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W^omen and FICTION 

by VIROI^IA W O O t F 

HE TITLE of this article can be read 
in two ways: it may allude to women and the 
fiction that they write, or to women and the 
fiction that is written about them. The am
biguity is intentional, for, in dealing with 
women as writers, as much elasticity as possi
ble is desirable; it is necessary to leave oneself 
room to deal with other things besides their 
work, so much has that work been influenced 
by conditions that have nothing whatever 
to do with art. 

The most superficial inquiry Into women's 
writing Instantly raises a host of questions. 
Why, we ask at once, was there no continuous 
writing done by women before the eighteenth 
century? Why did they then write almost as 
habitually as men, and In the course of that 
writing produce, one after another, some of 
the classics of English fiction.'' And why did 
their art then, and why to some extent does 
their art still, take the form of fiction? 

A little thought will show us that we are 
asking questions to which we shall get, as 
answer, only further fiction. The answer lies 
at present locked in old diaries, stuffed away 
In old drawers, half-obliterated in the memories 
of the aged. I t is to be found in the lives of the 
obscure — In those almost unlit corridors of 
history where the figures of generations of 

women are so dimly, so fitfully perceived. 
For very little Is known about women. The 
history of England Is the history of the male 
line, not of the female. Of our fathers we know 
always some fact, some distinction. They were 
soldiers or they were sailors; they filled that 
office or they made that law. But of our moth
ers, our grandmothers, our great-grandmothers, 
what remains? Nothing but a tradition. One 
was beautiful; one was red-haired; one was 
kissed by a Queen. We know nothing of them 
except their names and the dates of their 
marriages and the number of children they 
bore. 

Thus, if we wish to know why at any par
ticular time women did this or that, why they 
wrote nothing, why on the other hand they 
wrote masterpieces. It Is extremely difficult 
to tell. Anyone who should seek among those 
old papers, who should turn history wrong 
side out and so construct a faithful picture of 
the daily life of the ordinary woman In Shake
speare's time, in Milton's time, in Johnson's 
time, would not only write a book of aston
ishing interest, but would furnish the critic 
with a weapon which he now lacks. The extraor
dinary woman depends on the ordinary 
woman. I t is only when we know what were 
the conditions of the average woman's life — 
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the number of her children, whether she had 
mortey of her own, if she had a room to herself, 
whether she had help in bringing up her fam
ily, if she had servants, whether part of the 
housework was her task — it is only when we 
can measure the way of life and the experience 
of life made possible to the ordinary woman 
that we can account for the success or failure 
of the extraordinary woman as a writer. 

Strange spaces of silence seem to separate 
one period of activity from another. There was 
Sappho and a little group of women all writing 
poetry on a Greek island six hundred years 
before the birth of Christ. They fall silent. 
Then about the year looo we find a certain 
court lady, the Lady Murasaki, writing a very 
long and beautiful novel in Japan. But in 
England in the sixteenth century, when the 
dramatists and poets were most 
active, the women were dumb. 
Elizabethan literature is exclu
sively masculine. Then, at the 
end of the eighteenth century 
and in the beginning of the nine
teenth, we find women again 
writing — this time in England —• 
with extraordinary frequency and 
success. 

Law and custom were of course 
largely responsible for these 
strange intermissions of silence 
and speech. When a woman was 
liable, as she was in the fifteenth 
century, to be beaten and flung about the room 
if she did not marry the man of her parents' 
choice, the spiritual atmosphere was not favor
able to the production of works of art. When 
she was married without her own consent to 
a man who thereupon became her lord and 
master, " so far at least as law and custom 
could make him," as she was in the time of the 
Stuarts, it is likely she had little time for writ
ing, and less encouragement. The immense 
effect of environment and suggestion upon the 
mind, we in our psychoanalytical age are 
beginning to realize. Again, with memoirs and 
letters to help us, we are beginning to under
stand how abnormal is the effort needed to 
produce a work of art, and what shelter and 
what support the mind of the artist requires. 
Of those facts the lives and letters of men like 
Keats and Carlyle and Flaubert assure us. 

Thus it is clear that the extraordinary 

outburst of fiction in the beginning of the 
nineteenth century in England was heralded 
by innumerable slight changes in law and 
customs and manners. And women of the 
nineteenth century had some leisure; they had 
some education. It was no longer the exception 
for women of the middle and upper classes to 
choose their own husbands. And it is significant 
that of the four great women novelists — Jane 
Austen, Emily Bronte, Charlotte Bronte, and 
George Eliot — not one had a child, and two 
were unmarried. 

Yet, though it is clear that the ban upon 
writing had been removed, there was still, it 
would seem, considerable pressure upon women 
to write novels. No four women can have 
been more unlike in genius and character than 
these four. Jane Austen can have had nothing 

in common with George Eliot; 
George Eliot was the direct oppo
site of Emily Bronte. Yet all were 
trained for the same profession; 
all, when they wrote, wrote novels. 

Fiction was, as fiction still is, 
the easiest thing for a woman to 
write. Nor is it difficult to find the 
reason. A novel is the least con
centrated form of art. A novel 
can be taken up or put down more 
easily than a play or a poem. 
George Eliot left her work to 
nurse her father. Charlotte Bronte 
put down her pen to pick the eyes 

out of the potatoes. And living as she did in 
the common sitting room, surrounded by 
people, a woman was trained to use her mind 
in observation and upon the analysis of charac
ter. She was trained to be a novelist and not 
to be a poet. 

