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FOREWORD TO CRITICS AND CLERGYMEN

BEFORE you express your opinion too loudly regarding
the last chapters of this book, the author respectfully
suggests that you read the following editorial which appeared
in the “Harbinger of Light.”

“Communication is possible, but one must obey the laws,
first finding out the conditions. I do not say it is easy, but it
is possible ; and I have conversed with my friends over yonder,
just as I can converse with any one in this audience now.”

Sir OLiver LoDGE.

“Only a few weeks ago a Captain Chaplain drew a pathetic
picture of the deaths of some of ‘the boys' at the front and
comforted his hearers with the inspiring assurance that ‘they
had passed painlessly into the night from which no mortal
has ever returned!” He is evidently another of the clergy who
‘do not know.” As a matter of fact, the gallant souls re-
ferred to did not pass into ‘night’ at all—either painlessly
or painfully! They passed into the spiritual pAWN, and as
they gradually recovered consciousness the light around them
increased, and, to their mexpressxble joy, they eventually found
themselves in an environment of translucent brightness.
‘Night,’ indeed, for such self-sacrificing heroes! Then, again,
what authority, apart from Shakespeare, has this ‘spiritual
guide’ for the assertion that these departed warriors cannot
return? His Bible certainly contradicts him. A battalion of
old Israelitish fighters returned when Elisha was hard pressed
by his foes, and if they could return in those times, why cannot
our brave lads return to-day?

“Samuel also returned and spoke to Saul; one of the old
prophets returned and conversed with John; and at the time of
the Crucifixion the streets of Jerusalem were thronged with
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FOREWORD vii

sequently his authority for the attitude he assumes. Let them
ask him these questions:—

“1—Are you familiar with the experiences and declarations
of Sir Oliver Lodge, Sir William Crookes, Sir William
Barrett, Dr. Alfred Russel Wallace, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle,
Professor Zollner, Professor Lombroso, Professor Richet,
Professor Hyslop, Bishop Welldon, Archdeacon Wilberforce,
Rev. Dr. Dearmer, Rev. Dr. F. Holmes-Duddon, Rev. Dr.
Norman Macilean, Archdeacon Colley, Rev. F. Fielding-Ould,
M. A, Rev. Arthur Chambers, Rev. Chas. L. Tweedale, F. R.
G.S., and a multitude of other authoritative investigators?

“2—Have you ever sat with a well developed medium, or in
amy other way persomally investigated what are kmown as
psychic or Spiritualistic phenomena? 1f the replies to these
questions are in the negative—and they certainly will be in
nine cases out of ten—it may very safely be assumed that
the clergyman does not possess the necessary qualifications for
expressing any opinion whatever on the subject. He may, how-
ever, express it all the same, but it should not be allowed to
carry the slightest weight.

“Surely no exception can be taken to these terms! They
are based upon reason and common sense, and should be ac-

cepted without demur.”
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THE WORLDS AND 1

CHAPTER 1
THE LiTTLE DAYS

MY literary career was in a large measure begun before
my birth through prenatal influences.

The mother who wishes her unborn child to possess certain
tastes, talents or qualities, cannot bring about the desired re-
sult by merely thinking of it. Thought is only constructive
when it is charged with intense feeling and emotion. Powder
scattered lightly over a large surface does not project a bullet
to the mark, but compressed into a small space and given the
right impetus, the lead is sent to the bull's-eye. So, desultory
thought is wasted, while focused thought creates that which
it desires, The expectant mother whose thought is focused
mtensely in any special direction attracts to herself out of
space the Ego awaiting reincarnation best calculated by its
former lives to use her thought; and she impresses upon its
embryo mind, in the important months which ensue, the na-
ture of her wishes.

My mother, always a devotee at the shrine of literature
(and having in her own mind the seed of poetic fancy) found
berself for the first time in her life with a large library at her
command during the months preceding my advent. She com-
mitted to memory whole cantos of Byron, Moore, and Scott,
and mentally devoured the plays of Shakespeare, as well as
various works of fiction. Curiously enough, she believed that
the child she was carrying under her heart was to be a novelist.
Always she spoke of me before my birth (so aunts and a
grandmother as well as she have told me) as a daughter

who was coming into her ripened life (I was the youngest
17



18 THE WORLDS AND I

of four children) to carry out her own unrealized ambitions. :
“My child will be a girl,” she said, “and she will be a writer; .
she will follow literature as a profession ; she will begin young, .

and she will travel extensively and do all the things I have .

wanted to do and missed doing.”
When, at the age of seven and some months, she found me

printing on scraps of paper a story about the love of Mr.

Larkspur for Miss Hollyhock, and the jealousy occasioned
by a roving bee, she did not join in the surprise of other mem-
bers of the family, but said, “I expected her to do these things.”

e

. I

So my crude, early efforts met with encouragement from the .

start, and my ambitions were fired by my mother’s often ex- -

pressed belief in my abilities.

I think I did not differ from other small children in any
particular, save, perhaps, in my lack of interest in dolls. All
my dolls were carefully laid in a drawer until some doll-loving
little visitor came, when they were produced. I wanted kit-
tens or puppies for playthings, particularly kittens. Dolls

were 8o cold and inanimate, kittens so warm and responsive.

I S S TV P R

I have all my life found wonderful companionship in cats. -

Dogs, too, have been dear friends and comrades. The only

doll which left any memory in my child life, was a crooked-
necked yellow summer squash which I dressed up in a bit of
lace and tied a string about its waist and called “Mary.” 1
insisted that she strongly resembled a little blonde neighbor,
Mary Hart by name. A few years afterward, my sister was
amused because I saw a resemblance to this same Mary Hart
in a shock of yellow wheat tied in the middle. Mary was
very slim of waist and very golden in coloring.

I believe I was rather an amiable child, yet I had very
naughty spells when quite young. Visiting my grandmother
and aunts at the age of three, I was (unwisely) allowed
to sit at the table with my elders and partake of all the
goodies under which the table groaned. When pie time
came, I grew obstreperous, because hot mince pie, not cold,
was served. I kept shrieking, “I want a piece of coLp mince
pie!” My mother wished to take me away from the table, but
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Amt Abigail said, “The poor little dear must have what she
vants.” So she hurried to the kitchen and cooled a piece of
pie by holding it in a pan of cold water. When she returned,
I was kicking my heels on the floor, screaming lustily,
and, refusing the cold mince pie, I declared I wanted my pie
bot! My mother applied a hot hand instead. In all my
mother’s life afterward, whenever I expressed an intense
desire in her hearing, she would say: “Oh, yes, I know,
you want a piece of coLD mince pie.”

Another droll little story was told me about myself be-
tween the ages of two and three. A small boy, named Eddie,
came to call with his mother, who said she thought Eddie
and Ella would make good playmates. I looked at the boy
intently for a moment, ran into the kitchen, and reappeared
with a tin wash-dish and a rag in my hand. My mother in
amazement asked me what I was doing. I replied, “I am
going to wash Eddie’s face before I play with him.” When,
i later life, I showed an impulse to try and improve people
physically, mentally, or morally, without any requests on their
part, I was reminded of this early incident. In the country
veighborhood, I was recognized, from the age of eight to
fourteen, as a child prodigy, and my teachers gave me praise,
far in excess of my merits, as I recall those early efforts in
prose and verse. I loved to give my imagination full sway,
and “Composition Day,” the dread of most children, was to
me a delight Two of my teachers instituted a monthly
school-magazine (made of sheets of note-paper fastened by
a ribbon) to which the scholars contributed. My effusions
were prominent under my own name and several pen-names.
Various narratives, essays, verses, and a special line of conun-
drums and little jokes about my schoolmates, appeared in each
number of the magazine. Before this, however, I had
finished, at the age of nine, a novel whose title page read
as follows:

MiINNIE TIGHTHAND AND MRs. DUNLEY
A TrRUE STORY
By ELLA WHEELER
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The novel contained ten chapters; and was “bound”
paper torn off the kitchen wall. The first four chapters we:
headed by lines of original verse. This, my maiden effort :
verse, described the heroine—

A head covered with pretty curls;
A face white as the snow,

Her teeth are like handsome pearls;
She’s tall and stately too.

Mrs. Grant, the “woman villain” of the story, was describ«
as “Neither handsome nor pretty, but always fretty.”

Under the sub-title of “A Death,” in one chapter the fc
lowing couplet appears:

Death came down so stilly
So softly, so chilly.

After the fourth chapter was finished, the family di
covered my occupation and the reason for my continual n
quests for scraps of paper. An older brother, then mas
grown, hearing my story and verses, volunteered the inform:
tion that novelists never wrote the verses which headed the
chapters, but selected them from the works of a poet.
distinctly recall my mental depreciation of novelists, and 2
accompanying augmentation of respect for poets, after
brother’s statement. I permitted the remaining chapters |
go into my book without couplets.

The next verses which I recall were composed for ti
school-magazine and were of a somewhat personal characte
A little girl living just across the road from my home w:
named Ophelia Cramer. Down the road, on the way to tl
school, lived Homer Benson, who chanced, that summer, -
be the chosen cavalier of Ophelia, always waiting for h
before he went to school and walking on her side of the roa
as we returned home. Naturally, they were subjected {
much teasing from other children. In my own home, a
aged and toothless dog was fed on a corn-meal diet, whic
my mother prepared for his sustenance. To the schoo
magazine I contributed the following classic stanza:



THE LITTLE DAYS 21

“An old dog’s bread is made of meal,”
Said Homer Benson to his Ophel.

“I know it, love,” she said, with a sigh,
“And if they did not eat it, they’d surely die.”

From that early stage onward, through my teens, my
literary proclivities and mental powers were influenced by
reading the New York Mercury, New York Ledger, Waverly,
Petersom, Godey, and Demarest’s Magazine, and novels of
Ouida, Mary J. Holmes, and Mrs. Southworth. This emo-
tional literature naturally had its influence upon my imagina-
tion, and caused me to live in a world quite apart from that
of my commonplace farm environment, where the post-office
was five miles distant, mail came only two or three times a
week, and the call of a neighbor was an event. Instead of
this life, I was mentally living in enchanted realms, sur-
rounded with luxury and beauty, and enjoying the romantic
adventures of the heroines of fascinating fiction. I think I
was nine years old when I saw my first editor.

He came from Madison with a railroad official to ask for
subscriptions for some proposed new line of railroad. He
ame in a “covered carriage”’—my idea of elegance and
wealth, as I rarely saw anything better than lumber-wagons
or runabouts. I came from school, a long mile walk, on a hot
summer afternoon, tired and curious to know who was within.
As I entered the room, some member of the family presented
me, and the editor took me on his knee.

“You look as delicate as a city girl,” he said. ‘““You ought
to be more robust, living in this fine country air.” Editors
bave said many kind things of me since then, but nothing
which ever gave me such a sense of being a superior being
as that To look like a city girl—what joy! Yet I had
never seen a city girl then, I am sure.

During my fourteenth year, the New York Mercury, which

had been sent us by Aunt Abigail, living near Ja@l_l&_‘__

Wisconsin, ceased to come. Aunt. Abigail no longer su
scribed for it. I missed its weekly visits with an intensity
saarcely to be understood by one who has not known the same
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Promenade” column. The verses appeared anonymously with

i half-column of sarcastic ridicule by the editor, which he

dosed by saying that the author of the lines so.crucified was

able to write very acceptably in prose, and he trusted she
would “never again attempt poetical expression.” Humiliated
aad crushed, but only temporarily, I rose to new attempts,
and my first published verses appeared under my own name,*
in the Waverly Magazine, shortly afterward. Three short
poems sent to Frank Leslie’s publishing house brought me a
check for ten dollars. This aroused in me such ambitions,
that I proceeded to the nearest book store, twelve miles distant
(riding to town on a high spring seat beside my brother in
a lumber-wagon filled with bags of wheat for market), and
there I wrote down the addresses of a dozen magazines and
weeklies and began to bombard them with my effusions. Hav-
ing had my first manuscripts published (even though one had
been riddled by ridicule), I believed that the path to literary
tainment was a flowery one; but at the end of the next three
| months I had become so accustomed to the “respectfully
declined” note from various editors that a check for forty
dollars, which was finally sent me by Frank Leslie’s house,
proved almost a nervous shock.

To possess such a sum of money all at once was a wonder-
ful and inspiring experience, and it set my brain afire with
new fancies. Many of the poems appeared in the Leslie and
R Harper publications without my name attached, as was the
custom in those days, and I at once proceeded to send them,
properly autographed, to country newspapers in Wisconsin.
This led some of the editors no doubt to the belief that they
| bad “discovered” and launched me, while in truth my verses
] bad previously been published and paid for by New York and
Boston editors.

Until I began to earn money, the neighbors had criticised
' my mother for keeping me out of the kitchen and allowing me
. to “scribble” so much. But when they found me able, with

one day’s work at my desk, to hire an assistant in the house

for a month they began to respect my talent.
I wish the scores of grown men and women who write to
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me for “aid and influence” in getting into print could know
just how I found my way into the favor of editors. It was
by sheer persistence. It never occurred to me to ask advice
or assistance of others. I am glad it did not, for the moment
we lean upon any one but the Divine Power and the divinity
within us, we lessen our chances of success. I often receive
letters now from writers in the West, asking me to use my
influence with editors in their behalf and saying, “You must
realize from your own early struggles how impossible it is
to get a start in an Eastern periodical without a friend at
court.” No more absurd idea ever existed. Eastern editors
are on the lookout for new talent constantly, and if a writer
possesses it, together with persistence, he will succeed whether
he lives in the Western desert or in the metropolis, and without
any friend at court. All such literary aspirants are requested
to read these pages and learn how I found my “friend at
court”—the will in my own soul, and the patient and persistent

effort of mind and heart and hand. Miles from a post-office,

more miles from a railroad, and far from any literary center,

without one acquaintance who knew anything about literary

methods or the way to approach an editor, I pounded away

at the doors of their citadels with my childish fist until they

opened to me.

I recently came across a curious set of little home-made
books where I kept my accounts long ago—a page for the
poems sent to Frank Leslie’s, another to Harper's Bazar and
W eekly, another to Demarest’s, and so on through the list; and
then the various journeyings of a poem, eight, nine, ten times
to New York or Boston and back again before it folded its
wings and rested in some editor’s nest of “accepted manu—
scripts.” I am sure I made many blunders and wrote muchm
trash, and when advice was volunteered I did not value it as
highly as I should. I felt I alone must make my climb toward
the heights I sought, and no one could “boost” me up.

I soon filled the house with all the periodicals we had time
to read, and in addition the editors sent me books and pictures
and bric-a-brac and tableware—articles from their prize-lists,
which were more precious than gems would have been to me.
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They served to relieve the bare and commonplace aspect of
the home, and the happiness I felt in earning these things with
my pen is beyond words to describe.

About the time I appeared in print, I left the country
school. My record there had been wretched in mathematics,
while excellent in grammar, spelling, and reading. I lost in-
terest in study, and my mind would not focus itself upon
books. I lived in a world of imagination, and pictured for
myself a wonderful future. In this I was encouraged at
home by the ambitions of my mother, who despised her life
and felt herself and her family superior to all her associates,
and was forever assuring me (and them as well!) that my
future would be wholly apart from my early companions.

Fortunately for me and for all concerned, I was a healthy
and normal young animal, fond of my comrades, and enjoying
their sports, into which I entered with zest, despite my mental
aspirations and literary tendencies. But feeling I must re-
ceive a better education, the family made great sacrifices to
send me to Madison University.

I was not happy there; first, because I knew the strain it
put upon the home purse; second, because I felt the gulf be-
tween myself and the town girls, whose gowns and privileges

revealed to me, for the first time, the different classes in
American social life; and third, because I wanted to write and
did not want to study. I had lost all taste for schoolbooks.

On composition-day, I undertook to distinguish myself by
writing a “narrative,” as the class was requested, but my
ardent love-story only called forth a kind rebuke from gentle
Miss Ware, and I was told to avoid reading the New York
Ledger.

After one term, I begged my mother to allow me to remain
it home and write, and she wisely consented. I took to my
profession with a new ardor and enthusiasm after that.

My world grew larger with each sunrise, it seemed to me.
People from Madison, Milwaukee, and Chicago began to
write to me and seek me out. I was invited to visit city
homes, and while this was a delight bordering on ecstasy and
a relief from the depressing atmosphere of home anxieties, it
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I bless the author of that phrase—it was such a help to me
just as I was nearing the borders of the family pessimism and
chronic discontent. I tried from that hour to find something
I hiked and enjoyed in each day—something I could be thank-
ful for; and I found much, though troubles increased and con-
ditions did not improve about me.

Slowly, so slowly, it seemed to me, my work and my in-
come increased. I longed for sudden success, for sudden
wealth. It was so hard to wait—there was so much to be
done. There was a gentle hill south of the house; often on
summer evenings, after writing all day, I climbed this ascent
at sunset and looked eastward, wondering what lay for me
beyond the horizon. I always had the idea that my future
would be associated with the far West, yet it was to the East
I invariably looked. My knowledge of the East was bounded
by Milwaukee—the goal of happy visits two or three times

a year.

Sometimes I walked through the pasture and young woods
a half-mile, to call on Emma, the one friend who knew and
sympathized with all the family troubles. And Emma would
walk back with me, and we would wonder how many years
longer these walks and talks would continue for us. I would
tell her of my successes in my work, and she and her gentle
mother rejoiced in them as if they were their own personal
triumphs. Such restful walks and talks they always were!

Looking backward, I recall few mornings when I did not
greet the day with a certain degree of exhilarating expectancy.
Even in times of trouble and sorrow, this peculiar quality of
mind helped me over obstacles to happiness which, retrospec-
tively viewed, seemed insurmountable. A peculiar spiritual
egotism possibly it might be called, for it led me to look for
special dispensations of Providence in my behalf, and a set-
ting-aside of nature’s seeming laws and regulations, as well
as the violating of reason’s codes, that I might be obliged.

Facing the deadly monotony of the commonplace, I always
looked for the unusual and romantic to occur. Environed by
the need of petty economies, I always expected sudden opu-
lence. Far from the world’s center of life and action, I felt
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that hosts of rare souls were approaching, and, while hungry
in heart and brain, I believed that splendid banquets were in
preparation for me. What would otherwise have been lonely,
troubled, and difficult years were made enjoyable by this
exalted state of the imagination.

Such concentration of expectancy, of course, brought some
degree of result. Unusual things did happen, and that same
virile, vivid imagination magnified them and made them seem

colossal confirmation of my hopes. The commonplace
meadows blossomed with flowers of beauty, and buttercups
and daisies looked to me like rare orchids and hothouse roses.
Between what really happened, and what I continually ex-
pected to happen, the world widened, existence grew in inter-
est, and earth palpitated with new experience as the years
passed. Always I expected more and more of life, and always
it came in some guise.

Everything was material to me in those days;—the wind,
the bees, the birds, and every word dropped by my elders in
conversation which had a possible romantic trend, and all that
I read in my favorite sensational novels proved fuel for my
fire of ambition. Like most young poets, I sang more in the
minor key than the major. The first poem which I con-
sidered of sufficient merit to copy in a manuscript book and
which brought me four of the ten dollars of my first check
was entitled “Two Lives”:

An infant lies in her cradle bed;
The hands of sleep on her eyelids fall.
The moments pass with a noiseless tread,
And the clock on the mantel counts them all.
The infant wakes with a wailing cry,
And she does not heed how her life drifts by.

A child is sporting in careless play;

She rivals the birds with her mellow song.
The clock unheeded ticks away,

And counts the moments that drift along.
And she does not heed how her life drifts by.
But the child is chasing the butterfly,



THE LITTLE DAYS 29

A maiden stands at her lover’s side

In the tender light of the setting sun.
Onward and onward the moments glide.

And the old clock counts them one by one.
But the maiden’s bridal is drawing nigh,
And she does not heed how her life drifts by.

A of her youth the matron sings,
And dreameth a dream; and her eye is wet.
And backward and forward the pendulum swings
In the clock that never has rested yet.
And the matron smothers a half-drawn sigh
As she thinks how her life is drifting by.

An old crone sits in her easy chair;

Her head is dropped on her aged breast.
The clock on the mantel ticketh there,

The clock that is longing now for rest.
And the old crone smiles as the moments fly
And thinks how her life is drifting by.

A shrouded form in a coffin-bed,
A waiting grave in the fallow ground;
The moments pass with their noiseless tread,
But the clock on the mantel makes no sound.
The lives of the two have gone for aye
And they do not heed how the time drifts by.

1 A clock always possessed a subtle charm for me and almost
human qualities of companionship; and I can recall the sense

' of loneliness that came over me when, on rare occasions, our
clock ran down—or was temporarily out of order.

Ofttimes I wrote four or five bits of verse (I called them
“poems” then) in a day. Once I wrote eight. Unless I
wrote two in twenty-four hours, I felt the day was lost.

) I received from three to five dollars for each poem accepted,
l and those that failed to bring me money served to supply me
with weekly or monthly periodicals, and also with more ma-
terial things. At my suggestion, articles from the prize-list
of objects given by editors to those who secured subscribers
were sent in payment for my verses (those which had failed
to bring me money from other editors). A curious incident
occurred in connection with this. I had accepted a half-dozen
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silver forks from one editor, and many years afterward—in
fact, several years subsequent to my marriage—I discovered
that the forks were manufactured by the firm with which my
husband was associated the greater part of his business life.

The subjects which I covered in this outpouring of early
fancies were quite varied as will be seen by the following
selections of verses written in one week, while still in my
teens.

GOD’'S MAJESTY

I look upon the budding tree;
I watch its leaves expand;
And through it all, O God, I see,
The marvel of Thy hand.
And all my soul in worship sings,
O praise the Lord, the King of Kings!

I look upon this mortal frame
So wonderfully made;
I note each perfect vein and nerve
And I am sore afraid;
I tremble, God, at thought of Thee
So awful in Thy Majesty.

I look upon the mighty sun,
Upon the humble flower;
In both, O great and heavenly One,
I read Thy wondrous power;
And in an ecstasy I raise
A song of thanktulness and praise.

I look upon the lightnings flash;
I see the rain drops fall;
I listen to the thunders crash,
And find Thee in it all;
In earth and sky, and sea and air,
Thou, O my God, art everywhere.

DEPARTED

Love reigned King in my heart one day,
Reigned with his courtiers three—
Belief unspoken, Trust unbroken,
And Faith as deep as the sea.
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And 1 cried in sweet pain, “Oh long may they reign,
And my heart be their kingdom alway.”y Y

Baut the Courtier’s Belief slipped down from his throne
And died at the feet of King Love.
I saw him falling, all vainly caflmg
To the King and the Courtiers above.
And he struggled with death and he labored for breath,
Till be died with a heart-broken moan.

“But the King and his two noble courtiers still reign,
And shall reign forever,” I said;

But lo, on the morrow, I wept in keen sorrow,
For Trust in his beauty lay dead.

And I buried him low, and I said, “Now I know

How to value the two who remain.”

But Faith drooped and died ; and Love sat alone,
And he pined for the ones who were dead;
A king without reason he reigned for a season
But his strength and his glory had fled.
And no pain stirred my breast and I said, “It is best,”
When he tottered and iell from his throne.

HEART'S EASE

Give me work for my hands to do,
Whenever I have a grief;

There’s no other balm so good I ween
For a wounded Heart’s relief.

And give me something to think about,
Something beside my pain;

And let me labor throughout the day
With a busy hand and brain.

From the flush of morn till the gloom of night
With never a time to weep;

And then in the gloaming let me turn
Like a weary child to sleep.

As I read over the scores, yes, hundreds of these verses,
written those first years of my literary career, and note the
memorandum above them, stating the prices received and in
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many of them the periodicals wherein they appeared, I realize
how much more exacting to-day are the requirements of all
editors. Small as were the prices paid me (varying from
three to fifteen dollars), I am sure no young writer to-day
could sell so many verses of this type for any price. Literary
standards are higher, and literary tastes of readers more cul-
tivated. But at that time I was fortunate in finding editors
who liked just what I was able to supply, and when urged by
older people of larger culture to try historical themes my
first effort in that line met with ignominious rejection; and
the last of the editors to reject them said, “Give us heart-
wails ;—that is what our readers like; they can read history in
books.” '



CHAPTER II
FirsT ScrooL DAys AND EArRLY PETS

MY first day at school was when I was less than seven, I
think. I know it was only a temporary schoolhouse, half
a mile away. I cried to go, and was allowed to accompany
the older children of the neighborhood and my brother. I re-
all the fact that it was the summer season, because the noon
school dinner-pail contained strawberry shortcake. I asked
at recess for my part of the shortcake: instead of waiting till
noon, I ate it and then ran home.

Later, there was the other schoolhouse a mile distant from
my home: a short mile, I think; yet we called it that. In
the winter it often seemed a long mile. But when the drifts
were higher than the fences, and hard and firm, there used to
be an exhilaration in racing over them to school. Sometimes
when the big storms came and the roads were badly drifted,
there was excitement in seeing the neighbors and our own men
and horses turn out plowing the road to school; and then, too,
many times in very inclement weather, neighbors took turns
in carrying the children. The Howies, the Harts, the Hol-
dens, the McGinnises, all lived west of us, and when they
ame along, I could ride with them. But the roads needed
to be very bad when we felt we could not walk. Those walks
no doubt helped to develop the very robust health and great
vitality I have always enjoyed.

Two early summers of schoolgoing were shadowed by a
curious fear of earthquakes which assailed me. I think there
must have been somewhere an earthquake, which had been
talked of by the family—very likely at the extreme ends of
the earth. But it impressed my imaginative mind, and when
the summer sun baked the black soil in Wisconsin and cracked

3
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it open in places, I suffered untold agonies as I walked home
from school, feeling great pity for the laughing children be-
side me, who were going, all unsuspectingly, to their doom.
I would think of this as I went to my little bed under the eaves,
never expecting to see the dawn, The second summer this fear
seized me, I told my mother about it, and was assured by her
that we lived in a place where no such calamities occurred.
So positive was she that the fear left me forever. When I
did participate in a real earthquake, long afterward, in the
island of St. Kitts, it came upon me without warning and
was over just as I realized what it was. Although I had half
a night of justified expectation of other quakes to follow, I
did not experience in that half-night a hundredth part of the
terror of those hours of my childhood.

When I was very small, I used to “play horse” a great
deal. After I was married and went back West on a
visit wearing my best clothes and feeling myself a very dig-
nified matron, an old farmer, Mr. Coolidge, came to call.
He said to me, “Elly” (the old farmers always called me that),
“do you know what you were doing the first time I ever
saw you?”’

“No; tell me,” I answered.

“Well,” replied Mr. Coolidge, “you were four years old;
and your brother Ed was driving you about the yard with a
pair of lines over your neck, and he was using a whip on you
and yelling at the top of his voice, ‘Gol darn it, why don’t
you whinny louder?’ ”

One of the things which linger in my memory like an old
fragrance in the air, is “Mrs. Elliott’s Spring.” An English
lady lived half a mile through a pasture, where the creek ran;
and at the foot of a hill there was this ever-flowing clear cold
spring of water, about which peppermint grew in a thick
border. It used to be the delight of the school children when
two of them were chosen by the teacher to take the school
pail, and go to “The Spring” and fill it. We always picked
bunches of peppermint to bring away with us. Mrs. Elliott
had a mildly insane son, who lent a touch of the dramatic to
these trips. He walked all day in a circle, talking to himself
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and smiling, and paying very little heed to any one. His
circle was a beaten path, such as horses make on a threshing
machine. His mother said he had overstudied; and others
said he had been crossed in love. The house was quite apart
from the spring; and we did not see “Crazy John” unless
we made an effortt  When we wanted a real thrill to change
the monotony of life, we ran up, and took a look at the sad
yet smiling lunatic.

A touch of the dramatic was added one summer by another
John: “Big John”, who came to live in a house near the school.
It was built by a Norwegian, and the lower part was dug into

i a hill; and above this basement rose a whitewashed cabin.

I had read stories even then of robbers’ caves, and this house
from the first gave me creepy feelings. When Big John
occupied it, I am sure we school children were the first aggres-
sors. I am certain we made faces at him or teased him in
ways known only to children. I know my parents were neg-
lectful as are nine-tenths of American parents, in giving
their children that education of the heart which makes them
courteous and thoughtful toward all lesser creatures. My
family had that New England prejudice toward “foreigners”
which springs from a curious provincial American conceit:
and we, like all American children, grew up thinking we were
made of finer clay than the children who sprang from Irish,
Scandinavian, or, in fact, any blood save “American.” So
looking back, I am quite sure Big John was more sinned
against than sinning, when he chased the school children as
we passed his “dug-out,” and hooted at us until our parents
had him arrested as a nuisance, and a menace to the peace.

I had as a child very white hands, and very red cheeks;
and after one of the times when Big John pursued us, Homer
Benson said to me, “My! but you were scared, Elly! Your
cheeks got as white as your hands.”

The arrest of Big John made a decided commotion in the
neighborhood. I was called as one of the witnesses; and the
trial took place in the school house in the district where the
Justice of the Peace, Bill Wilson, lived. A Justice of the
Peace was my idea of a great man. Bill Wilson was a large
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man, with a heavy voice, and helped along my impression of
an awe-inspiring official. Now I had read some story, I
think by Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth, where a girl is called
to the witness stand and saves the life of someone condemned
to death, by her dramatic testimony and her striking person-
ality.

With this in my mind, I lay awake the night before I
was to be a witness at the trial of Big John, and tried to
rehearse my part. Albeit I knew the size of the room in the
school house, I visualized a large auditorium, with stately
steps leading up to a rostrum. I saw myself ascending this
stairway, and I felt the large audience was holding its breath
as I moved along. I knew I would wear a little shawl which
was my “Sunday best”; and I wondered whether I had better
drape it over my shoulders at first, and then let it carelessly
trail down, as I stood before the Justice, or whether it would
be more effective if I let it trail first, and then drew it up
with a “queenly gesture” as I began my impassioned testi-
mony. I do not remember how I decided. I only remember
feeling how small and inferior the school room looked, as I
entered that next evening and how dreadfully near me, only
over the aisle, was the Justice. When he called my name, I
started to cross the aisle and stumbled: forgetting all about
my shawl and my queenly gestures. When I stood before the
Justice, very red and frightened, he bellowed, “Well, Elly
Wheeler, what do you know of this man’s actions?”’ Trem-
blingly I began: “I think—I think,” and again the Justice
bellowed—*I don’t want to hear what you think; I want to
hear what you kNow.” The remainder of the case is for-
gotten now. I only recall my broken dream of a great hour,
and a sense of depression, as I rode home. I am sure the case
was decided against Big John, for he never troubled us again,
to my recollection.

I believe my teachers, as a rule, were fond of me. But I
know I was very mischievous and disagreeable one winter.
I played all sorts of pranks on a good old man who came to
take charge of the school and who had no idea of system or
order. I feel tears in my heart to this day when I remember
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it My shame and remorse awoke when the good old man
came to our house to “board a week” and talked continually
to my mother of the wonderful gift he thought I possessed
im composition, while never a word of complaint was made
about my bad conduct. The coals of fire burned deeply into
my head and heart. And they bum to this day. I can still
see the uncouth old man sitting tilted against the kitchen wall
with his feet on the rung of the chair, and his knees high
i the air (he was very long of limb), talking to my handsome
mother while she prepared the dinner, and telling her what
a wonderful child I was in his estimation; for, in my heart,
I knew he should have said, “Madam, that little brat of yours
has made me more trouble at school than all the other
children.”’

To be overpraised has always been more painful to me
than to be undervalued, and, that day, I experienced my
first mortification of this kind. I ran out into the yard, I
remember, to escape hearing his eulogies.

My father never took the reins of government over us. He
left that to mother. Once only have I any recollection of
being chastised by my father.

I was less than six—not over five, I am sure. 1 had been
disappointed in something, and I began to cry. My mother
paid no attention. I went into the front room where my father
was talking with a neighbor, and I lay down on the floor and
kicked my heels against the wall just beside the stairway
that led to the upper rooms. I believe I could point to the
exact spot to-day, so memorable was made that moment by
what followed.

My father rose from his chair, and still continuing his
conversation with the neighbor, came over and delivered four
rousing slaps on that part of my anatomy which was upper-
most at that moment. Then, without addressing a word to
me, he resumed his seat and his conversation. I was so
astonished that I rose to a proper position and state of mind
at once.

This, I think, was the end of my very naughty habit of
lying down on the floor and kicking when displeased. My
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older brother used to sing a school-song when I did this, He -

would look at me and begin to sing the refrain, which in olden
days they employed to memorize the state capitals. He sang
always for me as I kicked my legs in the air,

Upper California, Upper California, the capital is Monterey.

And yet my elders tell me I was really a very amiable child!

1a. .

1d

I loved cats with a tender passion. My mother was kind to
animals, but she thought their place was outdoors or in the :

barn. My older brother also loved cats, but my sister was

peculiarly affected by the sight of one. She became violently

nauseated if a cat approached her.

My brother Marcus, as well as my father and brother Ed,

had just one bad habit. They used needlessly strong language
when moved by great emotions. When they took the name
of the Creator in vain, it always hurt me like a blow in the
face. They were such good men and such brainy men, and
this seemed a blight on their otherwise noble characters. It
was a mere habit but a bad habit.

