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Rheta Childe Dorr was a journalist and suffragette. She became involved in the women's suffrage movement early on, after seeing Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Susan B. Anthony speak when she was twelve. In addition to women's suffrage, she was a journalist and writer. Dorr often struggled with finding a newspaper that would hire her for anything outside of the gossip columns or for equal pay. As time went on, she became more deeply involved in women's rights, as well as socialism. Dorr later broke with the socialist movement on the basis of her support for entering World War II and her objection to "German tyranny." Dorr died in 1948.

She married John Dorr, in 1892. The marriage soon turned to separation after she refused to stop working. Dorr lived as a single mother with their son.
Source:https://digital.janeaddams.ramapo.edu/items/show/1709


A New York Times review of her earlier book "A Woman of Fifty" is here. The Times said "the book is thoroughly human and deserves to have a few million readers."
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The author says in her Foreword that there is not much new material for alife of Susan B. Anthony. The History of Woman Suffrage compiled by a groupof the early American leaders and Mrs. Harper's biography of Miss Anthonyhave most of the facts about her life and work. Nor has Mrs. Dorr given us anessentially new interpretation of her character and guiding motives. Rather shehas attempted to put into a single readable volume that which before could onlybe had by reading tomes, and to place Miss Anthony in the society of her contemporaries rather better than the books written during her lifetime were ableto do.

The book she has written is not a great biography; it belongs to journalismrather than literature; its interpretations are not entirely free from the veryobvious commitments of the author. But for all that it is a book worth writingand well worth reading. It calls forth anew, as any sympathetic study of theirlives must, respect and admiration for that little band of pioneers who worked,in season and out of season, to secure for women the chance to participate in thework of the world and to make women something more than the ornaments andplaythings to which the eighteenth century tradition bound them. And of themall, the most indomitable fighter, the most tireless worker, the clearest and mostfar-sighted was Susan B. Anthony. Some of this gets into Mrs. Dorr's book,enough probably to send some readers to the older and more massive volumeswhere more of Miss Anthony has been recorded.


Helen R. Wright

University Of Chicago












To

MY GRANDDAUGHTER

LORA RHETA DORR

THAT SHE MAY KNOW SOMETHING OF HER HERITAGE


FORWARD




For a biography of Susan B. Anthony there can never
be much new material. The monumental “History of
Woman Suffrage,” compiled by Susan herself, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Matilda Joslyn Gage and Ida Husted Harper, contains most of the facts of her work during fifty-three years for woman’s right, as she expressed it, to own and possess herself. Mrs. Harper’s
minute and painstaking biography, published in two large volumes in 1898, and a third volume written immediately after her death in 1906, is a source book of priceless value to every student of the facts of her remarkable career. Mrs. Harper’s book suffered the one
disadvantage of being written mainly in Susan’s lifetime, and characteristically she refused to permit herself to be represented the towering figure she actually was.



To give Susan the historic background against which she lived and moved I have read many contemporary books and magazines, and I have gone through old files
of Garrison’s Liberator, and the short-lived paper she
so dearly cherished, The Revolution. Especially have
I read her many scrapbooks, and those of Elizabeth Cady Stanton, preserved in the Library of
Congress, Washington, filled with old letters, speeches
and newspaper clippings dating back to 1848, the mar-
gins of the books freely scribbled with Susan’s comments and corrections. I have searched the yellowing
columns of daily newspapers where the activities of
Susan and her crusaders were reported, first with
astonishment and alarm, next with ridicule and abuse,
finally with respect and homage. In those newspaper
columns one sees how perceptibly in half a century the
whole current of men’s convictions about women and
their place in society was changed, and how insistently
the name of Susan B. Anthony dominates the story.
To Harriot Stanton Blatch and Ida Husted Harper
I am indebted for suggestions and personal reminiscences. I have also my own memories, going back to
when, as a girl of twelve, I eluded the vigilance of
cautious parents to attend my first “woman’s rights”
meeting, there to be made by Susan B. Anthony and
Elizabeth Cady Stanton a life convert to woman suffrage. In later years it was my privilege as a news-
paper reporter to attend many conventions of the National American Woman Suffrage Association, and I
was present at that historic one when Susan appeared
for once without her famous red silk shawl. The press
table sent her a note: “No red shawl, no report,” and
Susan, laughing like a girl, wrote back: “I have sent
to the hotel for it.” I heard her in Baltimore make her
last speech to the association. Few at the reporters’
table, even the men, could see very well what they wrote
for their tears.


It is to men as well as women that I have wanted to
present Susan B. Anthony as a warm and living, faulty,
but human and dynamic personality, for men also owe
her a great and lasting debt. In the weak and helpless, dependent women of her youth Susan saw something worse than mere chattels of men; she saw a burden that had to be lifted from the shoulders of men.
She loved liberty for itself, and she gave her life as
much to free the slave owner as the slave. For this
Susan B. Anthony deserves to be remembered, not
merely as a great name, but as a woman possessing that
feminine and emotional sense of humanity which transcends class and sex and embraces with love the whole
human race.
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PART I










"In ancient Greece she would have been a Stoic; in the era of the Reformation, a Calvinist; in King Charles' time a Puritan; but inthe Nineteenth Century, by the very laws of her being, she is a reformer,


Elizabeth Cady Stanton.







CHAPTER I

A STUDY IN FAILURE

When Susan B. Anthony died, at the great age of eighty-six, the press, liberal and conservative, unitedin a tribute of respectful homage which neverthelessamounted to a requiem. She was spoken of as one ofthe great figures of the old Nineteenth Century, nowdeparted to join the honored shade of her equally greatcolleague, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, and those otherreformers of abolition fame, Wendell Phillips, William Lloyd Garrison, Harriet Beecher Stowe, JuliaWard Howe, Charles Sumner. Yet not quite with theselast could she be said to have ranked, for what theystrove for they accomplished fully, whereas Susan B.Anthony’s work remained half finished. It was grantedthat during her lifetime the progress of women hadbeen remarkable, and that some of it, no doubt, wasdue to her long crusade for sex freedom. Practicallyall avenues of industry, the trades and professions,were now open to women. Higher education was theirsfor the asking in every State in the Union. Most ofthe ancient taboos limiting the personal freedom ofwomen were now forgotten. But the final goal toward which Susan B. Anthony had urged Americanwomen was still unachieved. Political enfranchisement,for all her fifty years of propaganda, had hardly passedbeyond its controversial stage. Honor was due thewoman who for more than half a century had endured without flinching ridicule, abuse, calumny, opposition from press and pulpit, opposition from women themselves. She had set forth early in life to convert thecountry to the doctrine of political as well as social andeconomic equality of women and men, but the majoritywere far from being converted. In some distant futureevents might so shape themselves that another mightsucceed where she had not, but as for Susan B. Anthony she was, like Napoleon at Waterloo, a splendidfailure.

In 1906, the year of Susan’s death, there was much to warrant this verdict. The woman suffrage movement was at a standstill. All the arguments havingbeen advanced, all the facts presented, the question hadceased to be news, hence it was accorded in a year lessnewspaper space than the editors allowed in a day tobaseball, racing and the prize ring. To the averagereader of magazines and books woman suffrage wasso uninteresting a topic that no first-class periodicalwould accept an article on the subject. Politicallywoman suffrage was nowhere an issue. Once in a greatwhile a Senate or House Committee would grant ahearing to its proponents, but their speeches simplywent into the waste-basket. In four Western States ofthe Union women had indeed been given the full franchise, but no other State seemed ambitious to followtheir example. As for the rest of the world, except inFinland, then an obscure autonomous Grand Duchyof Russia, equal suffrage was unthinkable.

Susan B. Anthony knew this, knew that in dying she left the whole question indefinite and chaotic. Sheknew that she left behind her no new leaders, no newplan of campaign, for the devoted women to whom shebequeathed her life-work were all past middle age andvery weary, and not one was as able, as aggressive, asradical or as resourceful as the women who, in heryouth, had flung into the world that challenge to man’sdominance of human interests and activities. She wasthe last of the old guard, and it is possible that in herhour of death the expiring sigh of Keats, “writ inwater,” may have found echo. For selfless as she wasit is not human to be entirely selfless. To the end SusanB. Anthony believed in the ultimate triumph of herideals, but her estimate of herself may have been thatof the majority of men, a splendid failure.

Yet within eight years of her death new leaders had developed, woman suffrage had suddenly emerged frompropaganda to politics, and women all over this country were out in a militant campaign for what waseverywhere known as the Susan B. Anthony Amendment to the Constitution of the United States. Withamazing rapidity the measure was carried throughboth Houses of Congress, ratified by more than therequisite three-fourths of the State Legislatures, and inNovember, 1920, the centennial year of Susan’s birth,the women of America went to the polls and voted ina national election. In Great Britain women overthirty were already voters, and within a few yearspractically every civilized nation in the world hadmade their women full citizens. This was the onlycompletely democratic achievement of a war wagedfor democracy, and in Europe as well as in the UnitedStates and Canada the debt of women to Susan B.Anthony was reverently acknowledged. She stoodthen, and she still stands, as the everlasting symbol ofwomen’s emancipation.

A quarter of a century after her death is not too late to begin to write of this woman who, while she neitherbegan nor ended the upward struggle of half the human race towards equality with the other half, hasleft upon the whole movement the stamp of an imperishable personality. Perhaps it is even a little early.For not until the free woman ceases to be a novelty inthe eyes of men can it clearly be seen that what SusanB. Anthony did, the yet uncomprehended social revolution she worked for, .and in great measure accomplished, belongs not to the history of specialpropaganda, but to the history of our civilization. Thethreads of the woman movement have woven themselves so subtly into the warp and woof of our emergingdemocracy that now they blend harmoniously, almostindistinguishably, with the whole fabric. The loomtook up each thread without a jar. The proof of thisis that when women made each gradual advance theywere sometimes halted for a space, but they were neverturned back. When the last advance into citizenshipwas made it was as though the weaver almost casuallycompleted his pattern. Woman suffrage was no peacewithout victory, as Negro suffrage has proved. It wasno victory without peace, as the prohibition amendment has turned out to be. It is an approved andundisputed part of the American Constitution.

What then will future students of the history of the United States think of the men who wrote our textbooks without reference to forces which, under theirvery eyes, were steadily at work to create a new socialorder in this country and throughout the world? Fewhistorians have even mentioned the name of Susan B. Anthony. Only in a recent work, “The Rise of American Civilization,” by Charles and Mary Beard, has the woman movement been admitted into the dignity ofhistory. This is at least a guarantee of better interpretation of events which have raised this country intoits present predominance among nations.

The newer interpreters, however generously they may concede that women, too, were among the builders,will have difficulty in placing Susan B. Anthony whereshe belongs in our annals. They may be puzzled tounderstand exactly what she did that so definitely altered opinions and events in her time. She left behindher no written record, for Susan was not a writer.Compared with Elizabeth Cady Stanton and other colleagues she was not a great orator. Neither was shea statesman nor even a very astute politician. Whatshe possessed was a quality of leadership that amountedto genius. In the earlier stages of the woman’s rightsmovement she served as a quiet but competent secretary. A little later she began to lay out brilliant andaudacious plans of campaign and to compel their success. Finally it was discovered that she was commander-in-chief of all the forces. Commander she remained,even after her death, for the women who carried outher policies, some of them children when she died,never thought of themselves except as her under-officers. The Susan B. Anthony Amendment was indeedhers, because as far back as Civil War days she haddeclared that the charter of women’s liberties must bewritten into the Constitution itself. No action of theseparate States, no emancipation proclamation, wouldever have satisfied her. Complete victory, not armistice, was her objective. It was the goal of all thoseliberators who taught Americans that their countrycould not forever remain half slave, half free.

Susan B. Anthony’s life story must therefore be written against the whole background of her United States. Born in the year of the Missouri Compromise, she grewup in that middle period which accepted compromiseafter compromise, until fire and sword came to destroyall compromises between caste and democracy, betweenfree and slave labor. All but one. That final compromise had to be destroyed by women, and Susan B.Anthony, more than any other, armed women to do it.The time is past when she can be classed with propagandists and special pleaders. She belongs with thehistory makers of this Republic, and who fails to placeher there simply admits that he knows the history ofhis country not at all.


CHAPTER II

AN EARLY AMERICAN IDYL

Susan, the second child of Daniel and Lucy Read Anthony, was born February 15, 1820, in Adams,Massachusetts, a little white Berkshire Hills villagelargely populated by well-to-do and orthodox Quakers.Considering the career to which she was destined thisfact assured her, as a female child, a fairly good startin life. The Society of Friends was the first religioussect to put into practice the Christ principle that thereis no sex in souls, the first to reject the Pauline precept,“Let your women keep silence in the churches.”Quaker women not only spoke in meeting, the ablestof them actually sharing the high seat with elders andpreachers, but they had a voice and vote in secularmatters affecting the congregations. It followed thatin their domestic relations they had considerably morefreedom than other women. In the simple and austerehome life of Friends father and mother exercised almost equal authority over the children, and girls werenot unduly subordinated to their brothers. Friendswere narrowly religious, but their theology was alittle less dark and gloomy than that of the Puritans,and their rule of life, while severe, was not harsh.Nevertheless it is simple delusion to ascribe to Quakersmuch ascendancy over Puritans in liberality of mindor tolerance of the individual conscience. Everyopinion and every act of a Quaker’s life was subject to rule. He had to think, speak and behave in conformity with his fellow religionists. His garments might notvary in color, line or pattern. He could not make anindependent move, could not marry, engage in business,make a speech or publish a book without the censorship and consent of the congregation. In dress, speech,manners and conventions generally a Quaker community was as standardized as an ant hill, and it wasby consent only that a certain joyousness aboundedwithin it, a love of good things to eat and drink, a socialspirit which expressed itself by visiting around, entertaining strangers, interest in and harmless discussionof social and even political events.

Daniel Anthony, Susan’s father, had a mind which occasionally transcended the limits of the ant hill. Inhis youth he had defied a sacred tenet of his orderby marrying a girl whose family were Baptists andwhose father had been won over to the Universalists,in those days hardly considered a Christian sect because the Universalists rejected a personal devil anda literal hell. Lucy Read, although she leaned towardsher mother’s faith, was almost the last girl in the village whom a staid young Quaker would be expectedto woo. Lucy, in her charming adolescence was apretty and coquettish young creature, fond of dress,dancing, beaux, and all the pleasures of life which asmall community afforded. She was possessed of aphenomenal voice, pure and strong, and her habitof singing at her spinning wheel was one of the principal objections urged against her by the elders. Hadshe not owned to a longing to go into some open fieldand, if for only once in her life, let out that voice to thefull splendor of its power? What a wife for a godlyyoung Friend! What a wife for any respectable manof that unworldly generation. However, Daniel stubbornly insisted on marrying the girl he loved to infatuation, and it was only because his family was so influential, and he himself a man of importance in thecommunity, that the meeting reluctantly decided notto turn him out.

Lucy Anthony, to the relief of the congregation, developed into a model wife according to their own standards. Two or three days before she marriedDaniel she went to a party and danced until four o’clockin the morning, but that was the last bit of wildness sheever displayed in her life. The day after her weddingshe put away all her pretty gowns, assumed the Quakerdrab, and except for low cradle tunes was never againheard to lift her beautiful voice in song. She neverjoined the meeting or adopted the Biblical thee andthou, but in all other external ways she became onewith her husband’s people. A modern psychologistmight find Lucy Anthony a curious study in frustration. Her real nature she buried like a child in thegrave, but all during her young wifehood and motherhood there was evidence that her old self still lived, apale spirit hovering near to twist and torment her body.No good woman of her time was supposed to be conscious of sex or sex inhibitions, but what would a psychologist make of Lucy’s abnormal shrinking fromsuch primal facts as birth and generation? Mrs.Harper, Susan B. Anthony’s first biographer, naivelyrecords that before the birth of each of her eight children Mrs. Anthony suffered such unbearable agoniesof humiliation and embarrassment that she literallywent into seclusion and would never allow her pregnancy to be alluded to even by her own mother. Grandmother Read used to make baby clothes, take them tothe Anthony home and slip them into a bureau drawer,expecting no acknowledgment and getting none fromher excessively modest daughter.

The Anthony children were brought up orthodox Quakers, but once in a while their mother’s alien mindasserted itself in a bit of trimming on the girls’ soberdresses, subtle encouragement of their love of juvenileparties, and once a timid plea to Daniel to allow themto attend the village singing school. She knew that hewould have to deny her, but she made the plea nevertheless. Twenty years later, after Daniel had brokenwith the Society of Friends, or they had broken withhim, Lucy Anthony had the sad pleasure of hearingthe piano played in her home. But it was too late. Theharmonies of her music-starved soul had vanished in adream.

Susan B. Anthony was thus a child of two unusual parents, a father of courage and independent mind,and a mother who might have been an artist. Susanwas always supposed to resemble her father, physicallyand mentally, but it is certain that she also inheritedsomething of her mother’s finer temperament. In herchildhood she was distinguished only by being veryprecocious and self-willed. She learned to read andwrite before she was five, and a little later startled thevillage schoolmaster by a demand to be taught longdivision. Not every teacher of the 1820’s was capableof imparting so much of higher mathematics, nor didany of them expect to teach it to girls. A woman might-properly use addition, and even a little of the multiplication table to help her count out and weigh the surplus eggs, butter and yarn she sent to market, but asmen managed all the important accounts, all businesspublic and private, they alone needed arithmetic. ButSusan wanted to learn long division, and somehow orother she managed to learn it. With equal obstinacyshe persisted in mastering other branches of learningsupposed to be sacred to males. She had a restlessenergy, a rude health, an abounding vitality whichmade her the equal of her father and brothers in alloutdoor work, although nothing was neglected to trainand perfect her in traditional household arts. DanielAnthony, while not wealthy, was a fairly prosperousman. He was the owner of a small cotton mill, therapid little stream which flowed through the Read-Anthony acres furnishing power to operate twenty-sixlooms. Still it never occurred to him to hire a servantto help his wife in the care of a large house and afamily of small children. As each child reached sevenor eight years a little of the work was delegated to histiny hands, and with only such assistance Lucy Anthony cooked and baked, washed and ironed, spun, woveand sewed innumerable garments to clothe the family.At times she had to take unmarried factory hands toboard, and one summer, with a nursing baby in herarms, she boarded eleven. Such was the life of “protected” women in the good old days.

When Susan was six years old her father’s fortunes were materially advanced by a move to Battenville,New York, where he formed a partnership with JudgeJohn McLean, a capitalist interested in the growingimportance of cotton manufacturing. Judge McLeanhad erected in Battenville a large and modernlyequipped cotton mill, and he took Daniel Anthony, apractical manufacturer and executive, as a managingpartner. In addition to the cotton factory the partnersbuilt a large brick store and a number of tenant housesfor the accommodation of their operatives, all Americans of original stock, for immigration from Continental Europe, or even from the British Isles, hadreached little proportion in the United States. Amongother workers attracted to Battenville were not a fewunmarried daughters of New York and New Englandfarmers, girls of the type described by Lucy Larcom inher stories of early American mill life. These younggirls had to be provided with good homes, for theywere proud and would not accept an inferior socialstatus.

Daniel Anthony’s attitude towards his people was that of a patriarch, say that of a kindly and beneficent autocrat. Of their morals he was particularlymindful. For example, in his Adams, Massachusetts,business he had handled liquor, for it was the universalcustom that all deals were accompanied by a treat fromthe proprietor. But when the big store in Battenvillecame to be stocked Daniel refused to buy any rum.Neither would he consent to furnish drinks to the menand boys who came to the “raising” of the tenant houses.The scandalized Judge McLean objected that no onewould ever patronize a store where no liquor was sold,or assist in house raisings where time-honored libations were omitted. Daniel Anthony insisted that theywould, provided the goods offered at the store were ofthe best quality and moderately priced, and providedthe refreshments attendant on the raising were appetizing. His judgment proved correct in both cases.The store flourished from its first opening, and on the day of the raising the men found such a generous feast of cakes, pies, doughnuts, great pitchers of lemonade,good tea and coffee, all prepared by Mrs. Anthony’stireless hands, that although they laughed a little ruefully they did the work, afterward no doubt, slakingtheir thirst at home or in the village grog shop.

The radical Daniel proceeded farther with his temperance crusade. He organized among the mill hands a temperance society, to the indignation of the localtavern keeper, although the pledge required only abstinence from hard liquor. Nobody in those daysthought of abolishing wine or good hard cider, andDaniel himself unwillingly retained a small keg of rumor gin in his home against the visits of Quaker preachers or old-fashioned customers. Another of Daniel’spatriarchal enterprises was an evening school in whichhe was the principal teacher. Many of the youngerworkers had come from remote farms and had neverbefore had an opportunity to learn much reading andwriting, so the school was a popular feature. On Sunday afternoons, for Quakers were not strict Sabbatarians, the Anthony home was always open, and manyof the operatives, especially the older men, gatheredthere for religious and ethical discussions, the morningsermon and obscure Biblical passages furnishing endless material for conversation. It is probable thatcurrent events were also discussed, although villagecommunities were far removed from the main streamsof thought or of world movements. The slavery question was beginning to be agitated in a quiet way, andwhile the Society of Friends was divided on its rightsand wrongs, Daniel Anthony was a convinced abolitionist. So strongly did he feel on the subject that he eventried to buy for the mills cotton that was not grownby slave labor. Daniel, in a word, was an idealist. Itwas his ambition to build up around his mills an industrial community which should be a model for allmanufacturers. He insisted on paying good wages, aswages went then, and though he governed almost everydetail of his employees’ lives he did it in democraticfashion, assuming for himself and his family no socialprivileges. Once when there was a shortage of girlworkers Daniel allowed his favorite child Susan to gointo the mills and work for a few weeks as a spooler,paying her the current wage of three dollars a week.Susan enjoyed the experience, most of all the three dollars a week, the first money she had ever handled in herlife. She was permitted to spend it as she pleased, andshe pleased to give part of it to her elder sister Guelmaand to lavish the rest on a present to her mother.

Daniel Anthony was no Socialist, but his Battenville mill community was benevolent enough to have satisfied a Fourier or a Robert Owen. The workers’ houseswere mere cottages, but each one had its garden, itschicken yard, cow barn and pig pen to furnish food inplain abundance. In the large kitchens the womencooked over open hearths and baked their bread, piesand Indian puddings in deep Dutch ovens. In thesunniest windows stood spinning wheels and quiltingframes to occupy what was felicitously termed theirspare time. In this spare time also the housewivescanned vegetables and fruit, dried corn, beans andherbs, cured meat, dipped candles, and manufacturedclothing for the entire family, including men’.s garments. Hours of work in the mills and in the homewere immoderately long, but Americans of the old stock expected to toil grimly hard and to have few pleasures. As long as what they called their freedomand their liberties were not interfered with they servedtheir employers faithfully and believed themselves tobe the happiest and most favored of the children ofGod.


CHAPTER III

ANDREW JACKSON ENDS THE IDYL

From a romantic point of view it seems a pity that such an almost perfect state of things could not havecontinued indefinitely. Rural, self-contained communities enjoying so many of the essentials of happiness, small but secure incomes, homes of primitive comfort, innocent recreations, unquestioning religiousfaith, humane employers, bucolically contented workers, willingly subjected women, every one far removedfrom the raging storms of politics. But this is not aworld where the simple essentials of happiness can longbe conserved. Especially was this apparent in the thirddecade of the Nineteenth Century. The Age of Innocence was passing in the American commonwealth, andthe country was entering an era of growth and powerthat staggers the mind to look back upon. An era ofexpansion in every possible direction. Land expansion,which between 1803 and 1848 turned a little group ofloosely federated States into a mighty empire. Expansion along lines of creative invention such as theworld had never known before. Steam applied notonly to manufacturing but to transportation on land andsea and inland waters; exploitation on an unheard-ofscale of national resources, coal and iron, silver andgold. Above all, a heady development of ideas andnational ambitions. Into factories, mines, railroadsand power-driven ships poured enormous capital. Into the vast spaces of the uncharted West streamed the Pioneers, men of such new and different racial typesthat they make us forget that in the beginning allAmericans were pioneers. Changed conditions.Changed modes of thought. Overnight, it seemed, achanged conception of government in Washington.

Inevitably the country began to suffer such violent growing pains that even isolated and unambitious communities such as Battenville, New York, suffered without understanding why. There were newspapers butno telegraphs, and people generally knew even lessthan they do now of the drift of national affairs or theeconomic forces underlying them. There were votersenough in the conservative East, small manufacturers,shopkeepers, workmen, dreamy socialists, to thrill tothe Jacksonian slogan of rights for the common people,and when the last of the old Jeffersonian Federalistswere swept out of office they acclaimed the rise topower of the radical West. There was so much goodstatesmanship mixed up with the blatant demagogueryof the new democracy that its supporters, East andWest, were blinded to its weak economic policies. Howwere men like Judge McLean and Daniel Anthony,for example, to know that Andrew Jackson’s ruthlessdestruction of the sound money Federal Bank, fouryears before its charter had expired; the consequenttriumph of irresponsible wildcat State and privatebanks; the Administration’s encouragement of landspeculation in the Middle West, and its return to shifting and uncertain tariffs, would so affect their honestlives as to ruin their business and to plunge themselvesand their employees into sudden poverty? Yet so itwas in 1838, the year of the worst panic the countryhad ever faced. Trade and business simply died.Daniel Anthony, paying a hurried visit to New York,possibly to seek credits for his distressed mills, wroteback that all he saw was empty wharfs, shuttered warehouses and streets almost empty of goods traffic.

Out of the general wreck of his affairs Judge McLean, by rare good luck, managed to save something, but Daniel Anthony saved nothing. The cotton mills,the big store, the tenant houses, the Anthony home andeverything in it were seized and sold. Nothing in thehouse was exempt, the creditor’s inventory includingfurniture, domestic tools and utensils, clothing, food inthe larder, the children’s school books, even the spectacles of Mr. and Mrs. Anthony. Fortunately, Mrs.Anthony’s brother, Joshua Read, was able to fly to therescue with a little ready cash, enough at least to bidin the actual necessities that enabled the family to beginlife over again. In the spring of 1839 the Anthonysremoved from Battenville to the little town of Hardscrabble, a place which must have seemed to themalmost too appropriately named. Daniel owned therea small satinet factory, a grist mill and a piece of timbered land, all heavily mortgaged, and there for fiveunhappy years he toiled to make a living and pay hisever-increasing debts. But manufacturing for the timewas dead, the consuming power of the people paralyzed. Nobody had any money to buy satinet or eventhe timber from Daniel’s woods. After journeying asfar west as Wisconsin in vain search for another business opening Daniel gave up the fight and retired to afarm on the outskirts of Rochester, the same brother-in-law, Joshua, advancing money for the first payments.This money was really Lucy Anthony’s share in herfather’s estate, but of course she had no legal right topossess it. Joshua Read, as trustee under his father’swill, could not even give it to her outright, because amarried woman could own nothing. The farm andhomestead purchased with Lucy’s inheritance, becamethe property of her husband, she and the children having the privilege of working ceaselessly with him towrest a living out of the thirty-two acres of fields andorchards. It was a losing struggle from the first, and inthe end Daniel went into Rochester and obtained a position with the New York Life Insurance Company.Keeping the farm as a family homestead he remainedfor the rest of his life a more or less contented salariedman.

It was fortunate that before the panic of 1838 destroyed his fortunes Daniel Anthony was able to give his older children, Guelma and Susan, some kind ofan education. None of the children had attended thevillage school in Battenville, mainly because their parents disapproved of the too-freely wielded birch rod.They had a young governess at home for a while, andin 1837, when Guelma was nineteen and Susan seventeen, the two girls were sent to a finishing school inHamilton, a small town near Philadelphia. Betterschools nearer home were available, and if Daniel hadonly chosen Mrs. Willard’s famous academy at TroySusan would have been given an almost modern education. Certainly she could have gratified her taste formathematics, for the daring Mrs. Willard had but recently held a public examination in which, to the disquietude of the conservative, a young lady had passedbrilliantly in geometry. Perhaps Mrs. Willard’s termswere higher than the even then harassed Mr. Anthonycould afford, and in any case a school where dancingand music lessons were added to advanced science musthave seemed too worldly for staid Quaker maidens. Asthings were the school Daniel fixed upon was DeborahMoulson’s Select Seminary for Females, in Pennsylvania, where the terms were $125 a year for board andtuition, and where vulgar branches of learning wereartfully combined with “The Principles of Morality,Humility and the Love of Virtue.” In fact, the austereDeborah devoted so much time and attention to Morality, Humility and the Love of Virtue that her pupilswere given scant opportunity to learn anything else.Deborah Moulson, poor creature, was ill of a consumption and her mind brooded constantly on death andthe probable dread punishment coming to all throughman’s first disobedience. The wrath of God was heldbefore those innocent young girls as something theycourted every day of their lives. Discipline was exalted far above the mere acquisition of learning. Oneof Deborah’s favorite punishments was to deprive herpupils of all privileges of study or even reading forfailure of perfection in lessons or conduct. In theyellow pages of Susan’s old school diary may be readsuch passages as this:

“Our class has not recited in Philosophy, Chemistry or Physiology, nor have we read, since the twentieth of this month, for the reason of there being such a departure among the scholars from thepaths of rectitude.”

A birch flogging could not have been worse torture to Susan in her ardent school years. Her mind cravedknowledge as the lungs crave air, and every little scrapof it that came her way was embraced with enthusiasm.A Saturday afternoon excursion to the Philadelphia Academy of Arts and Sciences, a lecture on natural philosophy by a visiting professor, a view through amicroscope of the dust from a butterfly’s wings, even alecture and demonstration by an itinerant phrenologist,were described in letters home as outstanding events.But the candid Susan said of the phrenologist: “Hedescribed only the good organs and said nothing of thebad. I should like to know the whole truth.”

Too few of these exciting cultural experiences and too much gloomy theology made Susan’s life at thisperiod a very heavy burden. She had the deep respectfor constituted authority which tradition and environment had impressed on all women, but her brain wastoo clear and logical to accept Deborah’s God ofWrath. To save her life she could not believe thatwhen she and other conscientious young studentstripped in their recitations, forgot to address each otherwith thee and thou, and especially when they gave wayto youthful mirth and levity, they deserved to be treatedlike candidates for a reformatory. Susan, being thebrightest girl in school, received the heaviest batteriesof Deborah’s displeasure. She failed to give a satisfactory definition for “compendiums,”and the rule fordotting an i, and Deborah thought that this accountedfor the unusual suffering of mind and body she hadsubsequently to endure, her increased cough, her feverand night sweats. One morning Susan overslept, andDeborah sternly bade her remember Ananias and Sapphira who had also withheld some of their substancefrom the Apostle. Susan couldn’t help laughing inclass one day, and Deborah pointed out to her the fateof Judas Iscariot. It was a rule of the school thatall letters had to be written first on slates and inspectedand censored before they were goose-quilled, sealed andcommitted to the mails. Susan ventured to write a veryprivate letter home and tried to send it to the post uncensored. But Deborah intercepted the epistle, summoned the culprit to judgment and treated her to sucha scene that it was long before Susan could even recallit without scalding tears. The worst episode of allwas in connection with a weekly housecleaning. Inher zeal to get at a dusty ceiling Susan jumped up onDeborah’s desk and broke it! That evening, before thewhole school, Deborah read a long chapter from theScriptures, referring no doubt to regions where “Theworm dieth not and the fire is not quenched,” and thenshe delivered a homily, saying that where there was nodesire for moral improvement there could be no improvement in a certain pupil’s mind.

“Cold and sick at heart,” Susan tried conscientiously to work herself into a proper condition of repentance.In the stiff and artificial phrases of the day she inscribed in her diary:

“O, Morality, would that I could say that I possessed thy charms! O, the happiness of an innocent mind, would that I could say thatmine were so, but it is too far from it! I think so much of my resolutions to do better that even my dreams are filled with these desires.”

In a mood much more honest and self-respecting she wrote:

“If I am such a vile sinner, I would that I might feel it myself. . . . Perhaps the reason is that my heart is hardened.”