Even in the nineteenth century, a woman 
lived almost solely in her home and her emo
tions. And those nineteenth century novels, 
remarkable as they were, were profoundly 
influenced by the fact that the women who 
wrote them were excluded by their sex from 
certain kinds of experience. That experience 
has a great influence upon fiction is indispu
table. The best part of Conrad's novels, for 
instance, would be destroyed if it had been 
impossible for him to be a sailor. Take away 
all that Tolstoi knew of war as a soldier, of 
life and society as a rich young man whose 
education admitted him to all sorts of ex-
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perience, and War and Peace would be incred
ibly impoverished. 

Yet Pride and Prejudice^ Wuthering Heights, 
Villette, and Middlemarch were written by 
women from whom was forcibly withheld all 
experience save that which could be met with 
in a middle class drawing-room. No first-hand 
experience of war or seafaring or politics or 
business was possible for them. Even their 
emotional life was strictly regulated by law 
and custom. When George Eliot ventured to 
live with Mr, Lewes without being his wife, 
public opinion was scandalized. Under its 
pressure she withdrew into a suburban seclu
sion which, inevitably, had the worst possible 
eifects upon her work. She wrote that unless 
people asked of their own accord to come and 
see her, she never invited them. At the same 
time, on the other side of Europe, 
Tolstoi was living a free life as a 
soldier, with men and women of all 
classes, for which nobody cen
sured him and from which his 
novels drew much of their aston
ishing breadth and vigor. 

But the novels of women were 
not affected only by the necessarily 
narrow range of the writer's ex
perience. They showed, at least 
in the nineteenth century, an
other characteristic which may be 
traced to the writer's sex. In 
Middlemarch and in Jane Eyre we 
are conscious not merely of the writer's charac
ter, as we are conscious of the character of 
Charles Dickens, but we are conscious of a 
woman's presence — of someone resenting the 
treatment of her sex and pleading for its rights. 
This brings into women's writing an element 
which is entirely absent from a man's, unless, 
indeed, he happens to be a working man, a 
Negro, or one who for some other reason is 
conscious of disability. I t introduces a distor
tion and is frequently the cause oi weakness. 
The desire to plead some personal cause or 
to make a character the mouthpiece of some 
personal discontent or grievance always has 
a distracting effect, as if the spot at which the 
reader's attention is directed were suddenly 
twofold instead of single. 

The genius of Jane Austen and Emily Bronte 
is never more convincing than in their power to 
ignore such claims and solicitations and to hold 

afeo'tw- C/oMd 

on their way unperturbed by scorn or censure. 
But it needed a very serene or a very powerful 
mind to resist the temptation to anger. The 
ridicule, the censure, the assurance of inferior
ity in one form or another which were lavished 
upon women who practised an art, provoked 
such reactions naturally enough. One sees the 
effect in Charlotte Bronte's indignation, in 
George Eliot's resignation. Again and again 
one finds it in the work of the lesser women 
writers — in their choice of a subject, in their 
unnatural self-assertiveness, in their unnatural 
docility. Moreover, insincerity leaks in almost 
unconsciously. They adopt a view in deference 
to authority. The vision becomes too masculine 
or it becomes too feminine; it loses its perfect 
integrity and, with that, its most essential 
quality as a work of art. 

The great change that has 
crept into women's writing is, it 
would seem, a change of attitude. 
The woman writer is no longer 
bitter. She is no longer angry. She 
is no longer pleading and protest
ing as she writes. We are approach
ing, if we have not yet reached, 
the time when her writing will 
have little or no foreign influence 
to disturb it. She will be able to 
concentrate upon her vision with
out distraction from outside. The 
aloofness that was once within the 
reach of genius and originality is 

only now coming within the reach of ordinary 
women. Therefore the average novel by a 
woman is far more genuine and far more inter
esting to-day than it was a hundred or even 
fifty years ago. 

But it is still true that before a woman can 
write exactly as she wishes to write, she has 
many difficulties to face. To begin with, there 
is the technical difficulty — so simple, appar
ently; in reality, so baffling — that the very 
form of the sentence does not fit her. I t is a 
sentence made by men; it is too loose, too 
heavy, too pompous for a woman's use. Yet in 
a novel, which covers so wide a stretch of 
ground, an ordinary and usual type of sentence 
has to be found to carry the reader on easily 
and naturally from one end of the book to the 
other. And this a woman must make for her
self, altering and adapting the current sentence 
until she writes one that takes the natural 
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shape of her thought without crushing or 
distorting it. 

But that, after all, is only a means to an 
end, and the end is still to be reached only when 
a woman has the courage to surmount opposi
tion and the determination to be true to her
self. For a novel, after all, is a statement about 
a thousand different objects — human, nat
ural, divine; it is an attempt to relate them to 
each other. In every novel of merit these differ
ent elements are held in place by the force of 
the writer's vision. But they have another 
order also, which is the order imposed upon 
them by convention. And as men are the arbi
ters of that convention, as they have estab
lished an order of values in life, so too, since 
fiction is largely based on life, these values 
prevail there also to a very great extent. 

