a

telegram. You can ruin an Eden by merely think

ing, jealous, and selfish, and mean thoughts of those

about you, and you can create a Paradise of your
oWn by constantly thinking sweet and helpful

thoughts of every one near you.



WIVES WHO LACK MONEY.

One of the most pitiable objects on earth, to my
way of thinking, is a wife who has no money of

her own, and no way of earning money, and whose

husband never thinks to give her a dollar until she

asks for it. It matters little if he gives it willingly

when she does ask her condition is worse than that

of a well-fed slave. Slaves are, as a rule, properly

clothed and cared for by their owner, since his in

terests depend upon their health and strength. But

the wife of such a man may lack proper clothing,

and her home may lack the necessities of life, yet

he does not know it. He pays the household bills,

perhaps without grumbling, and he sees that she

has medical attendance when she is ill; but he does

not see that her soul is being ground down with

mortification, and that all her fine instincts are

being daily tortured by his lack of perception.

I have in mind at this momenta number of cases

which illustrate this type of man. A young girl

living in one of the suburban towns adjacent to New
York married an excellent young man. He was

dealing in real estate and he was considered a

shrewd business man. An uncle who had educated

228
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and clothed the girl until her marriage, presented

her with her wedding outfit, and felt happy to think

how secure her future would be with such a pro

tector.

The young man prospered in business. He built

a small home, and bought several lots and made

excellent investmenets of his income. The uncle

persented the first baby with a Christening robe,

and spoke with pride of his nephew-in-law When
the couple had been married three years, however,

the uncle returned from a visit to their home, with

discontent on his face. &quot;What do you think Annie

has done?&quot; he said to his wife. Why she has taken

a boarder a school-teacher is actually domiciled

in their home. It seems such an absurd thing for

Annie to do. I did not enjoy myself at all with

that stranger in the house. George is prospering

wonderfully in business, and the idea of her taking

boarders is ridiculous and unseemly. I was too

provoked to speak to her on the subject, but I wish

you would do so.&quot;

The wife did as requested shortly afterward.

&quot;Your uncle is greatly displeased, Annie, that you
have taken a boarder,&quot; she said. &quot;He wanted me
to ask you why you had done such a thing.&quot;

Annie s face grew very grave, and her eyes filled

with tears. &quot;I took a boarder,&quot; she said, after a

painful pause,&quot; in order to have enough money to

buy myself a pair of shoes without again asking
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George for it. It is so mortifying to me to ask

for money. Uncle always used to give me means

for such things, but George never thinks of it. He
has all the household bills sent to him, but he does

not like to run bills at the stores, and I always tell

him when baby needs new shoes or clothing. I can

do that without so much mortification, but to ask

for things for myself almost kills me. George is

always so pressed in his finances.

&quot;But he is doing such a splendid business,&quot; ex

claimed her aunt, &quot;and his office is one of the finest

in town.&quot;

&quot;Yes, I know it he is obliged to compete with

others, you know, in the appearance of his office;

but he keeps investing his money so he is always

pressed for cash. He is a good business man, he

will be very rich some day; but I am sure I would

be happier to have less in the future and a little

more now. He has never given me or offered me one

dollar since we were married. My wedding outfit was

ample and I have made it over, and managed to

keep up a sort of appearance; but now I am getting

to a pass where I must have new things, so I adver

tised for a boarder. I never felt so happy in all my
life as when that school-teacher put a nice $10 bill

in my hand. I could have cried for
joy.&quot;

This is but one case of scores within my imme

diate knowledge. There are wives of men supposed

to be wealthy, who are obliged to resort to all
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sorts of artifices to obtain money for the every-day

needs of woman s life. These men would be angry

if told that they neglected or ill-used their wives.

Yet the man who knows that his wife has no in

come of her own, and who never thinks to give her

a dollar to use until she asks for it, certainly has no

right to be called a good or kind husband.

I saw a country home not long ago where the

barns and stables were all in the best of order, and

every convenience was at hand for the care of stock

and poultry. The owner of these premises exhib

ited the keenest pride as he showed me about the

well-kept grounds. And he showed no shame as he

ought to have done, when I entered his meagerly
furnished home, where his tired looking wife was

obliged to perform the work with no conveniences

or comforts to render the labor less irksome. He
had the latest kind of a hencoop and harness, but

he had not thought to put a drain-pipe in the

kitchen to save her the labor of carrrying out waste

water in pails, or attaching a hose to the windmill

which pumped water to his stock to bring the water

to her door. If he had given her a portion of the

proceeds of his sales of stock, she could have

bought these improvements for herself.

The wife of a millionaire told me that her whole

life had been embittered by the memories of her

early years of wife-hood. &quot;I was obliged to ask

for money, even for five cents with which to buy a
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pair of shoe laces,&quot; she said. &quot;My husband never

gave me money of his own accord, and I used to

lie awake nights and weep tears of mortification

before asking for anything I needed for myself.&quot;

I might multiply such cases indefinitely were I

to relate incidents which I have seen and heard in

real life. There are far to many such husbands in

the world, good-hearted fellows, who do not waste

their substance in riotous living, and who believe

they are saving their money for the support of wife

and children; yet at the same time who are slowly

murdering the pride and refinement born in every

good woman s heart, and destroying the happiness

of their wives and their homes by a thoughtless

selfishness and lack of perception in this most del

icate of matters.

No man has a right to marry who is not willing

to give a woman part of his income, in weekly or

monthly installments. Let the day laborer give

his wife a part of his wages; the clerk a portion of

his salary; the merchant a portion of his income.

If he sees that she makes foolish or extravagant

ues of this money he should tell her so, and reason

with her. But he should not take it for granted

that woman is an inferior being, incapable of using

money judiciously. And he should not feel himself

entitled to the respect or appreciation of his wife

if he compels her to mortify her pride and woman
hood by asking him for money.
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Men tell us that home is woman s proper sphere.

No one echoes that sentiment more fervently than

I; yet the men who cry the loudest against the in

flux of woman into the various professions, are the

men who form the subject of this article. And

these same men are the instigators of woman s in

surrection. Laying aside the matter of duty, a hus

band can adopt no better policy with a wife than

the allowance system. It engenders and promotes

economy and good-nature.

If all men were like the best men God bless

them there would be no such thing as &quot;Woman s

Emancipation&quot; talked about. It is mortified pride,

and crucified sensitiveness on the money altars which

has made many a woman rush from the home to the

rostrum. The surest way to silence her clamor for

equal rights would be to have the good men of the

land pass a law enforcing husbands to place a cer

tain amount at the disposal of their wives, this

sum to be regulated by the husbands income.

I heard an eminent lawyer say not long ago that

fully nine-tenths of the divorce cases which came

into his hand he traced to this one cause the failure

of husbands to provide an allowance for the wife.

A vast number of unhappy homes wherein the

husbands regard themselves as unfortunate beings,

might be rendered peaceful and pleasant by a little

thoughtfulness and liberality on the husbands part

in this matter.
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That must have been a short-sighted man who

said that woman s name should appear but twice

in print once attached to a marriage notice, once

in the death announcements.

If that rule had been observed throughout the

world the queens and princesses of all lands would

have held no place in history. Rosa Bonheur would

have painted her marvelous pictures with only the

favored few who knew her personally to speak of

their worth. Florence Nightingale would have

lived her angelic life without recognition from the

world, and the warriors who were inspired by Julia

Ward Howe s &quot;Battle Hymn of the Republic,&quot;

would never have known who was the author.

We believe that it is stimulating to the better im

pulses of the world to read of the lives, habits

and achievements of good women; and we all love

to read of beautiful women.

The world is eager to read of whatever pertains

to the fair sex.

This desire on the part of the public to read and

on the part of the press to furnish facts and fancie?

of fair women is justifiable, so long as it pertains
234
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to good and worthy women, and so long as the

facts are real and the fancies kind.

There is something stimulating and encouraging

in reading of the success of a self-made woman
It acts like a mental tonic on scores of poor, hard

working girls.

It seems to me that good and noble women ought
to be willing to be written about, that they might
be a stimulant to their toiling or tempted sisters,

and that they might help to counteract the baleful

influence of the unworthy.
The Greek people became noted for their beauty

because they were constantly surrounded by/beauti

ful statues and pictures. They became like
1 what

they saw. We all become like what we think about,

and what we read influences our thoughts. We
cannot read too much about good, ambitious, gifted,

successful, industrious or dainty women. Their ex

ample is inspiring, their daintiness infectious, their

success a spur to the despondent or discouraged.

So long as evil women will force their personal

ities, more or less, into print by their wrong-doings,

let them at least be in the minority by more! pleas

ing and interesting accounts of the good deeds aind

the worthy lives of noble women.

A young lady journalist of my acquaintance last

year went to the leading clergymen of the city to

interview, them regarding their methods of dispens

ing charity. She found them almost- impossible
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to approach, and finally, when she did, after re

peated trials, gain access to them, they were in

clined to be very uncommunicative.

&quot;We do not wish for newspaper notoriety,&quot; they

said; &quot;we prefer to do good and keep silent about

it.&quot;

&quot;But, my dear sirs,&quot; protested the young lady,

&quot;you preach in your pulpits against the immorality

of the newspapers; against the vivid delineations

of crime; the sensational descriptions of vice.

Now, I am sent here by the editor of a newspaper

who wishes to present the attractiveness of charity

and good deeds to his readers, and you refuse to

aid him, or me, in purifying the press. The col

umns of his paper must be filled! If I cannot ob

tain from you some interesting deeds of the vir

tuous and noble, I must go to a Bowery museum

and write up what I see there or get the reports

from the police courts; and then you will cry out

against the corruption of the press.&quot;

The young lady gained her point and her inter

view.