A heart a trifle hardened was needed to survive the cruelties of such a school life. Susan did survive them,but the canting and hypocritical phraseology of theschool clung to her, and as she afterwards declared,ruined her literary style forever. “Whenever I takemy pen in hand I seem to be mounted on stilts,” shecomplained, half a century after leaving the morbid atmosphere of Miss Deborah Moulson’s Select Seminaryfor Females. When her father broke the news of hisbankruptcy and told his daughters that their schoollife was over, Susan wept for his misfortunes and forthe loss of the beloved home in Battenville, but for herself she shed no tears. It was good to be home again,even in Hardscrabble, even though the new povertymeant long days of manual labor to replace housefurnishings lost in the creditors’ sale. Susan wove carpets, spun great balls of wool and cotton yarn, stitchedquilts, and helped her mother and sisters in butter making, cooking, baking (“Made twenty-one loaves ofbread today,” is a careless entry in her journal), andin the entertainment of casual travelers, for the houseDaniel Anthony had taken had formerly been a tavern.Soon Guelma became engaged to Aaron McLean,grandson of Daniel’s old partner, but Susan’s thoughtswere far from marriage for herself. The adventuretowards which she yearned was self-help, self-support.

This impulse in a girl of Susan B. Anthony’s social status was significant of a great change which wasdawning on American civilization. A great and permanent change. The fact is that Andrew Jackson’s zealfor destroying one political theory and establishinganother had had results not infrequently brought aboutby statesmen and demagogues, results quite differentfrom those expected. The Jacksonian policies had released. forces which were never intended, which couldnot have been foreseen, and which for many decadescould not properly be valued. One of the effects of thedestruction of the Federal Bank, and the inevitablepanic of 1838, was an immense increase in the numberof women wage earners. The straits of their fathersforced thousands of girls to go to work, although opportunities for women in the industrial field were sadlylimited. The important thing was the effect on theminds and characters of the new wage earners, for it isan axiom that any individual and any class progressingfrom unpaid to paid labor immediately steps up. Themore intelligent the class the more apparent the advance. The Industrial Revolution of the lateEighteenth Century had sent masses of women, firstin England, a little later in America, out of the homeinto the factory. But those women belonged to thehalf-enslaved and wholly inarticulate working classes.Beginning with the eighteen forties in the UnitedStates an entirely new type of woman stepped up intowage earning, a literate, self-conscious type. Howfar this release of the feminine half of the race wasto affect the whole social structure no man of thefirst half of the Nineteenth Century could know ordream. In the second half of the Twentieth Centurywe are but beginning to surmise.


CHAPTER IV

THE SMARTEST WOMAN IN CANAJOHARIE

Teaching being the most  respectable profession open to women Susan B. Anthony became a teacher.From several positions offered she accepted that of assistant principal of a girls’ boarding school in NewRochelle. The head of the school, Miss Eunice Kenyon, was a teacher of reputation, and under her direction Susan hoped to gain valuable experience. Butwhen she reached New Rochelle, after a long journeydown the Hudson River, she found Miss Kenyon soseriously ill that she was obliged to take over not onlyall the classes but the entire responsibility of the household. She also had to act as sick nurse while the doctors dosed the invalid with huge quantities of calomel,bled her until she fainted, blistered her into consciousness and then gave her more calomel. Under thisheroic treatment, or in spite of it, Miss Kenyon recovered, and for the rest of the fifteen-weeks’ term Susantaught, and between classes read voraciously, some ofthe books never being included in libraries of goodQuakers. From New York newspapers she learnedsomething of the tumultuous political conditions of thetimes, but as she was still adolescent in years and undeveloped in judgment it is not surprising that neitherliberal books nor metropolitan newspapers immediatelywidened her point of view. Letters home reveal thatSusan at least grew rapidly in courage of convictions.

Her father was in advance of most Quakers in his abolition sentiments, but he still hesitated to take the extreme position of Phillips and Garrison, who were all for removing every social barrier between whites and blacks.Susan soon ranged herself with the extremists, as aletter to her brother-in-law Aaron McLean indicates:


“The people here,” she wrote, “are anti-abolitionist and anti everything else that is good. The Friends raised quite a fuss about a colored man sitting in the meeting house, and some left on accountof it. The man was rich, well dressed, and very polite, but still themeek followers of Christ could not worship their God and have thissable companion with them. . . . There are three colored girls herewho have been in the habit of attending Friends meeting where theyhave lived, but here they are not even allowed to sit on the back seat.One long-faced elder dusted off a seat in the gallery and told them tosit there.”

Whatever the family thought of the long-faced elder, Susan’s youthful enthusiasm for reform must havesounded alarming, for Aaron McLean replied hastilythat he was glad her new associates were so prudentin their attitude towards controversial questions, and heentreated her not to jeopardize her own position bytrying to “niggerize” the New Rochelle Friends. Towhich Susan flung back defiantly: “Since school todayI have had the unspeakable satisfaction of visiting fourcolored people and drinking tea with them.”

Susan’s mind was growing like a plant which thrusts forth large, coarse leaves which are but protective offine flowering to come. But it cannot be denied thatit was still a very small-town mind, and why not, sincewith the exception of a few closely chaperoned visitsto Philadelphia she had never seen a town larger thanBattenville? New Rochelle was within easy distanceof New York, and Susan may have visited it half adozen times,, but like most travelers she carried awayfrom Rome what she took there. In her lively correspondence with her brother-in-law she tells of hearing,in the Rose Street meeting house, a remarkable sermonon “Vices of the City” by one Rachel Barker of Dutchess County, a discourse which completely demolishedhis “absurd notion that women have not intellectual andmoral faculties sufficient for anything but domestic concerns.” The vitality and exceeding charm of NewYork in 1839 seems to have escaped her, but again,why not? The United States was largely agricultural,and cities and city dwellers were viewed with generaldistrust. In school Susan had learned little of the history of her country, so the stately Dutch and Colonialmansions still lingering in the neighborhood of TrinityChurch and old St. Paul’s; the Battery, where fashionpromenaded of evenings, viewing the harbor white withships from farthest lands, while fortified Castle William guarded their entrance and departure; Fraunce’sTavern where Washington bade his officers farewell,and where a great many important political and socialevents were still staged, meant little to her. What mostimpressed her appears to have been the crowds, extravagant living and the extremes of fashion adversely commented upon by more sophisticated visitors thanherself.

At twenty Susan still measured most of what she observed by Deborah Moulson’s yardstick of Humility,Morality and the Love of Virtue. A glimpse of President Martin Van Buren, passing through New Rochelle on his way to dine with Washington Irving atTarrytown, provoked a fulmination against that mildwearer of the Jacksonian lion skin which would haveamazed him to read.

“Let us look at his behavior and scan its effects on society. One day while in New York was spent in riding through the streetspreceded by an extravagant number of military men and musicians,who were kept in exercise on that and succeeding days of the weekuntil they were all completely exhausted. On the next day while heand his party were reveling in their tents on luxuries and the all-debasing wine, many poor dear children were crying for food andwater to allay their thirst. On Friday evening he attended the’ ParkTheater, and on Monday the Bowery Theater. Yes, he who iscalled by the majority as most capable of ruling this Republic, maybe seen in the theater encouraging one of the most heinous crimes andpractices with which our country is disgraced. Yes, and afterwardswe find him rioting at the wine table the whole livelong night. Isit to be wondered at that such vast numbers of our population arevotaries of vice and dissipation ?”

But Mr. McLean had also seen President Van Buren, whom he found no gay dog, but a man quite old andgray, grave and careworn, and very plainly dressed.He wrote to Susan:

“If you do not like him because he drinks wine how can you like Henry Clay who drinks it freely? Mr. Webster drinks wine also.At a Whig festival got up in Boston in his honor, at which he and1,200 other Whigs were present, there were drunk 2,300 bottles ofchampagne, two bottles to each man. Mr. Clay attended balls at theSprings. He had a slave to wait on him and hand him water to clearhis throat while he was speaking; and this when he was preachingliberty and declaring what a fine thing this freedom is.”

The evil practices of the great and the inconsistencies of her favorite statesmen ceased to occupy Susan’s attention when her personal affairs demanded her to thinksoberly of her own future. Her first adventure in wageearning had not carried her very far in the directionof independence. For fifteen weeks’ teaching in NewRochelle she received thirty dollars, and after spending most of that on necessary clothing she had leftbarely enough to pay her way home. Several plansfor making more money were tried out in her activeimagination. Silkworm culture, which she thoughtmight be combined with teaching; the cultivation of asuperior variety of cherry she had bought in a NewYork market; several projects for selling home crafts.All vain. Yet some women had escaped the treadmillshe knew, for her reading at New Rochelle had included some of the works of Harriet Martineau, anovel or two of George Sand, a harmlessly feministic“History of Women,” by Lydia Maria Child, and a fewof Margaret Fuller’s scintillating essays in the BostonDial. For Susan there was no immediate escape, soshe took charge of a country school near Hardscrabble,the name now changed to Center Falls. The salary wastwo dollars and a half a week with board, and half ofher wages Susan had to send to her father, strugglingto support the family on the dwindling returns of hissatinet factory and grist mill. The new school, latelygiven up by a man teacher receiving ten dollars a week,was a hard proposition. Among the pupils were several half-grown farm louts who came not to study but toindulge in the pleasant sport of teacher baiting. Theydid not bait Susan very long. As soon as she decidedwhich one of the rowdies was the real leader she cuta thick stick and after a desperate battle she beat himinto such complete submission that there was never anymore trouble from the others.

In vacation Susan visited relatives in Vermont where a young man cousin taught her algebra. After that another school where nobody wanted to study algebraand where the salary was again one-fourth of what menteachers were paid for the same work. The trustyjournal occasionally indicates that Susan was at timestempted to give up trying to escape a dependent life.The trouble was that she was unable to fall in love withany of the young men who were then paying her attentions. One suitor offended her taste by sending her anewspaper with some foolish jokes and love poemsmarked. Another suitor she described as a “real softheaded old bachelor.” One gallant whom she liked alittle better than the others took another girl on a buggyriding excursion to Saratoga Springs, and to make matters worse, the youth who substituted for him took advantage of the occasion to propose. Why must womenalways put up with the second best things of life? InCenter Falls a rich widower with a fine farm, a bighouse and a sixty-cow dairy, tried to persuade Susanto marry him, partly because she looked so strong andwell, and partly because she reminded him of his deadwife. But Susan shuddered at the prospect of beingthe second woman to wear her life out in a dairy ofsixty cows. Although reason ever prevailed over emotion Susan was not a cold or sexless young woman. Insleep she sometimes dreamed of being married, butalways of repenting it. These dreams are recorded inher journal, because they puzzled her so much!

In 1843 she became a governess in a certain family of Taylors, well-bred and cultured people, in Fort Edward, New York. This must have been a pretty dullexperience, as the diary was for some time abandoned.The Taylors subscribed for the New York Herald, andperhaps also for Harper’s Weekly, for Susan in herletters showed an interest in national politics, growingmore and more stormy as the conflict over slavery extension in new States and Territories approached aclimax. In the two years spent in Fort Edward Susanstudied more mathematics, read some good literature,formed a friendship with Abigail Mott, an abolitionist of prominence in Albany, resisted attempts of twofriends who tried to convert her to Methodism andUnitarianism, and attended a Whig Convention, herfirst political meeting, which interested her deeply.When the Anthonys moved to the Rochester farm shewent along, and for the better part of a year helpedplant and cultivate apple and peach orchards. Thefollowing spring she prepared to teach another countryschool, but at this point something better offered.

Uncle Joshua Read, the same one who had helped the Anthonys when the panic of 1838 closed the cottonmill in Battenville, was at this time a rich and influential citizen of Canajoharie. He was director of a bank,part owner of a turnpike, a toll bridge and a stage line,a hotel proprietor and a trustee of the CanajoharieAcademy, one of the few co-educational schools thenin the State. Rather tardily it would seem, it occurredto Uncle Joshua to offer Susan a position in the academy. Early in 1843 she was appointed principal ofthe girls’ department, at a salary higher than any shehad yet received, but of course lower than a man’ssalary. She accepted joyfully, and for two years livedand taught in Canajoharie, a paying guest in the homeof her cousin Margaret, Uncle Joshua’s marrieddaughter. The Reads, it will be remembered, werenot Quakers, nor was Quaker influence strong in thetown. Removed from the strait-laced traditions andconventionalities of her youth Susan’s nature underwent an amazing metamorphosis. From a moralist anda reformer she suddenly bloomed into a gay younglady, eager after the joys of life. She dropped theQuaker garments, the Quaker plain speech, began togo to parties, the theater and the circus, even accepting the escort of gentlemen who, like President VanBuren, hesitated not to taste the all-debasing wine cup.Susan’s father was now in a salaried position and therewas no need to send any of her salary home. She couldspend it all on herself, and she did. She became, infact, quite desperately dressy, lavishing on her firstwinter wardrobe $22.50 for a broche shawl; $5.50 fora white silk-ribbed bonnet; $8 for a gray fox muff;adding to all these a plum-colored merino dress at $2a yard. To make a gown after a new model in Godey’sLady Book, a very long skirt draped over a hoop andtrimmed with two or three deep ruffles, or if you preferred them, puffs, a tight basque with a fichu or capeedged with fringes, required at least eighteen yards ofstuff, so the plum-colored merino represented quite anoutlay, and very modish Susan thought she appearedin it. The gown and the white silk bonnet, she wroteher mother, “made the villagers stare,” and this pleasedUncle Joshua, for he had impressed on Susan from thefirst that in order to make a real success it was necessary to make the world notice you. “Make peoplethink you know it all,” he advised her.

Canajoharie noticed Susan, admired everything she wore and almost everything she did, but it is doubtfulif she was considered very handsome. Beauty standards of the Forties demanded a small woman with aheart-shaped face, large, limpid eyes without too muchexpression, and an air about her of sweet submission.Susan was tall, five feet six inches, with shoulders broadin proportion. She had a beautifully shaped headcrowned with thick and glossy brown hair, brillianteyes, a little near-sighted, a face square rather than oval,and a mouth large, perhaps, but mobile and healthilyred. Nowadays we should ask as soon as she entered aroom: “Who is she?” Then they said: “A fine figure ofa woman.” Nobody questioned that the new schoolmistress was “the smartest woman who ever came toCanajoharie.” That was the verdict, first voiced aftera public examination of the girls of her department atthe close of her first term. This age knows not publicexaminations of school children, but in former daysthey were great events, looked forward to almost likecollege commencements. Pupils wore their bestclothes, palpitant parents and critical trustees, as wellas the general public, came to listen, applaud or criticize, the teacher’s reputation being at stake on eachoccasion. The night before her first public examination Susan was too nervous to sleep, but on the crucialday, becomingly arrayed in a new white muslin gown,plaided in purple, blue and brown, blue prunellagaiters with patent leather heels, and a gold watch,chain and pencil generously loaned by Cousin Margaret, she was at her best, and the examination went offwith colors flying. Gushing compliments from thetrustees, renewed admiration from the townspeople, butno raise of salary rewarded Susan’s efforts. Two freshproposals of marriage from men who thought so muchability wasted in school-teaching were added to theothers which she had rejected. Paid labor, howeverill-paid, attracted her more than the wedded state, asit then existed. Susan, who to the end of her life lovedgood clothes, wrote to her married sisters, Guelma andHannah, teasingly contrasting their lot with that of an“old maid” who was free to earn and spend her moneyon fine raiment. However, as far as social gaiety andthe attentions of men were concerned she was alreadybeginning to waver. She revolted against the custom,common in those days among men in the best society,to indulge too freely in strong drink. A decent mandid not get drunk, but practically all imbibed prettyregularly, and it was usual for young gentlemen tofortify themselves with a few glasses of whisky beforeattending social functions. Their bibulous love making was accepted by most women as something inevitable, even flattering, but it simply disgusted theclear-headed Susan. The morning after a military(militia?) ball she made this single comment in herdiary:

“My fancy for attending dances is fully satiated. I certainly shall not attend another unless I can have a total abstinence man to accompany me, and not one whose highest delight is to make a fool ofhimself.”

A real tragedy was needed to turn Susan definitely away from marriage. The dearly loved cousin Margaret, in whose home she had lived so happily, gavebirth to a fourth child, and after several weeks of suffering she meekly died. Lingering over her sick bedSusan witnessed an incident which shocked her to herheart’s core. Margaret’s husband, supposed to be avery good example indeed, complained to his dyingwife that he had a bad headache. “I have had one fordays,” ventured Margaret. “Oh, yes,” retorted Joseph,“but I mean that I have a real headache, very painful.Yours is just a natural consequence.”

In her grief after Margaret’s death Susan began to take serious thought of herself and to what end she wasliving. She was twenty-eight years old, and after nineyears of proved ability she had reached about the highest point a woman teacher could hope to attain. Sheknew now that she had never been really satisfied withher career in Canajoharie. What she had believed tobe happiness was mere excitement and delight in popular success. A common delusion. For a woman ofher ability there was but one career to be envied, serviceto society. Yet what possible chance had she to takepart in politics or social movements? Susan was toointellectually honest to over-estimate her own talents.She had a superior mind and knew it as well as anybody. But special gifts she seemed to lack. MargaretFuller had expended the wealth of her intellect inwriting, but Susan had no talent for writing. Severalwomen, Abby Fuller and the spectacular Grimkesisters, especially Angelina Grimke, had smashed allprecedents by appearing as anti-slavery lecturers inultra-liberal churches. Susan had made one speech, ata supper of the local Daughters of Temperance, butwhile it was applauded she knew that it was goodmerely because nobody in Canajoharie could havemade a better. Measured against the theatrical eloquence of Angelina Grimke it was only a passable performance. In deep depression Susan wrote to herfather that, rather than this continued inaction, shewould like to join the men who were rushing to theCalifornia gold fields. She would like to do anythingrather than rotate dully between her classrooms andthe home made desolate by Margaret’s death. At theend of her resources, her hopes and ambitions, she waslike one wandering in a maze, vainly seeking a way out.Meanwhile, a short distance from the scene of herdespair, a group of women unknown to her personally,had, more or less by chance, discovered the only waythat ever led out of a human impasse—organization.


CHAPTER V

THE WOMEN'S DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE

The first attempt to organize women as a social group to obtain equal rights with men was the SenecaFalls Convention of July, 1848. Although not yetfully realized, this convention had an importance difficult to exaggerate. For, as has been well said, theMiddle Ages lasted longer for women than for men,and this event marked their passing, first for Americanwomen, later for women of all civilized countries. Thestory of the convention has been told many times, butit needs a retelling, or at least a revaluation. There isan impression that the Seneca Falls Convention wasthe beginning of the agitation for woman suffrage, andin a sense this is true, since in a republic a demand forpolitical equality is inseparable from a demand forany equality at all. But the women who met in SenecaFalls demanded much more than votes. They declared war on the whole status of women under theEnglish Common Law, on which allAmerican lawsare based.*A brief exposition of the old law is necessary, because otherwise it would be impossible to understand the ignoble position of women no farther backthan the middle years of the Nineteenth Century.

The theory of the English Common Law made women perpetual minors. Anunmarriedwomanrested under the tutelage and control of her father or male guardian until she was twenty-one; in reality aslong as she lived, since a spinster could not live alone,and if she owned any property she had to have maletrustees. A married woman lived under the tutelageand control of her husband until death dissolved theunion. A married woman had no separate existencefrom her husband, but was in every legal sense a femecovert. She could own no property, real or personal,every vestige of her possessions, acquired or inherited,passing to the ownership of her husband with the marriage ceremony. She could not receive a gift of property, even from her husband. It is true that a pre-nuptial contract could secure, under male trusteeship, abride’s dowry to her use, but as dowries were practically unknown in the United States this did not affectthe general situation. A feme covert naturally couldnot make separate contracts, witness a legal document,sue or be sued, claim wages earned, or collect damagesfor injuries to her person or her character. The children of a marriage belonged to the father alone. Hecould give or will away from the mother her living andeven her unborn children. If a wife divorced her husband for any cause the custody of the children was usually given to him. If he was notoriously an unfitguardian for minors it was customary to award themto his family. Property could be willed to a wife, butif a man died intestate she received only dower, that is,the use for life of one third of his real estate. If he leftno real estate she became a dependent, a pauper.

One curious right a married woman possessed, the right to saddle her husband with responsibility for herminor infractions of the law, her torts. He was punishable for any except grave crimes, committed by herin his presence or with his knowledge, the theorybeing, in the language of the law, that “a woman wouldnot dare to disobey her baron.” The law also protecteda woman from being beaten, except in moderation, andwith a stick no bigger than a man’s thumb, the size andweight of the man not being specified. “Such a favorite,” declares Blackstone, “is woman under the laws ofEngland.” Unmarried women were also favorites tothe extent of being excluded from earning a living except in a few ill-paid trades. The law having declaredwomen inferior to men, no institution of higher learning, no professional training was open to them. Skilledtrades and business enterprises also excluded women.Against the whole theory of the English CommonLaw, and social theories growing out of the law, theSeneca Falls Convention of women declared not revolt but revolution. They went a great deal fartherthan that. They declared revolution against the evenmore sacred Canon Law! Well they knew that merelegal disabilities of women could not be removed aslong as the majority of men believed that the HebrewBible, which upholds slavery in many forms, was inspired in every line and paragraph.

English Common Law subjected women on the ground that they were inferior mentally, and physically defenseless. Canon Law subjected them on theground that they were a sub-species of God’s creation,man, and unclean to boot, because they had caused thefall of man. The Church, ignoring the plain teachings of Jesus Christ, adhered to an Oriental conceptionof woman formed in a desert civilization thousands ofyears before the present era; on the pronouncements ofan Asiatic Jew, Paul of Tarsus; and on the pathological morbidities of monks of the first centuries A.D.A few sentences picked out, it would seem, at random,from the Old and the New Testaments, served to establish woman’s status for all time, in all forms of civilization, as far as the Church was concerned. Bywoman came sin into the world, therefore “the manshall rule over thee.” “Wives, submit yourselves untoyour husbands as unto the Lord.” “ . . . As the churchis subject unto Christ, so let wives be to their own husbands.” “Neither was the man created for the woman,but the woman for the man.” Against the accumulatedwisdom of legal and divine authority that handful ofwomen in 1848 declared war, successful war as timehas proved. Since this is the first recorded instanceof a subjected class wresting freedom from its ownersand masters it is not exactly to the credit of men thatthey have overlooked it in their learned works of history and sociology.

The first rift in the English Common Law, in its application to women, was a Married Woman’s Property Act passed by the New York State Legislature inApril, 1848. Women had petitioned in behalf of thelaw, but it was really sponsored and passed by a number of rich men, anxious that their wealth, descendingto grandsons in the female line, should not be dissipatedbeforehand by profligate sons-in-law. As far as it wentit was a progressive measure, but it affected a comparatively small class of women. The property rights,and what is more important, the human rights of thegreat majority were left unprotected. But whileChurch and State still united in keeping women in subjection, mighty forces were moving unseen to makeeasier the revolt of women against them. The abolitionmovement, since agitation against involuntary servitude based on color was at least a good talking pointagainst involuntary servitude based on sex; the rise ofthe working classes, since women now belonged to theworking classes, and a dominant class which paysmoney to any submerged class has already lost a measure of its dominance over it; last of all, the increase ofwealth in the United States, with its consequence ofincreased leisure, and the growth of a national culturein which women shared, and to which not a few contributed.

The two women responsible for the Seneca Falls Convention were Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Lucretia Mott. Both belonged to a social class superior tothat into which Susan B. Anthony was born. Mrs.Stanton was the daughter of Judge Daniel Cady, andthe wife of Henry B. Stanton, a lawyer eminent in hisprofession, a member of the New York State Senate,an early abolitionist and a man of very liberal principles. Mrs. Stanton had attended the Emma WillardAcademy at Troy, New York, and this almost-collegiate education was supplemented by private instruction in Greek and Latin. Lucretia Mott also belongedto the upper stratum of society. She was a Philadelphian, by adoption if not by birth, a member of thatbranch of Quakers called the Progressive Friends, anda woman of education and culture. Her husband,James Mott, had made a fortune in the woolen business, and Lucretia’s drawing-room was by way of beinga salon, not only for intellectual Philadelphians, butfor foreign celebrities visiting the United States.Writers, artists, scholars, philanthropists and politicians from abroad naturally gravitated to the Mottmansion, among these being Harriet Martineau, FannyKemble, Fredericka Bremer, Lord Morpeth, LordAmberly and other members of Parliament, all curiousto meet the “American reformers,” strikingly personified in Lucretia Mott.

Privileged in their lives as they were, both Mrs. Stanton and Mrs. Mott had been made to feel the humiliation attendant on sex subjection, and both smartedkeenly under it. In 1840 a World’s Anti-Slavery Convention was held in London, and several American societies had named among other delegates four women,probably because the women could pay their own expenses. Lucretia Mott was one of the delegates, asindeed she had every right to be, because her abolitionist activities actually pre-dated those of WendellPhillips and William Lloyd Garrison. As far back as1833 she had helped organize in Philadelphia aWomen’s Anti-Slavery Society, and for years she hadbeen tireless in memorializing Congress to abolish slavery in the District of Columbia and the territories.Two years before the AVorld Convention in London shehad played a brave part in a meeting in Philadelphia,when mobs howled around Pennsylvania Hall, smashedwindows, and finally burned the building over the delegates’ heads. In London she met Elizabeth Cady Stanton, on her wedding journey with Henry B. Stanton,a delegate to the convention and afterward its secretary. Fenced off from public gaze by a grating, likewomen in a Jewish synagogue, Mrs. Mott and Mrs.Stanton, in company with such distinguished Englishwomen as Elizabeth Fry, Mary Howitt, Amelia Opie,Anna Jameson and Lady Byron, witnessed a fight against the admission of the women delegates which, as Mrs. Stanton declared, could not have been surpassedif the news had come that the French were about toinvade England. The convention was largely controlled by ministers of the Gospel, and these men, abandoning all dignity, rushed up and down, openTestaments in hand, invoking the commands of Jehovahhimself against the participation of women in publicmeetings. After hours of shrieking debate it was voted,almost unanimously, to reject the credentials of thefour women delegates.

Mrs. Stanton and Mrs. Mott walked out of the hall together, and as soon as they could speak for indignation, they told each other that the time would comewhen women themselves would hold a convention tochange these things. A few days later a group ofAmerican visitors of distinction were especially invitedto view the treasures of the great British Museum, butthese two did not accompany the others on their personally conducted tour through the buildings. Sitting on ahard bench in an anteroom they spent the time discussing the possibilities of Philadelphia, New Yorkand Boston as meeting places for women of the bestminds. Eight years passed and in correspondence theyhad tried to arrange conventions in all these cities, butno encouragement offering they had let the idea slumber. In early July, 1848, Mrs. Mott went to westernNew York to attend a yearly meeting of the Hicksite,or Progressive, Friends, afterward visiting her sister,Mrs. Martha C. Wright, in Auburn, near Seneca Falls,now the home of the Stantons. Talking over the eventsof London in 1840, Mrs. Stanton, without much difficulty, persuaded Mrs. Mott that their convention torevise the whole status of women might just as well beheld then and there. A revision of the whole status ofwomen in a town of 1,500 inhabitants in rural NewYork, seems audacious. But since under their thenstatus few women had either money or freedom tojourney to more populous centers, one place was reallyas good as another as a starting point, and the littlesemi-weekly Seneca County Courier was equal to theNew York Herald or the Philadelphia Ledger as apublicity carrier. In its issue of July 14, 1848, theCourier published this modest announcement:




“SENECA FALLS CONVENTION

Woman's rights convention—A Convention to discuss the social, civil, and religious rights of woman, will be held in the Wesleyan Chapel, Seneca Falls, New York, on Wednesday and Thursday, the 19th and 20th of July, current; commencing at ten o’clockA. m. During the first day the meeting will be held exclusively forwomen, who are earnestly invited to attend. The public generallyare invited to be present on the second day, when Lucretia Mott,of Philadelphia, and other ladies and gentlemen will address themeeting.”



Not many women who read this announcement were of the mental caliber of Susan B. Anthony who, onlyas far away as Canajoharie, could not read it at all.The women it reached were, for the most part, wivesand daughters of villagers or of farmers living withina radius of fifty miles of Seneca Falls. The free womanof today, free to choose her work, her career and herway of life, may well wonder how that first Declaration of the Rights of Woman impressed the simple, average woman of 1848, and how far her mind was prepared to receive it. Fortunately we may know. Asrecently as 1920 the last survivor of the Seneca FallsConvention was living in Philadelphia, and from her lips this writer heard it described, not as it appeared to one of the leaders, but to a girl of nineteen who sat in a back seat, a silent but delighted spectator. Mrs. Charlotte Pierce, then Charlotte Woodward, was one of a large class of girls, the alarming younger generation, their elders called them, who having been forced into wage earning were not at all satisfied with either wages or conditions of their toil. Outside of mill and factory towns most woman labor was performed in the home, the workers in no degree being freed from their traditional household tasks. Wage earning only meant longer hours of work, and to most women it meant work without money compensation. Generous husbands and fathers sometimes let the women keep their earnings as a dress allowance, but the majority of men simply entered the money in their ledgers against the women’s board and keep. The younger generation had begun to object to this arrangement, and some even complained that the industrial field allotted them was dull and uninteresting. In Charlotte Woodward’s neighborhood, for example, about the only thing women could do to earn extra money needed for the family income was to sew gloves sent in packages from factories in Gloversville. Now Charlotte, for one, detested sewing. She thought if she had to work at all she would like to set type in a printing office. Other girls believed they would enjoy selling ribbons, bonnets, dress materials in drygoods shops. Of course they might as well have aspired to banking or bridge building.
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MRS. STANTON AND HER CHILDREN 
About 1848, the Time of the Seneca Falls Convention





Over a gulf of seventy-two years Mrs. Charlotte Pierce remembered her excitement when the July 14 issue of the Seneca County Courier fell into her hands. She ran from one house to another in her neighborhood,and found other women reading it, some with amusement and incredulity, others with absorbed interest.Half a dozen of Charlotte’s intimate friends were interested enough to agree with her that they must attend the convention, at least on the first day when onlymembers of their own sex would be present. Theyknew all about the celebrated Lucretia Mott and Mrs.Stanton, for although the announcement did not carryher name they felt sure that Mrs. Stanton was behindit. Early in the morning of July 19 those country girlsstarted on their long drive, in a democrat wagon drawnby fat farm horses. Over country roads we can picturethem traveling, through leafy woods, past fields andorchards where men toiled with hand plows and cultivators; through quiet villages where white churchsteeples reminded them of the sanctity of things asthey were, and over pagan brooks babbling that theessence of life was movement, progress, change.Through a world that was, toward a world that wasto be reshaped in the lifetime of most of them.

They had imagined that they would be practically alone in their adventure, and that few outside theirown families would know that they had done anythingas sensational as to attend a woman’s rights meeting.But as they drove along they perceived an unusualnumber of vehicles, family carriages, chaises, surreys,democrats and even farm wagons, turning in from lanesand byways to join the procession on the main highroad. Women formed the majority of the passengers,but some of the vehicles were driven by men. Whenthe girls arrived at the Wesleyan Chapel in Seneca Falls they found about fifty men waiting to be admitted to a meeting advertised for women only. Mrs. Pierceremembered that it was the presence of these uncommonly liberal men that gave her courage to stay overfor the second day’s sessions. The chapel, that firstmorning, was locked and bolted, possibly because theminister had repented his hospitality to such a gathering. A young nephew of Mrs. Stanton, later a professor at Yale, volunteered to climb up, loosen a shutter,and open the door to the crowd which filled the littlechurch to capacity. James Mott was made chairman,because none of the women knew enough of Cushing’sManual to conduct a meeting. Lucretia Mott, MarthaC. Wright, Mary McClintock and perhaps one otherwoman read speeches, which they had purposelycouched in language much less radical than they usedin private. Several men also spoke: Ansel Bacon, oneof the men responsible for passing the MarriedWoman’s Property Act; Samuel Tillman, who gavea clear exposition of women’s position under the Common Law; Thomas McClintock, husband of Mary,and an influential citizen of the county; also FrederickDouglass, famous ex-slave and prize exhibit of theMassachusetts Abolition Society. Finally ElizabethCady Stanton read the Declaration and the Resolutions,both of which were sufficiently startling and inclusive.

The Declaration of Independence of 1776 being as familiar to Americans of that day as the Lord’s Prayer,the women in their preamble adopted its form, andsubstituting for “The present King of Great Britain”the general term Man, they submitted to a candidworld the facts of their unjustly subjugated conditionand Man’s principal usurpations of woman’s inalienable rights. He had never permitted her to exercise her right to the elective franchise, and had compelledher to submit to laws in the formation of which shehad had no voice; he had made her, if married, in theeye of the law, civilly dead; he had taken from her allright in property, even to the wages she earned; he hadmade her, morally, an irresponsible being . . . compelled to promise obedience to her husband, he becoming, to all intents and purposes, her master; he hadmade himself, even if divorced, sole guardian of children; he had taxed single women, if owners of property, to support a government which did not recognizethem except for its profit; he had closed against womanall the avenues to wealth and distinction which he considered most honorable to himself, leaving her onlyunprofitable employments in which she received scantyremuneration; he had denied her facilities for receiving a thorough education, allowed her but a subordinate position in the church, had given the world adifferent code of morals for men and women, usurpedthe prerogative of Jehovah himself in assigning womana sphere of action, and lastly had endeavored in everypossible way to destroy her confidence in her ownpowers, to lessen her self-respect, and to make her willing to lead a dependent and abject life.