It is probable, however, that both in life and 
in art the values of a woman are not the values 
of a man. Thus, when a woman comes to write 
a novel, she will find that she is perpetually 
wishing to alter the established values — to 
make serious what appears insignificant to a 
man, and trivial what is to him important. 
And for that, of course, she will be criticized; 
for the critic of the opposite sex will be gen
uinely puzzled and surprised by an attempt to 
alter the current scale of values, and will see 
in it not merely a difference of view, but a 
view that is weak, or trivial, or sentimental, 
because it differs from his own. 

But here, too, women are coming to be more 
independent of opinion. They are beginning to 
respect their own sense of values. And for this 
reason the subject matter of their novels begins 
to show certain changes. They are less inter
ested, it would seem, in themselves; on the 
other hand, they are more interested in other 
women. In the early nineteenth century, wom
en's novels were largely autobiographical. One 
of the motives that led them to write was the 
desire to expose their own suffering, to plead 
their own cause. Now that this desire is no 
longer so urgent, women are beginning to ex
plore their own sex, to write of women as 
women have never been written of before; 
for of course, until very lately, women in 
literature were the creation of men. 

Here again there are difficulties to overcome, 
for, if one may generalize, not only do women 
submit less readily to observation than men, 
but their lives are far less tested and examined 

by the ordinary processes of life. Often nothing 
tangible remains of a woman's day. The food 
that has been cooked is eaten; the children that 
have been nursed have gone out into the world. 
Where does the accent fall? What is the salient 
point for the novelist to seize upon? I t is diffi
cult to say. Her life has an anonymous charac
ter which is baffling and puzzling in the 
extreme. For the first time, this dark country is 
beginning to be explored in fiction; and at the 
same moment a woman has also to record the 
changes in women's minds and habits which 
the opening of the professions has introduced. 
She has to observe how their lives are ceasing 
to run underground; she has to discover what 
new colors and shadows are showing in them 
now that they are exposed to the outer world. 

If, then, one should try to sum up the char
acter of women's fiction at the present moment, 
one would say that it is courageous; it is sincere; 
it keeps closely to what women feel. It is not 
bitter. It does not insist upon its femininity. 
But at the same time, a woman's book is 
not written as a man would write it. These 
qualities are much commoner than they were, 
and they give even to second and third-rate 
work the value of truth and the interest of 
sincerity. 

But in addition to these good qualities, 
there are two that call for a word more of 
discussion. The change which has turned the 
English woman from a nondescript influence, 
fluctuating and vague, to a voter, a wage 
earner, a responsible citizen, has given her both 
in her life and in her art a turn toward the 
impersonal. Her relations now are not only 
emotional; they are intellectual, they are po
litical. The old system which condemned her to 
squint askance at things through the eyes or 
through the interests of husband or brother, 
has given place to the direct and practical 
interests of one who must act for herself, and 
not merely influence the acts of others. Hence 
her attention is being directed away from the 
personal centre which engaged it exclusively 
in the past to the impersonal, and her novels 
naturally become more critical of society, and 
less analytical of individual lives. 

We may expect that the office of gadfly 
to the state, which has been so far a male pre
rogative, will now be discharged by women 
also. Their novels will deal with social evils 
and remedies. Their men and women will not 

1S» T H E FORUM 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



be observed wholly in relation to each other 
emotionally, but as they cohere and clash in 
groups and classes and races. That is one 
change of some importance. But there is an
other more interesting to those who prefer the 
butterfly to the gadfly — that is to say, the 
artist to the reformer. The greater imperson
ality of women's lives will encourage the poetic 
spirit, and it is in poetry that women's fiction 
is still weakest. I t will lead them to be less 
absorbed in facts and no longer content to 
record with astonishing acuteness the minute 
details which fall under their own observation. 
They will look beyond the personal and po
litical relationships to the wider questions 
which the poet tries to solve — of our destiny 
and the meaning of life. 

The basis of the poetic attitude is of course 
largely founded upon material things. It de
pends upon leisure, and a little money, and 
the chance which money and leisure give to 
observe Impersonally and dispassionately. With 
money and leisure at their service, women will 
naturally occupy themselves more than has 
hitherto been possible with the craft of letters. 
They will make a fuller and a more subtle use 
of the instrument of writing. Their technique 
will become bolder and richer. 

In the past, the virtue of women's writing 
often lay in its divine spontaneity, like that of 
the blackbird's song or the thrush's. I t was 
untaught; it was from the heart. But it was 

also, and much more often, chattering and 
garrulous — mere talk spilt over paper and left 
to dry in pools and blots. In future, granted 
time and books and a little space in the house 
for herself, literature will become for women, 
as for men, an art to be studied. Women's 
gift will be trained and strengthened. The 
novel will cease to be the dumping ground for 
the personal emotions. It will become, more 
than at present, a work of art like any other, 
and its resources and its limitations will be 
explored. 

From this it is a short step to the practice of 
the sophisticated arts, hitherto so little prac
tised by women — to the writing of essays and 
criticism, of history and biography. And that, 
too, if we are considering the novel, will be of 
advantage; for besides improving the quality 
of the novel itself, it will draw off the aliens 
who have been attracted to fiction by its 
accessibility while their hearts lay elsewhere. 
Thus will the novel be rid of those excrescences 
of history and fact which. In our time, have 
made it so shapeless. 

