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ADVENTURES IN ANTI-LAND

i OTE W™ the banoer screamed ot me, 1 went

in. The elevator starter informed me Chat
some poble women, animated by a keen sense of polies
ical duty, and fearful that the men of New York S Eade
imight vote wrong if 126 to themselves, had st wp shop
here to teach them what was what. Om the third foor
I would find them, be said, egquipped with choipsign
literature, speakers, and an educationz! phonograph. 1
went U,

I pearly made a mistake and entered a door marked
“hre. Arthae M., Dodge—Private” Just m time
mved myseli from mtruding mio the sanctum of the
high proestess of woman's duty, Everyone knows what
woman's duty is—and I blusked to thimk of whst sacred
and tender stene [ would thus redely have burst in
upon, BMre Arthor M, Dodge would have heen engaged
in suckling a baby, at the very least,

When [ entered the other door, the educational pho-
nograph was being played. I gathered that it was an
anti-saflrage speech. A wery efficient woman in a shirt-
waist and stif collar stood Oeteming. Twa men ofcm-
pied chairs. 1 alse listened, curicusly, In a Hat metal-
lic woice the machine was smying: “Chivalry must b
preserved.”  Knowing something of the laws of chiv-
aley, 1 planced quickly at the two men, sxpecting them
to leap shamefacedby to their fect and offer thelr chairs
to the standing lady. Bab they continued fo sit

I listened tn the machine agam. It was saymng:
“Woman's place is 18 the heome"” 1 locked &t the
winan, She was nodding approval.

“That's a good recond,” she said ad 3t fmished. The
mvey ageeed with hec hastily, [ picked up 3 pamphlet
from the table, and tead: “Neo such revolutionary
change as that which praposes o 1ake woman from the
high place she now helds and where men kve to leave
her, and put ber brawling in the market-place, can ever
suceeed,”

When the woman had fimshed makiikg arrangements
for the sale or tent of 2 certain number of the records,
and the men had gone she turned to me

“What can [ do for you?" she asked,

[ for me? What could you do for me, but eon-
ginuwe to be what you are—a womai! T beg you, dear
maiaim, to preserve those peerless prerogatives mherent
in your sex, those charms and graces which exalt you
and make voa the ormament snd devoted companion of
ntam,  You are iodeed o quesn, and your empice @5 the
domestic kingdom, The geestest trimmphs you weld
achieswe in public life fade into insignificance, madam,—
fade ntn insignificance, I say, compared with the serens
glory which radiates from the domestic shrine, which
you (lhemine and warm hy |:|:-:|1ju,gu.1 and cmatherly wir
tues ™

1 might have said this, quoting from the statement by

Floyd Dell

Jamesd, Cardmal {nibbons,
But T didn't

whick I held in my hand.
I was aframd she would think I was
crizy. 1 merely said; "I want o pet some of your
liderature.”

“Certainly,” she said, and peocceded o sell me Afty
cenls' warth., At beast ghe charged me fifty cents for it

In one of the ppmphlets I read, while standing theee,
of the shyness with which thé women who opposed
woman - suffrage had o conbend "'].'Jll.';r can fessed,
sdid the pamphlet, "to a struggle hefore they could
iRk ik thelr minds o come forward”

I Pooked at the woman before me with & new ad-
iiration,  Had she had to stroggle with herself before
she could comes forward and aell anti-sufrage pam-
phiets? Mo doubt, no doobt Buot bike a Spartan
mither, ghe concealed her agony, She did up my
pamphlets without a trace of soffering and tock my
fifty cents with apparent cheerfulness, One would have
thought she actually enjfoyed being there in that public
place and talking to caseal strangers. One might even
have imagired that she preferred it to the sacred duoty
of cooking. She locked as if she relished the idea of
earning twenty-five dallars o week,  Ah| thowghe T—
the heroism and the hypocrisy of woman !

Bur | was only beginndag to leam.—Fifty  cents!
Thise pamphlats are worth thousands of dellars to me
if they are worth a cent! 1 beacned about women from
thiemi, There is that master pegpchologist, the lon.
Elihu Eoot and Mr. Henry L. Stimeon, former sscre-
tary of war, who lme searched out the decpest decrets
of Waoman's heart There s Frofessor William T.
Sedgwick, that noted biologist, Curator of Glass Jars
in the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, and Dr.
Charles Loomis Dana, who faught physiclogy in a
wiman's medical college in the 80's, and more recently
became professor of nervous dissases at a place called
Belleviue Hoepital Medical School—onme of the world's
leading neuralogists. {You bavent beard of them?
Well, sirch 1= fame!y  There iz the anmnymoie school-
boy whnse essay on Feminism iz peprinted from the (T
papular Keeieze, there iz the lavender-ecented old kady
who writes editorisls for the Mew York Timer, and
fimally there are the shy but huslor-voiced anti-suffrage
ladies themeelves,

