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			Series Foreword

			What did feminism – in fiction and in reality – mean at the turn of the twentieth century? This series of reprints of rare and often forgotten texts from that period answers this question in the widest possible way. For some of its authors, it meant the representation of the New Woman, the sometimes hostile term applied to women who sought the vote, the opportunity for higher education, access to the professions (or just to jobs), or who just wanted their independence from the stifling conventions of the nineteenth century where a woman’s place was definitely ‘in the home’ and where venturing out meant chaperonage or else a risk to reputation. So, some of our chosen texts (for example, The Job by Sinclair Lewis) show those women achieving a measure of independence. In the spirit of the realism which was his hallmark, Lewis also shows that getting a job is actually an illusory form of freedom. The daily grind of the office or factory is not the utopian dream that some seekers after female emancipation had hoped. In other terms, and for other reasons, Kate Chopin’s The Awakening also shows that women could not easily free themselves from standards of sexual propriety: sexual choice is not the route to utopia any more than earning capacity is. Her heroine briefly tastes the pleasure of sexual liberation but cannot escape the judgement of her society: her story does not end well. 

			For other writers (Charlotte Perkins Gilman, for instance), the representation of life as it is that realism demands was also problematic. Realism permitted only the diagnosis of social ills: it could not manage the process of prescribing solutions for the problems it uncovered in the world as it was then constituted. The construction of fantasy worlds, in which current imbalances between the sexes could be redressed in an imagined future was Gilman’s solution in Herland. This is a speculative fiction, a ‘what if?’ world rather than a ‘what is’ world, though in common with all fantasy, it also speaks of the limitations of its own moment of production. 

			Long ago, Elaine Showalter pointed out, in A Literature of their Own (1977), that focusing purely on representation whether realistic or fantastic can be a kind of dead end. If readers only look at false pictures of reality or at impossible visions of futurity, they get stuck: despair or dreamscapes. A third possibility is to look at the woman writer herself, what she does, often slyly and obliquely, with genre and form. Francis Stevens (Gertrude Barrows Bennett), a woman writer cloaked by a male pseudonym, offers another potential meaning for the first wave of feminism: the professional woman writer, using man-made genres for her own ends, both aesthetic and financial. She belongs to a category that frighteningly often overtakes the woman writer – the forgotten novelist. In recovering and reprinting her work, the series shows both her indebtedness to, and her distinctiveness from, the male models of the adventure fiction genre and the weird tale which, along with romance and crime, were the mainstays of the pulp magazines of the early twentieth century. She also made money – an important consideration for the woman who wants independence – in her chosen domain. 

			If Stevens stands for ‘pulp’ and popularity, Virginia Woolf is the highbrow novelist par excellence (though she also sold pretty well and was also very interested in the money she could make from her pen as her extended essay A Room of One’s Own makes clear). Her works span a massive range of reviews, short fiction, novels and polemics, and she often returns to the figure of the woman artist and/or writer to demonstrate the ways in which women can be denied their creativity (‘Women can’t paint, women can’t write’, Mr Tansley says dismissively to the artist Lily Briscoe in To the Lighthouse) and opportunity (‘Why are women poor?’ she asks in A Room of One’s Own). 

			For this series, we have brought together texts which showcase women’s talents and their frustrations in a historical moment that is not so very long ago. The battles that the New Woman, the Suffragists and Suffragettes, and the founders of women’s colleges and union members fought on our behalf may all seem to be won. But they only seem that way. Count the women politicians in the House of Representatives and the House of Commons. Check how much an average woman earns over her lifetime and compare it to the average man’s earning capacity. Ask yourself who cleans the bathroom in your house and who does the double shift at work and home. And pay attention to how easily some rights can be lost by the flick of a legislator’s pen and a minor political shift.

			The feminism of the early years of the twentieth century had its own blind spots: it was not inclusive of women of colour, nor of women from working-class backgrounds, nor of those women for whom heterosexual romance was not their choice, nor of those women who lived at the intersections of multiple disadvantages. Early feminists were also very often conflicted about the ‘sex’ part of sexual liberation. Nonetheless, those early struggles for white middle-class women’s rights have resonance and lessons to teach for the broader struggles for all women, and for other dis-privileged groups. And representation in its broadest sense (of characters, but also of the women writers we might read) is one of our routes to understanding, action and – let us hope – change.

			Ruth Robbins

		

	
		
			A New Introduction

			Sinclair Lewis is best known today as the author of a string of bestselling satirical novels of the 1920s. These catapulted him to fame as America’s most infamous iconoclast and won him, in short order, first the Pulitzer Prize for Fiction (which, being the rebel that he was, he turned down) and then the Nobel Prize for Literature – the first American to be so honoured. 

			Beginning with Main Street in 1920, Lewis proceeded through the pantheon of America’s most sacred cultural icons, smashing them one by one. By the end of the decade no single national institution had been left untouched by the author’s scathing critique. Main Street demolished perhaps the most revered of all cultural concepts, that of the small town as a place of piety and family values. Next came Babbitt (1922), which satirized the elastic ethics of the American businessman and blowhard ‘booster’. This was followed by Arrowsmith (1925), a novel written in a more sombre tone and featuring a more complex and idealistic character, but which nonetheless poked fun at the foibles of the medical industry and public health organizations. Then came Elmer Gantry (1927), a ruthless dissection of evangelical religion and the shamans then entrancing thousands of Americans with their feel-good ‘gospels’ of wealth and self-empowerment. Lewis rounded out the decade with Dodsworth (1929) – best remembered today, perhaps, as a classic William Wyler film starring Walter Huston. 

			Lewis’s temper had moderated by this point. Dodsworth is actually in some ways a rather contemplative novel about a businessman who finds himself in late middle age and feels that he has missed out on the important things in life – namely the love of an empathetic woman and an appreciation of high culture. Nevertheless, it is safe to say that Lewis raced through this remarkable ten-year period like a steam engine, knocking down shibboleths as if they were meaningless signposts and earning a well-deserved reputation as America’s angry man.

			A Literary Apprenticeship

			Lewis did not come to this position out of nowhere, however. He had spent the previous decade working his way up from the hulks of newspaper reporting, editing, undertaking publicity for publishing houses and churning out formulaic magazine fiction. All this was so that he could try his hand at being – and eventually take the plunge and go full time as – a novelist. 

			The book you hold in your hands was Lewis’s third such ‘apprentice’ novel – and by most estimates his best and most complex work of that period. Certainly it is the most progressive and realistic of those books, and the most daring in terms of its proto-feminist message. As such it can be seen as anticipating Main Street and the major works of the 1920s.

