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    FOREWORD
  


  
    I’m twenty-two years old and the year is 1962. I’ve just been admitted to UCLA as a graduate student in English. McCarthyism isn’t over, and before I’m permitted to become a teaching assistant in the English Department—a glorious honor—I have to sign a loyalty oath that promises that I’m not subversive. I sign the oath without a qualm because I know I’ll be too busy studying English literature and teaching English 1A to think about overturning the government. Yet I am indeed subversive—my sexuality is certainly subversive. And I’m sure that if it should come to be known by the authorities, whoever they are, I’ll be booted out of UCLA—denied a place on that enchanting campus, with its grand old buildings and stellar faculty and its promise that if I behave myself I’ll be credentialed into a career of scholarship for which I yearn. So I watch where I step and look over my shoulder a lot. As far as I know, I’m the only homosexual at UCLA, and I have to make sure that no one suspects.
  


  
    But something very confusing happens to me during my first few weeks on campus. I get seduced. By a book. I’ve made it a habit already in between my classes to go study in the English Reading Room, a small, comfortable retreat for graduate students and faculty. The English Reading Room has a pretty good little library that includes most of the books that are assigned in the graduate classes. Today I’m after an E. M. Forster book—Passage to India or Howards End, perhaps—certainly not Maurice, a novel about Forster’s own homosexual desires, which he wrote in 1913, in between those other 
     two novels, but of which I’d never heard, because it was not to be published until 1971, a year after he was safely dead, and almost a decade after my story. Clearly my Brit Lit prof had never heard of Maurice either, or if he had, he wasn’t telling. Just as he wasn’t telling other things that would have interested me passionately about the writers we read for his course, things such as the fact that Forster was a homosexual, and that most of his Bloomsbury friends—Lytton Strachey, Virginia Woolf, and a slew of others—shared his gay proclivities. Nor were the biographies I read in 1962 telling. As far as I knew, the Bloomsbury writers were eccentric bachelors or proper married ladies, quite without frightening, dark secrets such as my own. I was virtually alone in my scary subversion, and the fact that no one ever said the word “homosexual” at UCLA—unless perhaps you were in an abnormal psych class—was proof of my aloneness.
  


  
    But I digress. So I’m in the stacks of the English Reading Room about to be seduced. I’m looking for a novel by E. M. Forster, and it’s not there. Someone else from my class must already have taken it off the shelf. But in the spot where the book is supposed to be sitting is another book, not by Forster, but by Foster. Jeannette Foster. With the title Sex Variant Women in Literature. Sex Variant. Could it be? Surely not. Not in the UCLA English Reading Room. I look to my right and to my left to make sure no one is coming, and I hurriedly take it from the shelf—that book, and then E. M. Forster’s Where Angels Fear to Tread, to serve as a cover, so that if someone should happen by they’d see me with two books in my hand, but they’d only be able to read the title of the Forster book. Is “Sex Variant Women” really a euphemism for what I think it is?
  


  
    It is! And that spectacular revelation knocks the breath out of me. I can see from a cursory look that Sex Variant Women in Literature is a remarkable book-length bibliography in which the author presents 2500 years worth of writings about love and sex between women, literature especially from America, England, France, and Germany, literature especially from the seventeenth and eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, as well as the first half of the twentieth century. All of it about female same-sex relationships! Standing there in the stacks, I devour the opening
     section, even forgetting to look over my shoulder to see if I’m being observed. I read for twenty minutes or half an hour, and no one comes by to frighten me away. But I mustn’t press my luck. I place the book back in its slot, vowing to visit it again as soon as I can, praying I’ll have no rival for my devoted attention to it. What will I do if I come back to find that someone has snatched it away?
  


  
    I think about the book constantly when I can’t be holding it in my hands and losing myself in the guilty pleasures of it there in the dim lit Reading Room stacks.
  


  
    It had been published in 1956. I’d never heard of the publisher, Vantage Press. A so-called vanity press, I was sure. But it did not surprise me that no real publisher would take a risk on so subversive a book. Paperback publishers were still bringing out pulps about Odd Girls or Twilight Lovers, in which young women like me invariably ended badly—but who in the 1950s and even in 1962 would want to read this erudite bibliographic study of literature that dealt with a subject no respectable person ever seemed to want to talk about?
  


  
    Who except me? My secret love sat waiting for me always, revealing beauties and wonders whenever I could pay a visit. It took me the whole semester to finish Sex Variant Women in Literature, ten or so pages at a time, standing in the stacks, never daring to take the book out to a soft chair in the Reading Room, where I would be so much more comfortable.
  


  
    Despite my romance with Foster’s book, I couldn’t imagine in those days how profoundly it would affect my life. I went on to finish graduate school with a Ph.D., never once in my years at UCLA hearing a word such as “homosexual” from my professors, though we read Walt Whitman and Emily Dickinson and W. H. Auden and Stephen Spender and Carson McCullers and James Baldwin and . . . the list is endless. Though I would have loved to have done my dissertation on one of the women authors about whom Jeannette Foster wrote in Sex Variant Women in Literature, it was still the mid-1960s, and I wasn’t crazy. With my advisor’s blessings, I wrote my dissertation on the stirring topic of B. L. Farjeon and the Popular Victorian Novel. My passion for Foster’s book remained my secret.
  



  
    Until the glorious revolutions of the late 1960s and the 1970s. In 1976 a Women in Print conference brought together lesbians and feminists who were interested in all aspects of publishing and selling literature by and about lesbians. Soon women’s bookstores were proliferating all over the country—literally hundreds of them—and Jeannette Foster, whose Sex Variant Women in Literature had long been out of print, came back into print with two other books—a collection of her poems and a translation of a Renee Vivien novel.
  


  
    By then I no longer felt that I had to read her work standing in dimly lit library stacks. I found a used copy of Sex Variant Women in Literature in a women’s bookstore, and I reread it, devouring it once again, so cognizant this time of the changes for the better that had taken place since I’d first found Foster’s book almost fifteen years earlier. It was the inspiration of that book that made me begin in 1976 the study that would eventually be published in 1981 as Surpassing the Love of Men: Romantic Friendship and Love between Women from the Renaissance to the Present. As I say on the acknowledgement page of that book, Foster’s work was indispensable to my own, and it was my fondest wish that what I wrote would be as helpful to future scholars as Sex Variant Women in Literature was to me. That was an extremely ambitious wish because I think that no serious scholar of lesbian literature to this day can do without Foster’s wonderful book.
  


  
    I find her contribution all the more remarkable because she was writing in what were truly the dark ages for lesbians and gays—and readers (if I, myself, am any example) had to read her book in the near dark. I really wonder if my own career as a lesbian writer would have been possible had it not been for all the work that Foster did before me, all the leads she gave me for my own research—and the deep inspiration she made me feel by virtue of her own pure and driven commitment to create a work about the lesbian past, even when no one seemed interested.
  


  
    Jeannette Foster died in 1981, the same year that Surpassing the Love of Men was published. I never had the privilege of meeting Foster, to my very great regret. But Joanne Passet’s thorough, probing, and fascinating
     biography makes me feel that I now know well not only Jeannette Foster’s indispensable work but also the life that was behind that work and that made the work possible. Sex Variant Woman is a book for which any reader interested in the history of women or lesbians—or in the stirring story of how one woman led her life usefully and bravely—will be very grateful.
  