So, if we may prophesy, women in time to 
come will write fewer novels, but better novels; 
and not novels only, but poetry and criticism 
and history. But in this, to be sure, one is 
looking ahead to that golden, that perhaps 
fabulous age when women will have what 
has so long been denied them — leisure, and 
money, and a room to themselves. 

Wext mouth, an essay on poetry by the distmg:iustaed French critic, 
PAiri. YAI4EKY. 
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'^Honnd of HEAVEN'' 
Continued, from, page Idl 

There was a spaniel named Presto 
Thrale. Presto it was who admired 
Hodge perhaps the most extravagantly 
of them all. Rapt he sat in Hodge's 
presence; flatteringly he approved 
Hodge's every word. 

There were deerhounds and pugs and 
poodles. There were wolfhounds and 
terriers and sheep-dogs. But one thing 
they had in common, Hodge explained: 
they were all literary. And of course, 
Paddy ruminated grimly to himself, 
they were all dead, too. 

Paddy played an exhilarating game 
in the Meadow with Turk and his 
family. Leap-Dog, it was called. 

Paddy had a sleep — a long, snoring 

with their food. "A sensible girl," Hodge 
said of her benevolently. " I Hke her 
well. She pays tribute to Literature in 
the only way a scullery maid could do, 
by serving its followers." 

And Paddy discovered these other 
attributes of the Alley, that baths were 
unknown; that muzzles existed not; 
that cops never got to Heaven; and that 
dog-catchers were denied entrance. 

Fights. Chicken. Potatoes. Candy. 
No baths. No muzzles. No cops. No 
dog-catchers. "Thank God, I'm dead," 
murmured Paddy. "Thank God for 
Paradise." 

-A.T FOUR O'CLOCK that after
noon Hodge stepped to the middle of 
the Alley, and a dozen or so of the ani-

meeting of the Celestial Association of 
Literary Cats and Dogs — " 

"Popularly known as 'Hounds of 
Heaven,' " spoke up Turk. 

"Celestial Association of Literary 
Cats and Dogs," repeated Hodge 
firmly. "Settle yourself comfortably, 
sir, and see whether you like not our 
mood and humor." 

"Righto," said Paddy agreeably. 
"Shoot." 

Hodge pounded on the box again. He 
cleared his throat. "Before we proceed 
to philosophical discussion," began 
Hodge. "Ah, Flush, what is it? Speak, 
my good dog. Why do you squirm and 
fidget.?" 

Flush raised timid eyes to the august 
chairman. "Please, sir," went on Flush 
more boldly, "you have forgotten the — 
stockings." 

Hodge inclined his head ponderously. 
"Why, Flush, good dog, you do well. 
Forgotten the stockings I had. Presto, 
fetch forth the stockings, I pray you. 
Make speed at it, too, my good fellow. 
Our meeting is like never to get under 
way." 

Presto, bowing, trotted out and came 
back with a mouthful of small blue 
stockings. They were handed around. 
Each beast accepted four, drew them 
gravely on over his paws. Thus attired 
they resumed their positions. Only 
Paddy, as he gazed strangely at his own 
blue woolen feet and legs, seemed to 

snooze with nobody to wake him up. He 
dreamed of Phoebe, smiled in his sleep 
to remember that feline. She'd never 
get here; Phoebe was a hell-cat if there 
ever was one. 

Paddy ate. The eating was perhaps 
the greatest revelation of all in this 
amazing Heaven. For in Heaven, it 
seemed, you could eat anything — 
simply anything — and not get sick. 
So Paddy ate. Chicken and potatoes 
and candy and milk and ice cream and 
butter and gravy and cake and fried 
fish, he ate; all the forbidden fruit of 
Earth he guzzled and gorged and lapped 
and crunched until he staggered for 
breath and his stomach stuck out hke a 
little, round, hairy balloon. 

A scullery maid came to the Alley 

mals, all dogs, as it happened, grouped 
themselves in a circle around him. In 
front of Hodge Was an old packing box; 
in his right forepaW he held up a ginger-
ale bottle. 

Paddy looked curiously at the scene. 
"Ah, Paddy," said Hodge, "be 

seated, pray." 
Paddy seated himself blandly. Hodge 

rapped sharply on the box with his 
improvised gavel. 

"Order, ladies and gentlemen!" 
There was a slight rustle, then silence. 

Old Hodge was the chairman, evidently. 
"He would," thought Paddy. 

"Paddy, sir," said Hodge turning to 
him courteously, "you find yourself at a 

betray that this was not the common 
apparel of cats and dogs. 

Hodge continued, equably, "We are a 
company of celebrated beasts, Paddy, 
each one of us here illustrious in his 
own name. But lest you take us for 
common witlings boasting but empty 
boasts, we will now produce for you the 
proofs of our celebrity. I will begin." He 
settled back on his haunches and 
brushed his nose with his stockinged 
paw. 

" I am the dean of this animal Heaven 
because my master was the dean of 
literature in the world. I lived with him 
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in London, ate from his hand, climbed 
up his chair, walked on his breast — 
was, in short, the intimate of his daily 
Ufe. He praised me to Bozzy and spoke 
affectionately of me abroad. I appear in 
the great record of his hfe by this same 
Bozzy — the only domestic animal set 
down by name in that notable history. 
Bozzy did not like me, but neither did 
I like Bozzy. My patron," he added, his 
eye ghttering, " bought me oysters with 
his own hands." 