			In these apprentice novels, Lewis inaugurated a type of character who is essentially a young seeker – an idealist searching for their own identity in a world of human automatons. This young person bristles at having to conform to society’s expectations of what he or she should do and how they should behave. Eventually the character breaks with society to pursue dreams. In the end he or she either strikes a compromise, settling into a bourgeois life punctuated by modestly progressive ideas, or opts for a completely unconventional, peripatetic existence.

			Una Golden’s Dilemma

			The Job tells the story of Una Golden, a small-town girl from Pennsylvania. She is raised by a conformist Victorian family in a stultifyingly claustrophic village that offers no opportunity for anything except marriage; even there, the pickings for Una are terrifyingly slim. She rejects the one suitor who offers himself to her (an older man who it seems no woman has ever desired) and decides she must get out into the larger world. This is made easier by the death of her father, which releases Una from family obligations and enables her, with the encouragement of former neighbours who have moved to New York, to take her mother with her to the big city; her aim is to look for meaningful work there and to forge a new identity for herself. As Lewis eloquently writes in the story, ‘Instantly – still without learning that there was such a principle as feminism – she had become a feminist, demanding the world and all the fullness thereof as her field of labor’. When later in the novel her mother dies Una is further liberated from the Victorian notion of spinsterhood. Instead she falls into company with a strikingly original group of working women and independent thinkers, with whom she forms an instant bond. They help to propel Una further on her journey of self-education and, eventually, career advancement.

			Lewis has been called a sort of romantic realist. The romance of the novel lies in following Una’s relationships with several men who alternately woo her, but each time somehow come up short. The realism of the novel – its stronger suit by far – is the depiction of the scant opportunities available to working women in America at this time. Lewis had said while he was writing The Job that the novel would be about ‘the young woman on the job’, but that ‘the protagonist’ was really ‘the office itself, with its three o’clock hopelessness, and its general waste of human life’. He had then added, in a moment of speculation, ‘I hope it is not too propagandist’ (Lingeman). 

			Una is indeed deracinated by the city and dehumanized by her job. She feels she has become nothing more than a human machine operating under a rigid and patristic system, with no path to advancement or, for that matter, meaningful work. As a run-up to his satire-writing streak of the 1920s, then, The Job is a true harbringer of Lewis’s vision of America.

			Lewis’s Journey

			The story of the gestation and composition of the novel is an interesting one, for Lewis himself was in many ways a victim of some of the same types of economic forces that Una is. The crucial difference, of course, is that Lewis was a man and his character is a woman, but this is not to say that he did not empathize with the plight of women in his day. If anything, his own experiences served to reinforce how hard it was to pursue a unique, individual destiny.

			Born in a small Midwestern village, Lewis was a doctor’s son. He was sent to Yale, but rebelled from societal expectations by gallivanting off to the West Coast immediately after graduating to lead a quasi-bohemian existence there. He inevitably became bored and disenchanted, however, and eventually ran out of odd jobs to make ends meet. Lewis had always had a penchant for writing, so he took work as a stringer for the Associated Press in San Francisco. Such was the inauspicious start to his writing career. After working for the AP, in 1911 Lewis migrated back to the East Coast and to New York, the epicentre of all things literary. There he applied for, and was duly offered, an entry-level position in the publishing house of Frederick A. Stokes at 443 Fifth Avenue. For Stokes, Lewis did menial office-boy jobs. It was a dogsbody position, but one that he was eventually able to develop into more interesting assignments, such as writing marketing and advertising copy for Stokes’s new releases.

			Meeting Grace

			The most significant outcome of Lewis’s new job at Stokes was meeting his future wife. She was Grace Livingstone Hegger, and she would soon become the model for Una Golden. Grace worked a few floors below Lewis as a copyeditor for Vogue magazine. Late one afternoon, when Lewis took the freight elevator down after knocking off work for the day, the car stopped and in stepped Grace. He was instantly entranced. 

			Grace was everything Lewis was not. He had grown up in small-town America; she had lived in France. He had seen nothing of Europe; she had gone on many Atlantic crossings. His father was a country doctor; hers the owner of a Manhattan art gallery. She was, in short, determined to make her own way in the world, and she was the type of sophisticated urbanite that the upwardly mobile Lewis wanted to court. And court her he did, romancing her with poetry, love letters and small but expensive gifts that he could ill afford but bought anyway in hopes of Grace saying yes to marriage, which she eventually did in 1914. 

			Ad Man and Fledgling Novelist

			While romancing Grace, Lewis was struggling to make his way in the literary world. He was also – albeit in fits and starts – making inroads on the start of a career. Disenchanted with the banality of the ‘snappy’ ad copy required for Stokes’s titles, Lewis quit his job there in 1912. He briefly teamed up with an old friend, Arthur Sullivant Hoffman, to start Adventure magazine, a men’s magazine that had a promising beginning but soon fizzled out. Bailing out from that enterprise, the following year Lewis went into business with another associate, William E. Woodward, who had the unique idea of publishing a syndicated newspaper column of capsule reviews of the latest novels. Woodward’s enterprise was on a shaky financial footing from the start, however, and it too eventually met its demise. From there, Lewis moved back to another publisher, George A. Doran. He worked there with reasonable contentment for a couple of years as he was able to complete and sell to a rival publisher two novels, Our Mr. Wrenn (1914) and The Trail of the Hawk (1915). He and Grace, now married, set up housekeeping in a little cottage in Port Washington, some 20 miles outside Manhattan. Lewis wrote in stolen moments – on the kitchen sideboard before leaving for work in the city, on the commuter train, in the park on his lunch break and in precious personal time, as well on Saturdays and Sunday evenings.

			Thus far, then, Lewis was working two jobs, so to speak: he did editorial work for Doran by day and worked on his novels at night. To these two jobs, however, Lewis added a third and far more lucrative one, well aware that with a new wife (and soon thereafter a baby) he must write to keep the wolf from the door.

			The Sateveposter

			This third job was the writing of short fiction for the mass-circulation magazines: Cosmopolitan, Hearst’s International and, most frequently, the immensely popular Saturday Evening Post.

			At the helm of the Post was George Horace Lorimer – an editor with a specific idea of what fiction readers wanted and a lightning-fast editorial decision-making process. He identified manuscripts that fitted his bill and then immediately corralled their authors into his stable. It also helped that Lorimer paid more per story than most other editors, and that his business office cut the cheque the next day.

			Lewis quickly became Lorimer’s most dependable wordsmith. Lewis could tick the boxes in the High Finance department with one story, then ring the bell in the Chaste Melodrama category with another. He was nimble, prolific and enamored of how much he could earn per word.