From all these T Fearned the frae nature of wompn

And [ wane to (&l vou it is eomething to bearn T can

hardly believe it myself, T thought 1 Esew what
women were like [ bad had some slight experience of
the sex, s a son, a brather, 3 husbansd, a lover, 1 had
played with them, studied with them, worked begide

them i factorses and offices, danced with them, dined
with them, walked with them, taliked with them—
And I had all along considered them persons jost like
mem, only nicer—some of them wvery mach micer. 1

had confided B themi, and fistened to their seerots:
anked their advice and talken {e: ssught out their so-
ciety on all possibie oocasions ; liked to have them abont
wherever 1 was, st waork or at play, sharing together
tles glory, the jor. the comedy and the burden of the
warld. 1 thought, wou see that they were perscns like
myseli

Well, they aren't. 1 know better mow, And [ sbud-
der bt think how T have besi deceived. D Charles
L. Dang, he of the 188 medical college, puat me an the
reghit track. “There are i says, and 1 italicise the
warde, “rome fondamental diferences beliven the tromy
and the mervons Shwmcturer of women ond mem, The
fradn-stem of womon iv pelatively—"  But 1 cannot
go-on with it—it [ too pamfol.  Suffice it to say that
there are differedces between the dexes. “1 do nat say,”
concedes Tir. Dana magsanimously, “that they will pre-
vent a woman from woting, bt they will prevent hber
fram ever becoming a man. -. . " T bad nat thowght
af that!

"Wo one can deny,” he says, "that the mean weight
of the 0. T. and C. 5. in & nian 5 42 and in waman 38;
or: that there is a significant Jifference in the pelvic
girdle." Ah, thai fatal difference in the mean weight
of the . T_and C. 5. To think that | bad gone amang
thent for years williout nutil."m.-g' 1]

Dir. Sedgwick, the noted bislopist, poes further. He
a@ivea “facts which are not generally discussed in the
newgpapers”  And thoeefore, of course, not gemperally
There = the dark and terrible fact, for in-
stance, that every twenly-eight—no, 1 oot bring my-
gelf to tell 3t It &6 too sinister, too disilusiomizing.

O cowrae; | Biew abooe these things—qnite Intlmate-
ly, mdeed. I knew that women kad babies. and that
gvety twenfy-erght—m shoct, T knew. But T did ol
know the dreadinl significance of these things. T did
ot know that they cot woman off forever from polit-
ical apd Infellectaal 1ife.

But they de! These great scientific asthoribes say
g0, afed b st be troe. Thede things, innocent a8 they
always seemed to me, have marked woman as a thing
apart from the life of mankind.  She does not thiok as
man thinks; her whole psychiology is dermnged by the
Eact of ber sex; much of the time she & practically m-
sane, amd at o time s she to be trosted to ke panl
it man's afairs. She iz chrogically gueer; of an “on-
atabile precesity.™ Sbhe is not in fact & persomn at all
capabile of thinking and acting for berself; others must
think and act for her. Tf permitted to belave as a free
and imdependent human being, she would do infury to
herself and the community,

knerwi.

Throwsgh all this there runs a strain of dark {mplea-
tion, which T have met before—in the speculations of
gavape medicine-men oo “the mysterions sex™ Sir




(-]

Almroth Wright echoes the chiel seientific authority of
th:Ekﬂi.inEmrﬂmmNigﬂ:i:, who “as no one can
deny” hag thought deeply upon the fact that woman is
niirked recurringly ‘with & sanguine sign, and subject
to the dreadiinl magic of childbarth. She iz therefore
ot an any account to be allswed te toeh A weapon
that 1z to be used in hunting—her inflaence would briog
bad luck, “The reverberations of her physiolegical
emergencies, says Sir Almreth—how this phrase would
plemes Adym, the prest witch-doctor who liwes mear
Ol

This witch-doctor view of womankind is stated, mli-
plied, expanded, argued, arged, wtl, overborne by the
weight of authority, T am compelled to accept it as the
eight one. [ hate to do it Tt harts me to believe soch
things of the girls 1 have always got along so well
with. T don't like it at all. Bak T must face the truth,

Well; what then? Then, say the pamphlete, leep her
clnse, don't et her cut, ahove all don't let her meddis
with men's affairs. T should think not!
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sway from me! She gives me the creeps to think of.
Have | been associating umawares with that kind of
creature® Playing with i, talking to it touching ft—7
Let me refice to a monastery,

Bat the pul'l'u_bh]zl: pazzle me. Hl\'i.ng established
these dark facts abous woman, they tell you fo cherish
her, worship her, make her the queen of the kitchen
and the nursery and the bedroom, the consalation and
delight of your life. Fhy, [ should like to lnow

[ can't ged any consolation or delighe out of that
kind of creatore. | can™ hear even to read abowt
her. I don't want to cherish ber, 1 doo't want to
protect her, I don’t want aoything to do with her.
James, Cardinal Gibbons way =ay what he likes, buot
I will be damuped & [T will enjoy the “conjugal vir-
tnes" with & woman who isn't fit to vote, If woman
iz like that, a1l 1 san say is—iake her away!