  
     

  


  
    Lillian Faderman
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    INTRODUCTION
  


  
    In the early 1950s, Alfred Kinsey’s Institute for Sex Research received an enormous donation of anonymous erotic manuscripts. Working on the campus of Indiana University, Kinsey’s librarian Jeannette Howard Foster sorted them into piles on two long library tables in the basement of Wylie Hall. Since such works could not be organized by author, she decided to catalog them by subject matter—were they heterosexual or homosexual? Was the theme sadistic or was it about a particular type of fetish? Fortunately for her, these anonymous authors got down to business in the first page or two.1
  


  
    Jeannette looked like a typical grandmother of the time in her prim Nelly Don dresses and sensible ground-gripper shoes and seemed on the surface the caricature of an old-fashioned librarian. She did not appear to be the type of woman who would deign to touch pornography, let alone read it, nor did she look like someone who would comb seedy bookstores searching out lesbian paperbacks. But looks belied her identity. Beneath the prim and proper demeanor, Jeannette was a woman driven by her passion to root out examples of lesbians, bisexuals, and crossdressers in literature and to document their presence in a book so countless others could find validation of their sexual identity in print. In 1948 this lifelong quest led her to the Institute for Sex Research (ISR), with its extensive library of erotic fiction and works on sexuality. She had to know if she had overlooked any elusive yet critical works, 
     and the ISR—the largest collection of its kind in the United States—was the place to do this.
  


  
    For Jeannette Foster, organizing pornographic works was boring, and sorting it hour after hour was as tedious and tiring as the yard work she had done as a young girl with her father. During her four years at the Institute, the strong-minded and opinionated woman grew weary of Kinsey’s dictatorial ways. She also became convinced that he would prevent her from publishing a book about sex variants because he did not want her work on homosexuality linked to the Institute. Breaking away from Kinsey, she boldly self-published Sex Variant Women in Literature in 1956, a time when many viewed being gay as sinful, sick, and criminal. Indeed, homosexuals were routinely institutionalized, fired from their jobs, and imprisoned, simply for being gay. Jeannette’s pioneering book played a pivotal role in raising awareness for the first time of the lesbian presence in literature and history, provided subsequent scholars of lesbian literature with the cornerstone for their research, and served as a source of validation and inspiration for generations of women who went on to become activists, publishers, and scholars. Its republication in 1976 and 1985 kept her work alive and ensured that new generations of readers would be influenced by her scholarship.
  


  
    The life of the lesbian author, educator, librarian, poet, and scholar Jeannette Howard Foster spans from the late-nineteenth century, an era that historian Carroll Smith-Rosenberg has labeled “the female world of love and ritual,” to the rise of the gay liberation movement of the 1970s; from an era of alienation and isolation to one of collective consciousness. As the oldest of three children in an upwardly mobile middle-class family, Jeannette acquired important tools during her childhood that ensured her success in the coming decades. Her father, lacking a son, had high expectations for his first-born child’s academic performance. Raising her with the expectation that she would attend college, he pointed with great pride to educated women in the family’s past, among them Ada Howard, who had served as the first president of Wellesley College. A controlling man, Jeannette’s father admonished his daughters to keep 
     detailed journals and to write letters to their parents weekly. It was this letter-writing habit that empowered Jeannette to cultivate the web of lesbian friendships that sustained her throughout a life that was indelibly conditioned and shaped by her social class. Jeannette’s mother, who regretted her inability to pursue a musical career, broke with convention by encouraging her daughters to aspire to college. It was important to her that they had a choice between marriage and self-sufficiency. Her mother also endowed her with impeccable manners and social skills, which she later used to her advantage. Both parents personified the Puritan work ethic and instilled this trait in Jeannette, along with a love of reading and an appreciation for the fine arts, history, and nature.
  


  
    The story of Jeannette’s life is a study of lesbian struggle, empowerment, and triumph amid the persistent hostilities of twentieth-century America. From an early age, Jeannette knew that she was attracted to women and felt comfortable with her identity, in part because her father was often absent from home, and she grew up in a homosocial environment populated by her sisters, mother, aunt, and female schoolmates. Even though her friends sometimes felt uncomfortable with her intense fondness for them, no one explicitly told her there was anything wrong with her feelings or behavior—but she soon began to intuit this from the society at large. Her study of science at the University of Chicago provided her with an objective, matter-of-fact approach to life and led her to become a freethinker, minimizing any struggle with the Judeo-Christian concept of homosexuality as an abomination. In her lifetime, Jeannette had many loves—some of them characterized by deep emotional bonds, others by physical intimacy. The seemingly unrequited love that inspired her best poetry in the 1920s trumped them all and set the standard for all of her subsequent relationships.
  


  
    The printed word played a critical role in the positive construction of sexual identity for many twentieth-century women. Jeannette’s discovery of same-sex romantic friendship in books sparked a burning desire to find other examples in literature and history, and for the remainder of her reading life she would take delight in detecting them despite the difficulties 
     inherent in the task. In the 1920s and 1930s, some gays and lesbians internalized the condemnation of their sexual orientation by the church, the courts, and the medical community’s pronouncement of homosexuality as a disease. Social purity advocates pushed the censorship of books and plays with gay and lesbian content and the Catholic Church’s National Office for Decent Literature added homosexual literature to its list of condemned books; as a result, mainstream publishers often engaged in self-censorship in order to avoid prosecution, and some librarians restricted access to books on homosexuality. Undaunted by the social forces that collaborated to render the gay world invisible, Jeannette learned to decode the references to lesbianism that in spite of prohibitions continued to appear in stories, novels, and poems and fed her insatiable desire to find validation of her identity.
  


  
    Living in relative isolation, lesbians of the pre-World War II era searched for one another in homosocial environments, for instance, women’s colleges, the Women’s Army Auxiliary Corps (later called the Women’s Army Corps), or in female-intensive occupations. In Jeannette’s case, the protective cover of women’s college campuses and library schools provided her with space in which she could court women intensely without attracting undue attention. A passionate romantic, she showered the objects of her affection with candy, flowers, and poems, and on at least one occasion was willing to change employment and move across several states in order to be near her beloved. With few exceptions, however, Jeannette’s loves were unrequited or short-term relationships, governed by passion, pragmatism, and unfulfilled expectations, and her search for the girlfriend of her dreams contributed to her persistent restlessness. While working for sex researcher Alfred C. Kinsey, Jeannette met Hazel Toliver, the woman who would become her companion for the final three decades of her life. Theirs was a caring yet unconventional relationship that defied definition even among lesbians, one that provided each of them with emotional and intellectual sustenance.
  