			The Drudgery of the Magazine World

			Yet he also felt degraded, under the thumb of a petulant and sometimes tyrannical boss who regarded him not as an artist but merely as a story-making machine. This had turned into the job of loveless routine. Although Lewis was initially happy to supply Lorimer for whatever he asked for (he told him he had the accumulated plots of four years in his inventory), he eventually became chagrined and even incensed when Lorimer eventually began to demand ‘as many more’ stories of the Post grade ‘as your plant can turn out’ (Lingeman).

			He had become indentured to the magazine – the job – and the drudgery was a drain on him. He felt industrious but exhausted, and he yearned to be free to write what he wanted to write. This feeling would be echoed later in the musings of Walter Babson in The Job when Walter realizes that doing magazine work is merely earning ‘one’s living by supplying editors with cheap but ingenious items to fill space. It put literature on a level with keeping a five-and-ten-cent store’.

			Lewis had reached a crossroads in his career. His biographer Richard Lingeman asks whether at this point he had successfully ‘escaped the office trap, only to be caught in another one, that of magazine hack’. It would seem that he had. 

			By 1916 he had conceived of two new novels, one of which would be Main Street. The other would be The Job – ‘the office as I know it . . . the real office of real workers, without any of the romance of the Business Melodramas and Big Deals’ (Lingeman). The Job would also feature an under-represented character in American fiction, the unmarried woman who yearns for a meaningful career: ‘she is representative of some millions of women in business,’ Lewis wrote, ‘and because, in a vague but undiscouraged way, she keeps on inquiring what women in business can do to make human their existence of loveless routine’ (Lingeman). First, however, he had to unshackle himself from the chains of the magazine prison.

			The ‘Research Magnificent’

			It was Grace who inspired him; she believed in his talent and ultimately persuaded him to throw over Lorimer for a full-time career as a novelist. He slipped the bonds of the Post and of Doran in November 1915, proudly proclaiming to his friends and fellow writers that he was a free man. He and Grace gave up the house in Port Washington and headed south through Christmas, motoring off in a Model-T Ford on what they called their ‘Research Magnificent’. In early 1916 they went up west, with Lewis alone travelling to Chicago to do research for The Job. Grace joined him that summer in his boyhood hometown of Sauk Centre, Minnesota. Here he found time and space to write in peace and with earnest purpose.

			In addition to The Job, Lewis also had Main Street percolating. The Job would turn out to be a run-up to the other.

			Both novels feature strong female protagonists who refuse to be seen as mere appendages to husbands but as women in their own right. Both protagonists were also inspired by Grace – especially by her presence that summer in the dull Midwestern village of Sauk Centre.

			Lewis rented a room with a table, chair and typewriter above Rowe’s Hardware Store and worked every day on The Job. In the evenings he observed his new wife in the alien context of small-town America. The type of character that Una (and later Carol Kennicott in Main Street) became crystallized here as a woman with a strong sense of individualism and nonconformity thrust into an environment of soulless lassitude. 

			The Village Virus

			Una observes this about her own small town near the beginning of the novel, recognizing ‘how ugly and petty’ the village is. She walks down to the mailbox 

			spurning the very dust on the sidewalks – and there was plenty to spurn. An old mansion of towers and scalloped shingles, broken-shuttered now and unpainted, with a row of brick stores marching up on its once leisurely lawn. The town hall, a square wooden barn with a sagging upper porch, from which the mayor would presumably have made proclamations, had there ever been anything in Panama to proclaim about. Staring loafers in front of the Girard House. To Una there was no romance in the sick mansion, no kindly democracy in the village street, no bare freedom in the hills beyond. She was not much to blame; she was a creature of action to whom this constricted town had denied all action except sweeping. 

			When The Job came out early the next year, it was dedicated, appropriately enough, ‘To My Wife who has made “The Job” possible and life itself quite beautifully improbable’. Lewis’s relationship with Grace would eventually sour, for myriad reasons that are perhaps endemic to the artistic dyad, but at this point in his life and career she was his most valuable muse. As Sally Parry observes in ‘The Changing Fictional Faces of Sinclair Lewis’s Wives’, Una/Grace

			is a forerunner of modern career women who realize that they must be responsible for their own lives. Lewis’s empathy with such women made it easier for him to portray such a strong woman sympathetically.’ 

			The Social Revolutionary

			Indeed, The Job very much emanates from the mind of a proto-feminist and an ardent social revolutionary. Nor was this a recent development; Lewis’s involvement in the struggles of disenfranchised communities had a long history.

			In the 1910s Lewis had been a card-carrying member of the socialist party, and upon graduation from Yale had lived for a time at Upton Sinclair’s social colony, Helicon Hall. In Port Washington in 1914 and 1915 he made several speeches on behalf of women’s suffrage, later marching in the famous Fifth Avenue parade for that cause. In the 1915 election he had canvased for progressive, pro-women candidates, and he and Grace had campaigned there and in neighbouring towns for a New York State suffrage initiative. While Grace went door to door in poorer neighbourhoods, Lewis, calling himself a ‘suffragent’, made speeches from a car. The event culminated with a rally at a cinema where more than 600 people showed up, many of them to hiss and boo at Lewis on stage as he made his pitch for women’s rights.

			Later, during his halcyon period of flash success in the 1920s, Lewis intermittently worked on a novel about the working class. It featured a charismatic union leader modelled on Eugene Debs (1855–1926) and overtly propagandized for a progressive political message. For various reasons Lewis never managed to bring that work to fruition, but his work on it certainly affirms his left-leaning sensibilities.

			The Savvy Litterateur

			In addition to his finely-honed political sensibilities, Lewis was also an astute literary businessman. He had gained much useful knowledge about reading audiences from his work in editorial and marketing departments, firstly at Stokes and later at Doran. He appreciated, first and foremost, that the vast majority of fiction readers at the time were women. He also recognized that (a) the few women authors who had any success at that time tended to write genteel, rather sedate fiction with few fully-developed female characters; and that (b) the majority of male authors who depicted women in their fiction tended to treat them as peripheral to male characters’ activities and mindset. This may be thought of as a generalization, but in the context it is accurate.

			Moreover, up to this point, both British and American fiction that dramatized the world of business was written by men and featured male protagonists. In fact, in his 1914 Bookman essay ‘The Passing of Capitalism’, Lewis had singled out these very same authors for their limited vision; he chastised them for not depicting business conditions for the majority of Americans thus employed in an accurate manner. Some examples include William Dean Howells’ The Rise of Silas Lapham (1885), Theodore Dreiser’s two novels about Frank Cowperwood, The Financier (1912) and The Titan (1914), Frank Norris’s The Octopus (1901) and Henry Blake Fuller’s The Cliff-Dwellers (1893). Lewis admired H. G. Wells, who satirized the melodrama of the office in works such as The History of Mr. Polly (1910), yet even he wrote only of men in this environment.