Once, my brother Marcus wanted some cats he loved to
come indoors in stormy weather. My mother objected, and

I remember what my brother said. He said, “When I have

a home of my own, I will have a hell full of cats.”
Well, he married an angel, an American-French girl,—sweet
Lois; and she let him have all the cats about he wanted. But

it was a heaven full, not a hell. For she made home heaven.

I somehow induced mother to let me have my pet cat in
the house daytimes, but it was always put out at night.
Mother had a habit of picking the cat up any sort of way and
tossing it out in the yard, when bedtime came. She told me
of a plea I made to her when quite small which impressed her
greatly. I ran after her as she went to the door with the
cat and I caught her skirts and cried, “Mother, put him out
a-walking; put him out a-walking.” All through later life
mother quoted this to me when I suggested gentler methods of
doing anything.

I was fond of little calves and colts and chickens
which came on the farm. One event stands out clearly. One
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momning my brother Marcus came to my bed and woke me
gently, and, bundling me up, carried me out to see a new
colt before breakfast and before Ed saw it. There was a little
hdy calf which allowed me to sit beside her and pretend to
milk her, while my brother filled my little wooden school-pail
with milk from his large tin pail; and, later, the family was
quite astonished to find I really knew how to milk a cow. But
my mother never allowed me to do this, save on a few rare
occasions when the men were driven with work. She hated
outdoor work for women. And she said my hands would be
woiled—my hands which were her pride and delight—assur-
ing me that some day I was to dwell among people who would
asppreciate beautiful, well-kept hands. Never did mother lose
sight of her ideals for me. There was a wonderful chicken
which became my pet when I was of chicken-pox age. I
had taken care of the mother hen while she sat on twelve
eggs, feeding her and watering her with care. When I heard
the first peep of chickens, I was thrilled with the maternal
instinct. The old hen allowed me to help pick off the bits
of shell from her brood. Every one of the twelve eggs had
produced a chicken, but one was afflicted with a strange
malady.

When the mother hen clucked her eleven fluffy balls of
life to follow her and showed them how to pick up crumbs
and seeds, the twelfth chicken walked backward with his head
high in }he air. Vainly the mother hen called and fluttered
about him; he could not walk straight. So I called him
“Tipsy” and took him into the house, and put him under the
stove in a tin pan with warm cloths about him. I fed and
coddled him and for days tried to put him back with the
brood, but he could not live among them. Although he could
pick up food, and drink water, he invariably walked backward
when trying to move about. So Tipsy became my house pet,
and deep was my affection for him. When he was six weeks

! old Tipsy crowed! 1 was startled and filled. with apprehen-

sion. Never was a six-weeks-old little rooster known to
crow before, I knew. 1 felt that Tipsy had not long to live.
I ran upstairs where my mother was making beds and told
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her. Mother was hurried and tired, and she paid no attention -

to me, save to say I was in her way. Shortly after that I

B

fell ill of chicken-pox. It was a light attack, as I was a most -
robust child, but I had to keep in bed for a week. At the .
end of the week, when I was told I could dress and sit up, -

I asked to see Tipsy. My mother very gently told me the
sad news. Tipsy had walked backward just as a door blew
shut in a gale of wind, and he was killed. They had buried
him in the yard. Mother’s tender sympathy was very comfort-
ing then. Afterward I exhumed the body, and buried him
by a stone in the pasture where reposed several of my pet
cats, and I planted flowers over his grave.

An old blue hen became my favorite later. She followed
me about, and let me carry her in my arms. I must have becn
eleven years old. It was a summer day and I was helping
my mother, churning the butter while she baked. She
was making a cake and asked me to go out and bring in some
eggs. I ran out full of the joy of life. As I looked in all
the accustomed places for the eggs, I passed by the corn crib,
and saw on the south side, huddled against the crib, my blue
hen. Her eyes were partly closed, and when I touched her
she seemed to be unconscious. My heart fairly froze in my
breast with fear and sorrow. I knew my blue hen was dying.
Yet I could not stay and try to save her, as my mother had
told me to hurry back with the eggs and to finish the churning
before the men came in for dinner. I went back to the
house and finished the churning. I turned my back so my
mother could not see that I was weeping. Tears always
annoyed mother. They affected the men folk, but they dis-
pleased her. I knew she would think me very silly for crying
over the blue hen, but I could not help it. The day seemed
to have lost all luster for me as I thought of my pet dying
alone by the corn crib. She was dead indeed when I went
out after the butter had come, and the table had been set. I
hollowed out a grave for her, and picked some flowers to
scatter over her corpse.

It was after I had grown up that I told my mother of the
sorrow of that hour.
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There are still living in the village of Windsor, Wisconsin,
a man and wife bearing rather unusual “given names,” who
kad each a somewhat peculiarly beneficial influence on my
arly life. I refer to Brazier Ellis and his wife, Olyette.
“Bra” Ellis, as his chums used to call him, frequently came
to visit with my brother, and to hear my sister sing, and to
argue on all sorts of subjects with my mother. When, before
my fifteenth birthday, there was much comment in the neigh-
borhood about my having had “pieces published in the papers,”
Brazier Ellis, during a call on the family, looked at me
aitically and said, “Well, by the time she is sixteen Ella will
be a regular bluestocking, round-shouldered, and wearing
spectacles.” The words were spoken in jest, but they filled
me with a cold horror. It was the first intimation I had
received that the shining shield of literary talent and achieve-
ments could have a dark side.

I remember asking my mother what “Bra” meant; and she
told me that people who devoted their whole time to study and
writing often grew round-shouldered and also overtaxed their
eyes; but she did not believe that this was necessary. I then
and there resolved that it should not prove a necessary accom-
paniment to my profession (for from the beginning I knew
literature was to be for me not an amusement or a fad but
a life-work).

I began, the day after Brazier’s words were uttered, to
walk about the house and the yard, for at least half an hour,
with a yardstick or a rod of some kind across my shoulders,
and my arms linked over it. This made a very erect attitude,
a high chest, and deep breathing compulsory. I often sat in
this way while reading some book, and a more healthful or
beneficial exercise was never taught in physical culture schools
than this, which I evolved out of my own vanity; for it was
| really a desire to “look pretty,” rather than any more sensible

motive, which caused me to devote a little time each day to this
practice. All the heroines in my favorite novels were described
as erect and willowy, with beautifully poised heads, and I did
not intend to acquire any habit which they would scorn to
possess I was troubled because nature had not given me a
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Two miles west lived another family of eight children (the
Howies). When they moved into our town, they seemed to
bring a breeze from a larger world to us. They were Scotch
people of fine blood and brain, and our families became very
intimate. Jean and Mary, though both older than I, were
very devoted to me. Jean posted my first efforts at literary
achievements and kept my secret until they appeared in print.
Mary chose me for her bridesmaid when she was married;
and my first check paid for my gown. Mary and I have not
met in many years, but we still write and love each other as
of old. I used to ride my horse up to the Howie house; and
these rides always savored of adventure to me. When I set
forth, it ever seemed to me that romantic experiences would
occur before my return. I fancied I might perhaps be thrown
from my horse at the feet of some Knight who would be
touring through the country at that exact moment; or it might
be that the steeds of his coach would be frightened by the
equestrienne, and that he would be thrown at my feet to
be succored and cared for.

Olyette Ellis was at that time a Miss Smith, and my very
dear school-teacher for a term or two in the little Westport
schoolhouse. She impressed upon her pupils the benefit to
be derived from daily cold baths, which, of course, meant a
cold rub in a cold room, as we had no running water or
porcelain tubs or steam heat in our environment; and she
laid much stress on the care of the teeth and other hygienic
habits which were of lasting value to me. Besides which,
she possessed artistic and poetical talent, and by her praise
greatly encouraged me in my early ambitions.

My opportunities for acquiring education and accomplish-
ments in my childhood were limited. There were no
kindergartens then, and the nearest schoolhouse was a
mile distant. My father taught me my letters from the out-
side of an almanac, and I believe I learned to read quickly
at an early age. I was fortunate in having parents who used
excellent English; and the older children had been taught to
regard ungrammatical expressions and poor spelling as some-
thing bordering on disgrace. So I absorbed the foundation
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of grammar and orthography without being conscious of it. °
My sister taught school and music and when she came home, :
at vacations or week-ends, brought well-educated friends into -
the home; and I heard many dissertations between my sister

and oldest brother (a great reader and fine grammarian) and
school-teacher friends which were helpful to me on the pro-
nunciation of words.

My mother was gifted with a wonderful power of

expression, and had, by constant reading and a marvel- :

ous memory, acquired a rich vocabulary. My father,

too, used good English, often somewhat stilted it seemed,

when he was talking with strangers. I remember he- was
fond of using long words and I have seen a very puzzled look
on the faces of some of his very simple-minded listeners (like
the Norwegian hired men and women who helped us out at
harvest-time). He once asked a green maid to do some
bit of mending for him, and instead of saying, “when you
have time,” he said, ‘““‘when you have opportunity.” Of course,
that is a common word; but it was Greek to the Scandinavian
girl, and she came to my mother and asked: ‘“What is oppor-
tunity? Mr. Wheeler said I must have it.”

My father had been, during his youth in Vermont, some-
what delicate in health; and he had never performed any real
manual labor until he came to Wisconsin to seek his fortune
(and to lose all he had). His family, on the maternal side,
was related to Ethan Allen, and his grandmother was the
first white child born in New Hampshire. I believe some
four generations back he traced Welsh ancestry. My mother’s
family, which was also American for four generations (her
grandfather fought in the American Revolution), went back
to French, Spanish and Irish forebears, and there was a
rumor, which was her great pride, that the blood of Pocahon-
tas filtered down through some branch of her family. I never
knew how authentic this rumor was, but certainly my mother’s
sister, Aunt Abigail, looked strikingly like a squaw. She
was as brown as an Indian, with straight, black hair, and she
had a horror of being indoors. She loved the open, and
lived into her eighties on the old Pratt farm, near Johns-
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town, Wisconsin, taking care of stock and avoiding shoes and
stockings when the weather would permit. Surely this does
speak of Indian blood. Aunt Abigail boasted of the fact
that she never had a proposal in her life, and never saw the
who possessed the least attraction for her as a lover.

The mixture of blood in my mother’s ancestry was strik-
ingly illustrated in her sisters. The younger, Aunt Mary
Ann, was distinctly Spanish in her type and nature, handsome,
coquettish and fond of dress; and her Latin temperament
led her into two marriages. Aunt Amine was typically New
England through and through, classically handsome, exces-
sively neat and frugal, and austere in her ideas. I always
stood in awe of this aunt. She was the wife of a prominent
lawyer and judge in Wisconsin, and the mother of one of
the eminent educators in the West, Professor W. D. Parker,
long president of a college, now retired and living in Cali-
fornia. He inherited his mother’s austere moralities.

My mother was a strange commingling of French and Irish
temperaments,—wit and brilliancy. The Irish blood, no doubt,
owing to the narrow ideas prevailing in New England for
so long a time, was never acknowledged by the family (de-
spite the fact that my grandmother’s name was O’Connor)
until I grew old enough to insist upon it. Once I took this
stand, my mother accepted the fact with open pride.

My father had, in Vermont, been the inheritor of a very
roomy old ancestral house; and he had made an income by
teaching the violin and dancing and deportment. In the
Vermont house at Thetford, there was a large ballroom, where
toe “élite” used to come to learn these polite accomplishments
from my father. Not until after he was eighty did he lose
the upright figure and the easy, graceful deportment that
always distinguished him from other farmers in our Wiscon-
sin environment.

My mother was taken as a bride to this Thetford house
from Bradford, Vermont, her birthplace, and my brothers
and sisters were born there. I did not appear on the scene
until the family had lived some time in Wisconsin.

As my father’s financial ventures were not successful in
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position of dance music on his violin, like “The Lancérs” for
instance, they would sing it through perfectly—their voices
ke flutes. Had either of these girls been given the oppor-
tunity to study, they would have made operatic stars. I have
heard my mother relate how, at the age of three years, my
sister used to astonish my father’s pupils in Vermont by
singing fully twenty songs distinctly and correctly.

Ann Fields was a handsome Amazon and prided herself
upon her physical prowess. Such girls were not as frequently
met with in those days as now, and Ann seemed to my childish
mind like some radiant creature who had dropped.from an-
other planet. I am quite sure that the remarkable qualities I
ascribed to Minnie Tighthand, the heroine of my first “novel,”
were suggested by Ann Fields.

A wonderful day came when my sister had a piano and soon
after (at the age of fourteen) I began lessons. I received
only a few terms of instruction as my sister was teaching else-
where, and, shortly after, she married and moved to another
state. But I was a faithful student, and gained the founda-
tion knowledge of music which has enabled me all my life to
obtain pleasure and recreation through some sort of an in-
strument. For this privilege I feel profoundly grateful to
my family.

After my sister’s piano was sent to her, my father, who had
been speculating a bit in cattle and had made a little profit,
bought me an Estey organ, which was my heart’s delight for
many a day. I even obtained such prestige as a performer
on the organ that I consented to teach the rudiments of in-
strumental music to a neighbor’s girl. I look back upon this
experience of my life with amazement at my own self-con-
fidence and the confidence of my neighbor in my ability. After
my marriage and removal to the East, where I came in con-
tact with world-famed musicians, I dropped my crude piano-
playing in fright, realizing how little I knew. Then there
came a time when again I felt I must have musical expression,
and I took up the mandolin, which musical toy resulted in
giving me great distraction for five years. I formed an or-
chestra (we called it “The Bungalow Band”) among the cot-
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tagers at our lovely seashore home, and with two mandolins, ‘_

-
—~
-

a guitar, flute, cello, and piano, we studied good music and :
were able to give and receive much pleasure. We gave home

concerts for charity. My mandolin, too, accompanied me on '
a tour of the world, and in every country I obtained national

airs and practiced them many hours in our quarters on the ship

or in quiet corners of the big decks during long voyages.
Once in a compartment which my husband and I had all to
ourselves in a long railway journey in northern Africa, I

whiled away otherwise tedious hours by practicing some -

JJ
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Arabian melodies which I had been fortunate enough to find

after much search in a shop in Tunis.

The Arabs, like all Orientals, do not write their music; it
is sung by one generation to another: but in Tunis I found
a book of the Arabian airs which had been written down
by an enterprising Frenchman who went and lived in the
Arab tents, for months, for the purpose of studying and tran-
scribing their national airs. (Antonin Laffarge was the
musician’s name, and his book, “La Musique Arab: Ses In-
struments et Ses Chants,” is a treasure which I highly prize.
I doubt if any one else in America or perhaps in England
possesses a copy of it.)

My husband and I spent the week of the full moon, in
April, 1913, at Hamman Mousquitine, where there are the
wonderful natural boiling spring baths of northern Africa;
and each evening he liked to have me take my mandolin out
under the big térébinthe tree and play the Arabian airs while
he smoked his cigar. (Oh, week of wonderful memories!)
Again, in India, I found a book of old Indian songs without
words, which helped me to enter into the spirit of India after
I left its historic shores. In 1914, I abandoned the mandolin
for the harp, and now find all my former dalliance with music
a helpful preparation for a more serious study. Music is an
important factor in mature life, and looking back across the
years I realize that some wise, kind “Invisible Helper,” urged
me on always in every attempt I made to express myself in
music, so that, in my later years, I might have this consola-
tion and means of mental and spiritual development. I wish
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all young people could realize the value of music in later life,
and apply themselves accordingly. Musical vibrations are
important factors in helping our spirit friends to come near.

Very early in life, I felt an intense longing to be a linguist.

Especially did I desire to learn French. One summer, my
brother told me there was a French boy on a farm a few miles
away. He was working for an old gentleman who had emi-
grated from France a half-century before; that old gentleman
said that the boy, George, spoke an excellent French. (We
learned afterward that he had been sent to a French reform
school for some early misdemeanor, had proven himself an
apt pupil, and had come out after four years, speaking the
“language of courts” quite correctly.) I at once negotiated with
George to come to my home each Sunday and give me a French
lesson. I obtained books and learned to read quite easily,
but was impatient of the study part, and so did not make the

I might otherwise have done. Yet, when marriage
took me to the East and my husband urged me to begin the
study of French seriously, I found that my Sunday afternoons
on the farm in Wisconsin with the reform-school boy had been
of real value to me.

In New York city I became the first pupil of a dear French
lady, Madame Sorieul, just from France and scarcely able to
speak or understand a word of English. A friendship of a
quarter of a century has resulted. Madame Sorieul, now a
resident of Bridgeport, Connecticut, still teaches French.

' Swimming was an accomplishment which, as a little girl,

I longed to acquire, but my mother thought a girl who swam,
skated, or whistled was a tomboy. (Broad as she was in so
many ways and so in advance of her associates and time, she
nevertheless had her limitations.) We were not near any
body of water larger than “Cramer’s Pond,” which relied
upon frequent rains to keep it from being merely a marshy
hollow ; but over at Token Creek there was a stream of con-
siderable depths, especially after a spell of rainy weather.
One fatal day I was allowed to go and spend the afternoon
with one of my friends, Helen Fields, and there found several
other little girls. Helen told us that the creek, where it ran
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through the woods, was very deep and very clear, and that
we could go swimming there and no one see us. It was
a hot summer day, and the idea seemed fascinating. So off
we went, and off went our clothes, and into the creek we
splashed. Terrible thoughts of what would happen if my
mother chanced along came to blight the brilliant moment for
me; but we came out, dried ourselves off (in the sunlight and
with leaves, no doubt, as I am sure Helen took no towels
along), dressed, and returned home without being discovered. -
Just how the story leaked out I do not recall; but I do recall -
the terrible scolding I received, for my mother’s brilliant flow
of language was never more noticeable than when she was
angry. She never used a vulgar or coarse word, but she could
be sarcastic to an unbelievable degree, using very choice ex-
pressions. She believed I had disgraced myself and the family
and all womankind by immodest conduct, and I was in dis-
favor for many a day.

It was not until after my marriage that I had the privilege
of acquiring the very healthful and useful accomplishment of
swimming. My mother spent the last seven of her ninety
years at my seashore home and lived to see me swimming
every summer day, and learned to accept the fact that I swam
well with considerable pride. Yet she would almost invaria-
bly add, after any complimentary remark that was made on
the subject: “It was not considered nice for girls to swim in
my day.”



— e ——

CHAPTER III
‘THE BEGINNINGS OF SUCCESS

lN my early teens, before the railroad came to Windsor,
our post-office was at Westport, five miles distant. Mail
came, I believe, only twice a week. My early effusions were
posted in that office, and when the men were busy with farm-
work I used to go into the pasture, put a bridle and blanket
and surcingle on single-pacing Kitty, take a cross-lot ride to
the home of Alice Ellis, whose father had brought her a pony
from California, and off we would speed to the Westport
post-office. There was great joy of life in those rides, but
they were restricted before long, because a “Mr. Butt-In”
from somewhere along the route told a male member of
my family that “Elly and Ally rode like the very devil and
would break their necks if allowed to go on in that way.”
Soon after this, a post-office was established at Leicester, four
miles west of us, and still later at Windsor, three miles east
of us, where the railroad had formed the nucleus of a little
town. Leicester about the same time became merged into
Waunakee, two or three miles to the south, but the same
distance from my old home. I believe Waunakee is now quite
a thriving town; but even in the early years of my marriage
it was so modest in size that it led to a droll sarcasm from
the pen of my humorous husband. I was making my second
visit to Wisconsin after my marriage. My husband went
with me, but left after a few days for the East, on a train
passing through Waunakee to Chicago. I wrote him the next
week that a citizen of Waunakee said Mr. Wilcox was the
handsomest man he ever saw. To this my Robert replied:
“Which of the residents of Waunakee was it, my dear?
The one who lives in the red house north of the railroad
track, or the other one living in the white house south of
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the track? With such a continual rush of crowds passing,
before his vision continually, I should think the Waunakee.
citizen a most competent judge of manly beauty.” s

To return to those earlier days when Leicester was our.
post-office carries me back to several prosperous years on the,
farm when the famlly owned a “top buggy” which seemed,
to me like a queen’s chariot as I rode with my brothers to the ,
Good Templars’ lodge-meetings, where we met a circle of our .
“best society.” There was much talk, papers were read and
songs sung, after which was a general good time.

There were two winters also about that time made joyous
by a singing school. Mr. Padley, who possessed a fine tenor
voice, was our teacher, and his ‘skill was so great that he
developed a voice in me, and I became his first soprano.

Then there was a sort of semi-annual or quarterly ball at
Miller’s Hall, which was always a brilliant function. The
hall was engaged by a dozen young men who issued invita-
tions by word of mouth to those deemed worthy by merit
of good behavior and good dancing to be in “our crowd.”
Each man invited his “lady” and paid his share of the expense
for music and supper. I was sixteen years old when Miller’s
Hall was at its height of popularity, and I still think of it
as a sort of illuminated Temple, brilliant with lights and
dazzling with youth, beauty and elegance. I know that it
was in reality a crude building, lighted with kerosene-oil
lamps and peopled with farmers, and their wives, daughters,
and sons, in home-made clothes. There were too, of course,
storekeepers’ families and. clerks, bookkeepers and school-
teachers, all of whom were regarded as a little higher in the
social scale. We used to dance from early evening to the
break of day and then regret that dawn had come so soon.

My romantic temperament and the sensational reading
I fed upon caused me to imagine myself the heroine of
sentimental experiences at an early age. Quite unknown to
any one, I believed I was a victim of unrequited love at the
age of thirteen. Ignoring boys of my own age, I fixed my
attention upon a young man of twenty-five who often came
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to the house to see my brothers, and who was engaged to be
married to a girl in her twenties.

My hero was a clerk of some sort, which enabled him to
dress more nattily than the farm-boys; and he seemed to me
Iike one of the “younger sons” of the aristocratic families
described by Mrs. Southworth and Mary J. Holmes. Regard-
mg me as the little girl I was in reality, and quite unaware of
my romantic attitude toward him, he made something of a
pet of me, thus fanning the flame in my imaginative heart,
to what I quite enjoyed believing was a hopeless passion
which would send me to an early grave.

Emily, the sweetheart of my hero, was brown as a Gypsy,
with coal-black hair and eyes, and a protruding under lip—
what the surgical dentists call, I believe, “the bulldog jaw.”
In my eyes she was altogether beautiful, because she was the
chosen one of my hero; and for a period of several weeks
I went about the house with my tongue thrust against my
under lip, hoping to resemble Emily, if I could not be she.

My sister one day asked my mother what in the world was
the matter with Ella’s mouth: “It looked so strange lately.”
They made solicitous inquiries as to whether I had any pain or
swelling of the mouth, and so much attention was bestowed
upon that feature that I was obliged to let it resume its nat-
ural shape.

The day Emily became the bride of my hero I confided to
a sympathetic chum the fact that I never expected to smile
again. In return, she told me that she had been thwarted in
love by cruel parents (she was fifteen), and that earth for
her, too, was henceforth a barren waste.

A few months afterward, my first effusions appeared in
print, and life assumed a new aspect and my hopeless pas-
sion was forgotten. I was fifteen when the next hero ap-
peared on my horizon. He was twenty-six, and he came from
a lumber-camp in the northern part of the state, and told
tales of adventure that made him seem like a second Othello.
He possessed a very good tenor voice and sported a black
moustache, which his jealous rivals said was originally a sickly
yellow in color. Dark tales were afloat that he had been seen
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to drink a glass of beer; and also that he was in arrears at
the country store for rather flashy neckties and waistcoats
which he had purchased. His evident interest in me at the
lodge-meetings and the singing school and at Miller’s Hall
caused my family uneasiness, as I evinced decided pleasure
in his attentions. He was given to understand that he was
not welcome as a caller at my home. The next night at the
lodge-meeting he announced his immediate return to the
logging-camp. Being on the entertainment committee for a
song, he gave with great passion “The Pirate’s Love-Song,”
gazing at me as he sang,

“This night or never my bride thou must be.”

I drove back across the prairies feeling that I had blighted
one man’s life and that Ouida could find in me a wonderful
heroine for a new novel. A few days afterward, the man
sent me his first, last, and only love-letter, so terribly mis-
spelled and so ungrammatical that my second romance died
a sudden and ignominious death. His “blighted life” con-
tinued, however, to send forth new shoots, and he buried four
wives and was living with the fifth the last I heard of him.

After my early advent into the magazines and weeklies,
the current of my life very rapidly changed. New acquaint-
ances and new interests came, and I drifted from the lodge
meeting, the singing school and Miller’s Hall into other
circles.

A correspondence with several contributors to The Mercury
andotherpenodxcalspopularat that time ensued, and lent a
new interest to my life. Helen Manville wrote charming
verses, and I was greatly flattered when I one day received a
letter from her commending some verses of mine and asking
me to write to her. The little poem she liked was the fol-
lowing:

STARS
Astronomers may gaze the heavens o’er,
Discovering woaders, great ps and troe—
That staxs are worlds and ed like our own;
But 1 shall never think as these men do.
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I shall believe them little shining things

Fashioned from heavenly ore and ﬁlled with light;
And to the skies above so smoothly blue

An angel comes and nails them every night.

And I have seen him. You, no doubt, would think
A white cloud sailed across the heaven’s blue;
But as I watched the feathery thing, it was

An angel nailing up the stars I knew.

And all night long they shine for us below,
Shine in pale splendor till the mighty sun
Wakes up again. And then the angel comes
And gathers in his treasures one by one.

How sweet the task; and when this life is done
And I have )omed the angel band on high,
Of all that throng, Oh, may it be my task
To nail the stars upon the evening sky.

Mrs. Manville lived at La Crosse, Wisconsin, and she came
to visit me afterward—my first visit from a literary celebrity,
for she was a celebrity in the West at that time. My return
visit to Mrs. Manville was an epoch in my life, and I felt
more widely traveled on my return than I felt in later life
after a tour of the earth.

Besides her poetic talent, Helen Manville possessed exqui-
site beauty, which she transmitted together with her talents
to her lovely daughter, now Mrs. Pope, whose works have
been published over her name, Marion Manville Pope.

Eben E. Rexford, author of “Silver Threads Among the
Gold,” was another Wisconsin poet with whom I corre-
sponded for a considerable time; but we never met. Mr.
Rexford was a shy bachelor, hiding away among his books
and flowers all his life. He passed on to higher worlds of
poetry and flowers only two or three years ago, still a resi-
dent of Wisconsin.

Although my correspondence with a more famous poet
occurred several years later, this seems the appropriate place
in my life story to relate it. I refer to my acquaintance with
James Whitcomb Riley. He wrote, praising some things of
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mine, particularly the following verses, to which he gave
unstinted words of approval:

THE STORY

They met each other in the glade—
She lifted up her eyes;
Alack the day, alack the maid!
She blushed in swift surprise.
Alas, alas, the woe that comes from lifting up the eyes!

The pail was full, the path was steep;
He reached to her his hand;
She felt her warm young pulses thrill
But did not understand.
Alas, alas, the woe that comes from clasping hand with hand!

She sat beside him in the wood ;
He wooed with words and sighs.
Ah, love in spring seems sweet and good
And maidens are net wise.
Alas, alas, the woe that comes from listing lover’s sighs!

The summer sun shone fairly down;
The wind came from the South.
As blue eyes gazed in eyes of brown,
His kiss fell on her mouth.
Alas, alas, the woe that comes from kisses on the mouth!

And now the autumn time is near;
The lover roves away.
With breaking heart and falling tear
She sits the livelong day.
Alas, alas, for breaking hearts when lovers rove away!

This letter of appreciation from Mr. Riley, who was just
coming into public notice, led to a most interesting corre-
spondence which must, I think, have covered more than a
twelvemonth. It is a_veritable loss to literature that this
spirited and sparkling series of letters which were exchanged
no longer exists. We often interspersed our letters with
verse; and I recall a parody which Mr. Riley wrote on the
above poem which was a gem of wit. He wrote of an imag-
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mary visit which he hoped to make me in my home in Wis-
consin, and I remember that one stanza ran something like
this:

He sat beside her in her home;
He let her call him “Jim.”
She let him hold her hand in his,
Which was great fun for him.
Alas, alas, the woe that comes from calling fellows “Jim!”

The wit and sparkle and beauty and pathos of his letters
and my replies would, I know, have been delightful reading
for the world to-day—had Mr. Riley and I remained cor-
respondents only and never met. The meeting was precisely
like the encounter of a canine and a feline. Mr. Riley cer-
tainly barked in a way which caused my feline back to rise,
and instead of calling him “Jim,” I hissed in his face.

It all came about very suddenly at the first of our three
meetings. I was visiting in Milwaukee; Mr. Riley was on a
hunting trip of a few days with Reverend Myron Reed. He
called on me; in fact, stayed over a day for that purpose. I
attired myself for his call in a new gown—one of the first
really modish gowns I had ever owned. I remember it was
black with little pipings of pale blue, simple, but quite in the
fashion. My hair also was arranged in the fashion of the
bour. The front was cut in a full fluffy “bang” which every-
body feminine wore just then. I had at that time a radiant
bloom; and I went to meet my caller, thinking my black and
cerulean gown was very becoming. Not so Mr. Riley. He
began at once to criticize me, announcing himself as bitterly
disappointed in my “frivolous appearance.” My “fashion-
able” dress and banged hair he thought most inappropriate
for a “genius,” and hearing that I had attended a lawn-party
that afternoon where there had been dancing, he expressed
himself still more violently. Only idiots with their brains in
their feet, he said, cared about dancing. I should be above
such things.

My own shock when I first saw Mr. Riley had been very
great. He was very blond and very ugly. I was never at-
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tracted by blond men, even when handsome, and his whole
personality was most disappointing to me. I did not, of
course, tell him so, but I did tell him that I considered him
most impertinent in his comments.

He went away and wrote a letter still worse than his
spoken words, and I replied accordingly. Then he came back
from the hunting-trip, and, on his way to the train, he called
at the door just a moment, and asked to see me. I had an
engagement, and he was hurrying to the train, so in five
minutes he tried to be a bit conciliatory—paid me a compli-
ment—and said he hoped we would be friends after all. But
his next letter was so disagreeable that I wrote and asked
him to return, at once, every letter I had ever written, as I
did not want posterity to know I had wasted so much time
on an impossible person. I sent his letters all back by the
same post, and received mine shortly after. A few months
later he wrote, begging me to resume the correspondence as
it was before we met; but after two letters that proved im-
possible.

In one of his letters, Mr. Riley asked me how I thought
that “God-woman,” Mrs. Browning, would have looked in a
fashionable gown and with a “bang,” and I replied that I
thought she would have looked very much better than she did
with the corkscrew curls prominent in the pictures I had seen
of her. This reply still further disgusted Mr. Riley.

The oaly other time I ever met James Whitcomb Riley was
something like eighteen years after, when he was famous and
opulent and making a visit to his publishers in New York.

1 was hving at the Westminster Hotel, a very happy ma-
tmandlwasgmngalmchemthtchymw
Garrison, who was just coming mto the early glow of her
present brilhiant fame. 1 saw Mr. Riley sitting n the recep-
tion-room and at once knew bim. he bad changed so httle
.-\itergmdnghim.lhokihmofuyinmhol-put_vand
that ten lovely young girls and women were comuing down in
the mext elevator, and asked him to give them the great pleas-
wre of meeting him for one munmte.  Mr. Riley shrugged his
shouldres and said:
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“I never do that sort of thing; it bores me.”

“But,” I urged, “these young girls will be so pleased, and
it will be a memory for them to cherish always. Please meet
them. I promise no more than five minutes of your time
shall be taken.”

But Mr. Riley firmly declined.

“You do not deserve your great success,” I said, and that
was our parting. Some time after that, Mr. Riley wrote me
a letter saying that he had recently, on a lecture tour, talked
with a man about me, who had, to his consternation, proved
to be a newspaper reporter, and that the reporter had dis-
torted and exaggerated some criticisms he had made on me.
He begged me to pardon him for having been led to talk with
one who misrepresented him. The article, which I after-
ward saw, was indeed very disagreeable, and I simply wrote
to Mr. Riley that I thought it an excellent habit to talk to
strangers regarding other writers and all women in a way
that one is not afraid to have appear in print. And that was
our final word.

This being in full my entire acquaintance with James Whit-
comb Riley, one can imagine my state of mind when, last
year in California, a lecturer on the work and life of the
Hoosier Poet stated at the close of every lecture that Mr.
Riley and Ella Wheeler Wilcox had been at one time en-
gaged to be married, but that Fate intervened. I looked up the
bureau which had sent out the lecturer, only to learn that the
man had recently died; so death had stilled the voice which
had repeated this untrue tale, and I could only await the
proper moment to deny it myself, which is now. Mr. Riley
was greatly beloved by all who knew him; he was full of wit
and charm and kindliness, I am told. But—he and I were
not suited to be chums.

Returning to the period of life when my early verses gave
me local fame, I recall the first time a poem of mine was
read in public. It was a poem for the decoration of soldiers’
graves in Madison, Wisconsin, and the request came in a very
official-looking envelope right from the state-house and signed
by the governor, the one-armed hero of Gettysburg, Lucius
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Fairchild. Great was the excitement in the little brown house -

in Westport when that letter came, and great was the joy of .
all when my verses were pronounced even more than good
for the occasion. I declined to read them myself, as I felt
that I had not the talent or the self-confidence needed for that
role, so Major Myers, an accomplished elocutionist, was
chosen for the reader, and gave them with great effect. The
verses began:

Gather them out of the valley,
Bring them from moorland and hill,
And cast them in wreaths and in garlands
On the city so silent and still;
So voiceless and silent and still,
Where neighbor speaks never to neighbor,
Where the song of the bird and the brown bee is heard
But never the harsh sounds of labor.