  
    During her lifetime Jeannette, like many other gays and lesbians, used a variety of terms to describe her sexual identity. In 1915, after first reading
     the work of sexologist Havelock Ellis, she began to think of herself as a homosexual. Having felt same-sex attraction as a young girl, she therefore considered her homosexuality to be innate and—like literary critic F. O. Matthiessen, who encountered Ellis’s Sexual Inversion nine years later—attributed her identity to nature, not immorality.2 In poetry written as early as 1916, she used the word gay, but it clearly referred to people who were full of joy or mirth. A little later in life, when reflecting on her relationships, she described them as homosexual, but during her years at Kinsey’s Institute for Sex Research, she came to associate that term with male behavior and began referring to herself as a lesbian, a woman who loved women. Under ideal circumstances, she believed, that type of love was expressed emotionally and physically. When searching for a title for her book, however, she chose the label sex variant because she believed it to be less stigmatized than gay, homosexual, or lesbian. Only late in her life did she use the labels gay or queer when speaking about her sexuality.
  


  
    At a time when most gays and lesbians felt compelled to conceal their sexual identity, Jeannette systematically located, confidently requested, and defiantly examined volumes of variant literature at libraries from Chicago to Boston to Atlanta. Under the mantle of scholarship and armed with her doctorate in library science, she unabashedly pursued her passion for lesbian literature because she recognized the writing of fiction as an essential vehicle for lesbian self-expression, identification, and resistance. As a librarian, she insisted on her right to examine books, no matter what the subject matter. Jeannette even cultivated personal friendships in order to gain access to many obscure and difficult-to-access materials, though it took her years. Proud of her scholarship, she published Sex Variant Women in Literature under her given name, at a time when many gays and lesbians felt compelled to hide their identities behind pseudonyms. When her lesbian short fiction appeared in The Ladder in the late 1950s and throughout the 1960s, she began using not one but several pseudonyms, mainly because she wanted her real name associated with her scholarly work. Near the end of her life, however, as 
     she contemplated the possible publication of one of her novels, she debated which pseudonym to use and then wrote her editor, “Oh, go on & use ‘Jeannette Foster’ if you think it has any sales value! I’ll be buried soon enough to make no matter.”3
  


  
    As she pursued life, love, and lesbian literature, Jeannette lived and worked in seventeen states. Driven by her desire to ferret out works of lesbian literature, she changed locations and positions frequently in order to gain greater access to public and private library collections. Like many other middle-class lesbians of her generation, Jeannette gravitated toward New York City, a city she dearly loved, and she frequently summered there. As with many middle-class professional women, she did not seek out the bar culture, but instead socialized with other professional women in private settings. She had a knack for making friends wherever she lived, and they became part of a lifelong support network sustained by correspondence. Her family tacitly acknowledged her sexual identity, but because she felt they did not approve of sexual expression, let alone her preference, she was not comfortable sharing some of the most important aspects of her life with them. As a result, they could never fully appreciate her accomplishments, warmth, and wit, and she therefore turned to her lesbian friends for the validation she would have received from her family.
  


  
    During her four years as the librarian of the Institute for Sex Research, Jeannette became desensitized to the discussion of sexual topics. As someone who had been out to herself since the 1910s, out to other gays and lesbians, and out to sympathetic employers and coworkers, she was generally more comfortable with her sexuality than many of her friends. It was this openness that enabled an aging Jeannette to share freely about her sexuality and personality with younger gays and lesbians, among them Barbara Grier, Karla Jay, and Jonathan Katz. The correspondence and conversations she had with them in the 1970s provide rare and intimate glimpses into her life story.
  


  
    Living much of her life during a time when it was unwise, even risky, to have incriminating evidence like letters and homosexual literature in 
     one’s possession, Jeannette nevertheless amassed a large collection of lesbian fiction and medical works about homosexuality. Some of her books—the lesbian pulp fiction in particular—survive today in the Christine Pattee Lesbiana collection at Central Connecticut State University. She also maintained an extensive correspondence with lesbians around the globe. Their letters to her evidently have not survived, in part because of her desire to protect their identities, but her correspondence with such activists and writers as Margaret Anderson, Elsa Gidlow, Marie Kuda, and May Sarton exists in archival and manuscript repositories across the nation. Many of Jeannette’s poems, lovingly typed by her friend the author Valerie Taylor, survive in the Valerie Taylor Papers at Cornell University, and her unpublished novels, Home Is the Hunter and Death Under Duress, are housed along with typed copies of short stories and novellas in the Barbara Grier and Donna McBride Collection at the San Francisco Public Library.
  


  
    One of the challenges in telling Jeannette’s story stems from the need to reconcile contradictory information found in letters, diaries, oral histories, published accounts, and memories of friends into a coherent whole. Jeannette was unabashedly lesbian when it came to her wide circle of friends, but she led a pragmatically closeted life with employers and coworkers until she came to trust them. On occasion, she self-censored or erected smokescreens in an attempt to protect the privacy and wishes of some of her more closeted friends. She occasionally was prone to exaggeration, and as age began to affect her memory, some errors crept into the accounts of her life that she shared with others. In such instances, the historian and biographer must become a detective, seeking to confirm, deny, and correct the story, based on surviving historical evidence.
  


  
    Jeannette Foster’s lesbianism was central to her identity. It governed her course of study, where she chose to live and work, the focus of her research and writing, and who she wanted to be near. It shaped her creative output: her poetry and prose were expressions of her emotional desire, and Sex Variant Women in Literature was the product of her intellectually curious and daring mind. Jeannette Foster’s journey from childhood in Oak 
     Park, Illinois, to a retirement home in Pocahontas, Arkansas, is punctuated by such flashpoints as encounters with the journalist Janet Flanner, the novelist Glenway Wescott, sex researcher Alfred Kinsey, and psychiatrist George Henry. Consequently, her life illuminates lesbian history at several critical junctures: the waning of romantic friendship, the sexually charged 1920s, the pre-World War II era of invisibility, the repressive 1950s, and the 1970s movement culture that emerged in the wake of the civil rights, feminist, and gay rights movements. Hers is the story of an isolated individual who, in looking for positive validation of her identity, opened the closet door for lesbian literature. It is the narrative of a fearless and passionate trailblazer who claimed life for herself and on her own terms. Finally, it is the account of a brilliant scholar who lived long enough to see her pioneering work embraced by her intellectual heirs who, in turn, smashed stereotypes that had plagued and suppressed lesbians and gays for generations.
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    Early Years
  


  
    VALENTINES

    When I was seven, it lay

    Between the covers of a green-gold book;

    At twelve, in the rippling tongue of a girl

    With auburn braids.

    Later, in a notebook, worn,

    Be-pencilled with my soul’s outpouring.

    And now, within your far gray eyes

    It lies—

    Enchantment!

  


  
    —JEANNETTE HOWARD FOSTER, 19161
  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
     

  


  
    “To begin with,” remembered Jeannette Howard Foster in her eightieth year, “I was born in Oak Park, Ill., in Nov. 1895, when it was still one of a string of suburbs on the West side ‘El,’ outside the city limits [of Chicago]. . . . That was where I first fell in love—with the Sunday School teacher who taught, not my beginner’s class, but a neighboring group, probably about 2d graders.”2 Over the course of the next seventy-five years, the irrepressible Foster would have many loves, some of them grand passions, others brief encounters, but all of them female. While each left an imprint on the life of this indomitable force, Foster’s courage to claim the life she wished to live can be traced to her New England ancestry.
  