			Women in the Work Force

			Lewis was also attuned to the huge influx of female office workers since the turn of the century, and even more so after America’s entry into the First World War. A feature story in one popular magazine of the time cheerily noted that 

			In every large down-town building in New York there are now employed dozens and, in some cases, hundreds of women. Any bright girl in from three to six months may obtain sufficient facility with the type-writer to make herself valuable in an office. 

			Yet this breezy optimism belied the reality of such work. Lewis knew from personal involvement with women and women’s organizations that they were working not only to gain the right to vote, but also for broad-based economic and political equality and for social reforms. Between 1880 and 1910 the number of women employed in the United States increased from 2.6 million to 7.8 million; by 1930 participation rates had reached nearly 50 per cent for single women and nearly 12 per cent for married ones. Although women began to be employed in business and industry, the majority of better paying positions continued to go to men, elevated from their former largely-clerical jobs to supervise the new army of female typists, stenographers and bookkeepers.

			There were obvious negative consequences to this shift as well. In ‘Female Office Workers in Chicago, 1870–1930’, Lisa Fine observes: 

			As women entered office work and the number of those clerical jobs increased as the nature of the jobs changed, the status of office work declined. Just as women were entering the office, office work was becoming a dead-end job. Throughout much of the nineteenth century, an office job was an entry-level job for a promising young man. No such upward mobility would be possible for the women who entered offices during the late-nineteenth and twentieth centuries. Women who performed work that was essentially the same as men were considered temporary workers and paid less. Employers assumed that women would leave their jobs as soon as they married; therefore paying them the equivalent to a man, who would make a long-term commitment to the company, seemed unnecessary. 

			A New Turn in Realism

			When The Job was published in February 1917, the firm of Harper and Brothers heralded it as a momentous advance in realistic fiction. The novel was pitched to appeal not only to women, or even to working women, but to a broad swath of the reading public. The copy on the dust jacket described the novel with deep gravitas as: ‘Perhaps the first novel to give the REAL day-by-day life of women on the job, in the world of offices – and in love’. It continued: 

			For the woman who works: Her own existence, not told as a pink romance but as LIFE. For the business man: The novel which will enable him to understand the puzzling women who work for him. For the lover of the real thing in literature: an American story demanding the most interesting reading and serious discussion.

			However, the critical establishment was not so easily moved, with reviews of the novel falling into two predictable camps. The liberal camp praised the book as an unvarnished portrait of the female office drudge, enduring the mill with a jaded resignation to her lot. The more conservative outlets, as would be expected, issued shrill condemnations of the novel. They believed it was designed to churn up unnecessary social resentment among female workers and panned it as a thesis-driven novel with exaggerated supporting ‘evidence’.

			Urban Forces

			The novel’s focus is unrelentingly on Una and her epiphanies – about herself and about the wider world – that grow larger and more important as the novel evolves. One such realization is that the male clerks in her first office job are not in a much better position than the women. Looking around at the other desks that surround hers, Una decides that most of the men are just 

			earnest-minded but intelligent serfs, not much stronger than the girls who were taking stenography for want of anything better to do. They sprawled and looked vacuous as they worked in rows in the big study-hall, with its hard blue walls showing the marks of two removed partitions, its old iron fireplace stuffed with rubbers and overshoes and crayon-boxes

			She and they are similarly cogs in a wheel of rapacious capitalism that runs unchecked. Later, she reflects that

			It was not so much that she was afraid of losing her job as that she came to see herself as part of a chain. The others, beyond, were waiting for her; she mustn’t hold them up. That was her first impression of the office system.

			In her first months in the city, Una develops a sense of herself as indistinguishable from the mass – enduring the same kind of sallow hopelessness that generations of white-collar workers to come would see with depressing clarity. Lewis observes how:

			There were a score of mild matter-of-fact Unas on the same Elevated train with her, in their black hats and black jackets and black skirts and white waists, with one hint of coquetry in a white-lace jabot or a white-lace veil. 

			The human cost of profit is, indeed, what eventually spurs Una to jump off the human treadmill and embrace individualism. In doing so she demonstrates the kind of feminist thinking that figures such as the labour lawyer and women’s rights advocate Crystal Eastman (sister of the American socialist party leader Max Eastman) said would inevitably require a radical reformation of the capitalist system – currently unchecked by responsibility for workers’ mental and spiritual well-being, and overall sense of healthfully contributing to a society based on good.

			Independent Women

			These are the type of women that we find in perhaps the best sequence of scenes in the book, the female residents of the tendentiously but ultimately misleadingly named ‘Temperance and Protection Home Club for Young Girls’. Rose Larsen, Mrs. Amesbury, Jennie Cassevent and, in particular, Mrs. Esther Lawrence, are fully-realized female characters whom Lewis depicts with sympathy and psychological insight. They show Una that she can be more than a wage slave, beholden to her male bosses. 

			Mrs. Lawrence becomes the chief spokesperson for this point of view, at one point vividly expostulating on conditions:

			oh, we are exploited, women who are on jobs. The bosses give us a lot of taffy and raise their hats – but they don’t raise our wages, and they think that if they keep us till two G.M. taking dictation they make it all right by apologizing. Women are a lot more conscientious on jobs than men are – but that’s because we’re fools; you don’t catch the men staying till six-thirty because the boss has shystered all afternoon and wants to catch up on his correspondence. But we – of course we don’t dare to make dates for dinner, lest we have to stay late. We don’t dare!

			Such are the views of ‘Mrs.’ Lawrence – notice the form of address. It was a slick manoeuvre on the part of the savvy Lewis, who knew most of the time what he could and could not get away with in print. ‘Mrs.’ Lawrence is separated but not divorced, yet in the novel she has relationships with men other than her husband. Lewis knew the old adage in publishing that you cannot state some facts directly, but you can always imply them. ‘Keep up your belief in the mysticism of love and all that kind of sentimental sex stuff as long as you can,’ Mrs. Lawrence advises Una. ‘You’ll lose it some day fast enough.’

			The Quest for Freedom

			Earlier in the story, when Una’s mother dies and she is cleaning out their shared apartment prior to her move to the Temperance Home, she has to decide what to do with her mother’s caged canary. She releases it, but the bird returns to the windowsill, not wanting to be free. Una eventually must leave it in its cage on the street for someone to pick up and adopt, so that ‘with bitter haste’ she can complete her work of ‘getting rid of things – things – things – the things which were stones of an imprisoning past’. This is the peculiar paradox of Una’s journey in the world.

