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In "The Lament of the Mormon Wife: A Poem," Marietta Holley engages readers with a poignant exploration of the emotional and social struggles faced by women in the context of 19th-century Mormon society. The poem showcases Holley's distinctive literary style, characterized by a blend of sharp wit and heartfelt emotion, skillfully utilizing vivid imagery and rhythmic verses to articulate the complexities of polygamy and gender roles. Set against the backdrop of the burgeoning American literary tradition that questioned societal norms, this work stands out for its empathetic portrayal of a woman's plight within a patriarchal framework, highlighting themes of longing, sorrow, and resilience. Marietta Holley, often recognized as one of America's first female humorists, drew from her own experiences as a woman in a rapidly changing America. Born in 1836 in New York, she was deeply influenced by the sociopolitical currents of her time, including the women's rights movement and religious pluralism. Her background imbued her writing with both a critical perspective and a deep sense of compassion, offering her unique insight into the struggles faced by women like her. I highly recommend "The Lament of the Mormon Wife" for readers interested in feminist literature, historical poetry, or American social history. Holley's ability to encapsulate the essence of a woman's voice in a restrictive society makes this poem not only an important literary work but also a testament to the enduring human spirit. Engaging with this poem will provide readers with both a profound emotional experience and a deeper understanding of the intricate layers of women's lives in the 19th century.
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In "Patty at Home," Carolyn Wells crafts a delightful narrative that centers around the adventures of the spirited Patty and her various encounters within the insular world of her family and friends. Written in the early 20th century, the novel employs a playful and engaging prose style that reflects the innocence and whimsy of youth, often interspersed with lively dialogue and vivid descriptions. As part of the popular "Patty" series, it stands as a testament to the era's fascination with domestic life and female agency, showcasing Wells' ability to weave charm and humor into the fabric of everyday experiences as she explores themes of friendship, family dynamics, and the trials of growing up. Carolyn Wells, an accomplished author and poet, was known for her keen insights into American life during the early 1900s. Educated in an era that emphasized the importance of societal roles, Wells drew from her own experiences as a woman navigating familial expectations and social norms, imbuing her work with authentic emotion and relatable characters. Her ability to capture the essence of adolescence speaks to her profound understanding of the complexities of youth, making her literature resonate with readers across generations. "Patty at Home" is a must-read for those who appreciate tales imbued with charm and relatable life lessons. Wells'Äô exemplary storytelling invites readers to revel in the joys and challenges presented in everyday life, ensuring that both young adults and nostalgic readers find themselves enchanted by Patty's delightful adventures. This novel not only serves as a reflection of its time but also as a timeless exploration of identity and belonging in one's own home.
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In "The Daisy Chain, or Aspirations," Charlotte M. Yonge explores the intricacies of family life and the moral education of young women in Victorian society. Employing a vibrant narrative style laden with rich character development, Yonge weaves a tapestry of domesticity, friendship, and the pursuit of virtue throughout her tale. The book revolves around the interconnected lives of the Daisy Chain, a group of siblings navigating societal expectations, personal aspirations, and moral dilemmas, and reveals the tension between personal desire and familial duty, all set against the backdrop of an era grappling with the complexities of gender roles and social reform. Charlotte M. Yonge, a prominent Victorian novelist and a pivotal figure in the development of children's literature, was deeply embedded in a milieu that valued moral instruction. Her own experiences in a large family and her intimate understanding of the struggles faced by women of her time undoubtedly influenced her writing. Yonge was committed to uplifting the moral fiber of her readers, an endeavor reflected in her earnest portrayal of virtues and aspirations that characterize the Daisy Chain. "The Daisy Chain, or Aspirations" is a compelling read for anyone interested in Victorian literature or the historical role of women in society. Yonge's insightful commentary on the balance between personal ambition and ethical responsibility resonates profoundly in today'Äôs context, making it a timeless exploration of character and social dynamics. This captivating novel invites readers to reflect on their own aspirations while offering a rich lens into 19th-century values.
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In "Old Jabe's Marital Experiments," Thomas Nelson Page blends humor and poignancy to explore the complexities of marriage through the lens of rural Southern life. The novella presents a rich tapestry of dialogic exchanges, encapsulating the regional dialect and cultural nuances of the post-Civil War South. Page's writing reflects a deep understanding of human relationships, revealing how societal norms and personal aspirations intersect in the realm of matrimony. The narrative structure employs a series of vignettes, each unraveling the eccentricities and trials faced by the protagonist, Old Jabe, as he navigates the turbulent waters of love and companionship. Page, a prominent Southern writer and a significant figure in American literature during the late 19th and early 20th centuries, draws upon his own experiences and cultural background to shape the intricacies of his characters. Having lived through the transformative years following the Civil War, Page's work often reflects themes of nostalgia, resilience, and the socio-economic challenges of the South. His fascination with the folkloric and traditional Southern lifestyle culminates in this humorous yet insightful examination of marital dynamics. Readers seeking a blend of wit and wisdom within the framework of Southern storytelling will find "Old Jabe's Marital Experiments" a compelling read. Page'Äôs keen observations invite contemplation on the nature of love and partnership, making this book a valuable contribution to both literary and historical discourse. Immerse yourself in the heartfelt antics of Old Jabe and discover a narrative that resonates with timeless truths about human relationships.
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In "Love and Freindship," Jane Austen crafts a richly satirical narrative that explores the complexities of romantic relationships through a series of letters between two naive young women, Laura and Marianne. The work showcases Austen's characteristic wit and keen observations of social conventions, employing epistolary style to reveal the folly of misguided affections and the superficiality of societal expectations. Written when Austen was a teenager, this early work reflects her nascent literary prowess and provides invaluable insight into her evolving thematic concerns, particularly the tension between emotion and reason in love. Austen, born into a well-connected family in the late 18th century, was immersed in the socio-political milieu of the English gentry. Her experiences with friendship and societal restrictions influenced her portrayal of interpersonal dynamics. "Love and Freindship" serves as a precursor to her later novels, encapsulating her burgeoning critique of romantic idealism and social mores that would become hallmarks of her mature works. Readers seeking an incisive yet humorous examination of love's intricacies will find "Love and Freindship" a delightfully refreshing introduction to Austen's world. This early gem lays bare the absurdities of youth and romance, making it essential reading for anyone interested in Austen's literary legacy.
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“Girls, come to order!” shouted Hilda Bretherton in a somewhat disorderly tone.