  
    PHOTO 1. Jeannette Howard Foster, October 1896, taken when the Fosters were living in South Haven, Michigan. (Courtesy of Alison Cope Puffer and Winslow Howard Cope)
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  New England Heritage


  
    As a child, Jeannette Foster was reminded that she came from solid New England stock, with ancestors “reared on stern and rockbound coasts.” Her mother’s flat Boston accent and thriftiness, her father’s tireless work ethic, and the thin ginger cookies she and her sisters consumed served as daily reminders of the family’s Yankee heritage. Because Jeannette’s father and paternal grandfather devoted long hours to genealogical research, she grew up knowing that ancestors on both her maternal and paternal sides of the family had settled in New England in the 1600s, and that their number included lawyers, merchants, inventors, teachers, and farmers.3
  


  
    Jeannette’s family tree also offered her numerous examples of well-educated, accomplished, independent, and freethinking women who in the late-twentieth century would have been known as feminists. Ada L. Howard, a cousin on her father’s side of the family, grew up in a home that valued education, and was sent to the New Ipswich Academy, the Lowell High School, and the Mount Holyoke Seminary, from which she 
     graduated in 1853. Founded in 1837 by Mary Lyon, Mount Holyoke prepared women “to be serious scholars and independent beings.” Howard’s distinguished career as an educator included teaching at Mount Holyoke before the Civil War, and at the Western College for Women (Oxford, Ohio) and Knox College (Galesburg, Illinois). She was teaching at the Ivy Hall Seminary in Bridgeton, New Jersey, when Wellesley College tapped her to become its first president in 1875.4
  


  
    It would be anachronistic to label Jeannette’s female ancestors as feminists; however, she came from a line of strong-minded independent thinkers whose behavior sometimes resulted in persecution. According to historians of American witchcraft, accusers often targeted older women who owned property and as widows or spinsters lacked men to protect them. In 1692 Jeannette’s seventh great-grandmother, Ann Foster (1617-1693), was condemned as a witch during the Salem, Massachusetts, witch-trial hysteria but died in jail before she could be executed. Authorities also condemned and hanged two eighth-great aunts as witches—Rebecca Towne Nurse (1621-1692) and Mary Towne Estey (1634-1692)—and a third, Sarah Towne Cloyce (1639-1703), was tried but not convicted. In the twentieth century Sarah would serve as the inspiration for the film Three Sovereigns for Sarah.5 Jeannette’s genealogist father shared his findings about these illustrious forebears with her, so she grew up knowing that that she came from a long line of resolute and capable women.
  


  
    New Englanders led the nation in recognizing the beneficial consequences of educating their young women, who would in turn educate the nation’s future citizens, and that region led the nation with 75.7 percent of its young white women attending school by the mid-nineteenth century. Because of the increasing feminization of teaching in the two decades prior to the Civil War, many of them would enter that field, if briefly.6 Jeannette’s paternal grandmother, Susan Morton Houghton Foster, embodies this pattern. The daughter of a tanner and farmer named Stedman Houghton, she grew up outside of New Ipswich, New Hampshire, an early mill town. She graduated at twenty from the Appleton 
     Academy (established 1789) after absorbing lessons in such subjects as anatomy, geology, botany, and a special course for training teachers. Capable, energetic, and well-read, she put her education to use by traveling west to teach school in Cincinnati. She was in her late twenties when she married Addison Howard Foster in 1866.7
  


  
    PHOTO 2. Jeannette’s paternal grandfather, Dr. Addison Howard Foster (1838-1906), demonstrated his support of women’s education by affiliating with the Chicago Hospital for Women and Children and by serving as one of the original faculty members of the Woman’s Hospital Medical College of Chicago. (Courtesy of Alison Cope Puffer and Winslow Howard Cope)
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    Like his wife, Addison Howard Foster grew up in a farming family. The oldest of eight children, he had to decide between having a share in the family farm or attending college. Choosing the latter, he took a college preparatory course at the Appleton Academy before enrolling at Dartmouth College in 1859, where he played football and sang in church and chapel choirs. After earning a BA degree in 1863, Foster continued his study of medicine, earning an MD degree from the New York College of Physicians in March 1866. Setting up practice in Lawrence, Massachusetts, he and Susan moved west to Chicago two years later with their firstborn son, Fred. Opening an office on Madison Street, Addison installed his family on the southwest corner of Halsted Street, less than a mile north of the Hull mansion that social reformer Jane Addams would 
     transform into her famous settlement later in the century. In 1869 they moved a short distance west to a two-story frame house on the northwest corner of Monroe and Hoyne streets. A respectable residential district, there were so few neighbors that the family could see easily through to the western horizon. Remaining there until 1879, they added two sons, Winslow (born in 1869) and Charles (born in 1874), to their family while burying a daughter, Louisa (born in 1870).8
  


  
    Shortly after arriving in Chicago, Addison Howard Foster demonstrated his support of women’s education by becoming affiliated with the Chicago Hospital for Women and Children, founded in 1865 by Dr. Mary Harris Thompson. A graduate of the New England Female Medical College in Boston and a supporter of woman suffrage, she established the hospital to provide medical care for impoverished women and children at a time when only two of the city’s three hospitals accepted women patients. To succeed in this venture, Thompson needed the support of consulting physicians like Foster to give her hospital the stamp of medical approval and to counter the prevailing prejudice against women physicians. In the fall of 1870, she and Dr. William H. Byford founded the Woman’s Hospital Medical College with Foster as one of the original nine physicians on the faculty. After a successful first year, the college moved to its own quarters in October 1871, but only four days later the great Chicago Fire consumed the college and hospital buildings. Undeterred, Thompson reopened the hospital to care for victims of the fire, and it ultimately became the Northwestern University Woman’s Medical School. During the early years when Foster held the chair of Surgical Anatomy (from 1870 to 1873) and chair of Surgery (from 1873 to 1875), the school faced significant financial challenges, which faculty members helped offset.9
  


  
    After Susan Houghton Foster suffered a crippling spinal injury in the mid-1880s, Addison Foster buried himself in work, spending sixteen-hour days, seven days a week with his patients or at his office. Making gynecology his specialty, he became president of the Chicago Gynecological Society in 1896. He also contributed to Chicago’s medical community 
     through his leadership in the Chicago Medical Press Association and by serving on the advisory board of the Cook County Hospital and several privately funded children’s homes. Despite the hard work that ultimately took a toll on his health, Foster remained a jovial man and many of his patients said his cheerfulness did them as much good as his medicine. At six feet tall and weighing more than two hundred pounds, he would also be remembered by his granddaughter Jeannette as a cheerful man who looked like a giant.10 To others, however, he simply appeared to be the epitome of success—confident and dedicated to improving the quality of medical care for Chicago’s women and children.
  