The audience on that very beautiful May day gave the lit-
tle country girl poet a veritable ovation; but not so remark-
able was the demonstration as that which occurred the same
year a few months later, when the Grand Army of the Ten-
nessee met for their reunion in Madison, and I was again
made the poet of the day and evening, and Major Myers
again read my poem, this time before an audience of some
five thousand people, in the largest auditorium of the city.
I had been told that, from among the many generals to be
there, Sheridan would be absent, much to the disappointment
of the committee. As my poem was written in the
tense, therefore, I made no mention of im. Of Grant, I
wrote:

Let Grant come up from the White House
And grasp each brother’s hand ;

First cheeftain of the Army,
Last clueftain of the Land

Come, heroes of Lookout Mountain,
Of Corinth and Doaelson,

Ot Kenesaw and Atanta,
And tell how the day was won.
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After I had entered the hall and was sitting in the audience
near the stage, where the speakers were to give their ad-
dresses and my poem was to be read, Major Myers came to
me in great perturbation and said:

“After all, General Sheridan is here; he came at the last
moment. It is a great pity you did not mention him in your

“Give me a pencil and pad,” I said, “and I will write a
verse now.”

“What! Right here, in all this excitement?” the major
asked, and he gave me the implements, demurring and
doubting.

To my signal, a few moments later, he came back and
received with great delight the following stanza:

As Sheridan went to the battle
When a score of miles away,

He has come to the feast and ganquet
By the iron horse to-day.

Its pace is not much swifter
Than the pace of that famous steed

That bore him down to the contest,
And saved the day by his speed.

When the poem was read and Major Myers produced the
new verse and explained it had been written since I came to
the hall, there was such a demonstration as never had been
known in that auditorium before, so people said, and there
was still another after the poem was finished. It was my
first call before an audience to receive its cheers; and to re-
spond only with bows and tears, for never have I been able
to make a speech in public.

General Sherman said to a man near him on that occa-
sion :

“If this goes to that girl's heart, it will do her good; if
it goes to her head, it will spoil her.”

The next morning, the charming man and beloved gov-
ernor of the state, General Lucius Fairchild, came to call on
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me and bring his congratulations; and, as he took my hand,
he said:

“I wish I had two arms to put around you, little girl. I
am so proud of you.”

It was not very long after this that an editor came from

Milwaukee to offer me a position on his trade magazine, at -

what seemed to me a princely salary. I was to edit the maga-
zine literary page and furnish original prose and verse each
month. The family demurred: the men objected, but my
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mother, ever anxious to have me widen my horizon, con- °

sented.

It was my first breaking-away from the country home and
my second trip on a railroad when I went to Milwaukee. I
knew one family there and through it secured board with
friends—an eminent judge and his wife. For three months
I held the one and only position which during my lifetime
took me from my home into an office. Then the trade maga-
zine failed, and I went back to the country. But I had left a
new circle of friends which was to be a center of social
pleasure and benefit to me for many years to come.

The judge at whose home I boarded those three months
was, through a late marriage, the father of two little girls.
I became deeply attached to shese children and they and their
mother to me. I put little Eva to sleep every night by telling
her fairy-stories. One evening, however, an editor came to
call before Eva had her hour with me. She was in the back
parlor with her parents, and I received the editor in the front
parlor with only heavy plush portiéres between. Eva could
not understand why I did not come to her. Her mother ex-
plained that I had a caller; suddenly the editor and I were
startled at seeing the heavy dark portiéres part and a cherub
in a “nightie” standing between them, while a baby voice, with
a peculiarly fascinating alto chord in it, ejaculated, “I'd like
to shot him.” Then the curtains closed and the cherub
vanished. On Eva’s third birthday, I wrote the following
lines, which welded the heart of her parents to me for-
ever:
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SOMEBODY SWEET

A robin up in the linden tree,
Merrily sings this lay:

“Somebody Sweet is three years old,
Three years old to-day.”

Somebody’s bright blue eyes look up,
Through tangled curls of gold,

And two red lips unclose to say,
“To-day I am free years ok{”

Clouds were over the sky this morn,
But now they are sailing away;
Clouds could never obscure the sun
On Somebody Sweet’s birthday.
Bluest of skies and greenest of trees,
Sunlight and birds and flowers,
These are Nature’s birthday gifts

To this sweet pet of ours.

The pantry is brimming with cakes and creams
For Somebody’s birthday ball.
Papa and mamma bring their gifts
But their love is better than all.
Ribbons and sashes and dainty robes,
Gifts of silver and gold
Will fade and rust as the days go by,
But their hearts will not grow cold.

Then laugh in the sunlight, Somebody Sweet,
Little flower of June;

You have nothing to do with care,
For life is in perfect tune.

Loving hearts and sheltering arms
Shall keep old care away

For many a year from Somebody Sweet,
Who is three years old to-day.

lmly a few years before the war I was in Paris and spent
appy evening with “Somebody Sweet,” where she lived
1 her fine husband and interesting family of five boys,
ch included sturdy twins.

belonged in Milwaukee for a season to the O. B. J.
b. It was a select company of young people who
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organized with the one object, “Oh, Be Joyful.” Dancinge
was its chief method of expression. Hattie, my especig;,
chum at that time, lived in what seemed to me a palatisy
home. She was a graduate of two colleges, a fine musiciasiy
as well, and brilliant in recitation, often giving public recitals.
Her particular admirer that season had a friend, John, who
was in Milwaukee for a few weeks on business. John lived
in the South and was engaged to be married to a very lovelyx,
young widow, so Hattie told me, but John was a fine dancer
and he had been invited as a guest of the O. B. J. Club. &
Hattie and “Vin” wanted me to accept him as an escort to ¥
the ball, which took place on the night of my arrival at.
Hattie’s house from my country home. So John was pre- .
sented, and proved a very handsome young man and a won- :
derful dancer.

Dancing and music always stirred my muse to action; so
the morning after that ball I wrote some verses called “A
Dirge,” beginning:

“Death and a Dirge at midnight,

Yet never a soul in the house

Heard anything more than the throb and beat
Of a beautiful waltz of Strauss.”

il

The verses proceeded to relate that a girl’s heart broke
and died, as she floated about in her partner’s arms to the
waltz music, because she knew he loved another. When
John called the following evening I read him the verses -
and said: “I had to utilize you and the music to pay for the
slippers I danced through last evening.” John replied: “Then
you are just a broker, Miss Ella, and we fellows are the stock
you manipulate.” The verses brought me $3.00 and bought
new slippers—and led a number of people to think I had
passed through a great sorrow of the affections.

“The Waltz-Quadrille,” one of my most popular early
verses, was similarly conceived. I had promised the quadrille
at a commencement ball at Madison University to a man on
the eve of a journey, who was unable to find me when the
number was called. Although I did not have the pleasure
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of a dance with him, I wrote the poem and sent him a copy
of it, saying: “This is the way I should have felt had I been
i love with you and had I danced the waltz-quadrille with
you just before your departure from Madison.”

THE WALTZ-QUADRILLE

The band was playing a waltz-quadrille.
I felt as light as a wind-blown-(}eather,

As we floated away, at the caller’s will,
Through the intricate, mazy dance together.
Like mimic armies our lines were meeting,
Slowly advancing and then retreating,

All decked in their bright array;

And back and forth to the music’s rhyme
We moved together, and all the time

I knew you were going away.

The fold of your strong arm sent a thrill

From heart to brain as we gently glided

Like leaves on the waves of that waltz-quadrille;
Parted, met, and again divided—

You drifting one way, and I another,

Then suddenly turning and facing each other,
Then off in tl'}l’e blithe chasséz.

Then airily back to our places swaying,

While every beat of the music seemed saying
That you were going away.

I said to my heart, “Let us take our fill

Of mirth, and music, and love, and laughter;
For it all must end with this waltz—quagrille,
And life will be never the same life after.”
Oh, that the caller might go on calling,

Oh, that the music might go on falling

Like a shower of silver spray,

While we whirled on to the vast Forever,
Where no hearts break, and no ties sever,

And no one goes away!

A clamor, a crash, and the band was still,

*Twas the end of the dream, and the end of the measure;
The last low notes of that waltz-quadrille

Seemed like a dirge o’er the death of Pleasure.
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You said “Good-night” and the spell was over—
Too warm for a friend, and too cold for a lover—
There was nothing else to say.

But the lights looked dim, and the dancers weary,
And the music was sad and the hall was dreary
After you went away.

During one of my visits in Milwaukee, the next year, I ha
my first experience with the occult world. I had been reare
in a home where a question mark always was used after an
statement made by people or books regarding the future lifi
Yet from the hour I could think, I always thought with rex
erence and love of God, the Great Creator of this wonderfi
universe. Faith was born in my soul and as a little child m
belief in prayer and in my guardian angels haloed my worl

I think I could not have been more than nine years ol
when, sitting one day on the stairs leading from the “fror
room” to the sleeping apartments, I heard the grown-ug
talking in an agnostic manner about things spirityal. I re
ollect just how crude and limited their minds seemed to m
and in my heart was such a soft wonderful feeling of fait
and KNOWLEDGE of worlds beyond this world.

I realize now, that the family was not atheistical as th:
word is understood to-day. It was merely too advanced ir
tellectually to accept the old eternal brimstone idea of he
and the eternal psalm singing idea of heaven; it refused t
accept the story of the recent formation of the earth, knowin
science had proof of its vast antiquity. Unfortunately, th
larger and far more reverent religion of the present day, whic
is in perfect accord with science and reveals heaven to us a
a most beautiful place if we so build it while here, was nc
then talked or understood generally; so the Wheeler famil
was regarded as heretical by the church people. My fathe
and two brothers were strictly moral men and possessed
fine sense of honor in money matters. My oldest brothe
sacrificed his personal ambitions and aims to devote his earl
youth to aiding the family through very hard times. Hi
whole youth was one, of service and sacrifice for others.
remember one Christmas when money was very close indeec
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This brother rode seven miles on horseback on a bitter day to
get two little books for the Christmas of my brother and
myself, so our day would not be wholly blank. With such
characteristics it was difficult for my parents or brothers to
believe that some of the orthodox church-going men and
women of their acquaintance who evaded debts, ignored duty
and fell from morality easily, were nevertheless to be “saved”
through their periodical “repentance” and return to faith of
the church, while these men who were living the Sermon on
the Mount were to be lost. Very much vital force and many
words were wasted by them all in discussing these subjects
with minds not awakened enough, or brains developed enough
Y o comprehend any idea not cut and dried for them by some
mpposed authority.

I used to dread these arguments and always when anything
really bordering on irreverence was uttered it hurt me like
i blow. In after years I understood why this was. Being
m old soul myself, reincarnated many more times than any
other member of my family, I knew the truth of spiritual
things not revealed to them. I could not formulate what I
knew, but I felt myself the spiritual parent of my elders;
and I longed to help them to clearer sight.

In later life my mother grew to accept my belief in guardian
angels and in prayer, seeing the wonderful way my own
| prayers were answered, and how I was protected and helped
by the invisible forces about me. Of course anything which
related to Spiritualism or communication with those who
were gone from earth met with the loudest ridicule from the
whole family. Nevertheless my mother used to relate strange
dreams and forewarnings which came to her. But with the
same independence which marked all my thoughts I held my
own ideas on these matters and always hoped for an oppor-
tunity to investigate. It came during the visit to Milwaukee
mentioned above. I had become involved in one of the transi-
tory romances which lent illusion to my otherwise common-
place life—only this romance seemed to threaten a more
serious phase, as the man was bent on marriage. While I
liked his very earnest love-making and felt flattered by his
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attention, as he was a “city beau,” I did not want to end
girlhood by marriage. Older friends assured me he
desirable and that I had received a “good offer,” and ou
not to refuse it. Still I demurred. Life was to me a i
I had just begun to read, and it seemed to me the hand oﬂ
marriage would close it. Yet I was loth to give up the at-
tentions of my “city beau.” In this state of mind I one daﬁ
donned the garments of a friend who was in deep mourmng.j
rented a bright red wig from a costumer, and proceeded to &::
psychic lady who was creating excitement in Milwaukee by
her slate writing. Men were consulting her regarding the:
wheat market and she was very prominently before the public
eye. Of course I was a country girl, not universally known
in Milwaukee, but I felt I wanted to be absolutely incognito
and so disguised myself in the weeds of my friend.

The first message which came upon the slate was: “Ella,
why don’t you come to us honestly; we all know and love
you. Alice Cary.” The next was, “Ella, you must not
marry this man; he is not the one for you; great sorrow will
result if you do. Harvey.”

Now the only Harvey I knew had died suddenly of heart
disease some six months previously. He was a connection by
marriage (his uncle married my cousin), and he had always
been much concerned about my kaleidoscopic panorama of
romances.

Well, it was not the message but the natural course of
events which prevented me from marrying the man; but time
proved that he was, indeed, not the man for me.

After that experience I naturally made other explorations
into the world of occultism—with all kinds of results, of
course. I learned that one psychic in twenty (or medium, as
they were called in those days) who made a business of
occultism, possessed real powers in that line and the other
nineteen mistook the ability to read the thoughts of peeple
for second sight. Telepathy is a word much in use nowadays;
but that in itself is a very wonderful thing. It does not, how-
ever, give its possessor the right to claim that what she feels,
sees or hears, regarding the people who come to her, is a
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message from the realms beyond. - Often the psychic be-
Beves she sees a spirit when she sees only a thought form;
yet my experience has proven to me beyond question that
certain sensitives do see the astral forms that frequently
appear in our midst. Until my very recent investigations in
this realm of the invisible, which will be dealt with later,
there was only one other period of my life when I gave the
subject serious attention. That was after the death of my
baby boy. I think I must have visited one hundred clair-
voyants, mediums and psychics of various types, in many
cities and states. Always during the years following my loss,
I went into the presence of these sensitives with one dominat-
ing thought and desire; the desire to be convinced that other
children were coming to bless my life. And here was where
I eventually learned my lesson of the power of thought forms.
Every psychic I visited, with one exception, foretold the birth
of children for me. Often the very dates of birth were given
and the sex of the various children. So powerful was my
desire, it made a picture which the mediums mistook for the
spirit child to come. One of the women, a trance medium,
| was an absolute seer. She said no other child would come
fo me in this incarnation ; that my only child was in the spirit
world; and then she proceeded to outline my future.
Now, after more than a quarter of a century, I am able to
say that every event she foresaw has transpired, events which
seemed impossible of becoming realities at the time she fore-
told them.

These experiences made me realize the folly and danger
which lie in this investigation of invisible realms for the
people who are merely curious and who have no basic founda-
tion of knowledge of occult matters. The hysterical and jeal-
ous woman who goes to a medium to learn whether her lover
or husband is true to her will, of course, know that her
worst fears are well founded, for her intense jealous thoughts
will make a form visible to the eyes of the psychic. The
psychic is not a fraud, but a self-deceived mind-reader.

Once afterward the real psychic came across my path.
This was not a professional but a woman of wealth and

—
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social position who, since early childhood, had been pursued:
by psychical phenomena and who was able to produce mes-1
sages on slates which were held in full sight of the sitter and
never opened by her. Owing to the objections of her hus-:
band to this phenomenon, the lady had not used her powers
for twelve years until in my apartment at a New York hotel :
she consented to try to obtain a message for me. I procured ,
two slates from children in the hotel but there were no slate .
pencils available. “Let us try sheets of paper,” I said, “with .
an atom of lead pencil between them.” “I never tried that,”
she said, “but we can experiment.” She insisted that I make
all the preparations; so I placed a sheet of hotel paper from
my desk between two slates and with it the tiny end broken
from a lead pencil—an atom impossible to hold between thumb
and finger. I strapped the slates with an elastic band, and the
lady held one end while I held the other. They were spas-
modically jerked about in our hands, but I clung to them.
The room was brilliantly lighted. After some three or four
minutes three taps came on the slates. My caller, who had
just asked me what work I was doing that winter, remarked
that the taps indicated a message.

“You open the slates,” she said. “I do not want to touch
them.” So I opened them and there in a delicate spider-like
scrawl were these words legibly written:

“God gives a part of Himself to you with each new work:
and my own dear boy makes you my daughter,
Maria Wilcox, mother.”

My husband lost his mother when he was but seven years
old; and she died, as she had lived, in a little Connecticut town.
Her name was Maria Wilcox. I never saw her, of course;
and she was but a vague memory to my husband. That this
absolute stranger from another state, who had never met my
husband, should be able to produce this message filled with
tender motherly pride, impressed me with a sense of awe and
reverence for God’s marvelous universe. I believed then,
and I believe now, that in some manner impossible for the
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finite mind to explain, the curtain of infinity had swung aside
for a moment, and that the lovely spirit that had been the
mother of a rare son sent a word of greeting to me. I felt so
ntisfied and at peace that I did not for many years make any
further attempts to communicate with worlds beyond. I
had my message, without money, and without price, and with
»0 possibility of collusion or fraud. I was satisfied to rest
on that conviction.

Several other messages were written for me on the slate
that same evening ; and one was signed “Shama Baba.” Asked
who he was, the answer came, “Shama Baba is your near
guide. He is one of a band which dominates you. Do you
not feel how much we have for you to do?”

My husband, who was an earnest student of matters spir-
itual, felt great interest in this message. Ever afterward he
spoke of Shama Baba as a real personality in my life. If I
was disappointed in any aim or desire, Robert would say:
*“Ella, Shama Baba is back of this; it must be for the best.”
Not two weeks before the sudden illness which ended his
earth life he made this remark to me.



CHAPTER IV

“MAURINE” AND “PoEMS OF Passion”

IN the late seventies and early eighties there was much talk
in the Western and in some of the Eastern newspapers, :

of the “Milwaukee School of Poetry.” My name was used
as its leader; though never at any time in my life have I ever
wished to be regarded as a leader in anything. To work out
my own life problems, and find my own way through earth’s
interesting, while puzzling, mazes, has seemed to me quite
enough responsibility, without attempting to lead others. In
this “School of Poetry” the editors named Carlotta Perry,
Hattie Tyng Griswold, Sarah D. Hobart, Estella Aiken,
Fanny Driscoll, Charles Noble Gregory and Grace Wells,
besides other lesser stars. All of these writers were well
known throughout the West, and several of them had attained
recognition in the East. There was a brilliant clergyman in
Milwaukee at that time, a man in his late sixties, who had sur-
prised his congregation by marrying a handsome young school
teacher in her middle twenties.

The lady was very ambitious to make a shining place for
herself socially; not among the purely fashionable people, but
among the intellectuals. She desired to establish a Salon and
to become the Madame de Staél of Milwaukee. Her husband
was recognized as one of the leaders of thought—progressive
religious thought of the day; and he seemed, to many people,
a composite Henry Ward Beecher and Ralph Waldo Emerson
of the West. He possessed a handsome home and the best
minds of Milwaukee gave him homage. His young wife felt
her newly acquired high position to be one of pleasurable
responsibility; and she aimed to supplement her husband’s
intellectual supremacy by her own mental graces. Unfortu-
nately she lacked that subtle quality of tact; and while seek-

72
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ing to make herself a personage in her husband’s congrega-
| tion, she was apt to antagonize instead.

I had read of her gatherings of shining lights in the intel-
lectual world of Milwaukee and I had regarded her from
afar as a planet of the first magnitude. It can be understood,
therefore, with what a mingled sense of awe and pride I went
to my friend, Hattie, one day, and told her and her family a
wonderful bit of news, namely: that Mrs. Salon (so we will
all her) had spoken to me on the street and introduced her-
self ; that she had said her husband was greatly pleased with
a recent poem of mine entitled “The Voluptuary,” and that
they would both like to have me spend a few days with them
before I left the city. Hattie and her people thought it was
a decided compliment; and I went forth to Mrs. Salon’s
home with great expectations in my imaginative heart. I pic-
tured to myself brilliant gatherings of rare people to whom
she would introduce me as her new-found protégée, and from
whom I should imbibe inspiration and culture. Instead of
this I passed two of the most wretched days of my existence
under this lady’s roof. I found the very first evening that
she had invited me there to pick me to pieces, intending, I
am sure, to rearrange the particles in a new order; and with
an unquestionably worthy desire to benefit me. Very possibly
she meant to exploit me after my re-creation was complete.

She began her work by endeavoring to destroy every feel-
ing of pleasure or satisfaction I had had regarding the kind
words and praises of Western editors. She said these men only
belittled me by their approval, as they knew nothing of real
poetry or of what constituted good literature. One word from
an Eastern editor or writer was worth more than columns of
Western adulation, she said. Having finished the editors, my
hostess proceeded to attack all my Milwaukee friends, declar-
ing they were not the proper people to advance my interests.
The attentions I had received from several young men she
thought most compromising ; and she thrust a fierce sword of
criticism into my poems containing sentiment; the “little
love-wails” the editors had liked. She said I was going on
in a way calculated to spoil all chance of a desirable mar-
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riage; and she finished her oration by declaring that sen
' ment, romance and passion were all illusions, and that r
marriage was based wholly on mental comradeship and 1
spect. I listened to all the lady had to say and, being t
guest, withheld the retort which sprang to my lips. Or
when she attacked my good friends did I make my prote

But after I left her house and went to my country homt
wrote her a letter. I thanked her for her hospitality, but
assured her that, while I appreciated her motive, her attemr
to make me over must be abandoned. “I prefer,” I said, *
be a poor original of my own individual self than a good ir
tation of you. I must follow my own life, choose my o
friends, and learn my own lessons as I go through life. I
make mistakes I must profit by them; and profit will be mc
lasting than if I followed some course of conduct laid do
by another which does not appeal to me.”

Mrs. Salon spoke of me afterward as an impossible you
person who could not be helped by any one, and she seem
to see a disastrous end to my career. Her own career, ho
ever, was not one which made me regret the position I h
taken. Much trouble befell her in many ways and she beca
a victim to nervous disorders. The Salon was never est:
lished.

This experience, like all other experiences, led me to wr
some verses. They were entitled:

ADVICE

I must do as you do? Your way I own
Is a very good way. And still,

There are sometimes two straight roads to a town,
One over, one under the hill.

You are treading the safe and the well-worn way,
That the prudent choose each time;

And you think me reckless and rash to-day
Because I prefer to climb.

Your path is the right one, and so is mine,
We are not like peas in a pod,
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Compelled to lie in a certain line,
Or else be scattered abroad.

"Twere a dull old world, methinks, my friend,
If we all went just one way;

Yet our paths wilf meet, no doubt, at the end,
Though they lead apart to-day.

You like the shade, and I like the sun;
You like an even pace,

I like to mix with the crowd and run,
And then rest after the race.

I like danger, and storm and strife,
You like a peaceful time,

I like the passion and surge of life,
You like its gentle rhyme.

You like buttercups, dewy sweet,
And crocuses, framed in snow;

I like roses, born of the heat,
And the red carnation’s glow.

I must live my life, not yours, my friend,
For so it was written down;

We must follow our given paths to the end,
But I trust we shall meet—in town.

The poem which had pleased Mr. and Mrs. Salon was:

THE VOLUPTUARY

Oh, I am sick of love reciprocated,
Of hopes fulfilled, ambitions gratified.
Life holds no thing to be anticipated,
And I am sad from being satisfied.

The eager joy felt climbing up the mountain
Has left me, now the highest point is gained.

The crystal spray that fell from Fame's fair fountain
Was sweeter than the waters were when drained.

The gilded apple which the world calls pleasure,
And which I purchased with my youth and strength,
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Pleased me a moment. But the empty treasure
Lost all its luster, and grew dim at length,

And love, all glowing with a golden glory,
Delighted me a season with its tale.
It pleased the longest, but at last the sto:
o oft repeated, to my heart grew stale.

I lived for self, and all I asked was given,
I have had all, and now am sick of bliss,

No other punishment designed by Heaven
Could strike me half so forcibly as this.

I feel no sense of aught but enervation
In all the joys my selfish aims have brought,
And know no wish but for annihilation,
Since that would give me freedom from all thought.

Oh, blest is he who has some aim defeated ;
Some mighty loss to balance all his gain.
For him there is a hope not yet completed ;
For him hath life yet draughts of joy and pain.

But cursed is he who has no balked ambition,
No hopeless hope, no loss beyond repair,

But sick and sated with complete fruition, .
Keeps not the pleasure even of despair.

I had in my first score of years published two little books
verse. Then I grew ambitious to write a story in verse—
something that I felt must be as notable as “Lucille.” There
was, it may be seen, no limit to my faith in myself, or rather

the powers I believed were working through me.

doubt or depression:

ACHIEVEMENT

Trust in thine own untried capacity
As thou would trust in God Himself,
Thy soul
Is but an emanation from the whole.
Thou dost not dream what forces lie in thee,
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Vast and unfathomed as the dest sea;

Thy silent mind o’er diamond caves may roll,

Go seek them—but let pilot will control

Those passions which thy favoring winds can be.

No man shall place a limit to thy strength;

Such triumphs as no mortal ever gained

May yet be thine if thou wilt but believe

In thy Creator and thyself. At length

Some feet will tread all heights now unattained—
Why not thine own? Press on; achieve! Achieve!

[ therefore set about thinking up my plot. I was at the old
farmhouse in Westport and I used to drive over to Windsor
for the mail in a little “buggy”’ behind a mature horse named
‘Burney,” that my father had bought for such purposes; and
I often used to stop at Emma’s house and take her along
With me. It was on a May day when, as I drove alone to
Windsor, I thought of the plot of “Maurine”—the sacrifice
Of a maiden who discovered that her fragile girl friend loved
the man who had won her own affections, but who had not yet
declared himself. It was wholly imaginary, and, of course,
had I ever experienced a real love, I could not have written
such a story, because my tale made my heroine much stronger
in her friendship than her love. As soon as I reached home
and had unharmessed Burney, and put him in his stall, I be-
gan “Maurine.”” The name was suggested by a short poem I
had read recently by Nora Perry, called “Norine.”

I resolved to write ten lines each day on my story and if
I missed one day from any cause, to write twenty the next.
In this way I completed the book in October, besides doing
much other literary work. In those days I used to write
prose stories to help eke out my income. I sold these very
crude and uninspired tales for ten or fifteen dollars, to the
lesser magazines and weeklies. I remember feeling so elated
when Peterson’s Magagine published a story of mine in the
same number with Frances Hodgson Burnett. She had not
then come into her great fame, but I had recognized her
genius, and felt honored to have my name appear near hers.
My stories were all ground out with hard labor, and I dreaded
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the work of writing a story as much as I loved the writing of
a poem. One tale was refused by ten editors and then sold
to an eleventh, who paid me $75.00 for it. Such an hour of
joyful surprise as that was! Particularly so because the tenth
editor had sent the worn manuscript back from his office with
a marginal note: “This is a dead dog—better bury it.” In-
stead, after a few tears of mingled grief and anger, I gave
my ‘“‘dead dog” a new cover and sent it forth to crown me
with triumph.

That was a summer full of pleasure and hope—and happy
dreams—the summer I devoted to writing ‘“Maurine.” My
mother, always deeply interested in my work, felt I was to
make a great success; and I planned a summer somewhere
by the sea for her and me (the longed-for sea I had never
yet beheld) through the proceeds of the book.

My friend Hattie came from Milwaukee to visit me and
was most enthusiastic over the poem; and Hattie was pos-
sessed of fine and cultivated taste, so I valued her criticisms.

Ella Giles, an accomplished and intellectual young woman,
author of several books, came from Madison, and added her
words of praise. Ella Giles afterward became Mrs. Ruddy, of
Los Angeles, California, and died there recently, leaving a lus-
trous name as a brilliant club woman and active suffragist,
and writer of both prose and verse. I spent many hours with
her the last year of her life.

When my book was completed I made a visit to Chicago
and called upon Jansen & McClung, expecting that staid firm
eagerly to seize my proffered manuscript, which I thought
was to bring me world-wide fame and fortune. Instead, it was
declined with thanks and I was informed that they had never
heard of me. After repeated efforts and failures, I induced
a Wisconsin firm to get the book out. It barely paid ex-
penses. But a little later I was made happy by having Jansen
& McClung write and request the privilege of republishing
the volume with additional short poems. It never, however,
became a “best seller,” but has seemed slowly to grow in
favor with time.

A perpetual dividend of pleasure resulted from “Maurine,”
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in the periodical discovery of girls named for my heroine. I'
had created the name, and therefore each child bearing it
seemed to be, in a measure, my own. Once in San Francisco
a photographer asked me to come and pose for him. He sent
an exquisitely beautiful young daughter to bring me to his
studio. She smilingly told me that her name might interest
me. “It is Maurine Ramussen,” she said. ‘“My mother read
your book before my birth.”

A few years later, Harrison Fisher “dnscovered” Maurine
Ramussen, and exploited her on canvas and in Sunday sup-
plements as a type of perfect beauty. I saw many portraits
of her for a time; and I have often wondered what became
of her. She is, I trust, somebody’s happy wife. The photo-
graph she gave me at that time but faintly shows her rare
lIoveliness at sixteen. The youngest of my Maurines spends
her summers at Granite Bay and is five years old and the
possessor of glorious Titian hair—Maurine Manwaring, by
name. In Chicago, too, there exists a “Maurine Club.” It
was the summer I wrote “Maurine” that I made a little song
about the old Wisconsin home, beginning:

This is the place that I love the best;

The little brown house like a ground bird’s nest,
Hid among grasses and vines and trees,

Summer retreat of the birds and bees.

The little house was brown from being weather-beaten and
lacking paint. I longed to be able to buy paint enough to
make it white with green blinds; but painters informed me
that, being old wood, it would drink up paint as a toper drinks
alcohol. I never attained the financial status which permitted
me to buy the paint. But I trained vines to climb over the
house, and each summer it was almost hidden by its wealth
of wild vines brought each spring from the woods. One beau-
tiful and rapid-growing vine with a fragrant blossom called
the wild cucumber was my delight until I made a dread-
ful discovery. Small snakes began to be seen about our yard
every midsummer; and a wise old settler explained the horri-
ble invasion as due to the wild cucumber vine. He declared
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serpents were attracted by its odor and would come miles to
enjoy it. Respecting the artistic temperament of the reptiles,
I yet had to abandon the vine and substitute morning glories;
and after the wild cucumber was gone the serpents dis-
appeared.

Much of my earlier work was tinctured with melancholy
both real and imaginary. Young poets almost invariably
write of sorrow. When publishing “Maurine” I had pur-
posely omitted more than twoscore poems of a very romantic
and tragic nature in order to save the volume from too much
sentiment. Letters began to come to me requesting copies
of these verses—ardent love songs which had appeared in
various periodicals. This suggested to me the idea of issuing
a book of love poems to be called “Poems of Passion.” To
think was to do—for I possessed more activity than caution
in those days.

As just related, every poem in the book had been published
in various periodicals and had brought forth no criticism.
My amazement can hardly be imagined, therefore, when
Jansen & McClung returned the manuscript of my volume,
intimating that it was immoral. I told the contents of their
letter to friends in Milwaukee, and it reached the ears of a
sensational morning newspaper. The next day a column arti-
cle appeared with large headlines:

“TOO LOUD FOR CHICAGO.

THE SCARLET CITY BY THE LAKE SHOCKED
BY A BADGER GIRL, WHOSE VERSES
OUT-SWINBURNE SWINBURNE AND
OUT-WHITMAN WHITMAN.”

Every newspaper in the land caught up the story and I
found myself an object of unpleasant notoriety in a brief
space of time. I had always been a local celebrity, but this
was quite another experience. Some friends who had ad-
mired and praised now criticized—though they did not know
why. I was advised to burn my offensive manuscript and
assured that in time I might live down the shame I had
brought on myself. Yet those same friends had seen these
verses in periodicals and praised them.
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All this but stimulated me to the only vindication I de-
sired—the pubhcatlon of my book. A Chicago publisher saw
his opportunity and offered to bring out the book, and it was
an immediate success. It was afterward issued in London
also, where it met with wide favor. The book contained
scarcely fifty poems, and the criticism turned upon five or six
of these. One was “The Farewell of Clariomond” and was
written after reading Théophile Gautier’s story, “Clario-
mond,” a weird, strange tale, told with the power of great
genius; yet although I gave his story credit for my verses,
certain critics insisted on referring to my poem as a recital
of my own immoral experiences!

My knowledge of life was bounded by visits to Madison
and Milwaukee, Chicago, and some lesser villages; and by
books I had read and letters I had received from more or
less intellectual people. The works of Gautier, Daudet,
Ouida, with a bit of Shakespeare, Swinburne and Byron
(I had never possessed an entire volume of any of these poets),
0o doubt lent to my vivid imagination and temperamental na-
ture the flame which produced the censured verses. Were I
to live my life over, with the wisdom of years and knowledge
of the world to start with, I surely would not publish “Poems
of Passion.” Yet looking back across the years and realizing
all that has ensued since that day, I feel that it was one of the
stairs by which I was ordained to climb out of obscurity and
poverty, through painfully glaring and garish light, into a
clearer and higher atmosphere, and a larger world of useful-
Dess.

The first proceeds of the sale of the book enabled me to
rebuild and improve the old home, which was fast going to
ruin.