It is better to write and read about good deeds

than bad ones, and the good woman who wears a

beautiful gown or does a noble act ought not to

feel, or pretend to feel, annoyed if she sees it de

scribed in print, since she is helping to render

worth and virtue as attractive to the eyes of youth

as gilded vice is sure to render itself.
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Since the devil s parlors are always open, and

well lighted, earth s angels ought not to shut their

doors and draw their blinds too closely, lest the

homeless and unguided shall imagine that goodness

is dark and gloomy, and vice beautiful and bright.

Let the windows of goodness shine with a fairer

and more perfect beauty than the windows of wick

edness, and let goodness not make itself too exclu

sive, since great exclusiveness is only selfishness

under an assumed name.

I wish our newspapers could be filled with the

worth, the success, the beaut) , the attractiveness

of the good people in the world. It would be

better for the rising generation than all the ser

mons ever preached against vice.

Let vice sink into obscurity, and let the worthy

people and things of life be talked and written

about.



THE NARCOTIC CRAZE.
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There are two things which no person can fine!

out about himself, it is said. He can never know

the exact sound of his own voice, and he can never

know if his breath be sweet or otherwise, unless he

is told.

There is no more delicate matter on which to

speak to a friend, and there is nothing which needs

plainer speaking to-day in the city of New York.

The horrible drug-laden breaths which emanate

from beautiful lips are as nauseous and as frequent

as the open gas sewers on our streets.

At one of the most brilliant receptions of last

season, where many of the best known and intelli

gent people in two continents were assembled, I

was crushed into a corner near a lady who has all

her life lived in affluence and who has mingled in

court circles. To be numbered among her friends

is a sought-fcr privilege, and her life has been one

remarkably free from great sorrows and misfor

tunes. Yet th^ breath of this lady was so laden

with drugs that I became ill from being obliged to

stand close to her.

I asked her if she was well not so much from
238
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solicitation regarding her health as from curiosity.

I hoped she would whisper the secret of some ter

rible malady in my ear, that I might be able to ex

cuse her for carrying into the parlors of her friends

a breath so redolent of nauseous drugs.

Oh, yes, I am well,&quot; she said, &quot;but a little in

clined to sleeplessness. I am a wretched sleeper,&quot;

and the heavy vile odor of bromide vitiated the air

about her as she spoke.

Undoubtedly she resorted to this drug to induce

sleep, unconscious of the effect upon her breath.

Only a few months later I heard the &quot;erratic&quot; pe
culiarities of this lady commented upon by people
who were very friendly toward her.

&quot;She does and says the most peculiar things,&quot;

remarked one lady. &quot;She is a most excellent creat

ure, yet I cannot account for her strange moods.

She never remembers her engagements, and she is

often so unreliable that it quite distresses me. I

suppose it is just a habit she has fallen into from

trying to do too many things in one short life.&quot;

I did not reply to this charitable explanation of

the grand- dame s eccentricities, but I knew full

well in my heart how to explain them.

No woman can use narcotics without becoming &quot;er

ratic,&quot; &quot;unreliable,&quot; &quot;strange&quot; and more or less an ex

aggerate^ of the truth. If she does not become an

absolute liar and slander Her t&amp;gt;est Iriends, it is ..

cause her nature is remarkably sweet to start with.
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A thousand times worse than any spirituous liquor,

it produces a nightmare of the brain and leads to

the most insane ideas and imaginings.

Still another lady who is one of the best wives

and mothers in the city of New York, and a most

active church member, and a never-tiring worker

for charity, carries about a breath that causes the

dearest of her friends to retreat as quickly as possi

ble from her always affectionate embraces.

Bromide, morphine and laudanum, that most

deadly of opiates, I have detected at various times

in the air as she stood near me, relating the fatigue

she had endured in certain Christian undertakings,

and the sleeplessness from which she had suffered

in consequence of over-taxed nerves.

A gay, pleasure-loving young married woman
whom I encountered recent! v in a public stage con

veyed the same sickening odor, arid complained,

too, of insomnia.

&quot;My
doctor has given me something to make me

sleep now,&quot; she said; &quot;but I have to increase the

dose every night or it has no effect.&quot; Here, then,

were three ladies, all within my list of acquaint

ances, who resorted to artificial and unnatural meth

ods to procure sleep, and who were all unconscious

of the vile and disgusting evidences of the habit

which they carried about with them.

Often sitting in public conveyances, or walking

on the street, or pausing at the counters of dry-
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goods establishments, I find the air vitiated by the

breath of some well dressed and refined-looking wo

man, who otherwise seems to be a lady; and in

talking with others upon this subject I find I am
not alone in my conjectures that a vast number of

the ladies of New York are addicted to a most

alarming degree to the use of narcotics or opiates

to induce sleep.

To every woman who has begun this habit I want

to say that she might far better jump off the Brook

lyn Bridge to-morrow than to continue it. The

woman drunkard is not so disgusting to me as the

woman drug-eater. No one can continue in it with

out becoming mentally and morally degenerated.

Let me detect bromide, morphine or laudanum

once in your breath, dear madam, and ever more I

doubt your word and suspect your reliability, though

you lead in all good works and are a power in

your church. Opiates and sedatives are like little

foxes constantly at work undermining your char

acter. You do not realize the demoralization which

is going on, but your friends do. Your words are

often confused, your eyes dull or painfully bril

liant, your statements exaggerated, and we who
have seen the slow, terrible ravages of drugs upon
others before you, know what it means.

During a call which I made upon a lady in this

city one afternoon, to talk over the best method of

aiding a struggling girl who had appealed to both

16
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of us, I was alarmed and startled to see the lady fall

asleep in the midst of our conversation. She was

beautifully dressed, and the room in which she had

received me was like the boudoir of a princess.

Her
&quot;nap&quot;

was brief, and she awoke with a dazed

look and apologized for her sleepiness, saying she

had &quot;overtaxed herself recently.&quot; At that time I

had no idea of the extent to which drugs were used

by respectable ladies in New York and I did not

suspect the cause of her peculiar &quot;sleepiness.&quot; But

recently I have learned that the lady is a hopeless

victim of opium.

Ah, my dear ladies! You imagine that some

mysterious malady has possession of you, or you
call yourself sensitive, overtaxed and nervous, but

if you would let drugs alone and resort to natural

and reasonable methods you would soon recover.

Give up a few pleasures or duties, live as much

as possible in the open air, fight out a night or two

of sleeplessness, and nature will come to your res

cue at last and you will sleep without these artifi

cial methods.

Have you deranged your digestive organs already,

however, by the use of morphine, laudanum or opi

um, you had better put yourself in the hands of a

specialist until you are cured, or else do as I have

already suggested in regard to Brooklyn Bridge.

It seems to me there can be no fate more horrible

for you or your friends than to have you continue
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to live a victim of inanimate drugs. To be the

slave of a cruel task-master would be sweet com

pared to the slavery exercised by a nauseous drug.

When we read of vile opium joints into which

unsuspecting girls are lured, we cry out in horror;

but how much more horrible it seems when fair

ladies turn their own luxurious homes into private

&quot;joints,&quot;
where they woo coy sleep by these false

methods.

How much the physician is in fault for this affair

I am not perpared to say, but I certainly do not

hold him blameless.

Instead of urging his fine lady patients to forego

some pleasures which overtax her strength, to regu

late her diet and to take much outdoor exercise to

produce sleep, he too often lets her follow her own

way, and gives her the &quot;gentle sedative&quot; which she

craves. It is easier for her to take an opiate than

to change her course of life, and so he gratifies

her.

But it seems to me it is the physician s duty to

warn these patients of the effect his medicine will

have upon the breath. I am sure they would be

more careful in their association with their fellow-

creatures if they knew how offensive they are.

For the sake of suffering humanity, my dear la

dies, if you are wedded to your opiates, keep out

of crowded parlors, and guard yourselves from

breathing into people s faces in public places.
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The whiskey and cigar perfumed breath of the

sterner sex, which we often encounter in car, stage

and parlor, is like a breeze from Araby compared
to that of the woman who takes bromide or mor

phine to cure insomnia.



WOMEN AND MARRIAGE.

In a number of the North American Review, Mrs.

Kate Gannett Wells proceeds to give some reasons

why girls do not marry.

She tells us that they read Zola and Tolstoi, and

medical works, and learn to fear men and marriage;

that they enter professions, and earn financial in

dependence, and feel no need of life partners, whom

they might possibly have to support; and that they

talk with their mothers, and find how many lonely

moments she has passed in her married life, and

they dread similar experiences, and decide that

single life is preferable. .

Without doubt, in our large cities there is an

evidently increasing reluctance on the part of men

to assume the responsibilities of married life.

I have heard a number of young men declare

that the society reports of the sumptuous homes
and brilliant entertainments of the very rich, who
form a colony in our large cities, discouraged them
from attempting to establish a home.
Men care far more for public opinion, far more

about making a fine show in the world than women
do, when we come to analyze them carefully. Yet

245
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they do not analyze themselves. Many a man
tell you that he cannot keep up such a home as the

young ladies of the present day desire to live in,

while the fact is, a dozen young ladies of his ac

quaintance would be perfectly contented to live

quietly and unostentatiously, but it is his own am
bition which stands in the way. It seems to be

the impression of young men in large towns that

all women are mercenary, and that all girls are

consumed with an intense desire to shine as social

leaders.

They know what this means in the way of ex

pense, and they dare not think of marriage, with

out a large fortune in the background.

We cannot wonder at their hesitation, whii^s they

regard our sex in this light. But it is a false light.

The average girl is not mercenary, nor does she

need to shine as a social luminary to be happy.