The resolutions, eleven in number, declared that all these usurpations and disabilities were contrary to thelaws of nature, that women everywhere ought to be enlightened concerning them, and should be taught to resist and overthrow them. The right to free education,equality with men in industry and the professions, tofree speech and participation in public affairs, including church affairs, and the right to vote, were demanded. The only resolution which was not unanimously adopted was that one which called for the elective franchise. Mrs. Stanton and Frederick Douglass, however, held out so stoutly for the clause that itwas included with the others. Charlotte Woodwardvoted for it wholeheartedly, never dreaming that shealone of all those women present would live to cast herballot, with nation-wide enfranchised women, in apresidential election. Sixty-eight women and thirty-two men signed the resolutions, but many of them withdrew their names as soon as the inevitable storm ofnewspaper ridicule and vituperation burst upon theirheads. They had expected disapproval, but “atheists”and “hermaphrodites” they were not quite preparedto be branded. Undaunted, the leaders prepared atonce for a second convention to be held two weeks laterin the important city of Rochester.


CHAPTER VI

THE TEACHER BECOMES TEMPERANCE CRUSADER

The Seneca Falls Convention got almost as much publicity as is in these days accorded a sensationalcrime—and much the same kind of publicity. “TheHen Convention,” which was about the most politeterm applied to it, was denounced as a defiance ofDivine revelation, a conspiracy against public moralsand the home, the purity of American women (a purerpurity than existed elsewhere), in general a conspiracyagainst all known and approved rules of society. Afew thoughtful writers said it was interesting, a fewcontemptuous ones dismissed it as just another “ism,”one of those crank ideas which had broken out likemeasles in intellectual centers as far west as Cincinnati.Abolition, temperance, vegetarianism, spiritualism,Fourierism, free love. In Canajoharie Susan B. Anthony read with absorbed interest everything publishedin the village newspaper. Most of the resolutions, better education for women, enlarged industrial opportunities, equal pay for equal work, the right to propertyand wages; above all, the right of women to free speechon public platforms, she approved, but when she readthe eleventh resolution, calling for the right to vote,she laughed. The fact is that Susan, being Quakerborn, despised the ballot for anybody. It was a ruleof the Society of Friends to abjure all voting, because,as professional pacifists, they thought it positively wrong to support any government that upheld war. Daniel Anthony had never voted in his life, never didvote until 1860, when, convinced that nothing but warcould wipe out slavery, he went to the polls and cast hisfirst ballot for Abraham Lincoln.

Great was Susan’s surprise, therefore, when, home on a brief holiday, she heard that her whole family hadattended the second woman’s rights convention, heldin Rochester two weeks after the Seneca Falls meeting,and that her father and mother, and even her shysister, Mary, had signed the resolutions, including thedemand for equal suffrage. The family could talkof nothing but the Rochester convention. The womenof their intimate circle had sponsored it, and had gonea great deal farther than the Seneca Falls women haddared, for they conducted all the sessions themselveswithout the help of any men. This bold performanceso dismayed the star speakers, Lucretia Mott and Elizabeth Cady Stanton, that when they heard that Mrs.Abigail Bush had been chosen president of the convention, and that several women were to serve as secretaries, they threatened to go home. Ignorance of thesacred Cushing’s Manual, they protested, would so embarrass the women, would give such advantage todisturbers of the meeting, that the whole thing wouldbreak up in confusion. Frederick Douglass, in theiropinion, should be made chairman, and Mr. Douglass,no doubt, would have been glad to oblige. But theRochester women could not be persuaded to alter theirprogram. Women, they said, had found their tonguesat last, and whatever cause they had they must nowpresent to the world in person. Nothing disastrousoccurred. At first, it is true, Mrs. Bush and the women secretaries, all of them frightened as rabbits, and unaccustomed to raise their voices above a genteel drawingroom pitch, could not make themselves heard beyond the first row of seats. But Sarah Burtis, an Anthonycousin and a teacher in the public schools, came to therescue with vocal cords grown vigorous in calling recalcitrant youngsters to order, and after that thingswent swimmingly. Mrs. Burtis read the minutes ofthe previous meeting and as often as necessary actedas interpreter between the audience and the more inarticulate speakers.

One whole session of the convention had been devoted to the wretched condition of women wage earners in theflourishing city of Rochester, and it was these revelations which really converted Daniel Anthony towoman’s rights. In his cotton mills, as we have seen,Daniel had been extremely mindful of the welfare ofhis women operatives. He had paid them a livingwage, as living and wages went in those days, and hehad seen to it that they were decently housed and kindlytreated. To hear “The Song of the Shirt,” not as sungby the English poet Hood, but as lived in anguish inhis own community, had plowed up his heart andtroubled his dreams. And small wonder. The organizers of the convention had brought to the platform two of the earliest investigators of women’s working conditions, and they reported such facts as couldonly be matched by Lord Shaftsbury’s records of factory and mine labor in the previous decades. Rochesterseamstresses were paid for a day of twelve to fourteenhours, from thirty-one to thirty-eight cents. Insideworkers had deducted from their wages $1.25 to $1.50a week for board, and the pitiful remainder, if there was a remainder, was often paid, not in cash but in due bills on certain stores where the women were chargedexorbitant prices. Married women, of course, had noclaim to their own earnings, and these were frequentlyused by husbands for drink or to support other women.The finest sewing was done at these starvation wages.Men of fashion thought women could not make theirclothes, but, it was revealed, when these men patronizedexpensive tailors, the garments, after being cut andfitted in the shops, were sweated out to women whoseneedlework was finer than the tailor’s own. For making a costly satin vest these accomplished craftswomenreceived thirty cents; for making a coat, about fortycents; for a pair of trousers, from twelve to thirty cents.They could not refuse to accept such starvation wages,because sewing was practically the only trade open tothem. “And yet,” said the speaker,

“an experienced cashier of this city remarked to me that women might be as good bookkeepers as men; but men have monopolizedevery lucrative situation, from drygoods merchant down to whitewashing. Who does not feel, as she sees a stout, athletic man standing behind a counter measuring lace, ribbons and tape, that he ismonopolizing a woman’s place, while thousands of rich acres in thewestern world await his coming? . . . Let men become producers,as nature has designed them, and women be educated to fill all thosestations which require less physical strength, and we should soonmodify many of our social evils.”

Following these revolutionary proposals Mrs. Stanton read the Seneca Falls Declaration of Independence and the resolutions for women’s emancipation, social,industrial and political, and she challenged any clergyman present to voice his objections then and there, instead of in the pulpit where nobody could answer him.

The fire she hoped to draw came promptly. Several clergymen, their eyes moist over the miseries of womenwage slaves, asked how even such deplorable conditionscould be removed without substituting a greater evil,destruction of the God-ordained authority of men.What if bookkeeping and other well paid avenues ofwork were opened to women, and their husbands andfathers objected, as well they might, to the womenleaving the home? What if women insisted on leavingnevertheless? Who was to decide such questions? TheUnited States had no Lord Chancellor. In the case ofmarried women the case was clear, because if Christians, they were obliged to obey their husbands. Asfor unmarried women, any rebellion against man’sdominant position would be dangerous because it wouldtend to break up the home. Such subjects could hardlyeven be discussed by women without violating the command of St. Paul, “Let your women keep silence inthe churches.” To which the mild spoken but sardonicMrs. Mott replied, St. Paul nevertheless gave specificdirections how women were to appear when they didspeak, and he seemed glad enough to have Phoebe,Priscilla, Tryphena Tryphosa, and the four daughtersof Philip carry on his provincial parishes. Moreover,Paul had strongly recommended celibacy to men, butmost of the clergymen who opposed free speech forwomen had disregarded his advice. A shocking remark for a lady to make in mixed company, but Mrs.Mott and Mrs. Stanton were saving their really shocking remarks for future meetings.

Susan laughed, and said she wished she might meet those women, especially Mrs. Stanton, to whom withprophetic intuition she felt strongly attracted. But the woman’s rights movement, for all her father’s enthusiasm, left her rather cold. Other reforms must come first. With such a monster as intemperance devouring the land, and the still greater evil, slavery,oppressing millions, the women’s demand for their ownrights seemed premature. Susan had come to theend, or almost to the end of her own self-life. She wasthrough with the minor glory of the social conquest ofa small town like Canajoharie, the possession of a purseample enough to buy herself fashionable gowns, shawlsand bonnets. Her success as a school-teacher no longersatisfied her, and she was growing more and morerestive in a profession where the brightest woman competed on unequal terms with the dullest man. Herwhole instinct was toward public life, social service,but she was acutely conscious of the fact that anywoman who occupied a place in public life had firstto create the place. How to do it and at the same timeearn a living was a question which found no solution inher brain. She must continue to support herself,and since her father’s business position was not yet verydefinitely established, she might be called upon to helpin the education of younger members of the family.Were she situated like her friend Lydia Mott in Albany, who supported herself by her exquisite needlework, she might have found a place in anti-slaverypropaganda. By now the slavery agitation was passingfrom its purely propaganda stage and was becomingabolitionism, a larger thing and different. In 1844Susan’s old hero, Henry Clay, had been defeated forthe Presidency by the innocuous James Polk, the Abolitionists contributing to this end by diverting enoughWhig votes to the Liberty Party candidate, James G. Birney. Abolitionism was now a real political factor, and by the time the 1848 campaign came on there wereenough Northern Democrats under its influence to return the Whigs to power, and to send Zachary Taylorto the White House. In four years more the Abolitionists might elect their own candidate. If it were onlypossible to devote herself to this great cause— Butthe Abolition leaders had no money to pay speakers andorganizers. It was a mystery then as it is now howWilliam Lloyd Garrison found money enough to support his own family.

Next to the abolition cause Susan was interested passionately in temperance, and in-that field, even withher limited resources, she believed she might be useful,for there surely the social influence of women, if exercised vigorously, would be decisive. “All that is neededto produce a complete temperance and social reform,”she had told the Canajoharie Daughters of Temperance, “is for our sex to cast their united influences intothe balance.” Susan had never read the Greek classicsand she was unaware of the fact that the same theory,and its discouraging conclusion, had been laughed aton the Athenian stage more than a thousand years before. Neither the ladies’ anti-war society of Athens northe Daughters of Temperance of Canajoharie wereeconomically in a position to redeem men from their petvices by boycotting marriage, or as Susan put it, “tospeed the day when no young man . . . who polluteshis lips with the drunkard’s cup shall presume to seekthe favors of our precious daughters.”
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SUSAN B. ANTHONY
At the Age of Thirty-two. From a Daguerreotype.





To tell the truth there were no other kinds of young men. Or very few. Practically all Americans were immoderate drinkers, and had been from the earliest times. Those who accuse women of foisting prohibition on this country would do well to examine the soil in which Anti-Saloon League fanaticism was nurtured.Almost from the landing of the Pilgrims the dragon’steeth of the present situation were sown, and it is easyto understand why. Puritanism ruthlessly crushed outall the joy of life, as necessary to the soul’s sustenanceas bread and meat to the body. Every outlet of thenatural man was forbidden by the gloomy religion ofthe Puritans, singing, dancing, card games, outdoorsports, Christmas revels, the theater, even the boisterousplay of growing children. For nearly two hundred andfifty years after the founding of the colonies the poisonof Puritanism was virulent in the veins of Americans,nor is it wholly eliminated yet. Not the blessings oflife, but the fear of death and damnation was dinnedinto the minds of our people. Joy was forbidden.But man must have his saturnalia, and inevitably hegets it somewhere. In this country he got it in alcohol.It might not have been so bad if his escape could havebeen found in ordinary wine drinking, but the firstAmericans did not make wine. They were forever onthe move, forever pioneering westward. They neverpaused long enough to plant and cultivate the genialgrape. Besides, the New England climate was unfavorable, and western forests and prairies offered toomuch resistance. It was labor enough to clear groundfor ordinary grain and root crops. The grains mighthave included hops for mildly stimulating beer, if inthe ceaseless movement of the pioneers it had been possible to transport beer. A keg of whisky or rum fromthe Barbados, fire water indeed, took up less room in the wagon, besides offering more immediate effect after the day’s grinding hardships.

In the course of time city dwellers who could afford it did drink imported wines, especially at banquets andpublic dinners. But the amount of wine necessary tosatisfy their alcohol-tanned gullets would have staggered the traditional three-bottle English aristocrat.Two bottles of champagne per guest at the little Whigaffair of Daniel Webster’s were probably mere chasersto the real liquid refreshments served on that occasion.Long before the champagne corks began to fly thegentlemen, if we can trust old menu cards of the period,had taken aboard a full cargo of brandy and whiskycocktails, claret, Rhine wines, sherry, madeira and port.A hardy race, our revered ancestors! An importantpoint is that most of this excessive drinking was doneby men only. In every country, except those in whichwine is cheap and abundant this is the case. Only incity slums where cold and starvation reduce the population to despair are gin-soaked women to be found, andit is a fact that follows our relatively high standard ofliving that few of our native American women everdrank immoderately. The American housewife, unlikethe French and Italian, knew not wine as a part of diet,nor did women, until a very recent date, know it as anaid to festivity, for in men’s festivities women were notincluded. Sometimes after the feast was finished andthe bottles emptied, the ladies were permitted to occupysecluded boxes or upper galleries, and as a rare treat,listen to the speeches of the men.

Thus to women of the mid-Nineteenth Century the drinking habits of men were incomprehensible, andwhere they were not a bitter curse they were an intolerable nuisance. In hardly any State was drunkenness acause for divorce, nor was any man seriously handicapped, socially or professionally by a known predilection for liquor. Fuddled lawyers pleaded beforefuddled judges in the highest courts; fuddled physicians came to the childbeds of women; merchants andbankers served liquor to their patrons; whisky, rumand gin could be bought, even by children, not only ingrog shops and saloons, but in grocery and drug stores.Indeed the drug stores were almost as completelystocked with liquors as with calomel, quinine, morphiaand patent medicines. Even ministers of the Gospeldrank, in moderation, they claimed. At all events itwas not uncommon for them to accept part of theirsalaries in kegs of liquor.

This was the situation when Susan B. Anthony began her work as a temperance reformer. Against intemperance, especially in the younger generation, and ofcourse, in the working classes, serious men had instituted a movement before Susan’s time. But from itwomen, the worst sufferers from the evil, were excluded. This was partly because they were excludedfrom all men’s organizations, and partly because, in theearly days of the reform, one had to be a converteddrunkard to qualify as a total abstinence orator. TheWashingtonians, the first important temperance society, were made up entirely of reformed “old soaks,”and their confessions, told in every lurid detail, weremore thrilling to listen to than the most earnest arguments in favor of a godly, righteous and sober life. Ina day when the theater was generally agreed to be thenearest gateway to hell, the Washingtonians, it mustbe admitted, put up a pretty good show. Nearly allof them had gone through delirium tremens, or claimedthe experience anyhow, and their battles with snakesand demons, their hideous agonies of body and mindwere graphically described. If in their cups they hadnearly or quite murdered a loved one, preferably a favorite child, so much the better. All patterned themselves as nearly as possible after John B. Gough whosedramatic gifts were equaled only by his talent forviolent backsliding. Most of the orators backslidoccasionally, as a sad fact, but then, all the more effective was their return to the platform, for who does notlove a redeemed sinner—provided his sex is right?

Even the lesser lights among the temperance lecturers had a good sense of the theater. One prime favoritecarried along his little boy whom he carefully plantedin an obscure corner of the church or hall. At themoment of his speech when the audience was exactlyat the proper pitch of emotion, the speaker demanded:“As for the rum seller, the rum seller, my friends, whatname black enough shall we find to call him?” Hepaused and gesticulated wildly, searching for a sufficiently scurrilous word, which was the little boy’s cueto shrill out at the top of his lungs, “Devil! Devil!”Hysterical screams from the women, and loud “Amens”from the men. Another successful platform light wasaccompanied by a pathetic little girl who sobbed anobligato during her father’s speech and afterward, inblue-ribboned ringlets and frilled pantelets, stood beside his chair and sang temperance songs. The classic“Father, dear father, come home with me now,” or the even more tear-compelling “Father’s a drunkard and mother is dead.”



“Mother, Oh! Why did you leave me alone?

With no one to love me, no friends and no home.

Dark is the night and the storm rages wild.

God pity Bessie, the Drunkard’s lone child!”


CHAPTER VII

SUSAN MEETS ELIZABETH CADY STANTON

The Washingtonians were succeeded by the Sons of Temperance, locally organized, and the women, following the men’s example, formed the Daughters ofTemperance, their lodges however receiving no official recognition from the men. Susan, who had infuseda great deal of vitality into the Canajoharie branchof the Daughters, became convinced that the next thingto do, in order to make the movement effective, was tounite the two societies. Her first work must be toorganize as many new lodges as possible, and she beganto employ all her leisure time, all her holidays, visitingnearby towns and villages and forming branches of thewomen’s society. In Rochester she gave a series ofsuppers and entertainments to raise money for the causeand to impress on the Sons the value of Women’sinfluence in the great reform. The public came to theentertainments (“One dollar will admit a gentlemanand lady”), ate the suppers and praised both, especiallythe suppers. But the Sons still held off from cooperation. Still, some things, for example, a toast offered bya Rochester gentleman at one of Susan’s functions andpreserved for posterity by Ida Husted Harper, appeared to the women to be a promise of surrender onthe part of the men.


“The Daughters—Our characters they elevate,

Our manners they refine.

Without them we degenerate 


To the level of the swine.”

Sure enough, when a local organization of the New York Sons of Temperance, early in 1852, called inAlbany a convention of all the lodges of the State theyextended an invitation to the women to send delegates.The Rochester branch sent Susan, and her credentials,with those of other women, were accepted, and seats inthe hall were assigned them. But when Susan rose tospeak to a motion the chairman silenced her, sayingharshly that the sisters were asked there not to speakbut to listen and to learn. Blazing with indignationSusan rose and walked out of the hall, a few womenhaving the courage to follow her. With Lydia Mottshe went to the office of the powerful Albany EveningJournal, the editor of which was Thurlow Weed, anddiscussed with this astute politician the feasibility ofholding a separate meeting for women. Mr. Weed wassympathetic, and in his paper that evening he publishedthe story of the men’s treatment of the women delegatesand advised the public to attend their meeting at theHudson Street Presbyterian Church. A bad snowstorm, a chimney that filled the room with smoke and astove pipe that fell down in the middle of the programfailed to discourage the women who filled the hall, andthe result of the meeting was a resolution proposed bySusan to summon at an early date a Woman’s StateTemperance Convention. In getting this conventiontogether Susan displayed a genius for organization, apublicity sense, an ability to work and to make otherpeople work, which won the warm admiration of Elizabeth Cady Stanton, who gladly accepted Susan’s invitation to be present and to speak. Almost unaided Susan wrote hundreds of necessary letters, raised money, heldmeetings in many towns, hired a hall, arranged forushers, advertising, speakers, and succeeded in attracting to the April convention in Rochester some of themost prominent men and women in the State. HoraceGreeley’s interest was aroused and he wrote Susan aletter full of encouragement and good advice. Hebegged her to see that all nominations for officers, allresolutions and all speeches were prepared in advanceand put in proper shape for the press, that only the bestspeakers be presented and that their remarks should beclear and to the point. If Susan would hold her committee to these suggestions Horace promised to publishin the Tribune telegraphic reports of the conventionand to give as much space as possible to the women’sspeeches.

As far as attendance, enthusiasm, publicity and the achievement of its immediate object were concerned theconvention was a huge success. A Woman’s StateTemperance Society, the first of its kind ever dreamedof, was formed, with Elizabeth Cady Stanton as President, Mrs. Gerrit Smith, the Rev. Antoinette Brownand several others as Vice-presidents, and Susan B. Anthony and Amelia Bloomer as Secretaries. To Susan,naturally, the heaviest work of the society was assigned.She was appointed State Agent, “with full power toorganize auxiliary societies, collect money, issue certificates of membership, and do all things which shemay judge necessary to promote the purposes for whichour society has been organized.” Authority to collectmoney meant that Susan was expected somehow to raise it, and somehow she did. She had resigned her position in Canajoharie by this time, and now she began traveling, paying her own expenses, obtaining hallsand churches for meetings, doing all the speaking, whenshe could get no one else to speak, organizing newlodges, and generally waking up enthusiasm for thesociety. Within a short time she had increased themembership over a thousand, all this without a dollar except what she collected at her meetings or coaxedfrom women who in turn had to coax it from reluctanthusbands. The rapid growth of the women’s temperance movement at once attracted the attention and eventhe approval of the men’s societies, and when the StateSons of Temperance, the name now changed to theMen’s State Temperance Society, held their next convention in Syracuse, the local branch again tenderedSusan’s organization an invitation to send delegates.This the women did, happy in the belief that at lastthe men were ready to work with them to a commonend. Alas! When Susan and Mrs. Bloomer reachedSyracuse they were waited on by the famous clergyman, the Rev. Samuel J. May, who told them that hehad been asked to advise them quietly to withdraw.The Syracuse committee had been sincere in their invitation, but a majority of the visiting delegates wereclergymen, and one and all they objected to the presenceof the women. Would the ladies then retire? Susan,and after her Mrs. Bloomer, flatly refused, and Mr.May assured them that he was delighted with their refusal. He would do all he could to have them recognized, although he feared he could do nothing. Theconvention opened stormily, the clerical delegates, withone or two exceptions, declaring that no business should be transacted until those females—or rather those creatures—“a hybrid species, half man and half woman, belonging to neither sex” were put out into the streets.Susan got the floor long enough to remind the delegatesthat over one hundred thousand signers of the petitionsfor the Maine prohibition law the previous winterhad been women, but she was howled down, and in ababel of abuse and insults the two women were ejected.

Defending their action on the floor of the convention the reverend gentlemen charged that the females, while they might be temperance advocates, might evenhave societies of their own, were really not worthy tobe admitted to the temperance movement. Apart fromtheir temerity in crashing men’s meetings, an indecent thing in itself, they but waited an opportunity toconfuse the temperance question with dreadful doctrines of woman’s rights, divorce, atheism, and for allthe men knew free love. Could they afford to havetheir work for temperance mixed up with such propaganda? A thousand times no.

As before Susan protested by organizing a woman’s meeting in Mr. May’s church, and for one evening atleast she drew away all but a handful of the audienceexpected at the men’s meeting. She got some prettygood newspaper notices into the bargain, reporters saying generously that the women’s speeches were far morelucid and entertaining than any made by visiting clergymen. That was very well, but just the same Susan wenthome pretty sick at heart. Could it be that Mrs. Mottand Mrs. Stanton were right in their conviction thatall of women’s freedom must be demanded before anyof it was attained? Susan was not quite sure even aftershe attended the following September, her first woman’s rights convention, this also in Syracuse. This convention, by far the most important the women had yet organized, was attended by delegates from eight Statesand from Canada, for despite ridicule from the pressand thunders from the pulpit the “detestable doctrine”had spread like a prairie fire, and woman’s rights societies were now flourishing in communities as. far west asOhio, Indiana and Wisconsin. Garrison, Greeley,William Henry Channing, George W. Johnson, chairman of the New York State Committee of the LibertyParty, Angelina Grimke Weld and other notables, sentletters of endorsement. Greeley published glowing notices in the Tribune and Mr. Johnson even sent a contribution of ten dollars. Lucretia Mott presided, andMrs. Stanton pressed Susan into service as one of thesecretaries. In fact, Susan must at this time have become a member, because she figured in the nominatingcommittee, objecting very strongly to a nominee forPresident, Elizabeth Oakes Smith, of Boston’s exclusive literary circle. This lady had come to the convention in a short-sleeved, low-necked frock, and althoughshe wore over it a light jacket, her bare arms and neckwere much in evidence, and Susan argued that in sucharray no woman could represent the hard working wageearners for whom she desired woman’s rights. Mrs.Smith was not elected.

Susan spoke at one session, very briefly, and her plea was less for woman’s rights than for her temperance society and in favor of a projected People’sCollege, which afterward became Cornell University.But she listened to many speeches, all of them callingfor the ballot as the very structure of women’s emancipation. She heard for the first time Lucy Stone, a delightful young creature with a voice of gold; Paulina Wright Davis, a most accomplished woman of Providence, Rhode Island; the benign Mrs. Mott and herhusband, James Mott; Gerrit Smith, the rich reformerand philanthropist of Peterboro, N. Y.; and ErnestineRose, at that time called “The Queen of the Platform.”Ernestine Rose was a remarkable woman whether ornot her powers of eloquence have been exaggerated.She was a Polish Jewess, daughter of a rabbi, and inher childhood had been a pattern of piety. ButErnestine was one of those accidents which happen inthe best regulated families, a girl child with a bettermentality than that of any male member, even herfather, the rabbi. By the time she reached earlywomanhood her mind and her sensibilities had revoltedagainst the daily prayer of the men:“I thank thee Lord that thou hast not created me a woman,” and she utterly refused to offer the orthodox prayer of thewomen:“I thank thee Lord that thou hast created me according to thy will.” From this revolt it was but a step to renouncing not only the Judaism of herfathers but all theological dogma. Obliged to leavePoland she fled to England where she married a Britishabolitionist, and with him she went to America, atonce and fervently embracing woman’s rights. It issaid that Ernestine was beautiful, but her pictures donot bear this out very convincingly. An effectivespeaker and a magnetic personality she must have been,for she drew crowds wherever she appeared. Ernestinewas audacious beyond most Americans of the period inpublicly admitting that she was an agnostic, an infidel,if any one preferred the name. She horrified the Rev.Antoinette Brown, the first ordained woman minister,and she furnished endless copy to antagonistic newspapers. Susan found her a fascinating type.
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Of this convention the Syracuse Standard said that it was attended by over 2,000 persons, and that no onecould deny that it showed a greater amount of talent“than has characterized any public gathering in thiscity during the last ten years, if ever before.” TheStandard said of Susan B. Anthony that she had a capital voice and deserved to be made clerk of the Assembly. The Syracuse Star received quite anotherimpression.


“ . . . The poor creatures who take part in the silly rant of ‘brawling women’ and Aunt Nancy men,” said the Star, “are mostof them ‘ismizers’ of the rankest stamp, Abolitionists of the mostfrantic and contemptible kind, and Christian (?) sympathizers withsuch heretics as William Lloyd Garrison, Parker Pillsbury, C. C.Burleigh and S. S. Foster. These men are all woman’s rightersand preachers of such damnable doctrines and accursed heresies aswould make demons of the pit shudder to hear.”

We do not know as much about demons of the pit or what caused them to shudder as men did in the Fifties,but if William Lloyd Garrison caused them concern,the elder Bennett, arch foe of all social reforms, musthave given them delight with his account of the Syracuse Convention. Bennett was one of those Rabelaisianmen, common in his day, who could think of womenonly as sex animals, breeders if in captivity, prostitutesotherwise. The following is an extract from a longeditorial which Mr. Bennett published in the NewYork Herald, September 12, 1852:

"... How did woman first become subject to man, as she now is all over the world? By her nature, her sex, just as the negro isand always will be to the end of time, inferior to the white race and, therefore, doomed to subjection; but she is happier than she would be in any other condition, just because it is the law of hernature. . . .

What do the leaders of the Woman’s rights convention want? They want to be members of Congress, and in the heat of debatesubject themselves to coarse jests and indecent languagelike that ofthe Rev. Mr. Hatch.1They want to fill all other posts which menare ambitious to occupy, to be lawyers, doctors, captains of vesselsand generals in the field. How funny it would sound in the newspapers that Lucy Stone, pleading a cause, took suddenly ill in thepains of parturition and perhaps gave birth to a fine bouncing boy incourt! Or that the Rev. Antoinette Brown was arrested in thepulpit in the middle of her sermon from the same cause, and presented a ‘pledge’ to her husband and the congregation; or that Dr.Harriot K. Hunt, while attending a gentleman patient for a fit ofthe gout or fistula in ano found it necessary to send for a doctor, thereand then, to be delivered of a man or woman child—perhaps twins.A similar event might happen on the floor of Congress, in a stormat sea or in the raging tempest of battle, and then what is to becomeof thewomanlegislator?”2

After Syracuse, Susan’s temperance speeches included arguments for woman’s rights, although she subordinated the latter to what she still believed to be the more immediate social necessity. But she was wavering. Perhaps after all in her temperance crusade shewas dealing with effects rather than causes. She wavered still more after, in January, 1853, she held at Albany a mass meeting of her State Temperance Society to petition the Legislature for a Maine prohibition law for New York. The men’s society also calleda meeting, but the women had the greater popularsuccess and much more newspaper publicity. As an unheard-of concession the Assembly Chamber was given up to a women’s evening meeting, and one morning the rules were suspended in order that they mightpresent personally their petition to the legislators.Twenty-eight thousand names were attached to the petition, most of them having been gathered by Susan, but,as one Assemblyman put it afterwards:“Who are these asking for a Maine Law? Nobody but women and children.” A man of wealth who happened to bein Albany at the time was otherwise influenced. Mr.S. P. Thompson was building up a great fortune in thesoft drink business, but that might not have had anybearing on the case. At all events he invited Susan,Mrs. Bloomer and the Rev. Antoinette Brown to NewYork, at his expense, and got them up a large temperance meeting in Metropolitan Hall, where Jenny Lindhad sung, and other meetings in Broadway Tabernacleand the Brooklyn Academy of Music. Crowds paidadmission to get a thrill out of women speaking in public, and Mr. .Thompson, after paying the expenses ofthe halls, gave the rest of the money to the women.They used it to tour the principal cities and towns ofNew York lecturing on temperance and woman’s rights.As usual Susan came in for her share of editorialrebuke:

“Miss Anthony may be a very respectable lady, but such conversation is certainly not calculated to enhance public regard for her. . . . She announced quite confidently that wives don’t de factolove their husbands if they are dissipated. Everyday observationproves the utter falsity of this statement, and if there is one characteristic of the sex which more than another elevates and enobles it,it is the persistency and intensity of woman’s love for man.”

Thus the Utica Evening Telegraph, before easy divorce reared its hideous head to dissolve unlovely unions.

Susan continued her temperance activities through that year. There was a disreputable incident in connection with a World’s Temperance Convention in theold Brick Church, Franklin Square, New York,which all friends of temperance, even women, were invited to attend. The women delegates’ credentials wereaccepted, but when a business committee from eachState was appointed, and Susan’s name was proposedfor the New York committee, Mayor Barstow, in aspeech which even the New York Herald declared wastoo indecent to publish, threatened to resign if any female was admitted to office. Other delegates, includingclergymen and Doctors of Divinity, moved that thewomen’s credentials be withdrawn, and the motion wascarried. Although the coarsest speeches of the menwere omitted the newspapers generally approved theiraction. The New York Commercial Advertiser said:

“The delegates at the Brick Church who took the responsibility of knocking off these parasites deserve the thanks of the Temperancefriends. . . . Such an association would mar any cause. Left tothemselves such women must fall into contempt.”

One more failure before Susan was through. When her cherished Woman’s State Temperance Society wasformed, a clause in the constitution admitted men tomembership, allowed them to speak at all meetings, butmade women only eligible to office. Most of the menand a great many of the more timid women objected toany disabilities for the men members, and at the firstanniversary meeting, in the Spring of 1853, Mrs.

Stanton, yielding, though against her judgment, to these importunities, said that since any limitations seemed tosome a violation of men’s rights, and as the women hadnow learned to stand alone, it might perhaps be safe toadmit men to all the privileges of the society, but shehoped that they would modestly permit women to continue the work they had so successfully begun. Howunsafe the new ruling was became at once apparent.The men dominated the convention, monopolized thefloor, moved to have the name of the society changedto The People’s League, and by bullying a sufficientnumber of subservient women members, they oustedMrs. Stanton from the presidency. Susan, to be sure,they reelected secretary, but she indignantly declinedto serve, and with Mrs. Stanton resigned from the society they had organized. Within two years theWoman’s State Temperance Society went to pieces, andnot until twenty years later, when the Women’s Christian Temperance Union was founded, did women againfigure prominently in temperance reform. They wereencouraged to organize praying bands and, of course,to contribute money to the men’s organizations. Butthe majority of the men, forever torn between theirtemperance zeal and their business interests, worked sohalf-heartedly that the saloon and saloon influencesmore and more gained ascendancy in politics. It mattered not that true temperance, thanks largely to educational propaganda of the Women’s Christian Temperance Union, made tremendous progress, and thedisgraceful conditions of earlier days disappearedamong decent men. The saloon finally became suchan intolerable evil that the American soul was maddened by its very existence, and a hasty, drastic and unenforceable prohibition amendment was added to the Constitution of the United States. A logical resultof long exclusion of such women as Susan B. Anthonyfrom all social reforms, and forcing them to demandpolitical power.