Life, which had been a slowly widening stream for me at
this period, seemed to unite with the ocean of success and
happiness,

My engagement, not yet announced, occurred the week my
book was issued. But there was, as ever in life, bitter in my
cup of sweets. The majority of critics, while they increased
the sales of “Poems of Passion” by their denunciations of it,
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also wounded me deeply by their unnecessarily vituperative
attacks. Many friends, who I had believed would be my
defenders, took an attitude of patronizing pity toward me
which was harder to bear than outright disapproval, and
others openly expressed their regret that I had not waited
until I was “married or dead”’ before allowing the poems to
appear. To which I replied: “So long as I believe them fit
for publication at all, I do not feel I need a husband or tomb-
stone to protect me from assaults of the public.”

Mr. Charles A. Dana, in the New York Sun, gave two col-
umns of ridicule and condemnation to the book; but he made
the mistake (if he really wished to prevent the book’s suc-
cess) of quoting a full half column of lines wherein the
highly disapproved word “kiss” was used. This brought me
scores of letters, asking where the book could be purchased;
and I wrote a note of thanks to Mr. Dana for his very unique
method of advertising my book. Mr. Dana was exceedingly
wroth at my note.

In the Chicago Herald appeared this gracious item: “It
is to be hoped that Miss Ella Wheeler will relapse into
‘Poems of Decency’ now that the New York Sun has voiced
the opinion of respectability that her ‘Poems of Passion’ are
like the songs of half tipsy wantons.” Yet, in spite of all
this five hundred citizens of Milwaukee united to give me a
wonderful testimonial of their approval. On a May night,
at St. Andrew’'s Hall, eloquent speeches were made, my
poems were recited, and a purse of five hundred dollars was
presented to me.

Mr. E. E. Chapin, Chairman, spoke of me as “standing
forth to-day, a representative of the genius of poetry and
song, of democracy and progress, of the young America
motto on our State coat of arms.”

My friend Hattie came from her new home in Chicago to
read, with most effective skill, several of my poems, and Col-
onel M. A. Aldrich, the brilliant newspaper man (who had
first conceived the idea of this testimonial reception), read
for me lines I had written as a response in place of the speech
which I knew I could not make. My lines were:
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Speak for me, friend, whose lips are ever ready
With chosen words, to voice another’s thought;

My shaken heart would make my tones unsteady;
Speak thou the words I ought.

Say that the love I give in lavish fashion,
To all God’s living creatures everywhere,

Pervades me with a deep and holy passion,
A wordless, grateful prayer.

Say that the gifts I may have used too lightly,
As children toss rare gems in careless mirth,

From this glad hour, henceforth shall shine more brightly
And prove their honest worth.

Say that my life shall be one grand endeavor
o reach a nobler womanhood’s fair height ;
Say how my earnest aim is to forever
Be worthy of this night.

In speaking of the evening afterward one editor compared
me to “Corinne at the Capitol.” I did not know who Corinne
was ; and so I looked her up, pleased to find myself compared
to the Greek woman poet who in a trial of poetry had con-
quered the great poet Pindar.

It was a very wonderful night, and many wonderful things
resulted from it as well as newspaper publicity, good and bad,
pleasant and unpleasant. My brother wrote me that while
the family was reading aloud the report of my ovation, the
next day, a heavy rain was falling and he was placing pails
and pans to catch the water leaking through the roof. My
five hundred dollars was used to put a new roof on the old
house, also an addition, much needed because of the advent
of many nieces and nephews.

The consciousness that I was able to do this for my family,
as well as to send a niece away to school, made the ugly com-
ments of many editors and critics endurable. One of these
comments was headed, “A Protest against Ella Wheeler,”
and another compared me to a dispenser of “poisoned candy.”

Perhaps best of all the articles which appeared in the pa-
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pers at that time, I like the following taken from my old
scrapbook :

“The people of Milwaukee who interested themselves in
giving Ella Wheeler a substantial reception did a graceful
thing. The reception, the speeches, and the $500.00 purse will
be to the talented, hard-working, cheery little song bird what
reinforcements are to troops who have fought well. Thou-
sands beside those who participated in the reception have
watched the brave little soldier, valiantly fighting her way
from obscurity to her present proud eminence, and have gone
out to meet her with congratulations and good wishes.

“The practical Milwaukee detachment was not content to
move into line with cheers and platoons of praise only—so
it pressed the paymaster into service and golden dollars
wreathed the golden words. The reinforcements Ella
Wheeler received last week, the columns of praise, the words
of encouragement and the handful of gold will improve her
generalship—will add new forces to her heart and brain, and
the public will see the benefit. She is now no longer an un-
known girl, a soldier on the frontier, but a literary general,
whose words rec:ive attention. Wisconsin is proud of Ella
Wheeler, proud of her history, her courage, her talent and
her promising future, and by words of commendation and
more substantial aid the Commonwealth has encouraged and
will encourage her daughter.”

A certain critic, who believed himself to be a prophet,
thought the attention bestowed upon the book was most ab-
surd, as its life, he said, at best would not extend beyond a
twelvemonth. Yet now, after thirty-four years, the book
still lives,



CHAPTER V
Two AMUsING NEAR RoMANCES

TWO years before meeting the man who became my hus-
band, I was invited to receive calls on New Year’s day,
with a lady in Chicago. Among the callers were two men,
friends of the hostess; one a bachelor, very distinguished in
appearance; one a lawyer close to sixty, very unattractive in
person, but intellectual and a devotee of the Muses. My
bostess told me he lived apart from a practical wife with
whom he was not in sympathy, but there was no divorce—
simply an understanding that they were happier apart. Both
of these men were appreciative of my poetical gifts; and
the bachelor invited my hostess and me to hear Bernhardt
two evenings later. My hostess excused herself, on the plea
of other engagements, and I went alone with the very agree-
able and entertaining bachelor. After the theater we had a
very cosy little supper at a fashionable restaurant; and what
was my surprise, in the midst of the clatter of dishes and the
surge of the orchestra, and the chatter of voices at neigh-
boring tables, to have the bachelor in a very matter-of-fact
manner ask me to become his wife. I gasped in astonish-
ment, unable to take his words seriously. Here was a man
I had seen only twice, and of whom I knew less than little,
save as my hostess had told me he was respectable and much
liked by people who knew him, and a successful financier,
asking me on our second meeting the most important question
which can be presented to a woman.

“I do not want you to answer me now,” the bachelor said.
“I merely want you to give me the opportunity to win you.
I have been watching your career for two years; and I made
up my mind some time ago that you were intended for my
wife. I am sure of it now we have met. But all I ask is

8
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that you permit me to write to you for a month, and that
you give me respectful and serious consideration as a suitor,
and at the end of a month I will visit you and talk the matter
over again.” This was not at all my ideal of an ardent
wooer; and although the man was decidedly attractive men-
tally and physically, so far as personal appearance goes, he
did not cause my pulses to quicken or my heart to accelerate
its beats. I realized that he was in earnest, however, and
consented to his very reasonable request for a month of trial
wooing by letter.

I was to pass the next month in Milwaukee, visiting among
friends there; and it so happened that a great deal of enter-
tainment was provided for me. Not finding more serious
subjects to discuss with my new correspondent, I wrote of the
things which were occurring and of my enjoyments. When
the month had expired, my bachelor appeared upon the scene,
on one of my busiest days, and found me with several en-
gagements and various callers, and a general condition of
things not conducive to sentimentality.

It was some hours before he and I were left quite alone.
I had been dreading the moment, as I knew I must tell him
the utter impossibility of ever regarding him as a life com-
panion. But the wind was suddenly taken from my sails by
the bachelor, who said:

“You are dreading what you have to tell me; now let me
relieve your mind by saying I no longer desire you to re-
ceive me as a suitor. I am convinced by your letters, and
your attitude since I came, that you are the type of woman
who must have excitement continually, and who could never
be satisfied with one loyal lover. I am sure it is necessary to
your genius to have a retinue of admirers; but I could never
play the role of the complacent husband; and since you are
not at all in love with me, I will not attempt to make you so.
We will be the best of friends and let it end at that.”

This was quite sensible, and the dilemma was solved. Yet
it was a new experience to have a wooer take the words out
of my mouth and decide such a matter for me! So this near-
romance ended as suddenly as it began. The bachelor mar-
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ried 2 very young girl not long thereafter; and he lived to
amass a large fortune, and carve out a very brilliant career
for himself. He lived also to see me most happy and con-
tented with the love of one man, having found the right one.
And we were good friends to the time of his death, though
seldom meeting.

The grass-widower lawyer, meanwhile, often wrote me
letters concerning my literary work. His letters were bril-
Kant and interesting and often helpful. They contained no
hint of sentiment. After I had met my lover, I intimated the
fact to the lawyer, who warned me, in a fatherly manner, to
be careful and not make a mistake which could not be easily
rectified. When “Poems of Passion” was about to be pub-
lished the lawyer asked to see the contract, and suggested
some few changes. Once while visiting Chicago he invited
my hostess and me to lunch with him in a downtown restau-
rant after we had been shopping.

It was something like two months after my marriage that
I received a bill for “Professional Services” from this lawyer.
In surprise I wrote and asked what the professional services
had been. The amazing reply was, “The bill is for advice
on your contract with your publishers and for a lunch where
you ordered such expensive luzuries as frogs’ legs!”

I paid the bill and never heard from my intellectual and
thrifty-minded friend again. Relating the experience to my
hostess at whose house I had met the man, she seemed sur-
prised that I had not realized the romantic nature of the
man’s interest in me; but no such thought had ever entered
my mind. Sixty years old and with a living wife, how could
I imagine such a possibility ?

In the forenoon of a February day in 1883 I boarded the
train at Windsor, Wisconsin, for the ten-mile ride to
Madison. Judge and Mrs. A. B. Braley had asked me to go
with them to the Inaugural Ball of the Governor that evening.
In my suit case I carried a pretty white gown, trimmed with
narrow bands of swansdown, made for the occasion. The
day was bright and clear and my heart was very light. Life
seemed a joyous thing. Suddenly as I took my seat in the
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coach I saw a young woman clothed in deepest black, her face
partially hidden by her black-bordered handkerchief, her form
shaking with the sobs she was trying to suppress. It was
the bride of a year, the widow of a week, a lovely girl I had
last seen radiant with happiness.

I sat beside her for a little while, just as we were approach-
ing Madison, and her great sorrow seemed to envelop me.
All the way up to Judge Braley’s home I thought of her and
felt I could not enjoy my visit because of her grief.

But I found my friends delighted to welcome me, and the
young wife of the brilliant Judge had so many interesting
plans for my entertainment that the incident of the day passed
entirely from my mind. That evening, as I stood before the
mirror, putting the last touches to my white toilet, a swift
vision of the young widow in her weeds came before me.
With a stricken conscience I realized how quickly I had for-
gotten her; and I pictured to myself the dark shadows she
must have carried into the home she was visiting, and con-
trasted it with the brightness of my own environment. It
was at that moment the poem “Solitude” was conceived—
the first four lines coming at once in their present form.

Ia‘?‘Fbandtheworldla with you,

Forthesadoldeanhmustbomwnsminh,
It has trouble encugh of its own.

I knew they were the nucleus of a longer poem, and simply
tucked them away in the pigeon-hole of my brain unmtil I
should have leisure to complete the verses. The majority of
my poetical creations have come in this way, a line or a stanza
first at unexpected times and in places where I could not, at
once, complete them. From the very beginning I learned to
carry such an idea with me. and work it out at leisure.

The following morning at the breakfast table I recited
the quatrain to the Judge and his wife, acquainting them with
the cause of the inspiration. Both were enthusiastic and the
Judge. who was a great Shakespearean scholar, said, “Ella,
if you keep the remainder of the poem up to that epigram-
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matic standard, you will have a literary gem.” It was not
until the second night thereafter that I found time to com-
plete the poem. We came home from a theater-party and I
told my friends I was going to sit up and finish the poem.

There are certain small incidents in all our lives which
make an enduring impression on memory. Such an incident
was that of taking my verses into the library where Judge
Braley sat smoking his morning cigar and reading them to
him and his wife, after warning them that I felt I had not
kept up to the standard first set by my muse. I can still see
the look on the very handsome face of the Judge as he lis-
tened with increasing interest, and I can still hear his deep
voice lifted in quick spontaneous praise, in which his fair
young wife joined. The cigar the Judge was smoking had
gone out and he stood up to relight it. He was six feet in
height and he had a peculiar little trick of bending one knee
back and forth when he stood talking. This knee was very
active as he puffed at the freshly lighted cigar and said:
“Ella, that is one of the biggest things you ever did; and
you are mistaken in thinking it is uneven in merit; it is all
good and up to the mark.”

I sent the poem to the New York Sum, received five dollars
therefor, and it appeared in its columns February 21st, 1883,
over my maiden name, Ella Wheeler. The verses became
remarkably popular and were recited and copied so widely
that they became hackneyed. In May, 1883, the poem wasl
included in my book, “Poems of Passion.” I have the orig-
inal manuscript copy in one of the many manuscript books
where all the poems I considered worth preserving were
copied, with date and place of writing.

In 1885, a year after I had added Wilcox to my name and
gone East to reside, a man of whom the literary world had
never heard, Mr. John Joyce, of Washington, heard the poem
recited and heard some one ask who wrote it. Mr. Joyce
immediately declared himself as the author. I have no idea
that he was wholly responsible for his words at that time, as
I had been told that he was very much addicted to drink—a
habit which he afterwards, it is said, overcame, greatly to his
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credit. I, of course, indignantly denied his claim, putting
forth my own true story, as given above. Mr. Joyce, how-
ever, having uttered his lie, deliberately repeated it on every
possible occasion from that day to the day of his death, some
three or four years ago. He declared that he wrote the poem
in 1861 on the head of a whiskey barrel in the wine room of
the Galt House in Louisville, Kentucky. He had published a
book entitled “A Checkered Life” in 1883, together with a
number of very trashy verses. In that volume Mr. Joyce had
given the story of his life from youth to maturity. He even
admitted the fact that he had, in his early life, been the in-
mate of an insane asylum for a period of a few months. To
quote his own statement I give the following memorandum
in “A Checkered Life.”

“Eastern Kentucky Lunatic Asylum,
Lexington, Kentucky.

“The records of this asylum show No. 2423, John A. Joyce,
18 years of age; occupation, farmer; habit, temperate; original
disposition and intellect good; cause, heredity; form of mania,
perpetual motion. Admitted June 2oth, 1860: discharged Sep-

tember, 1860.
W. A. BuLrock, M. D.
Medical Superintendent.”

Mr. Joyce’s book was written while he was serving a term
in prison for whiskey frauds. The book contained twenty-
three so-called poems, supposedly all he had ever written.
Naturally it did not contain “Solitude” because I had not
then composed it. I have a copy of the first edition of this
book in my possession. Yet two years later after my poem
became famous, the man claimed that he had written “Soli-
tude’’ in 1861. Why should he have omitted it from this
book? In 1885, Mr. Joyce issued a new edition of the book,
inserting the poem under the title, “Laugh, and the World
Laughs With You,” but retaining the copyright date of 1883.

My husband wished to start a suit for damages, but was
urged by acquaintances to drop it, as they said the general
impression of Mr. Joyce was that he was “a harmless old
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lunatic whose words no one took seriously.” But Mr. Joyce
proved himself seriously annoying up to the day of his
death. He never allowed more than two years to pass with-
out finding some abscure paper in which he could again set
forth his claims to my poem. I repeatedly made an offer
of $5,000.00 to be given to charity, when any one could pro-
duce a copy of “Solitude” published prior to February, 1883. I
finally offered to present to any charitable institution he
might select, s his name, that amount of money, when Mr.
Joyce produced his proof. Of course it was never forth-
coming; and yet he claimed the poem had been in circulation
for twenty years before I wrote it.

I believe my experience one which nearly every author has
known at some time in his or her career. Though misery
may like company, the fact does not prevent one’s own suf-
fering, when made the victim of a man of this type, who
belongs to the poison insect order of humanity. He is only
an insect, and yet his persistent buzz and sting can produce
great discomfort.



CHAPTER VI
TareE CoMPELLING Lover

IN my dreams of the compelling lover who would one day

come into my life, I always imagined a sudden and ro-
mantic meeting. Never did it occur to me that I could drift
leisurely into love’s sea on the river of friendship. At
sixteen I was one day at a party where a certain young man
named Charlie was the beau ideal of every girl in the room,
as well as the favorite of the whole country town. He was
tall, handsome, a good dancer, better educated than almost
any other of our young men, and was then teaching
school in a near neighborhood. I had known him from the
time I could remember. At this social gathering, he and I
sat side by side during the repast; and Charlie grew a bit
sentimental and said to me: “Ella, why is it you never seem
to care for me as the other girls do?” “I do care for you,”
I replied: “I like you immensely and am always glad to see
you.” “But you do not care for me as other girls do,”
Charlie replied, with a very tender glance of his beautiful
black eyes. “If you mean sentimentally, that is true,” I an-
swered. “I know most of the girls are very much infatuated
with you in that way. And now you mention the matter, it
is rather curious that I do not feel any sentiment for you.
You are just my type; your looks please me; and you are in
every way the sort to arouse my romantic nature. The only
explanation I can give of your failure to do so, is that I have
played ‘I spy’ around the hay stack with you since I could
walk; and there is no novelty about you. Perhaps if you
went away for five years and came home new I might be-
come interested.” Charlie laughed and said he thought he
would try the experiment.

Curiously enough he did go away to college soon after,
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and it was just five years before we met again; but he had
broken two girls’ hearts in the meantime, and was then study-
ing for the ministry; and life for me had utterly changed, as
well.

When the real lover who was to dominate my life through
time, and to retain my love through eternity, came upon the
scene, all the romantic elements of which I had dreamed en-
tered into the experience. I was visiting at the home of Col-
onel and Mrs. Benjamin on Prospect Avenue, Milwaukee. An
evening entertainment was to take place, and I was making a -
few purchases for the occasion, in the way of gloves and °
ribbons. Fearing the hour was growing late, I stepped inside
the largest jewelry establishment of the city and asked the
proprietor (who was an intimate friend of my host) for the
time. I was there but two or three moments, at longest; but
those moments were the turning point of my destiny; the
great crisis of my earth existence; the psychological moment
which had no doubt been arranged by the Lords of Karma
for my future happiness and development.

I was so occupied with my plans for the evening, and so
anxious lest I keep my friends waiting their dinner, that I
paid no attention to the occupants of the shop outside of the
proprietor, who gave me the time. I departed all unaware of
the wonderful event which was already registered in my life.

This has always struck me as a peculiarly pronounced ex-
pression of the way destiny slaps our self-conceit when we
imagine we can foresee the events in our own lives.

Since early girlhood I had been expecting the coming of
the Prince Royal to take possession of the kingdom of my
heart. No matter what else life held for me or did not hold
for me, that was the central event on which my idea of hap-

piness turned.
I was in no haste for his coming, yet life was filled with an

agreeable expectancy at the thought of his possible approach,
and I was ever on the watch for his arrival. Many false pre-
tenders to the throne had come and gone; yet I knew some-
where waited the rightful Prince, and some day he would
come and claim his own.
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Of this mysterious being in the realm of the future, I had
written years before:

Across the miles that stretch between,
) Through days of gloom or glad sunhght
There shines a face I have not seen
Which yet doth make my whole world bright.

He may be near, he may be far—
Or near or far I cannot see;

But faithful as the morning star
He yet shall rise and come to me.

What though fate leads us separate ways?
The world is round and time is fleet.

A journey of a few brief days
And face to face we two shall meet.

Shall meet beneath God’s arching skies
While sun shall blaze or stars shall gleam,
And looking in each other’s eyes
Shall hold the past but as a dream.

But round and perfect and complete
Life like a star shall climb the height

As we two press with willing feet
Together toward the Infinite.

And still behind the space between,
As back of dawns the sunbeams play,
There shines the face I have not seen
Whose smile shall wake my world to-day.

And yet at that long-expected moment, when I was really
in the same room with my Prince, no least intimation came to
me; no sensation of any unusual kind; no imptession to pre-
pare me for what was to follow. Completely absorbed in the
trivial affairs of the hour, I went my way unconscious that I
had reached life’s greatest crisis.

It was some three or four days thereafter that in my al-
ways large mail there came a very distinguished-looking let-
ter in a blue envelope. I was accustomed to receiving let-
ters from strangers, who from the time I began to write felt
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alled upon to offer me either their criticisms or their praises;
their approval or their disapproval. (It has always seemed
to me that my path leads through two rows of individuals:
one flinging rocks and mud, one casting bouquets at my feet.)
Therefore, a strange penmanship did not surprise me. What
interested me was the very unusual chirography and the effec-
tive stationery. The letter was written from the State of Geor-
gia on a rainy Sunday afternoon; and it stated that the writer,
one Robert Wilcox by name, in attending to business for his
firm (what is now the International Silver Company, of New
York), had been in the jeweler’s establishment when I en-
tered that day, and he had inquired of the proprietor who the

)

young lady was; and had learned my name. He asked if it

might not be his good fortune on his next visit to Milwaukee,
some three months distant, to be introduced by our mutual
friend. Unlike the other strangers who wrote me, he made
no mention of my poems; he merely asked to be presented.
I knew, of course, that any conventionally reared young
woman would consider this a most irregular manner of mak-
ing the acquaintance of a stranger. I knew it was, according
to established ideas, bordering on impropriety; yet I so
greatly admired the penmanship and the stationery of my
would-be acquaintance that I was curious to know more of
him.

Having received many letters from men in my life, I did
not become a prude at that moment. I replied to Mr. Wilcox
that he could not call as I should not be in Milwaukee on the
date he mentioned ; but I asked him what had prompted him to
write me. This, of course, gave him the opportunity to write

again. Then ensued the most interesting correspondence it .

has ever been my fortune to enjoy. They were not love let-
ters; they were beautiful, unusual, educating, broadening,
witty, and sometimes a bit daring; but never sentimental. I
have them still—more precious than their weight in diamonds.

Mr. Wilcox told me about himself; about his being an
orphan at the age of seven; and of the dear “Aunt Hattie”
who had reared him along with her five daughters after the
death of his lovely grandmother. He told me of his travels
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period of years had caused me much solicitude, and had
awakened in me a great desire to be of comfort to her and

' ber living children, who had inherited her musical talents.

—

Another brother lived at home with an ever-increasing fam-
ily. I do not remember that any of them ever asked a favor
of me; but my heart was always torn with sympathy for
them and for my aging parents: and there was ever an urge
from within to relieve needs and improve conditions. My
mother was overworked and very irritable. It can be readily
understood that there existed that state of internal discord
which more frequently than otherwise pervades an atmos-
phere where in-laws live under one roof.

My nature craved peace. I was born with great longing
for harmonious surroundings. My mother, who would will-
ingly have died for me, was yet not willing to control her
temper, or restrain the sharp word which brought on family
quarrels, as no one of them had learned self-control. I felt
sorry for all of them and I was able clearly to see the wrongs
existing on both sides. I urged my mother that, as hers was
the stronger intellect, it was her duty to show the larger self-
control and forbearance toward another woman worn into
irritability with excessive child-bearing. I tried also to make
her understand that the absence of the pleasures and luxuries
of the world which she grieved over in my life were not as
painful to me as discord and inharmony at home. Every
penny I gave her for family expenses and every bill I paid
wrung her heart with anguish, because she wanted me to be
able to save my income for myself.

What hurt me most keenly was to have her remind others
of my sacrifices—a thing which destroys all the benefit of a
gift.

It was into this unhappy atmosphere that the little paper-
knife came. At the sight of it something seemed to grip me
about the heart with a band that awakened every deep emo-
tion in my nature. A panorama spread before me of beauty,
peace, comfort, luxury, love. All the mean and unlovely
phases of life dropped away, and I was lifted into a world of
which I had dreamed sometimes when reading a rare poem,
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or hearing lovely music, or in the perusal of some of Ouida’s
exotic descriptions. I was shaken by storms of tears, and
yet I did not know what I was crying about. Certainly no
thought of the sender of the little gift, as a possible lover,
entered my head at that moment. It was only that the gift
seemed to be an expression of a world so at variance with
my own that the contrast overwhelmed me. I was then
preparing to bring out “Poems of Passion.” The publishers
sent me a telegram one February day to come to Chicago. In
the Windsor post-office, on my way to the train, I found a
letter in a blue envelope, saying the writer of it would be in
Chicago that day and he hoped for a line from me while there.
My first impulse was to go to Chicago and return without
sending him any word until afterward. I was newly un-
happy; matters had come to a critical state at home, and un-
less certain bills were paid within a few weeks I knew there
would be public comment, hard to bear. Money was due
me from various editors, but I could not demand it in ad-
vance. I was in this state of mind, feeling life was a mere
tragedy of the utterly commonplace, when I suddenly de-
cided I would send Mr. Wilcox a note, at the Grand Pacific
Hotel, saying I was at the Palmer House and that he might
call. I was with a lovely friend who lived there, dear Mrs.
Tallman, who with her devoted husband was my faithful
friend to the hour of her death. Mr. Wilcox called and
I saw him in the hotel reception room. I was so numb and
sick with my home worries that I had only a sense of his
great aloofness. He was exceptionally fine looking, strong,
manly, in the prime of life, very correctly dressed, very cul-
tured in manner, and his voice was remarkable for its deep
beauty. He seemed to my poor and troubled mind like a
man from Mars. He served to make my own home show
more miserably than ever in my eyes by the contrast of what
he suggested with his great composure, his quiet dignity, and
his air of cosmopolitan breeding. I went back to my coun-
try home feeling a vast loneliness. I thought I could no
longer enjoy his letters; I believed he must have felt the wide
difference between us, just as I felt it.
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I was owing him a letter, but I did not write it. After
three weeks there came a plaintive note from him saying,
*Of course, I know how horribly disappointed you were after
seeing my ugly phiz; I saw your disgust in your eyes; but
you might, at least, drop a fellow gently and not with a sick-
-} ening thud; you might, at least, write and tell me if you re-
[ ceived the book I sent just before we met.”

(This letter was not a pose; as I afterward realized, this
most attractive and magnetic man was without one atom of
vanity and actually thought himself ugly. I have seen him
go out of his way to cross a room trying to avoid looking in
a mirror.)

The correspondence was resumed on its purely literary
basis. I borrowed money from the bank, and paid the worri-
some debts. Money came to me from editors sooner than
I expected. My friend, Hattie, in Milwaukee, asked me to
be her bridesmaid; and her mother asked me to come to the
house and have my gown for the occasion made there. With
the suddenness of an April day after a long March of storm
my spirits rose to joyfulness again. It was on April 20th,
just two months after my first meeting with Mr. Wilcox, that
the Lords of Karma again took my destiny in hand.

My correspondent had written me that he would not be
in the West again before June; yet there at the post-office,
as I took my train to Milwaukee, was another letter from him
saying that he had been called West again and would be in
Milwaukee on April 2oth, at the Plankinton House, and
- would I send him a line there or to Chicago the following

day? Instead, a message was sent to him at the hotel giv-

ing him my city address. An hour later came a magnificent
basket of flowers (I have the basket yet) and in it a note ask-
ing if he could call. My hostess was so charmed with the great
floral gift that she urged me to see him; and I sent him a note
saying he might call for half an hour only, as we were all so

busy with the wedding preparations we had to economize °

time. My trunk had not yet come up from the station, so I -

wore a simple little house gown of the bride-to-be when I

went in to meet my caller. He remained three hours, and
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missed his train to Chicago. That night he wrote his first
love letter; and after he left me, I went up to my friend's
room and, greatly to her astonishment, began to weep wildly.
The same strange state of mingled ecstasy and misery which
the little paper-knife had caused, took possession of me. I
knew I was at last and forever desperately in love. But not
until I received his letter the next afternoon did I know that
the feeling was mutual.

The heavenly luster which shone over my world for the
next few weeks cannot be described. I walked on air; and
every breath was a stimulant. Never did bridesmaid glow
with such unutterable joy as I when I stood by Hattie’s side
in the church, during the marriage ceremony, and dared
harbor the hope that my own wedding might be in the near
future; and that I might hear the sacred words pronounced
which would make me the wife of my Prince of Lovers.

We were married a year and two days later. During that
year I never met any one who knew Robert Wilcox outside of
business acquaintances.

The few friends to whom I confided my engagement were
greatly concerned lest I should find disaster and disillusion-
ment at the end of my rainbow of promise. But the dis-
illusionment never came. Instead, during thirty-two years of
marriage, life grew in radiance and beauty, and I lived to
realize my early poem written years before:

I DREAM

Oh, I have dreams. I sometimes dream of Life
In the full meaning of that splendid word.
Its subtle music which few men have heard,
Though all may hear it, sounding through earth’s strife.

Its mountain heights by mystic breezes kissed,
Lifting their lovely peaks above the dust;
Its treasures which no touch of time can rust,

Its emerald seas, its dawns of amethyst,

Its certain purpose, its serene repose,
Its usefulness, that finds no hour for woes,
This is my dream of Life.
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Yes, I have dreams. I ofttimes dream of Love

As radiant and brilliant as a star.

As changeless, too, as that fixed light afar
Which glorifies vast worlds of space above.
Strong as the tempest when it holds its breath,

Before it bursts in fury; and as deep

As the unfathomed seas, where lost worlds sleep,
And sad as birth, and beautiful as death.

As fervent as the fondest soul could crave,

Yet holy as the moonlight on a grave.

This is my dream of Love.

Yes, yes, I dream. One oft-recurring dream
Is beautiful and comforting and blest,
Complete with certain promises of rest,

Divine content, and ecstasy supreme;

When that strange essence, author of all faith,
That subtle something which cries for the light,
Like a lost child who wanders in the night,

Shall solve the mighty mystery of Death;

Shall find eternal progress, or sublime
And satisfying slumber for all time.
This is my dream of Death.



CHAPTER VII
StEPs UP SPIRITUAL STAIRWAYS

MANY women remember the months preceding their mar- 1
riage as the happiest, the most romantic time of their

. lives. Not so I. My somewhat painful prominence as the
i author of “Poems of Passion” made me desirous of keeping :
! my coming marriage a strict secret from the public. I knew
! once it was even suspected, there would be a fusillade of news-
| paper thrusts, which would destroy the sacredness and beauty
i of the happiness which promised to be mine. I remained very

closely in my country home, only going a few times that year
to Milwaukee to visit friends, and on those occasions my lover
saw me there.

“These friends, at whose home I was later married, while
meaning to be kind and solicitous for my welfare, made me
very uncomfortable. They had urged me the year previous
to encourage the attentions of a man of means, living in the
East, who was uncongenial to me. They thought me very
foolish to expect a great romance to come into my life: they
said those things existed more in books than in reality. When
they saw me swept away by a great romance, they were sus-
picious of the lover in the case. They warned me that he
was such a man of the world and so attractive to women that
I need take much he said with an interrogation mark after
it. They also urged against allowing him to visit me in my
country home, assuring me that he would never continue his
interest in me after a visit there. They were, too, opposed to
my spending my money on repairing the old home. Never-
theless I repaired it; and the very first day it was finished my
lover came and made his first visit and met my family for
the first time.

My experiences in building the new addition on the house
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were not all agreeable. My father was aging noticeably, both
physically and mentally; and from the time I began to

' earn a considerable income he had ceased to feel much re-

sponsibility about money matters. He used to say: “Let
Elly attend to this,” when my mother spoke of family needs.
My father had shown decided appreciation of my talents from
the beginning, even though he used to worry about the amount
of postage I used in sending out my various manuscripts. A
phrenologist once said that my father’s head was strikingly
like that of Daniel Webster, save that an enormous bump of
caution prevented him from putting into use many of his
splendid abilities. It was this caution which made him anxious
about the postage I used; but after the checks began to come
in and my poems began to win approval, he was very appre-
ciative. I remember one time when he made a business trip
out to Iowa for a few days, a very unusual event in his life,
his coming up to my room in the early moming of his
return and waking me to tell of an experience he had had in
JIowa. He had met a man at the hotel who was most en-
thusiastic about some poem of mine, and he and this man had -
sat up the whole night talking about me. I think no com-
. pliment I ever received from the public pleased or touched
me more than this.

In his early life in Vermont, my father had learned to be
handy with hammer and saw; and after he came to Wisconsin
he put this knowledge to practical use. When I planned the
addition to the house I, of course, employed a professional
carpenter; but my father was very insistent that he knew how
to plan and put up the addition better than the carpenters.
There was some small repairing of another part of the house
which my father was doing at his own expense; and he seemed
to feel that the entire work was of his own doing. Twice he
became so critical and fault-finding that the carpenters threw
down their tools and told me they were leaving. The last.
occasion of this nature was only a week before I expected
the visit of my lover. I went into a paroxysm of tears and
when my father saw this, he relented and so did the car-
penters, who resumed work.
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_J my visitor, I had to confess this fact to him, and he was so
displeased that for a period of some ten days he went about
barcheaded to show me his disapproval of the act.)

Yet in spite of all this, and in spite of the predictions of
my Milwaukee friends, my lover was not repelled by my home
conditions. I do not remember much happiness during that
visit, however. There was a brood of small children and
their mother and father and grandparents were all nervously
worn with the conditions which had been created by years
of wrong thought and lack of self-control. Save the love
and pity I sent out to them all, there was little love in the
atmosphere: and I was on tenter-hooks every moment of the
time my lover was there, lest some painful upheaval occur.
Yet I know that every one of them, deep in their hearts, felt
love and gratitude toward me and desired my best happiness:
, and all of them felt an admiring reverence for the splendid
man who had come into my life.