Paddy: "Weil now, that's nice. Oys
ters, eh? Fair enough, fair enough." 

Hodge, with a flick of his paw at 
Boatswain: "Now, Boatsy, perhaps you 
will be amiable enough to favor us." 

Boatswain, yawning, stretching, yawn
ing again, plainly bored: "All the 
world knows, I should think, how I 
woke up one morning to find myself 
famous." 

Turk: "But you woke up in Heaven, 
you know. Don't forget that." 

Boatswain: " E r — well, yes, to be 
sure, I was already here when Fame 
finally overtook me. I am " (fixing Paddy 
with a steely eye) " the only dog in 
history who ever had his epitaph 
printed in a book of poems." 

Paddy: "What's an epitaph?" 
Hodge: "'Inscription written on a 

tomb.' I quote the first English dic
tionary." 

Paddy: "Oh, so your boss wrote it, 
eh Boatswain? Well, that's not bad, not 
half bad, Big Boy. Congratulations and 
all that sort of thing." 

Boatswain, grandiloquently: 

and Buimble and Don and even Mrs. 
Bouncer — " 

That respectable widow, rousing from 
her trance: "Even Mrs. Bouncer? 
Even ? " 

Hodge, sternly: "Silence, madam!" 
Turk: "— but I was his real love, his 

eye's apple, his other self. It was I who 
sat with him in the chalet across the road 
from the house at Gad's Hill whilst he 
penned the masterpieces that made his 
name a household word. I who tramped 
with him over the fields and hills of 
Ken t—" 

Linda, snarling: "Wait a minute. I 
tramped with him too. I — " 

Don, growhng: " I — " 
Paddy, cheerfully: "Well, the I's seem 

to have it." 
Hodge, coldly: "Sir, I weary of your 

feeble American jests." 
Paddy, meekly: "'Scuse it, please." 
Hodge: "As for you, Turk and Linda, 

give over this vying competition. Man's 
love for his animals is not so niggardly 
that it cannot be divided equitably 
amongst them all. Fie on you! . . . 
Woggs here is a more modest dog. 
Woggs!" 

Woggs, dreamily: " I had the merriest, 
sweetest master on earth — " 

Turk, baring his teeth: "You didn't! I 
did!" 

Paddy: " I did!" 
Boatswain, flying up: " I — " 
Hodge, icily: "You are a pack of 

rogues, every dog Jack of you. What is 
this unseemly noise? What is this un
christian baring of teeth? Woggs, my 
good fellow, I deplore this exhibition of 
ill temper. Go on, sir, go on." 

Woggs, as they all subside: " I had a 
merry, sweet master. He loved me, he 
and his wife, loved me so much that 
when I died he would never have an
other dog. Even when he went to far-off 
Vailima and a dog was urged upon him 
for company's sweet sake, he would not. 
Woggs was the only dog for him, as he 
was the only man for Woggs. There is 
devotion, my friends, not easily matched 
in the world of men." 

Paddy, thoughtfully: "True ." 
Presto, wiping away a tear: "Ah me, 

how affecting!" 
Hodge: "These are better sentiments. 

I commend you all. But mind you, 
Woggs, I do not say that as a poet, your 
master was to be commended. In espe
cial is that celebrated couplet of his at 
grievous fault — " 

Paddy: "What couplet?" 
Woggs, reciting: " ' T h e world is so full 

of a number of things — ' " 
Hodge: "Etce te ra . " 
Woggs, drooping: " Et cetera." 
Hodge: "Nay, Woggs, philosophy 

that may be, but poetry never. 'A num
ber of things!' What things, I ask you? 
What have these broad say-nothing 
phrases to do with Literature? Literary 
expression, sir, should be nice, neat, to 
the dot. Any idle woman can speak 
words with her tongue. A poet should 
do better than that, else is he not a 
poet." 

Woggs: "But my master—" 
Hodge, grandly: "That will do." 

Turning to Presto: "Presto, I hke well 
your history and life. Relate it now for 
Paddy, sir." 

Presto, enthusiastically: "Oh, sir, I 
am to be envied of all dogs. I lived at 
Streatham, the very Mecca of genius. 
You know, Hodge, what a creature Mrs. 
Thrale was, how she plucked the bright
est flowers of all England to deck her 

"When some proud son of man returns 
to earth. 

Unknown to glory — " 

Hodge: "No, Boatsy, it won't do, my 
boy, it won't do. No long recitations, 
you know — one of the rules." 

Turk, speaking up as Boatswain re
tires sulkily: "Listen to me! I was my 
master's favorite dog! Linda he loved 
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drawing-room, and how these flowers 
bloomed but the rosier in that benign 
and sunny atmosphere. / sat at supper 
with Sir Joshua and Fanny Burney and 
Hannah More. / brushed the hem of the 
Lexicographer's greatcoat, and lay with 
my muzzle on the buckle of his shoe. / 
cut a caper once when the great Mrs. 
Montagu came — " 

Hodge, critically: "But she did marry 
an Italian. None can gainsay that." 

Boatswain: "And her first husband 
was a brewer." 