After the collapse of her State Temperance Society Mrs. Stanton said to Susan: “Do you see, at last?”And Susan said:“At last, I see.” Thus woman’s rights made its essential convert.


CHAPTER VIII

AND JOINS THE BLOOMER BRIGADE

The year 1853 marks Susan’s hegira  from temperance and all other minor reforms to the ever-widening field of woman’s rights. In the five years which hadpassed since the Seneca Falls Convention she hadchanged a great deal. Not only was her mind fullymatured, but she had progressed beyond most of thenarrow conventionalities of her Quaker girlhood. Inpart this was due to the fact that her family also hadprogressed beyond them, for the independent Mr. Anthony had at last been read out of the Society ofFriends. He got into trouble in his Battenville daysby purchasing, on one of his business trips to NewYork, a camlet cloak with a cape and, as a further protection against the extreme cold, a colored silk muffler.These were declared “out of plainness,” but Daniel kepton wearing them just the same. In his house in Hardscrabble, formerly an inn, there was one room whichhad been used for public dances. Daniel had no intention of continuing the dances, but when a committeeof young people called on him to protest that the onlyother available hall was in a rather disreputable tavernwith a barroom attached, he could see no way out of letting them have the room. Lucy Anthony begged himto do so, and he consented, with the clear understanding that his children should never learn to dance. Thatsettled it with the elders. “We are sorry to disownFriend Anthony,” they said, “but we cannot condone such an offense as allowing a dancing school in hishouse.” Daniel keenly resented their verdict. “Forthe two best acts of my life,” he commented bitterly,“my marriage and the protection of these young people,I am turned out of the best religious society in theworld.”

The Anthonys continued for some time to attend Friends’ meeting, but Daniel’s opinions on life andreligion grew steadily more tolerant. When he removed to Rochester he found a society more congenialthan any he had previously known, wider in its outlook, in the advance guard of social and politicalquestions of the troubled times. In Rochester lived anumber of Quakers who had separated from the societybecause they could not endure its vacillating policy toward slavery. This group, perhaps a dozen well-to-do and cultured families, formed, with certain Unitarians, a center of liberal thought not only in theircity but in that whole section of the State. Theirnames are forgotten now, dimmed by the years like olddaguerreotypes, but in their youth they represented allthat was modern and idealistic, prophetic of the newUnited States, struggling in painful birth-pangs.Isaac and Amy Post, James and Abigail Bush, theKedzies, the Fishes, the Burtises, the Hallowells, stoodfor those brave ideas sponsored in Boston by Sumner,Garrison and Phillips, and in the west by a yet obscureyoung lawyer, Abraham Lincoln. Their UnitarianChurch had for its minister William Henry Channing,a man of the same large vision as his friend the Rev.Samuel J. May of Syracuse. The Anthonys joined Channing’s congregation and very soon were drawn into the intimacy of the radical group.

The Anthony farm, on the outskirts of Rochester, became a favorite Sunday afternoon rendezvous, and Susan, on holiday visits from Canajoharie, found herself in a wholly new atmosphere, a whirlpool of advanced ideas. Instead of the plain speech, the mild discourses of other Sunday afternoons at home, she tookpart in exciting political discussions, denunciations ofthe opportunist Missouri Compromise, and the dangerof slavery extension in California and the territories ofthe southwest. She heard accounts of the workings ofthe revived fugitive slave law, of free negroes fleeing interror to the Canadian border, of escaped slaves hidingin stations of the underground railroad, some of thesein the homes of the Anthonys’ new friends. She metFrederick Douglass, whose paper, the North Star, wasedited in Rochester; and once in a while she had aglimpse of the great leaders, Garrison, Phillips, ParkerPillsbury, Theodore Parker, Francis Jackson, who onlecture trips often found time to join the Sunday afternoon “conventions” at the farm. These dauntless spirits,their scorn of the watchful waiting policy of the “bestminds” as represented by leaders in Congress, by theBoston followers of Emerson and William ElleryChanning, and by the evangelical respectables typifiedby the Beecher family, thrilled Susan to her heart’score, woke in her boiling wrath against ancient prejudices which forbade women to take part in thisstruggle of the ages, brought her to the conviction thather life work must be the destruction of those prejudices. It was through the Abolitionists, who had thehardihood to declare that not even the sacred Constitution was above the enlightened conscience of mankind, that Susan B. Anthony came into her destiny. Her resolve once made was forever unbreakable. For herthere was to be no turning back, no compromise, nomore moderation of speech or action. “Shall I tell aman whose house is on fire to give a moderate alarm;tell him moderately to rescue his wife from the hands ofa ravisher; tell the mother gradually to extricate herbabe from the fire into which it has fallen. ... I am inearnest—I will not equivocate—I will not excuse—Iwill not retreat a single inch—and I will be heard!”Many a Sunday afternoon Susan had heard that credoof the Garrisonians recited, renewed, and sworn to asa rule of life, until it became a burning agony in herblood. And from the course on which she set out shenever did retreat a single inch—and she was heard.

Elizabeth Cady Stanton’s home in Seneca Falls now became Susan’s second home, for between these twowomen there sprang up one of the most remarkablefeminine friendships in history, a friendship whichlasted without an hour’s break for fifty years, until thedeath, in 1902, of Mrs. Stanton. Their mutual understanding began at Susan’s Rochester Convention toorganize the Woman’s Temperance Society. On thatoccasion Mrs. Stanton had shocked almost every onepresent except Susan by one of her bombshell speechesadvocating divorce for drunkenness. Divorce was thena tabooed subject, but Mrs. Stanton managed to sandwich it into most of the speeches she made around thattime. She believed in divorce, with custody of thechildren to the mother, and worse still, she believed inbirth control for drunkards’ wives. She called uponwomen to refuse to bear children to men whose souls and bodies were degenerate through drink, and she even suggested laws fining women fifty dollars for each potential drunkard they brought into the world. Birthcontrol was by no means unknown in the highly moralNineteenth Century. Not a few respectable newspapers carried advertisements of quack remedies forsurplus population—that is, for unwanted or unfathered children, and some, not quite so respectable,published thinly camouflaged advertisements of abortionists. But nobody talked about such things, andMrs. Stanton’s utterances were deemed excessively indelicate, if not positively law defying.

To the downright Susan they seemed simple common sense, and she greatly admired a woman who not onlyhad the courage of her convictions, but who couldwith such eloquence as well as with such purity oflanguage, give voice to them. It was this fearlessness,this almost juvenile recklessness of consequences whenshe believed herself right, that won Susan’s allegianceto Elizabeth Cady Stanton. She was fearless herself,but although she had as many ideas as Mrs. Stanton,and was even more capable of marshaling them in logical order, she had not her friend’s amazing fluency ofspeech. The fact that each had something which theother lacked was the secret of their long association,their half century of faithful collaboration. Physicallyand mentally the women differed, yet complementedeach other. Mrs. Stanton was short and plump, ease-loving, humorous, equable of temper, quick at repartee,and thoroughly aware of her own intellectual abilities.Susan was tall, spare as an athlete and as active, seriousand sarcastic rather than humorous, introspective, analytic, and toward herself singularly detached. She had a marvelous memory for facts and statistics, the instinct of an artist in perceiving under cold statisticspulsing life, a dynamic energy, a total disregard forhardships and discomforts, and a great impatience withlaziness in her fellow workers. Mrs. Stanton for allher unusual capacity for work, was lazy, and she shrankfrom discomforts. It was Susan’s task for many yearsto spur her on to write, to speak, to attend conventions—Mrs. Stanton disliked conventions, always preferredsending letters and addresses for Susan to read—andabove all to keep her mind on one issue instead of halfa dozen.

In formative influences and experiences the two women differed. Mrs. Stanton was born an aristocrat.She was related to a dozen great American families, agranddaughter of that Col. James Livingston whoselucky cannon shot sent His British Majesty’s warship,the Vulture, speeding down the Hudson, leaving thehapless Major Andre to his fate. Through her tiesof kinship and her social connections she had readyaccess to politicians and legislators, and from them shelearned much useful strategy. Susan was of the people,and she understood a great deal better than Mrs. Stanton the workings of the common mind. Both womenhad emerged successfully from the narrow confines ofdomestic life, but they had arrived by different routes.Judge Cady reluctantly admitted that his daughter hadwhat was called “a masculine mind,” but he was of theolder generation which distrusted and deplored intellect in women. He opposed her at every step of hercareer, quarreled with her, and once even went so faras to disinherit her. In 1847 he rescued her from whathe thought were dangerous influences in Boston, where her husband, Henry B. Stanton, was doing very well indeed in the law firm of Rufus Choate, and on the plea that Boston east winds were threatening his son-in-law’shealth, induced them to move to his estate at SenecaFalls. Through his influence Henry was elected to theNew York State Senate, and Elizabeth was told thatsince she possessed such extraordinary executive ability,she might use it in the development of the estate. Shedeveloped the estate, but she found time also, to herfather’s deep disgust, to organize the woman’s rightsmovement. She was an admirable housekeeper, a loyalwife, and the devoted mother of seven children, butthat did not prevent her from becoming a writer, apublic speaker, a pleader before law-making bodies,and a leader of women. To the day of his death hisrebellious daughter was a thorn in the stern old man’sside.

Susan’s father, on the other hand, not only recognized his daughter’s great gifts, but he encouraged her todevelop them. He taught her, in the first place, thatwork and endeavor were as much a part of woman’s lifeas man’s. He admonished her when she distrusted herabilities, pushed her forward when she held back, andwhen at last she allied herself with Mrs. Stanton inthe cause of women’s advancement, bade her think nomore of the necessity of wage earning but to count onhim for financial backing when her own resourceswere exhausted. Susan had worked for a living, hadendured the hardships of “boarding round” in meanand cramped farm homes; she had known and feltin her own person the humiliations of a subjected member of society, whereas Mrs. Stanton, belonging to a protected class, knew them only in theory. Thus each supplied what the other needed. As Mrs. Stantonwrote in after years:

“In thought and sympathy we were one, and in the division of labor we exactly complemented each other. In writing we did betterwork than either could do alone. While she is slow and analytic incomposition I am rapid and synthetic. I am the better writer, shethe better critic. She supplied the facts and statistics, I the philosophy and rhetoric. . . . Our speeches may be considered the jointproducts of our two brains.”

And Susan declared: “She is my sentence maker, my pen artist,” insisting that without Mrs. Stanton shemight never have been able to make any speeches atall. Here Susan was unfair to herself, or else her mindwas still in thrall to the fallacy, common in her dayand far beyond it, that good speaking must be oratorical, full of flowers of language and cast in roundedperiods. Susan’s gift, little appreciated then, butprized above rubies now, was having something to say,saying it in a few terse sentences, and sitting down.Who knows, if Demosthenes had adopted that methodinstead of hypnotizing the Athenians, he might nothave galvanized them into rising against Philip ofMacedon and saving their country? At all eventsSusan’s philippics had a similar effect on women, andas time progressed on men also. The first one of theseshe launched, not at a woman’s rights meeting, but inan annual convention of the New York State Teachers’Association, of which she was a member. Womenformed two-thirds of the membership, but up to theday and year of Susan’s first speech they had never doneanything in a convention but sit modestly with theirveils down while the men talked, voted and managed the affairs of the association. At this particular session, in 1852, the presiding officer was Charles Davies, LL.D., professor of mathematics at West Point, andauthor of a series of standard text-books. The questionunder discussion was the still unanswered one: Whyis the profession of teacher not as highly respected asthat of lawyer, doctor or minister? For several hoursmen deplored the fact but offered no solution to theproblem. Susan listened, growing more and more disgusted with the platitudes of the men and the bovineinaction of the women. Finally she rose abruptly andsaid: “Mr. President.”

In the midst of a shocked silence Dr. Davies inquired : “What will the lady have?”

“The lady,” said Susan, “would like to speak to the question.”

In the history of the association no woman had demanded such a privilege, but after half an hour’s earnest debate it was voted, by a bare majority, thatSusan might speak. During the entire time Susanstood, fearing that if she sat down she might lose thefloor. Straight and slim as a young pine tree, in herfine broche shawl and close fitting bonnet she stood, buther knees trembled, and to hide the shaking of herhands she had to keep them tightly clasped together.When it came her time to speak her voice did nottremble at all. In clear, concise tones she said:“It seems to me that you fail to comprehend the cause of the disrespect of which you complain. Do you not seethat so long as society says that woman has not brainsenough to be a lawyer, doctor or minister, but hasplenty to be a teacher, every one of you who condescends to teach tacitly admits before all Israel and the sun that he has no more brains than a woman?” Then she sat down.

Having had all the wind taken out of their sails the men voted to adjourn for the day, the delegates gathering in groups outside to discuss the scandal. Susanwalked out of the hall, women drawing their hoop-skirts aside and whispering audibly that they neverwere so mortified in their lives, that they wished thefloor had opened and swallowed them up. But a fewwomen walked with Susan, thanked her, and confessedthemselves ashamed of their own supineness. Thenext day Dr. Davies made a flowery speech, explainingthat it was from pure chivalry and a desire to protectthe women teachers that the men had never invitedthem to speak or take part in the onerous duties ofcommittee work. To his annoyance another woman,Mrs. Northrop of Rochester, arose and said, “Mr.President.” Having with difficulty obtained the floorthis convert of Susan B. Anthony introduced a resolution over which the two had worked the eveningbefore. The resolution provided that thereafter theNew York State Teachers’ Association would recognize “the rights of female teachers to share in all theprivileges and deliberations of this body.” Mrs. Northrop also called attention to the grossly inadequate salaries paid female teachers, and asked the associationto take action against the evil. Against every effort ofthe chairman to ignore the resolution it was read, andby the combined votes of the women and the moreliberal men it was actually passed.

Susan, from this time on, was a power to be dreaded by the men and leaned on by the women teachers ofNew York State. For years after she ceased to teach she retained her membership in the association, and year after year she found time to attend the conventions,working for better educational methods, abolishment ofthe rod as a means of discipline, coeducation in thehigher schools, and above all equal pay and equal opportunities for women. “Miss Anthony,” said a leading educator after listening to one of her short andtelling speeches, “that was a magnificent address. ButI must tell you that I would rather see my wife or mydaughter in her coffin than hear her speaking as youdid before a public assembly.”

Even after such tributes as this Susan could not believe, nor could Mrs. Stanton convince her, that she was a really good speaker. All Susan knew was that shecould not produce the literary orations which Mrs.Stanton wrote with such ease and which had suchmarked effect when read or spoken on the platform.She was absolutely incapable of putting her thoughtson paper, and even when Mrs. Stanton did it for hershe could not commit the thing to memory. Finallyshe adopted one speech, Mrs. Stanton’s in form, and byuntiring labor managed, more or less, to memorizeit. The first part of this masterpiece was devoted towomen’s legal disabilities, the second to their industrial handicaps, and when Susan had to take the platform alone she delivered one or both parts of the speech.Soon she began to interpolate observations of her own,especially the specific instances with which she wasfamiliar, and after that through life she spoke extemporaneously from a few scattered notes held in herhand.

When these two women began working together Mrs. Stanton was thirty-eight, Susan thirty-three. Mrs. Stanton being in her late thirties was called a matron, and although her hair had not begun to thin she worea cap. Susan, of course, was an “old maid.” Thusbeing quite beyond the age of coquetry it was considered safe for them to travel unaccompanied and to engage in public work—as far as it was decent for anywoman to do these unconventional things. During thefirst year or two of their association Mrs. Stanton wasthe leader, Susan her willing neophyte. Soon their positions became equalized and finally they were completely reversed, but it was a long time before Susanrealized this. During the first years she figurativelysat at her friend’s feet, drinking in her wisdom, helping,not only in the work dearest their hearts but in thehousekeeping and the care of the five—afterwardseven—children. Susan assisted in the kitchen and upstairs work, played nursemaid and governess to thechildren, while Mrs. Stanton read, studied and wrotespeeches for them both, much of the material beingSusan’s. Henry B. and the boys became as accustomedto having Susan around the house as though she wereElizabeth’s twin, and all grew familiar of eveningswith the sight of mother and Susan sitting oppositeeach other at a large mahogany table covered withbooks, pamphlets, manuscripts, pens and ink, alwaysscribbling, consulting, talking about conventions, thelaws, women’s disabilities, the church, men’s hostilityto reforms, new strategies against opposition, a victoryhere, a failure here, and never-ending plans for a nextcampaign* There was no superficial scratching of thesoil for these women. They read newspapers, magazines, every public document they could lay hands on,proceedings of Congress and the legislatures, accounts 01 conventions, church and reform assemblies the country over. When Mrs. Stanton went off for a lecture trip Susan stayed on and ran the house. WhenMrs. Stanton needed rest or leisure to do some especiallyimportant piece of writing Susan gathered up the moreobstreperous of the boys and carried them off to theRochester farm. Susan did almost everything Mrs.Stanton wanted her to, and at that particular time Mrs.Stanton wanted everybody to adopt, as a symbolic gesture of emancipation, the horrific bloomer costume.This was characteristic, for Mrs. Stanton had throughlife a propensity to stray from the main highroad intobypaths of adventure. She wanted all the heads of thehydra at once, but occasionally she made the mistake ofwhacking at the tail instead. The bloomer episode,into which between 1851 and 1854 she inveigled manyof the woman’s rights advocates, is a striking, but notan unusual case in point. No one knows what it costSusan to leave off her becoming clothes, crop her beautiful hair and put on bloomers, but she did it, becauseMrs. Stanton thought it almost the most importantthing women could do for the cause.

Bloomers, or the short dress, as its votaries preferred to call the costume, have quite incorrectly been handeddown to history as the invention of Mrs. AmeliaBloomer, whose husband was postmaster at SenecaFalls, and who herself edited a small reform papercalled the Lily. Mrs. Bloomer had nothing whateverto do with the reformed dress besides adopting it, andin her little monthly newspaper giving it so much publicity that it became celebrated under her name, andas one historian records, set the world rocking withlaughter. The real creator of the bloomers was Elizabeth Smith Miller, daughter of Gerrit Smith, wealthy reformer and philanthropist of Peterboro, New York,and a cousin of Elizabeth Cady Stanton. Mrs. Miller,out of all patience with the fashionable dress of theperiod, six or seven layers of underwear, starched andquilted petticoats, tight corsets, long and sweepingskirts, had made for herself an elegant costume whichshe fondly believed to be Turkish, probably getting theidea from steel engraved illustrations of Lord Byron’spoems. She wore her new gown on a visit to SenecaFalls, where cousin Elizabeth rapturously acclaimedand adopted it, in spite of the fact that it revealed thehitherto suppressed fact that woman was a biped. Alady who wore bloomers displayed under a full skirtreaching half way between the knees and ankles, a pairof trousers either full gathered or straight, but in eithercase covering the instep. She wore no corsets, but ablouse and loose coat, and usually in the street a concealing cape. In such a smother of clothes a womantoday would be ready for a cross country airplaneflight, but in the early Fifties she was practically nude.Hoopskirts were not worn as much as is popularly supposed, conservative women dreading accidents from sitting down carelessly in the treacherous things. Butcrinolined and quilted skirts and many starched petticoats gave the proper silhouette, something between anold-fashioned dinner bell and a feather duster, and nowoman was modestly accoutered unless her dresstouched the ground. To show an ankle, much less aleg—a limb—even when getting into a carriage, wassomething no well bred female ever dreamed of doing.As for wearing trousers, that was a direct defiance ofScripture, as many preachers thundered, taking theirtext from Deuteronomy xxii: 5, which plainly says: “The woman shall not wear that which pertaineth unto man; neither shall a man put on a woman’s garment, for all that do so are an abomination unto the Lord thy God.”
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Besides Mrs. Stanton, Mrs. Bloomer and Susan, about a hundred “strong minded” women, in the face ofthe prophet’s admonition, wore the bloomers forperiods varying from one to four years. Lucy Stone,the Grimke sisters, Celia Burleigh the writer, Charlotte Wilbour, among others, were enthusiastic supporters of a dress which, however unaesthetic, did allow a freedom of movement utterly unknown to slavishfollowers of Godey’s Lady Book. Elizabeth SmithMiller wrote it in Washington during her father’s termin Congress, and because she was one of those womenwho can be charming in any clothes, she was less ridiculed than most of the others. Gerrit Smith was suchan ardent admirer of the bloomer that when the womenfinally discarded it he wrote a letter to Mrs. Stantonformally withdrawing his support from the wholewoman’s rights movement. The dress, he insisted, wasthe essential feature of the reform and its abandonmentwas complete proof that women were not fit to vote.Gerrit Smith was exactly that kind of a man. Thebloomer costume was finally abandoned not only because it was crucifixion for the women who wore it, butbecause it proved a real hindrance to their work.Whenever a bloomer came in sight men stopped, notto think of the cause for which it was worn but to grinand jeer. Women pulled their skirts aside in scorn,and ribald urchins sprang up in numbers from nowhereat all to dance behind singing doggerel verses:

“Hi-yo!

In sleet and snow, Mrs. Bloomer’s all the go.

Twenty tailors take the stitches, Plenty o’ wimmen wear the britches. . .

Mrs. Stanton gave up her bloomers at the end of two years, perhaps to Henry B.’s tears, for Henry B. andthe other husbands must have shed a good many privatetears, and Susan soon followed her example. In anguish of soul she wrote Lucy Stone:

“Mrs. Stanton’s parting words were ‘Let the hem out of your dress today, before tomorrow night’s meeting.’ I have not obeyedher, but have been in the streets and the printing offices all day long,had rude and vulgar men stare me out of countenance and heardthem say as I opened a door, ‘There comes my bloomer!’ Oh, hatedname! Oh, I cannot, cannot bear it any longer!”

To which Lucy, secure in her Boston home from the jeers of rude and vulgar men, replied severely, askingSusan how she could think that a great cause hung onsuch trivialities as dress. “I don’t think I can abandonit,” she declared. Adding with her habitual caution,“but I will have two skirts.” It was not in Susan’snature to have two skirts either to her dress or to hermind. She had put on the reformed dress because herreason told her that it was rational, sanitary, convenientand comfortable, and she clung to it until she was convinced that audiences could not listen with undividedattention to arguments for woman’s rights as long as thespeakers appeared in bizarre and unusual apparel. Itwas absurd that it should be so, but there it was, andnothing could alter the fact. The average mind, Susanlearned, is incapable of assimilating more than one ideaat a time. “To be successful,” she wrote Mrs. Stanton,“a person must attempt only one reform, and I shallalways fight to keep woman’s rights free from everyother issue.” To this resolution she adhered throughlife, although she had to fight a multitude of cranks,and sometimes even her dearest friend, Elizabeth CadyStanton.

There is one thing however that can be said for the bloomer crusade. Like Mrs. Pankhurst’s windowsmashings in Piccadilly, it gave the cause a milliondollars worth of free advertising, and that is somethingno man’s publicity department would be likely to turndown in a hurry.


CHAPTER IX



NAPOLEON TAKES THE FIELD

Up to the day and year when Susan B. Anthony assumed its direction the woman’s rights movementhad been limited to propaganda, widely diffusedthrough lectures, pamphlets, newspaper discussions,pulpit fulminations, and especially through conventions, state and national. The idea of woman’s rightswas of course no new thing. Mary Wollstonecraft’sepoch-making book, “A Vindication of the Rights ofWomen,” was published in 1792, and although manymen agreed with Horace Walpole that the author wasa hyena in petticoats, the book made a profound impression, not only in England but in His Majesty’slately rebellious colonies where, some years before,certain ladies had brought the subject up. At least,Abigail Adams was annoying John, her husband, andMercy Otis Warren was importuning Thomas Jefferson, her friend, to have “the blessings of liberty toourselves and our posterity” guaranteed for women aswell as men in the Constitution of the United States.In 1844 Margaret Fuller’s “Women in the NineteenthCentury,” and her virile pamphlet, “The Great Lawsuit,” circulated all over the United States and reminded thousands of women that they had never beensatisfied with a condition of legal subjection. The discontent however was an individual affair until 1848,when something new did come into the world, a senseof sex solidarity, a consciousness among women that they had ideals and interests in common, quite apartfrom what, under one name or another, had alwaysbeen considered woman’s sole existence. This sex solidarity, sex trust and confidence, a thing which menhad always known, was to women so novel, so startling,and so enchanting, that the majority might have beencontent for years merely to meet and talk about it.To hear, in convention assembled, leaders like Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Lucretia Mott, Antoinette Brown,Lucy Stone, and the exotic Ernestine Rose, men likePhillips, Pillsbury, May, Channing and Douglass, restate, define and defend their great charter of liberty,women from all parts of the Union flocked like hartsathirst for the water brooks. From the speakers andfrom their unusual contact with each other theygathered inspiration to go home and convert more andmore women to the new religion. Considering thatfew of these women had any money of their own, andthat long distance traveling was both expensive andhazardous, the wonder grows that so many contrivedto leave their homes, their complicated housekeepingand their enormous families of children on such anerrand. We can only conclude that the American Husband, that white blackbird among created males, wasalready a developing institution, in the United States.To the everlasting credit of the American Husband letit be remembered that he, first among men, at a timewhen complete self-suppression was the ideal for wives,granted to his the elemental right to go away fromhome and talk about themselves.

A place in the public forum, or even the right of free speech therein, was not enough for Susan B. Anthony. To a mind like hers ideas and action are always inseparable, and to her the newly developedsex solidarity of women was of no value unless it couldbe put to work to remold the whole of society. Likeanother pioneer, ax in hand facing the unbroken wilderness, Susan paused only long enough to consider inwhich direction to blaze the first trail. She was notlong in doubt. Returning in September, 1853, from thefourth annual Woman’s Rights Convention in Cleveland, where as usual she had been placed on the business and financial committee, she set out on an organization tour through the southern tier of counties inNew York. Just a year before she had been over thesame territory in the interests of her State TemperanceSociety, and now she found that practically every lodgeshe had founded had languished and disappeared. Always for the same reason; the women had no money,no way of getting money, to continue the work. Women, on whom the perpetuation and the nurture of therace depended, were as propertyless as slaves. In acivilization which could not exist without their creative labor they were a pauper class. A sweeping survey of this situation was enough to show Susan whereher first trail must lead. In her journal she wrote,with an indignation she hardly knew how to put intowords:

“Thus as I passed from town to town I was made to feel the great evil of woman’s utter dependence on man for the necessary meansto aid reform movements. I never before took in so fully the grandidea of pecuniary independence. Woman must have a purse of herown, and how can this be, so long as the law denies to the wife allright to both the individual and the joint earnings? There is notrue freedom for woman without the possession of equal propertyrights, and these can be obtained only through legislation. If thisbe so the sooner the demand is made the sooner it will be granted. Itmust be done by petition, this too at the very next session of thelegislature.”

Back to Rochester she turned, and by the time the slow and erratic train service got her there she had acomplete program, first for a preliminary conventionin her home town to draft the petitions and arrange fortheir circulation, and next for a State Convention atAlbany and a descent on the Legislature. Mrs. Stanton must write an address—two addresses—for Susandetermined to face the legislators herself, and this Mrs.Stanton agreed to do, although her many domesticcares, she feared, would probably make it impossiblefor her to attend the Rochester meeting. Susan mustfurnish the material for the speeches. Susan usuallydid.



“Can you not get an acute lawyer—,” wrote Mrs. Stanton, “perhaps Judge Hay is the man—sufficiently interested in our movement to look up just eight laws concerning us—the very worst in all thecode ? I can generalize and philosophize easily enough by myself butthe details of the laws I have not time to look up. . . . While I amabout the house, surrounded by my children, washing dishes, sewing,baking, etc., I can think up many points, but I cannot searchbooks. . . . Men who can, when they wish to write a document,shut themselves up for days with their thoughts and their books,know little of what difficulties a woman must surmount to get offa tolerable production.”

Judge William Hay, of Saratoga, to whom Susan wrote post haste, consented to look up the eight worstlaws, but apparently when he got into the code he couldnot make up his mind which of all the bad ones werethe worst, so he sent Susan thirteen. In passing, someof these still adorn the statute books of the great Stateof New York. The radical Quakers and the Rev.Mr. Channing gladly agreed to help Susan with herRochester convention, but it was her hand that pennedmost of the letters, scores of letters, to influential peoplethroughout the State, asking for their signatures; toeditors begging for publicity; to men and women inviting them to come to Rochester and help circulatethe petitions. Susan hired a hall, arranged for ushers,speakers, advertising, lights, all the troublesome minutiae. The convention unanimously elected her chairman of the committee on petitions, and immediatelyafter the meeting she selected sixty women as captains,and dividing the State into districts she assigned eachwoman her place. Susan and her captains then wentout into the cold and storm of a New York winter ina house to house canvass for names. Like itinerant tinpedlars or book agents they tramped the streets andcountry roads, knocking at every door, presenting theirpetitions, arguing with women who half the timeslammed the door in their faces with the smug remarkthat they had husbands, thank God, to look after theirinterests, and they needed no new laws to protect theirrights. After each rebuff the women simply trudgedon to the next street, the next row of houses, the nextgrudgingly opened front doors. In ten weeks’ time theysecured 6,000 signatures to the petition asking for lawsgranting married women the right to collect and control their own earnings, and the right of equal guardianship of their children. Surprisingly they securedon the petition for equal suffrage 4,000 names.

The State Convention met in Albany, February 14, 1854, with Mrs. Stanton presiding, and Susan very busy in the background, seeing that Mrs. Stanton’s splendid address was printed in time to have a copy oneach legislator’s desk on the opening day of the convention, and 50,000 copies printed and mailed to everycorner of the State. The two bills were introduced andwere referred to a joint committee of the Senate andAssembly, and these gentlemen Susan was, as a greatfavor, permitted to address. She came before them inbloomers, the last she ever wore, but even her despised“shorts” did not detract materially from the seriousnessof the occasion. With her clear contralto voice, herperfect enunciation, her fine economy of words, shecould not fail to impress on the men the earnestness ofher errand. Yet they must have been sorely puzzled,those politicians, to hear solemnly recited a long catalogue of laws which they had always taken for grantedas right and proper, and to be told that she, Susan B.Anthony, and all her colleagues proposed to come before the Legislature every year, as long as they lived,until these laws were erased from the books. Marriedwomen must have all the rights of single women, exactly as though the husbands did not exist. They mustown and control their property, their wages; they mustbe allowed to will and devise their property like men;they must be allowed freely to contract, to sue and besued; they must be equal guardians of their minor children, and while joint property laws should be enacted,women should be subject to proportional liability forthe support of children; homesteads must be made inviolable and inalienable for widows and children;habitual drunkenness must be made cause for divorce;and finally, in order that they might aid in the securingof equal laws, women married and unmarried, must begiven the right to vote. They must be eligible to alloffices, occupations, professions, be entitled to serve onjuries, and to be employed in public offices. The wholecode must be revised, extending the masculine designation to women. One committeeman went on recordas saying that it gave him gooseflesh to hear an unmarried female advocate such destructive changes inthe protected status of loved and cherished wives.

More of the assembled legislators must have experienced cold chills when they listened to the longer and more passionate speech of Elizabeth Cady Stanton,for although the chairman of the joint committee,James L. Angle of Monroe County, recommended abill allowing married women to collect and controltheir own earnings, whenever their husbands wereproven dissolute or neglectful, and providing that children of tender years might not be apprenticed to tradeswithout the written consent of their mothers, Houseand Senate alike, by a very large majority, voted adversely. The speeches of the opposition were in essenceidentical.

“Are we, sir,” demanded Mr. Burnett of Essex, addressing the speaker of the Assembly against the bill granting married women their right to wages and theguardianship of children, “to give the least countenance to claims so preposterous, disgraceful and criminal as are embodied in this address? Are we to putthe stamp of truth upon the libel here set forth thatmen and women in the matrimonial relation are to beequal? We know that God created man as the representative of the race; that after his creation the Creatortook from his side the material for woman’s creation;and that by the institution of matrimony, woman wasrestored to the side of man, and that they became oneflesh and one being, he being the head. . . If sucha felicitous arrangement were ever interfered with bylaw makers, said the speaker, there would be no wayof preserving men’s honor except by locking wives behind bolts and bars, “as in Italy.”