They had seen many admirers about me; and through a long
girlhood had seen me interested at various times, but never
- before swept away completely by an overwhelming emotion.
i So they were really on their best behavior; for which I
- fervently thanked them when the visit was over, besides thank-
ing God, on my knees that night, as I always did for every
least favor.

Before my lover came, I had been anxious in my mind re-
garding what he might think of my having dabbled, to the
extent already mentioned, in matters psychic. I knew he was
reared by orthodox relatives in New England, and I knew
be was, at the same time, a cosmopolitan who had grown
broad in his ideas, through extensive reading and through
extensive travel. In his letters he expressed great reverence
for the Creator and a strong belief in prayer and in the pres-
ence of guardian angels. But I had an idea that he might
think me weak or unwise or uncanny, if he knew I had any
interest in psychic phenomena. So, when suddenly, in one
of our talks, he said to me, “Have you ever looked into this
matter of communication with the spirits of our dead friends?”
I trembled to the marrow of my bones; but I replied honestly,

———
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“Yes, I have, and I believe it sometimes occurs.” Then I
waited for my sentence of disapproval. Instead, with a very
beautiful smile, my lover said: “I am so glad you be-
lieve this. I do. The subject interests me greatly.” So
another hurdle was safely leaped in my adventurous ride
toward happiness.

At this moment, as I write of this occurrence, I am filled
with a sense of profound awe at the consciousness of the
important part this sympathy between us on all subjects per-
taining to spiritual matters has played in my life. It has
been, indeed, the very rock-bed foundation of my wonderful
love life of thirty-two years with this rare soul.

The friends of my husband who knew him only in his busi-
ness life would, no doubt, be astounded at such a statement
of mine. He was not quickly understood by those who met
him. A practical business man, with agreeable manners and
the most winning voice, and a well read man, was what most
people would say of him. Only to a few, possessed of under-
standing, did he reveal his peculiarly spiritual qualities. Not
until the first year of my life with him was I aware of his
open vision and his ability to see and hear on planes not
visible to the physical eye and ear. When I did become
aware of this, he warned me not to speak of it freely, as he,
himself, did not understand the laws connected -with it and
was afraid to have it known. He had, however, he con-
fessed to me, since a child, at times been conscious of the
presence of beings not visible to others. While we were in
our Meriden house he saw, on three separate occasions, a
woman in a gray Shaker bonnet and gray gown pass through
our upper hall. The first time he saw her he was confident
some one in the house was playing a trick; but when con-
vinced that all the inmates of the house could account for
their doings at that moment, he knew he had had one of his
“visions.”

Nothing of unusual moment happened after these three
visitations and he was never able to trace any occurrences in
the history of the house to explain the matter.

After the death of our baby he saw the vision of the child

~4
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on several occasions, at two of our New York homes and
once in a hotel.

Besides his business qualities, my husband was a popular
club man; he played an excellent game of whist, bridge and
auction, and was popular with his companions through his
wit and his courtesy at the card table.

In my early married life, he was much in demand for the
game of poker; and I remember the first time he went to the
club after we were in our Meriden house. He told me he
was invited to a special game of poker at his club there, and it
would be his first meeting with old friends since his mar-
riage. (I know I felt a great glow of pride as he went down
the walk, thinking how in all the congratulations his friends
would naturally offer him on his marriage I had been
the one woman in the whole world selected to wear his crown
of “wife.”)

That afternoon he had read to me in a New York paper
an account of a book, written by Eliott Coues, on theosophy,
containing many remarkable statements regarding the worlds
beyond the earth.

It was the first time I had ever heard the word “Theosophy.” !
He told me he was going to send for the book, and he said:
“Ella, I wish you would write the author and try to meet
him some time in New York. I think we ought to know more
of this matter.” Of course, whenever he expressed a wish
of any kind, I never rested until I had done whatever I
could to carry it out. I devoted the evening to letter writ-
ing and then retired, to enjoy the sound sleep which has
always accompanied my nights. I woke to greet him on his
return and to hear him express his appreciation that I had
been so sensible about his going to the club, and to listen to
all the different remarks his friends had made about his mar-
riage. He said he had had a very enjoyable evening, but he
said: “All the time I kept wondering if you would remem-
ber to write to Eliott Coues.” Great was his satisfaction
when he learned the letter was written.

That was one of the side lights which helped me to see
what a composite nature was possessed by the man I had
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not to seek information of coming events through the spirits
of the dead, nor ask for advice on merely earthly matters;
and that such advice, when obtained, was either given through
mind reading or by earth-bound spirits whose progress we
impede by continually calling them back to decide matters
we should decide ourselves. Theosophy taught us that we
should not lean on any power save the God-power in our own
souls; and that we are not saved by any power save the
power of the Divine Self we develop, as our brother Christ
developed it through all His incarnations until He became
truly “One-with-God.” Theosophy also taught us that we
must live THE SERMON ON THE MOUNT, not merely
believe in it, if we expect to find any satisfaction in the
realms after death. And it taught us that all the realms,
planes and spheres beyond earth are thought-builded; and
that just according to our thoughts, actions and words will
our “mansions not made by hands” be heavens or hells.

The continual effort made by my husband to put these
beliefs into practice in his daily life were known to me, alone,
perhaps. The effort made his business life ofttimes difficult;
and had he put these ideals aside, keeping his religion for
Sundays only, he would, no doubt, have attained great wealth,
with his combined business acumen and his industry. Even
in his love of cards and in his monotonous life of travel for
the first seven years after our marriage, where card games
were his only recreation, he introduced his idea of altruism.
This, too, was a matter known only to me. He played games
of chance only with men he knew; whatever money he made
was kept in a separate purse, and when he came home he
asked me to help him distribute it anonymously among deserv-
ing people. I remember one year when we both found great
delight in sending a poor aging artist, in the Middle West,
mysterious packages of money by express. We had met this
artist while traveling and had bought a few of his pictures
which we had given to friends. But his hand was losing its
cunning, and he was too far along in years to take up any
other occupation, so we felt a great happiness in bestowing
upon him these blind favors. The sick, the lame, the blind,
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were aided out of this card fund: never any one we knew
well : never any of our own dependants: always some one out-
side, whose needs we knew, but were not supposed to know.

My husband was reared by strictly old-fashioned orthodox
relatives. His father believed card playing was wicked, and
so did many of his boyhood companions. Some of these I
afterward met, and knew they considered Robert had strayed
from the fold of salvation by his worldly habits, such as
playing cards for money. Yet I never knew one of these
friends or relatives of his who lived so near the Christ
standard in all his dealings with his fellow men, or who had
so devout a heart toward God, year in and out, as Robert
Wilcox. Sympathy, generosity, helpfulness, appreciation, all
that was worth while; slow to anger and quick to forgive ; with
keen powers of discrimination, yet never carpingly critical,
he surely lived his life along the ideals of brotherhood:
never a Church member or a Church goer, yet liberal in his
aid to churches and respectful toward all creeds.

The year following the Chicago Exposition and Congress
of Religions, the East Indian Monk, Swami Vivekananda,
came to New York and gave a course of lectures. My hus-
band was then passing through a business crisis which re-
quired all of his courage and self-control. We first heard of
these lectures in a somewhat curious way. One evening, just
after dinner, the postman brought a letter; it was from a
stranger, addressed to me, and had been three times for-
warded. It told of a lecture to be given by Vivekananda,
giving the time and the place, and closed, saying: “I feel
sure, from what I read of your writings, that you will be
interested.” The hall where the lecture was to be given was
just two blocks from our apartment, and the date was just
aone hour from the time I received the letter. We had no
other engagement for that evening. and my husband proposed
Luing.

We reached the hall just as Vivekaranda was going on
theshgemhxsmbeandmhn We sat in the very last
seat of thehdlchwachothuthmisasthew

orate gave a never-to-be-forgotten alk on things sparitual.
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When we went out my husband said: “I feel that man knows .
more of God than we do. We must both hear him again.”

My husband attended with me not only a number of even-
ing lectures, but on several occasions came from his busi-
ness office during the day to listen to the Swami. I remember
his saying, as we went out on the street one day: “This
man makes me rise above every business worry; he makes
me feel how trivial is the whole material view of life and
how limitless is the life beyond. I can go back to my troubles
at the office now with new strength.” Yet no one among his
business associates knew where he had been.

Although I had naturally possessed the concentration which
enabled me to sit in a crowded room where people were
talking, singing or dancing, and to lose myself in reading or
writing, I had yet to learn that concentration was a science.

It was Vivekananda, the East Indian teacher, who gave me
my first lessons in concentration. He told us all, that this
great law, once understood and acquired, could not only lead
us to the summit of self-control, but it would give us the
power of achievement and a knowledge of realms interpene-
trating our visible and coarser world. After each lesson (and
indeed a portion of each day since that time) I made a prac-
tice of sitting quite alone for a quarter or a half hour, seeking
to bring my too active mind under the check rein of my will.
I endeavored to drive out every thought save that of God—
the one supreme, omnipotent creator of all the worlds which
exist or ever have existed; He of whom Christ said: “Why
call ye me good; there is none good but the Father.” I sought
to fill myself with the sense of His power and to bathe myself
in love for Him.

Always, from these moments of concentration, I arose -
with new strength and poise to meet life.

One night, after coming from a lecture, my husband left
me at the door of our apartment, and said he was going up
to the Lotos Club for an hour to smoke his cigar and indulge
in a game of cards. I prepared for retiring, and then sat
down to my moments of concentration. Suddenly I felt that
I must go to my desk. I had no idea what I was to do;
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I had finished my day’s work before I went to the lecture;
and I had no least thought of writing anything more that day.
Yet so strong was the urge that I arose, went to my desk, and
took up my pen and began to write. I was perfectly conscious,
yet my mortal brain certainly had nothing to do with what
my pen wrote down. It was as if some one thought for me.
I watched my hand form the words with interest, as I would
have watched a friend write. This is the poem which came
under those peculiar conditions:

ILLUSION

God and I in space alone
And nobody else in view.
“And where are the people, O Lord,” I said,
“The earth below, and the sky o’er head
And the dead whom once I knew ?”

“That was a dream,” God smiled and said,
“A dream that seemed to be true.

There were no people, living or dead,

There was no earth, and no sky o’er head
There was only myself—in you.”

“Why do I feel no fear,” I asked,
“Meeting you here this way,

For I have sinned I know full well,

And is there heaven, and is there hell,
And is this the judgment day?”

“Nay, those were but dreams,” the Great God said,
“Dreams, that have ceased to be.

There are no such things as fear or sin,

There is no you—you never have been—
There is nothing at all but ME.”

It is the only experience of the kind which ever befell me.
And oddly enough, it is the only one of my thousands of
verses which I was ever able completely to memorize and
never forget. Whoever wrote it through me helps me to
recall it.

The verses went begging; no magazine would use them,
fearing they were unorthodox. The Century editor (Mr.
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Gilder) liked them very much, he said, but felt they might
not be understood by his readers. Finally the Chap Book
of Chicago used them, after which they were copied all over
the earth, usually without my name. The London Atheneum
published them some three years afterwards, and asked its
readers to supply the author’s name, if possible. I supplied
it with the name and date of the magazine first using it.

On several different occasions in New York, or while
traveling at different periods of our lives, my husband and I
went to spiritual séances and investigated the phenomena
We encountered a few cases of pure fraud, not many; more'
cases of the presence of earth-bound spirits and again of
elementals, mindless creatures that often frequent séance
rooms. In no one of these circles did we find any knowledge
that benefited us. Once, in a private home in California,
through a psychic who only came to her friends, we were
conscious of being in touch with higher forces; conscious,
indeed, that our little son had grown in the spirit world, and
was able to send us a message. The proofs, under perfect
test conditions, were convincing to us.

That was fully fifteen years before my husband passed into
higher worlds himself, and we never, during that time, made
any further investigations. We simply rested satisfied that
such truths existed. But always, in talking of these mat-
ters, as we so frequently did, my husband would say: “If
I go first, I will come to you and make myself known to you
in such ways as I can, if God will permit it. If you go
first, you must come to me.”

In many of his letters I find these promises and only two
weeks before his going out of the body, when he was in
perfect health, he spoke very earnestly on the subject to me
again, saying: “However hard it might be for you to stay
here in our dear seashore home, were I to go on ahead of
you, it is yet here that I feel I could reach you in spirit and
make myself manifest. Both our summer and our winter
homes here are so charged with our love-life that I am sure
I could make myself known to you.” How this promise of
his has been kept will be told in later pages.



CHAPTER VIII
LiFE IN MERIDEN

HE first summer of my married life was spent at Thimble
Islands, in that most inappropriately named resort,
Stony Creek. (The utter lack of imagination which character-
izes a large majority of Americans is displayed in the names
given their towns. How any seashore resort with the wonder
of waves and tides in the perspective, and islands and trees
and rocks to lend variety, could be dubbed “Stony Creek”
will ever remain a mystery to me.)

My husband had bought a little cottage there before he
met me, planning to give some of the relatives who were
blessed by his bounty a summer at the shore. (It was a
curious coincidence which he and I had discovered early in
our acquaintance, that both of us were doing what we could
to help ten relatives, with our purses and our thoughts.)

It was my first acquaintance with the sea; and although it
was the Sound, for me it had all the beauty and majesty and
novelty which had been ascribed to the ocean by my imagina-
tion. Coming as I did from the inlands of the Middle West,
dwelling right on the banks of the Sound with the Prince
of my early dreams, materialized into the most adorable of
lover comrades, made life almost too full of happiness.

It was my husband who first found the location of our
cottage disappointing. He called to my attention the fact that
it was only pleasing to look out on the water at high tide.
Until he mentioned it, the mud flats at low tide had not regis-
tered in my mind. But after a time I realized with him that
we would not be satisfied to make that place our permanent
summer home. So the little house was sold, for a trifle more
than it cost, and at the end of the season we went into a
house which had been rented for a term of two or three years,
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at Meriden, Connecticut, as my husband’s business affairs
centered about the manufacturing town for a period of time.

It was a pretty home, and when we were together life was
full of everything sweet and beautiful. But my husband was
obliged to be absent on business of the company in which
he was a stockholder, fully half the time. On several of
these trips I accompanied him; but that was not always prac-
ticable, and when he left me in Meriden I was acutely
lonely for lack of congenial companionship. Fortunately I
had my work; for while marriage relieved me of the urgent
necessity of writing, there was ever the urge from within;
and there was a brood of nieces and nephews in the West,
needing assistance in gaining an education; a work I had
already begun before marriage and which I was glad to
continue.

Then I took up the study of French, and I resumed my
old long-abandoned exercise of riding. My husband arranged
with a stableman in Meriden to provide me with good saddle
horses, and I kept up this enjoyment until that wonderful
day came when expectant motherhood glorified life with new
splendor.

While I made many sweet and lasting friendships in Meri~
den, I never grew to feel the town was my real home. It
was so unlike the West, so much more self-centered and
bound up in material ideas, it seemed to me, than was Madi-
son or Milwaukee, or Chicago, as I knew them at that period.
I could not, somehow, enter into any at-one-ment with the
purely New England element about me. My family had all
been born in New England, yet the Wisconsin environment
in which I had been reared was wholly different from that
of Meriden. There I had been known from childhood, and
my literary talents had been admired, and I was a sort of
daughter of the State, wherever I went. In Meriden the
knowledge of my literary tendencies made people in general
stand a bit aloof, as if they thought I was not quite like
other folks. They were not readers of poetry to any extent,
and knew little about my work. I think the word “poetess”
to the average American, until recent years, suggested a sen-
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.timental person with ringlets and an absence of practical good
sense. I greatly desired the respect and friendship of Robert’s
friends, and both were given gradually. In the meantime I
experienced much heart-loneliness when my beloved was away
from home. Looking back, I realize that I was supersensi-
tive, and that the Meriden people cared very much more for
me than I understood at that time. But the New England
temperament is so repressed that it does not quickly show its
affections. I missed the spontaneous spirit I had been accus-
tomed to meet in the West.

The social life in Meriden, too, seemed very formal to me.
I liked best my informal calls on a few near neighbors in
the evening, and they, too, seemed to enjoy having me run
in bare-headed in my little Josephine house gowns, which
I always wore in those days.

There was a beautiful girl bride, sixteen years old, who
had run away from home to marry a traveling boy enter-
tainer, and who was living at home while the young husband
went on his tour. This girl Sallie was so radiant it was a
joy just to look at her. When she came into my little study
in the Colony Street house and talked about her lover and let
me talk about mine, the while our men were away, life lost
much of its loneliness. Dear, blooming Sallie! her life since
then has been full of tragedy. Two divorces, a suicide; the
suffering of neglect and infidelity ; separation from children;
humiliation and despair; a little season of opulence and hap-
piness, then again tragedy. Baut all of these things have not
destroyed her radiant spirit, or blighted her brilliant beauty.
Sallie is a living example of what the modern woman can
bear and triumphantly overcome. When I stir the pot-pourri
of memory, the perfume of rose leaves in a closed jar rises
at the thought of Sallie as she was then.

The first understanding interest which Meriden felt in me,
as a poet. came through the St. Eimo Commandery, K. T,
the Masonic organization of which my husband was a mem-
ber. Meriden's very important man, Mr. H. Wales Lines,
asked me to write a poem for an cocasion in the near future
when the Commandery was t0 be honored by the presence of
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some distinguished guests. Robert brought the request to me
and seemed desirous for me to write the poem. He provided
me with such books and literature as would give me the
history of the Masonic Order, an order of which I knew
little, save that it held secrets which no woman could share.

I felt much concern about my ability to do honor to the
occasion (or rather, to do honor to my husband, which was
my leading thought, I am sure). .

I toiled in my little study for two or three days without
being able to write one satisfying line, and each night, when
my husband came in, I was obliged to shadow the hope in his
eyes by a disappointing report. Then he told me that one
of his very best business friends from New York, newly
married, was coming with his bride to spend the week-end
with us. He hoped I might finish my poem and be ready to
enjoy their visit, but meantime assured me I need not feel
anxious about their entertainment, as he would see to that,
if I needed the time for my work. However, not a line of
the poem came until after the friends had arrived. We had
dined and were in the drawing room; Robert told them of
my work and asked them to excuse me if I went up to my
study, but in a few minutes I came down with my writing
materials and asked them to let me sit in their midst and
write. I felt that such a congenial atmosphere would bring
an inspiration. And sure enough it did. So, there in that
social circle I began and completed the poem which delighted
not only my husband but the whole Commandery, and not
only the Commandery, for the poem has been used periodically
by Masonic orders all over the world at many distinguished
gatherings. Just at the beginning of the war my publishers
in London wrote me enthusiastically regarding this poem.
But, best of all, it brought me, at the time it was written, in
closer touch with my husband’s friends and made Meriden
seem a little more like home to me.

The first suggestion for a poem made to me by the man
whose name I was honored by wearing later occurred in
Chicago a few months previous to our marriage. We were
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looking into the window of an art shop where were displayed
three charming engravings of the stork.

In the first the stork was standing with his mate beside
a pool where babies grew like water lilies among ferns and
mosses. In the second the chosen infant was snugged on the
back of his consort, while Mr. Stork was ringing a door bell
with his foot. The third picture represented the reception of
the child at the open door by a smiling woman. The pictures
were signed “Rosenthal, 1862.”

Curiously enough, I had never heard the legend of the
stork until the explanation of the pictures was given me by my
lover, who added, “I think you could make a very pretty
poem on this topic. With your permission, I will send these
pictures out to your home for you.” So the pictures were
sent, neatly framed, to the Wisconsin farm, where I returned
that day: and very shortly afterward the poem was written
and became, on its publication, immensely popular with
mothers, with musicians and with elocutionists. Through all
the long years since its appearance it has been sung and re-
cited in many homes and salons.

/

E BABYLAND
Have you heard of the Valley of Babyland
The realm where the dear little darlings stay,
Till the kind storks go as all men know
And oh, so tenderly bring them away?
The paths are winding and past all finding
By all save the storks who understand
The gates and the highways and the intricate byways
That lead to Babyland.

All over the Valley of Babyland

Sweet flowers bloom in the soft green moss

And under the ferns fair, and under the plants there

Lie little heads like spools of floss.

With a soothing number the river of Slumber

Flows over a bedway of silver sand.

And Angels are keeping watch o’er the sleeping
Babes of Babyland.

- * ————— = =
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The path to the Valley of Babyland

Only the kingly kind storks know.

If they fly over mountains or wade through fountains

No man sees them come or go.

But an angel maybe, who guards some baby,

Or a fairy perhaps with her magic wand,

Brings them straightway to the wonderful gateway
That leads to Babyland.

And there in the Valley of Babyland

Under the mosses and leaves and ferns

Like an unfledged starling they find the darling

For whom the heart of a mother yearns.

And they lift him lightly and snug him tightly

In feathers soft as a lady’s hand:

And off with a rockaway step they walk away
Out of Babyland.

As they go from the Valley of Babyland

Forth into the world of great unrest,

Sometimes in weeping he wakes from sleeping

Before he reaches the mother’s breast.

Ah how she blesses him, how she caresses him

Bonniest bird in the bright home band,

That o’er land and water the kind stork brought her,
From far off Babyland.

My one joy and delight, pure and unalloyed during those
two and a half years in Meriden, outside of my hours with
my husband, was in my visits to Aunt Hattie and Uncle
Lester, and their five daughters (Robert’s cousins, with whom
he had been reared like a brother) in New Britain, Connecti-
cut. Aunt Hattie’s sister was Robert’s mother. It proved to
me of what rare, broad, sweet and beautifully Christian line-
age he sprang (on his mother’s side there was kinship to
Ralph Waldo Emerson) when this aunt and her five daugh-
ters, who had been accustomed to receive both his love and
his means without any wife to come between them with
claims for either, accepted me with open hearts and arms,
and from the hour of our first meeting to this day never
has one moment of discord or misunderstanding come to
shadow life. Reared in a strictly orthodox atmosphere, Aunt
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Hattie Booth and all her daughters were yet as broad as the
universe in their outlook on religion and in their under-
standing of God’s requirements of His children. All my
ideas which many at that time called Unitarian, and which
a year later I knew were theosophical, Aunt Hattie would
discuss with me, evincing the deepest interest- and profound
was her insight into things psychical. That is no wonder;
for if ever a human being was in close touch with the world
of Angels it was she. To this day, fully twenty years since
she passed out of earth sight, I can not think of this rare and
lovely woman without a rush of tender love sweeping through
me, and of eager hope at the thought of again meeting her
in realms not so far distant from me, I trust.

The commonplace, ordinary type of woman could easily
have felt jealousy because of the new and expensive interest
of the relative who had been her benefactor; and one encoun-
ters in such situations sometimes a nature so narrow and
petty that gratitude for past favors is sunk in resentment
that any one else should now share the thoughts of the
benevolent bestower of material benefits. Such a nature can
make purgatory out of heaven and discord out of harmony
for all within her environment. Therefore it was then, and
ever will be, a source of perpetually flowing springs of love
and gratitude mixed with reverence—the gracious attitude of
my husband’s Aunt Hattie and of her five daughters, all
living to-day, and still bestowing upon me their never-changing
affection. I have always felt this close bond which united
my husband’s blood kin to me a far greater satisfaction than
the honors I have received from any social or literary source
during my whole career. Aunt Hattie was a Bulkeley—a
name known and honored in New England—and my husband
felt very proud of his blood. Many eminent clergymen and
other men of note sprang from the Bulkeleys and they were,
too, famed for their keen sense of humor and quick wit.

In my heart’s jewel collection of rare souls Aunt Hattie
always seemed to me like a perfect amethyst; she was so
exquisite, so translucent, so gleaming. She would have
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adorned courts or shone in the salon of a de Staél, had her
destiny called her there.

In my Wisconsin home we had never made much of a
festival of Thanksgiving Day, save to prepare a little extra
food and perhaps attend some social gathering in the even-
ing. But we had few relatives, and the fifty miles which
lay between my grandparents’ home and my own were seldom
bridged by more than one visitor at a time. Therefore it
was a new and delightful experience when, the first Thanks-
giving Day after my marriage, I sat at Aunt Hattie’s table
with twenty-one new made relatives. I was the twenty-second.
Aunt Hattie employed no domestics, four of her five daugh-
ters being of an age to be helpful, and the sweetest possible
atmosphere of loving service characterized the home. I pre-
sume they may, being human, at times have had their spats
and misunderstandings, but in all the years during which I
was a frequent guest at the home for long periods of time, I
never heard any discordant words under that hospitable roof :
and there was much fun, much mirth, much happiness, despite
the fact that two of the daughters suffered from serious
physical disorders resulting from the effects of scarlet fever
in their childhood, and despite the fact that many anxieties
and worries came to the family, as is the fate of most mortals,
It was my ideal of a loving home—the atmosphere I had
always longed for.

Uncle Lester was given to moods of much depression and
fear about the future, but always that rare soul of Aunt
Hattie’s soared above the clouds and brought sunshine; and
always she turned Uncle Lester’s sighs to smiles and his fears
to hope. I remember how like a big tree branch full of
birds their table seemed to me on that Thanksgiving Day.
At one moment there would be twenty-two people sitting at
it; the next moment I would see but a dozen; the others had
flown to bring back more food to the table, just as birds fly
back and forth to feed their young, and I, the new-comer,
was so feted and loved and appreciated that my heart was
bursting with love and gratitude for the blessings that God
had bestowed upon me.
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Dear Aunt Hattie! It is said that the foundation of hap-
piness in Heaven is formed, not by our creeds and psalm
singing and church-going, but by remembrance of the good
and kind words and deeds we bestow upon God’s children,
our fellow beings on earth. It is said, too, that Hell is
formed by remembrance of our unkindness to our earth
companions. Surely Aunt Hattie rose quickly to a beautiful
realm where she trod golden floors made of her own golden
deeds on earth. Of such is the Kingdom of Heaven. God
and all His great angels bless her forever and ever!

It was a shining hour of my life when I imparted to Aunt
Hattie the wonderful news of my expectant motherhood.
Again the white soul and big heart and broad-loving spirit
were revealed in her spontaneous delight; and all through
those radiant months, fully half of them spent without my
husband’s presence, Aunt Hattie and her daughters and the
good Uncle Lester were my strength and comfort and defense
against the many anxieties and fears which would, at times,
intrude on my great happiness. It can easily be imagined how
painful and bitter would have been the situation of a new-
comer and expectant mother in a strange land if the hus-
handsrehnmhadbemopposedtotheadmtofadﬁld,
as sometimes occurs in families.

Never was a child more longed for, or more anticipated,
than that babe of mine; and never did waiting mother feel
herself to be more of a chosen and anointed being than I
during those months. Naturally, I feit a deep gratitude to-
wards others who also welcomed the coming child My first
sea voyage was taken during that period of my life Being
in excellent health, the physican thought it no risk, and so
the wonderful trip to Havana and back was enjoyed with-
out any disastrous results and with lasting memonies of great
pleasure.

Some verses written on that voyage. suggested by a re-
mark made by my hushand. became extremely popular and
have been set to music br more than one composer since.
Seving a saarf of mine fiuttering in the sea wind at the open
port hole of car cabin, be said: “See how that old flirt of
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a sea wind is trying to coax that scarf to come out and
see the world with him; if she went, he would kiss her a
few times and then fling her into the waves to drown.” So
before the day ended I wrote “The Seabreeze and the Scarf.”

Much as my husband desired a son, all the “people-who-are-
supposed-to-know” predicted a daughter. So we relinquished
the idea of Robert, Jr., and prepared to welcome Winifred
Wilcox. All through the Cuban trip we talked of Winifred.
She became a real personality to us; and we thought of her
as if she had lived many years under our roof.

My happiness was so great that I shared my expectations
with all my friends from the very beginning of my hope,
and Anna Robertson Noxon, a gifted woman from the South,
who was very well known at that time as a writer of bright
verse, sent a poem to “Winifred,” beginning:

Winifred, when bees are humming
We shall listen for your coming.

I have the lines among my treasures laid away.

Once, while my husband was in the West, I wrote him what
a happy visit I was having with friends of his in New York,
and before me lies a letter he wrote me in reply. He says
therein:

“I am glad too you have Winifred with you, in all your hap-
piness in New York. Though she is very young to go into
society, I feel she is very safe snugged up so closely to your
warm heart; and the little confidences that she receives from
its whispered pulsings must be very delightful to her. I should
think you would be talking to her all the time. A kiss to her.”

But suddenly, one May day, when the expectant father
was in Tennessee on business, not Winifred, but Robert M.
Wilcox, Jr., came to earth life; and not liking the world into
which he had been so unceremoniously ushered, he remained
only twelve hours.

Informed by wire of the arrival of his son, my husband
wrote me a letter which was replete with beauty and wit.
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“Who,” he said, “is this Robert M. Wilcox weighing ten
pounds? What was his hurry? Where is Winifred? It is the
first instance on record when a Wilcox stepped in so im-
politely before a lady. Yet he and his mother have made me
the proudest man that walks the earth to-night.”

A few hours later a second telegram called my husband
home to find only the beautiful body of his son left for him
to see. Through a man’s tears, mourning that longed-for
son, and trembling for the life of his wife which hung in
the balance, he was the saddest man on earth. So brief was
the life of this son, and so unprepared were we to think of
him as a son, that, as time passed, he became like the memory
of a dream to us; while the thought of Winifred has always
lingered, as of one we had known and loved and dwelt with.

During the twenty-nine years my husband remained with
me after the loss of our child we used Winifred as a sort
of mentor when either wished gently to rebuke the other. My
husband, who always desired me to be philosophical when
any trouble or annoyance came (even if he failed to be so),
found me rather rebellious and indignant one day over an
unjust and ungrateful action of an inferior, who had received
benefits from our hands. “You must control yourself, my
dear,” he said; “how do you think you would appear to Wini-
fred in such a mood? Would you be an example for her?”
Once when he was smoking more cigars than I felt were good
for him, and a few reminders of the fact from me, as well
as from his physician, did not cause him to desist, I asked
him what he thought Winifred would say if she found her
father injuring his health by such a habit. So ever this
daughter of our imagination walked with us; and we often
saw young girls whom we described as of “Winifred” type.



CHAPTER IX
NEw Yorx

AFTER the death of our baby we left our Meriden house,
and went to ShelterIsland for the summer, where I slowly
pulled back to health of mind and body, and that autumn
we settled in New York, which became my husband’s head-
quarters for an independent branch of the sterling silver
business in which he was engaged. The little apartment we
took was my first real home, entirely arranged and planned
by myself during my husband’s absence, and it was my first
experience in being my own housekeeper and doing my own
marketing, while a cunning little sixteen-year-old maid,
Louisa, came in the morning to assist me and went home
at night, as our apartment was not large enough to house her.

I had even selected the apartment alone; and when my
liege lord returned he was amused and a bit startled to find
how tiny it was. When I explained my dominating desire
to be economical, he was greatly touched. I had not yet
become accustomed to the thought of spending any one’s
money but my own, earned by my pen; and there was a
certain embarrassment in the idea of using even my hus-
band’s purse.

We remained in the little apartment only during the winter;
but they were very happy months, and about that small home
will ever linger a halo of memory. Our belongings were
artistic, and, small as the domicile was, my friends always
exclaimed at the charm of the spot when they entered it.

During the first two years of my marriage, while living in
Meriden, I had made the acquaintance of a number of literary
people in New York. My very first introduction to any social
life in the metropolis had been at a reception given by Jenny
June Croly, who was at the height of her popularity. She
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was President of Sorosis, and her writings, speeches, and
active works for the advancement of women made her a
conspicuous figure in the intellectual world of that time, and
surrounded her with brilliant people. I felt highly flattered
when she asked me to be her guest of honor at one of her
Sunday evenings. At her home I met many celebrities, and
was invited to various other entertainments from time to
time, so when I became a resident of the metropolis I was
not a stranger.

I began to ask a few of the people I had met to come to
my apartment on an occasional Sunday afternoon, and in my
little band-box of a drawing room were frequently gathered
a bevy of poets, artists, actors, musicians, and always a circle
of charming girls. It has been my good fortune all my life
to have as close friends young women of unusual beauty and
brain and moral worth.

Young people of both sexes made much of me those first
years in New York; for “Poems of Passion” was still in
the public eye, and was much read and talked about, and in
the East seldom criticized. All the lovers and brides and
bridegrooms and dreamers of dreams wanted to meet the
writer of the ardent love verses; and many of the literary
drawing rooms made a feature of having some actor or elo-
cutionist recite selections from my book. I followed this
volume the first year I lived in New York with “Poems of
Pleasure,” and many of the verses from this volume became
extremely popular for recitation, particularly “The Birth of
the Opal.” This poem came into form through the following
chain of circumstances.

The year preceding my marriage I had been made the
poet of the day at a large banquet, “A \Woman’s Congress,”
given for Julia Ward Howe and other Eastern women of
note, at the Palmer House, Chicago. There I met Mrs.
Sophia Hoffman of New York, a beautiful and motherly
woman, of much intellectual charm. who at once became
my devoted friend. 1 remember feeling the wind go out
of my sails that afternoon by something she told me Julia
Ward Howe had said: that Miss \Wheeler evinced con-
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siderable ability and she thought it might be developed
into real talent with study and hard work. As I had worked
with unflagging zeal and persistence ever since I could hold
a pen, and had already received many words of commenda-
tion from high sources, I felt very much set back by Mrs.
Howe’s words; but these set-backs have ever come to me peri-
odically in order, no doubt, to save me from that most of-
fensive and blighting sin—conceit and self-satisfaction.

