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	 PREFACE 

	If you do not want to hear the truth about things which have been greeted with that most dangerous weapon, “S-s-s-sh,” don’t read this book, said weapon being to my mind more dangerous to the development of the human mind and soul than the machine gun is to the body of a man placed in front of the firing line. 

	I believe the time has come when there should be less secrecy about matters which are at the root of many evils of today. Not a new thought. Many are thinking along those lines and many are accepting very frank articles now written on sex problems which bear on the conduct of the youth of today. 

	Novels are being written dealing in open terms with the so-called normal types of humans, leading one through the various channels of lovemaking and the resultant episodes, leaving nothing to the imagination, but supplying a few asterisks to conform to the ideas of the snooping reformers and self-appointed censors. 

	This book is not fiction. I am writing of my own life; my actual experiences from my earliest recollection to the age of nearly seventy years. 

	 Many will declare it to have been an abnormal life. I do not believe every woman has been through all the experiences that I have (I certainly hope not for their sakes), but I do believe that every woman has had some of the problems that I have had to face. 

	Many will deny a knowledge of any of them, afraid to acknowledge even to themselves the whole truth. In judging reactions in a child’s mind, I ask the readers of today to remember that I was born in 1864, and also to realize the atmosphere of the home life of that period. 

	I expect to speak openly of things which, in the modern novel, are represented by asterisks; on the stage by the lowering of the curtain; in the press many times without restriction, but as ordinary “news” to sell the paper, and in conversation by a rising of the eyebrows or a shrug of the shoulders. 

	It has taken courage to bare the facts of an extraordinary life, but it is done with the sincere hope that it may throw light from a new and different angle on the effort of the parent to understand children, and also to bring out the thought that without truth nothing may be accomplished in this life. 

	


 CHAPTER I 

	A few plants of mullein, commonly known in the East as “Indian tobacco,” showed themselves in my garden. Weeds. They must be hoed up, but the velvety sage green of the fuzzy leaves held my hand. My mind went back many years, recalling a sermon I once heard a Unitarian minister preach on the subject “What is weeds?” He prefaced his talk with the recital of an experience in his garden one morning, when a small boy, peeping through the fence, asked the usual question “What yer doin’?” The minister answered: “I’m pulling up weeds.” “What is weeds?” asked the boy. The memory of that sermon stayed with me for many years and now asserted itself. Who shall determine that such is a weed which must be hoed up because it always has been? Those mullein “weeds” grew and flourished, carefully tended as were the legitimate flowers in the garden. How grateful they seemed. The leaves broadened and covered much space. The glimpse of that wonderful Corot green daily went to my heart as the pictures from that great artist’s hand had ever done. 

	The first year, the leaves, catching the sparkling  frost in the early morning, or the raindrops clinging in jeweled splendor and again the gentle dew, gave a varied tint that ever seemed to speak to me in gratitude for the care and interest I had given the despised weed. 

	The second summer found the flower stalk rising to heights unknown in its wild state. Many were the friends who “Never would have thought of bothering with a weed” but who stood in admiration before that bed of mullein. 

	Live things have always interested me. Full of vitality, I have always entered into work or play with great enthusiasm. I believe I have excelled in both. There are times now, at the age when I have become less active, when I feel that perhaps I was one of the “weeds” that should have been pulled up and thrown away. 

	Does one often have the courage to tell the whole truth about himself or herself? I am going to do it, come what may. Do we all have two lives to lead? I have led two distinct lives all my life. I should be much over a century in years if each life were to be spread out along separate lines. In both of these lives I have been absolutely sincere. 

	I do not expect to solve any great problem, nor have I a cure for the many ills of society of today. I have a fairly good answer to the question, “Why are we all liars?” Oh yes, we are, and you know it, and we have been all of our lives. We have all lived  the most cruel, heartbreaking lies. I know why I have done so, and I believe many will acknowledge that the shoe fits them so well that they will be able to put it on and walk right out of the shop wearing it. 

	I have read many works on adolescence and on matters of sex, but nearly always they are filled mainly with theories and couched in such language that it is hard for the lay mind always to grasp the meaning. There will be nothing to follow here that all may not understand. 

	I was born in the country, in New England, of poor, because honest, parents. Maternally from that prolific Mayflower stock of Puritans, and paternally from an artistic line of English origin—musicians and painters largely—with views somewhat broader than the “May Blossoms.” 

	I was born, then, in 1864, the ninth and last of a flock. My brothers and sisters used to comfort me with the statement that our parents were so disgusted when they saw me, that they would not order any more. In later years I would retort that when they reached perfection they canceled all further orders. 