  
    During his years as a student at Dartmouth, Addison Foster became good friends with Sanford Burr, the charismatic and gregarious man with a gift for oratory who would become Jeannette’s maternal grandfather. Born on a farm near Foxboro, Massachusetts, he was well-dressed and popular. Indeed, during the Civil War, Burr raised a company of eighty-three students from Dartmouth College and Norwich University (in Vermont) to fight for the Union cause. Rejected by the governors of New Hampshire, Massachusetts, and Maine, Burr and his colleagues persisted and mustered in as the Dartmouth Cavalry Company B, Seventh Squadron of the Rhode Island Volunteer Cavalry.11 Burr, who served as captain of the unit, subsequently studied to be a lawyer and was admitted to the Massachusetts Bar in 1866, but his penchant for mechanical inventions led him in another direction. During the next seventeen years he would file sixteen patents, but patented folding beds would become his specialty. In 1863 he married Eliza Jane Osgood, known for her “sunny, happy disposition.” In the years to come, however, her life would be filled with many trials because marriage to an inventor, especially one unskilled in the management of investments, was not easy. Compounding those challenges were the mental and physical ailments that afflicted their children: their eldest, Carrie, born in 1865, had a cleft palate and spinal problems; Herman, born in 1866, would spend a number of years in the Eastern Illinois Hospital for the Insane; Frank, born in 1869, was a deaf mute; and two sons and a daughter would either die in infancy or be still-born.
     Childbearing in this family was problematic, at best: only Jeannette’s mother Anna Mabel, born in 1868, appeared to be completely healthy. Exposure to her siblings’ health problems may have contributed to her disinterest in maternity and her desire to delay motherhood.12
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    PHOTO 3. Jeannette’s maternal grandfather, Sanford Smith Burr (1838-1901), was an inventor of folding beds, tables, and other household articles. (Courtesy of the Winnetka Historical Society)
  


  
    Perhaps Jeannette acquired some of her willingness to take risks from the entrepreneurial and energetic Sanford Burr, who heard good reports about the rapidly growing metropolis of Chicago from his classmate Addison Foster and decided to market his folding beds there. In 1879 the Burrs moved to Winnetka, Illinois, a suburb located sixteen miles north of the Loop. Becoming a civic leader by virtue of his personality and social class, Sanford Burr served as president of the village for four years. Progressive-minded, Burr worked for the construction of city water-works, a sewer system, and an electric plant. Jeannette also may have observed Sanford Burr’s love of reading. A voracious consumer of prose and poetry, he helped establish the Winnetka Public Library and served as first president of the public library board from 1885 until his death. Burr’s folding beds became phenomenally popular because of the need for sleeping spaces during Chicago’s Columbian Exposition of 1893, which 
     drew 27.5 million visitors to the city, but unfortunately his company failed during the economic depression that followed the Panic of 1893. Retreating with his family to the South Haven, Michigan, fruit farm he had purchased in 1891, Burr continued to tinker with inventions and added several more patents to his name.13
  


  
    The friendship between Addison Foster and Sanford Burr spilled over to the next generation as the two families summered together, attended concerts and plays, celebrated holidays and birthdays together, and helped each another in times of need.14 Eventually they became more formally linked when Sanford’s daughter Anna Mabel married Addison’s son, Winslow. Born in Dedham, Massachusetts, on July 1, 1868, Mabel (as she was called) spent her youth enjoying Boston’s rich cultural heritage and nurturing dreams of becoming a singer. Jeannette undoubtedly acquired her appreciation for music from her mother and grandmother, who had been a church organist. After the family moved to Winnetka, Mabel became known for her sweet and beautiful soprano voice, which soared above those of other parishioners in the Winnetka Congregational Church. A bit of a dilettante, she studied voice in Chicago, sang at club meetings and church functions, and was a member of Chicago’s famed Apollo Club, a choral group that first admitted women as full members in 1885. As the daughter of one of Winnetka’s leading families, she enjoyed shopping downtown at the Carson & Pirie and Marshall Field & Co. department stores and going to concerts and plays with her friends. Cultivating the social graces, she strived to appear cultured and well-mannered.15
  


  
    During the early 1890s, Sanford and Eliza Burr spent months at a time in Michigan trying to improve their South Haven property. Carrie Burr Prouty, an invalid, could not supervise her younger sister, but the Fosters made a point of inviting her to their home and on outings. Like many others of their class and status, the Fosters had a cottage on the east shore of Long Lake, just south of the Wisconsin border, and retreated there in the heat of summer. Mabel enjoyed becoming part of the “Long Lake Crowd” and partaking in canoeing, hikes, and amateur dramatics. 
     In contrast, she dreaded her brother Herman’s visits home from the Eastern Illinois Insane Asylum and dutifully went to rural South Haven to help her mother cope with her “cross and contrary” brother Frank, who sometimes tore the Burr home apart when he had tantrums. Spoiled by the convenience of city life, she longed to return to Winnetka and like many women of her era contemplated marriage as a way to realize her dream. At twenty-five, her best prospect appeared to be one of Addison Foster’s sons .16
  


  
    Growing up in the shadow of his father’s success, Winslow Howard Foster felt pressured to succeed. As a child, he grew to love the outdoors and became a collector—of butterflies, wild flowers, and stamps—hobbies that he pursued for the remainder of his days. After entering the University of Illinois in 1888, a bout of malaria left him thirty pounds lighter and plagued by migraine headaches for the next quarter century. Winslow wanted to study civil engineering but changed his plans when his invalid and protective mother expressed a desire for him to become a mechanical engineer, because it would mean less exposure to workplace hazards and the weather. After graduating with a BS degree in 1892, he secured a position as chief draftsman and estimator for the Shiffler Bridge Company’s Chicago office, headed by Winsell Morava. Foster’s education completed and a good job in hand, he asked Mabel Burr to marry him and they were wed on September 20, 1894.17
  


  
    From Jeannette’s perspective, her parents did not have a harmonious marriage. Her father’s nervous temperament, combined with her mother’s regret that she could not pursue a musical career, created tension and resentment. Heavy responsibilities and long hours at the Bridge Company proved overwhelming and in 1896, when Jeannette was not yet one year old, her father suffered his first “nervous letdown.” Leaving his position, he took his family to South Haven, bought ten acres from his father-in-law, and spent the next year working outdoors and building a cottage. Mabel enjoyed being reunited with her mother, who shared her love of music, but also felt wary about exposing her daughter to her brother Frank’s fits. Pictures of Jeannette during this year show an alert, brown-haired toddler 
     with dark eyes and a look of willful determination.18 After a year in the fresh air, Winslow felt well enough to return to his job with Morava. He appeared healthy and stable but Mabel—whose awareness of mental illness had been heightened because of her brothers—remained keenly sensitive to fluctuations in his emotional state.
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    PHOTO 4. Winslow Howard Foster (1869-1942) and Anna Mabel Burr Foster (1868-1943), circa 1908-1910. Jeannette adored her father, who encouraged her to excel academically and professionally. Her mother nurtured dreams of a musical career and as a wife and mother was known for her thrift and industry. (Courtesy of Alison Cope Puffer and Winslow Howard Cope)
  


  
    Jeannette’s earliest memories date to her fourth year when the Fosters lived on the first floor of a wood-frame two-flat built in 1894 by Addison Howard Foster for his sons Fred and Winslow, who both married that year. Winslow’s books adorned the glass-fronted secretary in a parlor furnished with wicker furniture and art prints. Empty fields surrounded two sides of the home. Located at 216 Harvey Street in Cicero Township, (Oak Park was a community within the township and would separate from it and incorporate as a village in 1901), it stood a few blocks from the boyhood home of Ernest Hemingway. Like Mabel, his mother, Grace 
     Hall Hemingway, had yearned to be an opera singer and both women were Congregationalists. At that time Oak Park seemed to be a peaceful haven on the Illinois prairie, and a place where villagers lived at a slower pace than in Chicago. Their activities revolved around church and family, yet the community was not completely idyllic: smoke from the burning of soft coal polluted the air and, Jeannette later believed, left her with mild yet chronic emphysema. Like other middle-class households in the community, the Fosters engaged a servant to help Mabel with household duties and Winslow joined the army of Oak Park husbands who commuted to and from their jobs in the city by train.19
  