After I came East, I met Mrs. Hoffman at many functions,
and one day (to be exact, it was December 13th, 1886), while
I was on a shopping trip in New York, Mrs. Hoffman asked
me to lunch with her, and then took me to the jewelry
establishment of Marcus and Sons, at that time on Union
Square. She introduced me to Mr. Marcus, Senior, and asked
him to show me the wonderful opal he had in a large piece
of rock from somewhere in Honduras. I had never before
seen an opal, and was much impressed by it. Mr. Marcus said
to me: “I wish you would write a poem about it; it has
always seemed to me that the opal was the child of the sun-
beam and the moonbeam. I have told several of our New
York poets of my idea; but not one of them has grasped it
in all its beauty. I think you could.” “Yes,” I replied, “I
am sure I can.” “If you do,” Mr. Marcus said, “let me see
the poem as soon as it is done. I am getting out a little
book on gems which it would suit.” I went back to Meriden
and in my little study, on December 14th, I wrote, in per-
haps a half hour's time:

THE BIRTH OF THE OPAL

The Sunbeam loved the Moonbeam,
And followed her low and high,

But the Moonbeam fled and hid her head,
She was so shy—so shy.

The Sunbeam wooed with passion;
Ah, he was a lover bold!

And his heart was afire with mad desire,
For the Moonbeam pale and cold.



And the Sunbeam followed and found her
And led her to Love’s own feast;

And they were wed on that rocky bed,
And the dying day was their priest.

And lo! the beautiful Opal—

That rare and wondrous
Where the moon and sun into one,
Is the child that was born to them.

1 sent the verses to Mr. Marcus, saying I wished to publish
them in The Century Magasine first, after which he could use
them in his booklet on gems.

Mr. Marcus returned a check of twenty-five dollars and
said he desired to be the first publisher of the poem. For-
tunately, I obtained his permission to allow the verses to be
recited in two or three drawing rooms during the time he
was preparing his booklet, for when the booklet appeared my
verses were without my name. Mr. Marcus explained that
it was owing to an error in the printing room. But, naturally,
it was a bitter disappointment to me. It caused me much
annoyance, as when a few months later I included them in
my new volume, “Poems of Pleasure,” several letters came
to me from people who said they had seen these lines before,
and asking for my proof of their authorship. This proof was
forthcoming in the word of the many people who had heard
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the name given at receptions and seen it on programmes of
recitals.

Aubrey Boucicault was then a beautiful lad, a sort of child
prodigy in the artistic circles of New York; he was like a
young Apollo, and at many entertainments that winter the
piéce-derésistance was “The Birth of the Opal,” given by
Aubrey Boucicault. A young English actor, Courtenay
Thorpe, made them a specialty also. But despite the almost
universal popularity of these verses, I found my little poetical
bark was not yet out of the choppy waves of criticism.
Although I had been made a welcome guest in many literary
{ salons, there was one woman, the wife of a successful author,
whom I met frequently at receptions and who gave charm-
ing evenings at her own home and distinctly ignored me.
She even went so far as to invite a protégée staying in my
own home, without including me. I was afterward told that
the good lady objected to my poem, “The Birth of the Opal.”
She said I had laid bare all the secrets of married life in
that poem.

It was some time after this that a Spanish poet was ex-
pressing his enthusiastic admiration for my verses, and I could
not refrain from telling him the incident above related; to
which the witty Spaniard replied: “My God, madam, did
the lady think she, alone, knew those secrets?”

The one and only time I was ever induced to recite in
public was that winter, and that poem. Before I relate the
incident I must go back to the beginning of my career. It
has already been told how Frank Leslie’s publishing house
sent me my first check for ten dollars, the price of three
poems. A benign old gentleman, Benjamin Smith, was the
Leslie secretary; he had been many years in the employ of
the house, and he was a gallant devotee at the shrine of Mrs.
Frank Leslie, who, after the death of her husband, took the
business into her own hands, and was able to leave at her
death, a few years ago, a fortune of nearly two million dollars.

Mr. Smith wrote me, after I had been a contributor to
the Leslie periodicals for a year or two, that my first poems
were regarded by him and Mrs. Leslie with considerable sus-
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picion, as my penmanship was so crude and childish, and the
merit of the verses suggested an older hand. He often used
to write me very chatty letters, and always was there some
compliment for Mrs. Leslie, or some clipping telling of her
beauty and brilliancy, which naturally appealed to my imagina-
tion. Therefore it was with a tense interest that I made my
first call at the Leslie publishing house, where Mrs. Leslie had
written me she spent all her daylight hours.

I confess to a feeling of disappointment at the first sight
of this lady. The newspaper descriptions of her, and those
of Benjamin Smith, seemed overdrawn. She looked older
and less radiant than I had imagined, and her pronounced
Roman nose, while it indicated her Napoleonic business
prowess, militated against her beauty. But her skin, of ex-
quisite texture, was like the finest marble and with that pe-
culiar luster which seemed to shine from within. Her eyes
were large and blue, and her mouth almost too small for
beauty, too thin-lipped. Her form was molded after the
Spanish lines, a little too slender in the waist and too full in
the bust for modern ideas of symmetry, perhaps, but at that
time small waists were regarded as a necessary accompani-
ment to beauty. Her feet, too, were out of drawing, so
tiny were they. I once saw her crossing a street attired in a
heavy fur coat which made her full bust more prominent,
and gave her large head and large Roman nose a Juno-like
appearance, while from beneath her skirt peeped out those
infantile feet. It was an inartistic effect. Mrs. Leslie, how-
ever, felt very proud of her feet and very sensitive about
her hands, which were small but unlovely in shape. She made
a feature of long sleeves and lace falling over her hands in her
dressing. Mr. Abraham Wakeman, a one-time Postmaster of
New York, told me that he saw Mrs. Leslie when she was Mrs.
Squires and in the full bloom of early womanhood, and he said,
without any exception, she was the most magnificent specimen
of female beauty he had ever beheld. Her brilliant beauty led
Frank Leslie to obtain his own divorce and hers, to make her
his wife. Mr. Squires was her second husband, although she
spoke of him as her first. There had been a brief early mar-
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riage (with some elements of tragedy connected with it) which
she never mentioned, and only a few people knew of it. She
often referred to herself as “a mere child” when she married
Mr. Leslie. 'When I met her, she was probably in her middle
or late forties, and she seemed a very tired woman. But she
was alive with sentiment and romance—the dominating quali-
ties in her nature, second only perhaps to ambition for power
and prestige.

The man known as the Marquis de Leuville was in the
foreground of her life; and she was genuinely and un-
questionably in love with him. He was a striking-looking
individual, very tall, with long hair and a peculiar walk due
to very high heels: he was a fluent talker and a great
flatterer of women. He was younger than Mrs. Leslie, and it
was evident to all who saw him that he had her bank-book
account in mind, in his pursuit of her. Their engagement was
announced, but the marriage never took place.

With Mrs. Leslie’s unquestionable business acumen, her
fine intellectual qualities, and her large experience in the
world, it seemed almost incredible that she should be so misled
by her belief in her powers as an enchantress. Yet, if we
study the lives of other women who have been prominent in
the eyes of the world through their combined beauty and
intellect, we shall not find Mrs. Leslie a solitary instance of
such foolishness. The woman who during the time of fem-
inine prowess rules men by her physical charms and her mag-
netism and her ability to keep them entertained, is quite prone
to ignore the fact that she has lost her attractions, long
after the sad truth is apparent to every one else. Accustomed
for years to have men pursue her because she is physically at-
tractive, she cheats herself with the belief that her attrac-
tions, not her bank account, cause them to continue the chase
after she is past her prime. When a woman finds her chief
interest in life is her power over men, it affects her very much
like a drug habit, and is as difficult to overcome. And it leads
to as many illusions.

Mrs. Leslie used to talk of the many men who frequented
her salon as her helpless slaves. Yet, while given to great
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lieved worth taking as friends and those he thought it wise
to keep as acquaintances only. He was most anxious for
me to meet and enjoy whomsoever was worth knowing. He
realized that my life belonged—in a measure—to the public,
and he was ever watchful of himself to see that his claims
upon me did not restrict the growth of my talents or cir-
cumscribe my life. But he was solicitous lest the designing
and the unworthy should crowd out others more deserving.

There came a time when he was very much troubled about
Mrs. Leslie’s constant claims upon me as an assistant at her
functions, her desire to have my name appear in print
beside hers, no matter whether I had been with her or not,
and her unwillingness that I should have friends made outside
of her circle. She and the Marquis de Leuville were very
much before the public eye in the press, both in America and
England, and there was a great lack of dignity about the whole
matter which distressed my husband. It led finally to my
urging Mrs. Leslie, as a friend, to adopt a different course of
conduct toward the de Leuville man, telling her of the wrong
impressions she was creating; and this caused Mrs. Leslie to
feel hurt, and to regard me as having turned against her. She
thought I had been unjust toward de Leuville also; but I am
sure she lived to realize her mistake in that matter. There
were admirable qualities in Mrs. Leslie’s nature. She was
quick to appreciate talent of any kind and to aid it where
such aid did not call for too much sacrifice on her part. She
was free from petty jealousies, and ready to see and praise
beauty in another woman. This is a trait not often found in
a woman whose stock in trade is her own beauty. And she
was amiable and to certain kinds of suffering sympathetic.
Then again, one came up against such adamantine streaks in
her nature that it was a veritable shock; I have seen her almost
angelic in tenderness, and I have seen her as cruel as the
iceberg. Surely a strange woman.

While I met Mrs. Leslie frequently afterward at various
functions I never continued the old intimacy; and only called
upon her once afterward, a few years before her death. The

“Marquis,” it was learned, at the time of his death, was a son



134 THE WORLDS AND I

of a barber; and had set forth determined to make a career for
himself by hook or crook. His course of procedure was to
seek out wealthy women of mature years and flatter them into
compliance with any of his wishes. It was an amazing fact
that the man had lived in luxury and forced his way into many
social circles through such means.

To return to the “Birth of the Opal,” and my recitation of
that poem, takes me back to the first year of my acquaintance
with Mrs. Leslie. It was the last function I attended before my
baby came. I know I wore a white satin Empress Josephine
gown, belted high under my arm pits and very full in drap-
ery. Mrs. Leslie had planned to have my recitation an ef-
fective one; and she had sent to the bank and brought forth
a splendid set of opals, in which she decked me. I had never
heard then of any evil omen attached to this jewel and I was
thrilled with their wonderful beauty. I was given a chair on
a sort of impromptu raised dais of some kind, and in my
Josephine gown and the splendor of the opals I recited, or
rather said, my verses in a monotone, with no effort at elocu-
tion.

I think there must have been something rather droll
about my manner of saying the verses, as “An Imitation of
Ella Wheeler Wilcox” was afterward given as an encore on
programs by Settie Bloom, a charming reader of that day,
who was popular in drawing rooms. I once sat in the audi-
ence where this lady gave a reading for charity, and heard
myself imitated, and was convulsed with laughter. It made
me more determined than ever to let my one appearance in
the role of a reciter be my last.

Mrs. Leslie had given me my first shock by her dismay at
my coming motherhood. From the first hour she knew of it
she had declared it a terrible misfortune; and I recoiled from
her when she said, “I would as soon touch a worm as a new-
born baby. You will destroy your figure, your complexion,
and no doubt lose your husband’s love by this sacrifice.” After
a few such speeches I requested Mrs. Leslie to desist talking
on the subject; and almost her only reference to it afterward
was on this occasion where three months before my baby
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came I recited the “Birth of the Opal,” and she said to me,
“If your baby is a girl you must call her Opal.” Mrs, Leslie
was four times married; and she was about to be married to
a fifth husband, a Spanish Marquis of an old family, when he
died suddenly. Yet I am sure in her whole adventurous career
she never knew such happiness as was mine in that brief period
of expectant motherhood.

Those early years in New York’s literary circle would have
held dangers for me had I not been so absorbingly and
reverently in love with my husband. The literary salons, like
all New York circles, teemed with men who were ready for
flirtatious experiences, and the author of “Poems of Passion”
was, by some of these men, supposed to be a free lance in love
matters. But it did not require long to convince them of their
mistake. One bachelor said, in speaking of me, “She really
bores me; you can not talk ten minutes with her before she
bumps you up against a two-hundred-pound husband with
whom she seems to be ridiculously enamored.”

One of my women acquaintances assured me it was very
bad form to let other men know I was in love with my hus-
band; that it savored of the country; and that, besides, I was
cheating my genius. She thought one of my talents needed
to be fed with romantic experiences in order to keep the foun-
tain of expression flowing with fresh waters. Mrs. Leslie
warned me that it was very unwise and very unsafe to permit
my husband to know I was so deeply in love with him. She
said the only way to hold a man was to keep him in doubt and
to show him that other men were interested. But I knew these
theories were false philosophy; and I knew life had nothing
to offer me that could in any way compensate for one moment’s
loss of my own self-respect or the respect and confidence of
the man who made me his wife. To “make good” as a daugh-
ter and a sister had always seemed to me a greater achieve-
ment than to attain fame or financial success; and to fill the
often difficult role of wife, to the very best of my ability,
(aided by constant prayers for larger wisdom and more un-
derstanding) became my one controlling aim. Therefore the
life in New York was only entertaining and amusing, and
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again sometimes disillusioning, but never dangerous for me.

The materialization into personalities of some of the famous
names I had known proved not always satisfying. Talent
and genius had ever seemed to me like two white sentinels
guarding the door of the human mind from the intrusion of
ignoble jealousy, petty envy, and unworthy selfishness. The
gifted man and woman I had thought must be the great man
and woman. It was not invariably so: and many of the
halos I had bestowed upon imagined personalities had to be
“cut over” or removed entirely when the actual individual
was encountered. Yet about all those early years in New
York there was a brightness and beauty that still shines in
memory as I look back upon them. It was a constant surprise
to me, to think I was really living in the midst of the people
of whom I had dreamed during those lonely years on the
Western farm; and when I would send a poem to the New
York magazines or weeklies, and receive an answer back
swiftly, there was always a sensation of novelty in the ex-
perience; a happy realization that I was not five miles from
the post office and fifteen hundred miles from the editors, but
a living part of the great metropolis myself, and in touch
with the whole world in consequence.

I organized a little French study class and social club at
my home, which resulted in much pleasure and entertainment.
We talked only French for two hours; a fine was paid for
breaking into English even by one sentence. Then afterward
we spoke our native tongue while enjoying a simple repast.
The now famous and successful author, then just beginning
to be known, Will N. Harben, was one of the circle and a great
favorite with every one. He was handsome and witty, and
full of southern gallantry and pretty flattery toward all women.
In coanection with him I recall such a droll Little incident. I
am wondering if he will remember it if he reads these pages.
Qne evening during our French hour the door of my apart-
ment was opened into the hall, and quite a dranght of air was
coming through. A French teacher, who was always engaged
for the evening. was giving a recitation. | sat near Mr. Har-
ben, and he was within reach of the door. Feeling the chill
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of the air, and not wanting to disturb the reading by rising,
I whispered to Mr. Harben very softly: “Shut the door; shut
the door.” This he did after a third repetition. Then when
the time came to speak English Mr. Harben assumed a most
dolorous air, and said to me, “You can not imagine what a
moment of ecstasy followed by dull despair you gave me when
you spoke. I thought you were speaking French; and that
you said, ‘Je t'adore” But with what a thud I fell after your
third repetition!”

One day I took a party of some ten young people, Mr. Har-
ben among them, to visit a clairvoyant of whom I had heard
interesting things. She proved to be a tall handsome woman,
who seemed to feel a great respect for her calling. She
charged a nominal price, and proceeded to take handker-
chiefs and other objects from the people in my party; and
when one young man began to say witty things, she hushed
him, remarking that she wished every one to be serious and
respectful while in the room. She told us she had
this clear seeing power since she was a small child; and that
she knew it came from a divine source. Then she went on
to tell all those in our party some very interesting and some
very remarkable facts concerning themselves, their affairs and
their friends. We all came away impressed that the clairvoy-
ant was really possessed of occult powers.

The name of this lady was Katherine Tingley; and she has
since become known the world over through her prominence in
a certain branch of theosophical work at Point Loma, Cali-
fornia. This was the only occasion when I met the lady.



CHAPTER X
THE BuNGaLOow

D URING my residence in New York (a period of nineteen
years) I was enabled to carry out to some extent many
of my early longings to be helpful to others.

I brought my sister’s daughter, who was also my name-
sake (Ella Wheeler Bond), a born musician, on for a year
of musical study in the metropolis. She proved a faithful
student and a most grateful and sweet girl. She returned to
the West (the family had moved to Nebraska) and has made
a most successful career for herself since in musical fields.
Daughters of my brother were sent to school (the oldest to
college) from the proceeds of my pen; and girls who were not
relatives, save through the kinship of talent, came into my
life at times in the capacity of protégées. A little story written
by one girl in Chicago attracted my attention. I wrote to the
author of it, and afterward invited her to visit me.

It resulted in her remaining in New York, either under my
roof, or near my home, for a period of seven years, and then
going to France as a correspondent for an important periodi-
cal, for another period of seven years. She did not develop
the talent for story writing which I imagined she possessed;
but she developed great industry, and made a most commend-
able place for herself in the literary, musical and educational
world. And, best of all, she grew steadily in nobility of char-
acter, which is, after all is said and done, the only kind of
growth that counts in life. She is one of my dearest friends
to-day, growing more beautiful with years.

In my desire to be helpful to girls of talent, I sometimes
made mistakes of judgment. I know now that we should
never go out of our way to seek opportunities of service. We
should do that which comes directly to our attention. When

138
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we hunt for people on whom to bestow our favor, we are im-
plying that the Lords of Wisdom do not know their own
business.

One day, in some periodical my husband had brought home,
I read a few lines of verse which stirred me deeply with their
great beauty. I had never before seen the name which was at-
tached to the verses. I wrote a note to the author in care
of the magazine, saying I wanted to know something about
her.

She replied from another American city, and it led to a cor-
respondence. I spoke to many people of her, and no one had
ever heard of her. She sent me a number of her verses, and
they all seemed to breathe forth the spirit of unusual genius.

I became obsessed with the idea of making the girl known
to all the literary people and the critics of New York. She
had told me that she was engaged in a rather uncongenial
occupation to earn her living, and I imagined her just as eager
for a larger life, and for the association of kindred minds, as
I had been out on the Wisconsin farm. I felt as if I might act
the part of Fairy Godmother to her—the Fairy Godmother I
used to dream would come into my life as I lay under the slop-
ing eaves of the old farm house, but who never came. I
thrilled with the thought of the happiness and benefit I might
bring into this gifted girl’s life.

I asked her to come and visit me and let me give a reception
in her honor. My husband saw how eager I was to do this,
and gave me carte blanche to go ahead. I was living in a
small apartment, so put the guest up at a nearby hotel. The
reception was arranged to take place at one of the then prom-
inent New York hotels, a hotel where my husband had often
lived as a bachelor, and therefore attractive to me. My delight
and enjoyment in this affair cannot be described. I had the
verse which had first attracted my attention printed on a
ribbon as a souvenir for each guest. I invited everybody I
had ever met at any of the literary salons—at Mrs. Croly’s,
Mrs. Leslie’'s, Robert Ingersoll's, Nym Crinkle’s (then
famous as a critic and writer, and whose daughters gave
charming literary evenings), and at Harriet Webb's (a
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leading light among readers and teachers of elocution),
and there was a sprinkling of theatrical people, and all the
newspaper critics were asked, whether I knew them or not
Fully one hundred guests responded to my imvitation, and
the carriages extended many blocks down the side street of
the hotel where the reception took place.

One then eminent literary man of the city, who had been
very gracious to me after I came East, called on the day of
the reception, saying he could not be present in the evening,
but he wanted to pay his respects to the young lady, whose
decided talents he, alone of all New York, had noticed before
I brought her to his attention. I remember how this man,
while praising my impulse to do the girl honor, expressed a
doubt regarding its wisdom. He said it was a matter one
must go about with great care—this making of acquaintances
in a metropolis. At that time I still saw all my Eastern
friends through haloes, and I wondered at his remark. It was
evident, however, that his words impressed my guest.

The reception was a very joyous and well-ordered affair.
Several of the young woman’s poems were recited ; there was
some good music and a tasteful repast. There were notices
in all the papers, and the young lady went home the next day
expressing herself as very grateful for my courtesy.

She wrote me one brief letter, reiterating her thanks, after
she reached home. Then, although I wrote her again, a chatty
letter, she dropped out of my horizon. At Christmas time I
sent her a little token. A most formal note of acknowledg-
ment was received by me. Then to my amazement I learned
that she had been in the city, the guest of the eminent literary
man to whom I had introduced her, and she had never called,
or written me of the fact. I wrote and asked her how I had
offended her, and begged for the opportunity to apologize if
I had in any way hurt her. She replied with a cold note, say-
ing she preferred not to say anything about her reason for
not calling or writing.

To this day (that is thirty years ago) I have never known
the explanation of her conduct. I think, however, the literary
gentleman was very critical of some of my guests who came
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to do her honor. I know he was severely critical of Mrs.
Leslie, and the poor girl, despite her great talent, was too
meager in soul development to realize that she would not be
contaminated by a casual meeting with some one she might
not wish to keep as a constant companion, and too stunted in
heart to grasp the fact that my impulse had been absolutely
without any motive other than to give her pleasure while
I repaid many social debts, through a unique and worth-while
reception in her honor.

There was at that time a New York daily paper which
prided itself upon its personalities of a sarcastic and disagree-
able kind. Its editor had already made me the subject of
some unkind items. He indulged in a half column of caustic
comment on the reception I gave the unknown poet, declaring
it was done with the desire to hoist myself into public notice.
No more unjust words were ever written, but my guest must
have felt they were true; thereby she displayed still more pain-
fully her lack of perception and lack of the delicate qualities
which make real womanhood. To this day, when I see the
occasional gems of beauty which still fall from this poet’s pen,
I feel the old wound ache in my heart. My impulse was so
absolutely spontaneous and kind, and the hurt I received was
so needless.

Worse than the personal hurt was the blow to my ideal of
the poet. A mortal on whom God had bestowed the divine
power of creation, in any art, seemed to me one who must be
incapable of any belittling fault, and of the petty sins like
envy, jealousy or ingratitude. I could understand those gifted
beings falling through mighty passnons and colossal tempta-
tions, born of their intensity of emotions. But the mean and
ignominious sins I had not associated with genius until that
experience. Such people are, I am sure, mere vehicles
through which at times disembodied intelligences work. They
are no more the real creators than is the telephone wire or
receiver the person speaking.

Life, however, always applies a balm after it has wounded
us. The spring following this experience my husband se-
lected a larger apartment, where we moved, to remain five
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very happy years, and where it was my privilege to enjoy a
circle of delightful friends. Later we spent several beautiful
years at the old Everett House, and both of these places were
joy filled for me. Our summers we had for six years spent
at various resorts; three of them at Narragansett Pier. But
one fortunate day, on our return from the latter place, we
stopped off at' New Haven, and my husband engaged a
horse and light carriage, and we drove out seven miles to
Short-Beach-on-the-Sound, to call on dear Aunt Hattie, who
with her married daughter (wife of Gardner Reckard, the
artist) was spending a few weeks there. We had never seen
this place, which is only a few miles from Thimble Islands.
Its wonderful and rare beauty, of pink granite rocks, majes-
tic trees, and wide expanse of water, seized us both in a grasp
which never relaxed; the next summer saw our darling
house built on the rocks overhanging the Sound; and in this
house (which was the first cottage east of the Rockies to
be called “The Bungalow”) and the living house built after-
ward, which was named “The Barracks” by my husband, we
spent every summer of our united lives afterward.

Shorter and shorter grew my months in New York, longer
and longer the season at the shore home. And finally when
my husband was wise enough to go out of business (without
waiting to acquire millions as most American men do), we
spent all the time not given to travel in this Earthly Eden.

We made the resolution that no one should ever be invited
to partake of our hospitality in the Bungalow save those for
whom we felt a genuine affection or regard. No mere busi-
ness acquaintances, and no one to whom we merely owed
social obligations; those should be entertained elsewhere; but
the Bungalow at Short-Beach-on-the-Sound (Granite Bay)
should be kept for the near and dear ones bound to us by
ties of affection. This house was the first home which ever
satisfied my husband’s heart. While we made home quickly
of any place we occupied, the true home feeling and every
home craving found expression and satisfaction in our ador-
able nest on the pink rocks.

As my years went on in New York, fate brought into my
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life a circle of gifted and beautiful girls who were destined to
play a large part in my happy social and domestic life, at
Granite Bay.

Two very charming girls, sisters, who were in the habit of
calling on me frequently, one day urged me to accept an in-
vitation to a large suburban house party. I had never met
the host and hostess, but they urged the sisters to bring me,
after sending me a very sweet letter of invitation. I went—
and among the twenty-two guests, the most strikingly beauti-
ful and interesting person there was Julie Opp, now Mrs.
William Faversham. She was just out of the Convent, where
she had been educated, and her statuesque beauty and charm
of manner at once appealed to me. Finding her home was in
New York, I asked her to come and be my guest the next
Sunday afternoon, and ever since that hour we have been fast
friends. Julie had not the slightest idea of becoming an
actress at that time. She did plan a little later to write, and
after translating a fashion article from a French magazine
she sold it to a New York editor, and the money therefor she
used in buying me a gift—a silver glove mender! I still
have it in my sewing bag.

Mrs. Henry Plant was a gracious friend of Miss Opp's,
and many other ladies who entertained much found her at-
tractive presence, her agreeable manners and her gift at
conversation drawing features for the entertainment of their
guests. Julie was immensely popular with her own sex, which
is not supposed to be usual with a pronounced beauty. At
somebody’s “Afternoon” a few months later Julie introduced
to my husband and me (it chanced to be one of the occasional
affairs of that nature which my man attended), two beautiful
sisters, Kate and Martha Jordan. Kate was in the public eye
because of stories she had written at a very early age. She
had just received a prize from Scribner’'s Magazine for the
best story in a competition. She was striking in appearance,
a voluptuous brunette, with a very pale skin, scarlet mouth
and quantities of blue-black hair which curled naturally.
Martha, her sister, was petite, of the Cupid build, very blonde,
and her eyes were pure sapphire. Both girls were possessed



144 THE WORLDS AND I

of the real Irish wit and power of repartee; and both were
musically inclined. My husband admired them greatly and
we made them at once a part of the circle we planned to have
visit us in our Bungalow.

The three girls came together a few months later. We met
them with our launch at Branford Harbor and took them over
a tossing sea to our eyrie on the rock; and such happy, beau-
tiful days followed—that summer and many summers there-
after. So enamored were they of the place that they rented
a little cottage adjacent to our own, which my husband had
just purchased, and bringing another girl friend, “Adéle” and
a chaperone, they came back after a2 week or two in the city,
for the summer.

Because of the purely feminine nature of the household
they named the cottage “Amazonia”; and that name clung to
itmﬁltwoycarsago.whenwechngeditm“Arudia.'Kzte
was writing a new novel that summer, and Julie was writing
also, and Martha was supplying a syndicate with some tales
of emotional adventure which she did under a pen name. All
were good swimmers, and after their work was done there
were boating and swimming and dancing at the old Branford
House, and there were wonderful hours of gathering in
the cabin of our Bungalow and indulging in long intimate talks
and reading the newest books. Intellectnal and interesting men,
of course, followed this attractive trio of girls to our retreat.
The girls dedared they would pever feel satished with a
honeymoon which did not include a week at the Bungalow.
We promised the three we would help them to carry out this
desire if they supplied the bridegrooms, and Martha and Kate
spent the first week of their subsequent marriages, some
vears later, in cur Bungalow. Until the summer of 1909,
whenhubrdvsonltmkﬁght&unmth.)lnﬂnjm
was always our guest some time during our yearly sojourn
at the seashore home.  And Kate still comes to the spot hal-
lowed with wonderful memories, and Jobe Opp Faversham
and her gifted busband and her beantiful sons have often been
our guests.

Next im the order of saccession, there dropped into
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our midst an adorable girl in her teens, with the joy of
life in her blue eyes and the soul of a poet in her radiant
breast. This was “Theodosia Garrison,” then Theodosia
Pickering, of Newark, New Jersey, and now Mrs. Frederic
Faulks, of Elizabeth, New Jersey—and of the whole world,
for her rare poetical talents have made her universally known.

It was through my husband’s acquaintance with her father,
Silas Pickering, that this lovely friend came into my life, to
make such an important feature of it.

Mr. Pickering told my husband he would like to have his
young daughter meet me, so Robert arranged to bring her
down for a week end one September day. I had no idea
before she came what she was like; and during the first half
hour of her visit thought of her as a typical summer girl,
golden of hair, turquoise of eye, slender of form, and very
young indeed. The next half hour I learned that she was a
sea nymph, excelling in swimming and diving; and an hour
later at dinner, where we had guests, discovered she was daz-
zling with wit, astonishingly brilliant in conversation, and
acquainted with the works of every author living and dead.
The next morning I learned that she had written a poem while
in her room, a real poem worthy of the name. She told me
she had always, since a child, written verse; but had published
only two or three bits. Before she had reached her middle
twenties, however, Theodosia Garrison was a name univer-
sally known.

First as a girl, then as the wife of a man who became a help-
less invalid, then as a fascinating widow, and now as the hap-
piest wife on earth, she, who is known to the public as Theo-
dosia Garrison, has been my guest and friend during all the
wonderful years since first we met. Her poetical gifts were
so natural and spontaneous that she did not at first realize
their importance—as a child might pluck and play with rare
orchids, unconscious of their value; but gradually the meaning
of the gift God had bestowed upon her grew into her under-
standing, and with each year her talents ripened. I know of
no other poet in America possessed of a more lyrical power
of expression. Had she possessed ambition for achievement,
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with the joy of life
My memory treasures golden summer hours when “Dosia”
sat at one desk and I at another writing poems which we after-

Then there were swimming bouts to “Green Island” and
back to our Pier; and long talks in the sun on the seawall
where we dried our hair. Then the beloved Master of the
House would steal our guest away for a whist, bridge or anc-
tion game, wherein she excelled, like the female “Admirable
Crichton” she is.

Lovely of personality, absolutely free from belittling jeal-
ousy or small gossip; as unselfish as she is brilliant, it is no
wonder we felt privileged to be the friend and entertainer
of Theodosia Garrison. She is the wittiest woman living and
an incomparable mimic. Kate, Martha and Theodosia, meet-
ing first on our Bungalow veranda, formed an enduring friend-
ship; and star weeks in our memory are those when we enter-
tained them all together.

Theodosia Garrison and I were sympathetic on still another
point; we both loathed mathematics, and both had distin-
guished ourselves in early youth by our failures in figures.

One day she was writing a lyric at the Bungalow, and I
was filling an editor’s request to write an article on giving
daughters an independent income. Undertaking to calculate
how many dollars would result from a penny a day for eighteen
years, I became confused and appealed to my poet friend.
“Dosia,” I called, “how much money would a girl have at
cighteen if her parents had saved a penny a day from the
time she was born?” ‘“Wait a minute,” Dosia replied, “and
I will tell you.” After a few moments she called forth, “I
make it about seven thousand dollars.” “Well,” I said, “I
made it six and over so I am safe to say it would be over five
thousand.” I sent in my little article and the kind and trust-
ing editor used it without blue-penciling. It appeared in an
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evening paper while my husband was on a trip West. He
read it and wrote me, “Great Heavens, Ella, some mathema-
tician! You are safe on verse, my dear, but do go carefully
when you approach mathematics.” A stranger wrote me a
few days later: ‘“Madam, I have considered you a good poet
and very much of a philosopher but God knows you are no
mathematician. Are you aware that your blushing bride in or-
der to have that amount of money for a dot would be ninety-
five years old?” Since then I have never consulted Theodosia
on figures.

Another rare gem in my collection of lovely girl friends
was Helen Pitkin, of New Orleans, daughter of the then min-
ister to the Argentine Republic and Ex-Postmaster of New
Orleans, now Mrs. Christian Schertz of that town. Beauty,
culture and numberless accomplishments made Miss Helen
a belle at sixteen and good fortune lent her to me every sum-
mer before and after her marriage until the beginning of the
present war. Helen of Orleans is a skillful harpist, a linguist,
and a combination of Mesdames Récamier and de Staél in that
she is as beautiful as she is brilliant. She is, too, the author
of two books of prose and of many lyrics in verse.

Before the electric lights came to Short Beach we used
to set apart one night in the summer, which we called “Illu-
mination Night.” Every cottage and all the piers and the
boats were illuminated with colored lanterns, each family
vying in friendly spirit to produce the finest effect. This oc-
casion always ended up with a ball in the cabin of “The Bun-
galow.” One year I conceived the idea of lighting up a
big barge and having it towed about the Sound near the shore
by our launch, with the Goddess of Liberty and the thirteen
original states represented by fourteen beautiful girls in classic
draperies. This I carried out, with the codperation of my
friends, most successfully, Julie Opp being my Goddess of
Liberty. Her slender statuesque beauty was just in its early
dawn and I am sure in all her later stage appearances she
was never more wonderful than on that perfect August eve-

aing.
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I am sure, too, there was never a part more fitted for this
beautiful and progressive woman than that of Liberty.