	When playtime years arrived my only companions were boys—one brother and three cousins who lived just across the road. My tastes ran naturally to boys’ sports and the out-of-doors life. To this fact I have always attributed my masculine tastes in  dress and otherwise. I have always felt most at ease in tailored suits, low-heeled shoes, using large handkerchiefs, etc. I have felt that I must be physically comfortable to do my best work. I have simply ignored convention in dress; hence I believe I have done some good work. I have enjoyed smoking all of my life. Before women smoked as openly as they do now, I excused my doing so by saying that I played with boys in my younger days and had to smoke in order to do so, as they were afraid I might “tell” on them otherwise. 

	Nothing could ever induce me to play with dolls. How I hated one that was given to me one Christmas when I so longed for a jack-knife! My disappointment was so keen that my father loaned me his bright copper-handled knife with instructions that I should sit in one place on the big roots of a huge elm tree and whittle a particular stick which he gave me. What joy! In less than five minutes the family was summoned by my shrieks! I had cut the first finger of my left hand right through the first joint, and there it hung by the skin underneath. My oldest sister promptly broke the heads off a few matches from a card of the same, put the splint under the finger joint and bound it up with a strip of cotton cloth from the “sick bag.” Today there is not even a scar, and I have had the use of a perfectly good finger with a normally movable joint all of my life. Thinking of the great advance which  has been made in first aid devices and the skill which has been acquired in surgery, makes me tremble to think of what might have been my loss if that accident had happened in recent years. 

	“Out with the boys” was my slogan and my joy. Sports! How I loved their games, and I might say “my games,” for my imagination was ever as alert as theirs and they were equally as keen about my suggestions as they were about their own. My brother, however, was looked upon as the real “boss” as he was the oldest of the group. 

	The old family homestead where my cousins lived, and the farm opposite—my home—were the scenes of real and celebrated Indian battles in the early days. We knew the stories of these bloody fights so well that we lived them over in our imagination and, barring the blood, they figured in all of our plays. 

	We had wonderful collections of Indian arrowheads, spears, mortars and pestles, and pottery, which we picked up here and there all over our farms. In the fall, we rejoiced in the wigwams made of stacked-up cornstalks, a bit more than did our forefathers, I fancy. 

	Of course I was made to sew and knit and do all the conventional things that a New England girl was supposed to do, but my stint was a nightmare and nearly always done while the boys waited impatiently outside of the window. The games were  not complete without me, as I matched them in skill and surpassed them in some of the contests. 

	When they had work to do I was only too happy to pitch in and do my share. Their work always seemed so much more interesting than mine. There was some sense in piling wood, splitting kindling, pulling weeds, and going for the cows, but to see my mother cut perfectly good pieces of calico up into tiny pieces and fix them for me to sew together again seemed so futile! Poor mothers of those days! Nowadays, work in that line is mostly done in schools, and made very enticing. 

	My joy was complete when I was allowed to wear boy’s clothes when out-of-doors at play. I fancy that this digression from the conventional was allowed by my mother as a labor saving device, as skirts and petticoats were often in a sad state after a bird’s nest hunt or other romping games. 

	I recall a rather amusing episode which I will relate to show that we were all boys together. We had large collections of birds’ eggs. We were taught to take but one egg from the nest and never to touch the others. We took turns climbing high in the trees to get a coveted egg. It was my turn to climb and the nest was in a very difficult place. I reached it in good form and placed the egg in my mouth on my return scramble. I was nearly on the ground when my foot slipped and the egg broke! Oh! Horrors! It was far too ripe to be palatable and I landed in great  distress of mind and mouth. Nevertheless, I was pounced upon and given a big beating by the “other boys” who cared not for my discomfort. The loss of that one egg was long held up to me as a disgrace of major proportion. 

	


 CHAPTER II 

	In the midst of one of the great and glorious games in the big barns, when I was in my element, dressed in one of the boy’s suits, it became necessary for me to retire to the house for pressing reasons. After questioning as to the seriousness of the matter, and finding that it was only “bo-bo,” the name we all used for the lesser call of nature, the boys settled it then and there that it would not be necessary for me to go to the house as I had on a pair of trousers. They showed me the little hole in front that was put there conveniently for that very purpose. We were all quite relieved that the games would not be interrupted. 

