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In "Confidences: Talks With a Young Girl Concerning Herself," E. B. Lowry offers an insightful exploration of adolescence through a series of intimate dialogues. The book adopts a conversational style that combines psychological nuance with a touch of lyrical prose, creating a reflective tone that resonates with both young readers and adults. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century social dynamics, Lowry's work delves into themes of identity, self-discovery, and the complexities of growing up, skillfully weaving personal anecdotes with broader societal observations. E. B. Lowry, a keen observer of human behavior and a passionate advocate for youth empowerment, draws from personal experiences and contemporary issues of his time. Educated in the principles of psychology and education, Lowry recognized the transformative nature of adolescence, aiming to guide young women toward self-awareness and confidence. His background in counseling and literary pursuits informs his compassionate and insightful approach, making this book a valuable resource for young girls navigating their formative years. I highly recommend "Confidences" to readers seeking a thoughtful companion for the tumultuous journey of adolescence. Lowry's eloquent prose and empathetic guidance provide a sense of reassurance and wisdom, making it an essential read for both young girls and those who wish to better understand the intricacies of this pivotal life stage.
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In "Daughters of the Dominion," Bessie Marchant crafts an evocative narrative set against the backdrop of early 20th-century Canada, exploring the lives of women navigating the complexities of frontier life. This novel is characterized by its vivid descriptions and rich character development, reflective of Marchant's keen insight into the struggles and victories faced by women in a rapidly changing society. The literary style merges a sense of adventure with poignant social commentary, revealing the tension between tradition and modernity in a colonial context. Marchant's work serves as a pivotal exploration of gender roles and the emerging independence of women in a formative period for Canadian national identity. Bessie Marchant, a trailblazer in children'Äôs adventure literature during the early 1900s, drew upon her experiences growing up in a society where gender was often a confining social construct. Her travels through Canada inspired her depth of understanding regarding the resilience required of women during this era. Marchant's own life was interwoven with themes of exploration and empowerment, directly influencing her portrayal of her characters in "Daughters of the Dominion." This book is an essential read for those interested in feminist literature, historical narratives, or Canadian cultural studies. Marchant's insightful portrayal of her protagonists makes a compelling case for the importance of women'Äôs voices in history and literature. Readers will find themselves deeply engaged with the struggles and triumphs faced by these remarkable women, making it a significant addition to both personal and academic libraries.
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In "Slavery's Pleasant Homes & Other Tales," Lydia Maria Child employs a poignant narrative style that merges storytelling with social commentary, providing an intricate exploration of the lives and experiences of enslaved individuals. Through a series of compelling tales, Child illuminates the stark contrasts between the romanticized notions of Southern hospitality and the harsh realities of slavery. Her literary context is rooted in the burgeoning abolitionist movement of the 19th century, which influenced her to confront societal injustices through her writings, engaging readers with both empathy and moral urgency. Lydia Maria Child was a groundbreaking author, advocate for women's rights, and a passionate abolitionist. Her own personal experiences with social reform and her progressive views allowed her to tackle difficult subjects with sensitivity and insight. This collection reflects her deep commitment to human rights and her belief in the power of literature as a means for change. Child's works often sought to challenge and reshape societal norms, making her a pivotal figure in American literature and reform. This remarkable collection is a must-read for anyone interested in American history, social justice, or literary advocacy. Child's ardent narratives not only captivate the reader but also provoke critical reflection on the enduring legacy of slavery and its societal implications. "Slavery's Pleasant Homes & Other Tales" serves as an essential reminder of the ethical imperatives that literature can inspire.
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In "Deeds of Daring Done by Girls," N. Hudson Moore crafts a vivid tapestry of adventure and courage, delving into the lives of young female protagonists who defy societal norms in pursuit of their dreams. The book employs a lively narrative style peppered with rich descriptions and authentic dialogues, seamlessly blending humor and drama. Situated in a late 19th-century context when girls' roles were often confined to domestic spheres, the collection of stories is both a tribute to female agency and a critique of gender expectations, celebrating the audacity and resourcefulness of its heroines. N. Hudson Moore, a scholar and advocate for women's history, draws from her background in feminist literature and historical research to illuminate the uncelebrated narratives of girls throughout history. Her passion for storytelling and her commitment to social justice are evident in the meticulously crafted characters who navigate their challenges with resilience and creativity. Moore'Äôs dedication to presenting multidimensional female characters serves as an inspiration, reflecting her belief in empowering young readers. Readers seeking a delightful yet thought-provoking exploration of feminine bravery will find this book immensely rewarding. "Deeds of Daring Done by Girls" not only entertains but also equips readers with the courage to challenge conventions, making it a must-read for anyone interested in the evolution of gender roles and the celebration of young women's voices.
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In "The Sleeping Beauty," C. S. Evans reinvigorates the classic fairy tale through a contemporary lens, masterfully blending elements of magical realism with poignant explorations of identity and transformation. Evans employs a lyrical prose style, rich in sensory detail and emotive depth, inviting readers into a vividly imagined world that transcends traditional narrative boundaries. The book not only revisits the well-known story but also delves into themes of consciousness and the human experience, challenging readers to question the nature of awakening both literally and metaphorically in today's context. C. S. Evans, a scholar of folklore and mythology, draws upon a wealth of cultural narratives and personal experiences that animate this retelling. His academic background informs a nuanced understanding of the archetypes that permeate fairy tales, allowing him to craft a version of "The Sleeping Beauty" that resonates with modern sensibilities while honoring its origins. Evans's exploration of the societal expectations surrounding beauty and narration serves as a critique rooted in his own experiences as an educator and storyteller, shaping his narrative choices in profound ways. This compelling retelling is highly recommended for readers interested in fairy tales reimagined through a psychological and sociocultural lens. Whether you are a lover of classic tales or new interpretations, Evans'Äôs narrative offers an enchanting and thought-provoking journey that will linger long after the last page is turned.