  
    In the spring of 1899, Sanford Burr suffered a severely debilitating stroke and his wife died a few months later, in May. Calling upon her internal strength, Mabel struggled to nurse her once jovial but now uncooperative and obstinate father while raising a precocious child and trying to stabilize her moody husband. After becoming pregnant with a second child, she had no recourse but to commit her father to the National Soldiers’ Home in Milwaukee.20 A precocious Jeannette, intuiting that “Mother wanted me out from underfoot at any price,” spent many weekday mornings on the front stairs of their Oak Park home inventing physically daring games “like climbing the stairs on the outside of the railing, thrusting my feet between the spokes.” Even though she viewed it as “perfectly safe,” her mother “didn’t think so when she found me at it, so I was sat down with Mother Goose or The Three Little Kittens, from which I taught myself to read long before I went to school.”21 Earlier experiences with books, when Mabel and Winslow read stories to her, combined with her curious mind and tendency to ask questions about the words and pictures, in all likelihood meant that she did teach herself to read. In books she found a welcome escape, a way to vicariously have adventures, and later, keys to understanding herself.
  


  
    To further occupy his energetic and inquisitive daughter, Winslow enrolled four-year-old Jeannette in a Sunday School at a local Congregational Church. Almost immediately the little girl who yearned for a mother’s love developed a crush on “Miss Helen,” who “looked at me 
     with the first look of love I had ever seen on a woman’s face.” Heartbroken not to be in Miss Helen’s circle of little red chairs, Jeannette spent the next hour twisting around to look at her. Each night thereafter, she later recalled, she had “imagined her just as I was falling asleep, and ‘dreamed’ she was in bed beside me.”22 Later in life she would always recall this incident as the first time she had felt love for another woman, and her tendency thereafter would be to fall in love with older women.
  


  
    Years later Jeannette remembered her mother as frustrated, overworked, cold, and unloving, someone who resented her first-born daughter and had little time to spend with her. She “never showed any tenderness whatever toward me,” she later reflected, but was instead a “sexually cold New England puritan . . . not given to any form of petting or caressing.” Mabel wanted, as her daughter came to realize, “a singing career, not a child, and resented that her gynecologist father-in-law “would not assist her in her efforts at birth-control.” Jeannette was convinced that her mother also resented the fact that Winslow, a genealogist like his father, had given his firstborn “all the hereditary family names on his side.”23 When Mabel gave birth to a second daughter on June 12, 1900, she named her Anna Burr Foster in honor of herself and her father.
  


  
    The spring of 1901 brought new challenges for the Foster family when the Shiffler Bridge Company merged with the American Bridge Company and made Winslow Foster’s future uncertain. In a bold move, Winsell Morava decided to separate from American Bridge and incorporate the Morava Construction Company with Winslow Foster as vice president and chief engineer. Determined to make a success of the venture, Morava and Foster devoted long hours to cultivating contracts for building projects. For Winslow, the increased responsibilities meant travel and more time away from his family as he supervised the construction of bridges, schools, and public buildings around the country. When he was at home, he had a longer daily commute from Oak Park to the new large structural steel plant which was located “way to hell-and-gone out on the ‘South Side.’” Therefore, on May 1, the day that leases customarily 
     expired in turn-of-the-century Chicago, the Fosters exchanged their Oak Park two-flat for one in Normal Park so Winslow would have an easier commute to the plant on the Rock Island Railroad.24
  


  
    In the fall of 1901 Jeannette entered the Parker Practice School, a cadet school conducted by the Chicago Normal School at Sixty-eighth Street and Stewart, near Normal Park. In addition to being conveniently located near their home, Winslow believed the school would offer Jeannette the foundation she needed for future success. Named for Francis Wayland Parker, a progressive educator who used the classroom as “a laboratory for the testing of his social and educational concepts,” the school’s curriculum was structured “to develop students with democratic attitudes and commitment to democratic values.”25 Advocating freedom of movement, Parker refused to impose external restraints on children; consequently, outside observers thought the school disorderly and the children boisterous. Jeannette flourished in this environment. Advancing quickly because of her self-taught reading ability and an excellent memory, she entered second grade at midyear. Almost immediately she fell in love with her teacher, Miss Leubrie, a twenty-seven-year-old dress-reform enthusiast in the days when most women wore long skirts and tight corsets. Jeannette adored the soft woolen jumpers that she wore over white silk blouses, and the fact that she “looked—and incidentally moved—like a human being.”26 Hungry for maternal affection, Jeannette responded eagerly to the praise Miss Leubrie lavished on her star pupil. Unfortunately, this crush was short-lived because in May 1902 the Fosters withdrew Jeannette from school when they moved further south to the suburb of Beverly Hills.
  


  
    Situated twelve miles south of Chicago’s Loop on a terminal moraine known as the Blue Island Ridge, Beverly Hills appealed to Jeannette’s parents because it reminded them of New England’s terrain. Their building site, located at 9238 Pleasant Avenue, Jeannette remembered, was in “the only part of Chicago that wasn’t as flat as a table top.” The move from a rented flat to a spacious home in the suburbs also signified a shift in social status. Built by the Morava Construction Company, their two-story frame 
     house cost approximately $2,500. When the Fosters looked out of the second story window of their new home, they saw a tree-lined street filled with grand homes on large lots. Their neighbors included industrialists and professionals: a chewing-gum manufacturer, a bank vice president, a real estate broker, an attorney, contractors, and even an instructor at the Art Institute of Chicago. Most, befitting their socioeconomic class, had servants, and many sent their children east to boarding schools.27
  


  
    Because the Fosters moved before the end of the school year, Jeannette still had two months of second grade to complete. She mourned the loss of her beloved Miss Leubrie and languished in a classroom at the nearby Alice L. Barnard School until the close of the school year. The following fall, two months shy of her seventh birthday, Jeannette entered third grade. Winslow Foster took great delight in her academic precociousness, which he encouraged by talking with her about books and by playing games requiring strategy. When Jeannette shocked him by bringing home an F in arithmetic, he quickly remedied the situation through tutoring, and she never again had academic difficulty. Naturally gifted, she wanted to excel in order to please him .28
  


  
    That year Mabel Foster’s third pregnancy was less stressful than her previous one because her husband now had steady employment, she no longer had to care for her father, and she had a lovely new home. Her older sister visited regularly, providing companionship as well as help with sewing, baking, and caring for the children. Aunt Carrie, as the children called her, was childless and enjoyed spending time with her nieces. On January 12, 1903, the Fosters welcomed their third daughter and final child, Helen Houghton Foster, into the world. Named for her paternal grandmother, she would become the artist of the family. Steeped in an appreciation for the finer things in life, all three girls grew up with an appreciation for art, music, and literature. In addition to dance and piano lessons, they studied drawing and painting at the Art Institute of Chicago. In the summertime, Mabel and Carrie frequently took the three girls to Ravinia Park, where after 1911 they attended concerts and operas. In the winter they traveled to downtown Chicago to attend plays and other performances .29
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    PHOTO 5. Carrie Burr Prouty (1865-1945) After Jeannette’s breakdown in 1914, she stayed with her mother’s older sister, who arranged for her niece to enroll at Rockford College. (Courtesy of Alison Cope Puffer and Winslow Howard Cope)
  