			Under the tutelage of the women of the Temperance Home, Una does indeed finally break out of the prison of the work mill – no longer plodding ‘along the streets wonderingly, a detached little stranger’, but instead someone walking ‘briskly and contentedly, heedless of crowds’, boldly in charge of her destiny. By the novel’s end she has completed a spectacular feat in landing a highly paid position with a hotel chain. In this she has become not merely a woman in a man’s world, but one in a business not regarded as suitable for women at all.

			Ultimately The Job becomes social analysis laid over a feminist Horatio Alger story. Individualism and dogged determination to achieve do succeed in the end of this progressive manifesto. But what of the romance part of the plot? Like many of his heroes and heroines Lewis compromises; he has Una marry her assistant, who turns out to be none other than a former flame that had got away. Now the couple marry and plan to start a family: a man by the side of a woman in charge. 

			James Hutchisson
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			Part One 

			The City

		

	
		
			Chapter I

			Captain Lew Golden would have saved any foreign observer a great deal of trouble in studying America. He was an almost perfect type of the petty small-town middle-class lawyer. He lived in Panama, Pennsylvania. He had never been “captain” of anything except the Crescent Volunteer Fire Company, but he owned the title because he collected rents, wrote insurance, and meddled with lawsuits.

			He carried a quite visible mustache-comb and wore a collar, but no tie. On warm days he appeared on the street in his shirt-sleeves, and discussed the comparative temperatures of the past thirty years with Doctor Smith and the Mansion House ’bus-driver. He never used the word “beauty” except in reference to a setter dog – beauty of words or music, of faith or rebellion, did not exist for him. He rather fancied large, ambitious, banal, red-and-gold sunsets, but he merely glanced at them as he straggled home, and remarked that they were “nice.” He believed that all Parisians, artists, millionaires, and socialists were immoral. His entire system of theology was comprised in the Bible, which he never read, and the Methodist Church, which he rarely attended; and he desired no system of economics beyond the current platform of the Republican party. He was aimlessly industrious, crotchety but kind, and almost quixotically honest.

			He believed that “Panama, Pennsylvania, was good enough for anybody.”

			This last opinion was not shared by his wife, nor by his daughter Una.

			Mrs. Golden was one of the women who aspire just enough to be vaguely discontented; not enough to make them toil at the acquisition of understanding and knowledge. She had floated into a comfortable semi-belief in a semi-Christian Science, and she read novels with a conviction that she would have been a romantic person “if she hadn’t married Mr. Golden – not but what he’s a fine man and very bright and all, but he hasn’t got much imagination or any, well, romance!”

			She wrote poetry about spring and neighborhood births, and Captain Golden admired it so actively that he read it aloud to callers. She attended all the meetings of the Panama Study Club, and desired to learn French, though she never went beyond borrowing a French grammar from the Episcopalian rector and learning one conjugation. But in the pioneer suffrage movement she took no part – she didn’t “think it was quite ladylike.” … She was a poor cook, and her house always smelled stuffy, but she liked to have flowers about. She was pretty of face, frail of body, genuinely gracious of manner. She really did like people, liked to give cookies to the neighborhood boys, and – if you weren’t impatient with her slackness – you found her a wistful and touching figure in her slight youthfulness and in the ambition to be a romantic personage, a Marie Antoinette or a Mrs. Grover Cleveland, which ambition she still retained at fifty-five.

			She was, in appearance, the ideal wife and mother – sympathetic, forgiving, bright-lipped as a May morning. She never demanded; she merely suggested her desires, and, if they were refused, let her lips droop in a manner which only a brute could withstand.

			She plaintively admired her efficient daughter Una.

			Una Golden was a “good little woman” – not pretty, not noisy, not particularly articulate, but instinctively on the inside of things; naturally able to size up people and affairs. She had common sense and unkindled passion. She was a matter-of-fact idealist, with a healthy woman’s simple longing for love and life. At twenty-four Una had half a dozen times fancied herself in love. She had been embraced at a dance, and felt the stirring of a desire for surrender. But always a native shrewdness had kept her from agonizing over these affairs.

			She was not – and will not be – a misunderstood genius, an undeveloped artist, an embryonic leader in feminism, nor an ugly duckling who would put on a Georgette hat and captivate the theatrical world. She was an untrained, ambitious, thoroughly commonplace, small-town girl. But she was a natural executive and she secretly controlled the Golden household; kept Captain Golden from eating with his knife, and her mother from becoming drugged with too much reading of poppy-flavored novels.

			She wanted to learn, learn anything. But the Goldens were too respectable to permit her to have a job, and too poor to permit her to go to college. From the age of seventeen, when she had graduated from the high school – in white ribbons and heavy new boots and tight new organdy – to twenty-three, she had kept house and gone to gossip-parties and unmethodically read books from the town library – Walter Scott, Richard Le Gallienne, Harriet Beecher Stowe, Mrs. Humphry Ward, How to Know the Birds, My Year in the Holy Land, Home Needlework, Sartor Resartus, and Ships that Pass in the Night. Her residue of knowledge from reading them was a disbelief in Panama, Pennsylvania.

			She was likely never to be anything more amazing than a mother and wife, who would entertain the Honiton Embroidery Circle twice a year.

			Yet, potentially, Una Golden was as glowing as any princess of balladry. She was waiting for the fairy prince, though he seemed likely to be nothing more decorative than a salesman in a brown derby. She was fluid; indeterminate as a moving cloud.

			Although Una Golden had neither piquant prettiness nor grave handsomeness, her soft littleness made people call her “Puss,” and want to cuddle her as a child cuddles a kitten. If you noted Una at all, when you met her, you first noted her gentle face, her fine-textured hair of faded gold, and her rimless eye-glasses with a gold chain over her ear. These glasses made a business-like center to her face; you felt that without them she would have been too childish. Her mouth was as kind as her spirited eyes, but it drooped. Her body was so femininely soft that you regarded her as rather plump. But for all her curving hips, and the thick ankles which she considered “common,” she was rather anemic. Her cheeks were round, not rosy, but clear and soft; her lips a pale pink. Her chin was plucky and undimpled; it was usually spotted with one or two unimportant eruptions, which she kept so well covered with powder that they were never noticeable. No one ever thought of them except Una herself, to whom they were tragic blemishes which she timorously examined in the mirror every time she went to wash her hands. She knew that they were the result of the indigestible Golden family meals; she tried to take comfort by noticing their prevalence among other girls; but they kept startling her anew; she would secretly touch them with a worried forefinger, and wonder whether men were able to see anything else in her face.