The American girl has intelligence enough to gather

about her an agreeable society, however humbly
she may live, and she has sense enough to realize

how little true happiness there is in a life devoted

to display. Now and then we find a girl who is

ambitious to reign as a social queen, and who

wants a fortune laid at her feet rather than a heart,

and this girl is usually a brilliant, fascinating

creature, who attracts all eyes, and so young men

gaze upon her, study her, sigh over her, and judge

the whole sex by her.
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This is unfair to scores of nice girls, who, all

unobserved by these cynical young men, are wait

ing, not for a fortune, but an honest heart worthy

of their love to be offered them.

It is unjust and unwise to judge a whole commu

nity by one girl, because she is the reigning belle.

Yet this is what men are doing daily.

This false estimate of our sex explains to a cer

tain extent the delays in marriage, and the finan

cial independence of women renders them less eager

to undeceive their detractors and prove themselves

worthy and desirable helpmeets for these cynical

men than they might otherwise be. But to assert

that women live past their youth and into old age

single from choice is positively absurd; and the

reasons which Mrs. Wells has given for this &quot;choice/

as she believes it, render it still more absurd. I

do not believe the single woman of 40 lives, or

ever did live (excepting religious enthusiasts), who

would not rather be happily married.

The woman who could stand at that sunset portal

of youth and look down into that twilight valley of

middle life, with age in the distance, and not wish

for a husband and children to be with her, must

lack heart, sentiment and human nature. I do not

believe the single woman of 30 lives who could not

be persuaded to change her lot if the right man

urged persistently enough.

I say the right man, not any or every man. No



248 WOMEN AND MARRIAGE

matter what early disappointment she may have

had, what vows she may have taken to be true to

some memory of a lost lover, if the right sort of

man persists long enough in his suit, he can make

her his wife; for the mystery of marriage possesses

its fascinations for every woman, and coupled with

an ardent, tangible, and insistent lover, is sure to

conquer sentiment, which is based only upon im

agination.

&quot;The right man&quot; does not always appear, how

ever, and other men plead in vain. Yet, no matter

how valiantly she may assert that she is contented

with her single lot, she is not. If she is, there is

something wrong about the construction of her

heart.

The woman s heart that does not cry for its true

mate, no matter what other joys and ambitions it

has in life, by the time it is 30, is not a natural

heart.

The content of such a heart would be more mis

erable than the misery of discontent which comes

from craving what we need, and know we could

appreciate.

The pang of hunger is not so cruel as the loss

of appetite.

Desire is better than apathy.

So long as we crave something, life is worth liv

ing.

The woman who finds herself satisfied with single
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life because she has &quot;a paying profession,&quot; or be

cause she has read Tolstoi and Zola.&quot; and med

ical works, or because &quot;her mother passed some

lonely moments,&quot; must be a curious thing. Lungs
must supply the place of heart in her breast,

tepid water the place of blood in her veins.

But I assert that she does not exist. Let the

persistent lover, who is even half way her ideal,

prove to her that he is in dead earnest, and as honest

as earnest, and profession, Zola, &quot;peripatetic

works,&quot; and maternal warnings will vanish like the

nightmare of a dreamer s brain, and she will prove

to him that her content was only superficial, and

welcome his coming as the earth welcomes the sun

rise.

But every year the American woman is becoming
more exacting in her demands of what a husband

should be.

A mere husband is not enough ; she does not

accept the first offer, &quot;for fear she will not have

another, &quot;as I once heard an old lady say she did

she waits to find the Man with the husband. As I

woman reaches higher standards herself, her ideals

are higher.

And as demand produces supply, so in time men
will realize the necessity of making themselves

what the modern maiden demands, a man not

merely a financier.

Whatever changes and upheavals take place in
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our social system, must eventually work toward

the elevating of humanity since that is the im

pulse of the universe.

The evolution of woman, astounding and un

pleasant as are some of its phases, is a mighty factor

in this movement. One thing is sure she is not

being evolved for spinster-hood, far from it ! but

rather that she may lead man up in pursuit of her,

where on a higher plane he may realize that the

moral and spiritual responsibilities of the husband

and father, are quite as great as he has always held

those of wife and mother to be.



WHAT MARRIAGE OUGHT TO MEAN.

&quot;I suppose you are very happy, dear,&quot; said a

lady to a bride-elect a few days before the wed

ding.

&quot;Oh, yes, so happy. I am to have the loveliest

outfit you ever saw,&quot; responded the loving maiden,

&quot;Mamma is giving me every thing I want.&quot;

&quot;And the lover, of course, he is the most perfect

man in the world,&quot; continued the lady, trying to

lead the girl to talk of her happiness.

&quot;Yes, he is a right nice fellow you know he has

had his salary raised and he says we will surely go
abroad this summer. Isn t that lovely?&quot;

The lady turned away with a sigh. Alas ! was

this the exent of a girl s happiness on the eve of

the most important event in her life? a lovely trous

seau and a trip to Europe?
And how would the

&quot;right nice fellow&quot; seem in

her eyes, should some misfortune cause his salary

to be cut down, and if, unlike her mamma, he could

not give her everything she wanted? Were she de

prived of her trip to Europe, would marriage seem

a delusion and a snare to her? One would think

that marriage should be regarded more seriously
251
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than this, and yet hundreds of men and women en

ter into the sacred relation with anything but sacred

ideas or motives.

I know a woman whose whole life was embittered

by the discovery that her husband had married her

because his aged mother needed a companion. Serv

ants were unreliable and he liked to be free to go

and come as he pleased, so he married a wife and

gave her a comfortable home, and left her to find

companionship with the aged mother, while he fol

lowed after his own pleasures. It never occurred

to him that he should sacrifice time or inclination

to bestow attention upon the woman he had mar

ried.

Marriage ought to mean something quite different

from this. It seems to me a woman who takes the

wifely vows ought to reason in this wise: &quot;I am

going to make it the great object of my life, to es

tablish a happy home for this man whose wife I

am. No matter what personal sacrifices are neces

sary, what distasteful duties I may have to perform,

I will persevere until I make my home an ideal

one, for the man who is forced to contend with the

turmoil and strife of the business world. In that ter

rible warfare which men wage for dollars, he meets

with discord, selfishness, jealousy, and deception.

He shall come to his home as a haven of refuge

where peace, love, appreciative rest, await him.

He shall be king of that domain, and every one
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within the kingdom of home shall find it a delight

to consult his tastes and cater to his comfort. He
shall always go forth with fresh courage and

strength to meet the daily battle of life.&quot;

At the same time the man who takes a wife unto

himself, should reason in this wise: &quot;I will make

this woman happy, whatever curbing of heretofore

ungoverned appetites and passions, whatever con

quering of selfish habits it may necessitate. I will

remember that she may sometimes tire of the home

which is a novelty to me after my day s work, and

I will plan a theater, a drive, a journey for her

often enough to give her life variety. I will re

member that a delicate minded woman is never so

humiliated as when obliged to ask for money, and I

will place a sum at her disposal each week or

month.

If the household arrangements occasionally seem

troublesome and ill-ordered, I will be considerate,

remembering that matters in my office sometimes

become mixed, despite my systematic methods, and

I should not like to have my wife reprove me for

lack of business qualities at such times.

I will remember that the physical woman is a

delicate machine, and if she sometimes seems

strangely nervous and sensitive, I will be consid

erate and not reproach her. I will remember that

she needs to be told in words as well as actions

that she is dear to me, and that a word of praise
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gives her new joy and courage in her efforts to

please me, and I will not neglect the polite atten

tions which every woman appreciates from the man
she loves. To keep her in love with me and proud
of me shall be my chief object.&quot;

There may be a great many men and women who
reason in this wise as they enter married life. I

trust there are. I know at least three couple who
set forth with these resolves, and I know that they

have made home a place which is as near a heaven

as can be found on this care burdened earth.

But such heavens are &quot;not reached at a single

bound.&quot; Patience, sacrifice on the part of both,

self-control, and common sense are necessary to es

tablish harmonious relations between two people who

have been reared with entirely different surround

ings. A wife may be tired of the house, and long for

recreation, but if she sees her husband come home

with an especially fagged expression of face, she

should have the tact to realize that this is the time

to keep silent about her wishes, and to settle down

to a quiet evening at home. And the husband for

whom such a sacrifice is made, needs to be on the

watch to give such a wife a happy surprise ere

long, in the way of pleasure.

The great majority of people who form the

homes of our land are people in moderate circum

stances; and among these, I think the scene of the

most needed and most difficult sacrifices necessary
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to the happiness of home and husband, lies in the

kitchen. The majority of men, who have the hurly

burly of life during the day, do not find happiness

in a boarding house or hotel, but want the home

comforts.

The majority of women in these days dislike

housekeeping, with its tyrannical cares and respon

sibilities. To think up a bill of fare for each day,

to direct servants to prepare it, or aid in its prepa

ration, to try to economize in the household, to

keep the machinery of the house all in good work

ing order, this is purgatory to seven modern women

out of ten. It is useless and absurd to tell every

woman that she can conquer her dislike for pots,

kettles, ranges, soiled vegetables and raw meats. She

cannot learn to like such things if she is not a born

housekeeper.

But she should consider this work the sacrifice

she offers on the altar of love, and compel herself

to do it well, and cheerfully, if the necessity

presents itself. Many a wife tells her husband

she would die for him if it became neces

sary ; and she longs to perform some difficult and

dangerous feat, to prove the strength of her love.

At the same time she is making him miserable by

parading her dislike for and inefficiency in house

keeping.

Why not resolve to control this dislike, and

overcome this inefficiency, by courage, perseverance,
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and system, and to regard it as the most needed

and useful sacrifice she can make for her husband?

She should say to herself, &quot;I do not love this task.