Apparently Th:}' have persunaded me of too mach,
these pamphlets,  They show sot merely that wpman
isn"t fit to vote, they give good ressons for believing

And yet—can these people be mistaken?—I bawve
known women whe were mothers; T bave seen some-
thing of the discomiort and the delight thae childeen
hring; [ have helped put r.r;piug' habies to sleep, and
felt the delicions softness of infantile fesh against
my chesk. And in all this there sepmied to he moth-
ing dehmanizing. I never {ailed to regard woman,
im spite of her babies, as o person, a fellow human
heing.

What if 1 were right, after all?

Suppose it were true that woinen ace lke men,
only, o us, sweeter, lovelier, more desirable com-
panions==and with the same sense, the same biter-
ests, the same need of woark and play®

T coald go on LHving in that kind of world And,
frankly, T can't live in the other. ['d just as soom
commit anicide. The nighimare of snmii-suffrage op-
presses me, I owill go bhack to my own country,
where a waman 1s a perasi, with a masd and will of
her own, fit for all the rough, sweet nses of this

Give ber the wote? Glve her nothing. Fesp her  that she ssn't it to live,

Woman

The Wind To the Trees

HERE hath sha gone, O haughty suecalyptus?
Where lath she gone, O cedars on the hills?
Livesak and cypeess, tell me of ber going—
Where 15 she bidden for whom [ have heen secking,
Secking with an anguish and ardor that threills?

Where hath she gome, O my trees of the forest,
Wha, in her youlh, bore nny baffeting with you—

She who hath faced me in mons of beginning,
Sealwart and staunch and defiant and troe?

Where have ve bidden her for whom 1 mist sorrow,
Who with ber mate, amd ler fast enclosed chifd

Marched leagues againgt me, my rage Qvercoming,

Hardy as her brothers and thewed for endurance,
Flad of my song in the darkness and the wild?

Tl T dhoriov

We have oot seen her, who onde was our belaved,

Ouar dear familiae, onr close and constant friend,
Leaves would we give, to clothe her spleadid basom,
Blpssoms would offer, o erown ber high borne head—

On the dark earth must cur petals fmd an end,

Bhe, who would lean against our trunks for her resting,
She, whose lsthe arm wreniched odr désd boughs from life,

She, who was pleased by the shelter of cur branches,
Dirinks no mere sap, from the back that knew her kanife

Where hath she gose?  Ah, Brother Wind, we know not.
Sing we ber dirgs, who climbs mot to her own;

Where we are stfofig to steengthen her in labor,
He who opee came with her, now comes o o, alone!

The Neighboring Sea Calls Out

She 18 naot dead, though she is wan and pallid—
Towmn 1o my shored, my wave-swept beaches clean,

Slowly she comes, and brings her puny children,
Whes all ny mood is gentle and serene

harash and 11.a.'n1rl.r life.

Returning

She hath Topt Isesrt for majesty and rapiure,

And dares not hear the choral song 1 sing—
Sad as the jetsam that 1 spum and scatier—
Fearful to yield her to my rough caresses—

Ehe duzes not seize of me the pifts I woild bring.

She, whom we worshipped, wind and ssa together,
Trees on the hillocks, and summits wonder-etad,
She i a queen dethroned, a faith unhonored,
A land-locked, silent bay, voiceless and sad,

A- Wﬂmm H:BI!. Ri.l:!, ﬂﬂﬂ“’cl‘l

Hearken, my brothers, Wind of grest complainme,
Tiwes of the foress, where the hills stand high,

Sea of great healthy mwsic; 1 am coming—

Hearken, my brothers, for Lo! [ am returning |
ield dp pour quﬁr.'nm now, for sarely it i [

Upen is the houvse door, riven is my prisan,
Wide is my cloister and the way winds free;
I am but Raccid=for loog 1 have been {dbe—
[ am but wasted by the years' capiivity.

Yet have 1 lungs, to draw thee to my hosom,
O Wind of storms and bulfetingz sublime,
O Wind of atters;, unscenied in our citics,
0 Wind unresting and imhaite as Time!

(0 trees beloved, around your boles 1 Hing me,
'Weath spreading boaghs, i passianate deep peace

And when my children shall have peed of climbing,
Them to your arms shall my feeble arms release!

) zez creative [ have loved thee ever—

Yea, 1 will lave me thy child i thes content!
Ztrong in old rapture wpan thy heaving combors—
Strong in new coagoest upon thy cold bloe waters—

Seroiger and stropger now, as thy Creiter meant,

Sing ye no. dirge, O brothers, for my dying!
I am not desd, indeed, nor yei resigned 1o die.
Hather is mew life begotten now within me:
I am retisrming, sing ye for my coming :
I am coming strong and free ps was that elder J—
Woman to her earth, ber motherland returning—
Skromg to seck her own and reign—0 brotherse 3t 1z 1!
ManoveEnme WinEinaes.




	Screen Shot 2014-07-07 at 8.35.48 AM
	Screen Shot 2014-07-07 at 8.36.10 AM
	Screen Shot 2014-07-07 at 8.36.22 AM