Buy now and read (Advertising)





Florence Tinsley Cox


The Chronicles of Rhoda



[image: ]


    Published by Good Press, 2022




goodpress@okpublishing.info



    EAN 4064066157296
  








I


Table of Contents



A DETHRONED QUEEN

[image: Decoration]


"Your name is Rhoda," grandmother said, with the catechism open in her hand. "Rhoda. Rhoda. It's quite easy to say."


"Ain't I the little pig that went to market?" I asked, anxiously, gazing up from her lap into her eyes, over which she wore glass things like covers. "And ain't I Baby Bunting?" I continued, with the memory of a famous hunt stealing over me.

"Once you were," grandmother answered, soberly. "Now you are Rhoda."

I liked to sit in grandmother's lap. She had such a soft silk lap, and in her pocket-hole there was a box which held peppermint drops. She never gave them to anybody but just me, when I was good, and if her arms were thin and fragile under the soft silk, she knew how to hold a little girl in a most comfortable fashion. Her white hair rippled down low at the sides, concealing her ears, but her ears were there for I had run my fingers up to see. She wore a lovely lace collar, and a breastpin with a picture on it, and when she walked the charms on her watch-chain clinked in a musical way. Grandmother was beautiful, and every one said that I looked just like grandmother. That was very nice, but puzzling, for my hair was golden, and my eyes were uncovered, and where grandmother had her wrinkles I had only a soft pink cheek.

I never sat very long on grandmother's lap. It was a function that meant catechism or extreme repentance, and then, also, I was too popular for one person to have me always. The family handed me around very much like refreshments. Now I would be with mother, and now with father, and now with Auntie May, who did not live at our house, but would run in on her way to school to pat my head. They were all so fond of me that it was quite gratifying.

"Where is Rhoda?" father would ask the very first thing when he came into the house at night, and I would sit up for him, holding on tightly to my chair for fear that they would put me to bed before he came.

Then we would have a little talk together, up in a corner by ourselves. He was my confidant, and was more on a level with me than other people. I had an idea that he would give me anything, quite irrespective of goodness or badness, for when I was naughty he never appeared to think any the worse of me, although the rest of the family might be bowed down with the sense of my moral shortcomings. He was my champion, and in the early twilight I had many stories to tell him, not always of the strictest veracity.

"And so I runned away, far, far away, and I only came home just now," I invented, in an airy manner.

"Did you see any one on the road?" he asked, with sudden interest.

He was aware of my love of a romance.

"There was a little old woman in a red cloak with a red pepper in her mouth," I answered, peeping up in his face with wide, truthful eyes.

"Mother Hubbard!" my father cried, clapping his hands like a boy. "Mother Hubbard! But where was her dog?"

"Her dog was behind, and he had a red pepper in his mouth," I added, hastily.

"I wonder what they were going to do with them," my father said, luring me on.

"Don't you know, father?" I cried, delighted.

"No, I can't think."

"Pies! She was going to make pies out of them! Pretty red pepper pies!"

"Sure enough!" my father said, much surprised. "I never thought of that. How I wish that I'd been along!"