	They told me to go to the corner, as they had been taught to do, and turn my back and that seemed to be all the instruction necessary. I could not seem to fathom the mystery of the said opening as a solution to my increasing desire to relieve myself. The two seemingly important things were in evidence. The little hole in the trousers and the secluded corner—but, what next? 

	They explained that I must just pull out something before I could accomplish the act. But there  was nothing to pull! I protested. The clan then assembled in serious conference. First one and then the other tried to find what they supposed grew on all children alike, but to no avail! 

	Alas! Nature asserted itself, and I had to go to the house then, dripping with tears and otherwise crushed and broken, in my fall from the pedestal of equality with the boys. I went straight to my mother and, through tears of disgrace and rebellion, tried to tell her that I was not made right and telling her freely all that had happened. 

	The result? I was promptly spanked during the course of changing my clothes. I was given the ever-to-be-detested sewing and made to stay in the house, without one word of explanation as to why. I believe my terror of the truth and my loss of confidence in my mother began at that moment. I was not allowed to wear trousers for a long time. I presume it was felt that the spanking had given me the clue that another would follow if there should be a repetition of the episode. Possibly the greatly increased basket of mending had something to do with my mother’s finally yielding to my entreaties for the boy’s clothes. Until then I had always been conscious of the contempt of the boys and my pride was suffering. 

	When at last I appeared “clothed in my right mind,” as I felt, my self-respect restored, and hoping my standing with the boys would be back to normal, I was fairly happy. Yet I sincerely  believe we were even then wondering about things. 

	Was that method used by my mother wise? According to her lights it must have been. Tradition ruled. 

	How much better it would have been for our parents to have frankly discussed the sex questions as they were raised, and to have explained the reasons for the difference in anatomy between boys and girls. How much could have been saved for the generations which followed. But they were so bound to tradition they simply could not bring themselves to such a course. 

	To my mind, that was the time all of the wonderful truths of creation should have been explained to us in a beautiful way. When the child is capable of wondering is the time to explain without reserve. 

	What was the result of the method used by my mother? There followed frequent discussions between us children regarding our discovery of the difference in our make-up. If I had been punished for telling about it, it must be something worthy of investigation. It was definitely decided that it would never do to go to my mother with any further tales of such discussions or investigations. It was decided that it was only a case of lack of development in my parts; that the little lip which had been pulled and hauled at the time I was trying not to interrupt the game by going to the house, would grow and become like that of the boys. 

	 My disgust that I had not in the beginning been created a real boy, instead of having to wait for certain parts to develop, began at that time. 

	Mystery now connected itself with this difference, whereas formerly trousers and petticoats were the only marks of difference in sex. When I wore trousers, I had been a real boy, or so it seemed to all of us. 

	I could not have been over three or four years old at that time, while my brother and one cousin were two years older. I often hear people say that a child is too young at that age to understand any of the truths of life. I still maintain that the moment that a child begins to wonder is the time for reasonable explanations. A child is a rational human being the moment he is conscious of the difference between yes and no. 

	I know I would have understood why I was spanked on that momentous occasion if it had been explained to me, else why have that episode and the mental reactions it engendered remained in my mind all these years? 

	Secret sessions were now being held at intervals, first with my older cousin and with my brother. Their curiosity was much greater than mine. It was enough for me to have to bear the disgrace of being the alien. But from that time on I was forced to submit to these sessions under the threat of not being allowed to join in the sports I so dearly loved. I simply had to acknowledge the superiority of the male because  he was so much more perfectly and conveniently made. 

	The two older boys must have gained some knowledge of the sort they would get from the “hired men” or older boys at school, as they kept up the demands upon me. Not often, but occasionally. At first it seemed to be a matter wholly of curiosity. They seemed to be watching for developments as to my becoming like unto them. In a way, this also interested me as I remember my dismay each time when “no progress” was reported. We were bound to secrecy for obvious reasons. The lesson in deceit was well learned by this time. Most parents believe that when any question bearing on the matters of sex or pertaining to “private parts” (what a disastrous appellation!) arises, one good spanking will put an end to all trouble; whereas it is just the beginning of a life of deceit and the birth of a barrier to confidences between parents and children. 

	I am not trying to prove an alibi by saying that I was not keen on these sessions of adventure. I really do believe it was the terror of giving up the sports with the boys which were my very joy. It was done in much the same spirit as was the work in the house I had to do: a means to an end. 

	I had work to do regularly. It was never made interesting for me, as I have made it for lots of children during my adult life, but it was demanded of me as it was my duty! Duty! I believe every child  hates that word. We better understand the futility of that argument in after years, but in our youth we are unable to reply: “We did not ask to come into the world. We are the price or perhaps the reward. You probably did not want us. You talk of our duty to our parents. What is your duty to us?” 