			You remembered her best as she hurried through the street in her tan mackintosh with its yellow velveteen collar turned high up, and one of those modest round hats to which she was addicted. For then you were aware only of the pale-gold hair fluffing round her school-mistress eye-glasses, her gentle air of respectability, and her undistinguished littleness.

			She trusted in the village ideal of virginal vacuousness as the type of beauty which most captivated men, though every year she was more shrewdly doubtful of the divine superiority of these men. That a woman’s business in life was to remain respectable and to secure a man, and consequent security, was her unmeditated faith – till, in 1905, when Una was twenty-four years old, her father died.

			§ 2

			Captain Golden left to wife and daughter a good name, a number of debts, and eleven hundred dollars in lodge insurance. The funeral was scarcely over before neighbors – the furniture man, the grocer, the polite old homeopathic doctor – began to come in with bland sympathy and large bills. When the debts were all cleared away the Goldens had only six hundred dollars and no income beyond the good name. All right-minded persons agree that a good name is precious beyond rubies, but Una would have preferred less honor and more rubies.

			She was so engaged in comforting her mother that she scarcely grieved for her father. She took charge of everything – money, house, bills.

			Mrs. Golden had been overwhelmed by a realization that, however slack and shallow Captain Golden had been, he had adored her and encouraged her in her gentility, her pawing at culture. With an emerging sincerity, Mrs. Golden mourned him, now, missed his gossipy presence – and at the same time she was alive to the distinction it added to her slim gracefulness to wear black and look wan. She sobbed on Una’s shoulder; she said that she was lonely; and Una sturdily comforted her and looked for work.

			One of the most familiar human combinations in the world is that of unemployed daughter and widowed mother. A thousand times you have seen the jobless daughter devoting all of her curiosity, all of her youth, to a widowed mother of small pleasantries, a small income, and a shabby security. Thirty comes, and thirty-five. The daughter ages steadily. At forty she is as old as her unwithering mother. Sweet she is, and pathetically hopeful of being a pianist or a nurse; never quite reconciled to spinsterhood, though she often laughs about it; often, by her insistence that she is an “old maid,” she makes the thought of her barren age embarrassing to others. The mother is sweet, too, and “wants to keep in touch with her daughter’s interests,” only, her daughter has no interests. Had the daughter revolted at eighteen, had she stubbornly insisted that mother either accompany her to parties or be content to stay alone, had she acquired “interests,” she might have meant something in the new generation; but the time for revolt passes, however much the daughter may long to seem young among younger women. The mother is usually unconscious of her selfishness; she would be unspeakably horrified if some brutal soul told her that she was a vampire. Chance, chance and waste, rule them both, and the world passes by while the mother has her games of cards with daughter, and deems herself unselfish because now and then she lets daughter join a party (only to hasten back to mother), and even “wonders why daughter doesn’t take an interest in girls her own age.” That ugly couple on the porch of the apple-sauce and wash-pitcher boarding-house – the mother a mute, dwarfish punchinello, and the daughter a drab woman of forty with a mole, a wart, a silence. That charming mother of white hair and real lace with the well-groomed daughter. That comfortable mother at home and daughter in an office, but with no suitors, no ambition beyond the one at home. They are all examples of the mother-and-daughter phenomenon, that most touching, most destructive example of selfless unselfishness, which robs all the generations to come, because mother has never been trained to endure the long, long thoughts of solitude; because she sees nothing by herself, and within herself hears no diverting voice….

			There were many such mothers and daughters in Panama. If they were wealthy, daughter collected rents and saw lawyers and belonged to a club and tried to keep youthful at parties. If middle-class, daughter taught school, almost invariably. If poor, mother did the washing and daughter collected it. So it was marked down for Una that she should be a teacher.

			Not that she wanted to be a teacher! After graduating from high school, she had spent two miserable terms of teaching in the small white district school, four miles out on the Bethlehem Road. She hated the drive out and back, the airless room and the foul outbuildings, the shy, stupid, staring children, the jolly little arithmetical problems about wall-paper, piles of lumber, the amount of time that notoriously inefficient workmen will take to do “a certain piece of work.” Una was honest enough to know that she was not an honest teacher, that she neither loved masses of other people’s children nor had any ideals of developing the new generation. But she had to make money. Of course she would teach!

			When she talked over affairs with her tearful mother, Mrs. Golden always ended by suggesting, “I wonder if perhaps you couldn’t go back to school-teaching again. Everybody said you were so successful. And maybe I could get some needlework to do. I do want to help so much.”

			Mrs. Golden did, apparently, really want to help. But she never suggested anything besides teaching, and she went on recklessly investing in the nicest mourning. Meantime Una tried to find other work in Panama.

			Seen from a balloon, Panama is merely a mole on the long hill-slopes. But to Una its few straggly streets were a whole cosmos. She knew somebody in every single house. She knew just where the succotash, the cake-boxes, the clothes-lines, were kept in each of the grocery-stores, and on market Saturdays she could wait on herself. She summed up the whole town and its possibilities; and she wondered what opportunities the world out beyond Panama had for her. She recalled two trips to Philadelphia and one to Harrisburg. She made out a list of openings with such methodical exactness as she devoted to keeping the dwindling lodge insurance from disappearing altogether. Hers was no poetic outreach like that of the young genius who wants to be off for Bohemia. It was a question of earning money in the least tedious way. Una was facing the feminist problem, without knowing what the word “feminist” meant.

			This was her list of fair fields of fruitful labor:

			She could – and probably would – teach in some hen-coop of pedagogy.

			She could marry, but no one seemed to want her, except old Henry Carson, the widower, with catarrh and three children, who called on her and her mother once in two weeks, and would propose whenever she encouraged him to. This she knew scientifically. She had only to sit beside him on the sofa, let her hand drop down beside his. But she positively and ungratefully didn’t want to marry Henry and listen to his hawking and his grumbling for the rest of her life. Sooner or later one of The Boys might propose. But in a small town it was all a gamble. There weren’t so very many desirable young men – most of the energetic ones went off to Philadelphia and New York. True that Jennie McTevish had been married at thirty-one, when everybody had thought she was hopelessly an old maid. Yet here was Birdie Mayberry unmarried at thirty-four, no one could ever understand why, for she had been the prettiest and jolliest girl in town. Una crossed blessed matrimony off the list as a commercial prospect.