I have no natural skill or taste for housework, but

I will take pleasure in doing it well, because it is the

surest way of giving my husband comfort and pleas

ure; and the happiness we give others is the only

pleasure which lasts.&quot;

I know scores of men who feel an absolute loath

ing for the struggle and soil of money making.

Every day they are dropping dead in the counting

room and on the street, with the severe pressure on

brain and heart. How bloodless may seem this

battle for dollars, the wounds are given and bleed

inwardly; and what happiness can life hold for

such men, if, after the office and market is closed,

they go to discontented wives and ill-conducted

homes, where the household worries are added to the

strife of the business world?

There is only now and then a wife who

seems to realize that all this strife and strug

gle is for her happiness and pleasure; and that

men go to their places of business with quite as

much dread and distaste, as wives go to the kitchen.

How heartless and devoid of sense would the man

seem, who, after having asked a woman to share

his life, tpld her daily that he hated the work he

was compelled to do to support her, and that he

did not believe he had a taste for such labor. Yet
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it is just as absurd and heartless for the wife to con

stantly parade her dislike for housekeeping.

At the same time most men are not inclined to

give their wives the sympathy and appreciation in

the management of the home, which they need, &quot;if

I had a daughter,&quot; said a man to me one day, I

would take her on my knee and tell her what a

fearful strain money making meant for a muri, and I

would instill into her mind sympathy and appre
ciation for her future husband in that way.&quot;

I thought this a very beautiful sentiment; but

almost in another breath I heard him say, &quot;I often

think it must be delightful to be a woman. They
have such an easy care-free time of it, with nothing

to do but stay in the shelter of home, and keep the

house.&quot;

&quot;It is indeed a great privilege to be a woman,&quot;

I replied, because we are thus permitted to be loved

by men. But the keeping of the house is in its

way as wearing as the outer strife. You men are

struggling with a brutal giant, &quot;Business,&quot; who
tries to throttle you. To overcome him requires

all your strength. We women are set upon by an

army of gnats, the petty cares of housekeeping.

They sting and pester us to distraction night and

day, small as they are. We need your sympathy as

much as you need ours. Neither should sneer at trie

other s toil.

A husband once asked me to talk to his wife and

17
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endeavor to make her more thoughtful in regard to

his cares and worries. &quot;She does not seem to re

alize the strain of a business career,&quot; he said, &quot;and

I think you might present it all to her in a way
that would set her thinking.&quot;

I felt sorry for him, yet I knew him to accept the

invitation of a gentleman to dine at the club one

evening, without sending any word home to his

wife, who waited dinner two hours, compelling her

servant to lose an evening out, and bringing dis

cord and trouble generally into the domestic regions

by his thoughtlessness. How could he expect his

wife to sympathize with his cares, when he showed

such a lack of sympathy for hers?

However petty may seem a woman s work to a

man, he should not tell her so. The care and anx

iety and annoyances which go into the preparation

of a dinner, are in their way as taxing to the

nerves and vital forces, as the strain of the count

ing room and office. Especially are they so when

the man for whom the dinner is planned, regards

it as mere child s play; just as the brutal blows

of the business world seem harder to bear, when a

man s wife, for whom he toils, speaks of &quot;the good
time he has had all day while she has been shut

in the kitchen.&quot;

We read a great deal now-a-days about &quot;how to

manage a wife.&quot; I think my recipe would read as

follows as it is one I have seen tried with great

success.
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A man needs first to love her and make it his

chief aim to maintain mutual love and respect in

his domestic relations.

To do this he should impress upon her mind the

pride he feels in her loyalty and allegiance; and

he should compliment and praise her so frequently,

that the flattery of other men will sound like idle

words to her.

He must be patient with her woman weaknesses,

remembering that he chose her because she was a

woman; yet he must never yield to any whim or

caprice of hers which can conflict with her dignity

or his self-respect.

He must plan for her pleasure and participate in

it to such degree as possible; and he must show

an interest in her amusements when he can not

take part in them. Yet he must never neglect a

duty, or infringe upon a principle for her. He must

be courteous and hospitable toward her friends

and relatives and show her that he expects the

same liberal spirit to be extended to his. He
must provide her with a reasonable amount of

money each week or month, which she is to use

her own discretion ; and he must trust her with such

necessary knowledge of his business affairs as en

ables her to use discretion and good taste in finan

cial matters.

His most delicate attentions he must bestow upon

her, and she must be ever first in his thoughts, in
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public or in private; yet he makes no error if he

expresses such appreciation for, and shows such

gallant attentions to, good and pleasing women as

are consistent with his self-respect and the dignity

of his wife. Otherwise she may become selfish and

egotistical through monopoly of all his praises as

human nature is prone to do; but he must avoid

wounding her pride, or hurting her feelings by over

stepping the boundary line between gallantry and

license. He must tell her frequently that she is

the dearest object on earth to him and assure her

of his appreciation of her efforts to please him. He
must make her understand what a haven of rest his

home is and how her sweetness and patience

strengthens him for the battle of life.

You may say this is a difficult role for a bachelor

to learn all at once, and enact through life? but

I have seen it done with the greatest success, and

an over-sensitive, tensely-strung, quick-tempered
and impractical girl was transformed into the best

of wives and housekeepers by a few years of this

&quot;management.&quot; A man ought to be as willing to

bestow tact and time and effort in establishing a

successful home, as he would bestow in establishing

a successful business.

I have seen an irritable, naturally despondent

man, who was inclined to be fault-finding, trained

into good-temper, patience and cheerfulness, by
the persistent tact, and sunny nature of a hopeful,
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happy-hearted wife. Through years of financial

misfortune and child-bearing and sickness, she kept

a smile on her husband s face by her quick wit and

flashing humor, which made a jest of their ill-luck

and a heaven of their humble home.

I think if I were a man, above all other qualities

I would select mirthfulness in a wife. The woman
who sees the funny side of things is a good com

panion with whom to journey through the checkered

walks of life; she will bring sunshine out of the

darkest nooks and transform tear drops into dia

monds. A wife of this sort is worth all the talented

and brilliant pessimists, or religious hypocondraists
the world can hold, and will do more toward evan

gelizing husband and children. The first step

toward reform is a happy home.

The best man I know once said to his wife,

&quot;Married people ought to think each morning, Now
let us treat each other to-day in a manner .that

would leave no remorse for the one living were the

other to die to-morrow.&quot;

With such a motto and with mutual sympathy,

thoughtfulness, appreciation and self-control mar
ried life can, to my positive knowledge, be made
a heaven on earth.



AN OPEN LETTER TO JEALOUS WIVES-

The following missive fluttered in to me recently

and seems deserving of an open reply, since the

writer is one of a large class :

City, Mass., Feb., 1892.

Dear Friend Mrs. Wilcox: I am a stranger to

you, but )
Tou are a friend to all women, and

it seems to me you can help me by advice. I am
a newly-married wife. I adore my husband, and he

is devoted to me, but I suffer the agonies of death

daily through jealousy. I am jealous of every

woman he looks at. In my heart I know he cares

for no one but me, and I want to be a good wife

and make him happy, but the least attention he

pays to any woman sends me into a fever of jeal

ousy.

I was quite a belle when single, and learned in

soicety how false many men were to their wives.

It made me suspicious of all men, and now that I

am a wife I am full of fear that my husband will

be false to me. He is so good to me I am ashamed

of these thoughts. Tell me what to do to cure my
self of my jealous}

7
. It is not one woman, it is all

women I am jealous of.&quot;

262



AN OPEN LETTER TO JEALOUS WIVES 263

In the first place, my dear young woman, you
want to realize the great truth that thoughts are

things, and that by dwelling on any one idea you
can produce a condition to correspond with it.

Space is filled with influences and forces ready to

respond to your thought. Every time you think

jealous thoughts you attract jealous forces that will,

in time, if you continue in this idea, cause your

husband to be untrue to you. On the contrary, if

you think and say, &quot;He is true, he is loyal, he loves

me and is worthy of my love,&quot; you attract forces of

love and truth which strengthen him to resist every

temptation life may offer.

In the next place you want to cultivate that rarest

of all plants in the garden of love common sense.

Sit down and consider the situation. Why did

your husband select you of all women to become

his wife? Probably because he loved you more

than all others. Well, then, with his love, and his

daily companionship to start with, you have a great

advantage over all rivals. You have the power in

your hands to fan this flame of love into a steady

fire, or to quench it forever.

However much a man may be imbued with senti

ment, he likes comfort and peace of mind as a

steady home diet. If you deprive him of those,

your sentimental love is of very little value to

him.

Every time you allow your unreasonable jealousy
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to render him uncomfortable you lose ground with

him and make it more possible for him to turn else

where for distraction.

Added to this, you show yourself in an unbecom

ing mood and he will be inclined to contrast a sul

len, tearful wife, with more agreeable women he

meets elsewhere.

Whatever you may feel you ought to be able to

control yourself in the eyes of the man you love.

A perpetually jealous wife, remember, is the most

unlovable object possible; and if you feel your

emotipns getting beyond control manage to seclude

yourself and cry it out alone. A good cry is often

a great relief to a woman. But it would be well

to steam and bathe your face well before you allow

your husband to see you.

Make up your mind, that nowhere else on earth

shall your husband find such comfort, such affec

tion, such cheerfulness, such agreeable manners

as he finds with you. Unless he is the trashiest

sort of characterless being he is not going to be

disloyal to the woman who exhibits all these qual

ities.

Try and become a good comrade to your husband.

Make him feel that he can speak his opinions freely

to you, that you can understand him fully, and

when he expresses admiration of other women brace

yourself up and agree with him. Brace yourself

still further, and show polite attention to the women
he admires.
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Nothing will more fully convince him that you

respect his tastes and that you have confidence in

your own position sufficient to admit his friends to

your regard.