	However I never liked to sew or knit or wash dishes or sweep, but I did it every day and never sulked. I had a sister, older than I, who also hated to do the dishes. She always cried her task through and my mother placed a board up over the sink and every time my sister cried mother would make a chalk mark on the board. When there were many marks, sister would cry harder than ever, so I believe the experiment was given up. 

	I was always merry. While I have boasted that I was never whipped in school, I realize it was due to the fact that I often got the teacher laughing before the fatal blow fell, and in that way I escaped the usual whipping. In those days it was never “Did you get a whipping today?” but “How many times?” 

	I worked rapidly, as the incentive was nearly always right outside of the window, in the shape of three boys waiting for me to come out to play. 

	As time went on a great discovery was made by the older boys, that their little organs had life and vitality. How important they felt! They had to show me how wonderful this was. Privately, of course, as neither boy wanted the other to know of  his sessions with me. We had now given up all hopes that there would be any development in my anatomy, and we had to submit to the fact that I was and always would be different and on a lower level than they. This was a heartbreaker for me. 

	I do not want to give the impression that our minds were always on the subject, as might seem by this account. We had wonderful games, mostly of our own inventing. We hunted Indian relics with enthusiasm, digging for days in order to find every piece of an Indian pot which had, without doubt, been buried in some grave. We took long tramps in the woods, hunting imaginary wild animals. We played ball in the summer and coasted and skated in the winter. We built up strong and vigorous bodies without the aid of vitamins or calories. In short, we were normal children—the same as many children are today. Thanks be, there are some parents who have opened their eyes! It is my hope that this tale will pry open a few more. 

	It was not long before the idea seemed to dawn upon us that there must be some reason why a boy and a girl were differently made. I never knew where the boys got their information. I never cared. When I expressed any surprise that they knew so much, I was only given the answer that “boys knew those things,” and did not wish to enlarge upon the fact that caused me so much pain. 

	Some vague explanation seemed to come from  watching the animals about the farm. We had been piously told not to look when a rooster was on top of a hen, as it was “naughty.” What greater incentive could a child have than to be told that? Of course we stared our eyes out to find out what was “naughty” about that silly act. 

	It did not seem to hurt the hen or the rooster. We gathered just as many eggs. The hens all went about their scratching just as before. No one was punished, so the inference was that the parents did not know what they were talking about, and I believe we were about right. Experiments followed in “playing hen and rooster,” always on the sly and never understanding why, while I felt the ever increasing degradation of having to play the part of the inferior and submissive “hen”! 

	I hated these games, which thanks be, were not frequent, but endured them for fear I would be denied the joys of the other and more appealing games. 

	In this analysis of my earliest recollections my object has been to determine whether my early propensities were of a sexual character. If this book is to be of any value in solving any problem, it would be my desire to speak just as freely of any satisfaction I derived from these experiments as I do of the disgust. I do not mean physical satisfaction, of course, but they were really not interesting to me, even as a matter of curiosity. 

	


 CHAPTER III 

	I must have been about eight or nine years old when another experience came into my life. Living as I did on a farm, I was ever on the alert about any happenings outside of the house. Indoors meant certain feminine affairs which never interested me. I did not object to work. I have never been lazy. 

	As I look back now on those early days I believe that I was rather imposed upon by my brother. I would work my hands sore doing his “chores” or helping him, in return for a special promise of a race on horseback or some other sport, which was my life. 

	In the spring, when the “river broke up” and the great cakes of ice started down, there would come the great “flood.” 

	When I look at that “great river” now, I smile to see it as a narrow little mill stream diverted from a small, but very beautiful tributary to the Connecticut. However, it looked large to us in those days. That spring flood was as important and exciting to us as the great flood was to the children of Noah. 

	We were not allowed to go near the swollen  stream but as a safer way we were sent to the big barn where we could see from some of the high windows, the meadows covered with water. 

	The proverbial “hired man” was, of course, in the barn, as the heavy rain made outside work impossible. As I was a girl (perhaps), and a bit shorter than the boys, the hired man lifted me up to a high window where I could see as much of the “flood” as the boys who were perched on the high beams. Suddenly I felt a hand under my clothes and this beast of a man was fumbling about. I was furious and quickly scrambled out of his arms. He whispered to me to keep still and, if I told, he would throw me into the flood. He never touched me again but would try to bribe me to go to the barn, which I always refused to do. I imagine it was not easy, as candy was a rare thing in our young lives. All my instincts were against any contact with that man, and I finally told him if he ever spoke to me again I would tell my father and he would be sent away. 