From the galleries the women delegates listened with sick hearts, but the iron-nerved Susan heard it all without even a sign of impatience. She knew that neitherMr. Burnett of Essex nor any of his colleagues reallybelieved such nonsense. They were simply utteringinherited opinions, very conveniently brought forthand aired for their own defense. If some did believeit, very well, they must be made to change their minds.Before a larger and more insistent public opinion theywould have to change. Therefore, to work again, collecting more petitions, more and more names, until theLegislature was swamped with them. “Napoleon,” asMr. Channing now christened her, decided on the preliminary of testing out national as well as local sentiment, and in March she gathered up Ernestine Roseand went to Washington. But Washington proved entirely apathetic. Not a newspaper, except the Star,would even publish advertisements of meetings, norwould any large church consent to open its doors for ameeting. Susan therefore audaciously applied for theuse of the Representative Chamber for an evening meeting, but Chaplain Milburn sternly refused, on theground that Mrs. Rose was notoriously hostile to thechurch. The hall of Smithsonian Institute was also refused her for, as Professor Henry explained, it was necessary to keep out of those dignified precincts all discussions of exciting questions, and besides, “it would disturb the harmony of feeling” for women to speak there.Gerrit Smith, then in Congress, arranged one or twodrawing-room meetings, and then Susan and Ernestinemoved on to Baltimore, Alexandria, Virginia, andfinally to Philadelphia where James and LucretiaMott took them in and made much of them amongtheir rich friends, and in one large meeting actuallycollected enough money almost to pay the expensesof their journey.

In Washington and Baltimore and in Virginia Susan came in contact for the first time with slavery, and shenotes with a certain horror how quickly even an abolitionist might become hardened to the South’s peculiarinstitution.

“This noon I ate my dinner without once asking myself, ‘Are these human beings who minister to my wants slaves who can bebought and sold?’ Yes, even I am growing accustomed to slavery;so much so that I cease to think of its accursed influence and calmlyeat from the hands of the bondman without being mindful that heis such. O, Slavery! Hateful thing that thou art, thus to blunt thekeen edge of conscience!”

The appalling laziness and dirt, the general inefficiency everywhere attendant on slavery repelled Susan very much as it had shocked Aunt Ophelia fromVermont in Mrs. Stowe’s immortal “Uncle Tom.”Like Aunt Ophelia Susan perceived that it was thewhole system of slavery that was wrong, not its brutalfloggings, its adulteries, its negation of family life andits callous separation of mothers and babies. The system itself was rotten to the core, and its effect on slaveowners even more deadly than on the slaves. Remembering those awful speeches in Albany she reflectedthat in like manner the effect of the subjection ofwomen was worse on men than on women. This became the text of Susan’s speeches as she tramped upand down the State, often with no money in her pursesave what every little meeting yielded in the collectionbasket. Her father, however, made good his promiseof financial backing, and as he could spare the money,he paid back installments on the few hundred dollarsSusan had loaned him in the days of his adversity.Aside from Daniel’s practical support Susan got little,except letters of warm commendation from the womenwho stayed home.

“God bless you, Susan dear,” wrote Lucy Stone, “for the brave heart that will work on even in the midst of discouragement and thelack of helpers. Everywhere I am telling people what your Stateis doing, and it is a great deal to the cause. The example of positiveaction is what we need.”

Susan went on being an example, sometimes not in the mildest of tempers. The Saratoga incident thatsummer was typical. Susan heard that a large temperance convention was to be held in Saratoga, andsimultaneously an Anti-Nebraska meeting, and to thatrenowned summer resort she immediately repaired tohold a woman’s rights meeting the same week. Shedispatched hasty letters to Mrs. Stanton, Mrs. Mott,Lucy Stone, and Rev. Antoinette and the ardent Ernestine, every good speaker she knew, urging the great advantage of holding meetings, and of circulating petitions in such audiences as they should certainly drawfrom the two other conventions. Confident that someof the women at least would respond, Susan went onwith her arrangements, with great difficulty renting ahall and advertising her meeting. But when the morning of the day arrived not a single one of the faithfulwas on hand. Each woman was preoccupied withher domestic or professional duties, each relied on theothers to go, and of course nobody turned up. So herewas Susan, in debt for a hall, for handbills and newspaper notices, without a speaker or even a presidingofficer. To add to her troubles she had had her pocketbook lifted by some adroit thief, and the money, fifteendollars, happened to be every penny she possessed.However, she said nothing about that to her friendJudge Hay, to whom in despair she now turned. TheJudge was no speaker, but he encouraged Susan to getout and polish up that speech Mrs. Stanton had writtenfor her a year ago, and together they scoured the townfor a possible chairman. To their joy they found atone of the huge hotels two woman’s rights adherents,Matilda Joslyn Gage and Sarah Pellet, a recent graduate of Oberlin, the first coeducational college. Bothconsented to speak, and Susan, in addition to presiding,gave her speech, by this time enriched with pungentinterpolations of her own. Twenty-five cents admission was charged, but even so the hall was not largeenough to hold the curious crowd. Bored and satedSaratoga hailed the woman’s rights meeting as an oasisin their dry pursuit of pleasure amid the heat and thecrowded conditions of the Summer city. Belles andbeaux came together, well chaperoned, of course, theladies light as soap bubbles in their crinolined Summersilks and muslins, their wasp waists, bare shoulders,and pink and white beflowered bonnets; the gentlemensmart in wide gray or plaided trousers, pinched-inwaistcoats, high collared coats and choking black silkcravats intricately wound and knotted around stiff collars above their beautiful shirts. Southern planters accompanied by frail, camelia-complexioned wivesand daughters; foreign visitors agape at the spectacle;even the gamblers and race track followers who wereinevitable in any Saratoga crowd, came to Susan’smeeting. And how the place must have smelled offrangipani, patchouly, bay rum and cigars! No matter.The meeting was a wonderful success, many nameswent on the petition and so many tracts were sold that,what with admissions and all, Susan had money to payher expenses, give ten dollars apiece to her speakers,and forgetful of the stolen fifteen dollars go home incomfort. And that took money, in 1854, f°r the journeyfrom Saratoga to Albany alone involved eight hours injolting railroad trains, with several changes of carsand much waiting on hard benches between trains.From Albany to Rochester—“but travelers must becontent.”

Seven months of this sort of thing in one year might have discouraged some, but to Susan the campaign of1854 was .but an appetizer of what was to come in thetwo years following. She now conceived the idea,which after a national convention in Philadelphia, inOctober, became a stern purpose, of canvassing everycounty in New York State with petitions to be raineddown on the next legislature. No woman had everdone such a thing, and at first even Susan hoped shemight not have to do it alone. But Elizabeth wrotefrom Seneca Falls:

“I wish I were as free as you, and I would stump the state in a twinkling. But I am not, and what is more, I passed through aterrible scourging when last at my father’s. I cannot tell you howdeeply the iron entered my soul. I never felt more keenly the degradation of my sex. To think that all in me of which my father would have felt a proper pride had I been a man, is deeply mortifying tohim because I am a woman. The thought has stung me to a fiercedecision—to speak as soon as I can do myself credit. But the pressure on me just now is too great. Henry sides with my friends, whooppose me in all that is dearest to my heart. . . . Sometimes, Susan,I struggle in deep waters.”

There was no time for sighing, so Susan went ahead with her solitary preparations. With her father assecurity she went into debt for a few thousand handbills advertising her lectures, and these her youngerbrother Merritt and his pretty fiancee, Mary Luther,folded and addressed and sent out to sheriffs and postmasters, with letters asking that the handbills be conspicuously displayed at least two weeks in advance ofher scheduled meetings. Editors to whom Susan wrotewere kind and obliging about publishing her notices,and even the great Horace Greeley promised them aplace in the Tribune. Susan had offered to pay for theadvertisements, but Greeley, not having the bowels toquote her metropolitan rates, offered to publish thenotices free of charge. Having spent every dollar ofher surplus Susan wrote to Wendell Phillips who hadtaken a prominent part in the Philadelphia convention,asking him if there had been any money left over. Hereplied that the funds were quite exhausted, but he enclosed a personal check for fifty dollars, a loan, he said,although he never did allow Susan to pay it back. Withthis fifty dollars in hand, not a penny besides, Susanleft home on Christmas day, 1854, with a head full ofplans, a heart full of courage, and a carpet bag full ofcampaign literature and petitions for the legislature.Her mother and sister wept to see her go, and even Daniel held his daughter fast in his arms for a moment before he could bring himself to let her board theshabby train out of Rochester. The winter was thecoldest and snowiest known in ten years, the woodencars were furnished with wood stoves which alternatedbetween being red hot and stone cold, and in whatevertown tavern or country farm house she would be sleeping for the next months her hardships would be great.But at least her father left her free to go whereverconviction led her, and that far Susan was better offthan most women of her generation.

The adventures of that winter deserve much more space than can possibly be given them here. In sometowns she had fine meetings, enthusiastic audiences, andno end of “York shillings” in the collection box. Inothers not a church or schoolhouse could be obtained,and at one town, Olean, the meeting would have hadto be abandoned had not the landlord of the hoteloffered his dining-room. At Angelica, nine towns represented, as the diary records, crowded houses. Ayoung minister signs his name to the petition, buthastily scratches it off when one of his rich parishionersthreatens to leave the church unless the name is withdrawn. At Mayville, Chautauqua County, she has tospend fifty-six cents for four pounds of candles to lightthe hall. At Elmira she takes tea with Mrs. Holbrookand meets the Rev. Thomas K. Beecher, youngerbrother, or half-brother, of Henry Ward. “His theology, as set forth that evening, is a dark and hopelessone. He sees no hope for the progress of the race, doesnot believe that education even will improve the species.” A true son of that gloomy Puritan, LymanBeecher. The clergy on the whole are a pretty hardlot to deal with. At Corning not one would give anotice of the meeting, but fortunately this so incensedthe men “that they went to the printing office, struckoff hand bills and had boys standing at the doors of thechurches as the people passed out.” Who was responsible for that Sabbath breaking, Susan asks a candidworld.

In February Susan broke off long enough to visit the Legislature with hugely augmented petitions, but shecould get no new bills introduced that session, so offagain, this time into the icy fastnesses of the LakeGeorge and Schroon Lake districts. Nowhere in theState were all towns connected by railroads, and in thisisolated region Susan had to depend almost entirely onstage-coaches. She finds it almost too much to endureat times, she confesses, but once in a while a little reliefarrives. A gentleman who had been an interested auditor in Albany turns up mysteriously just as she is aboutto take the stage for Lake George. He has a thickplank baked delightfully hot, and begs permission toplace it under her feet. As often as the stage halts hedashes out and has the plank reheated, and with hisown hands brings her cups of steaming tea. A day ortwo later the same handsome, bearded stranger turnsup again, this time with a fine sleigh and a pair ofspanking gray horses, and drives her to his sister’s homefor an over-Sunday rest. From town to town he insists on driving Susan, buried in fur robes and her feetdeliciously warm on the hot plank. Several days of herunusual conversation, the proximity of her vital body,and the gentleman’s heart suddenly overflows, and hetotally ruins the situation by bursting forth and imploring Susan to leave this terrible life and share his heart,his home and his hot plank forever. Susan cannotmake him understand that this terrible life is the onlyone she finds endurable, and so he turns back, swearing by heaven that these modern women are too muchfor the ordinary man’s comprehension. Stage-coachesseem pretty uncomfortable for a while after that. Thesnowdrifts are over the fences in many places androads are so badly blocked that vehicles have to take tothe ice-covered meadows. Susan’s feet, frost bitten nodoubt, begin to give her serious trouble. She soaksthem in cold water, then wraps them in woolens, butthe pain merely transfers itself to her back. All theway to Malone she has to sit doubled over, clingingto the seat in front in order not to groan aloud. Sheholds her meeting in spite of suffering, gets to Ogdensburg, then to Canton. But when the time arrives toleave this point she has to be carried to the stage. Tenmiles from Watertown she changes to the train, barelyable to walk, and arriving at the hotel in late afternoonshe determines to give the “water cure,” sovereignremedy of the age, a final test. She sends for a chambermaid, orders two buckets of ice water, and sittingin a coffin-like tin tub, has both buckets poured overher aching body. Wrapped in hot blankets she sleepsthrough the night and, believe it or not, wakes up inthe morning as good as new.

The first of May Susan reached home, exhausted but triumphant. In four months she had lectured and circulated petitions in fifty-four of the sixty counties ofthe State, collected $2,367, expended $2,291, and has abalance left over of $76. For herself? What a question! For the first expenses of the campaign of 1856.


CHAPTER X


BUCHANAN KEEPS US OUT OF WAR


Susan promised her father that she would take a good rest that summer, and of course she meant to keepher word, but there were one or two anti-slavery meetings not too far away that she just couldn’t keep awayfrom, and a woman’s rights meeting at Adams, Mass.,her birthplace, to which, as guest of honor, she had torepair. The meeting was held at the Baptist Church,and as Susan rose to speak who should come totteringup the aisle but her venerable grandfather, HumphreyAnthony, born in 1770, and therefore a patriarch indeed. In all his life before the old gentleman hadnever set foot in a “worldly” church, but on this occasion he came proudly to sit on the platform and at theclose of the meeting to pay his granddaughter a compliment as gushing as a good Quaker could with propriety utter: “Well, well, Susan, that is a very smarttalk thee has given us this evening.” He was but oneof Susan’s men folk who now began to realize that shewas a personage. When she appeared in Canajoharieold friends crowded around the platform, told her howmuch they missed her at the Academy, and begged herto return. But Uncle Joshua Read silenced them peremptorily. “No!” he said, “some one ought to be goingaround setting people thinking about the laws, and itis Susan’s work to do it.”

Alas! Too many of Susan’s colleagues also thought it was Susan’s *work to do it. Mrs. Stanton, in spite of household cares and the demands of a large family,kept her pen flying, but most of the others felt that theyhad done their full duty when they spoke at an annualconvention. Two of the best speakers that year threwSusan into despair by getting married, the Rev. Antoinette Brown to Samuel Blackwell, and Lucy Stone toHenry B. Blackwell. Lucy’s marriage, at whichThomas Wentworth Higginson officiated, was the sensation of the day, for she and Henry published a statement announcing that, as a protest against the subjectedstatus of wives, Lucy would continue to bear hermaiden name. Lucy at once became a celebrity, andafter the manner of celebrities, she henceforth held alittle aloof from the rougher work of reform. Bothwomen wrote Susan the cheeriest and most reassuringletters. They weren’t going to let marriage make theslightest difference; in fact they would really bringmore power and enthusiasm to the cause, since the menthey had married were such paragons of sympathy.But Susan knew better. Like Queen Elizabeth, thoughfrom different motives, she always resented the marriages of her favorites. Well she knew the effect onwomen of honeymooning, housekeeping, domestic blissand the inevitable advent of babies, babies, and morebabies. Why, even her loved sisters, Guelma and Hannah, hardly ever now had time to write to her.

Defection in the ranks and probably the after-effects of cold and frostbites brought on an illness, but still shemanaged by August to get up a new speech and to carrythrough a successful convention at gay and opulentSaratoga Springs, where again rank and fashion pouredout and the financial returns were most satisfactory.



Home again for a brief season, Susan “rested” by superintending the printing of new circulars and campaign literature, and addressing with her own hand nearlya thousand envelopes to contain these. In Septembershe went to Boston to the Massachusetts Woman’sRights Convention at which Ralph Waldo Emerson,who three years before had refused to endorse thewoman’s cause, was now, as an ardent advocate, tospeak. He did speak, making one of those flowery addresses that always caused Susan to writhe in her seat.When women voted, declared the incorrigible dreamer,polling places would be no more in barber shops andup back alleys, but in beautiful halls decorated withpaintings and noble statuary, and fragrant with freshflowers!

Despite back and legs that ached incessantly Susan, judging from her letters home, has a lovely time inBoston. She stops with the Francis Jacksons, rich andcultured abolitionists, foregathering there with Garrison, Phillips, Higginson, Samuel J. May, Jr., CarolineH. Dali, Elizabeth Peabody, Dr. Harriot K. Holt,and others long admired from afar. Mr. Jacksontakes her to see the sights, and in Mount Auburn triesvainly to locate for her Margaret Fuller’s monument.Garrison escorts her to Charlestown and together theyclimb the interminable stairs of the Bunker Hill monument. There is a tea at the Garrisons, where Susanmeets all the literati, for times have changed, and instead of being dragged through the streets with a ropearound his neck, Garrison is now a lion in Boston. Shecalls on Theodore Parker and is fascinated by his book-lined study, 16,000 books, many in old and rare editions. She has talks with Wendell Phillips in his home,and writes a letter to Emerson, securing all three of these men for a liberal lecture course she is arranging in Mr. Channing’s church in Rochester. As if she hadn’t enough on her hands already.
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 From Boston Susan dashes over to Worcester to attend a great meeting of the young Republican Party on which the abolitionists are building such brighthopes. The times were growing steadily worse, andold political parties were breaking up and re-formingalong strictly sectional lines. The year before, thatperfect politician, Stephen A. Douglas, had forcedthrough Congress the iniquitous Kansas-Nebraska bill,automatically repealing the Missouri Compromise of1850 and allowing the extension of slavery into all thenew territories. Southern Democrats were jubilant,but Northern States were passing “personal liberty”laws for the express purpose of nullifying the fugitiveslave laws. Into Kansas were streaming thousands ofpro-slavery Missourians and Carolinians, and thousands more “Sharpe’s rifles,” Eastern and Middle-Western anti-slavery men, each side determined to control the terms of the constitution soon to be submittedto Congress. Out there, in the midst of a situationgrowing daily more dangerous, was Susan’s youngbrother Merritt, and this gave her an added interest inthe fortunes of the new Republican Party. She wasthe only woman present at the Worcester meeting, butthe chairman, Senator John P. Hale, welcomed herwarmly and invited her to the platform where shelistened spellbound to fiery speeches by Charles Sumner, Henry Wilson, Anson Burlingame, and otherfounders, and with the thrill of it yet in her blood shewrote to her father:

“Had the accident of birth given me place among the aristocracy of sex, I doubt not that I should be an active, zealous advocate ofRepublicanism; unless perchance, I had received the higher, holierlight which would have lifted me to the sublime height where nowstand Garrison, Phillips and all that small but noble band whosemotto is “No Union with Slave Holders.”

Susan, because she could never be a non-resistant, felt that she was not quite a perfect Garrisonian, andthrough life she strongly inclined toward the Republican Party, in spite of its mean and many times repeated betrayals of the women’s cause.

In the autumn, not yet finding herself in condition for the hard campaign ahead, Susan determined to givethe water cure a last test, so she retired for a few weeksto the institute of her cousin, Dr. Seth Rogers, at Worcester. She hated to miss the Cincinnati Woman’sRights Convention, but Sister Mary consented to go inher place and bring back a full report. Susan’s account of her regime at the water cure is worth handingdown to this softer generation.

“First thing in the morning, dripping sheet; pack at ten o’clock for forty-five minutes, come out of that and take a shower, followedby a sitz bath, with a pail of water at 75 degrees poured over theshoulders, after which a dry sheet and then brisk exercises. Afterfour p. M. the program repeated, and then again at nine p. m.My day so cut up with four baths, four dressings and undressings,four exercisings, one drive and three eatings, that I do not have timeto put two thoughts together.”

She found time however to get in some pretty solid reading, Sartor Resartus, Gerald Massey, in choicefragments, George Sand’s “Consuelo,” Mme. de Stael’s“Corinne,” Currer Bell’s “Villette.” The water cure,and perhaps even more the daily drives through sunny fall days with Dr. Rogers, a most congenial companion, restored Susan so that by November she felt ready foranything. She had counted on several of her colleagues as speakers, but one by one they failed her.Mrs.Stantonwas nursing her second daughter,*andthe newly married Antoinette and Lucy could not tearthemselves away from home. Lucy was so aghast atthe prospect of a winter campaign that she wrote:“Now, Susan, I am going to retire from the field; andif you go out too soon and kill yourself, the two wheel-horses will be gone, and then the chariot will stop.”Commenting a little warmly on Lucy’s idea of wheel-horses Susan prevailed upon an almost untried speaker,Frances D. Gage, to start out with her. And just thenher perplexities were increased by a letter for SamuelJ. May, Jr., secretary of the American Anti-SlaverySociety, of which Garrison was President, offering hera job as agent and lecturer for central and western NewYork. Here, after long years, was the coveted opportunity to hurl her dart against the arch-evil of the times,slavery, but on the other hand here was her boundenduty to descend on the Legislature with longer andstronger petitions demanding the right of women totheir earnings and their children. If she took Mr.May’s offer she would be relieved of the anxiety of paying her way by uncertain collections, for the Societywould pay not only expenses but a small salary. Todecide definitely was too much even for Susan’s straightthinking brain, so she wrote Mr. May that she wouldhave to go on with her original program through January, then if Mrs. Gage seemed ready to carry on alonewith the petitions she would accept his offer. But wintry storms and snow set in so fiercely that Mrs. Gage was soon discouraged, and reading Susan’s casualrecords of the first weeks of their journey you can’thonestly blame the poor woman.

“Well, well good folks at home, these surely are times that try women’s souls. After writing you last, the snows fell and the windsblew and the trains failed to go and come at their appointed hours.We could have reached Warsaw if the omnibus had had the energyto come for us. The train . . . got no farther than Warsaw, whereit stuck in a drift eleven feet deep and a hundred long, but we mighthave kept that engagement at least. Friday morning we went to thestation; no trains, and no hope of any, but a man said he could getus to Attica in time for an evening meeting, so we agreed to payhim $5. He had a noble pair of grays, and we floundered throughthe deepest snowbanks I ever saw, but at seven o’clock we were stillfourteen miles from Attica.”

From Hall’s Corners she writes:

“Just emerged from a long line of snowdrifts and stopped at this little country tavern, supped and am now roasting over a hot stove.No trains running. . . . Once we seemed lost in a drift fully fifteenfeet deep. The driver went on ahead to a house and there we satshivering. When he returned we found that he had gone over afence into a field, so we had to dismount and plough through thesnow after the sleigh; then we reseated ourselves, but oh, the poorhorses!”

At these country taverns, and in homes all along the route Susan found plenty of material to work into herpleas for the petitions. At one tavern, where the landlady was not yet twenty and had a baby fifteen monthsold, the travelers arrived to find the baby crying andthe supper dishes waiting to be washed.

“She rocked the little thing to sleep, washed the dishes and got our supper; beautiful white bread, butter, cheese, pickles, apple andmince pie, and excellent peach preserves. . . . She prepared a sixo’clock breakfast for us, fried pork, mashed potatoes, mince pie, andfor me, at my especial request, a plate of delicious baked apples anda pitcher of rich milk. . . . When we came to pay our bill, the doltof a husband took our money and put it in his pocket. He hadnot lifted a hand to lighten that woman’s burdens, but had sat andtalked with the men in the bar room, not even caring for the baby,yet the law gives him the right to every dollar she earns, and whenshe needs two cents to buy a darning needle she has to ask him andexplain what she wants it for.”

Every time Susan encounters a case like this she fairly explodes with wrath. From one snow-boundtavern she writes:

“The baby is very sick with the whooping cough; the wife has dinner to get for all the boarders, and no help; husband standingaround with his hands in his pockets. She begs him to hold the babyfor just ten minutes, but before the time is up he hands it back toher, saying, ‘Here, take this child. I’m tired.’ Yet when we lefthe was on hand to receive the money and we had to give it to him.”

In spite of snow and storms and delayed transportation audiences were generally good, people driving eight and ten miles to get to meetings and to give theirsignatures. Near the end of January Mrs. Gage givesup. Besides, there is illness in her home. So on goesSusan alone, sending out letter after letter, sometimesgetting a speaker for an evening, once in a great whilefinding some one to help out for a few days. She hadto write to Mr. May asking her release from antislavery work for the time, and he consented, beggingher to inform him the moment she was at liberty. Thewomen had arranged no convention at Albany thatyear, but Susan was on hand with rolls and rolls of petitions, which were referred to the Senate JudiciaryCommittee, the chairman of which reported so wittilyon the proposal to give women their own wages andthe right to protect their young children that, as theAlbany Register said, the entire Legislature was throwninto roars of laughter. The bachelors on the committee, said the chairman, Samuel J. Foote, perhaps because they were still suitors for the favors of the gentlersex, had left the subject pretty much to the marriedgentlemen, and they had considered it with the lightof experience married life had given them.

“Thus aided they are able to state that the ladies always have the best place and the choicest tidbits at the table. They have the bestseat in the cars, carriages and sleighs; the warmest place in Winterand the coolest in Summer. They have the choice on which side ofthe bed they shall lie, front or back. A lady’s dress costs three timesas much as that of a gentleman, and at the present time, at the prevailing fashion, one lady occupies three times as much space in theworld as a gentleman. . . . On the whole the committee have concluded to recommend no measure, except that they have observedseveral instances in which husband and wife have both signed thesame petition. In such case, they would recommend the parties toapply for a law authorizing them to change dresses, so that the husband may wear petticoats, and the wife breeches, thus indicating totheir neighbors and the public the true relations in which they standto each other.”

Susan heard this brilliant utterance with a heart blazing with anger and contempt, yet not without acertain sense of gratification. At least the committeehad abandoned the argument of Adam and his rib, andperhaps a few more petitions, signed by husbands aswell as wives, would compel them to give a sober consideration to the bills. She went back to work moreconvinced than ever that the slavery of women as wellas the slavery of negroes demanded her best fightingpowers. She wrote ahead to those arranging her meetings: “I should like a particular effort made to callout the teachers, seamstresses and wage earning womengenerally. It is for them rather than for the wives anddaughters of the rich that I labor.” Even then SusanB. Anthony knew that rich women would be the lastconverts to justice for their sex.

The summer of 1856 was disheartening as far as conventions were concerned. Susan managed one atSaratoga almost without assistance, but it was not verysuccessful. The approaching presidential campaignand the troubles in Kansas occupied the public mind tothe exclusion of every other question. Both nominees,the Republican Fremont and the Democrat Buchanan,were supposed to be favorable to the admission ofKansas as a free State, but as Buchanan’s congressionalrecord, to quote the Richmond Enquirer, revealed that“he never gave a vote against the interests of slavery,and never uttered a word which could pain the mostsensitive Southern heart,” New England, the East andmost of the Middle Western States gave their supportto the romantic Fremont. Henry B. Stanton was speaking all over his State for the Republicans, and Mrs.Stanton was so preoccupied with national politics thatSusan feared she was losing interest in the womanmovement. She had an address on coeducation to deliver before the State Teachers’ Association in August,and although she had furnished the data for the speechto her “pen artist,” the finished paper was not forthcoming. She wrote a terrible letter to which Mrs.Stanton replied with her usual good humor, and inJune the two women, alternating between nursery andwriting table, got it ready. The success of the speechhowever was forgotten in tragic events on the border,for by now Kansas was actually in a condition of civilwar. In early September John Brown’s horrible Pottawatomie raid was avenged by the “Border Ruffians”in an equally horrible foray on his district, the newsdispatches reporting thirty killed. For the Anthonyfamily this was frightful news, since it was known thatJohn Brown sheltered in Merritt’s cabin the night before the battle, and it was long before they could getword if he were alive or dead. At last letters came telling that Merritt had been in the fight, against JohnBrown’s orders, because the boy was weak from arecent illness. After doing his share of fighting on thebanks of the Marais des Cygnes he had barely strengthleft to crawl back to his cabin where for two weeks helay in delirium with hardly a soul to visit or care forhim.

In November Buchanan was elected, Fremont carrying only eleven States. Buchanan, in his inaugural, spoke with a complacency maddening to the free statersof the rapidly declining war scare, and of sectionaldifferences approaching an end; and he prophesiedcheerfully that “Bleeding Kansas” would be heard ofno more. On the contrary Kansas and the Dred Scottcase now were heard of even above the clamor of officeseekers shamelessly besieging the White House. InDecember Susan wrote Samuel J. May, Jr., that shewas ready to take the field for the American Anti-Slavery Society. “Heaven knows there is need ofearnest, effective radical workers,” she said. “Theheart sickens over the delusions of the recent campaignand turns achingly to the unconsidered whole questionThe committee answered by putting all New YorkState under Susan’s control. “We want your name toall letters and your hand in all arrangements,” wrote Mr. May. “We like your form of posters; by all means let ‘No Union with Slave Holders’ be conspicuous upon them.” The success of the whole campaignin the State, he assured her, depended more on her attendance and direction than upon any other worker.

Susan was now more than a woman’s rights agitator. She was an anti-slavery, woman’s rights impresario.For the committee she engaged such speakers as ParkerPillsbury, the veterans Stephen and Abby Foster,Aaron Powell, Benjamin and Elizabeth Jones, and anable colored man, Charles Redmond, and his sisterSarah, dividing them into three companies and keepingthem constantly at work, speaking, agitating, collectingmoney, over the routes she had marked out and at meetings which she arranged. She worked like a navvyherself, in the face of the usual disharmony and complaints of her speakers, who were always objecting togoing where they were sent, always falling ill at criticalmoments, and always railing against apparent indifference of the committee, which, to tell the truth, werehaving a desperate struggle to find funds to pay Susanthe ten dollars a week they allowed her above expenses,so say nothing of the salaries and expenses of thespeakers. The speakers were expected to be self-supporting through collections, but very early it transpiredthat a campaign of “No Union With Slave Holders”was not going to be self-supporting. The North wasgrowing more and more Republican, but the November defeat had made its adherents wary of any elementthat might weaken its influence, and the majority werenot yet committed to immediate emancipation ofslavery. Thus Susan’s radicals had not only to meetthe opposition of the remaining pro-slavery Democratsbut also that of the timid and vacillating Republicans.To make a bad matter worse, Buchanan’s first year inoffice saw the country plunged into another financialpanic, and the people who came to the meetings hadlittle or no money to contribute. On the whole it wasthe most devastating experience Susan had ever passedthrough, but it had the result of making her into afinished speaker. She was always at her best in debate,and there were debates every night, sometimes endingin near-fisticuffs between speakers and audience.

The Garrisonians, with Susan as their leader, preached a fiery doctrine, and death to all compromisebetween freedom and slavery. They had material totheir hands, for in Washington the Secretary of War,Jefferson Davis, no less, by his ability and his powersof office, had recently succeeded in causing the removalof Governor Geary of Kansas who, although a Democrat and no abolitionist, was the one man who could betrusted to hold the honest and impartial election onwhich depended the terms of the constitution. Theyhad other exciting news events to talk about, amongthem Walker’s astounding filibustering expedition toNicaraugua, where that swaggering Southron madehimself president and issued decrees establishingslavery on soil which had been free for over thirtyyears. These and other crowding pro-slavery demonstrations were cogent arguments to offset the claims ofthe conservatives that the Great Question could still besolved by letting the South alone. The South couldnot be let alone, declared Susan’s speakers, becauseslavery, like yellow fever, was a contagious disease.Susan herself argued constantly, like another HarrietBeecher Stowe, against the system of slavery ratherthan against its crudest aspects, dwelt upon by suchsentimentalists as Harriet’s own brother, the pastor ofPlymouth Church, Brooklyn. There was no such thingas a good master, said Susan, for the words were inthemselves a contradiction. “Defend a Constitutionthat defends the slave owner, and you become a slaveholder yourself,” she cried. This was the sort of thingthat got audiences out of their seats, some of them tocheer and some to invite the men on the platform tofight it out with their bare hands. The campaign endedin early Spring with Susan completely exhausted, andwith a deficit of $1,000 in her budget. Neverthelessthe committee retained her for the next year’s activities.

Her fame as a speaker had so increased that she was invited to Maine to lecture on woman’s rights in aLyceum course which included among its stars menlike Senator Henry Wilson, John B. Gough, HenryWard Beecher and Theodore Parker. The fee wasfifty dollars and expenses, a fortune to Susan who, atthe beginning of her winter’s tour had had to have herten-years-old Canajoharie finery dyed and remodeledin order to appear decently on the platform. Herreputation also brought large audiences to the Binghampton convention of the New York Teachers’ Association, which she threw into an uproar by a strongresolution condemning discriminations against coloredteachers and children in the public schools. Academies, colleges and universities still excluded coloredyouths, while even in New York colored teacherscould not be given their diplomas in public, and coloredchildren were barred from free school concerts. Allthese proscriptions from educational advantages andhonors, Susan called upon the association to remove,for they were “in perfect harmony with the infamous(Dred Scott) decision of Judge Taney, that black menhad no rights which white men were bound to respect.”Pandemonium followed Susan’s resolution, which washastily referred to a committee. Although several onthe committee upheld her, the association adopted aweak minority report and a vague resolution that“colored children should enjoy equal advantages ofeducation with the white.” Whereupon Susan proceeded to introduce another resolution in favor of coeducation and identical advantages for both sexes in allschools, colleges and universities. This provoked aneven worse storm, Professor Davies, Susan’s long-suffering adversary, declaring that ever since she madeher first appearance at their conventions he had beenexpecting just such an attempt on her part to introduce“this vast social evil.” It was “the first step in theschool which seeks to abolish marriage, and behind thispicture I see a monster of social deformity.” TheState Superintendent of Public Instruction, Henry H.Van Dyck, shook his fist at Susan, exclaiming fiercely:“Do you mean to say that you want boys and girls toroom side by side in dormitories? To educate themtogether can have but one result.”