			She could go off and study music, law, medicine, elocution, or any of that amazing hodge-podge of pursuits which are permitted to small-town women. But she really couldn’t afford to do any of these; and, besides, she had no talent for music of a higher grade than Sousa and Victor Herbert; she was afraid of lawyers; blood made her sick; and her voice was too quiet for the noble art of elocution as practised by several satin-waisted, semi-artistic ladies who “gave readings” of Enoch Arden and Evangeline before the Panama Study Circle and the Panama Annual Chautauqua.

			She could have a job selling dry-goods behind the counter in the Hub Store, but that meant loss of caste.

			She could teach dancing – but she couldn’t dance particularly well. And that was all that she could do.

			She had tried to find work as office-woman for Dr. Mayberry, the dentist; in the office of the Panama Wood-Turning Company; in the post-office; as lofty enthroned cashier for the Hub Store; painting place-cards and making “fancy-work” for the Art Needlework Exchange.

			The job behind the counter in the Hub Store was the only one offered her.

			“If I were only a boy,” sighed Una, “I could go to work in the hardware-store or on the railroad or anywhere, and not lose respectability. Oh, I hate being a woman.”

			§ 3

			Una had been trying to persuade her father’s old-time rival, Squire Updegraff, the real-estate and insurance man, that her experience with Captain Golden would make her a perfect treasure in the office. Squire Updegraff had leaped up at her entrance, and blared, “Well, well, and how is the little girl making it?” He had set out a chair for her and held her hand. But he knew that her only experience with her father’s affairs had been an effort to balance Captain Golden’s account-books, which were works of genius in so far as they were composed according to the inspirational method. So there was nothing very serious in their elaborate discussion of giving Una a job.

			It was her last hope in Panama. She went disconsolately down the short street, between the two-story buildings and the rows of hitched lumber-wagons. Nellie Page, the town belle, tripping by in canvas sneakers and a large red hair-ribbon, shouted at her, and Charlie Martindale, of the First National Bank, nodded to her, but these exquisites were too young for her; they danced too well and laughed too easily. The person who stopped her for a long curbstone conference about the weather, while most of the town observed and gossiped, was the fateful Henry Carson. The village sun was unusually blank and hard on Henry’s bald spot today. Heavens! she cried to herself, in almost hysterical protest, would she have to marry Henry?

			Miss Mattie Pugh drove by, returning from district school. Miss Mattie had taught at Clark’s Crossing for seventeen years, had grown meek and meager and hopeless. Heavens! thought Una, would she have to be shut into the fetid barn of a small school unless she married Henry?

			“I won’t be genteel! I’ll work in The Hub or any place first!” Una declared. While she trudged home – a pleasant, inconspicuous, fluffy-haired young woman, undramatic as a field daisy – a cataract of protest poured through her. All the rest of her life she would have to meet that doddering old Mr. Mosely, who was unavoidably bearing down on her now, and be held by him in long, meaningless talks. And there was nothing amusing to do! She was so frightfully bored. She suddenly hated the town, hated every evening she would have to spend there, reading newspapers and playing cards with her mother, and dreading a call from Mr. Henry Carson.

			She wanted – wanted some one to love, to talk with. Why had she discouraged the beautiful Charlie Martindale, the time he had tried to kiss her at a dance? Charlie was fatuous, but he was young, and she wanted, yes, yes! that was it, she wanted youth, she who was herself so young. And she would grow old here unless some one, one of these godlike young men, condescended to recognize her. Grow old among these streets like piles of lumber.

			She charged into the small, white, ambling Golden house, with its peculiar smell of stale lamb gravy, and on the old broken couch – where her father had snored all through every bright Sunday afternoon – she sobbed feebly.

			She raised her head to consider a noise overhead – the faint, domestic thunder of a sewing-machine shaking the walls with its rhythm. The machine stopped. She heard the noise of scissors dropped on the floor – the most stuffily domestic sound in the world. The airless house was crushing her. She sprang up – and then she sat down again. There was no place to which she could flee. Henry Carson and the district school were menacing her. And meantime she had to find out what her mother was sewing – whether she had again been wasting money in buying mourning.

			“Poor, poor little mother, working away happy up there, and I’ve got to go and scold you,” Una agonized. “Oh, I want to earn money, I want to earn real money for you.”

			She saw a quadrangle of white on the table, behind a book. She pounced on it. It was a letter from Mrs. Sessions, and Una scratched it open excitedly.

			Mr. and Mrs. Albert Sessions, of Panama, had gone to New York. Mr. Sessions was in machinery. They liked New York. They lived in a flat and went to theaters. Mrs. Sessions was a pillowy soul whom Una trusted.

			“Why don’t you,” wrote Mrs. Sessions, “if you don’t find the kind of work you want in Panama, think about coming up to New York and taking stenography? There are lots of chances here for secretaries, etc.”

			Una carefully laid down the letter. She went over and straightened her mother’s red wool slippers. She wanted to postpone for an exquisite throbbing moment the joy of announcing to herself that she had made a decision.

			She would go to New York, become a stenographer, a secretary to a corporation president, a rich woman, free, responsible.

			The fact of making this revolutionary decision so quickly gave her a feeling of power, of already being a business woman.

			She galloped up-stairs to the room where her mother was driving the sewing-machine.

			“Mumsie!” she cried, “we’re going to New York! I’m going to learn to be a business woman, and the little mother will be all dressed in satin and silks, and dine on what-is-it and peaches and cream – the poem don’t come out right, but, oh, my little mother, we’re going out adventuring, we are!”

			She plunged down beside her mother, burrowed her head in her mother’s lap, kissed that hand whose skin was like thinnest wrinkly tissue-paper.

			“Why, my little daughter, what is it? Has some one sent for us? Is it the letter from Emma Sessions? What did she say in it?”

			“She suggested it, but we are going up independent.”

			“But can we afford to?… I would like the draymas and art-galleries and all!”

			“We will afford to! We’ll gamble, for once!”

		

	
		
			Chapter II

			Una Golden had never realized how ugly and petty were the streets of Panama till that evening when she walked down for the mail, spurning the very dust on the sidewalks – and there was plenty to spurn. An old mansion of towers and scalloped shingles, broken-shuttered now and unpainted, with a row of brick stores marching up on its once leisurely lawn. The town-hall, a square wooden barn with a sagging upper porch, from which the mayor would presumably have made proclamations, had there ever been anything in Panama to proclaim about. Staring loafers in front of the Girard House. To Una there was no romance in the sick mansion, no kindly democracy in the village street, no bare freedom in the hills beyond. She was not much to blame; she was a creature of action to whom this constricted town had denied all action except sweeping.