Presto, coolly: "She preferred the 
Italian to some other gentleman. And 
beer-money paid for the most brilUant 
companies of the age. Ah yes, all Lon
don, all the world, came to Streatham. 
A sweet place, Paddy. All men found it 
so. The fevers of London vanished 
there." 

Hodge, amiably: "Why now. Presto, 
I cannot meet you in your sentiments 
about London. No sir, when an animal is 
tired of London, he is tired of life; for 
there is in London — and especially in 
Fleet Street — all that life can afford." 

Presto, hypocritically: "Oh sir, when 
has not the great Hodge spoken truly 
and nobly on any subject?" 

Brutus, another dog: " I belonged to 
the great Landseer. He painted me in a 
•picture — " 

Hodge, apologetically to Paddy: 
"Landseer was only a painter, sir. We 
suffer Brutus here because he is in him
self a worthy beast." 

Maida, a deerhound: " I was Sir Wal
ter Scott's favorite — " 

Trump, a pug: "I belonged to 
Hogarth — " 

Bounce, hitherto unnoticed: "But / 
was the pet of the master, Alexander 
Pope — " 

Hodge: "Hounds of Heaven, where 
hide your manners? What confusion is 
this? What disorder? Come now, each 
dog in his turn." (Pounds prodigiously 
with the bottle until it crashes and shiv
ers to the ground.) " Flush, my good dog, 
we have not heard from you." 

Flush, squealing excitedly: " / bit 
Robert Browning's legs! He brought me 
macaroons and seed cakes and I bit his 
legs just the same. I had poems written 
to me when I was alive," (looking im
portantly at Boatswain) "not after I 
was dead. I eloped too! To Marylebone 
church. I t was lovely. We rode in a car
riage, my mistress and Wilson and I, 
and there we were married. And I was 
taken to Italy with them too. I t was 
very exciting because nobody knew. 
Papa was so stern and cross, you know. 
I didn't bark or give anything away. 
And I knew about it all the time, be
cause all the boxes were packed and 
waiting and I could see them up in her 
closet. When we got to Italy, I didn't 

bite his legs any more because for some 
reason Ba-a didn't want me to. Besides, 
I was very occupied with fleas." 

Hodge: "But, sirs, we speak too much 
of ourselves. We have here a newcomer. 
Come, Paddy, let us hear your recital of 
earthly glory." 

Paddy, briskly: "Well, my Boss 
writes sonnets. He writes 'em all day 
long and he's got a whole box full." 

Boatswain:" And they are published ?" 
Paddy, defiantly: "No, they ain't 

published — yet." 
All of them, looking at each other sig

nificantly: "Ah!" 
Paddy, proudly: "You see, my Boss 

is a champion. He's the champion un
published poet. He's written more 
poems that ain't ever been pubhshed 
than any other guy that ever lived. He 
says so himself." 

Boatswain, sneering: "Dear me." 
Mrs. Bouncer: "Fancy that." 
Paddy, hastily: "He knows all the 

rhymes in the world, too. He's got a 
rhyme book and all he has to do is look 
'em up." 

Boatswain, recoiling: "Horrible." 
Bounce, covering his eyes: "Oh, most 

horrible." 
Paddy: "And once an editor ast him 

to lunch, he did. And once he got ^25 
from the New Tork Times for eight lines. 
That's over $2> ^ hne. And once he wrote 
verses for Mother's Day cards and got 
| i 8 . And once he went to Padraic Col-
um's house and had boiled chicken for 
dinner and that's why he named me for 
him, but Mr. Colum didn't know, when 
he heard about it, whether it was a 
compliment or not. And — and —" 

Hodge, insinuatingly: "And what, 
Paddy?" 

Boatswain, softly: "Perhaps Paddy's 
master is a Chatterton — " 

Paddy, in sudden anger: " I don't 
know about your Chattertons or any of 
that stuff, but my Boss is a swell guy 
and don't you forget it. And him and me 
has a swell time. We take walks and we 
play games, and if we sell a poem we eat; 
and if we don't, we chew our tongues 
instead, and I like it, see? And I 
wouldn't trade my Boss for a whole car
load of your dead Thrales and Johnsons 
and Robert Brownings, whoever they 
are. When my Boss gets famous and we 
get a lotta jack, we're gonna move to the 
country and go huntin' and chase chick
ens and write pastorals and eat all day 
long. But he ain't famous yet — editors 
are sorta dumb that way — so we live in 
a garret - ^ a studio, I mean — and any 
guy here that wants to make remarks 
can just step up and I'll teach him how 
to make remarks, see? And that goes for 
you, too, Mr. Samuel Johnson London 
England Fleet Street God A'mighty 
Hodge!" 

He looked around the circle hotly. Not 
one flicker of a tail or the wink of an 
eye. Only disdain everywhere, cold 
contempt. 

They were sneering at his Boss. He 
looked from one to the other of the 
aloof, haughty faces. They remained 
frozen in scorn. 

They were sneering at his Boss. His 
Boss who — 

Well, they didn't know any better, the 
poor saps. They hadn't seen the Boss. 
They didn't know what a great guy he 
was. He began to pity them then, those 
animals that had never known his Boss, 
and he felt better. 

"Well," said Linda, rising from her 
haunches, "it 's time, boys and girls." 
Instantly they all sprang to their feet, 
were leaping away with joyful barks, 
kicking off their blue stockings as they 
went. 