The resolution, of course, was lost, but Susan’s defense of it won her the admiration of even the opposition press, which was about all the press that was. Said the Binghampton Daily Republican:

“Whatever may be thought of her notions or sense of propriety in her hold and conspicuous position, personally, intellectually andsocially speaking, there can be but one opinion as to her superiorenergy, ability and moral courage; and she may well be regarded asan evangel and heroine by her own sex.”

Elizabeth wrote jubilantly:

“The New York Times was really quite complimentary. Mr. Stanton brought me every item he could find about you. ‘Well,my dear,’ he would say, ‘another notice of Susan. You stir up Susanand she stirs up the world.’ . . . Oh, Susan, I will do everythingto help you on. You and I have a prospect of a good long life. Weshall not be in our prime before fifty, and after that we shall be goodfor twenty years at least.”

There was no possibility of holding the usual woman’s rights convention that year, because every oneof the leaders except Susan was kept at home bydomestic emergencies. It seemed to her that almostevery woman she knew was in an interesting condition,or recently emerged from it. Useless to try to tearyoung mothers away from cradles, so for the first timesince 1848 there was no convention in New York.Susan was as cheerful as she could be about it, but shetold her unmarried sister Mary that at last she understood why Divine Providence had created some womento be old maids.


CHAPTER XI

SUSAN WINS HER FIRST VICTORY

The 1858 anti-slavery campaign was harder than ever on Susan’s band of speakers, although she workedthem no more mercilessly than she worked herself.Parker Pillsbury said ruefully that there would soonhave to be societies for the protection of men, “in thecause of which we will all be martyrs.” The worst oftheir woes was not the traveling in bitter weather, notthe discomforts of rude taverns, not even the too-frequent hostility of audiences. Heaven knows the abolitionists were used to hostile audiences. Whatcaused the men to fall by the wayside was the ghastlyfood they were obliged to eat in country hotels andeven in private homes. Susan’s diary shows that shetoo suffered. “Oh, the crimes that are committed in thekitchens of this land!” Yeast and baking powder wereunknown, white flour was too expensive for generaluse, and bread, in consequence, was often lead-heavyand sour. Fresh vegetables there were none in coldweather, and most of the meat—and the omnipresent“dyspepsy”—came out of the salt pork barrel. Thisprobably explains why, at that period, so many foodcranks abounded, people who lived on raw vegetables,fruit and bran. On one occasion, as Ida HustedHarper records, “Miss Anthony, Aaron Powell andOliver Johnson were entertained by prominent andwell-to-do people near New York, who had not a mouthful for any of the three meals except nuts, apples, and coarse bran stirred into water and baked. At theend of one day the men ignominiously fled and left herto stay over Sunday and hold the Monday meeting.She lived through it, but on Tuesday started for NewYork and never stopped until she reached Delmonico’swhere she reveled in a porterhouse steak and a pot ofcoffee.”

By the middle of March all the speakers had broken down with colds, bronchitis, lame backs, and chronicindigestion. Susan longed desperately for her owncomfortable home, and when at last she reached it shestayed in bed two days. Then up again to begin thedrudgery of organizing a woman’s rights convention inMay, for she simply could not allow a second year togo by without a State meeting. Mrs. Stanton andAntoinette Blackwell added to their crop of babies justbefore the convention, but Susan made a success ofit just the same. She held it in Mozart Hall, NewYork City, immediately after the anniversary celebration of the American Anti-Slavery Society, which alsoshe helped to organize, and secured as speakers some ofthe most famous people who had come to New York toattend it. These included Wendell Phillips, LucretiaMott, Thomas Wentworth Higginson, and for the firsttime on a woman’s rights platform, George WilliamCurtis. It was a turbulent convention throughout itssix sessions, for, incited by the anti-abolition New YorkHerald and other reactionary newspapers, mobs invaded Mozart Hall, and at times their yells, hisses andcatcalls made it impossible for the speakers to be heard.But Susan was callous to mobs, and she never budgedfrom the platform until the program was completedand the convention formally adjourned.

Her great reward came in the closing days of the year, when Wendell Phillips wrote her that an anonymous donor had given him $5,000 for the woman'srights cause, Susan, Lucy Stone and Phillips to be acommittee to spend the money for the publication andcirculation of tracts, for conventions, and lecturers’ expenses, and for any other purposes they saw fit. Fivethousand dollars! To the women it looked like theUnited States Treasury, and no wonder that avid handsreached out from all over the country to grab it.Antionette Blackwell wanted a generous slice wherewith to establish a church in which she could preachboth woman’s rights and the Gospel; Lucy thought thata liberal portion should be allotted for suits to provethe illegality of laws imposing taxes on voteless women;from a dozen States came letters begging for money topay lecturers and organizers in local communities.But Wendell Phillips made it plain that he meant tostand by Susan in her campaign for extended propertyrights of women in New York, for if those laws werepassed, other States would follow. In this he had theapproval of the donor, whom Phillips, if no one else,knew to be Francis Jackson of Boston. Thus the firstdraft on the fund, a check for $1,500, went to Susan forthe great drive on the Legislature which she and Mrs.Stanton were planning for the summer months. Onemore big campaign, a few thousand names more ontheir petitions, and they knew they could push throughtheir bills giving women control of their wages andjoint guardianship of their children. For when Susanvisited Albany in February, 1859, she found that hersworn vow to change the minds of those legislators onthese first elementary rights of women was about to berealized. The men no longer flung Genesis at herhead; they no longer used the weak defensive of flippancy and cheap jokes. They actually consented toargue the case on its merits, and a number of men privately promised Susan their votes. Now, at last, withmoney enough in the bank to pay expenses and to hirespeakers at twelve dollars a week—quite a salary in 1859—victory seemed certain.

Susan knew exactly where to go in order to get at the really influential people. In July she and Antoinette Brown Blackwell opened the campaign at Niagara Falls, and from there traveled to Avon, TrentonFalls, Saratoga Springs, Ballston Spa, Sharon, LakeGeorge; pleasure cities the like of which exist not inthis age, and indeed can hardly be imagined. Old timesummer resorts, as different from Atlantic City asConey Island is from Newport in the Nineties. Tothem used to repair for weeks, if possible for the entireseason, the elite of America, everybody in fact whomade the slightest pretense of being “anybody.” Itwas a pretty poor excuse of a man who couldn’t affordto send his family, especially his wife and marriageabledaughters, to a summer resort every year. Nor was heconsidered so very good unless he could contrive tospend at least part of the season with them. The summer resort was the nearest substitute for, or contactwith, outdoor life and the beauties of nature known toour pre-Civil War ancestors. Except in the South,country life, old style, had gone out with the Revolutionary period, and country life, new style, awaited theinvention of the automobile. Men went to summer resorts to drink the medicinal waters, to bet on the races,to play poker, to talk politics, stocks, bonds and investments, with other men, over an endless succession ofwhisky sours, brandy highballs, juleps, cobblers, flips,fizzes, punches, and other variants of the cup that oncethrough freedom’s halls. Women went to dance, flirt,play croquet and otherwise display their charms beforethe eyes of eligible young gentlemen, and above all toshow off their incredible wardrobes. A humorouspoem of the time describes the woes of a much abusedlady—



“Whose husband refused, as savage as Charon,

To let her take more than ten trunks to Sharon.”



“Saratoga” trunks, they were called, and when you remember that each approximated in size to a kitchenrange you have an idea of just how incredible thosewardrobes were.


Not a very good audience for woman’s rights propaganda, you might say, but that is where you would be mistaken. Susan knew that those people, for all theirdrinking and dancing, were bored to death. She knewalso that if she got the ears of only a few of the menthey would be the right ears. One signature on herpetitions of a man, or even a woman, of wealth andprominence was worth twenty unknown names. So toall the summer resorts went Susan and her speakers,the best she could by any means secure. They heldcrowded meetings in halls, dancing pavilions, hotelparlors, even in picnic grounds and groves, for outdoororatory was by no means the invention of the later daysuffragettes. Everywhere they attracted amused butinterested audiences, and everywhere people willinglysigned their petitions. No doubt most of the womenregarded Susan with disfavor, no doubt also menwarned their women folk against emulating her regrettable example, but the only thing Susan cared aboutwas their attention and their signatures.

How unblushingly those “unsexed” woman’s rights crusaders transcended all current etiquette is set forthin one of Antoinette Brown Blackwell’s stories. Theirgroup went down to breakfast one morning in the oldFort William Henry Hotel, Lake George, the only manin the party being Aaron Powell. The colored waiterhanded him the menu card, for no lady was expected togive her own order or to address a waiter directly.Susan glanced carelessly over Mr. Powell’s shoulderand said, with her usual impetuosity: “You may bringme a beefsteak, some cornbread and a pot of coffee.”The embarrassed colored man again presented the cardto Mr. Powell who, somewhat embarrassed himself,hesitated. Again Susan said:

“Bring me beefsteak, cornbread and coffee.”

It was too much for the dignified waiter, accustomed to the manners of the most genteel society. Turninghis broadclothed back squarely on Susan he demandedof Mr. Powell:

“Do I unduhstan’ suh, that this am an’ orduh fo’ yo’ whole pahty?”

Said Susan, very distinctly: “I told you I would have—”

But the man had fled, and it was a scandalized head waiter who finally took the orders.

Ladies, as Susan scornfully notes in her diary, never, on a journey left the train for meals at station restaurants. The men went out, ate their fill of hot food, returning with sandwiches, hard boiled eggs, pie andother cold provender for their wives. Depend on it,Susan and her campaigners never subsisted on anystation handouts.

When the gay season closed the women and their petitions moved on to the cities, their campaign progressing famously through the Autumn. It wasbrought to an abrupt close by one of the most tragicevents in this country’s whole history, the raid onHarper’s Ferry by John Brown and his fanaticaleighteen followers, October 17, 1859. Even todayreason and emotion can hardly be divorced in contemplation of that deed of unwarranted violence andsingle handed vengeance. At the time emotion sweptreason and all sanity aside like a simoon in a desert.The country was shaken as by an earthquake shock.To Mrs. Stanton and Susan, as well as the other abolitionists, it was a personal calamity, not only becausethey knew John Brown and reverenced him as aprophet, but because his act criminally involved somany of their nearest friends. Merritt Anthony hadfought with him in Kansas. After that bloody affairJohn Brown had gone East, and it was perfectly wellknown that he had conferred in the Peterboro home ofGerrit Smith, Mrs. Stanton’s cousin, with a dozen menconspicuous in the abolition movement. They knewhis plans and had even contributed a considerablesum—about $4,000—to his mad enterprise. Every oneof them now was liable to arrest, imprisonment andpossibly execution. It was a time of terror and suspense for their families and friends. But they needhave had no fears. The old Puritan went through histrial and to his death on that benign morning, thatpitying dawn, steadfastly refusing to name a singleone of his accomplices, insisting indeed that he hadnone. But they were known, and those principally involved, George L. Stearns, merchant prince of Boston,F. L. Sanborn, a young aristocrat just out of Harvard,Dr. Samuel G. Howe, husband of Julia Ward Howe,fled to Canada; the Rev. Theodore Parker was alreadyin Europe, and to Europe also fled Frederick Douglass,although that intelligent mulatto, while cognizant ofthe plot, had refused to sanction it. Only that parsonunafraid, Thomas Wentworth Higginson, refused toleave his home, and as for Gerrit Smith he could not,for the catastrophe so wrought upon his mind that hewent temporarily insane and after some days wascarried raving to a madhouse.

The John Brown tragedy did not precipitate the Civil War, but without any question it brought nearerthe “irrepressible conflict” which one year beforeWilliam H. Seward had warned the American peoplewas sooner or later to decide whether the United Stateswould become entirely a slave-labor or a free-labornation. The whole South rose in fury, fury mingledwith fear, for their zealots, long before John Brown’sact of terrorism, had been guilty of law breaking on amuch more extensive scale. Enraged by the increasingstrength of the abolitionist, and of the growth andpower of the Republican Party, they had gone back tothe hideous business of importing slaves from Africa,or at least of permitting foreign “black birders” to landtheir cargo in obscure inlets of the South Carolina andLouisiana coast. They had financed filibustering expeditions to the Antilles, and had fought in Congressfor the annexation of Cuba and other West Indianislands as additional slave States, a plain invitation towar with Europe.

The North was paralyzed with grief and horror, but very few except the boldest dared give expression totheir feelings. In Rochester the abolitionists turnedinstinctively to Susan B. Anthony for leadership, andshe, blind to danger, engaged Corinthian Hall for amemorial meeting on the very evening of the execution.A few members of the Liberty Party, soon to be amalgamated with the Republicans, helped her, and ofcourse the Channing congregation stood by. Susanwent from door to door selling tickets, priced at fiftycents to keep the rabble away, and although the “best”people were afraid to attend, the meeting passed offwithout interruption, and the proceeds were sent toJohn Brown’s widow. Susan was but one of the bravewho dared consequences by voicing their indignationand sorrow. Louisa Alcott spoke of Brown as SaintJohn; Longfellow said of his death sentence, “This issowing the wind to reap the whirlwind which willcome soon”; and Emerson, before an immense audience in Tremont Temple, Boston, called him “that newsaint, than whom none purer or more brave was everled by love of man into conflict and death.”

Recovering, as best they could, their poise, and remembering immediate duty, Susan and Mrs. Stanton began preparations for the State Woman’s RightsConvention to be held February 3 and 4, 1860, inAlbany. Everything hung on the success of theirappeal to the Legislature. Anson Bingham, chairmanof the Judiciary Committee, wrote them that he intended to bring in a report favorable to their bills, buthe advised them, previous to the submission of thereport, to forward their strongest arguments to thecommittee. Susan implored Mrs. Stanton to be onhand with the best speech she ever made in her life,and Elizabeth replied: “If Napoleon says cross theAlps, they are crossed. You must come here and startme on the right train of thought, as your practicalknowledge of just what is wanted is everything in getting up the right document.”

Together they worked to produce what proved to be one of the noblest and most eloquent addresses evermade before a legislative assembly. On March 19,1860, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, occupying the speaker’sdesk, and facing a joint session of Senate and Assembly,presented an unanswerable argument, an irresistibleplea for the repeal of barbarous laws affecting thewomen of her State, and at its conclusion the bill thenin the hands of the Judiciary Committee was actuallyobjected to as being too illiberal. Susan B. Anthonyhad ready the text of a very radical bill just introducedinfo the Massachusetts State Legislature, and this shepressed into the hands of Andrew J. Colvin, one oftheir staunchest supporters. The substitute was accepted by the committee, and within a short time waspassed by both houses and signed by Governor EdwinD. Morgan. After twelve years of unceasing agitation,ten years of work in Albany, a corporal’s guard ofwomen had succeeded in smashing the thousand yearsold English Common Law, to the extent of writingthis statute into the laws of New York:

“Any property, real or personal, which any married woman now owns, or which may come to her by descent, etc., shall be her soleand separate property, not subject to control or interference by herhusband.

“Any married woman may bargain, sell, etc., carry on any trade or perform any services on her own account, and her earnings shallbe her sole and separate property and may be used or invested by herin her own name.

“A married woman may buy, sell, make contracts, etc., and if the husband has willfully abandoned her, or is an habitual drunkard,or insane, or a convict, his consent shall not be necessary.

“A married woman may sue and be sued, bringing action in her own name for damages, and the money recovered shall be hersole property.

“Every married woman shall be joint guardian of her children with her husband, with equal powers, etc., regarding them.

“At the decease of the husband the wife shall have the same property rights as the husband would have at her death.”

The passage of this act, and of similar acts speedily passed in other States where the women were organized, was a legal and social revolution which profoundly affected the history of the United States, butfor any mention of it do not turn to standard historicalworks before the Beards’ “Rise of American Civilization.” Older authorities evidently attributed thechange to an immaculate conception occurring in theminds of legislators.

The rest of that winter Susan divided between antislavery and woman suffrage speeches, for the vote was the next objective of the women’s crusade. She spentsome time in New York City where began her friendship with many of the greatest men and women of theday, some of them destined to figure not too pleasantlyin future episodes of her career. In this year of 1860Henry Ward Beecher, undoubtedly the most popularpreacher and the most influential leader of middleclass and evangelical thought in America, decided toespouse the women’s cause, despite the fact that Mrs. Beecher was then and ever afterward bitterly antisuffrage in her views. Paxton Hibben, in his notable biography of Henry Ward Beecher, says that Theodore Tilton, editor of the Independent, forced the greatpreacher to come out openly for equal suffrage, andhe is probably right, although it is questionablewhether that shrewd opportunist would have done itbefore the women’s property acts were passed inAlbany. At all events, as Hibben says, “Between LucyStone and Robert Dale Owen, the Communist, on thestage of Cooper Institute, Henry Ward Beecher burnedhis domestic bridges behind him,” in a magnificentspeech which for many years circulated as one of thebest suffrage leaflets in the association’s whole stock.Although she admitted that he was incomparable as apulpit orator, Susan did not care terribly for HenryWard, but the Tiltons, both Theodore and Elizabeth,she loved dearly, and they, fated creatures, divinelyhappy at this time, loved her equally well. Their housewas hers as often as she could be induced to visit it,and the pages of the Independent were as open as theirhome to whatever she might wish to be made public.

Susan had need, about that time, for people to love her, for a thing she did, near the end of the year, losther many friends, and even threatened to disrupt theWoman’s Rights Association of the State. One evening in Albany a veiled woman came to Lydia Mott’shouse, where Susan was staying, and gaining admissionthrew herself at Susan’s feet sobbing out a shockingstory. She was the wife of a State Senator in Massachusetts and a sister of a United States Senator fromNew York. Discovering that her husband had become involved in a disreputable affair with a woman,she had made a scene, threatening to expose him to hisconstituents. His first reply was to knock her down,his second to have her railroaded to an insane asylum,something easily accomplished in those days. Aftera year and a half she was released on a writ of habeascorpus and taken to the home of her brother. Throughhis insistence her children, first her son and after himher thirteen-year-old daughter, were permitted tomake her brief visits. But when the time came to letthe girl go the mother could not possibly bear it,although her brother told her that, by Massachusettslaw, the child was her father’s sole property and thathe could not abet her in resisting. In wild despair thewoman rushed to Susan B. Anthony, whom she hadnever seen, but of whom she had heard much.

What could Susan do? Well, this is what she did do. She abducted that woman and her child. Muffling them in the best disguise she and Lydia couldcontrive, the child in old and dilapidated clothes, themother in a washerwoman’s bonnet and green goggles,she fled with them that night to New York. But getting them to the concealing city was but the beginningof their troubles, for no respectable hotel would takein women unaccompanied by a man. From one placeto another, through a drizzling rain they tramped forhours, looking for a night’s lodging. At the last hotelalthough as in the others refused admittance, Susanhalted. She told the clerk that in his place she andher charges proposed to remain until morning even ifthey had to sit up in the lobby. The clerk threatenedto call the police, and Susan told him go ahead. Atleast they would have rest and shelter until the policearrived. He gave in then and allotted them a poorroom without a fire before which to dry their drenchedclothing. The next day Susan found a safe retreat forthe forlorn pair in the home of Mrs. Elizabeth F. Ellet,a feminist writer, who kept them both, found themother a seamstress’s job, and for over a year preventedthe recapture of the child by her father, although inthe end she was kidnapped from Sunday school.

Susan’s part in the affair could not be concealed, and she became the object of continuous persecution fromthe Massachusetts Senator and his wife’s brothers. Shenever denied that she knew where the woman was, butshe told them, “There is no reason or justice in awoman’s submitting to such outrages, and I propose todefy the law and you also.” She was then engaged ina series of anti-slavery lectures which were assailed byrowdies in almost every town she visited, for the mobspirit, born of the people’s dread of fast approachingwar, was unchecked by the authorities, and Susan’smeetings were more than once broken up by hooliganswho threatened the very lives of her speakers. Herarrest for abduction was constantly threatened, butnothing under heaven would induce her to betray thefugitive wife and child. The worst of it was that practically all the abolitionist men took the part of thefather, or at any rate upheld his legal claim. Phillipstelegraphed Susan: “Let us urge you at once to adviseand insist upon this woman’s returning to her relatives.” Garrison not only wrote a six page letter, butat an anti-slavery convention in Albany publiclypleaded with Susan not to injure both the abolitionand the woman’s rights causes by further obstinacy inlaw breaking.

“Don’t you know,” cried Garrison, “that the law of Massachusetts gives the father the entire guardianship and control of the children?”

“Yes, I do know it,” flamed Susan, “and does not the law of the United States give the slave holder theownership of the slave? And don’t you break the lawevery time you help a slave to Canada? Well, the lawwhich gives the father the sole ownership of the children is just as wicked, and I’ll break it just as quickly.You would die before you would deliver a slave to hismaster, and I will die before I will give up that childto its father.”

All the quarrels and dissensions, the differences among the woman’s rights adherents themselves overMrs. Stanton’s insistence on divorce as a part of theirprogram, Susan almost alone upholding her, wereswept away and buried under the surge of events whichfollowed the election of Abraham Lincoln and hisinauguration in March, 1861, under the protection ofFederal troops. Fort Sumter was attacked, and theUnited States flag lowered before the gunfire of itsown sons; the Southern Confederacy was declared,with a former United States Senator and Cabinet member as President; the compromises and evasions andpolitical panaceas of two generations of statesmen werediscarded; bloody and fratricidal war had come todecide the fate of this nation. From the North andWest, and from the South, each side as brave, as idealistic, as determined as the other—for all were Americans—came men to fight and die for what they conceived to be liberty. Every town and city, everycountry road resounded to the roll of drums, thescream of fifes, the tramp of marching feet, the roar of war songs. And oh, thou, who so lately died inVirginia the death of an outlaw and a felon, the UnionArmy sang—

"John Brown’s body lies a-mouldering in the grave,

But his soul goes marching on.”


























Part II

"Still another form of slavery remains to be disposed of; the old idea yet prevails that woman is owned and possessed by man, to beclothed and fed and cared for by his generosity. All the wrongs,arrogances, and antagonisms of modern society grow out of this falsecondition of the relations between man and woman. The presentagitation rises from the demand of the soul of woman for the rightto own and possess herself.’’

Susan B. Anthony, at the close of the Civil War.







CHAPTER XII

WAR AND EMANCIPATION

Not until Abraham Lincoln breathed his last in a dingy lodging house in Washington did Edwin M.Stanton utter the unforgettable requiem: “Now he belongs to the ages.” Before that the eminent Secretaryof War had habitually alluded to Lincoln as “the original gorilla.” Not until a murderer’s hand had struckhim down did the people begin to erect those monuments to his greatness which have continued to rise,and will for centuries. In 1860 a majority of the Stateshad given him the electoral vote, but the people gavehim no popular majority. In 1864 they tried desperately to prevent his renomination and election. Onlyafter the grave closed over him did the people discover that the one man indispensable in peace and reconstruction, as he had been indispensable in war andrevolution, was gone forever and could not be replaced.

The generations who read only the requiems and the eulogies; who behold only the towering bronzes andmarbles; who are taught from childhood to think ofAbraham Lincoln as one of the world’s mightiestprophets and seers; before they can begin to understand the mind and the psychology of Civil War days,have need to be reminded that those things above aretrue. In any life of Susan B. Anthony it is essentialthat they be reminded, since Susan and her associates, men and women, through Lincoln’s first term opposed him bitterly. They had reason on their side. All freelabor advocates, including many men who, like DanielAnthony, had never voted before, cast their votes forLincoln in 1860, because he alone of the several candidates, Bell, Breckinridge, Douglas, was an anti-slaveryman. But Lincoln did not go to the country on ananti-slavery platform, and by his own utterances wasdisposed to let the South keep its peculiar institutionintact provided it dropped all talk of secession fromthe Union. Immediately after the November elections, in which the Republicans were victorious by abare margin, the country was thrown into a conditionof complete demoralization. The South prepared forsecession. The North was divided. War seemed inevitable, but war for what? To many Northerners itseemed enough if only the most troublesome Southerners in Congress could be got rid of, and the South’scontrol of the Senate through extension of slavery intofree territory, permanently checked. Lincoln to thisclass of people was acceptable mainly because he was“safe.” They cared little about the preservation of theUnion, less still what became of the slave States. HenryWard Beecher, when asked if he thought the SouthernStates would secede, said lightly: “I don’t think theywill, and I don’t care if they do.” And Beecher, atthat time, represented not only the conscience but themind of almost the entire middle class of Northern andWestern America.

The Abolitionists, on the other hand, saw in the election of Lincoln only their fondest hope lost in another fatal compromise. Driven to desperation lest all they had fought and suffered for during twenty-five years was about to disappear like a puff of smoke, theylaunched a great campaign from New England to thefarthest West under the slogan: “No Compromise withSlaveholders! Immediate and Unconditional Emancipation!” Susan B. Anthony was placed in command ofthe forces in New York State, her party consisting ofElizabeth Cady Stanton, Rev. Samuel J. May, AaronPowell, Stephen S. Foster, and the Rev. Beriah Green.A series of mass meetings in all the principal citiesand towns of the State was arranged, but soon it transpired that their demand for immediate emancipationwas hardly more appealing than it would have been inSouth Carolina or Georgia. In the anguished uncertainty of the hour the majority of good citizens agreedon at least one thing: it was a bad time to talk aboutslavery.

“A bad time to talk about slavery!” cried Elizabeth Cady Stanton “Rhett, Yancey, Iverson, Keitt, Chestnut and Davis; Seward, Hale, Wade, Wilson, Sumner and Fessenden, are all talking aboutit. James Buchanan, the immortal platform, is fasting and prayingand crying over it. The merchants and bankers and brokers aretrembling over it. The priests, like faithless nurses, are on all sidesgiving their people anodynes, that they may sleep over it. Therowdies in all our northern cities and towns stand ready to blusterand swear for it. And the South declares that they will die forit. . . . Why, in the name of common sense, should we be forbiddento open our lips?

“If we descendants of the Puritans had any self-respect, any true love of liberty, any just appreciation of the blood-bought rights leftby our forefathers, we should ourselves have seceded long ago fromthese heathen idolators, who set all law, human and divine, at defiance; these cannibals who sell babies by the pound, and feed ontheir own flesh! These polygamists who have many wives and selltheir own children! These hunters whose game is men!”

Such speeches, if heard, might well have stirred the consciences of the people, and for precisely that reasonthe Democrats and the more cautious Republicans sawto it that they were not heard. Led by hoodlums andpaid rioters, but sometimes by responsible men such asthe son of Governor Horatio Seymour, and a son of ex-President Fillmore, by constables and justices of thepeace, furious mobs invaded the halls, dispersed audiences by extinguishing lights or throwing cayenne pepper on the stove; yelled, sang, howled curses andthreats, until the voices of the speakers were completelydrowned out, and one after another they retreated fromthe platform. In some towns the Abolitionists foundthe doors of halls they had rented locked against them.At Syracuse, a city which hitherto had boasted thatthere the right of free speech had never been denied,the meeting was a disgraceful rout. As Ida HustedHarper tells it, from Susan’s own description:

“The hall was filled with a howling, drunken, infuriated crowd, headed by Ezra Downer, a liquor dealer, and Luke McKenna apro-slavery Democrat. Even Mr. May, who was venerated by allSyracuse, was not allowed to speak. Rotten eggs were thrown,benches broken, and knives and pistols gleamed in every direction.The few ladies present were hurried out of the hall, and MissAnthony faced that raging audience, the only woman there. TheRepublican chief of police refused to make any effort towards keepingorder. The mob crowded on the platform and took possession of themeeting, and Miss Anthony and her little band were forced out ofthe hall. . . . That evening the rioters dragged through the streetshideous effigies of Susan B. Anthony and the Rev. Samuel J. Mayand burned them in the public square.”
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In Albany the mayor was a man. Although a Democrat and probably a foe of all Abolitionists, he gave notice to his townsmen that he intended to keep his oath of office and prevent disorder. Mayor Thacher called in person at the Delavan House and escortedSusan, Mrs. Stanton, Lucretia Mott and Martha C.Wright to Association Hall, and during the meeting, atwhich Gerrit Smith and Frederick Douglass also appeared, he sat on the platform with a loaded revolverin his hand. A number of plain clothes policemenhad been distributed through the hall, and every manifestation of violence was met with prompt arrest.Toward the close of the evening, however, Mr.Thacher told Susan that he doubted whether he couldcontrol the passions of the people through anothersession, and he asked her, as a favor, not to try to holda second meeting. Of course she yielded, and so ended,as far as New York was concerned, the Garrisoniancampaign for immediate emancipation.


A woman’s rights convention was held in Albany that week, William Lloyd Garrison, Lucretia Mott,Ernestine Rose, Mrs. Wright and Mrs. Stanton speaking, and Susan, as usual, in the foreground. It was asadly memorable convention, for it was the last one tobe held until the Civil War was fought and over, andit was the last of all in which the old leaders would everforegather in their fine spirit of harmony and fraternity. Characteristically Susan would not admit thatthe war need hinder the progress of the movement, andshe went ahead with plans for a national convention inNew York the following May. But before May camewar was a grim fact and no one could think of anything else. While the country waited with drawnbreath for the development of President Lincoln’spolicies, no speakers, no audiences, could be attractedto conventions. Even the Anti-Slavery Anniversary meeting was abandoned, and when that happened Susan gave up and went home to the farm. In answer to aletter from the Rev. Beriah Green, she wrote:

I have tried to persuade myself that I alone remained mad, while all the rest had become sane, because I have insisted that it is ourbounden duty to bear not only our usual testimony but one evenlouder and more earnest than ever before. . . . Our position seemsto me most humiliating. . . . Expediency, not principle.

In Washington President Lincoln suffers between expediency and principle. He watches in agony therout of the Union troops after the first Bull Run. . . .He appoints McClellan to command the Army of thePotomac, McClellan, who builds a magnificent armybut will not let it advance. . . . Lincoln replaces inthe War Department the inadequate Cameron withthe vigorous but sneering Stanton. . . . He removesGenerals Fremont and Hunter who have nearly costhim the border States by their illegal emancipationorders. . . . He faces war with England over the Trentaffair. . . . He argues with Chase, Sumner, CarlSchurtz, his favorite plan of buying the slaves and colonizing them in Hayti and Liberia, a scheme explodedby Garrison years before. . . . He witnesses defeatafter defeat until at last the Peninsula campaign ends indisaster at Harrison’s Landing, and it is necessary tocall out 300,000 more men to be fed into what peopleare calling “McClellan’s death-trap.” . . . Wracked tothe edge of human endurance the two-fold nature ofthe man, rigid Constitutionalist, but war President andCommander in Chief of the Army and Navy, seeksblindly for justification of what he knows he must do,free the slaves in the Confederate States and arm themagainst their masters.

Susan B. Anthony cannot possibly understand why such struggle, such hesitation is for an hour necessary.It is no doubt desirable to keep the border States, Kentucky, Missouri, Arkansas, loyal to the Union, but howmuch more desirable to wreck the economic power ofthe South by stopping her exports of cotton. How cana President have it in his power to end slavery and yethold back? While Lincoln is placating the borderStates with his no emancipation policy, a doomed raceare cementing their shackles anew by supplying theConfederate Army with rations, the rebel Governmentwith money to buy munitions and allies in Europe.While they are singing under the burning sun, “Letmy people go,” the President questions his constitutional right to smite a cruel Pharaoh. What price aConstitution which defends and protects the thricedamned doctrine of ownership of human beings?What excuse for shedding an ocean of blood in orderto restore a status quo ante proved unbearable and unenduring? Thus Susan B. Anthony and her like, forerunners of thousands who, during the World War criedout against President Wilson’s academic “peace without victory.”