“How can we come to order without a president?” queried a rosy-cheeked, roly-poly damsel answering to the name of Puddy Kennett.

“I elect Prue Shaftsbury!” screamed Hilda above the merry din of voices.

“You can't elect—you simply nominate,” said Prue.

“I second the motion,” said Nannie Branscome, and her remark was instantly followed by a storm of “ayes” before they were called for, and the president was declared elected and proceeded to take her seat.

“Young ladies,” said she, “we are met to consider a scandalous——”

“Scurrilous,” suggested Hilda.

“——alarming article,” continued the president, “entitled 'How to Cook Wives.'”

“Here! here!” interrupted Hilda again, “we can't do anything until we've elected officers and appointed committees.”

“Out of a club of four members?” queried Prudence.

“Certainly. Mother said that yesterday at her club, out of eight women they elected twelve officers and appointed seven committees of three each. Why, you know two men can't meet on a street corner without immediately forming a secret society, electing president, vice-president, secretary, and treasurer, and appointing a committee of five to get up a banquet.”

“But to return to the subject,” persisted the president—a long-faced girl with a solemn countenance, but a suspicious gleam in her eye. “'How to Cook Wives'—that is the question before the house.”

“'How to Cook Wives!' Well, if that isn't rich! It makes me think of the old English nursery song—'Come, ducky, come and be killed.' Now it will be, 'Come, ducky, come and be cooked.' I move that Congress be urged to enact a law adopting that phrase as the only legal form of proposal. Then if any little goose accepts she knows what to expect, and is not caught up and fried without foreknowledge.”

“Young ladies,” said the president.

“Don't mow me down in my prime,” urged Hilda in an injured tone. “I'm making my maiden speech in the house.”

“Oh, girls, look, quick!” cried Puddy. “See Miss Leigh. Isn't that a fetching gown she has on?”

The entire club rushed to the window.

“Who's she with?” asked Hilda. “He's rather fetching, too.”

“I believe his name is Chance,” said Puddy Kennett. “He's not a society fellow.”

“Oh, he's the chum of that lovely man,” said Hilda.

“Which lovely man?” asked Prue. “There are so many of them.”

“Why—oh, you know his name. I can't think of it—Loveland—Steve Loveland. We met him at Constance Leigh's one evening.”

Here Nannie Branscome colored, but no one noticed her.

“Young ladies, come to order,” said the president.

“Or order will come to you,” said Hilda. “Prue has raised her parasol—gavel, I mean.”

“There goes Amy Frisbe,” remarked Puddy from her post by the window. “Do you know her engagement's off?”

“Well, I'll be jig——” Hilda began.

“Sh-h!” said the president.

“The president objects to slang, but I'll still be jiggered, as Lord Fauntleroy's friend remarked.”

“Sh-h!” said the president.

“Girls, that reminds me,” said Puddy. “I met a publisher from New York at the opera last night who objected to the slightest slang.”

“Oh, me!” exclaimed Hilda. “Why, where has Mother Nature been keeping the dear man all these years?”

“On Mr. Sheldon's editorial staff,” suggested Nannie Branscome.

“Oh, that's too bad, Nannie,” exclaimed Prudence. “My father—and he's not a religious man—said the Topeka Capital was a wonderful paper Sheldon's week.”

“I'm not denying that,” said Nannie. “I believe it was wonderful. I believe and tremble.”

“With other little——”

“Sh-h!” said the president, and Hilda subsided.

“Was Amy Frisbe at the opera last night?” asked Puddy rather irrelevantly.

“No,” said Hilda, “but Arthur Driscol was. He sat in a box with the Gorman party and was devoted to Mamie Moore all the evening. If I'd been Mrs. Gorman I'd dropped him over the railing.”

“You don't mean that Amy Frisbe has been jilted?” exclaimed the president.