From the hour I first knew Julie Opp to the present day,
she has always suggested to me freedom from small thoughts,
aims and prejudices. She has always been big in her ideals
of life. Very early she endeared herself to me at one of my
Bungalow Balls, where she was the belle of the evening. Com-
ing to me quietly, she said, “I do not want to fill my dancing
card right away. I want you to tell me if you have any awk-
ward boys or old bachelors who are not popular with the
girls. I may as well help them to have a good time by danc-
ing with them: and then let me introduce to the wall flowers
some of these Yale men who are flocking about. I know how
hard it is for a hostess to manage things like that sometimes.
Between us we can give everybody a good time.”

Even to talk with Julie Opp Faversham over the telephone
gives me a sense of larger horizons. She has from her early
youth drawn the best and most worth-while people in every
line of art and endeavor to her.

Her power of overcoming difficulties of all kinds is almost
abnormal. \Vhen her first longed-for son was lying still-born
in the house, and she was almost at death’s door, she faintly
whispered, “Two years from this time I shall give my hus-
band a living son; and two years after that another.”

This was told me by one who heard it. and who was angry
with her for not feeling that her one sacrifice had been enough.
“She will never be a well woman after this,” the friend said,
but Julie grew well and more beautiful than ever and bore
her husband the two sons.
the victim of a fatal malady ; but again she overcame, and all
signs of this malady have vanished before her courage and
will

The next year following the Goddess of Liberty tablean I
planned “Cleopatra going up the Nile in her Barge,™ and
all my historic characters were prepared and anticpating the
event, which was destined not to cocur, becanse of a wild
northeast storm which swept over the coast on that particaular



THE BUNGALOW 149

night. Later in the season, however, I did carry out a very
effective water scene wherein Miss Pitkin appeared as “Ten-
nyson’s Elaine” upon “The Barge of the Dead Steered by the
Dumb.” Miss Pitkin’s luxuriant hair was just the color of
moonlight and she appeared like a moonbeam phantom rather
than a real personality in her role. She has been known to
her friends in Bungalow Court since then as “Elaine.”

During our early summers at the Bungalow, my husband
and I became greatly interested in a most unusual child,
named Elna Harwood. Her parents were New Yorkers; her
mother a cultured young English woman. Elna was very
blond and very fair to look upon, and even as a child she swam
and dived like a mermaid and rode a horse like a cowboy and
won all the medals in the sprinting races for the children.
Added to this she was the leader in her studies at school, and
my attention was first called to her by reading some verses she
had written. One day in a big thunder storm she rushed into
the Bungalow, all out of breath, saying a poem had come to
her and she wanted to sit at my desk and write it: and it really
possessed lines of true poetic worth. I watched her develop-
ment each summer with interest; and was not surprised when
she carried off the literary prizes in two schools, the last being
the Normal College. She had, in the meantime, been a year
in England and France, and when she finally took up the
work of a teacher, I felt considerable regret, feeling her pen
should be her prop, rather than the teacher’s rule. Then one
bright day Elna married the finest of her many suitors; and
the three vigorous children which came into her life seemed
to fill it so full that we felt she would have neither time nor
inclination for developing her latent literary gifts. I, for one,
was not troubled over this. The woman who is married to
the man of her heart and is the mother of his children seems
to me to have found the highest possible mission which life
can offer.

Destiny, however, had other plans for Elna. One day her
husband fell ill—a very serious illness which necessitated his
spending months in a hospital. That was only a few years
ago, but now the name of Elna Harwood Wharton is al-
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ready recognized by the readers of various magazines where
her stories and other contributions have made her a feature.
During her husband’s illness, to distract her mind, and with
an ultimate hope of supplying something of the missing in-
come from her husband’s inability to pursue his profession,
Elna Harwood took up her pen. Her talent, supplemented
by thorough education, and ripened by the deep experiences of
wifehood and motherhood, sprang almost full grown into
power. The very first story she ever submitted to an editor
brought her five hundred dollars. She is destined to become
one of American’s brighest literary lights as time goes on.
Elna Harwood Wharton (Mrs. George Wharton) lives in
Washington, D. C., where Mr. Wharton holds a desirable
position in the employ of the Government. She likes to call
herself “one of the Bungalow girls,” and it was in the early
years of her beautiful teens that I wrote the following verses
wherein she figures prominently. Our launch, which my
husband named “The Robella” by combining our two names,
gave us and our friends great pleasure for twelve years. My
special delight was to take it out in a rolling sea, filled with
girls and boys who were all fine swimmers, and to bound over
the big waves and take the spray and “the tenth wave” in our
faces: then, as we neared shore, on the return, to see our most
adventurous swimmers leap into the water and swim to the
pier. Elna was always one of these.

MY LAUNCH AND I

What glorious times we have together,

My launch and I, in the summer weather!

My trim little launch with its sturdy sides

And its strong heart beating away as it glides
Out of the harbor and out of the bay,

Wherever our fancy may lead away,

Rollicking over the salt track

Hurrying seaward and hurrying back.

My boat has never a braggart sail,

To boast in the breeze, in the calm to quail;

No tyrant boom deals a sudden blow,

Saying, “You are my lackey, bend low, bend low!”
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No mast struts over a windless sea

To show how powerless pride may be.

But sure and steady and true and staunch
It bounds o’er the billows,—my little launch.

Ready and willing and quick to feel

The slightest touch of my hand on the wheel
It laughs in the teeth of a driving gale,

Or skims by the cat-boat’s drooping sail.

Its head held high when the Sound is still,
Then dipping its prow like a water bird’s bill
Down under the waves of a rolling sea—

Oh, my gay little launch is the boat for me!

Ofttimes when the great Sound seethes and swirls

I carry a cargo of laughing girls.

Bare-armed, bare-limbed, and with hanging hair
They are bold as mermaids and twice as fair.

They swarm from the cabin,—they perch on the prow,
When the tenth wave batters them, breast and brow,
They bloom the brighter, as sea flowers do

While their shrill, sweet merriment bursts anew.

And oft when the sunset dyes the bay

O’er a mirror-like surface, we glide away,

My launch and I, to follow the breeze

That has jilted the shore for the deeper seas.
When the full moon flirts with the perigee tide
On a track of silver, away we ride—

Oh, glorious times we have together,

My boat and I, in the summer weather.

Larry Chittenden, the “Poet Ranchman” and the globe
trotter, was one of our literary and aquatic celebrities in
those days and found his chief pleasure in teaching pretty
girls new strokes in swimming. Edwin Markham and his
cultured and brilliant wife visited us when their tall som,
Virgil, was. a child cherub. We have, in our Log Book, a
most attractive snap shot of the Jove-headed poet holding
his rebellious baby boy in his arms after treating him to an
undesired dip in the waves.

In later years we added to our list of illustrious masculine
names that of Charles Hanson Towne, poet, editor and wit.
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My husband conceived the idea one day, when we were en-
tertaining Oliver Herford (that combination of poet and
artist), of substituting the walls of our dining-room for a
guest book. So Oliver Herford wrote a witty quatrain, with
illuminated colors, on our wall: and since that time a small
army of gifted guests have added thereto either poems,
original sketches, bars of music, or, in the case of actors,
quotations from plays made famous by their talents. One
which always attracts a great deal of attention is a droll
sketch made by Jack Barrymore, called “The First Night,”
which was drawn on the wall the day after he opened in New
Haven with his “Fortune Hunter.”

For fifteen years in succession we gave a costume ball at the
season’s height. After the scattering, through marriage, death
and time, of many of those who made these balls distinctive, we
discontinued them and substituted Sunday afternoon musicales
during July and August for the entertainment of our little
colony, to whom we introduced ofttimes many rare artists. On
two occasions Ruth St. Denis (who is lovelier and greater in
character even than as an artist) gave us some of her most
artistic delineations of the religious dances of history. On
another occasion, straight from study in the Orient, Eva
Gautier, niece of Sir Wilfred Laurier, ex-Premier of Canada,
gave us the wonderful Javanese songs which later proved a
great success professionally. Ofttimes, as I looked about my
rooms on such occasions, and saw the beauty of my environ-
ment, the culture and worth of my friends, and, best of all,
realized the holiness and sweetness of the love that envel-
oped me in my home, I recalled the hour when the little Ori-
ental paper-knife came to me on the Western farm and all
that it represented to me at that moment, in a strange half
vision—a vision which has been so more than realized in my
actual life.

Although space has been given in these Memoirs only
to those of my acquaintance who have figured since to some
extent in the public eye, the story of my life would seem
incomplete to me without more detailed mention of Martha
Jordan, afterward Martha Jordan Fishel From our first



THE BUNGALOW 153

meeting Martha and I became very close friends; and her
position in our home was very nearly that of a daughter.
Of good Irish lineage, Martha possessed the keen sense of
humor, the quick wit, the artistic temperament, the gift of
song and the love of poetry which that land bestows upon its
children. Her beauty, too, told of a line of high-born Irish
forebears. Outside of the stage world, no one we ever knew
could tell a story or sing a song or give an impersonation like
Martha Jordan. Her discrimination in music, literature and
art was that of a connoisseur; and her taste in home furnish-
ing would have given her an occupation had she desired it.
Had she chosen the operatic stage as a means of expression,
her voice, her beauty and her magnetism would have placed
her in the front ranks. Martha was a center about which
bright and gifted people loved to revolve. Caring absolutely
nothing for general society, Martha distinguished herself
as a giver of brilliant little dinners where good viands and
good taste and good minds united to make the occasions
distinctive.

Martha occupied for several years prior to her passing
onward, a slim and proud-looking little brick house on Irving
Place, just around the corner of Seventeenth Street. Its out-
ward appearance was individual, but its interior was im-
pressive with artistic taste, and even the walls seemed to
breathe forth the personality of its unusual mistress. A record
of Martha’s dinners should have been kept, for I doubt if in
all New York more memorable ones have occurred. Every-
body who sat at Martha's table was worth knowing; and she
had a habit of keeping her guests at the table instead of scat-
tering and separating the men and women after dessert.
Those post-coffee hours were so genial and brilliant that they
sometimes trespassed upon the season supposed to belong to
slumber.

Martha went out of earth life in the full bloom of woman-
hood: went before life had too cruelly disillusionized her,
although she had known sickness and suffering: went, leaving
us all with the memory of her radiant personality and her
vivid interest in the things of earth.
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With her going, a certain youthful epoch in the social life
of our Bungalow seemed to end. After the first deep shad-
ows lifted we still saw life through sunshine, and still found
pleasure in our friends. But we all felt older; more sub-
dued; and something was lacking from our gatherings which
has never since been supplied.

But that Martha still lives and still feels interest in us,
and that she is very happy in her celestial world, some of us
have had proof, now after eight years; and she does not seem
so lost to us.

Of this, later.



CHAPTER XI
LitrtLE EFForRTsS AT BROTHERHOOD

THE leading desire of my husband’s heart, from the time
we became convinced that our one spirit child was to
be our only offspring, in this incarnation, was to found some
beautiful charity for children.

After we built our nest on the rocks at Granite Bay (Short-
Beach-on-the-Sound) we added to our possessions four lit-
tle cottages which were so near our bungalow that their
proximity was embarrassing. My husband purchased them,
moved them back a short distance, remodeled them, and each
summer found ready tenants for three of them. The fourth
we had entirely removed from the premises, in order to erect
our living house, “The Barracks,” in its place—a most de-
sirable location, within a stone’s throw of the beach and
affording a beautiful outlook.

Something like a half mile from our little cluster of houses
there was an old farmhouse for sale, on the corner of the
road leading to Double Beach and surrounded by tall trees.
My husband for years cherished a dream of purchasing this
house, with several acres of ground, and making it a sum-
mer home for orphan children. He even named it “The Ella
Wheeler Home.” Many were the plans he made regarding
it, and bitter was his disappointment when he came to realize
that the fortune necessary for the carrying out of his ideal
would not come during his lifetime.

But one summer the tenants in our smallest cottage (which
we named “The Midge”) left in mid-August; and I proposed
to my husband that while we were waiting to carry out, the
large ideal of helpfulness we might proceed on a smaller
scale. My suggestion was that we give “The Midge” rent
free and provide transportation and sustenance to some

153
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worthy person or persons for the remaining weeks of the
summer. At that time Rose Hawthorne (the daughter of
Nathaniel and the sister of Julian) had embraced the Roman
Catholic religion and was active in works of charity in the
lower part of New York City. I wrote to Sister Rose and
explained my idea; I wanted three tired women, or a woman
with two children,who needed a change of air and the benefit
of the seashore life, for a month. I preferred people who
would be cleanly in their habits and not liable to bring any
contagious diseases, and people believed to be honest. Other-
wise, I had no strings tied to my little benefit.

Sister Rose sent me a pallid young girl of twenty who was
weak from the result of a slow fever and unable to go back
to her work—it was, I believe, some small clerical position,
I have forgotten just what; and I have forgotten her name.
But I remember her sweet face and manner; and her wonder-
ful joy at her first sight of a BoAT; a row-boat, in which she
went out each day all by herself, after she learned how to
row. And I remember how like a plant brought out of a
cellar into the sunlight she blossomed forth in that month.

Besides this girl there was a gaunt pale woman of perhaps
fifty who had for many years, the better part of her life,
been employed in a tailor’s shop, where she wielded a heavy
pressing iron. She had become too weak to keep up this
work; and for the space of a year she had been taking care
of a wee boy named Jimmie, whose mother had died at his
birth, and whose father, a day laborer, gave this woman two
dollars a week to take care of Jimmie. There were older
children at home, but no one old enough to care for the little
mite,

I think Jimmie was three that summer; but he looked no
larger than many children of a year. His mind, however,
was very bright; and we all grew to love little Jimmie and to
watch for his small form and short legs to come toddling
across the lawn to make a daily call. He had been taught to
salute his elders like_a soldier; and it was the delight of my
husband to receive and answer this salute. I had told the
pale protector of Jimmie, who was the housekeeper for the
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. three, to obtain whatever she desired for the table at the lit-
tle country store, and charge it in my name. When, at the
end of the first week, I received my bill, it was so insignifi-
cant a sum I felt there must be some error. The storekeeper
assured me it was correct. Then I approached the pale tenant
on the subject, saying I was confident she was not providing
sufficient food for the three of them. She looked at me in

- amazement. “Why, dear Lady,” she said, “we are living on
the fat of the land. I think you have never known what
real economy means; and never learned, through being obliged
to count your pennies, how to buy with care. I assure you
we have all we need or could eat, and you can see how we
are all improving.”

The young girl and Jimmie were, indeed, showing decided
improvement; but the pale protector of little Jimmie re-
mained pale and attenuated; and I learned afterward that
she was the victim of an incurable malady. I often wish I
knew what became of the pretty girl and little Jimmie. It
was fully sixteen years ago when we had the pleasure of
giving them that month of recreation, and with the exception
of a letter received the first few months afterward, I never
heard from them or of them again.

Some time later, we gave that same cottage rent free for
two summer months to some very intellectual acquaintances
who were passing through a season of hard luck; and to
save them from being penned in a hot city flat during the
summer we suggested their occupying our cottage. They
occupied it; but the experience did not prove as pleasant or
as gratifying to us as had the presence of the little city clerk
and Jimmie and his pale protector. It is heart and not head
which renders the association with our fellow creatures satis-
fying, the ability to feel gratitude and appreciation rather
than the ability to criticize.

Our intellectual acquaintances prided themselves on their
ability to dissect their fellows and to pin the dissected por-
tions on the wall and analyze them. They dissected their
host and hostess and all their friends, declaring that we were
quite too democratic in our ideas and were lacking in dis-
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crimination. They proceeded to point out all the faults and
failings of our guests until we cried a halt and requested
them to vacate the cottage.

Finding we could not always carry out our desire to be-
stow some of our blessings on the really deserving in the
ways described, we made a resolution to let no one who came
to our doors go away without feeling that life was a bit
sweeter than before they approached us. We taught our l
helpers and employees to treat mendicants with sympathy |
and peddlers with respect; when it was impossible to bestow -
money on the mendicants, at least to offer food; and when it
was imipossible to patronize peddlers, to make it understood
courteously, not brusquely. In fact, to live our religion of
brotherhood, which is the basis of theosophy.

When we first made our home at Granite Bay, and for sev-
eral years thereafter, the resort was only reached by a four-
horse stage from East Haven, or by boats. Those were
picturesque days and we loved our isolation from the modern
methods of travel. I used to feel I was living in medieval
times as the four-horse stage swung around the sharp curves
of “Snake Hill,” and I clung with both hands to the seat
of the vehicle to prevent being tossed out. As the town grew
in population the discomforts of this mode of travel became
manifest, yet when the railroad first talked of putting the
trolley service through Short Beach most of us fought it
tooth and nail. We feared an invasion of undesirables, and
dreaded seeing our romantic resort turned into a Coney
Island. It was sympathy for over-taxed stage horses that led
us finally to desire the trolley. After that mode of travel
was established the little matter of entertaining peddlers be-
came more difficult. They had heard of our hospitable habits
and they came upon us in shoals. We could not buy even
trifles of six peddlers in a day; but we could at least keep in
mind the fact that these men and women were trying to earn
a livelihood, trying to keep themselves from becoming beg-
gars, and we did what we could to help them retain their self-
respect while we did not patronize all of them.
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Neither my husband nor myself contributed to foreign
missions, and after we had abandoned the hope of establish-
ing a large charity, we tried to make both the Bungalow and
the Barracks, in a small way, represent my husband’s orig-
inal idea of an “Ella Wheeler Home.” Many beggars, many
cripples, many “down and outs” and a few ex-convicts came
to our doors during the twenty-five years we lived together.
Doubtless there were many cheats and frauds among them,
but I do not believe we ever sent any one away without some
little feeling of uplift. I remember one man who came and
told me a tragic story of his life, saying he was just released
from prison, and asking for money to go to Boston, where
he had an old mother. I helped him and felt glad to think
I could do so. Shortly afterward my husband learned that
the man had indeed been a prison inmate, but that he lived
near us and that he used the money I had given him to treat
all his boon companions to drinks within an hour after he
left me. The man came again a month later, and I allowed
him to tell his new story of being detained by illness, and to
ask me for more money. Then I told him what I had learned
about him. The unkindness of his deception toward me
turned the anger I felt at first into grief, and I began to cry.
The man looked at me a moment in silence; then he rose up
and came and stood before me. “This is the first time,” he
said, “that I ever saw a woman cry for me. I want to tell
you I will never trouble you again; I was born crooked and I
guess I will always stay crooked; but I will never bother you
again. Will you shake hands with me?”

I took his proffered hand and tried to make him promise to
turn over a new page in life’s diary. But he shook his head.
“I'm crooked, I tell you. I can’t help lying and stealing.
But you'll never have any trouble from me again.” And I
never did.

The frankness of some of our back door callers was as amus-
ing as amazing. I gave a soiled and husky-looking man food
one morning. He said he had slept under a tree and wanted
breakfast before tramping on to Boston where he had an old
mother., I asked him where he came from. “Oh, from serv-
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ing time in Joliet,” he smilingly answered. ‘“What was your
crime?” I asked. ‘“‘Oh, taking things that didn’t belong to
me,” he said. “You see, I drink. It just comes on me by
spells; and then I go all wrong. I get good positions and
then I lose them that way.” And again he smiled and went
away smiling.

Another came to the door smelling of drink. He confessed
he had used his last dime for a drink. “What is the use try-
ing to be decent?” he said. ‘“No decent people will have any-
thing to do with a man after he has made a bad record. I've
tried; it's no use. So I may as well just get what little cheer
there is in a drink now and then.”

During all those twenty-five years at our Bungalow, where
we spent five months every summer, we never locked a door
at night and we were never molested nor did thieves break
in and steal. -

While my husband was ever liberal in his helpfulness to
the Chapel at Short-Beach-on-the-Sound, we did not attend
the services there. This grieved a few of the very orthodox
residents, who saw no road to God save through the path
they trod. Yet in all that town I never knew another soul so
reverent as that which dwelt in the strong body of my Robert.

So great are the natural beauties of Short-Beach-on-the-
Sound that it has always seemed to me that one who had the
privilege of dwelling there must become reverent and religious.

I have circled the world almost twice and I have seen so
much beauty that the memory of it is like a panorama of glory
upon glory. I have seen the wonders of the drive from
Sorento to Amalfi; the majesty of the drive over Mt. Diablo
in Jamaica at dawn; the tropical splendors of the drive from
Colombo to Kandy in Ceylon; and I have stood on the edge
of glaciers in Switzerland awed at the picture spread before
me. I have seen Stromboli sending a flame of fire hundreds
of feet in the air at night while its river of fire ran down the
volcano to the sea below; and I have sat in the old Greek
theater in Taormina, Sicily, 8,000 feet above the earth, and
gazed on Mt. Etna in the distance lifting itself 11,000 feet
over the Ionian Sea; I have watched the sun turn sapphire
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and azure clouds to vermilion, as it went down on this

rious scene. These and many more wonders of God’s
th have I beheld, yet nowhere have I found any other spot
ich seemed to me to combine so much beauty, comfort,
venience, and charm ‘for the enjoyment of simple and
olesome life as Short-Beach-on-the-Sound at Granite Bay.
sunrises and sunsets are as exquisite as those of the
ient; its rocks change from pink to amethyst and then to
y with the change of climatic conditions; its waters show
housand moods and a hundred shades and provide a far
ater variety of effects than do the waters of the greater
an. They shine and murmur in the dawn, they ripple
1 glow like vibrating molten diamonds in the morning;
y leap and threaten at noon; they roar and rage and grow
power with the incoming tide, and they lie at the feet of
rocks in the evening, singing a lullaby.

GRANITE BAY

At Granite Bay, such beauty lies,
In rocks, in waters and in skies,
As poets dream of Paradise.

The rocks that clasp fair Granite Bay
First saw her charms at break of day
And flushed to pink from somber gray.

To guard this bay from rude alarms
And shelter her from all that harms
Great trees reach out protecting arms.

Down to the very water’s edge,
Between the granite rocks they wedge,
And watch in silence from each ledge.

Defending points and islands stand
And reefs of rocks run out from land,
To keep rude billows well in hand.

The river and the bay are friends;
One slender arm the river bends
And all her anchored boats defends.
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So much one island loves her grace,
He fronts all dangers in his place,
To shield the beauty of her face.

Loved by the forest and the shore,
While sun and moon, and skies adore,
The strong rocks hold her evermore.

At Granite Bay the wild winds rest;
The sunlight is her welcome guest;
The moon goes mad upon her breast.

Not here is heard the sea gulls’ scream.
They come, but only come to dream:
Far out at sea their sorrows seem,

At Granite Bay, far out at sea
My cares and troubles seem to me;
Love, joy and hope remain, these three.

Though forth my wandering footsteps stray,
To realms and regions far away,
My heart dwells here, in Granite Bay.

When in 1891 we first built our Bungalow on the pink
granite rocks at Short-Beach-on-the-Sound, the leading busi-
ness emporium was Knowles’ Store. It was combination
store, post-office, express and business office in one. Every-
body went to Knowles’ store for everything. Mr. E. B.
Knowles, the owner and manager, was an important factor
just then in local politics. He was a tall man, fully six feet
in height, square of shoulder, full of chest, ruddy of skin
and very good-looking. His voice was deep-toned, and pos-
sessed unusual musical cadences. Mr. Knowles had all the
attributes which with early educational advantages would
have made him a man of parts and power in a larger world.
As a small lad he had attracted the attention of an old her-
mit of some means. The old hermit, it was said, had been
crossed in love and so hid away in these then remote regions,
and drowned his sorrow in drink. But his heart was tender
and his perceptions keen. He offered to send the Knowles
lad to a military school; but his parents were poor and felt
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they could not spare him. I think it was always a bitter
memory in Mr. Knowles’ heart—this lost opportunity. He
felt he was capable of so much more in the way of achieve-
ment than he had been able to do without education. He
loved to read, and was always well informed.

There was an aggressive quality about him which, with
his political interests, made him enemies. Our very first
weeks in Short Beach, some one of his enemies had spoken
disparagingly of him. As soon as I met him, however, I felt
a great liking for the man. I had been down at the post-office
for the mail; and when I came home I said to my husband,
“I have met Mr. Knowles; and I like him immensely. Next
to your own, he has the most beautiful voice of any man I
ever met. It sends little shivers down my spine the way
some music does.” On the next occasion when I went to the
post-office store, my husband asked me on my return, “Well,
did you see ‘Shivers’ this time?”

From that day until Mr. Knowles passed over the border,
Robert spoke of him to me as “Shivers.” He and Mr.
Knowles were very good friends; and he was sincerely grieved
when, just two months before God’s sudden call came to him,
Mr. Knowles’ obsequies took place with all Masonic rites in
Short Beach.

Mrs. Davies-Jones and I sent our two harps to the little
Short Beach Chapel, and played simple old sacred hymns
while the funeral cortége passed in and out.

One summer evening I walked down the street and saw Mr.
Knowles sitting quite apart from others, looking up at the
starry skies. Stopping to chat a moment, he said, “I have
been wondering about those stars. I am sure some of them
are just as important worlds as this earth. And I have been
wondering if we will ever know about it all in any life. I
wish I might have studied astronomy.” No doubt this de-
sire of his for greater knowledge is being gratified now.

Mr. Knowles had a brother, called Captain Knowles be-
cause he owned a boat which used to convey people about
the Sound. That was in the days before trolley cars or
automobiles were with us, and visitors to the shore resorts
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rested and chatted. She was Rhoda Burnham, she said;
from Kenwood, N. Y. I knew this meant that she was one
of the descendants of the Oneida Community, that interesting
organization which for a period of thirty years persisted in
an attempt to demonstrate the value of eugenics, or thor-
ough breeding, in the human family. When the Government
of the United States lifted a protesting hand, and commanded
this organization to disintegrate, many of its members came
to Short-Beach-on-the-Sound and located there. (This place,
and Wallingford, Conn., had been, in fact, popular with the
Oneidans, as resorts, previous to the disbanding of the Com-
munity.) My husband and I had made the acquaintance of
several of these families, and we had found them particularly
interesting because of their simple, kindly, trustful and un-
selfish traits; and we had observed with keen interest how
above the average, in physical and mental qualities, were the
young people who had been born in the Community.

The Oneida Community was based on the idea of unselfish-
ness, and carried its ideals to the utmost extreme. The little
handful of people who first founded the cult believed their
leader, Mr. Noyes, had received a revelation; and that they
were justified in cutting loose from all established laws and
rules regarding marriage and the relation of the sexes and
the accumulation of property.

No woman was to bear a child unless she desired mother-
hood; and she was then to select the father for her child.
But before she was allowed to become a mother a committee
of twelve wise men investigated the mental, moral and phys-
ical conditions of the two contracting parties, and of their
ancestors. If any cause was found which seemed to menace
the desired offspring, the parties .were expected to abandon
their idea for the good of the world. Personal feelings and
affections were to be sacrificed on the altar of Universal Love.
Had the Oneida Community stopped there they might have
carried on their purpose to a higher goal of realization; but
unfortunately they demanded of their adherents a still greater
proof of unselfishness. If the man and woman wanting off-
spring were found to be unsuitable parents by the Com-






LITTLE EFFORTS AT BROTHERHOOD 167

of the organization. Where it was possible, the fathers mar-
ried the mothers of their children; but naturally this was not
always expedient. Mr. Noyes, for instance, had been re-
garded by many of the women of the Community as a divine
being, and to mother his children seemed to them a sacred
privilege. Mr. Noyes could not espouse all the mothers of
his children; and there were other popular men equally em-
barrassed.

One of my most valued friends became the wife of the
father of her son; and she afterward bore him a daughter,
born in wedlock. The son was at the time of which I write
a youth of exceptional intellect and talent; and he is to-day
(twenty-two years later) one of America’s most gifted men
in the world of artistic expression. The boys and girls born
in the Oneida Community were distinctly above the average
of those born in conventional circles where laws of State and
Church prevail but where high ideals of the sacredness of
the sexual relation and of motherhood do not prevail as a
rule.

Therefore, it will be understood how I felt a peculiar
interest in the pretty sea nymph who told me her name was
Rhoda Burnham, and that she was born in Kenwood, N. Y.

Rhoda grew into lovely young womanhood, spending every
summer in Short Beach and her winters in Kenwood. One
day Rhoda married well and happily. Then she bore a daugh-
ter. I was in Europe when this child came; and in Europe
I received a letter from Rhoda’s aunt, telling me Rhoda was
writing poems, and asking me if I would read them if sent.
I knew Rhoda was fond of poetry and literature of all
kinds; but I had never thought of her as creative. When I
opened her MSS. I anticipated the usual girlish amateurish
work so often laid before me. The very first lines attracted
my attention, so distinctly were they creations of a genuine
poet—a genius.

A letter accompanied the verses saying two of the poems
had been accepted by the Atlantic Monthly. Later work of
Rhoda Burnham Dunn (Rhoda Hero Dunn was her pen
name) appeared in the Cemtury, Harper's and Scribmer's.
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sion, both in lyric and dramatic form. And his work is but
begun.

Elsa Barker is another American poet who has graced
and vitalized the Bungalow with her presence.

At the time of her visit, she had written only one prose
work, “The Son of Mary Bethel.” It was a striking work,
yet her poetry was to me her real inspiration.

“The Frozen Grail,” dedicated to Peary and his band, is
an epic of august beauty. It has the distinction of being the
only poem that went to the Pole.

Another of her poems ranks with the great sonnets of the
world. It is entitled “When I Am Dead,” and its fourteen
lines are just so many splendid poetical solitaires.

Elsa Barker went to live in Paris shortly after she visited
us; and later, when we were in London, she came there to
make her home. She spoke to me of a strange experience
through which she was passing, and vaguely hinted that it
was of a psychic nature. Before we left Europe I had gath-
ered from her that she was receiving messages from some
disembodied intelligence, and that the result would be given
to the world in time. She seemed profoundly impressed by
her experience. When her “Letters of a Living Dead Man”
were published and made so pronounced a sensation, I was
able to understand why she was impressed. That, and its
sister volume, “War Letters of a Living Dead Man,” have
stirred the intellectual world and made the name of Elsa
Barker known everywhere. They are among the notable
books of the century. Yet still it is the poetry of Elsa
Barker which endears her to me—her poetry and her worth-
while character.

To be a gifted poet is a glory; to be a worth-while woman
is a greater glory.



CHAPTER XII

INTERESTING PEOPLE MET IN NEW YORK

AMONG the interesting people who came into my life
during the nineteen years we resided in New York,
Anne Reeve Aldrich stands forth in my memory as one of .
the most unique types, and one most difficult to classify. Miss
Aldrich sent me a note, enclosing some very striking lines
she had written, and asking if she might call. Her dramatic,
melancholy, yet delicate poems had already attracted my at-
tention, and I hastened to set an hour for her call.

The tragic muse who dominated the young woman’s mind
was not expressed in her personality. The girl was, instead,
bubbling with mirth and the joy of life in the early twenties.
She had a slight lisp in speaking, which was fascinating;
and her sense of humor was her most prominent peculiarity.
She made sport of her own tendency to write of death and
despair, and laughed over the impression her verses gave of a
broken heart. She confessed to having had many transient
love affairs, and to using them as the shoots on which she
grafted all kinds of strange, exotic poetical fancies.

Miss Aldrich was well born and of the best American
stock. She was worshiped by her sweet and gentle mother,
who was, if memory serves me right, the widow of a clergy-
man.

After a year or two of acquaintance with this young poet,
I was impressed with her lack of real interest in life; she
still Jaughed and bubbled, but she seemed to tire easily of
everything which girls of her age find amusing or entertain-
ing. From her spoken words I gained no hint of this; but
from her manner and her aura it breathed forth. Her poems
grew more and more exquisite, and she attracted the atten-
tion of the best literary minds. But this did not 'seem to give
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her real pleasure. It was not very long before the rumor
reached me, on my return to town after a summer’s absence,
that Miss Aldrich was ill. Her sickness was as difficult to
define as her mentality had been. She had no malady, so the
physicians said, but she felt no interest in anything, and
seemed in a state bordering on melancholia. I fancied it to
be a slow fever, which would wear itself away in time. But
one night the young poet, not yet five and twenty, fair to
look upon, and endowed with rare talents, asked for writing
materials, and shortly handed back to the suffering mother
the MS. of the beautiful poem:

“T shall go out when the dawn comes in:
Would it might leave one ray with me;
It is so dark between two worlds
How is a soul to see?”

It is one of the most exquisite lyrics in the language on
the subject of death. Miss Aldrich died at dawn the fol-
lowing day—died peacefully and sweetly, in the dawn of
womanhood and the dawn of day, and in the dawn of her
splendid poetical powers.