Since you love him so devotedly and are so mor

bidly jealous this will be a difficult task for you.

But love is full of hardships, and the effort is worth

making.
Aside from this it is a wise thing to study care

fully and closely the women whom you fear as rivals.

Like a shying horse when driven close to the piece

of fluttering paper which has caused him to snort

and quiver with terror, you will become calm and

self-possessed, when you discover on close acquaint

ance how harmless are the women you have consid

ered dangerous rivals.

On the contrary, if you avoid and disparage

them, you will foster your jealous imagination and

force your husband into a chivalric defense of them,

which will be maddening to your jealous heart.

And you will lower yourself in your husband s es

teem; while, if you are agreeable and attentive to

his friends, he will admire and respect you.

Talk to him of your pride in his loyalty; tell him

that you realize the temptations with which a man s

life is surmounted and praise him for giving you
reason to respect him. If he is a manly man, he will

find greater happiness in being worthy of your

praise and pride, than in yielding to any passing

18
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temptation other women may offer. IE you accuse

him of neglect and infidelity, and nag him with your

jealous fears, you will drive him to others for com

fort and distraction.

Avoid talking with other women about faithless

husbands who deceive trusting wives. Many women
have a mania to relate cases of infidelity, and jeal

ous wives seem fascinated with the subject. Avoid

it as you would infection.

If obliged to listen to such recitals, make a men

tal comment that you have heard only one side of

the story. You do not yet know what cause the

wives gave these husbands to become faithless.

Many a seemingly &quot;devoted and trusting wife&quot; has

nagged her husband into infidelity by her narrow,

petty spirit of fault-finding in small matters as

one persistent mosquito has driven sleep from a lux

urious pillow. Think of this when you hear cf

deserted or neglected wives, instead of becoming

excited and morbid on the subject.

Almost all jealous people are selfish and unwill

ing to accord the liberty they take. No doubt you

receive compliments from gentlemen with very good

grace, and quite likely you express admiration of

some gentleman s appearance, conversation or man

ners now and then. Why should you object to

your husband having the same freedom? Try to

be reasonable, my dear woman. I assure you, even

a jealous woman can be reasonable if she takes her-
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self in hand. If you do not take yourself in hand

you will alienate your husband, ruin your own life,

and make yourself a subject of ridicule to all } our

friends save a few, who will &quot;sympathize,&quot;
and the

sympathy of friends in the place of the love and

admiration of a husband is like sawdust in place of

honey on our bread.



A POSTSCRIPT TO HUSBANDS OF JEALOUS
WIVES.

Before you hand the preceding chapter to your
wife with the remark, &quot;Here is something you ought
to read, my dear,&quot; it may be well for you to peruse

this postscript, meant &quot;for men
only.&quot;

Many a husband accuses his wife of being jeal

ous, when she is only self-respecting, and dignified.

There is a vast difference between a woman whose

pride is wounded by the neglect or thoughtlessness

of the man she loves, and the woman whose letter

is given in the preceding chapter. Few men draw

the line between foolish jealousy and offended self-

respect.

I saw a lady grow pallid with resentment at an

evening party, because her husband turned his back

squarely upon her to converse with a young woman
to whom she had just presented him.

The lady was my hostess, and the rather trying

role of third party fell to me in the domestic scene

which ensued later.

&quot;Unreasonable jealousy&quot; the husband pronounced
the wife s mood. &quot;Introduced the girl herself, and

then flew mad because I talked with her.&quot;



OF TEALOUS WIVES 269

But it was nothing of the kind. It was the wifely

dignity- and refinement which he thoughtlessly

wounded in momentarily forgetting the courtesy

always due her.

&quot;Under no circumstances could I have been rude

to him,&quot; she said to me with tears in her eyes.

&quot;However much I may be interested in talking

with other people, I always see my husband if he

pauses near me, and signify my knowledge of his

presence by a look or a smile. When he turned

his back upon me, it was like a blow on the face.&quot;

So long as women value so highly these small

courtesies in married life, I am at a loss to see

why husbands do not make them a matter of greater

study.

It really requires very little effort to keep the

average wife happy and content, if only a man has

the consideration and tact to do that little.

I heard a husband laugh with a touch of irony in

his voice over the fact that his wife never admired

the women he thought beautiful. &quot;I suppose it is

the natural jealousy of the sex,&quot; he said, &quot;although

I have never thought my wife a jealous woman save

in this respect.
&quot;

&quot;Were you a more tactful man,&quot; I replied, &quot;she

would not have shown jealousy in this respect.

Only the other day I heard you in the presence of

your petite wife, rave over the superb proportions

of a modern Juno. You said she was the sort of
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woman every man would rush to a club window to

see pass by. Your wife s face showed a slightly
disturbed expression. Why had you not the tact

to see it and say with a smile, but that is not the

sort of woman I would want for a wife. The best

parcels are in small packages. This would have
restored her good humor immediately.&quot;

When a woman loves a man with all her heart,

and has in his service wasted youth and beauty, it

is not pleasant for her to sit and hear him grow el

oquent over the charms of some younger and more
beautiful woman. That she expresses irritability

and disapproval sometimes, is not a proof of her

jealous impulse, but of his blunt perceptions.
&quot;She might be reasonable and know that I pre

ferred her to all others since I chose her for my wife,&quot;

you say.

But, my dear sir, it is quite too evident in so

ciety everywhere now-a-days, that men choose first

and repent afterward in the matter of wives; and

the best of husbands needs too remind his wife very

often that she is still the choice of his heart to

render her secure and happy.
No matter how well you provide for her material

comforts, no matter how loyal you are, no matter

how liberal minded your wife may be by nature, she

will, if she is a proud and high-spirited woman,
show a resentment or a discontent which you
will mistake for jealousy under the following con

ditions:
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If you allow her to sit alone in some public gath

ering while you devote yourself to entertaining

others.

If you permit her to button her own gloves and

over-gaiters while you perform that duty for an

other.

If you extol the beauty of some woman who is

her exact opposite, forgetting to add a sweet com

pliment to her as an antidote.

If you treat her as merely the nurse for your
children and never think to show her consideration

and attention apart from that role.

And if she does not show some measure of re

sentment or sorrow, in any one of these situations she

is not very deeply in love with you just note that

down in your memorandum book.



HOW TO BE AGREEABLE THOUGH OLD.

To grow old gracefully, one must commence when

very young; it is like dancing, swimming, or speak

ing foreign tongues a thing not to be perfectly

acquired suddenly, or if begun too late.

1 am constantly amused with a sort of sorrowful

amusement, at hearing the very just criticisms which

many young people pass upon the disagreeable old

persons whom they encounter; while their criti

cisms are well founded, they do not realize that

they are, every hour of the day, forming and solidify

ing habits which shall eventually render them &quot;dis

agreeable old people.&quot;

The pretty young girl, all bloom and dimples,

who relates in a musical voice the misdemeanors of

her schoolmates, and criticises their conduct, dress,

and appearance, is called, at worst, nothing more

than &quot;discriminating&quot; or
&quot;very particular.&quot; I have

heard such girls praised highly by blind parents or

relatives for their comments upon their companions.

Yet this same habit indulged in by some withered

grandmother, whose face is hard and whose voice is

harsh, wins universal disapproval.

&quot;Grandma is so hypercritical, so fault-finding, so

272
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censorious; she has no sympathy with young peo

ple!&quot;
cries the blooming granddaughter, who, ten

minutes later, will tear to tatters the character or

costume of some companion with her sarcastic com

ments. She does not realize that every time she

indulges this habit she takes one more step toward

that hideous goal of disagreeable old age.

The extremely well-behaved young girl, who has

never been tempted and who cannot understand how

another could commit a folly, is certain to become

Jie most censorious of old women. If she does not

develop into a cruel, malicious-tonged scandal

monger it will be a wonder. Nothing is so easy as

the descent from uncharitableness to malice. As a

young girl she prides herself upon her love of mo

rality and good behavior
;

all her friends speak of

her as &quot;such a strict
girl&quot;

in her ideas. No one

would think of appealing to her for sympathy or

advice in an hour of temptation, but she is respected

for her high ideals if feared for her severity. As

an old woman she is simply held in abhorrence, and

her name becomes a neighborhood synonym for

cruel judgment.

Criticism of our frail fellow-beings is a vice which

takes possession of us like a stimulant or a drug,

once we encourage it. It may begin in our high
moral standard and our hatred of sin, but once it

becomes a habit, we indulge it for the pleasure it

gives us. It is a bad habit in the young; in the

18
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old it is intolerable; nothing renders old age inter-

esting or lovable save sympathy for the young and

charity for the erring. It is strange that we all do

not grow charitable as we grow old; as we learn

more and more of our own frailties, and more and

more of the temptations and illusions of life we

ought to become more and more tender and pitying.

One can be sympathetic without encouraging vice

and wrong doing, or cloaking sin.

The girl with no object or aim in life save to

&quot;have a good time&quot; and outshine her companions
must look forward to a miserable old age; for after

a certain time we become unsatisfied with or gro

tesque in a pursuit for gayety, and if we have formed

no other tastes or learned no other occupation there

is a wretched outlook for us.