			She felt so strong now – she had expected a struggle in persuading her mother to go to New York, but acquiescence had been easy. Una had an exultant joy, a little youthful and cruel, in meeting old Henry Carson and telling him that she was going away, that she “didn’t know for how long; maybe for always.” So hopelessly did he stroke his lean brown neck, which was never quite clean-shaven, that she tried to be kind to him. She promised to write. But she felt, when she had left him, as though she had just been released from prison. To live with him, to give him the right to claw at her with those desiccated hands – she imagined it with a vividness which shocked her, all the while she was listening to his halting regrets.

			A dry, dusty September wind whirled down the village street. It choked her.

			There would be no dusty winds in New York, but only mellow breezes over marble palaces of efficient business. No Henry Carsons, but slim, alert business men, young of eye and light of tongue.

			§ 2

			Una Golden had expected to thrill to her first sight of the New York sky-line, crossing on the ferry in mid-afternoon, but it was so much like all the post-card views of it, so stolidly devoid of any surprises, that she merely remarked, “Oh yes, there it is, that’s where I’ll be,” and turned to tuck her mother into a ferry seat and count the suit-cases and assure her that there was no danger of pickpockets. Though, as the ferry sidled along the land, passed an English liner, and came close enough to the shore so that she could see the people who actually lived in the state of blessedness called New York, Una suddenly hugged her mother and cried, “Oh, little mother, we’re going to live here and do things together – everything.”

			The familiar faces of Mr. and Mrs. Albert Sessions were awaiting them at the end of the long cavernous walk from the ferry-boat, and New York immediately became a blur of cabs, cobblestones, bales of cotton, long vistas of very dirty streets, high buildings, surface cars, elevateds, shop windows that seemed dark and foreign, and everywhere such a rush of people as made her feel insecure, cling to the Sessionses, and try to ward off the dizziness of the swirl of new impressions. She was daunted for a moment, but she rejoiced in the conviction that she was going to like this madness of multiform energy.

			The Sessionses lived in a flat on Amsterdam Avenue near Ninety-sixth Street. They all went up from Cortlandt Street in the Subway, which was still new and miraculous in 1905. For five minutes Una was terrified by the jam of people, the blind roar through tunneled darkness, the sense of being powerlessly hurled forward in a mass of ungovernable steel. But nothing particularly fatal happened; and she grew proud to be part of this black energy, and contentedly swung by a strap.

			When they reached the Sessionses’ flat and fell upon the gossip of Panama, Pennsylvania, Una was absent-minded – except when the Sessionses teased her about Henry Carson and Charlie Martindale. The rest of the time, curled up on a black-walnut couch which she had known for years in Panama, and which looked plaintively rustic here in New York, Una gave herself up to impressions of the city: the voices of many children down on Amsterdam Avenue, the shriek of a flat-wheeled surface car, the sturdy pound of trucks, horns of automobiles; the separate sounds scarcely distinguishable in a whirr which seemed visible as a thick, gray-yellow dust-cloud.

			Her mother went to lie down; the Sessionses (after an elaborate explanation of why they did not keep a maid) began to get dinner, and Una stole out to see New York by herself.

			It all seemed different, at once more real and not so jumbled together, now that she used her own eyes instead of the guidance of that knowing old city bird, Mr. Albert Sessions.

			Amsterdam Avenue was, even in the dusk of early autumn, disappointing in its walls of yellow flat-buildings cluttered with fire-escapes, the first stories all devoted to the same sort of shops over and over again – delicatessens, laundries, barber-shops, saloons, groceries, lunch-rooms. She ventured down a side-street, toward a furnace-glow of sunset. West End Avenue was imposing to her in its solid brick and graystone houses, and pavements milky in the waning light. Then came a block of expensive apartments. She was finding the city of golden rewards. Frivolous curtains hung at windows; in a huge apartment-house hall she glimpsed a negro attendant in a green uniform with a monkey-cap and close-set rows of brass buttons; she had a hint of palms – or what looked like palms; of marble and mahogany and tiling, and a flash of people in evening dress. In her plain, “sensible” suit Una tramped past. She was unenvious, because she was going to have all these things soon.

			Out of a rather stodgy vision of silk opera wraps and suitors who were like floor-walkers, she came suddenly out on Riverside Drive and the splendor of the city.

			A dull city of straight-front unvaried streets is New York. But she aspires in her sky-scrapers; she dreams a garden dream of Georgian days in Gramercy Park; and on Riverside Drive she bares her exquisite breast and wantons in beauty. Here she is sophisticated, yet eager, comparable to Paris and Vienna; and here Una exulted.

			Down a polished roadway that reflected every light rolled smart motors, with gay people in the sort of clothes she had studied in advertisements. The driveway was bordered with mist wreathing among the shrubs. Above Una shouldered the tremendous façades of gold-corniced apartment-houses. Across the imperial Hudson everything was enchanted by the long, smoky afterglow, against which the silhouettes of dome and tower and factory chimney stood out like an Orient city.

			“Oh, I want all this – it’s mine!… An apartment up there – a big, broad window-seat, and look out on all this. Oh, dear God,” she was unconsciously praying to her vague Panama Wesley Methodist Church God, who gave you things if you were good, “I will work for all this … And for the little mother, dear mother that’s never had a chance.”

			In the step of the slightly stolid girl there was a new lightness, a new ecstasy in walking rapidly through the stirring New York air, as she turned back to the Sessionses’ flat.

			§ 3

			Later, when the streets fell into order and became normal, Una could never quite identify the vaudeville theater to which the Sessionses took them that evening. The gold-and-ivory walls of the lobby seemed to rise immeasurably to a ceiling flashing with frescoes of light lovers in blue and fluffy white, mincing steps and ardent kisses and flaunting draperies. They climbed a tremendous arching stairway of marble, upon which her low shoes clattered with a pleasant sound. They passed niches hung with heavy curtains of plum-colored velvet, framing the sly peep of plaster fauns, and came out on a balcony stretching as wide as the sea at twilight, looking down on thousands of people in the orchestra below, up at a vast golden dome lighted by glowing spheres hung with diamonds, forward at a towering proscenic arch above which slim, nude goddesses in bas-relief floated in a languor which obsessed her, set free the bare brown laughing nymph that hides in every stiff Una in semi-mourning.

			Nothing so diverting as that program has ever been witnessed. The funny men with their solemn mock-battles, their extravagance in dress, their galloping wit, made her laugh till she wanted them to stop. The singers were bell-voiced; the dancers graceful as clouds, and just touched with a beguiling naughtiness; and in the playlet there was a chill intensity that made her shudder when the husband accused the wife whom he suspected, oh, so absurdly, as Una indignantly assured herself.
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