"Time fer what?" shouted Paddy 
after them. 

"Time for our walk!" threw back 
Turk over his shoulder. "Every day at 
this time we take a walk with our 
masters!" 

ADDY watched their bounding, 
retreating flanks as they disappeared 
through the passageway from the Alley 
to the Meadow. He followed. In the 
doorway of the passage he stopped. 

There in the Meadow they all were. 
Turk and his family capering around the 
feet of a tall, bearded man in a checked 
waistcoat who called out hilarious greet
ings to them and laughed uproariously 
at their pranks. . . . Flush trotting 
earnestly between a man and a woman 
arm in arm, who smiled at each other 
and at Flush and then at each other 
again. . . . Woggs waddling at the 
heels of a lanky man in tweeds, whose 
long legs ambled their way across the 
grassy meadow, whose long hands played 
with the old brown pipe in his mouth, 
whose eyes hardly left the dusky, vivid 
woman walking at his side, except to 
look back at Woggs. . . . Boatswain 
pacing in stately fashion beside a corpu
lent, pompous, self-conscious, and yet 
somehow romantic-looking male who 
limped noticeably and sighed as he 
looked down at Boatswain, none of your 
ordinary prosy sighs either, but heavy 
sighs and deep with meaning. . . . 
Presto stepping along to the Uvely gait of 
a sprightly lady in cap and ribbons. . . . 
Hodge marching with dignity at the 
heels of a massive, rolling, seesawing 
figure, whose wig was askew, whose 
linen was rumpled, but whose words, 
apparently, held as in a vise of doting 
admiration the sprightly lady who was 
with him. 

Gone were the white robes, the harps, 
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all the foolish, tricked-out, trumped-up 
trappings of the commonplace Heaven of 
a few hours before. This was another 
Heaven, men and women walking in the 
fields at sundown with their beloved 
animals. Paddy, watching, felt an unac
countable pain, a pain just under the 
white patch on his breast (where no 
white patch ought to be if an Irish ter
rier's ancestors have been all that an
cestors should be). 

"Gosh," he whispered. 
They all looked so happy. They all 

were happy, everybody in the whole 
place was happy — cats, dogs, men, 
women — everybody but him. He saw 
the lanky man turn back, bend over, 
put his hand on Woggs's furry little 
back; saw Woggs' wriggle of ecstasy, 
and the pain under his white patch grew 
sharper. He, too, knew the rapture that 
comes from the touch of your Boss's 
hand. Nothing in the whole world is as 
nice as that — nothing, not ice cream, 
not beefsteak, not warm firesides, not 
cat fights, not even fried liver and 
onions, which last, as any dog knows, is 
the dizziest delight in life. 

He craned as the happy ones, strolling 
along, gradually moved out of sight 
around a flowery bend of the Meadow, 
his blunt, square, whiskery countenance 
strained and wistful. They had gone 
now. The Meadow was empty, its grasses 
burnished and still under the light of late 
afternoon. 

Paddy stood in the doorway, uneasy, 
puzzled. "But this ain't Heaven," he 
kept saying. " I f the Boss was here — 
but he's down in New York. This ain't 
Heaven for me a'talll" 

He thought of the garret, the fiire small 
but valiant and blustering, the Boss's 
long legs stretched out in front of it, his 
own savory old blanket there on the 
floor, the smell of their supper, the light 
of their lamp, Phoebe's green eyes at the 
window. He thought of the Boss's vir
tues — the Boss who kidded him, who 
talked to him like a regular fellow, who 
was so understanding in the matter of 
baths, so tolerant in the matter of week
end jaunts. The Boss, too, who trusted 
him so implicitly, who always knew that 
he would come home finally, expected 
him, waited for him, welcomed him — 
needed him. 

This was Heaven where things were 
planned especially for dogs, where gar
bage was plentiful, where fights were 
allowed, where potatoes and candy were 
not taboo. But the Boss wasn't here. 
The Boss was in New York, waiting for 
him. 

Suddenly he whirled on his feet. Like 
a streak of red dust he was through the 
passage, across the Alley, through the 
palace, the courtyard, out of the gate. 
St. Peter was nodding over his afternoon 

cup of tea, the gate itself slightly ajar. 
Paddy lunged against it, threw it wide 
open, flashed through. 

Now he was on the very edge of the 
world. Heaven behind, a vast abyss of 
sky and air beneath him. He flung oiFhis 
stockings. An aviator far below won
dered mightily at the thing that blew 

into his lap, a small blue woolen thing, 
like a doll's stocking. 

Only a second he paused. It was sick
ening, hideous, this awful chasm; but he 
had to do it. He had to jump. He had to. 
He had to get away, back to the Boss. 
There was a little cloud 'way down 
yonder. He'd jump and land on its back. 
And that — would — take — him — 
back — to — the — Boss. 

E SMELLED the breath of a 
strange man in his face, heard a strange 
voice, was conscious of a hot, smothering 
pain all over his body. The Boss he did 
not see or hear, but he knew he was 
home. He had known that a long time 
now by the smell of his own blanket so 
pleasant and comforting under him. He 
could not open his eyes. That was odd, 
he thought. But he could hear all right. 
He heard now — yes, it was the Boss. 
But how husky and funny the Boss's 
voice sounded. 

"Gosh, doctor, I can't thank you 
enough." 