  
    Even though they now lived in the affluent suburb of Beverly Hills, Winslow and Mabel Foster remained exceedingly protective of their children. Their father built a tree house so Jeannette, Anna, and Helen would stay in their backyard under parental supervision, and seldom allowed them to play with neighborhood children, fearing that the girls might acquire bad habits or be exposed to profanity. During her childhood, Jeannette concluded, she had been “practically under a bell jar as far as Protection Against Bad Influences went. I really wonder how I ever grew up! . . . One good thing—it kept away boys, horrid beasts! Oddly enough,” she paused to reflect, “both my sisters (some years younger), got married! So maybe something about me was ‘queer.’”30
  


  
    Jeannette’s early years had been driven by a search for love. Her preoccupied and aloof mother raised her to be a proper, well-mannered, and cultured young woman, but etiquette lessons were no substitute for the intimacy Jeannette craved. Additionally, as she entered adolescence, Jeannette began to see her mother as a negative role model, an unhappily married woman who resented her children and regretted that she had not been able to pursue a career. Consumed by her own disappointment and unable to realize her dreams vicariously through her rebellious oldest daughter, she remained incapable of demonstrating love. Thus, Jeannette looked elsewhere—to Sunday and public-school teachers—for maternal affection, but their warm looks and smiles, while satisfying, 
     could not fill the void. Five years older than her next younger sister, Jeannette also failed to find the closeness she so desperately sought in her siblings. Asked to help care for Anna and Helen when Mabel became ill, she developed a deeply engrained sense of responsibility for her sisters, one that inhibited the sharing of confidences and the intimacy she might have cultivated under different circumstances.31
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    PHOTO 6. 9238 Pleasant Avenue, circa 1906. The Foster family residence in Beverly Hills, a community annexed by Chicago in 1890. (Courtesy of Alison Cope Puffer and Winslow Howard Cope)
  


  
    Despite his work-related absences from the home, Winslow Howard Foster became a significant influence in his oldest daughter’s life. In contrast with her duty-bound and pragmatic mother, Jeannette’s father represented action, learning, and worldliness. He entertained the family with stories of travel, adventure, and accomplishment. His daughters took pride in being Winslow Foster’s children, pointing out to others that their father had supervised construction of the Twelfth Street station of the Illinois Central Railroad in Chicago, the Evanston High School, and the indoor pool at the Manitowoc, Wisconsin, high school.32 Jeannette admired his passion for life, the vigor with which he 
     tackled any project, and his willingness to take risks. From him she learned to hold herself to a high standard, and she learned a meticulousness that would serve her well in the future.
  


  
    Jeannette also had difficulty making friends at school because she was so much younger than her classmates. Boys undoubtedly teased her because she lagged behind in physical maturity and she had little in common with adolescent girls because she did not share their budding interest in boys. “I was,” she remembered, “a mere babe when my classmates were beginning to get boy-crazy, and I was colossally unpopular with the boys in dancing school, etc., and began to think ‘all right, the dickens with you!’”33 Her ability to make friends also suffered because her status-conscious parents encouraged her to view public-school classmates as socially inferior.
  


  
    During the early-twentieth century, members of the educated class and especially those in medical families were becoming aware of the signs of sexual inversion. Havelock Ellis, in his volume on sexual inversion (Studies in the Psychology of Sex Volume II), presented case studies that sounded very similar to Jeannette’s childhood. Even if her mother had not read Ellis, she might have read articles about his work in popular magazines of the day. Mabel, increasingly aware of her daughter’s tomboyish tendencies and her penchant for developing crushes on other girls, futilely struggled to keep Jeannette a proper young lady. She also dressed her in elaborate white dresses with matching hair bows and plied her with dolls, but without much success. When the Fosters posed for a family picture on the steps of their Pleasant Avenue home in 1904, Mabel sat primly in the center while a scowling Jeannette defiantly assumed an unladylike pose.34 When she was a nine-year-old seventh-grader, Jeannette finally found two like-minded girls for companions and with them formed a group known as the “Great Triumvirate.” Together, she recalled, they raised “all the mild hell we could in and out of classes. . . . Individually we were Ted, Pete, and Hector—why, I do not remember, but I was Pete.”35
  


  
    Jeannette matured in the midst of an onslaught of publications about masturbation, and an ever-concerned Mabel became so watchful of her 
     daughter’s behavior that she “hardly allowed” Jeannette to wash her genitals. Her caution extended to Jeannette’s relationships with other girls, and she monitored their activities closely in order to keep them from spending time together behind closed doors. Her mother very likely read about masturbation and homosexuality in popular literature of the day, and something in Jeannette’s behavior triggered Mabel’s proactive stance. Later in life, Jeannette speculated about her mother’s “adolescent history,” hinting that her preoccupation with sexual behavior might have stemmed from her own youthful experiences.36
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    PHOTO 7. Winslow and Mabel Foster with Jeannette (seated next to her mother), Anna (middle), and Helen (bottom) on the steps of their Beverly Hills Home, circa 1904. (Courtesy of Alison Cope Puffer and Winslow Howard Cope)
  


  
    Despite her mother’s best efforts, Jeannette formed an attachment to a “very good girl-friend” during her seventh- and eighth-grade years, and they “spent a number of nights in the same bed.” Reflecting on this friendship later in life, Jeannette recalled feeling “the same imaginative craving” for her classmate that she had previously felt for her Sunday School teacher. Each time Jeannette tried to hug her friend, “she would shrink off & say ‘ooh, doesn’t it make you feel funny to get so close?’” 
     Disappointed, Jeannette simply knew that she loved the young girl, wanted to be close, and did not associate that desire with anything negative. Her friend’s mother, however, may have shared Mabel Foster’s concern about the two girls’ close friendship because after they graduated from eighth grade, she took her daughter abroad for a year, thus terminating the friendship.37
  


  
    A voracious reader from childhood, Jeannette escaped into fiction and had the good fortune to come of age at a time when authors still depicted female friendship in a positive light. Within a few years, however, attitudes would begin to change as Freudianism permeated popular culture and people began to emphasize the erotic aspects of same-sex love. By the 1920s, love between women would be portrayed as an illness.38 In 1908 and 1909, however, Jeannette discovered a charming portrayal of female friendship in St. Nicholas Magazine when she read a serialized story entitled “The Lass of the Silver Sword.” Written by Mary Constance DuBois, the tale, which told of a boarding-school girl (whose name coincidentally was Jean) who had a serious crush on an older female student, made a significant impression on her because it validated some of her yearnings. It was, she later recalled, her earliest print-based encounter with lesbianism, though not by that name. A second story, Josephine Dodge Daskam’s “A Case of Interference,” from Smith College Stories, described an upperclasswoman’s efforts to keep a gifted but unpopular underclasswoman from leaving school. In both instances, “the female character was emotionally touched by another female.” Finding validation for her feelings in print, Jeannette was from that point forward “on a sharp lookout, largely fruitless, for the subject.”39
  