“I do, and it's her third serious heart wound. Really, that girl is entitled to draw a pension.”

“Well, I'll be jig——” began Nannie.

“Sh-h!” said the president, and then she added: “Young ladies, it is for you to decide how you'll be served up in future.”

“Is it for us to decide?” asked Nannie Branscome.

She had a peculiar way of saying things of this sort. She would lower her head and look out from under her head frizzles in a non-committal fashion, but with a suggestion of something that made her piquant, bewitching face irresistible.

“Certainly,” said the president. “The style of cooking depends on the cook.”

“Well, let us first see what choice we have in the matter. What variety of dishes are named? Where's the article and where did it come from?” asked Hilda.

“George Daly had it last night and he read bits of it between the acts.”

“So that's what I missed by declining Mrs. Warren's box party invitation!” exclaimed Hilda. “Well, let's have the article.”

“I haven't got it,” said Puddy. “George wouldn't give it to me. He said it belonged to Mr. Porter, but I copied some of it.”

“Oh, there's Evelyn Rogers. Let's call her in. Evelyn! Evelyn!”

Hilda was at the window gesticulating and calling.

“Young ladies,” said the president, “I'm surprised. Come to order. Good-morning, Evelyn. We are met to consider an important matter—'How to Cook Wives.'”

Evelyn laughed.

“Is that all you called me in for? I heard enough of that last night. It was George Daly's theme all the evening.”

“Were you at the box party?” asked Hilda.

“Yes, I was so silly as to go. Oh, these society people just wear me out. I'm more tired this morning than I should be if I'd worked at a churn all day yesterday. They're so stupid. They talk all night about nothing.”

“You ought to commend them for intellectual economy; they make a little go such a long way,” said Prudence.

“Seriously, though, are you met to consider that piece?” asked Evelyn.

“No,” said Puddy. “We just happened to meet, and that came up for discussion.”

“Well, as I don't care——” began Evelyn, laughing.

“Sh-h!” said the president.

“The publisher from New York says slang is not used in the best circles,” said Hilda.

She recited this in a loud, stereotyped tone, giving the last word a strong upward inflection, suggestive of a final call to the dining-room.

“Yes, I know,” said Evelyn. “I met him at the box party last night, and he told me so.”

“What did you say?” inquired Puddy.

“I said it must be awful to be deaf from birth.”

“Did he hear that?” laughed Hilda.

“I presume he did, for he gave me one look and straightway became dumb as well as deaf.”

“Girls, I must be going!” exclaimed Hilda suddenly. “Really, if any poor galley slave works harder than I do, I commend him to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Adults. I've already been out to a luncheon to-day, at Mrs. Pierce's, and Pachmann's matinée this afternoon, and I must go to Joe Harding's dinner to-night——”

“Are you going to that swell affair?” interrupted Puddy. “I envy you.”

“I don't,” said Evelyn scornfully. “Joe Harding's little better than an idiot, and he's notorious in many ways.”

“He can give swell dinners, though, and the best people are his guests.”

“No, they're not,” said Evelyn emphatically. “I'm not there and never will be.”

“Young ladies, come to order,” said Hilda in a severe tone, “and listen to my tale of woe. After the Harding dinner I go to the opera with the Harding party, and then, with my chaperone, that pink of propriety, Mrs. Warren, I attend the Pachmann reception at the Rutherfords. Now, if your scrubwoman can name a longer, harder, or——”

“More soul and brain enervating list,” continued Evelyn.

“I should be pleased—I mean pained to hear it,” concluded Hilda.

“And what does it all amount to?” asked Evelyn. “Will any one tell me what you are working for?”

“A settlement,” said Nannie promptly. “I'm the only niece of poor but impecunious relatives, and they expect me to do my best and marry well.”

“Goodness, child!” exclaimed Hilda, “I hope you don't tell the brutal, cold-blooded truth in society!”

“Why, no, that isn't it,” said Puddy. “We are going out to have a good time.”

“Oh, you slaves and bondwomen!” exclaimed Evelyn. “You don't know what a good time means. I must be off. Adieu, seneschals.” And with a pitying smile she left them.

She was a handsome, spirited-looking girl, with a queenly carriage. As she went out of the house Constance Leigh came by, and the two walked off together.

“There's a pair of them,” Hilda remarked.

“Awfully nice girls,” said Nannie.

“Oh, yes, but they're rabid. Constance Leigh is as independent as a March hare, and Evelyn is perfectly fierce for reforms now.”

“What, a socialist?” asked Prudence.

“No, not exactly, but she gathers the most awful class of people about her, and fairly bristles with indignation if one ventures to criticise them.”

“What do you mean—criminals?” asked Prudence.

“You'd think so if you chanced to run into one of them. Why, last Sunday evening she had an inebriate up to tea with her; next Sunday she expects a wife-beater, or choker, or something of that sort, and the other day, when I was coming out from a call on her, I met a black-browed, desperately wicked-looking man—as big as a mountain. I know he was a murderer or something. I never was so frightened in my life. Why, I took to my heels and ran the length of the street. I presume he was after me, but I didn't dare look behind.”
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