On the farm near Rochester Susan finds a certain grim pleasure in working her physical body to exhaustion every day. Daniel Anthony goes to Kansas leaving the management of the farm in her hands. Shehelps plant and harvest crops, sells them herself inRochester. She does most of the housework besides,cooks, washes and irons, scrubs, puts up fruit, weavesyards of rag carpet, quilts, sews, paints and varnishesold furniture, goes to meetings wherever held in theneighborhood, speaks when there is no one else to do it—and finds comfort in none of these futile occupations. Her journal is written in scraps:

“Tried to interest myself in a sewing society; but little intelligence among them. . . . Attended Progressive Friends’ meeting; too muchnamby-pambyism. . . . Went to colored church to hear Douglass.He seems without solid basis. Speaks only popular truths. . . .The teachers’ convention was small and dull. The women’s committee failed to report. I am mortified to death for them. . . .Washed every window in the house today. Put a quilted petticoatin the frame. Commenced Mrs. Browning’s Portuguese Sonnets.Have just finished Casa Guidi Windows, a grand poem and so fittedto our terrible struggle. ... I wish the Government would movequickly, proclaim freedom to every slave and call on every able-bodied negro to enlist in the Union Army. How not to do it seemsthe whole study in Washington.”

Elizabeth Cady Stanton is equally wretched over her seclusion and inaction in an hour that calls for actionon the part of every strong will and intelligence. Sheand Susan write mainly about novels of George Eliotwhich both are reading. Susan cannot understand whyHetty’s illegitimate child should have wrought suchhavoc in her life and in the lives of Adam Bede andArthur. Why aren’t some irregular unions as sacredas legal marriages? Here Susan shows her innate contempt for Puritanism and all laws bearing hard onwomen. She throws a curious light on her own nature when she asks Mrs. Stanton: “What is the irresistible power so terrifically pictured in both Hetty andArthur, which led them on to the very ill they mostwould shun?” Susan, who would passionately haveembraced flames in order to free the negro or to enfranchise women, could not even imagine a sex lovecarried to any point beyond common sense! Elizabethreplies that such books explain why the marriage question is so inevitably a part of the whole woman’s rights question, something she has never succeeded inimpressing on the other women. She writes despairingly: “O, Susan, are you never coming to visit meagain? It would be like a new life to spend a daywith you. How I shudder when I think of our awfulexperience with those mobs last winter, and yet evennow I long for action.”

Henry B. Stanton was in Washington as a correspondent for the New York Tribune, and Elizabeth was preparing to move the family to New York. Susanhelped with the packing, went on ahead with the fourboys and stayed with her friend until the house in 46thStreet was in order. It was some joy to visit the Tiltonsagain in the little house in Brooklyn; to meet and talkwith Horace Greeley, and be assured by him thatemancipation was on the way; to attend a belated Anti-Slavery Anniversary meeting; to go on to Boston andsee the Garrisons and Wendell Phillips ... to bewith others of her kind. For 1862 had been a grievousyear even without the war horror. In April the NewYork Legislature, taking advantage of the preoccupiedpublic mind, had amended the law of 1860, repealingthat section which gave mothers equal guardianship oftheir children and widows control over the property ofminor children. Susan heard first of this dastardly betrayal from Lydia Mott, to whom she wrote:

“I knew some weeks ago the abominable thing was on the calendar, with some six or eight hundred bills before it, and hence felt surethat it would not come up this winter, and that in the meantimewe should sound the alarm. ... We deserve to suffer for our confidence in ‘man’s sense of justice’; but nothing short of this couldrouse our women again to action. I am sick at heart, but I cannot carry the world against the wish and will of our best friends. What can we do now, when even the motion to retain the mother’s jointguardianship is voted down? Twenty thousand petitions rolled upfor that—a hard year’s work—the law secured—the echoes of ourgratitude in the hard Capital scarcely died away, and now all is lost.”

More clearly than ever did Susan and Mrs. Stanton see that the thing they must henceforth work for wasnot beneficent legislation but the full and completecitizenship of women. And when in late summer it began to be whispered among the initiate that Lincoln hadactually drafted his emancipation proclamation theytook heart anew. This even after the President’s discouraging letter in the Washington National Intelligencer—“What I do about slavery and the colored race,I do because I believe it would help save the Union,and what I forbear, I forbear because I do not believeit would help save the Union. . . Even after thatletter, published August 23, Greeley wrote Susan: “Iam still at work with the President in various ways andbelieve you will yet hear him proclaim universal freedom. Keep this letter and judge me by the event.” OnSeptember 18 the preliminary draft of the emancipation proclamation was published.

Universal freedom! It had more meaning to these two women than to the public at large. The samethought was in the minds of both. After the emancipation of the negro must come his enfranchisement. Afterthe war a new interpretation of the Constitution. Realgovernment of the people . . . by the people. Womenas well as men. Less was unthinkable. They wouldorganize women all over the country to demand votesfor negroes and women, and no white man would dare advocate the one without consenting to the other. They believed it. Who wouldn’t?

While they waited in hopeful patience for Lincoln’s final proclamation, one more terrible blow fell onSusan B. Anthony, the death of her father, her best anddearest friend on earth. She was filling a few lectureengagements but had gone home for a week-end visit.In the warm sunshine of an Indian Summer Sundaymorning she and her father sat talking of the eventswhich had filled the newspaper columns that week,when Daniel Anthony, without a moment’s warning,fell forward in his chair, death-struck. Neuralgia ofthe stomach, the doctors called it. Acute appendicitis,perhaps. In great suffering he lingered briefly, andon November 25, 1862, he died. For weeks Susanmoved in a world without sun or moon or any light.It had rarely occurred to her that she might some dayhave to get along without that companionship, thatperfect communion and understanding. Daniel Anthony was sixty-eight years old, but he was youthfuland vigorous, for he had hardly known a day of illnessin his life. The relation between Susan and Danielhad been more like that of a father and son than fatherand daughter. From the first he not only acknowledgedher right to an independent career, but had encouragedher, helped her with money as well as counsel. Therenever would be anyone to take his place in her life.On Susan now rested the responsibility of the family.Lucy Anthony was an invalid. Her sons were far away,her daughters, except Susan and Mary, were married.None of them could remain long after the funeral, andon Susan, more bereft even than poor Lucy, rested theburden of reorganizing their shattered lives.

It was well for her that she was quickly recalled to public work. On January 1, 1863, Lincoln’s emancipation proclamation was published to the whole world,and the doom of slavery in the United States was pronounced. But the proclamation, although school textbooks do not always say so, did not abolish slavery. Itmerely suspended it in the States of the Confederacy,and did not affect slave owners in the border Statesfighting against the Union. Lincoln himself said thatthe proclamation would become void as soon as thewar ended unless Congress confirmed it. If the Confederacy won the war it would be entirely vain. InJanuary, 1863, things looked very dark for the Unionside. Desertions from the army had reached appallingproportions, and after the proclamation they increased,in the Army of the Potomac alone, as General Hookerreported, to a rate of two hundred a day. Copperheadagitation was rife in all the armies, and thousands ofsoldiers who disagreed with total abolition of slaverywere induced to abandon their arms and desert. Lincoln’s known aversion to capital punishment in thearmy made this the easier.

On January 16 Henry B. Stanton wrote Susan from Washington:

“The country is rapidly going to destruction. The army is almost in a state of mutiny for want of its pay and for lack of a leader.Nothing can carry the North through but the Southern negroes, andnobody can marshal them into the struggle except the Abolitionists. . . . Such men as Lovejoy, Hale and the like have pretty muchgiven up the struggle in despair.—We must not lay the flatteringunction to our souls that the proclamation will be of any use to usif we are beaten and have a dissolution of the Union. Here then iswork for you. Susan, put on your armor and go forth.”

In Washington Senator Charles Sumner and other Republican leaders were working on a ConstitutionalAmendment forever abolishing slavery throughout theUnited States, but there was serious doubt if bothHouses of Congress would give the necessary two-thirds majority. Susan B. Anthony, Elizabeth CadyStanton, Ernestine Rose, Lucy Stone decided togetheron a course of action. A call for A Meeting of theLoyal Women of the Nation, to meet in the Churchof the Puritans, New York, on May 14, 1863, waswidely published. Women of every State were urgedto send representatives.


"... When every hour is big with destiny and each delay but complicates our difficulties, it is high time for the daughters of theRevolution in solemn council to unseal the last will and testament ofthe fathers, lay hold of their birthright of freedom and keep it asacred trust for all coming generations.”

The call was signed: “on behalf of the Women’s Central Committee. Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Susan B. Anthony.”


CHAPTER XIII

THE WOMEN’S LOYAL LEAGUE

An enormous crowd filled the famous Church of the Puritans in Union Square, on May 14, when Susan B.Anthony called to order a meeting of women who wereto figure importantly in ending slavery by FederalAmendment. Lucy Stone was elected President of theconvention, and Mrs. Stanton made the opening address,reminding the audience that, while Southern womenhad put forth every exertion to keep the rebellion alive,Northern women were accused of doing less than theirshare toward crushing it. The reason was that, likemost men, they were confused as to the object of thewar. Congress was confused, even the Presidentseemed to be. It was for women, the wives and mothersof the men who were giving their lives in battle, orreturning wounded and suffering, to make perfectlyplain that the only justification of the war was that itwas being waged for freedom.

Susan was even more explicit in declaring that the object of the war was freedom for all, including allwomen.

“We talk about returning to the ‘Union as it was’ and the ‘Constitution as it is’—about ‘restoring our country to peace and prosperity— to the blessed conditions which existed before the war,’ ” said Susan.“I ask you what sort of peace, what sort of prosperity, have we had ?Since the first slave ship sailed up the James River with its humancargo and there, on the soil of the Old Dominion, it was sold to thehighest bidder, we have had nothing but war. When that pirate captain landed on the shores of Africa and there kidnapped the first negro and fastened the first manacle, the struggle between thatcaptain and that negro was the commencement of the terrible war inthe midst of which we are today. Between the slave and the masterthere has been war, and war only. This is but a new form of it.No, no; we ask for no return of the old conditions. We ask forsomething better. . . . By the Constitution as it is, the North hasstood pledged to protect slavery in the States where it existed. Wehave been bound, in case of insurrections, to go to the aid, not ofthose struggling for liberty, but of the oppressors. It was politicianswho made this pledge at the beginning, and who have renewed itfrom year to year. These same men have had control of the churches,the Sabbath-schools and all religious institutions, and the women havebeen a party in complicity with slavery. They have made the largemajority in all the churches throughout the country, and have, without protest . . . accepted pro-slavery preaching from their pulpits;suffered the words ‘slavery a crime’ to be expurgated from all thelessons taught their children. . . . Woman must now assume herGod-given responsibilities and make herself what she was clearlydesigned to be, the educator of the race. Let her no longer be themere reflector, the echo of the worldly pride and ambition of man.Had the women of the North studied to know and to teach their sonsthe law of justice to the black man, they would not now be calledupon to offer the loved of their households to the bloody Moloch ofwar.”

And then, in that clear, strong voice which always filled the largest hall, she read the resolutions, demanding abolition of slavery in the United States by anamendment to the Constitution; demanding for freednegroes, men and women alike, equal opportunity withwhite people in education, industry and trades, in allcivil and political rights and privileges. The fifth resolution read: “That it is in the same class—favoringaristocratic interests—that the property, the liberty,the lives of all slaves, all citizens of African descent,and all women are placed at the mercy of a legislation in which they are not represented. There never can be true peace in this Republic until the civil and political equality of every subject of the Government shallbe practically established.”

When it was realized that they were committing themselves to equal rights for women as well as freedom for slaves there was tumult in the assembly. Manydelegates protested that the two questions must be considered apart. Susan, “somewhat sharply,” as the newspapers reported, maintained in the midst of cries andexclamations, that henceforth the two questions wereone. In the new writing of the Constitution universalsuffrage must be the demand of all free minded women.“Incidentally,” said the Tribune, “a man arose somewhere among the back pews, but his voice was speedilylost in the loud rustle of indignant crinolines.” It wasa women’s meeting, and a majority of the women votedfor the woman suffrage clause.

A violent rain storm toward evening kept many away from the night meeting in Cooper Institute, butmore men were present to hear Susan read an addressto President Lincoln which now must be counted amongforgotten papers of the Civil War. Nobody livingknows whether President Lincoln ever acknowledgedit, or whether his secretaries ever permitted it to reachhis desk. Just the same it was a statesmanlike paper inwhich Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stantoncollaborated, and its best paragraphs, at any rate, deserve inclusion here:

“ . . . We ask not for ourselves or our friends redress of specific grievances or posts of honor or emolument . . but inspired by truepatriotism, in this dark hour of our nation’s destiny, we come topledge the loyal women of the Republic to freedom and our country. . . . we* come to thank you for your proclamation, in which the Nineteenth Century seems to echo back the Declaration ofSeventy-six. Our fathers had a vision of the sublime idea of liberty,equality and fraternity; but they failed to climb the heights whichwith anointed eyes they saw. ... To us, their children, belongs thework to build up the living reality of what they conceived anduttered. . . .

“Our special thanks are due to you, that by your proclamation 2,000,000 women are freed from the foulest bondage humanity eversuffered. Slavery for man is bad enough, but the refinements ofcruelty must ever fall on the mothers of the oppressed race, defrauded of all the rights of family relation and violated in the mostholy instincts of their nature. A mother’s life is bound up in that ofher child. . . . But the slave-mother in her degradation rejoices notin the future promise of her daughter, for she knows by experiencewhat her sad fate must be. . . .

“By your act, the family, that great conservator of national virtue and strength, has been restored to millions of humble homes aroundwhose altars coming generations shall magnify and bless the nameof Abraham Lincoln. By a mere stroke of the pen you have emancipated millions from a condition of wholesale concubinage. We nowask you to finish the Work by declaring that nowhere under ournational flag shall the motherhood of any race plead in vain for justiceand protection. So long as one slave breathes in this Republic, wedrag the chain with him. God has so linked the race, man to man,that all must rise or fall together. Our history exemplifies this law.It was not enough that we at the North abolished slavery for ourselves, declared freedom of speech and press, built churches, collegesand free schools, studied the science of morals, government andeconomy, dignified labor, amassed wealth, whitened the sea with ourcommerce and commanded the respect of the nations of the earth—so long as the South, by the natural proclivities of slavery, was sapping the very foundations of our national life.

“You are the first President ever borne on the shoulders of freedom into the position you now fill. Your predecessors owed their elevation to the slave oligarchy, and in serving slavery they did but obeytheir masters. In your election, Northern freemen threw off theyoke, and with you rests the responsibility that our necks shall never bow again. At no time in the annals of the nation has there been a more auspicious moment to retrieve the one false step of the fathersin their concession to slavery. The Constitution has been repudiatedand the compact broken by the Southern traitors now in arms. Thefiring of the first gun on Sumter released the North from all constitutional obligations to slavery. It left the Government, for the firsttime in our history, free to carry out the declaration of our Revolutionary fathers, and make us in fact what we have ever claimed tobe, a nation of freemen.

“ ‘The Union as it was’—a compromise between barbarism and civilization—can never be restored, for the opposing principles offreedom and slavery cannot exist together. Liberty is life and everyform of government yet tried proves that slavery is death. . . .The war in which we are involved is not the result of party or accident, but a forward step in the progress of the race never to be retraced. . . .

“At this time our greatest need is not men or money, valiant generals or brilliant victories, but a consistent policy, based on the principle that ‘all governments derive their just powers from the consent of the governed.’ The nation waits for you to say that there is nopower under our declaration of rights nor under any laws, humanor divine, by which free men can be made slaves; and therefore thatyour pledge to the slaves is irrevocable, and shall be redeemed.

“If it be true, as has been said, that Northern women lack enthusiasm in this war, the fault rests with those who have confused and confounded its policy. The pages of history glow with instances of self-sacrifice by women in the hour of their country’sdanger. Fear not that the daughters of this Republic will count anysacrifice too great to insure the triumph of freedom. Let the menwho wield the nation’s power be wise, brave, and magnanimous, andits women will be prompt to meet the duties of the hour with devotion and heroism. . . .
“On behalf of the Women’s Loyal League,



Elizabeth Cady Stanton, President.

Susan B. Anthony, Secretary.




The one mistake the women made in that address was a lauditory mention of the wholly illegal acts of Fremont and Hunter in emancipating slaves in their military districts. That was a direct affront to thePresident, and it may have prevented the documentfrom reaching him at all. But Mrs. Stanton couldnever forbear a tribute to her hero, Fremont, who, although a little too much on the melodramatic side, wasreally a hero. Of the first principles of government,however, he never had the remotest notion, and asPresident he would have been a national calamity.

The Women’s Loyal League, which spread rapidly throughout the North, had for its pledged object, support of Lincoln’s Government, “in so far as it makes thewar a war for freedom,” and its work was to securenames, a million names if possible, on petitions to theHouse and Senate demanding a Federal Amendmentforever abolishing slavery in the United States. Theentire anti-slavery press of the country commended thewomen’s project, and men of prominence in and outof Washington wrote grateful and congratulatory letters. Headquarters were taken in Cooper Institute,and all during the stifling summer that followed Mrs.Stanton, Susan and their friends worked ceaselessly,getting the petitions printed and sent out, writing andanswering thousands of letters, raising money for officeexpenses, for printing and postage, for the expensesof lecturers sent into the field to arouse and encouragea people grown weary of a war that threatened never toend. Lucy Stone, Dr. Clemence Lozier, Rebecca Shepard Putnam, Charlotte Wilbour and others gave theirservices, but there were clerks and bookkeepers andmessengers to be paid, and very little money to go onwith. A few years before Charles H. Hovey, a richmerchant of Boston, had died leaving $50,000 to be spent for anti-slavery agitation and woman’s rights. A great deal of the income from the fund was used to support an anti-slavery journal, The Standard, but now thecommittee sent a small donation. Gerrit Smith, JessieBenton Fremont, a few business firms of New York,made individual contributions; Henry Ward Beechergave a Sunday morning collection to the fund; signersof the petition throughout the country sent in $3,000.When there was no more money Susan arranged a lecture course, persuading George William Curtis, Hon.William D. Kelley, Wendell Phillips, FrederickDouglass and others to contribute their services forhalf their usual fees. Susan herself did the work ofthree people, on a salary of $12 a week, which wouldhave been less than the price of subsistence had notMrs. Stanton lodged her in her own guest room. Thirteen cents a day bought Susan’s luncheon, two rolls, aglass of milk, and when possible a dish of strawberriesor other fruit. The work went forward well advertised, for the League strongly supported Lincoln’s firstdraft, the women no more than the men of the countrydreaming of the plot which was even then ripening todestroy it.

Reading newspaper accounts of the Civil War, day by day, it is baffling to understand why few efforts ornone were put forth in the North to stay the poisonouspropaganda of sedition which went on in all the cities,in recruiting stations and even in the army. While inthe South the faintest suspicion of disloyalty was instantly suppressed, sometimes with frightful cruelty,in the North, Confederate agents and “Copperheads”seem to have gone about their business without interference. The draft went into operation the second week in July, 1863, and although some rumors of disaffection were circulated the papers made light of them. OnJuly 11 there was held in Union Square a huge meeting at which, from four stands, men poured forth suchtraitorous and obscene doctrine, such insult and abuseof the President and the Administration, that duringthe World War would have sent every speaker to Federal prison or to internment camps. Ostensibly themeeting was a protest against the arrest, court martialand imprisonment of the notorious Vallandigham inDayton, Ohio. General Burnside was one of the fewarmy leaders who fully realized the danger of propaganda among homesick and discouraged soldiers, andin his department he would have none of it. Vallandigham, although professing to be a Union man, hadfrom the beginning of the war opposed emancipation,and in fact every move of the Administration. In thespring he made a series of defeatist speeches, closelyresembling those made by our German sympathizers,alias pacifists, internationalists and Socialists in 1917.Seeing that a not inconsiderable group was formingaround this dangerous man, Burnside, as commander ofthe Department of the Ohio, published an order againsthis future activities, proclaiming that “treason expressed or implied will not be tolerated by this Department.” Vallandigham made one more speech inwhich he denounced the war as “wicked, cruel and unnecessary, not waged for the purpose of the preservation of the Union, its objects not to free black men butto enslave white men; a war to crush out freedom anderect a despotism.” He appealed to the torn emotionsof men and women who mourned soldiers dead inbattle, declaring that Lincoln could honorably have ended the war months before by accepting the mediation of France. France, which at that moment was establishing a European empire in Mexico!

Very properly Burnside arrested the man, had him tried and sentenced to confinement in a fortress. Thatsentence Lincoln had changed to deportation to a neutral country. Yet there in Union Square, New York,Lincoln’s leniency was attacked as an abominable denialof the right of free speech. “The South,” declared oneorator, “can never be conquered by Abraham Lincolnor any other damned black Republican!” Cries fromthe crowd, “Hang him! Hang him!” “Loyalty toLincoln,” shrieked another Copperhead, “is treason!We’ll fight for the Constitution but not for niggersor the draft.”

Not a newspaper seriously censured the police for permitting this meeting to continue, and in fact, asevents proved, the New York police force was not thenorganized to break up meetings or to control mobs.The draft in every ward of the city progressed quietlyuntil the morning of July 13. At ten o’clock on thatmorning, in the headquarters at Third Avenue and46th Street, the wheel was turning and men’s nameswere being called out in the presence of a good-naturedcrowd of about three hundred. Suddenly a pistol shotexploded in the street, and at the same instant a showerof bricks, paving stones and other missiles shatteredthe windows of the draft office, and the doors were battered in to admit such a rabble as few New Yorkersknew existed in the city. Where that rabble came from,who organized or led it, was a complete mystery. Outof the fetid tenements and mean streets of the lowerEast Side, from Five Points and the dens of the Bowery it streamed, ragged, dirty, alien, crazed with fury and the lust for blood. Before a revolver could bedrawn the rabble swept over the provost marshal andhis aids and the spectators, and with rocks and stoneswrecked the room. The soldier clerk caught the draftwheel in his arms and fled upstairs. The officers incharge, uniforms in ribbons, managed to escape alivethrough a back entrance. A score of dead and woundedmen were left on the floor, while a man with a can ofturpentine and a torch set fire to the building. Whenthe police arrived they were beaten back by sheer forceof numbers. When the fire engines clattered up theywere set upon and smashed. By three o’clock in theafternoon the greater part of the city was helpless inthe hands of the mob.

A block from the Stanton home stood a large orphan asylum for colored children, and this became the objectof immediate attack. Over the heads of the screamingchildren, with great difficulty rescued from death, thebuilding was fired and sacked, as were half a dozensurrounding houses. Hastily gathering the Stantonchildren together Susan contrived their escape over theroof. Mrs. Stanton, as she writes in her journal, tryingto compose a speech to the mob, in case it broke in, sawwith horror from her window one of her older sonscaptured by a group of ruffians. Neil Stanton, thoughbut a boy, had cool wit enough not to resist. Instead heinvited his captors to the nearest saloon for drinks, andthus saved his own life. Mrs. Stanton rejoiced, although she deplored his “departure from principle,”and that night the whole family left the house for suburban quarters.

For five days that mob, its numbers swelled by a horde of criminals, pimps, prostitutes, held the city almost unchecked, pursuing and murdering hundreds of citizens, hunting down and hanging helpless negroes,looting, sacking, burning, destroying. Strangely therioters, except the professional criminals, had little inthe way of firearms, their strength lying in numbersand ferocity, and most of their crudest murders weredone with clubs, workmen’s tools, hatchets and kitchenknives. The police were utterly overwhelmed, the firedepartment defenseless, yet neither the DemocraticMayor nor Governor would consent to declare martiallaw. Instead Governor Seymour sent a committee toWashington to beg President Lincoln to stop the draft,declaring that his own Irish immigrant servants werelikely to burn his house if it continued. Perhaps thatidea appealed to Lincoln as not altogether undesirable.At all events he refused to make any such infamous surrender to a mob, and the draft was not stopped. Troopswere dispatched, not only to New York but to Philadelphia, Boston and other cities where uprisings werethreatened, and after a period of terror such as onlyFrance and Russia have seen in their revolutions, orderwas restored. The ringleaders were never apprehended, but from that time on “free speech” such as theUnion Square disloyalists had uttered, was suppressedin a manner which no doubt would be deplored by theradical weeklies of today. At the same time the NewYork Common Council voted an appropriation of$2,500,000 to purchase exemptions for poor men withfamilies. They were not wholly to be blamed fordreading the draft. Most of them were Irish andGermans, too lately landed to know anything aboutslavery or the Union. They had fled oppression at home, and were too ready to believe Americans who told them that they were about to be killed for a race ofblack men. If nothing else good came out of the draftriots at least there was a beginning not only of a betterhousing movement in the city slums, better schools forimmigrant children, but of organized charitable andsocial relief.

The riots had the effect also of speeding up the work of the Women’s Loyal League, the petitions receivingthousands of names in the weeks following. The manwho helped most in the work was Senator CharlesSumner, many sacks of petitions being sent to his Washington office and sent out under his frank. Another manwho helped generously was the Socialist, Robert DaleOwen, at that time a most loyal Unionist, and PresidentLincoln’s appointed chairman in New York of theFreedmen’s Inquiry Commission. Susan and Mrs,Stanton gratefully accepted his many services, littleknowing how later their association with Owen wouldbe used against them.

On February 9, 1864, the first consignment of signed petitions bearing over a hundred thousand names, werecarried into the Senate Chamber and presented in aneloquent speech by Charles Sumner. By August ofthe same year the number of names on the women’spetitions had increased to nearly 400,000. Sumner, accepting them, told the Senate’s presiding officer that thesacks were so heavy, the rolls so numerous, that theycould not be sent forward to his desk, but he impressedon the whole Senate that those hundreds of thousandsof names meant nothing less than an imperative orderfrom the people for the rapid acceptance, by more thanthe requisite two-thirds majority, of the pending amendment abolishing slavery. The Senate did pass the bill, the House later concurring, and in the latewinter the Thirteenth Amendment went to the Legislatures of the loyal States and was ratified.

Not once did Senator Sumner or any member of Congress, speaking for the amendment, acknowledgethe great services of the women in arousing publicopinion in its behalf. Now that the work was donethey quietly disbanded and turned to less spectacularwar work. When the business affairs of the Leaguewere wound up there was a deficit in the treasury of$4.72. But no member of Congress offered to pay it.Susan B, Anthony, out of her own lean purse, paid it.


CHAPTER XIV

“IT IS THE NEGRO’S HOUR”

In 1864 the Abolitionists, women as well as men, were still so distrustful of Lincoln that they worked forthe nomination of Fremont. Elizabeth Cady Stantonwas of this number, but Susan B. Anthony was not.Great as was her impatience with Lincoln’s slow decisions she agreed with him that it was poor policy to“swap horses while crossing a stream.” It was reallythis homely aphorism which elected Lincoln, for inthe extreme confusion of the campaign it was about theonly thing the ordinary voter could understand. InApril, 1865, six weeks after the second inauguration,five days after Lee’s surrender at Appomattox, camethe greatest calamity that ever befell the Americanpeople, the assassination of Abraham Lincoln. Notuntil then did the radicals perceive how shortsightedand vain had been their opposition of this man, theonly one with vision, tolerance, humanity and commonsense in right proportions to take the country throughthe agonies of reconstruction. Lincoln’s plans for reconstruction were outlined before the collapse of Confederate arms. His Cabinet knew them. Congressknew them. Even Vice-President Johnson knew them.Yet Lincoln’s plans could not be carried out, becausethere was no broadminded, simple, kindly and conciliating executive to deal with the conquered but stillrebellious South. What might not have been, if Abraham Lincoln had lived to call into his counsels such men as Robert E. Lee, Wade Hampton, Joseph E.Johnston, to discover some basis whereby the economiclosses as well as the wounded pride of the South couldbe ameliorated and restored? Lincoln had said: “Getthem to plowing once, to gathering in their owncrops, eating popcorn at their own firesides, and youcan’t get them to shoulder a musket again for fiftyyears.” Literally this had been spoken of the rank andfile, but in principle it applied to the aristocratic minority as well, and Lee had agreed with what Lincolnsaid.

But Lincoln was slain, and in his place was elevated a man ill-bred, ill-educated, obstinate, and solittle appreciative even of his Vice-Presidential dignity that he was drunk when he took the oath of office.In the resultant violent quarrels between PresidentJohnson and his Congress the South was thrown intoyears of utter anarchy, and two entirely unenforceableamendments were added to the Constitution of theUnited States. As one more deplorable consequence,Susan B. Anthony’s dream of a new dispensation forwomen was postponed for over half a century.

Thaddeus Stevens was chiefly responsible for the Fourteenth Amendment, which gave full civil rightsto negroes, and was intended to give them the vote aswell. Stevens soon enlisted in his support men inCongress who cared little for the negro but who wereviolently opposed to President Johnson. He waswarmly supported by the Abolitionists, of course.Their minds had for so long concentrated on the negro’swrongs that they were quite ready to believe that theCivil War could not be liquidated nor any permanentpeace restored until all Southern leaders were disfranchised and all negroes armed with the ballot. The Republican Party, precariously in power, was in a hurry to enfranchise notonly the negro but the large class of small farmers and“poor whites,” politically nonexistent before the war.For many years the Southern aristocracy had dominated Congress, especially the Senate. They were men who, like the ruling classes in Great Britain, were bornand bred to politics. They were rich, arrogant andpowerful, and were aggressive enough besides to pushthrough most measures they deemed beneficial to theircivilization. When all other arguments failed they fellback on physical force. They carried revolvers andbowie knives, and were forever challenging Northernmembers to duels. In 1856 Representative PrestonBrooks beat Charles Sumner almost to death with agutta-percha stick, several chivalrous Southrons standing by to prevent the Massachusetts Senator from defending himself. Now, while all the machinery was intheir hands, the Northern men were ready to adoptany and all measures which would forever dethrone thisdangerous power, and to ensure democratic constitutions in all of the new States coming into the Union.

Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton were in favor of giving the ballot to negroes, but their approach to the subject was more statesmanlike than thatof Congress or the men in the Abolition ranks. Susan’scontention was that the Civil War gave Congress powerto restate the Constitution in terms clearly intended bythe Fathers of the Republic, and to make the nationin fact as well as in theory a political democracy. Thesecession of the South, the war and the Union victorywiped out all previous measures of compromise, andnow at last there was room for a Government by consentof the governed—all of the governed, not a caste eitherof sex or color. Early in 1865 Susan went to Kansasto visit her brother, Daniel R. Anthony, editor of aninfluential newspaper, and Mayor of Leavenworth.Into Kansas had streamed thousands of ex-slaves, homeless, hungry, and full of gruesome tales of outrages perpetrated on the helpless freedmen of the South.Susan moved among the refugees, assisting in the reliefstations and soup kitchens, hospitals and schools, andher soul blazed within her at what she saw and heard.

As an Abolitionist Susan desired absolute justice for negroes. She knew that the mass of them in theSouth were little developed, but having known Frederick Douglass, Robert Purvis and other highly intelligent negroes in the North she believed that all of themcould be educated, and, since their plight at the presentwas so desperate, she thought their enfranchisementwas imperative—but only as a part of the general program of citizenship for all adult Americans. In anaddress delivered July 4, 1865, at Ottumwa, Kansas.Susan stated the case of the negro thus:

“In Virginia,” said Susan, “the planters have solemnly leagued themselves together to pay only five dollars a month to able fieldhands, each laborer to furnish his own clothes and pay his owndoctor bills. This too, when the same planters use to pay or receivefor the hire of these same laborers the sum of fifteen dollars andupward. In South Carolina General Rufus Saxton reports that theold planters are actually driving the freedmen to work in the fieldsin chain gangs, and that the woods are strewn with the bodies ofnegroes shot dead in their efforts to escape the cruel tortures. . . .

“Tennessee, the President’s own State, of the loyalty of whose citizens we have heard much, has adopted a free constitution, andunder it has framed a new code of anti-negro laws; and we can hardlyexpect any rebel State to do better, for these new free State lawmakers are the persecuted loyal men of Tennessee who have been outraged in their homes, hunted to the caves and mountains, or for atime driven out of the State altogether by the secessionists. Oneof these new free State laws says, the testimony of no free coloredperson shall be received in court against any white person. By thisenactment the meanest white man may enter the home of the bravestblack soldier, or wealthiest colored citizen, may murder his sons,ravish his wife and daughters, pillage and burn his house, commit anyand every possible crime against him and his, and yet, if no humaneye but his own, or that of his family,or his colored friends witnessthe barbarisms, the father, the husband, the landholder, outraged beyond measure, has no possible legal redress in the courts of Tennessee.