  
    During elementary school, Jeannette viewed her friendships with other girls and crushes on teachers as positive and natural, but Mabel’s suspicious reaction planted seeds of doubt in her mind. “My mother,” she remembered, “used to gossip occasionally about a couple of the most ‘elite’ married women—mothers of my schoolmates—as being noticeably attached to one another . . . (I suspect my Mother was a good deal more ‘hip’ to such situations than I ever suspected).”40 Her mother’s obsession with women 
     who were “too fond” of each other and her efforts to discourage Jeannette’s crushes on other girls and teachers heightened her awareness of same-sex relationships. At the time she had no label for it but increasingly was on the watch for it. “I lived within walking distance of a big Catholic convent in grade-school days,” she recalled in a 1975 interview, “and a few parents with fairly ‘mature’ [physically] and unruly daughters sent them there to keep them away from boys! . . . I never caught a hint of any lesbian attachments developing in the convent crowd. . . . That aspect of life I observed, on my own, in our mixed grade-school and never thought of it as lesbian—nor I am sure, did anyone else.”41
  


  
    PHOTO 8. Jeannette (left) with an unidentified school friend, circa 1909, one of several images taken in a five-and-dime-storetype of photo booth. (Courtesy of Alison Cope Puffer and Winslow Howard Cope)
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    Winslow Foster’s fluctuating financial position made it impossible to send Jeannette to a private high school, so she entered Calumet High School in the fall of 1907, just a few months short of her twelfth birthday. Many of the Fosters’ neighbors sent their daughters away to boarding schools, so Jeannette did not know many of her classmates, and since she was younger and had been taught to regard students at Calumet as socially inferior, she made few friends. Instead, she became obsessed with one of her younger high-school teachers. As a thirteen-year-old sophomore, Jeannette developed a “violent crush” on a biology and chemistry teacher named Nell Jackson. “I wasn’t taking the subject,” she remembered,
     but she had a number of study halls with Miss Jackson in a large hall on the school’s top floor. Jeannette’s attraction led her to sign up for Jackson’s biology class the following year. An early riser, she normally prepared box lunches for herself, her father, and her sister Anna and practiced the piano each day for forty-five minutes before taking the Rock Island Suburban to the Auburn Park station, from which she walked a short distance to the school. So smitten was she with Miss Jackson that she took the 8:00 a.m. train rather than the 8:14, “in order to sneak flowers in season (from violets to nasturtiums) into ‘Nell’s’ office without being seen and ridiculed by my pals, who all went on the 8:14!” Upon learning of her daughter’s crush, Mabel became quite angry. “I remember only her fury at my attachment to the H.S. teacher who was my first serious love!” she remembered. “And a fine, distinctly scornful, practically contemptuous fury it was.”42 Rejecting her homebound and morally restrictive mother’s example, Jeannette’s feelings for independent and intellectual women like Jackson grew even deeper.
  


  
    As the historian Martha Vicinis has written, adolescent crushes filled an important need for young girls during the late-nineteenth and early-twentieth centuries. Coming of age at a time of modernization and change, they looked to women who pioneered in new roles as models, and this tendency “encouraged an idealized love for an older, publicly successful woman.”43 Such crushes often were not seen as unhealthy or immoral because they were regarded as asexual. In Jeannette’s case, such women not only became romantic interests but also provided positive role models of self-supporting single women. Jeannette’s mother, however, must have had some medical or pseudoscientific understanding of homosexuality because she felt uncomfortable with her daughter’s emotional demonstrativeness and unsuccessfully attempted to quash her outward display of affection for female friends and teachers. As a result, the two would never have an emotionally satisfying relationship.
  


  
    In the spring of 1909, Mabel Foster had a new cause for concern when Jeannette contracted diphtheria. The family blamed a Christian Science classmate whose locker adjoined hers for spreading the disease. Eager to 
     spare Jeannette’s sisters, her parents sent Anna and Helen to stay with Aunt Carrie in Winnetka, but a week later Anna also developed symptoms. Winslow retrieved Helen and left Anna quarantined with her aunt for several weeks. Miraculously, all three girls survived the deadly disease, but according to family accounts, Jeannette had lingering aftereffects because the family doctor had given her an overdose of newly developed antitoxins. By the following July she seemed well enough to take a short trip with her parents, but ultimately the illness would have significant consequences socially and academically, as well as physically.44
  


  
    Jeannette began her junior year at Calumet High School in the fall of 1909 by taking a full load of courses there as well as classes at the Art Institute of Chicago. Like many other girls her age, she also attended dances and concerts with friends. In November, shortly after her fourteenth birthday, she became ill and missed more than a month of school. Her menstrual cycle became irregular, her waist-length hair fell out and would never again grow more than shoulder length, and she suffered a series of minor maladies.45 The family, believing that she had not fully recovered from diphtheria, decided that the best course of action was rest.
  


  
    Meanwhile, the year proved difficult for other reasons. Jeannette’s father had a serious disagreement with Winsell Morava in November 1909 when he discovered an underling at the Morava Construction Company scheming to get his position through unethical means. Foster succeeded in clearing his name, but broke down from the strain of it all and on December 31 submitted his resignation. As the eldest daughter, Jeannette observed the problems facing her distraught mother and depressed father. Early in January, Winslow left for San Diego, California, in hopes of improving his situation. In March he purchased acreage near Grants Pass, Oregon, and by late April 1910 had set himself up as a fruit farmer, living and working with Ernest R. Jeffries, a twenty-four-year-old native of Illinois.46 Perhaps he expected to regain his health in a western climate, or he saw the fruit farm as an investment opportunity. Either way, it meant leaving his family behind. When Carrie Burr Prouty came to visit her sister on February 22, she found Mabel “half sick” in a house as cold 
     as a barn. Seeking to alleviate her sister’s despair, she began visiting on an almost weekly basis to help with sewing, washing, baking, and caring for the children. As the weeks passed, Mabel grew increasingly despondent. The children’s illnesses and the responsibilities of managing the household without a reliable income seemed daunting. As the oldest child, Jeannette took responsibility for cooking the family meals while her mother, suffering from ulcers, spent a great deal of time resting on a downstairs couch.47
  


  
    That summer, Carrie Burr Prouty’s long-unfaithful husband of twenty-four years informed his wife that their marriage was over. In August a demoralized Carrie moved her possessions from Winnetka to the Foster home in Beverly Hills until she could make other arrangements. It must have been a very unhappy time in the house as the two sisters commiserated with one another about their marriages. Even the joy from Winslow’s return on September 10 was short-lived because he spent most of his time embroiled in negotiations with Morava about the conditions under which he would return to work for him. At the same time, he attempted to manage the Oregon fruit farm from afar. Aware that they needed time together as a family, Carrie moved into a rented room in Winnetka.48
  


  
    If she had stayed on schedule, Jeannette would have graduated from high school in 1911, but because of illness and the continued family drama she remained in high school for what she later called “a wretched fifth year.” It turned into “a disguised blessing,” she recalled, because it kept her from going to college at fifteen and enabled her to spend more time near Miss Jackson.49
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