Another young poet and later editor of a successful maga-
zine (and, like Miss Aldrich, sired by a clergyman) became
a part of my little social circle a few years later. This was
Arthur Grissom, a fair youth with a diamond mind, and a
heart of gold. He was popular alike with men and women,
and both my husband and I prized his friendship highly. He
possessed a dainty lyrical gift, which would have grown into
something greater had he not merged his powers in filling
with much success the somewhat difficult position of first
editor of the Smart Set. One day we heard with surprise
and interest the news of the sudden and romantic marriage
of Arthur Grissom. The father of his bride had large wealth,
and objected to the marriage, but seemed to accept his tal-
ented and noble young son-in-law after a time. I hastened
to call on the bride and invite the young couple to my sea-
shore Paradise. Afterward we visited them in their subur-
ban home. So complete seemed their happiness, and so en-
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enemy. I was amazed, frightened and angry. The first
question the prosecuting attorney flung at me was:

“I believe your name was first heard in public as the au-
thor of some very erotic poems called ‘Poems of Passion.’
Is that true?”’

“No,” I answered, “it is not true. Intelligent people had
heard of my name a number of years before that book was
published.”

There was a snicker in the court room, and the attorney
proceeded to change his method of attack.

“You are, I believe,” he said, “a contributor to a Yellow
Journal in this city, are you not?”

“I have the privilege of contributing some ideas of more
or less value to the world to a large educational daily,” was
my reply.

“Well,” continued my persecutor, “you know you are
associating your name with Yellow Journalism, do you not?
And you know the meaning of the words ‘Yellow Journal-
ism’?”

“Yes, sir; I think I do,” I replied.

“Well, what is it?”

“It means, according to my belief,” I replied, “a news-
paper which glows with the color of sunshine and throws
light into dark places; I would advise you to read it per-
sistently.”

The snicker in the court room grew to a loud laugh. Order
was demanded.

Again mine enemy changed his tactics.

“I believe you knew Mr. Arthur Grissom intimately, and
for a long time,” he said. I assented.

“You knew him as a husband of the lady now suing for
divorce; and you considered him a good husband?”

Again I replied in the affirmative.

“Well, how was he a good husband ?”” was the next query.

I replied that he was faithful, kind, loving, and, according
to his wife’s words to me, a good provider.

“Then you consider him the very best husband you ever
knew ?’ sneered the prosecutor.
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“No, sir,” I replied. “If I did, I would be here in the
position of a co-respondent instead of a witness.”

The court room became so noisy with laughter that the
case was dismissed. I was blazing with anger at Mr. Gris-
som and every one else, feeling I had been trapped into an
unpleasant situation. However, the result of this experi-
ence was so satisfactory to Mr. Grissom that I was pacified.
Curiously enough, it seemed that the lawyer employed by
the father-in-law, to riddle me with annoying questions, was in
his heart deeply in sympathy with Mr. Grissom. He tele-
graphed the purport of the “session” West, and the case was
settled out of court in favor of Mr. Grissom.

Arthur Grissom did not live many years after that. But
it is a satisfaction to me to know, what only his best friends
knew, that his heart was wholly healed of the wounds in-
flicted by a fickle woman, and that he died loving another
woman with the deep, fervent love of his ripe manhood.
Four months previous to his death, when he was in seeming
perfect health, he gave a very brilliant dinner at “Old Mar-
tin’s” in honor of my husband and myself. There were to
be fourteen covers; at the last moment one guest wired his
inability to arrive on time. So we sat down, thirteen at
table. Mr. Grissom was last to be seated; and there was the
usual jesting on the subject. We called him a very healthy-
looking ghost.

Of course, it was a mere coincidence that he died in so
brief a time afterward. It was the only occasion on which
I ever sat thirteen at table; and if circumstances made it
necessary for me to be again of that number I should insist
on seating myself last.

Early in the winter of 1892 I received a book of verse and
a request for my criticism from a young lad who later became
one of our most loyal friends. Although this youngster had
lived much with nature and was in love with the wilds, he
had known a good deal of city life without much guidance.
He was conscious of the pitfalls for youth, however, and
seemed glad that he had “escaped with his self-respect,” as
he put it.
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In one of his early letters, speaking of his ideals, he said:
“It has been a dream of my life since I can remember, that
at marriage the husband should dower his wife with the same
purity of heart—the same virtue—that he expects of her.
I think that their love-life should be the holiest of all human
relations; that it is better to worship a wife with reason than
a Creator through faith alone; and that a true husband can
never be chivalrous enough to a true wife.”

This was so interesting that I turned to his verses with
pleasurable anticipations, surprised to find them most erotic,
yet, withal, full of real power and lyric charm.

I wrote to the young poet and asked him to call on one of
my Sunday afternoons, which he did. And such a shock of
spun gold hair—such red blood in boyish cheeks—such a
virile young child of the woods and fields was never seen, I
am sure, save in Ralcy Husted Bell at that early period of
his life.

From that time on his friendship has endured, growing
stronger with time, as have, indeed, all my worth-while
friendships through life.

Ralcy Husted Bell is a man of many talents. Perhaps he
has scattered his forces too widely; and yet that very scat-
tering may have given him his breadth of vision and his
deeper enjoyment of life.

Mr. Bell graduated as a physician, having a competence.
He practiced medicine only briefly, meanwhile establishing a
successful magazine; then he traveled extensively, adding to
his collection, and finally settled down in Paris to study art.

His first book of value was “The Worth of Words”; but
he has published at least two books of excellent verse besides.
Then followed “The Changing Values of English Speech,”
“The Religion of Beauty,” “Words of the Wood,” “Taor-
mina,” “Art-Talks with Ranger,” “The Philosophy of Paint-
ing,” etc. He has also done much scientific work of value.

Remaining a bachelor, Dr. Bell did not put his early ideals
of marriage to the test.

Lovely Edith Thomas, Madeline Bridges, Mary Ainge
De Vere, John Emgst McCann, Bart Kennedy, all gave me
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world and its social conventions. We met smiling friends,
who had parted scowling foes; and we enjoyed a brief time
of amusing reminiscence. Mr. Kennedy had a large audience
in the old world and was a recognized man of talent. Suc-
cess had made him more tolerant toward life and people, as
is frequently the case with the youthful socialists and social
dissenters.

Edgar Fawcett was in his man’s prime when I met him in
the early nineties. I treasure a letter full of wit which he
wrote me in reply to my request for a book and picture to
sell at a Charity Kermiss; and which ends with some words
of praise for my work—words which at that time filled me
with gratitude and pleasure. Though I never knew him well,
I sincerely grieved over his death, which seemed to silence a
poetical voice of power. The one thing I missed in Edgar
Fawcett as a poet was a lack of faith in any life after this.
That always limits a poet’s power, for poets are given their
voices to be heralds of greater lives beyond. Perhaps Mr.
Fawcett had to be called onward to gain new knowledge
before singing further songs. Perhaps he will come back
again and finish his singing in a higher strain.

Walter Malone was another of my young poet friends in
those early days. He was a Southern boy, who had studied
to become a lawyer, but was so filled with poetic fervor and
longing that he left a promising outlook as an attorney
in his native State, Tennessee, to come to New York
and carve his name on Fame's monument. He passed
through various vicissitudes, and after two or three years
became exceedingly discouraged and despondent, and went
back to his Southern home and resumed the practice of law.
Before a decade had passed Judge Walter Malone was a name
known and respected in the legal world. But he had not
forgotten his early love. Poetry still lured him: and all his
leisure moments, which other young lawyers devote to pleas-
ure or social distractions, Judge Malone devoted to the
Muses,

As a result one of his poems has become a classic. It is
entitled, “Opportunity,” and is a reply to the very pessimistic
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and wholly untrue poem (although a literary gem) of In-
galls’, written on that subject.
Here is Walter Malone’s “Opportunity’’:

“They do me wrong who say I come no more
When once I knock and fail to find you in;
For every day I stand outside your door
And bid you wake, and rise and fight and win.

“Wail not for precious chances passed away,
Weep not for golden ages on the wane!

Each night I burn the records of the day—
At sunrise every soul is born again.

“Laugh like a boy at splendors that have sped,
To vanished joys be deaf and blind and dumb;
My judgments seal the dead past with its dead,
But never bind a moment yet to come.

“Though deep in mire, wring not your hands and weep;
I lend my arm to all who say, ‘I can.’

No shame-faced outcast ever sank so deep,
But yet might rise and be again a man!”

This poem has been, and will be, an inspiration to thou-
sands of discouraged men and women. It is widely quoted,
frequently without the author’s name, as is often the fate of
universally appreciated verse.

The work to which Judge Malone gave ten years of his
life was an ambitious epic, based on the life of Ponce de
Leon. While abounding in brilliant lines and gems of lyric
beauty, it w:ll never endear him to his readers as has “Op-
portunity.”

Judge Malone died suddenly of heart failure in the prime
of life. He never married. His epic, he said, was his life
love. Two years before his death, while arranging to pub-
lish his epic, he came and spent a few hours with us at Short
Beach. The boyish dreamer I had known years before had
grown into-a typical Judge—somewhat over weight, serious
to gravity, and all intent on his forthcoming book,
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There was a melancholy about him which seemed in the
light of his sudden death, so soon afterward, to have been
something like a prevision of his near departure.

His death seemed sad to us who loved him, yet perhaps
it was a happier fate for him to go just after he had com-
pleted his life work, instead of waiting to feel bitterly that
this work was not properly appreciated. Such a spirit as
his is now occupied with so many greater tasks that all he
did here will seem to him a mere preparation.

Marshall P. Wilder, the little dwarfed humorist, was also
one of that old circle. Marshall's good heart, bright wit
and scintillating mind all united to dominate his handicap
of a deformed and dwarfed body. He was a living sermon
to the pessimists. He made his way into homes and hearts,
even among royalty; and King Edward was a devoted friend
to the little man at the time of his death.

Marshall married a charming girl, and made a great suc-
cess of his life. Both he and his wife died before middle
life, but I believe there are two or three children left to bear
his name.



CHAPTER XIII
Lunatics I Have KNnowN

DOUBTLESS every man and woman who is in any
capacity prominently before the public has peculiar
experiences with people of disordered minds. But my own
have been so varied and so continual that the story of my
life would not be complete without a brief account of these
amusing and often disturbing occurrences.

I remember when I was first launched as a girl poet being
told by my brother that he had read an article declaring all
poets and all creative artists to be partially insane. The
wholly sane brain did not create; only when the brain began
to be overripe, and therefore diseased, did genius develop.

This theory would perhaps explain the cause of my being
pursued by the demented so frequently—like seeking like.

A young woman of astonishing beauty, looking something
as Lilian Russell looked at twenty-two, appeared one day at
my seashore home.

When I went in to learn what was the object of her call,
she fell at my feet, kissed the hem of my garment and de-
clared she had come to spend the remainder of her life with
me. She could “iron beautifully,” she said, and do many
other useful things. She had journeyed from Nebraska for
this purpose. When assured I had no place for her she
showed mingled grief and anger. I told her I would find
her a room in a summer hotel nearby until she could return
home. I sent for a physician, and he declared her mildly
insane on this one topic, but not dangerous. She was pro-
vided for at the hotel, but spent much time sitting on my
lawn writing me long letters, wherein she declared herself
disappointed that I had not lived up to my writings. A let-
ter came from a sister of hers in Nebraska, saying she had
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just learned of Ellen’s destination, and she hoped I would find
her useful; that she was really an excellent girl with just
one mania, that of living with me. I forwarded to the sister
some of Ellen’s letters, which had assumed a menacing tone,
and begged her to send for her and place her under medical
care. This she did, and for years I was snowed under with let-
ters from Ellen, written from this Asylum for the Insane in
Nebraska. Then she was sent home to her mother in Canada,
cured, the mother wrote me, of all her manias save this one.
She begged me to make no reply or else to write s¢ -ely to
Ellen if I heard from her again. I did receive seweral very
wild letters, but now for a period of some five years have
been relieved of this annoyance.

While living at the Everett House in New York I received
word one morning that a man wished to see me. I asked
for his name; and a slip of paper was brought up with the
name written thereon; and the bell boy said the gentleman
wished to see me about “some plants.” I was giving a lunch-
eon (for Julie Opp Faversham, who had been recently mar-
ried), and the idea occurred to me that probably the florist
of the hotel was to make a floral decoration for the occasion.
I went down into the parlor to meet my caller, and found a
young man of perhaps thirty, very good looking and very
well dressed. He came close to me and in an agitate¢ ! voice
asked: “Are you married ?”

In astonishment, I replied: “Certainly I am married; but
what has that to do with the plants I was told you wished to
speak about?”

“No, no; the plams, the plans,” wailed the youth; “they
said you weren't married.” Seeing the man was mentally
unbalanced, I suggested he would better take leave; and he
speedily departed, never to appear on my horizon again. The
following day a letter came to me from my seashore home, say-
ing a strange-appearing young man had called there seeming
much distressed at my absence, and had been given my ad-
dress in New York. That was how he had learned my
location.

The next winter I received a series of well-written but
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lunatic to be placed in an Asylum after his third visit. But
a year later he was liberated and immediately set forth to
Short Beach to “marry Ella.” After the fifth visit the police
were again called into counsel. This appeal finally settled
the matter and I was relieved of his periodical pursuit.
His history made one realize the need of eugenics in the
land. His father had been insane; the youth was born in-
sane; yet he had been allowed to marry, and already possessed
a wife while he made his romantic peregrinations to Granite
Bay in pursuit of another consort. :

From Montreal, Canada, the next young Lothario hailed.
He began his pursuit while we were living at the Everett
House, and by the means of mysterious telegrams which
woke us from sleep at the dead of night. One read: “Nei-
ther of us can attain success alone. We must be together.
I am coming.” The name signed denoted Canadian French
nativity. Finally a message came announcing his arrival
the next day. My husband conceived the idea that some one
had been posing under my name, and that the man was com-
ing for some definite reason. Robert engaged two private
detectives seven feet tall (or thereabouts) to hide behind a
curtain in our apartment and told me to let the mysterious
caller come up to my room and to engage him in conversa-
tion until I learned what plot was back of the matter. The
plan was carried out; but five minutes sufficed to show the
poor fellow to be a pitiful lunatic who talked in the most
incoherent manner. Not realizing the trouble I was making
for myself and everybody else, I called to the detectives to
come out; which they did, and to my amazement, clapped
handcuffs on the poor wretch. He was scarcely five feet in
height, and did not weigh over one hundred pounds; and
the two giant detectives looked like Royal Danes worrying a
small spaniel. Despite my protest they hauled the foolish
lad off to the station house, and my husband and myself were
compelled to appear the next day at Jefferson Street Court.

The detectives were determined to send him to the Island
for six months, declaring him a dangerous case. I saw no .
good in such a procedure, and I insisted that a promise be
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obtained from him that he would never trouble us again and
that he be sent back to Montreal. This was finally done and
out of the matter my husband made a very droll story. He
said when called before the Judge the name of the prosecutor
was demanded, and that he gave it as Robert Wilcox: then the
Judge asked who defended the man, and that I immediately
said, “Mys. Robert Wilcox.” The affair cost my husband a
matter of fifty dollars.

Another thing which amused my husband greatly was
that I asked to see the prisoner a moment alone, and he found
me reading his palm. I wanted again to prove how the palm
verifies every mental peculiarity and I found this boy’s hand
indicated congenital insanity.

A few years ago affectionate postal cards and letters came
to me frequently signed simply “Albert.” They were from
a town in the Middle West. Then came a very handsome
fountain pen by post addressed by the same hand. No
address was given and of course none of these missives re-
ceived any reply.

Then came in December 1914 the following letter:

Chicago, Ill,, 12, 17, 1914.
Dearest Love: While here on business of nmportance for a

few days, and Christmas time is so near, my thoughts are of
{ou I will love you and think you are 'the best girl for me.
t would be a pleasure to know your choice as a present you
would like the best.

This city has large places with fine jewelry in the line of wed-
ding rings to choose from, if you can only make up your mind
and come right away when you receive this letter. My address
is—— (The address was given). When you arrive telephone to
——, and I will come and meet you at the depot. Will have on
a dark blue suit, a hat of the same color. Be confident, take my
photograph with you so you can recognize me. Inclosed you
will find a cash check for railroad fare. I am ever X::r loving

ERT.

I sent the money order back to the Chicago Postmaster,
saying it was from a man of disordered mind. He replied
that it had been returned to the sender. I supposed that to
be the end of this incident. But my lunatics are ever per-
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sistent. Another letter came from his Illinois town saying
he felt he must come on and see me and talk matters over.

I did not know whether this Illinois town possessed a
Chief of Police or not but I risked sending a letter, enclosmg
Albert’s last, and saying I must be relieved of his annoying
attentions.

The following letter from the Chief of Police tells the
remainder of the story:—

“Dear Madam: I beg to acknowledge your letter relative to
the doings of Albert. Albert lives in a tent on —— Street and
with his people ; and for a number of years has helped make both
ends meet by angling for catfish in the mud of the Mississippi
River near his home. Albert is a little fellow about four and
a half feet tall; and weighs nearly one hundred pounds. His
people have average intelligence and are very much disturbed by
his actions and will try to curb him in any further attempt to
annoy you. It is hardly necessary to tell you Albert has been
feeble-minded for a number of years.”

Albert had sent me his picture on a postal card one time;
at least he wrote on an accompanying slip of paper “From
Your Valentine.” The picture looks better than the descrip-
tion of the Chief of Police, however, and seems of question-
able authenticity.

Having no recollection of any period of my existence
when I had not been before the public eye, it naturally never
occurred to me to feel sensitive regarding that public’s often
exhibited curiosity concerning my private life. As a young
girl, it served as an amusement, and the surprise which was
shown now and then by people who met me, and saw no
evidence of dark traredies or brooding sorrow in my very
healthful and happy appearance, was always entertaining.

Even when I heard the tales afloat, which represented me
as either suffering from blighted affections or as having
been a heartless vampire who destroyed men at a glance, I
was never greatly disturbed. I argued philosophically that as
the benefits and pleasures of my work were greater than those
of girls in private life, so must I expect to feel some thorns in
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my roses. Better the roses and thorns than empty hands.

It was not until the great satisfying happiness cf my life
came, from belonging to the man whose name I wore, that
the thorns of my professional life began to pierce and wound.
Until I was a wife, all that life gave me, which in any way
was satisfactory or pleasing to my tastes and ambitions, came
through my use of my talents. Only through my work had
I been enabled to help others while blazing my way out of
obscurity ; therefore to complain of any annoyances resulting
from my career which marred my happiness seemed as silly as
ungrateful.

When every blessing which I prized came through my
husband, however, I found the curiosity of the public and its
misrepresentations most difficult to bear with equanimity. It
was hard to maintain the reputation for amiability which
my husband had given me, when tales floated to me which
represented my husband as having deserted a wife and
children for me; or reporting him as a brute and a drunkard
from whom I was about to obtain a divorce. From time to
time we would hear such stories; and always I would bum with
rage, while my husband would laugh and calm me down with
his quiet, beautiful voice.

On the twentieth anniversary of our marriage, we were
living at the Everett House in New York; and we had planned
an evening at the theater with a little supper afterward. We
were sitting at our special table alone, enjoying our dinner
quietly, when a man and a woman came in and took the table
directly behind me. The hotel was crowded that night, and
the tables were in close proximity. The man sat with his
back to mine; and the woman facing him. I had noticed
them as they entered, but both were perfect strangers. There
came a lull in the dining room—one of those occasions when
every one seems to cease talking at once. And just as this
lull occurred I heard the man whose back almost touched the
back of my chair say in a very distinct and positive tone,
“Oh, I know what I am talking about, she was divorced at
least TWICE before she married Wilcox.” Then the woman
replied, “But I thought she was Ella Wheeler when she wrote
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1er ‘Poems of Passion’; and that she added the Wilcox by
marriage.”

The man raised his voice and spoke with impatience:

“I tell you I know she was divorced at least twice before
she married Wilcox.” '

My husband, who sat opposite me, had been giving some
order to the waiter and did not hear this conversation. I
have to this day regretted that I did not follow my first im-
pulse, which was to rise and go quietly to the gossipers,
announce myself as the object of their conversation, and deny
the twice-uttered libel.

But instead I leaned over and whispered the story to my
husband and then told him I was going to speak to them.

He at once objected. “It would be undignified,” he said.
“Instead, call the head waiter and have him ask them to
change the topic of conversation, or their table, as Mrs.
Wilcox is sitting here.”

The head waiter was called and the message delivered.
There was a deep silence at the table behind me; and I rose
and made a little visit to the tables of three parties of
friends, telling them the incident and causing so much mirth
and calling so much attention to the gossipers that they left
the hotel with an unfinished dinner.

But my twentieth anniversary had been clouded by this small
yet irritating incident.

It was only a few years ago when a friend (it was Kate
Jordan, the author and my friend of many years) heard my
name spoken in a manicure parlor. She had just come from
my home and she naturally listened. A patron of the estab-
lishment was regaling the young woman who polished her
nails with a story of the faithless man who had deserted his
family to elope with me. My friend walked over to the
loquacious one and informed her of her error, and advised
her to be careful what she repeated in the way of disagreeable
gossip regarding people she did not know. The woman ex-
pressed great indignation at being addressed by a stranger
whose words she no doubt questioned. People of that type
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prefer to believe the unpleasant tales of men and women before
the public.

These are but two incidents of many similar cases which
have occurred during my married life; and they have hurt far
more keenly than any other kind of blow which has been in-
flicted by the brutal hand of publicity.

The rose of fame is only an artificial flower at best; and
if my right to wear it is questioned by critics, or if mud is
thrown upon it, it does not matter greatly. But the rose of
a perfect love is a rare and exquisite thing; and to have the
rude hand of the public clutch at it, or attempt to tear it off
one’s breast, means real suffering. It is, indeed, a difficult
thing for a woman to shine in a public career of any kind
and not subject herself to innumerable keen pains in her love
life.

There is often such a lack of delicacy in one’s very good
friends when it comes to placing the celebrity before the
woman at the expense of the pride of the man she loves.

When my husband built our Bungalow, its artistic charm
and unusual type of attractions caused much comment. The
majority of our friends who saw it for the first time would
express themselves something in this manner:

“Well, it shows the poet’s hand; it is what I would expect
of a poet.” “But,” I would hasten to explain, “the poet had
nothing whatever to do with it save to walk into it, all com-
pleted. It is all the work of my husband; he planned and
conceived the idea, and I never saw it until almost complete.”
Then they would smile and answer, “Oh, you are very gen-
erous to give him all the credit, I am sure.”

By that time I would be blazing with anger and reply:

“Why am I generous to tell the truth? I feel it far more a
matter of pride to be the wife of a man who cares enough
about me to plan this lovely home than to plan it myself.
Almost any woman can write; but only one woman could
or did become the wife of Robert Wilcox.”

Yet the next relay of callers would bring a similar babble
of banality from those who were so sure they saw “the poet’s
work in the house.”
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These were, of course, the friends who had not been
privileged to meet and know my husband intimately. Those
of our inner circle who really knew him understood his rare
qualities of mind, and brain, and heart. They knew him to
be the possessor of unusual powers of discrimination in all
matters of art; and of the clear keen judgment of a connois-
seur. He taught me to regard a home as a jewel to be set
beautifully and to be kept choicely. Until my marriage I had
not given the home much thought outside of keeping it clean
and comfortable. The table, too, I had recognized merely as
a place where one satisfied the appetite. My husband taught
me to think of it as a thing of beauty and refinement where
choice appointments, correct service, and the best moods of
the family should lend charm and appetite to the delicately
prepared food. After we began our travels he was delighted
to see me more anxious to make a collection of rare table linen
than of things for my own adornment. Yet as a girl (poet
though I was) I could have dined on a bare table without
thinking of it, because my mind was full of other things: and
that idea of putting poetry into the material things of life
had to be developed through my love for, and my desire to
please, my husband. No praise ever bestowed upon me by
the world ever thrilled me like his praise for my becoming a
good housekeeper, and presiding over his table in a manner
satisfying to his tastes.

The management and care of his home was to me a delight;
never a task or a worry; and perhaps because of this attitude
of mind we were blest most of our married life with excellent
employees and helpers in our home—which we made their
home as well as ours.

One guest endeared himself to me by coming in from a
walk one day and saying, “Do you know your husband is
twice the poet you are? He has told me more interesting
things about insects and plants and sea animals than I ever
heard in all my life.”

I am quite sure were I a man, I would fly to the uttermost
parts of the earth if I found myself becoming too interested
in a woman with a “career.”
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Much as I have appreciated my talents and enjoyed
the benefits and pleasures resulting from them, I do
not think I would want to be born again to earth life with -
talents which necessitate a career of any kind. Such a
career is incompatible with the deeper delights of earth’s
most exquisite happiness, of a perfect love life. It rudely
interferes with privacy, and intrudes on the most sacred
moments. The world, like a lawless street urchin, presses its
face against the window pane of a celebrated woman’s bou-
doir and either grins or makes grimaces—and then goes away
and lies about what it has seen.

Were I allowed to choose my next incarnation, I would
ask to come back an accomplished, capable and agreeable com-
panion of my beloved, and to be the mother of his sons and
daughters as my only distinction in the eyes of the world.

Sometimes my sense of humor overcame my anger when
I heard or read absurd stories about my private life. The
following, sent me by my irate English publishers, appeared
after I had been on a visit to England:

“Ella Wheeler acquired the name of Wilcox by marriage with
a doctor of that name, and her married life, which is of the hap-
piest, has many strange features. The couple live on a vast
estate, several hours by rail from New York, each having a resi-
dence and household of their own. If the poetess feels a real
inclination to have the doctor for breakfast, lunch, or dinner, she
sends him a formal invitation and he walks or drives over to his
wife’s house just like any other friend. Occasionally she repays
the doctor’s visit, and ‘gives him a pleasant surprise,’ but, as a
rule, she accepts dinner invitations from him no oftener than
from other friends. When the doctor has been to New York
and brought from there some rare game or fish not obtainable at
their place of residence, he makes a point of sharing it with his
wife; otherwise the two ménages are run on separate lines en-
tirely, yet there never was a cross word between the poetess and
the doctor, the latter always remaining the respectful admirer,
counselor, and friend.

“The ‘Poetess of Passion’ has successfully adopted several
creeds of liberal tendencies, but the creed she has most faith in is
herself. She once said to a friend: ‘After my morning bath I
don a kimono and enjoy myself before an immense cheval-glass
for ten or more minutes, while I keep saying to myself: “This
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effigy of mine reflects the handsomest, the happiest and the most
gifted woman in the world.” And, whether it be true or not, I
thoroughly believe in the pleasant fiction, and my day is felicitous
throughout. If people would only stop making themselves miser-
able over a nose that is too broad, or hands that are too red; if
thcea'l ng::d drop envy and hatred, how much happier this world
w 9 9

Messrs. Gay and Hancock and Dr. (now Major) Frank
Howard Humphries sent indignant corrections of these state-
ments to the London editor, and wrote me letters of sympathy.
But somehow the whole tale was so amusing it lost its sting
for me. I tried to recall what I could have said to “a friend”
which assumed such grotesque form in print, and decided it
was a simple remark, stating my belief in the power of the
spoken word to create that which we desire.

In this sad world we owe a debt to whomsoever makes us
laugh, so I owe one to the creator of the two fairy stories
given above. .

On another occasion a friend of ours was sitting on the
deck of a ship when she overheard an animated conversation
between two ladies regarding the nationality of my husband.

One woman declared that she positively kNEw Robert Wil-
cox was a Hebrew, while the other as emphatically asserted
that she kNEw he was American for many generations back.
To this discussion my friend finally added her word, saying
that she knew the Wilcox family to be Americans for genera-
tions. Yet it is to be questioned if the first speaker was
convinced. Somewhere in the far distant past my husband
had Spanish and Welsh ancestors; but there was in his appear-
ance a strong resemblance to the very handsome Semitic race.
Yet why should a woman who saw that resemblance, say with
positiveness that she KNEw him to be a Hebrew ?

Are women really as Lombroso has declared, naturally
untruthful ?

I once received a letter from a man who asked some sort
of favor; just what has passed from memory. But this man
reminded me of the days, “when,” to quote his words, “we
sat side by side in Chicago in a newspaper office.” He said
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he well remembered my longing to be recognized and he was
glad my dreams had been realized.

I wrote to the man and assured him I had never sat ina
newspaper office in Chicago or any other city, that I had
never held any office position and that my writing had all been
done at home.

The man was quite indignant and wrote me a second letter
trying to convince me that I had forgotten. I believe, how-
ever, that I eventually proved to my correspondent that he
had made a mistake in my identity. Yet, how many times
must he have related that tale to people, confident that he
was telling the truth!

These experiences taught me to be very slow in believing
anything which is told me regarding people who are in the
public eye. The Know-It-Alls are a large family, but their
testimony can not be taken, even on oath.

One of the youngest members of the family of Know-It-
Alls only recently informed a lady with whom she was talking
that Ella Wheeler Wilcox was a man who used a woman'’s
pen name. She knew it to be so. The lady had left my pres-
ence only a few hours previously, but she found it difficult to
convince Madame Know-It-All, nevertheless, of her mistake.

The very youngest at the present writing, a man who has
known me for some fifteen years, remarked to an earlier
friend that he was told my first husband was a charming
individual.

It required considerable emphasis on the part of this older
friend to convince the man that I had been married only once.
He said he had been informed of my early marriage by some
one who knew.

Even after the relation of all these absurd and annoying
tales, I am sure there are many individuals who will read these
pages and still need this final and positive and easily proven
statement of mine, to-wit: I was never the wife of any man
but Robert M. Wilcox, and he never possessed any wife before
me. Neither of us ever passed through the divorce court.
And we lived in growing happiness together until the hour
when God called him to a larger life on more wonderful planes.




CHAPTER XIV
A Rovar FUNERAL

EACH year, from the time of our marriage, my husband
planned some trip, which he thought would be a benefit
and pleasure to me.

We visited most of the States, and Canada, and all the im-
portant seashore resorts. We went twice to Cuba and three
winters to other West Indian islands. Always I said that I
did not want to go to Europe until my husband had time
to remain there with me several months. We hoped to go some
time in the early summer and remain until late autumn.

But destiny had other plans for us.

From the hour of my marriage my husband had wished
me to write only verse. He felt it was a waste of my energies
and talents to attempt prose. I had begun a novel before our
marriage, and I completed it the first year afterwards: and this
convinced me I had no real ability in prose and that I should
keep to my gift of poetry, and seek to develop it more fully.

Then, after a decade of years, I came one day to a question
of duty. I had made a habit of sending my mother a check
each month, besides doing what I could toward the education
of nieces. Each year in my visit back to the old home I
saw with a catch in my heart how my parents were aging,
and how d°” ult were the financial conditions. There were
eleven in . family, and I realized that more money was
needed to tide the family ship over the shoals. My father and
brothers w.-e never intended for farmers. My older brother
(then in Dakota) should have been in editorial work and
would have been but for his sacrifice to what he believed to
be duty—the duty to stay at home and work at uncongenial
labor, when given the chance to start in educational lines.
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My other brother had distinct mechanical gifts. As a young
lad, he had made with a jack-knife, out of sticks no larger
than knitting needles, a little threshing machine, which, at-
tached to a water wheel, also of his own construction, actually
threshed out wheat. I remember how I thrilled at the sight
of it in action, and what dreams I had of his future greatness.
Those dreams might have been realized had he been placed
in a school for mechanics.

Meantime, while other neighbors, and Norwegian immi-
grants, all about us, developed less valuable farms into profit-
able returns, our farm steadily degenerated. I knew the fault
lay at home. But I pitied rather than blamed our men. They
were simply out of their orbit.

At the hour of which I write, in the early nineties, there
was a financial crisis in the land. I knew my husband was
anxious and troubled. Through friends of mine in Milwaukee,
who meant more than well, and believed they were making him
a millionaire, he had been induced against his inner wish, and
will, to invest in Gogebic mines the first year of our marriage.
Had the money he used remained where formerly invested,
it would have enabled him to retire with a competence in
our early married life, as time proved. One of the most won-
derful evidences to me of his beautiful nature, and his sense
of delicacy, is the fact that never once did he by word or
act make me feel that but for my friends he would have had
no business worries. The one request he did make of me was,
that I should not ask him to meet or entertain these friends who
had, by over-persuasion, induced him against his inner feelings
to invest in these mines—a request I granted at the cost of
being regarded by them ever after as unfeeling and ungrateful
for their former friendship. Just at this particular juncture,
when grave financial disasters were imminent in the country
and the needs of my relatives in the West seemed pressing, an
offer was made me by a syndicate for a series of prose articles
at very excellent rates of remuneration. I accepted the offer,
thinking to write the series of fifteen articles and to let that
be the extent of my prose work.

My husband was always wishing to do something to help




A ROYAL FUNERAL 195

my mother. I have before me a letter he wrote in 1890, while I
was visiting my parents in Wisconsin, which says, “I wish
you could do more to make your mother’s life happier. I
would gladly contribute anything toward such a plan. I think
we should pay more attention to those who are dear to us
and nearing the end of life than to those who have the long
road ahead of them. You must think up something I can
do for the good mother who brought you into the world where
I could find you.” Once he had insisted on sending my mother
a substantial check, because he said I had often bestowed gifts
upon his relatives, paid for out of my own purse. But I did
not like to have my husband add my family to his own long
list of dear ones who still looked to him for help. Therefore,
I accepted the editor’s offer to write the prose series; so
successful were the articles that another series was requested,
and for many years thereafter I seemed never able to extri-
cate myself from an arrangement which permitted me to do
so many goodly and gracious acts toward others; while the
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