The witty girl is one who makes rapid strides

toward unlovable old age I mean the girl whose

bright arrows of wit are almost always tipped with

the poison of sarcasm. American society teems

with such girls. A quick brain, a ready tongue, a

fondness for repartee sends the laughter-making

retort straight to its mark, no matter what sting

may follow it. So long as the possessor of this

dangerous gift is young and charming she is a so

cial favorite. Even those who are stung by her

shafts of wit forgive her freely because of her youth

and charm, and only over-sensitive people accuse

her of malice. The great majority join in the gen-
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eral laugh, and her bright bon mots are repeated

and tossed about until they become neighborhood

proverbs. They create an occasional enemy, and

they cause a great many little hurts. But the witty

girl is so pleased with her own wit that she does

not stop to think about that. She cultivates her

gift, and seeks for opportunities in which to exer

cise it. When she meets a new person she studies

him or her with the direct purpose of finding some

thing to be witty over. If she possesses the powers
of mimicking she is liable to indulge in it behind

her dearest friends back, out of sheer love of mak

ing people laugh. As she grows older, the bright

ebullitions turn acid and bitter. What was once

sharp wit becomes biting sarcasm. People wince

more and laugh less. Her friends decrease in num

ber; and her enemies multiply. She is a sarcastic,

bitter-tongued old woman, dreaded and disliked

by every one. But she did not become so all at

once. Her first arrows of wit, which were tipped
with sarcasm, laid the foundation of her disagree

able old age. When she allowed herself to ridicule

and mimic unoffending people just to raise a laugh,

she chose the pathway that lead to unattractive

and unlovable old age.

The petted daughter and society belle usually

builds an indestructible and solid masonwork of

ugly old age for herself in her youth, and all her

friends, relatives, and admirers lend a helping hand.
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&quot;She rules us all,&quot; says the doting mother before

the daughter is out of short clothes. &quot;There is no

such thing as denying her anything. Why, her

papa would bring down the roof over our heads if

we should refuse her anything she asks for.&quot; As

she grows into young ladyhood, the same false idea

of devotion governs the parents. She is petted,

praised, and waited upon, and encouraged in every

selfish whim. Her comfort and pleasure are para

mount to all other considerations. She is so pretty

and charming that her extreme selfishness is not

observant to the casual eye. She is a belle and a

favorite while she is young; but she makes a poor

wife, and a worse mother, and a most detestable old

woman. She has never known what it was to give up

anything for the sake of others, and she is forever

thrusting her &quot;nerves,&quot; and her &quot;sensitive feelings,&quot;

and her whims in the way of others enjoyment.

All her relatives dislike her, and strangers abhor

her. Yet she is the same sort of old woman that

she was child and maiden; only, the blossoms and

leaves of youth having fallen away, the bare brown

branch of selfishness is more fully revealed.

There are more disagreaeble old men than women
in the world, because women, as a rule, are obliged

to practice more self-sacrifice and unselfishness and

patience in early life than men.

Men who have ruled their households, wives,

children, servants, and employes by a rod of fear
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rather than love during youth and middle age, make

very unpleasant old men. Mentally and physically

incapacitated from inspiring fear, they are unable

to inspire anything but hatred or the pity which

springs from scorn.

Unable to rule, which has been the source of

their happiness in earlier years, they pass their old

age in carping criticisms and fault-finding of those

who succeed them.

The children who have formerly obeyed them

only through fear, now ignore their wishes and fail

to show them the respect due to gray hair a re

spect impossible to feel where there are no qual

ities to inspire it, but which good breeding and

humanity ought to impose in seeming.

It is all very well to talk about the love and respect

we owe our ancestors, but those are emotions which

can not be prompted by duty. If old people render

themselves absolutely unlovable, it is not in the

power of their children or grandchildren to love

them; but it is possible for those descendants to

treat them with kindness, consideration, and pa
tience. An old man who has lived a grasping,

mercenary, selfish life cannot expect to be respected

on account of his gray hairs; but out of self-respect

his children and relatives ought to show forbear

ance and kindness. The sons and daughters of

such a man will bemoan the fact that their father

is so captious and unlovable, while at the same
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time they indulge in habits and cultivate qualities

in themselves which will lead them directly to the

same goal in time. They forget that one does not

grow old in a day it takes a lifetime to produce
old age.

The man who passes his youth in the pursuit of

pleasure, and his maturity in the pursuit of gold,

ignoring the feelings and rights of others during

both periods, cannot fail to become a most unpleasant

old man.

It is only through sympathy with others and

through a lifelong habit of loving and thoughtful

consideration for those about us that we can hope
to avoid swelling the great army of &quot;disagreeable

old people.&quot;

No matter how you may get along without these

qualities in early life, through brilliancy, power,

beauty, or position, you will be disliked and avoid

ed, and possibly neglected in your old age if you
do not possess them

; they alone can offset the un

pleasant and unattractive phases of old age, and

unless they are cultivated in early life it will be

almost impossible to acquire them when needed.

I believe the wave of theosophical thought which

is passing over the earth will serve to dignify and

glorify old age as orthodox religion has failed to

do While our churches teach respect to the aged,

they do not teach the advantages and desirability

of long life. They impress us with the idea that
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a young angel occupies quite as exalted a position

as an old one in the heavenly choir; and youth

seems to have the advantage in the next world as

well as this. The belief in re-incarnation and all

that belief involves will work a vast change in hu

man thought in this respect. The value of a long

and varied experience in this phase of life will, if

properly utilized, be of vast account to us when we

return, as we must, to still further develop the di

vine element within us.

The earnest and sincere student of re-incarnation

must desire a long and complete life; he must wel

come sorrow as well as joy, pain as well as pleas

ure, since only through these well-borne experiences

can he hope to occupy a better and higher position

in his next earth life. He does not believe that he

can repent upon his death-bed for an ill-spent

existence, and bathe in the glory of paradise through

eternity- He knows that as he sows shall he reap,

and that he must carve out his future position by
the use of his opportunities here. The more ex

tended those opportunities, the better. He does

not think that the &quot;time of his usefulness is
past,&quot;

and that he has nothing more to do save to die,

because he has reached three score years and ten.

He believes that while he has the power to think he

is still carving out position and events for his com

ing incarnation, and therefore he rejoices in life.

Once let the old people be filled with this thought
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and the young must respect and venerate them, and

find in them that strength, help, guidance which

so few old people ever give. It is a great step to

ward the uplifting of old age when the head of an

orthodox church preaches re-incarnation from the

pulpit a miracle which occurred in one of our prom
inent parishes recently, and which argues still

greater miracles for those who listen and under

stand.



TIME S SWEEPING DAY.

New Year always seems to me like Time s sweep

ing day. Bright and early, like a good servant, he

is up and setting the world in order for us. He

flings old dates, old almanacs, old account-books,

old reckonings all into the ash-barrel, and he bun

dles together all our old worries, our grudges, our

sorrows, our fears, and gets them ready for the rag

man to carry to the pawnshop of tne past.

It seems to me the basest sort of ingratitude when

we pull open these bundles, and scatter the contents

over the clean new year which Time has set in such

ship-shape order.

What must the patient old fellow think of us

when he sees an old thread-bare worry hanging in

the hallway which he left spick and span but a few

hours previous? And how poorly repaid for all this

care must he feel when he finds dusty old grudges

lying all over the world so recently tidied up for

our pleasure, and moist wash rags of old sorrows

flung upon the carefully swept floor.

There is something wonderfully exhilarating in

the new year to me. It is like a new birth a new

baptism in life. It is like the waking after a Turk-
281
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ish bath, refreshed, clean, strong, vigorous. It

is like Monday morning after a Sunday rest and

sleep.

I think the world stops in its mighty whirl around

the sun on the last night of the old year, shakes

itself like a tired horse out of the harness, breathes

a long breath, and fills its great lungs full of fresh

air ready for a new lunge through space.

On New Year s Day I can feel the new vigor

and force which the world has found, and life al

ways seems to don a new grace.

It seems to me that every living soul ought to

feel on New Year s that there is hope for him in

life, no matter how dark his surroundings, how

utter his failures in the past.

In one year rightly directed he may retrieve lost

fortune, lost reputation, lost happiness, if he will

but think, and resolve, and act. It is no use to re

gret. The people who sit down and regret their

past follies and mistakes are of no earthly use in

the world. But the people who resolve to make

their past errors warnings for the future may climb

to usefulness and success through those very mis

takes.

No one (since Christ) has ever lived a perfect

life and made no mistakes. To err is but human,

and the moment you realize that you have erred,

the moment you wish you had not made the false

step, face the world with a brave heart and real-



TIME S SWEEPING DAY 283

ize that you have gained just so much valuable

knowledge, and that you are just so much bettel

able to meet the new year and go through it wisely.

Do not, I beg of you, drag your useless regrets

into the new year and soil its white pages with

melancholy mourning over a &quot;wasted
past&quot; and a

&quot;ruined life.&quot;

No life is wasted while the human soul is still

in the body, and the brain still able to think and

plan. You may be seventy years old, and all your

past may be a failure, but before you reach seventy-

one you may retrieve your past, and bless the lives

of all near you, by good temper, kind deeds, for

bearance, and unselfishness.

I know a woman of seventy odd years who all

her life has rebelled at her hard lot, and who has

embittered the life of man} near and dear ones by
her constant complaints against the injustice of her

situation; she has prayed for death constantly for

years, and has imagined herself a burden to all her

relatives and friends.

During the last year a great change came over

her, and from a bitter, sarcastic unhappy woman
she has become a brave, hopeful, cheerful one, and

is casting sunshine, joy, and brightness into the

hearts of all who come near her. Already she has

transformed a household by her cheerfulness and

courage, and she now prays for a long life that she

may continue her good work.
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If you are feeling ill and believe your health is

failing I beg of you turn your back on such ideas

New Year s Day. Do not drag your aches and

pains into the young year, but make up your mind

that your body is going to renew its forces with

this new year. You have no idea how much you
can accomplish with this resolution. Do not let

old maladies lap over into the new year. Stop

talking and thinking about your sufferings and they

will leave you, to a degree that will astonish you.

Don t soil the clean windows of the new year with

the mud of your old grudges. Life is too short and

too precious. Be sure that time will avenge you

if you have been wronged. I never received a wrong
or an injury in my life that time did not avenge it

for me, if I let the matter alone.