	From that episode I realize that my natural instincts were not along sexual lines. I have known girls of that age who have told me that it was fun to have some one play with their privates. 

	Why I should have submitted to that sort of thing with the two boys is obvious. I was simply paying the price of companionship. 

	There was a third family in the little group of homes in the neighborhood where we lived. These  people were very close friends of my parents. The man and his wife were both very musical, and their little boy was one of my group of playmates. Music was my father’s profession, before he lost his voice for concert work and went to farming. Our home was the musical center, not only of the neighborhood, but of the town, even though we lived two and a half miles away. 

	My father still had a charming tenor voice and the neighbor, whom we will call Mr. Wiggins, had a very deep bass. His wife always accompanied the singing feasts. I was in my element at these times, for I loved all music. To me, at that time, it was of course just the beautiful sounds and the harmony of the two voices that thrilled me. It was a veritable soul feast. I would sit for hours and listen to their music, enjoying it as keenly as I always did the sports out-of-doors. 

	Mr. Wiggins was something of a god to me. I would marvel over his deep, rich, bass voice. In many ways it touched me even more than my father’s tenor. As I said, my father’s voice was on the wane and when it will be remembered that I was the ninth child, it will be understood that he could not be in his prime. He kept up his teaching for a long time, however. 

	The young son was never admitted to the inner secrets of the “private investigation committee,” although he joined in our sports. 

	 There were no so-called desirable girls in the neighborhood for me to play with, so my parents thought. I fully agreed with them, as the girls always wanted to play dolls, a thing I considered utterly futile. 

	Often it is said that a girl’s love for dolls is indicative of her future love for her children or for children in general. I never could make a doll seem real to me. I could look upon a tomahawk which I had carefully carved from wood, as a real weapon, but not so with a puppet. But I loved taking care of and playing with a real baby. The only one available in my early life belonged to a Swedish couple who worked for my uncle and lived in one of the little farm houses quite remote from our home. The Swedish mother was very glad to give the baby over to my tender mercies, whenever I appeared. It throve in spite of, rather than because of, I fear, the care I gave it. Not that I abused it, but my arms were not long nor were they capable of adjustment about a wiggling husky baby boy. It was always referred to as “my baby.” 

	I remember that I always applied to the mother when a change of garments was imperative. To me now this fact seems rather significant in that, although I had been instructed in the anatomical differences between boy and girl, I had no further curiosity, as I would have had if my mind had been sexually warped. Every time my mind was directed  to the thought of the male there was only further rebellion over the fact that I was not created a boy. 

	* * * 

	One might think that most of my life had been spent in the discussion of matters pertaining to sex. When instances of precocious sexual behavior have been brought to my attention, I have in a very few words gone right to the bottom of the cause and effect and then dropped the subject. The knowledge I have thus gained I have found to be of great value in the life which I have led. 

	There has always been some quality in my make-up to inspire confidence of young and old. I have ever adopted the attitude of sympathetic interest. When problems came up for which I felt, in my wide experience, I had an answer, I believe I have helped many towards their solution. 

	Now to go back to the “musical evenings” and the events which followed. The three families of which I have spoken in our little neighborhood group, while occupying three separate houses, were like one great family. The children were in and out of each house with equal freedom and the several cookie jars were open to all. 

	There was a fourth house where the children loved to go. The old uncle and aunt who lived there, childless, were both deaf and dumb and in their house we were never “sushed.” 

	 The old uncle was a mender of shoes, for our own families mainly, and he was kept very busy repairing the scuffed-out toes and soles for three families of lively children. I used to go often, by myself, to watch the process of making the waxed end and fastening on the hog’s bristles for a needle. I was allowed to help at times, and in those days I firmly believed that to be a shoemaker was the goal at which I aimed. I loved to work with my hands. I do not mean any thing as senseless as to sew a fine seam or wash dishes, but in any other craft where carpenter’s tools or like implements were used, I was in my glory. 

	One day I was shoe-mending with my uncle, when Mr. Wiggins came in with a piece of harness to be mended, while he waited. As he sat down I happened to notice that his trousers were not fastened in front and told him of it as quickly and as innocently as I would have told my father. As I was not allowed to “help” with his job of mending, I soon started out to find something more interesting to do, thinking no more of the occurrence of the trousers. 
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