The little old lady in the silk dress used to quake when I said these things. That was one of the reasons why she was teaching me my catechism at such an early age, and I could repeat some pretty hymns, too, which helped to comfort her. Always, no matter how extravagant the tale might be, she made her protest. She meant that, at least, there should be one strong hand to guide the child on the right road.

"That is not really so, Rhoda," she declared, in a severe voice. "You did not see an old woman with a red pepper in her mouth."

I looked at her with a pout.

"Well, I did see an old woman in a red cloak, grandma."

"No, you didn't see an old woman at all. Child, you have not been out of the house to-day!"

"I saw a dog with a red pepper in his mouth," I said, meekly.

"No, you did not even see a dog."

"Well, I saw my own red pepper!" I cried, breaking into sudden tears, for this was my last stronghold, and if the pepper was taken away all my charming fairy tale was gone.

"It's not a question of truth or untruth," my father said, tossing his head back as if he were displeased. "It was merely a story of adventure. Pray did you never meet any heroic beasts yourself in your own day?"

I opened one wet eye, and stole a cautious glance at grandmother.

"Never, Robert, never!"

I began to cry again harder than before.

Then my father took me in his arms, and carried me upstairs to my mother.

"Grandmother has been making her tell the truth," he said, ruefully. "She hasn't any sympathy with Rhoda's imagination."

So even in those early days I found that I had an imagination, just as I had a chair with long legs, and a blue plate, and a silver mug. It was a sleeping imagination as yet, for though I had a beautiful blue plate with a blue bridge over a blue and white stream, I never imagined until after years that those tiny figures on the bridge were lovers running away from a cruel parent. Then the bridge was the spot beyond which the gravy must not flow. When it swept over the boundary which I marked for it, I pounded the table with impotent rage, and would eat no more dinner.

"If she were a child of mine," grandmother said, sternly, "she should eat her dinner. It is simply preposterous that her temper should be allowed to go unchecked. What will she be when she grows up!"

"I don't think that Rhoda has a bad temper," my mother replied, plaintively. "It's only that she's the soul of order."

My mother always discovered an excuse that fitted my case, and that critical grandparent of mine found the ground swept from beneath her feet. I was the soul of order. She had seen me herself with my large basketful of toys wending wearily about the house. It was a large basket, a beautiful yellow one with a red handle, and when I began to play my things came out of it, and when I was through playing they went into the yellow basket again. I had a rag doll of a pleasing appearance, named Arabella, and a black woolly creature, which to the eye of affection was a dog, and some of the small bits of carved wood with which a wooden Noah intended to replenish his earth. I played the most delightful games with these toys, and my mother played with me like another small child.

It was with her that I lived most of my life. We were together, not only during the day, but also at night, for when I woke up hours after I had been put in my crib, she was always sitting in the lamplight, sewing or reading, or else quietly watching the fire on the hearth. There was a cheerful glitter from the brass andirons and fender, and on a shelf above a silver candle-stick with crystal pendants threw out rosy lights. I did not know any of these wonderful things by name, but I vaguely enjoyed their engaging sparkle, and would lie feeling very safe and warm, with my eyes on the central figure which came and went, now large and mother-like, now lost in the misty depths of slumber.

Strong as was my feeling of proprietorship in that crib, however, there came a dreadful night when I awoke to find myself lost. I was in a new bed. I was in grandmother's big bed, where there was a faint smell of lavender which I liked without knowing why. Grandmother herself had me in her arms and was soothing me.

"Hush-a-by, baby," she said, in quite a new tone, somewhat like a grandmother, but more like an angel. "Hush-a-by, baby, in the treetop."

I sat up and looked about for the shining fender. It was gone! The fire was gone, and my mother was gone!

"I want my mother," I said, sternly.

"Rhoda can't have mother now. Rhoda must stay with grandma," the dulcet voice went on. "Grandma's own little Rhoda!"

"But I want my mother," I cried, all the sternness breaking into sobs.

Grandmother was evidently alarmed. She rocked me softly, she gave me hurried sips of water, and, at last, she emptied the peppermint drops, not one by one as heretofore, but, lavishly, in dozens, into my hand. I felt a little more comfortable. The fender was a pretty thing to watch, but peppermint drops were peppermint drops. I went to sleep in my grandmother's arms quite calmly, while with tender touches she dried my eyes and smoothed my hair.

"Bless the child!" I heard her say, in the pause between dreams.

It was rather a shock, perhaps, to wake up in that big bed next morning and be dressed by grandmother. She was very awkward at it, as if she had forgotten how small garments were constructed, and how hard it was for arms to go into sleeves. I was preternaturally good, but even when I slipped my hand into hers to go downstairs I was meaning to desert her when mother came into sight.
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