I do not believe that Providence is a respecter of

persons, and it must do for others what it has done

for me. Whenever I have stopped to avenge my
own wrongs I have always had cause to regret it

afterward, and time has shown me how successfully

it would have been attended to without my inter

vention. It is only human to resent an injury and

to feel an injustice, but do not stop to revenge

yourself, and turn your thoughts away from these

things with the beginning of the new year.

If your record of the past year has been ever so

full of sorrow, sickness, failure, depression or sin,

never mind; bury it all with the old year and turn

a brave, smiling face to the new.
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The world is kind, and there will be more hands

held out ready to help you up than there were ready

to beat you down; and, though you may be at the

bottom of the ladder of health, morals and fortune,

you may climb to the very top before another new

year, if you only believe you can and resolve you
will.



TO LITERARY ASPIRANTS.

My dear young lady : You write me that you are

about to enter upon a literary career, and you ask

me for a letter of general advice and counsel.

You thank me in advance for any suggestions I

may offer which will better enable you to win the

ear of the public, the good favor of the critics, and

the gold of the publishers. You inquire the best

method to get the newspapers talking about you,

as an introduction to the public, and you end by

telling me that you are engaged upon a work which

you believe will create a sensation in literary cir

cles, and that you are bracing yourself to meet the

mingled storm of condemnation and praise sure to

be called forth by your bold, daring, but honest

utterances.

The first thing necessary for you to do, is to find

out your own motive in choosing a literary career.

If you write as the young bird sings, you need no

advice from me. For the great Cause is back of

your thoughts, and will force them to find their

way out as natural springs force their way through

rocks, and nothing can hinder you.
286
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But if you have merely a well-defined literary

ability and taste, you would do well to consider

this step.

What is your attitude toward humanit)
7 ? The

author should be able to instruct, entertain, guide,

or amuse his readers. Otherwise he has no right

to expect their attention, time, or money. If he

writes merely for amusement, let him keep his man

uscript out of the printer s hands.

He who publishes, proclaims his desire to be

appreciated,and you had best discover at once what

your object is in demanding public appreciation and

attention.

If it is merely money, you would be wise to wait

until you fall heir to a comfortable income sufficient

to maintain life during the first ten years of liter

ary pursuits. Save in solitary cases of remarkable

genius, literature requires ten years of apprentice

ship, at least, before yielding the support of its

follower.

People often send me a story or poem begging
me ot find a sale for it as they need the money at

once. They do not realize that it requires from

one to six months to get a MS read by the average

editor, and from one to ten years to get it pub
Jished and paid for, if accepted.

In regard to the practical methods of getting your
work before the public, let me beg of you not to

send it to any well known author, asking him or her
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to &quot;read, criticise, correct and find a publisher for

you.
&quot;

If such a thought has entered your head, remem
ber it has entered the heads of five hundred other

amateurs, and the poor author is crushed under an

avalanche of badly written manuscripts, not one of

which he has time to read. Even if he read them

he could not sell them. No editor will accept what

he does not want through the advice of any author,

however famous.

Write your MS. on one side of the paper only,

and if possible have it copied by a typewriter.

Talent is too plenty, and editors too busy to permit

them to wade through a poorly written manuscript

in search&quot; of something they need. Your manuscript

will receive attention far sooner if it is typewritten.

If you desire the opinion of an expert upon its

merits before sending it to a publisher, you can send

it to some literary bureau and pay for the opinion.

The best and most valuable one I know of is The

Writer s Literary Bureau, Boston, Mass. P. O.

box 1905.

This bureau offers to read manuscripts and give

scientific advice as to their disposal; general advice

based on the defects observed; thorough grammat
ical and rhetorical revision; one or more type-writ

ten copies, at very reasonable rates.

I have known several young authors to sell man

uscripts through thic bureau. The prices they re-
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ceived were small, but beginners as a rule receive

small prices.

I think your opportunities of success will be just

as fair, however, if you send a clear type copy direct

to the editors. They are, after all, the best judges

of what they want, and if you have the patience to

await their delays, and the perseverance to keep on

after repeated failures, you may win success with

them at last. Be sure that you know the first prin

ciples of grammar and spelling before you attempt

to write for publication.

Not long ago I received a letter from a woman
who wished me to advise her in regard to a pub
lisher for a book she was writing. Her letter was

so badly spelled and so ungrammatical in construc

tion that I could scarcely decipher it.

Do not imagine because you feel strongly that

you can write strongly. Feeling and expression

are not twins. To the majority it is given to feel

to the few to express what the many feel.
;

Do not imagine you will have as fair chances of

success in literature as if you had begun your career

twenty-five years ago. The world was never so full

of literary talent as to-day! Competition is there

fore greater and the public standard is higher than

ever before, and all this renders success more diffir

cult for a beginner.

Do not attempt to adopt the style of any author,

Unless you can feel that you can be yourself do not

19
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try to be anybody. A poor original is better than

a good imitation in literature, if not in other things.

Expect no aid from influential friends in any way.

The more wholly you depend upon yourself the

sooner will you succeed.

It is absolute nonsense to talk about &quot;influence&quot;

with editors or publishers. No one ever achieved

a passing fame or success in literature through in

fluence or &quot;friends at court.&quot;

An editor might be influenced to accept one ar

ticle, but he would never give permanent patron

age through any influence, however strong.

Newspaper notoriety cannot make or unmake

your reputation as a writer; if it comes unsought

it may aid you to a certain extent, but if you seek

the cheap methods of personal advertising in the

daily papers, at which some literary aspirants in

these days aim, you will only injure yourself and

retard your own progress. It is natural that the

newspapers should wish to make use of items of

interest concerning successful people; but when

you have to force yourself into print, for advertis

ing purposes, you will lose, not gain by it, as a

woman and a writer.

If your story or poem makes a sensation it may
cause the papers to talk of you, and that you can

not help; but if you cause the papers to talk it will

never make your story or poem a success, and can

only cast a reflection on your good sense and good

breeding.
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Remember that literature is the most uncertain

of all professions, and that one success may be fol

lowed by ten failures. The public is capricious in

its tastes, and the editors are obliged to cater to

this capriciousness. Your articles may be in de

mand to-day at your own prices, and in six months

you may not be able to sell one at any price. If

you write constantly the public will cry &quot;why does

not this author give us a little respite;&quot; and if you
write seldom the critics will declare you are &quot;written

out&quot; and the public will forget you.

If your object is fame, and you desire to be happy
as well as famous, then case yourself in steel armor,

fill your ears with lead, and avoid reading all current

periodicals, that you may not feel, hear, or see the

brutal assaults forever dealt to the successful! Other

wise, you will die ten thousand deaths before your

laurel wreath is firmly settled on your brows.

Seen from a distance, fame may seem to a woman
like a sea bathed in tropical suns, wherein she longs

to sail. Let fame once be hers, she finds it a prairie

fire, consuming, or scorching all that is dearest in life

to her. Be careful before you light these fires with

your own hands.

If, however, you feel great with thoughts, and your

object is to benefit humanity, even at the cost of some

suffering to yourself, if you regard fame as an inci

dent, and money an object you are willing to wait and

labor for, then I bid you God-speed, and congratulate
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you on having been chosen by higher forces as one of

the mental Mother Marys to give forth your divine

brain offspring to help humanity.

But, be sure that you do help not harm human

ity. To the author, of all men, belongs the motto,

&quot;Noblesse oblige.
&quot;

The pen may be used as a weapon with which to

defend the right, but it was never intended as a blud

geon with which to assault people, or wound individ

uals. Neither is it intended as a lancet to pierce the

poison abscesses with which humanity is afflicted, for

when so used it does not effect a cure, but spreads a

contagion.

But, if you reserve your talents for their highest

and strongest uses, all of earthly happiness that is to

be found outside of loving, and being loved, you will

find in your profession. You will have the rapture

that comes from creation, the ecstasy of expression,

the satisfaction of achievement. You cannot be poor,

for the riches of expression will be yours. You may
be your own maid, but queens shall bow to you as a

greater queen in the higher realm of thought.

But, with all these joys you must accept and endure

the mortification of being patronised by those who

would more fitly serve you as menials, criticised by

your inferiors, misunderstood by the stupid, and mis

construed by the envious. A curious, if admiring

public will invade your most sacred privacy, and if

you submit gracefully you will hear the coarse accu-
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sations of the less fortunate, branding you as a &quot;seek

er after notoriety,&quot; &quot;a manipulator of the press.&quot;

If, on the contrary, you shut your doors on the in

quisitive public, and resent its intrusion, you will

hear yourself called selfish, ill-bred, and unworthy the

honors conferred upon you. You must hear your in

dividual traits ridiculed by those who at the same

dme strive to imitate you, and you will be lied about

by those who are anxious to walk in your shadow.

You will hear your most original work called a pla

giarism, and your choicest gems of thought platitudes,

and your loudest detractors will be those who have

never read a line you wrote.

But, all this will not discourage, though it may sad

den you; if you are worthy of your calling, you will

go on and find happiness and contentment in it, and

you will not be hindered or delayed by the babble of

the ignorant, the sneers of the jealous, or the false

hoods of the malicious.

But, my dear young lady, the work you are now en

gaged upon, will not create a sensation. The authors

who stir the hearts and fire the heads of their readers,

and galvanize, the inanimate brains of critics into con

tortions of terror, are the authors who never expect or

desire such a result.

Work which affects the world like this must first

seethe in the heart, and seize on the brain and compel

expression, and so permeate its creator s mind that no

thought of the public can enter until the work is done.