" I didn't save your dog, man!" That 
was the stranger's voice now. "He saved 
himself. You saw how he did it. Lord, 
I've never seen an animal fight harder to 
come back, and I've seen a-plenty too — 
gritty little devil. Uncanny, isn't it? I 
never get used to it somehow. How we 
do come back, sometimes, dogs as well as 
men." 

"Will he be all right? He's such a 
cocky fellow, I'd hate to have him 
lame." 

"Sure. He'll be all right. He's as 
tough as they come. Just keep bathing 
him with this stuff and give him all the 
fresh water he'll take. No food, of 
course. But then he'd see to that. I'll 
come in and change the dressings to
morrow. God, I'd like to string up a few 
of these truck drivers." 

He was gone. Paddy heard the door 
close, followed the last echo of his foot
steps down the stairs. He opened his 
eyes groggily. The Boss was right there, 
close up to his muzzle, his face scared 
and white. 

"Well, Mr. Padraic Maclnerny!" But 
what made the Boss's voice thick like 
that? 

The Boss was smiling though, and his 
hand was gently — oh so gently — on 
the little dog's head. And somehow the 
hot, flaming, awful pain all over his body 
was gone now. He tried to wag his tail. 
Drat it, the thing wouldn't wag, too 
heavy. He tried again. There. Slow, 
feeble thuds, but thuds just the same. 
The Boss's white-faced smile was the 
only thing he could see. 

He closed his eyes again. 
Here was Heaven, if anybody wanted 

to know. 
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A N i8g4 Eliane BeJahorde met Rob
ert D. in Florence and was straightway in

fatuated with him. Soon they were engaged 
and each agreed to keep a secret journal to 
record their frank opinions of each other. 
Shortly before their marriage, Eliane dis
covered that Robert had never kept his 
journal and, hurt by his deception of her, 
she decided to discontinue her own. ^twenty 
years later, however, she resumed her en
tries in order to help her straighten out her 
tangled emotions and decide upon a course 
of action. In the interim of married life she 
had revised her estimate of Robert. The 
very qualities which had first attracted her 
to him were now revealed as a thin veneer 
concealing a menial and insincere nature. 
She could now scarcely bear the sight of 
him, and would have sought her freedom if 
she had not been deterred by considerations 
of the happiness of her two children — 
Genevieve and Gustave. 

I , July 19th, 1914. 
•. H ENEViEVE does not like her 

father. How have I remained so long 
without perceiving this? No doubt be
cause I have given her very little atten
tion of late. AH my thoughts and care 
have been centered on Gustave, whose 
health is delicate. I admit, too, that he 
interested me more; he is something of a 
charmer, like his father, and I recognize 
in him all the qualities that captivated 
me so in Robert — until they so greatly 
disappointed me. 

As for Genevieve, I thought she was 

completely absorbed in her studies and 
indifferent to everything else. Now I 
have reached the point of wondering 
whether I did right to encourage her in 
this. I have just had a terrible conversa
tion with her. I see now that she is the 
one person with whom I might reach an 
understanding, but at the same time I 
see why I do not wish to reach an under
standing with her. I t is because I am 
afraid of coming face to face with my 
own thoughts in her — my own thoughts 
grown bolder — grown so bold that they 
terrify me. All the fears, all the doubts 
that have sometimes tortured me have 
turned in her into so many brazen nega
tions. No, no; I cannot bring myself to 
admit them. I cannot let her speak of her 
father with such disrespect. But when I 
tried to shame her, "Oh, come now!" 
she cried, "As if you took him seriously 
yourself!" 

She flung the words in my face so bru
tally that I felt myself blush. I was in
capable of answering her, incapable of 
hiding my confusion from her. 

Then she immediately declared that 
she could not admit that marriage ought 
to confer all the prerogatives on the hus
band; that for her part, she would never 
submit to such a thing. She was quite 
determined to make the man she fell in 
love with her partner, her companion; 
but the sensible thing would be not to 
marry him. My example was a warning; 
it put her on her guard. On the other 
hand, she could not thank me enough for 
having given her an education which 

made her able to pass judgment upon us, 
so that she might live her own life and 
not bind herself to a person who might 
very likely be her inferior. 

As she was walking excitedly up and 
down the room, I sat listening in extreme 
dejection to the cynicism of her talk. I 
begged her to lower her voice, for I was 
afraid her father might hear her. 

"Let him hear us!" she cried. " I am 
quite ready to repeat everything I have 
been saying to him. You can repeat it 
yourself. Repeat it — yes, yes — repeat 
it." 

-^j- July 20th 
J L E S , THIS took place yesterday 

before dinner. And at dinner Genevieve 
was no doubt touched at seeing the sad
ness I was unable to conceal. She came 
to my room in the evening, and flinging 
herself into my arms like a child, she 
began to stroke my face and kiss me as 
she used to do long ago, and so tenderly 
that it made me cry. 

" Darling Mummy," she said," I made 
you unhappy to-day. Don't be too cross 
with me. You see, I can't pretend with 
you. I can't — I won't tell lies to you. I 
know you can understand me; and I 
understand you much better than you 
want me to. I must talk to you more. 
There are things, you see, that you have 
taught me to think which you don't dare 
think yourself:—things which you be
lieve you believe, but which I know you 
don't believe at all." 
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