294 AN OPEN LETTER TO LITERARY ASPIRANTS

Unless you are so absorbed in your work that you utter

ly forget the existence of critics or reviewers, you have

no right to call yourself a genius. Talent thinks with

fear and fawning of critics, genius does not remember

that they exist. One bows at the shrine of existing

public opinion, which is narrow with prejudice. The

other bows at the shrine of art, which is as broad as

the universe. You can no more sit down and deliber

ately think up a romance, or a poem, which will elec

trify the reader, than you can argue yourself into a

grand passion, which will render your name historic

like that of Heloise and Abelard. These must come

of their own force, and burn their way out into the

light, with no thought of the audience awaiting them.

Of course you can apply yourself in cold blood and

write shocking, vulgar, or absurd things, which will

startle your readers for a moment, and draw attention

to you as a decollett dress would startle Broadway at

high noon, or a hatless man who ran shouting down

the street would cause people to put their heads out

of the windows. We have had some illustrations of

this method in literature, but it never pays, and it

causes, at best, no more sensation than the unexpect

ed popping of a torpedo.

When genius is stirred by powerful emotion, it pro

duces a sensation of a brilliant meteor, the glow of a

star on fire, the splendor of a tropical sunset; and it

is not granted human brains to go about this deliber

ately. You must feel strongly before you can express
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vividly. If this genius is your dower, and you find

yourself forced from within to utterance, the world

will listen to you weeping, laughing, questioning, un

derstanding, cheering, hissing, praising, maligning

all according to its mental and moral status, and abil

ity to comprehend you and this will be fame.

But, your happiness will have been in the work, not

in what the world says of it, for you will realize that

each opinion is but individual, and that satisfactory

approval mnst come from within, not without.
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Environment is frequently mistaken for constancy.

Many a woman lives forty years true to some early

memory which forty days of close association with the

right man would have demolished. It is circumstances

rather than any inherent difference in nature, that

causes woman to seem more constant to the past than

man.

Ingratitude on the part of my friend wounds me

scarcely more than to detect in him a hasty desire

to repay me for some material favor I have be

stowed out of pure affection. Such a spirit turns

friendship into a mere money exchange, and ren

ders kindness a matter of bargain and sale. How
ever he may disguise the fact, it is the self-centered

man who is hypersensitive about incurring friendly

obligations. The really broad and noble nature ac

cepts them in the spirit in which they are given,

confident that he can pay the debt, not to his

friends, but to humanity, as the true friend would

wish.

There is something vitally wrong in the blood of

man who reveals the same unhealed wound year

after year, for it is the impulse of healthful nature

296
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to heal wounds! So is there something radically

wrong in the make-up of the person who shows you
the same cankering sorrow year after year, for it is

also the wish and purpose of progressive nature

that we shall outgrow our early griefs. He who

does not, has a right to our pity but not to our ad

miration.

I would rather be faithful to my future than to

my past, if it becomes a matter of choice.

Man is not satisfied with the same rude vehicles

and implements which he used two hundred years

ago, and why should he be blamed for progressing

also in the matter of creeds? Just as the torchlight

has given way to electricity, so must dogma give

way to a broader spirituality.

A man once rebuked me for not being orthodox.

&quot;The faith of my childhood, learned at my mother s

knee, is good enough for me!&quot; he said. But the

expanding soul cannot be blamed for finding the

faith of its childhood insufficient, any more than

the full grown man can be blamed for abandoning
the crib and the nursing-bottle of his infancy. It is

only by outgrowing the ideas of our ancestors that

the world advances.

The wife who devotes her self to covering up and

condoning the sins of a notoriously bad husband,

sets a poor example for other and better men.
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The woman who clings to the memory of an un

faithful man, is not constant; she is merely stub

born.

It is impossible for an absolutely passionless

woman to be either just or generous in her judg
ments of humanity at large. It is a strange fact

that she needs an admixture of the baser physical

element, to broaden her spiritual vision, and

quicken her sympathies.

Some people make such an ado about their virtue,

we almost wish they would lose it.

What ever we intensely desire, must come to us.

It is only a question of the force and constancy of

our desire.

Marriage is like the opium habit; once contracted,

difficult to cure. That is why widows and widow

ers are so prone to wed again, and again, even after

the most disastrous experiences.

The most difficult of arts, is that of companion

ship to a loved one who is ill. Devotion alone is

not enough. You must possess the tact and self-

control, to show thoughtfulness without solicitude,

attention without anxiety. You must exhibit sym

pathy, but hide all worry. Only one man in a hun

dred can fill the trying position, and only one

woman in ten.

There are people who would like to get a &quot;cor-
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ner&quot; on all the sympathy in the world. They are

never happy unless everybody they meet is feeling

sorry for them.

Men have broader views; they get outside of

themselves far more than women do. They dwell

less in their own emotions, and are consequently

more interesting companions.

When we cease to feel the neglect of one we

love, we begin not to love. Many a man congratu

lates himself upon the fact that his wife is &quot;becom

ing more sensible,&quot; when she is really becoming in

different.

I think the most cruel judgments in the wqrld

come from the women who resent never having

been tempted themselves.

All beauty is a record of truth and harmony in a

past incarnation. If it divorces those qualities in

this life, it must expect deformity and discord in

the next.

Men boast of their infidelities, women conceal

them.

No soul ever transgressed a divine law without

injuring some innocen 1

: being. There is no absolute

individuality. We aie all linked and lashed to

gether by invisible and indissoluble threads, spun
down from the Great Source. When any man
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attempts to extricate himself he but more hopeless

ly interlaces and snarls the net-work which unites

us all.

God pardons a kind lie sooner than a vicious

truth.

The term &quot;Ladies man&quot; always suggests a frivol

ous nature, some thing even more intolerable in a

man than in a woman.

Loneliness is an all-pervading consciousness of

self.

Many an overzealous reformer imagines he is

teaching morality, when he is really giving instruc

tions in vice. It is dangerous to describe an evil

too closely, in order to warn against it. I have seen

hell so warmly depicted on canvas that a shivering

beggar drew near it fascinated, unmindful of the

cold church edifice opposite.

Were it not a seeming blasphemy, I should like to

improve upon the Bible injunction &quot;Ask and ye

shall receive&quot; in this wise: &quot;Ask for others and ye

shall receive for yourselves!&quot; For of this truth I

am certain, the more utterly forgetful we are of our

ow&quot;n needs in our anxiety for others, (not in mere

actions but in our deepest hearts) the more we are

remembered and cared for by divine forces.

It often seems in this world, when a soul is floun-
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dering in a net-work of sin s weaving, striving to

extricate itself, that the devil like a great spider

comes along and spins new meshes about it.

Those who belong to each other spiritually, will

find each other and dwell together through eterni

ties of love.

The most unfortunate being is he who has no one

dependent upon him for support. However poor

such a man may be, he is wise if he takes a cat, a

dog, or a blind beggar to care for, in order that he

may get out of himself.

Nothing flatters a man s vanity so much as being

told that he is not like other men. .

It is better to believe in an error than in noth

ing.

When we ask for long life we ask to weep over

many biers.

If there had been no God originally, the devout

belief of billions of souls in his existence would-

long ago have called him into being. How curious,

then, if instead of God creating man, man created

God.

Wrinkles are only dimples grown old.

If to be constant with old friends, necessitates

staying back with old ideas, I must submit to the
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accusation of fickleness. I claim the right to follow

the leadings of my spirit and my intelligence; no

matter what ties and associations are left in the

rear. I would rather merit the friendship of my
higher self, than the approbation of my companions
of the past.

The chivalry of the average man consists in de

fending a woman against every man save himself.

It is the woman who feels the strongest in her

virtue and secure in her social position who is

most fearless in her efforts to uplift the afflicted

and unfortunate.

1 It may be true that whatever is choice is always

exclusive; but whatever is exclusive is not always

choice.

I sometimes think God must be a woman He is

expected to forgive so much.

We warn our sons with loud voices against the

dangers of the wine cup and the gaming table; but

too many of us sit silent while our daughters con

tract habits of malicious speaking and envious crit

icism, which are quite as great evils in Society to

day, as intemperance, or gambling.

You may as well talk of hiding the glory of the

sunrise from the earth, as the fervor of a great pas

sion from the object which inspired it.
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As a garment long worn becomes impregnated
with the odors of the body, so the atmosphere of a

house becomes saturated with the essence of the

spiritual nature of its inhabitants.

Many a low rascal on earth, boasts of his noble

ancestors under ground.

Did you ever think how curious it is that a man

expects a whole Eternity of bliss from a Ruler who
denies him a single month of it here.

As malice creates malice, so often generosity

arouses generosity.

The fact that a man bears an excellent reputation

among men, is no proof that he may not be the

worst possible companion for a woman.

The world is full of good hearted yet short sight

ed people who brand any man as an infidel whose

ideas of divine worship differ from their own.

Prayer is the key to heaven. It admits us to ch,

sacrament of angels.

A very benevolent heart is seldom coupled with

a cautious head.

There are triumphs sadder than any defeat; there

are joys more painful than any grief.

He who said that love, to be sincere, must be of

slow growth, that man was a fool.
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As God said unto the darkened world, Let

there be light&quot; and there was light, so unto many
a slumbering heart he has said &quot;Let there be love,&quot;

and there was love. Radiant, glowing, eternal, as

is the splendor of the sun in the heavens.

Thoughtlessness is the consort of selfishness; and

the two are parents -of crime.

When will a man ever learn that he can not offer

a greater insult to the woman he has once professed

to love, than to call her his &quot;friend.&quot;

&quot;Last times&quot; are always sad.

It is the ripe fruit which falls when a south wind

shakes the tree.

He sat for more than an hour, trying to analyze

his feelings. When a woman does that, ten to one

she is in love. When a man does it, ten to one he

is not.
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