“Then again, in case a free colored person is imprisoned and unable to pay his jail fees, he may be apprenticed out to labor until the sumbe paid. And yet again, the courts may apprentice colored childrenas they see proper. The law does not even say friendless or orphanedchildren. Is not that slavery under a new form? Thus to leavethose devoted black men’s lives, liberties and property to be protectedby white men, whose loyalty to the Government is because it is ameans to secure power for themselves, not from any love of republican principles, is to doom them to all the ignominies and cruelties ofslavery itself.”

Susan was careful to point out that in none of the Northern States, outside of New England, were colored persons citizens, and she emphasized the fact that nowhere in the world were women, the most intelligent, allowed a single measure of self-government. She said:

“We have never from the beginning had any genuine republican form of government in any State in the Union, for in no State have‘the people’ ever been permitted to elect their representatives. Evenin Massachusetts and Vermont, the States nearest republican, onlyone half the people, the male inhabitants, are allowed to vote. Inother States it is only ‘all free, white male persons,’ and in othersstill, all ‘free, white, male inhabitants owning so many slaves or somuch property.’ It is not true therefore that the people haveever exercised the right to prescribe the qualifications of voters orofficers. . . . That this superior ‘white male’ class may not even betrusted to legislate even for their own mothers, wives, sisters anddaughters, the cruel statutes of nearly all the States, both slave andfree, give ample proof. In scarcely a State has a married woman thelegal right to the control of her person, to the earnings of her handand brain, to the guardianship of her children, to sue or be sued, orto testify in the courts, and by these laws women have suffered wrongsand outrages second only to those of chattel slavery itself. If this betrue, that this so-called superior class cannot legislate justice evento those nearest and dearest in their own hearts and homes, is it nota crime to place a separate race, one hated and despised, wholly atthe will of the governing class?”

Daniel R. Anthony and other Kansas Republicans were delighted with Susan’s speech and begged her torepeat it before many audiences. Only they entreatedher to leave out everything in it except what related tonegro suffrage. She should not confuse the issues, theysaid. To which Susan replied that it was they whoconfused the issues, and that in her speeches she proposed to talk, not party politics but straight republicanism. During this time letters were pouring in on Susanbegging her to return to the East, because Garrison,satisfied with the achievement of complete abolition, was trying to disband the Anti-Slavery Society. Exhausted by his thirty-two years of heartbreaking labor Garrison indeed seemed to have no more fight in him.Wendell Phillips wrote to Susan: “Come back. Thereis work for you here.” Parker Pillsbury, Lydia Mott,Mrs. Stanton and Douglass all wrote, but Susan wasreluctant to leave Kansas. What finally decided her toleave hurriedly was the text of the proposed FourteenthAmendment, as she read it one morning in her brother’s,newspaper. This provided, in its first article, that allpersons born or naturalized in the United States, werecitizens, that representatives should be apportionedamong the several States according to their respectivenumbers, counting the whole number of persons in eachState, excluding Indians not taxed. But by the secondarticle, if the right to vote in any State were deniedto any of the male citizens, except for participation inrebellion or other crime, the basis of representationwould then be reduced in proportion which the numberof such male citizens bore to the whole number of malecitizens, twenty-one years of age, in the State.

For the first time the word male was mentioned in the Constitution, which, in its original form had containednot a syllable limiting the qualifications of voters, asto sex, race, social or financial status. If the word malewere now written into the Constitution it would meanthat by the fundamental law of the Republic, the political rights of half the population, the woman half,would be denied. The most any State could grantwould be partial suffrage. To Susan, chief among thewomen who had toiled so unselfishly to lift the curse ofnegro slavery from the land, this new affirmation ofwomen’s subjected status came as a stunning blow. Not only in the Women’s Loyal League had Northern women rendered devoted service to the Union. Inthe Sanitary Commission, in military hospitals, in firstaid stations under fire, in war work of every descriptionback of the lines, they had worked faithfully and well.Even, in some cases, in the planning of campaigns andin the secret service women had distinguished themselves. They had been the first to go into the South asteachers in negro schools. And now, for their sole reward, they found that, as Elizabeth Cady Stanton expressed it, they had “boosted the negro over their ownheads.” The male negro, as a matter of fact, for whenSusan returned hastily from Kansas she saw that theold Abolitionists were so enraptured at the prospect ofgetting the ballot into the hands of more men that theyhad lost all interest in the women’s claims. They hadnot even noticed the second article of the proposedFourteenth Amendment.

“But do you not see,” said Susan to Wendell Phillips and other members of the Hovey Committee, preparingto spend the whole income of the fund on the freedslaves, “that if we succeed in striking out the wordmale, the amendment virtually enfranchises not onlythe negroes, but all American citizens, includingwomen? Why? Because, rather than have their representation in Congress cut down, men will be willingto have women vote.”

Perhaps they saw, perhaps not. At all events they reluctantly gave Susan, out of the Hovey bequest, $500with which to defray expenses of petitions to Congress,and also to the New York Legislature which was aboutto hold a convention for the revision of the State Constitution. Susan and Mrs. Stanton planned to effect a union of the Anti-Slavery Society, Wendell Phillips being its new President, and their Women’s Rights Society, under the name of the Equal Rights Association,to work for the citizenship of women as well as negromen. This had the approval of practically all theBoston intellectuals, Emerson, Channing, Alcott, Sanborn and Whittier; it was supported in New York byHorace Greeley, Henry Ward Beecher, Theodore Tilton, William Cullen Bryant, George William Curtis;it even had friends in Congress, including Sumner andThaddeus Stevens, Chairman of the Joint Committeeof Fifteen on Reconstruction. But Wendell Phillips,to the women’s dismay, was distinctly cool, if not hostileto the idea. He did not see how the Anti-Slavery Society could deal with the two ideas, he said, and asfor fusing the organizations, that could only be doneby amending the Constitution after a three months advance notice. The month was January, therefore therewas ample time in which to give the required notice,and Susan asked Aaron Powell, one of the women’strusted friends to do it. He agreed, but when the Anti-Slavery Society met for its annual convention in Mayit was found that Mr. Powell had not fulfilled hispromise, and, therefore, no notice having been given,Wendell Phillips calmly announced that a coalition of the two societies was impossible under theconstitution.

More was to come. The Women’s Rights Convention met on May 10, and Susan proposed resolutions changing the name of their organization to the American Equal Rights Association. In her speech she elucidated the terms of the Fourteenth Amendment, showedwhat an extraordinary opportunity Congress now possessed to establish in the United States the democracy which was the unfulfilled dream of the founders of theRepublic. The women did not wish to stand in thenegro’s way, she declared. On the contrary, theywanted votes for negroes, all of them, instead of themale half only. And she said:

“Of what good is negro suffrage as proposed, to the negro woman? Before the war she had man for her master, it is true, but atleast he was an educated white man. If the ballot is given now tonegro men the woman will be in a far worse situation than before,for she will still have man for her master, ignorant and irresponsible.She will simply be plunged into a worse slavery than she ever knewbefore. . .

As a result of the war, said Susan, the whole question of suffrage had reverted back to the United StatesConstitution, and the duty of Congress, at that hour,was to declare what should be the basis of representation in a republican form of government.

“There is, there can be, but one true basis, that taxation and representation must be inseparable; hence our demand must now go beyond woman—it must extend to the farthest limits of the principle of the ‘consent of the governed’. . . . We therefore wish tobroaden our woman’s rights platform and make it in name what ithas ever been in spirit, a human rights platform. As women we canno longer claim for ourselves what we do not for others, nor canwe work in two separate movements to get the ballot for the twodisfranchised classes, negroes and women, since to do so must be atdouble cost of time, energy and money. . . .”

The resolution to change the name and the object of the society was unanimously adopted. In the courseof the day’s proceedings both Henry Ward Beecherand Wendell Phillips made flattering speeches, butSusan, with sinking heart, perceived that both mencleverly evaded the real point at issue. Nevertheless Tilton, Frederick Douglass and Robert Purvis, with Mrs. Stanton, accepted election as vice-presidents ofthe new organization. Lucretia Mott was made President, Susan first secretary and Henry B. Blackwell,Lucy Stone’s husband, recording secretary. Yet a fewdays later when Susan and Mrs. Stanton met WendellPhillips and Theodore Tilton to discuss plans for immediate work, Phillips had the effrontery to proposethat the Equal Rights Association should drop all plansfor woman suffrage and work only for the negro. Letthe Fourteenth Amendment go through as written, hesuggested. This was the negro’s hour, and if anythingwas done to interfere with his claims, the sacred hourmight be lost. It was the negro’s hour in New YorkState also, said Phillips. Therefore it was the women’spatriotic duty to petition for the removal of the word“white” in the revised constitution, leaving the word“male” alone. Otherwise they would probably accomplish nothing.

Hardly able to contain her indignation Susan turned to Tilton, who in the columns of the Independent hadso ardently advocated woman’s rights, and demandedtensely: “And what is your opinion of this?”

“Well,” said Tilton a little uneasily, “I too believe that this is the negro’s hour, and I think you ought tocanvass the State in his behalf. In the next Constitutional Convention you will be in a better position toask votes for yourselves.”

“Twenty years from now!” cried Susan.

“Oh, perhaps not as long as that, but—”

Susan’s gaze turned to Mrs. Stanton, but she, as if hypnotized by the arguments of these men whom aboveall others she admired, sat smiling and apparently acquiescent. Walking closer to the group Susan thrust out her arm at full length.

“Look at this,” she said, “all of you. And hear me swear that I will cut off this right arm of mine beforeI will ever work for or demand the ballot for the negroand not the woman.”

She walked out of the room hearing, as she passed through the door, Tilton’s smooth voice: “Why, whatever is the matter with Susan? I never before knew herto be so unreasonable or so rude.”

Susan waited a few hours until she felt herself to be thoroughly under control, and then she went to theStanton home. There she found Elizabeth walking upand down her long drawing-room, wringing her handsand weeping. Whatever reproaches Susan had readyfor her best friend were never spoken, for as she enteredElizabeth threw herself into those strong arms, crying:“Oh, Susan! What is the matter with me? What gotinto me this afternoon? I feel absolutely scourgedfrom the crown of my head to the soles of my feet.”

The wonder is that Elizabeth CadyStanton or any of the women ever did trust men likePhillips and Tilton. There was, at the time, a glamoursurrounding Wendell Phillips which in perspectiveseems wholly specious. He was an epitome of aristocratic Boston, to be sure, but aside from his abolitionism he appears about as substantial as a cream puff. Toexecute a volte face on any other subject than that of the negro was no trouble at all to Phillips. He was a man without a spark of humor, and sometimes it wouldseem, without any warmth of heart. As for TheodoreTilton, the oscillations of his mind and conscienceequaled in eccentricity those of his bosom friend andlater foe, Henry Ward Beecher. Brilliant, deeply religious, in a sense highly idealistic, Tilton neverthelesswas ready at times to sell his pen and his convictions.But Elizabeth and Susan had yet to find that out.

The two women sat down and faced their situation. Their best men had betrayed them. Congress had ignored their existence. Many of their own womenassociates had been caught in the current hysteria andwere echoing the parrot cry: “This is the negro’s hour.” Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Lucy Stone and Lucretia Mott, with a handful more of level-headed women were left to carry on thestruggle for democracy in a republic. But this handful, at any rate, would die before it surrendered.


CHAPTER XV

ANOTHER RICHMOND IN THE FIELD

Through the spring and summer of 1866 a small squad of women had the work of a battalion on theirhands. In Congress the Fourteenth Amendment wasbeing hurried to a final vote, and there was also beingsponsored a bill giving votes to negroes in the Districtof Columbia. The women therefore expended all theirenergies in rolling up petitions asking for the exclusionof the word “male” from the amendment, and for theinclusion of women in the District of Columbia franchise bill. They had good reason for expecting thedominant Republican Party to grant their petitions, forfrom the very formation of the party it had been supported, not only by women abolitionists, but by so manyNorthern and Western women of liberal views thatElizabeth Cady Stanton was actually conspicuous forhaving remained a Democrat. Susan and otherwoman’s rights leaders believed that the Republicanswould see in them future party strength, but from thestandpoint of practical politics their reasoning fellshort of one important consideration. What the Republicans were seeking at the moment was geographical extension of their power, and this they sought in theSouth among negroes and yeoman whites, who as voterswould outnumber the old oligarchy. They did not particularly need the votes of Northern women, so theycould be pushed aside for the present. Said Charles Sumner, in one of the Senate debates: “That question (woman suffrage) I leave untouched, contenting myself with the remark that it is obviously the great question of the future—at least one of the great questions—which will easily be settled whenever the women inany proportions insist that it shall be settled.”

This was fairly brazen even for a politician, considering that no negroes had asked for the vote, while women’s petitions from East and West were daily pouring into both House and Senate. Some of the petitionswere casually presented, but many were simplydropped into waste-baskets by men whose own constituents had forwarded them. One long petition fromMassachusetts had for its sponsor and first signer LydiaMaria Child, a woman who in the middle 1830's hadsacrificed a promising literary career to become aneditorial drudge on the Anti-Slavery Standard, andwho occupied in popular esteem a position hardlysecond to that of Lucretia Mott. Sumner presented it,saying that he did so under protest, as he consideredMrs. Child’s action “most inopportune.” Other Republicans declared piously that they favored womansuffrage and would vote for it as a separate measure,but not now, while the real issue was votes for negroes.Still the women went on piling up names, rushing inpetitions, to the endless harassment of the Republicansand the boundless delight of the minority group ofDemocrats. Alarmed at the unexpected success ofSusan and Mrs. Stanton in enrolling so many womansuffrage advocates, men as well as women, Garrison,Phillips, Greeley, Gerrit Smith, Higginson, Curtis,even Frederick Douglass, did everything they couldprivately to encourage Congress to ignore the women.

The defection of Frederick Douglass was particularly despicable, since he owed almost all his success in lifeto women. After his escape from slavery in Marylandit was a Baltimore woman who started a subscriptionto buy his freedom, and when he wished to establishan anti-slavery newspaper it was English women sympathizers with abolition who furnished his presses.Yet Douglass with callous ingratitude, now fought forhis own enfranchisement at the expense of women’sfreedom. To the credit of another intellectual negro,Robert Purvis, it should be remembered that he refusedto do this, saying that he was ashamed to vote beforehis own wife and daughter. Three other men stood bythe women, these three being the Rev. Samuel J. May,Stephen S. Foster and Parker Pillsbury, editor-in-chiefof the Standard. When that paper, supported by theHovey Fund, which bequest, now that emancipationhad been achieved, really belonged to the woman’srights group, refused any longer to carry Susan’s announcements or notices of meetings except at full advertising rates, Pillsbury resigned his position indisgust.

Before the close of the 39th Congress, in July, 1866, the Fourteenth Amendment was passed in Congress—the word male included. Susan and Mrs. Stantondauntlessly then prepared to turn their guns on theNew York State Convention soon to meet for revisionof the Constitution. Susan organized a corps of speakers—it was always Susan who did the organizingwork—and during the first months of 1867 they helda series of meetings and conventions all over the State.In some cities they had enthusiastic receptions, largeaudiences, the majority present signing petitions that both “white” and “male” should be left out of the revised constitution. In other places the women met hostility, or what was worse, small and indifferent audiences. In general the newspapers were opposed totheir crusade, although many gave the speakers, especially Susan, flattering notices. Other women, theysaid, made speeches, but Susan B. Anthony advancedarguments. Early in January Susan went alone to Albany to persuade Charles J. Folger, Chairman of theSenate Judiciary Committee, to arrange a hearing atwhich, before a joint session of Senate and Housecommittees, Mrs. Stanton should present their case.Susan had armed herself before her arrival with all thelegal arguments, prepared for her no doubt by somevery astute lawyer. She pointed out to Mr. Folgerthe fact that when a new constitution was taking form^the State was resolved into its original elements, andthat those in charge of the matter had no right in lawto exclude from the reconstruction any class of thepeople. Senator Folger granted the soundness ofSusan’s contention, and he arranged the hearing. OnJanuary 13th Elizabeth Cady Stanton, before acrowded Assembly Chamber, made one of the greatestspeeches of her career in favor of universal and impartial suffrage in New York State. It was, as usual, the“product of our joint brains,” and it was based on thelegal plea presented first to Senator Folger. Unlesswomen’s interests were given full consideration in theconvention, Mrs. Stanton said, the new constitutioncould not rightfully be presented for ratification to thevoters of the State as a representative document. Anumber of legislators took part in the debate whichfollowed, but of the arguments which they advanced infavor of giving negro men, but not white women the ballot, Parker Pillsbury said scornfully:  “Any and all of them Susan could have extinguished with her thimble.”
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It may seem strange that many of the men who had fought the women on the Fourteenth Amendment supported them in their effort to have woman suffrage written into the Constitution of the State of New York.Still, when you think of it, there were not very manynegroes in New York, and either political party, withinthose borders could have annexed the woman vote to itsadvantage. At least so seemed to reason George William Curtis, the distinguished editor of the EveningPost; Henry Ward Beecher, whose principal financialbackers, Henry Bowen and Robert Bonner, were Republicans; Gerrit Smith and other up-State Republican leaders. But Horace Greeley, almost the originalwoman’s rights advocate among editors, and now chairman in the Convention of the committee on suffrage,revealed himself as a bitter and uncompromising opponent. At a committee hearing in June, at which bothSusan and Mrs. Stanton appeared, there occurred thatclassic and oft-quoted passage at arms between Susanand Horace.


“Miss Anthony,” drawled Greeley, in that acid voice dreaded by his enemies, “you are aware that the ballotand the bullet go together. If you vote are you alsoprepared to fight?”

“Certainly, Mr. Greeley,” flashed Susan, in her most acid tones. “Just as you fought in the late war—at thepoint of a goose-quill.”

His pink moon face with its fringe of whiskers and white hair, aflame with anger, Greeley repeated thatfor his part he stood on the fact that the best woman heknew did not want to vote. Whereupon up rose GeorgeWilliam Curtis and said: “Mr. Chairman, I hold inmy hand a petition signed by Mrs. Horace Greeleyand three hundred other women of Westchester, asking that the word ‘male’ be stricken out of the constitution.” The laughter and applause that rocked thecommittee room made Greeley a life enemy of thewomen. A few days later his committee handed in areport to the Constitutional Convention recommendingthat the word male be retained, thus robbing womenof all hope of legislative consideration for decades tocome.

Such was the result, as far as American women were concerned, of the bloodiest civil war in history, fought,as the Gettysburg Speech forever reminds us, “thatGovernment of the people, for the people and by thepeople shall not perish from this earth.”

In this succession of bitter disappointments Susan lost something of her youthful idealistic optimism, andmuch of her faith in men. She learned that womenhad no ally in any political party, and very few friendsin even the most altruistic organization of men. Shemade up her mind that henceforth women must dependon themselves alone, and, this being the case, they werejustified in using whatever means of progress theyjudged right and proper at any given hour. This became Susan’s policy, and in some very queer and regrettable mistakes it involved her in the course of hercareer. It resulted, two years later, in a split in thewoman suffrage ranks, Susan and Mrs. Stanton representing the radical group, Lucy Stone and Julia WardHowe the conservatives.

An event which occurred shortly after the adoption of the Fourteenth Amendment, and the refusal of theNew York Constitutional Convention to grant womansuffrage, precipitated this division in the ranks, whichlasted quite twenty years. While the leaders were inthe thick of the New York struggle, word came fromKansas that amendments to their constitution for bothwoman and negro suffrage were about to be submittedto popular vote. Republicans who favored bothamendments telegraphed Susan begging her to go toKansas, but as this was impossible she persuaded theBlackwells, Lucy Stone and Henry B., to go in herplace. Lucy, who had been resting on her laurels eversince her unconventional marriage twelve years before,went rather reluctantly, the more enthusiastic Mr.Blackwell leaving his business in Boston to accompanyher. They traveled and spoke for two months, finding,exactly as Mrs. Stanton had prophesied, that thewomen had “boosted the negro over their own heads,”for everywhere they went in Kansas it was the negro,still unenfranchised, who most strongly opposed womansuffrage. In this course they were encouraged by vitriolic editorials in the New York Tribune and disapproving silence on the subject in the Independent, both ofwhich journals circulated widely in Kansas. In MayLucy and Henry returned to the East with no veryheartening reports. The woman suffrage amendmenthad been submitted by a Republican Legislature,sponsored by a Republican Governor and supported bymost of the Republican newspapers of the State. Butalarmed by the opposition of the pro-negro voters, theRepublican State Committee had decided to kill themeasure. The party, they argued, was sure to get thenegro vote, whereas nobody knew what women woulddo with the ballot. If they voted as their husbandsdid the Democratic vote would be doubled, and thatprospect no good Republican could do aught but viewwith alarm.

To get woman suffrage even in one sparsely settled Western State stirred Susan’s ambition to fever heat,but although Mrs. Stanton agreed to go with her intothe fight there was no money available for expenses oreven for literature and tracts. The last of the year’sincome from the Jackson fund, about $1,500, had goneto pay the expenses of Lucy Stone and her husband,and there was nothing left in the Hovey fund—or atleast so Wendell Phillips decreed. The unbeatableSusan set out to collect the $2,000 necessary for thecampaign, and of course she collected it. From sewing machine companies, drygoods stores, from MadameDemorest’s “Fine Millinery and Patterns,” from anumber of other Broadway firms she got advertisementsfor the fly leaves of new literature she was havingprinted on pure faith. From several wealthy friends ofthe cause she got contributions from fifty to two hundred dollars. From her own small savings account shedrew every possible dollar, and in late August she andElizabeth started for Kansas, into hardships and discouragements which made their anti-slavery campaignsin wintry New York look like a Roman holiday. Thelittle stark prairie town of Lawrence became theirheadquarters, and from this comfortless metropolisthey traveled hundreds of miles to meetings, in lumberwagons, in rocking buggies, in any sort of vehicles,fording muddy streams, plowing through mud anddust, or crossing unbroken prairie; sleeping in cabins,eating sour bread, canned and dried meat badly prepared, drinking alkaline water, and every night waginga hopeless fight with that curse of the prairies, bedbugs.

“It is now ten A. M.,” writes Susan in one of her letters home, “and Mrs. Stanton is trying to sleep, as we have not slept a wink forseveral nights, but even in broad daylight our tormentors are soactive that it is impossible. We find them in our bonnets, and thismorning I think we picked a thousand out of the ruffles of ourdresses.”

The pair of martyrs was joined about this time by the celebrated Hutchinson family of singers, a quartet exceedingly popular in the late sixties and indeed wellinto the eighties. With them came the Rev. OlympiaBrown of Massachusetts, and although these added attractions helped to draw audiences it did not blindSusan and Mrs. Stanton to the fact that the amendmentcould not win over the now thoroughly organized Republican opposition. Their only hope, and that a forlorn one, was to gain enough Democratic votes to turnthe tide. As they were racking their brains to discoversome means of special appeal to the Democrats, inKansas represented mostly by Irish immigrants, theyreceived from Omaha a telegram from George FrancisTrain, a prominent Irish Democrat, offering to jointhem and “win every Democratic vote in the State.”Neither Susan nor Mrs. Stanton had ever seen this individual, whose name was a synonym for recklesswealth and eccentricity, but in their desperate need ofassistance they telegraphed him to come on. GeorgeFrancis Train came on, and into a fine Irish bog of adventure he led them, not only in Kansas, but during thetwo years following in New York. Mr. Train arrivedelegantly attired in the latest thing the well dressed manwas wearing in 1867, and almost at his first encounterwith a prairie wagon and a prairie bedbug he was readyto fly back to the luxuries of Omaha. But Susan wouldnot let him off his bargain. One leading Democrat,Mark W. Reynolds, editor of the party newspaper inLawrence, had already deserted her, going off without notice on a buffalo hunt, and it would not do toallow a second one to escape. “The next meeting,” saidSusan, firmly, “is announced for Olathe tomorrownight. I shall take Mr. Reynolds’ place. At oneo’clock I shall send a carriage to your hotel. You cando as you please about going. If you decline I shallgo there and to all the other meetings alone.”

“Miss Anthony,” said Train with a low obeisance, “you know how to make a man ashamed.”

To at least twenty towns and rural centers the cavalcade swept on, Train by his persuasive eloquence and wild Irish humor proving an immense attraction. Hemight actually have carried the entire Democraticminority, thus securing the amendment, but for the factthat Susan did not know, and could not find out, exactlywhere the Irish settlements in Kansas were located.Railroads were few, railroad connections uncertain,and the time was very short. Besides, Susan had notonly her full share of speaking to do, she had to managethe entire campaign, see to the halls, the lighting—candles and smoky kerosene lamps—the advertising, thenewspaper notices, tickets and ushers, and practicallyall the advance correspondence. In this sort of workMrs. Stanton was never of the slightest use. Herpowers of physical endurance were less than Susan’s,and of managerial ability she possessed no trace. Extremely fastidious in her person, Elizabeth literallycould not go on a platform and speak unless she hadbeforehand bathed, slept for an hour, and dressed asfor a drawing-room function. Mr. Train was of thesame temperament. No matter what mudholes theirwagons had dragged through, or what jerkwater trainhad conveyed them to their place of meeting, GeorgeFrancis had to retire long enough to change into fullevening dress with white waistcoat and fresh lavenderkid gloves before he would consent to face an audience.Poor Susan never had any opportunity to bathe andchange before a meeting. Arrived at a town it washer duty to rush to the hall, consult with committees,interview newspaper editors, look up absentee janitors,get everything in order for the meeting, and then, oftenwithout a moment left to wash her hands or eat a biteof dinner, go straight to the platform. For her rewardshe would read afterwards in the newspapers thatMrs. Stanton was a beautiful and attractive woman,but that Susan B. Anthony was a homely old maid.

The person who got the longest notices—not all of them entirely complimentary—was George FrancisTrain. Just then at the height of his fame as a financialwizard, a millionaire, a traveler in mythical lands ofthe Far East, a friend of royalty in Europe, and aboveall a sartorial miracle, Kansas came miles to see him.Ranchers and cowboys, buffalo hunters and gamblers,in high boots and ten gallon hats, chaps and spurs andflannel shirts, came to hoot and remained to wonder.Women and girls came to giggle and admire. ButGeorge Francis Train was no mere tailor’s dummy.He gave them the worth of their money not only bydisplaying raiment the like of which the frontier hadnever beheld, but by speeches full of political dynamite, and by all the dramatic touches he could contriveto add to the program. One of Susan’s meetings wasinvaded early by a Republican orator who took theplatform uninvited to deliver an anti-suffrage speech.In addition he warned the audience against Train.Just as he was shouting: “This man Train is an infernal traitor and a vile copperhead,” the audienceburst into unaccountable cheers and laughter. Turning hastily the Republican intruder was amazed to seea little behind him the redoubtable George Francis,resplendent in evening clothes and lavender kid gloves,bowing and smiling as if the platform was entirely hisown.

In the whole question of woman’s rights, and especially in the courage and genius of Susan B. Anthony and Mrs. Stanton, Train professed the deepest interest.One day on the train he asked Susan why she did notestablish an equal rights newspaper. Susan repliedthat this was her dearest wish, but that she had nomoney for such an enterprise and no possible hope ofgetting any.

“How about your friends, Beecher, Tilton, Wendell Phillips and the rich Boston liberals?” asked Train.“Have you suggested such a paper to them?”

“Ah!” said Susan with a wry smile. “You forget that with them this is the negro’s hour. They haveneither money nor sympathy to lavish on women anymore.”

“Dear, dear,” said Train musingly. “Well, I think I shall have to give you the money myself.”

That was the end of the conversation and Susan thought no more about it. At that night’s meetingTrain was late. Adorning himself a little more than usual, Susan thought contemptuously, for the elegant Mr. Train was getting slightly on her nerves. Shemade her speech, lengthening it a little until she sawhim enter at the back of the platform. Then she satdown and Train advanced, to the usual applause. Tothe blank astonishment of the women Train held up hishand for silence and said impressively:

“Ladies and gentlemen, I have an announcement to make. When Miss Anthony gets back to New Yorkshe is going to start a woman suffrage paper. Its nameis to be the Revolution; its motto, ‘Men, their rights,and nothing more; Women, their rights, and nothingless.’ This paper is to be a weekly, price two dollarsa year; its editors, Elizabeth Cady Stanton and ParkerPillsbury; its proprietor, Susan B. Anthony. Leteverybody subscribe for it.”

After the meeting, which yielded quite a number of pledges to subscribe for the new paper, Train assuredthe women that he meant every word of his carelesspromise to finance their journalistic enterprise. Hecould afford a hundred thousand dollars or so withoutthe slightest inconvenience. The name suggested, theRevolution, he was sure they would approve, andsurely they could ask no better editorial associate thanthe nationally known Parker Pillsbury. There was aperceptible length of string tied to Mr. Train’s generous offer. He wanted to make a lecture tour acrossthe country—oh, yes, a woman suffrage lecture tour—and he wanted to make it in company with Susan andMrs. Stanton. If they would consent to this, at theend of the Kansas campaign, he would pay all expenses, and at the close of the season in New York hewould give them money enough to establish the paper, Thereafter, he promised, he would be its financial supporter until it reached a paying basis.

The two women were a little dazed. They knew that Train was an eccentric, that many of their conservativewomen members would find him in some ways objectionable because he inspired a certain amount ofridicule wherever he appeared. Wendell Phillips, theutterly correct Charles Sumner and other Bostonians,would doubtless shudder. But at the very mention oftheir names Susan’s wrath boiled over. What hadPhillips and Sumner, or any of their erstwhile mensupporters, Greeley, Curtis, Beecher, Tilton, Powell,Gerrit Smith, done for equal rights when the test came?In Congress and out, when the great opportunity, theFourteenth Amendment was in their hands, they hadknifed the women like so many brigands. Even thosewho had supported them in New York State had placedthe negro’s claims ahead of all others. But here wasa man, not a reformer, to be sure, but one who had comeforward at a critical moment and proved his devotionto the cause by enduring the horrors of the Kansascampaign. Now he offered them a fortune to establisha weekly paper which might be built up to equal ininfluence and power the Anti-Slavery Standard and theIndependent. No doubt Train was queer, but his private life and public honesty nobody had ever calledinto question. Elizabeth trembled a little, but decidedto leave it all to Susan’s judgment. Susan herselfwaited until after election day, which they all spent together in Leavenworth. The returns revealed thatboth the negro suffrage and woman suffrage amendments had been defeated, but woman suffrage had received, out of a total of 30,000 votes cast, 9,070. Considering that this was the first time the question had ever been submitted to any State electorate the resultwas truly encouraging. Of course Susan and Mrs.Stanton could not be sure how many votes GeorgeFrancis Train had won for them, but it was at leastsignificant that in Leavenworth County, the stronghold of the Democrats, a large majority for womansuffrage was recorded. Susan decided to accept Mr.Train’s offer, including the lecture tour eastward.

It was something of a circus or vaudeville, that equal rights lecture tour in most large cities between Leavenworth and New York, with the curious combinationof Elizabeth, Susan and George Francis on one platform. But huge audiences, enormous publicity andconsiderable money rewarded them in almost everycity they visited. Also the women enjoyed, for the firsttime in any of their campaigns, every luxury moneycould provide. Train did the thing en prince, the mostexpensive hotels, the choicest food, the handsomestcarriages, servants in constant attention, flowers, suppers, receptions. Elizabeth basked in it all as in summer sunshine, and tired Susan found in it infinite comfort and relief. After Kansas, after hot winds, dust,bad roads, dirty and unkempt hotels, unspeakable food,and oh! the bedbugs, this was heaven.

As soon as they reached New York Train said to Susan: “Now, Miss Anthony, get on with the Revolution as quickly as you can. Just as a beginning ofthings, here is a trifle of money, $3,000. And remember, I can easily spare $100,000.”

Susan wasted no time in getting on with the Revolution.


CHAPTER XVI

THE “REVOLUTION”

Susan’s paper, which may be said to have been born of a Kansas cyclone, was destined from beginning toend to live a life of storm. The Kansas campaign andthe woman’s rights lecture tour with George FrancisTrain had stirred up in the Equal Rights Associationa furious scandal, for Train was a Democrat, and hewas anything in the world but a negrophile. The menin the association were all Republicans, and while thewomen’s faith had been somewhat shaken by the termsof the Fourteenth Amendment, they too adhered to theparty as their only hope. To both men and womentherefore this unholy alliance of Susan and Mrs. Stanton, hitherto the suffragists’ pillars of cloud by day,of fire by night, was almost as shocking as DanielWebster’s repudiation of the Missouri Compromise.A woman’s rights paper had long been desired, andMrs. Stanton and Lucy Stone had been spoken of asits probable editors, but no one in the ranks of theorthodox had offered to supply the funds. And nowa paper had materialized—but with Democrats backing it! And with what a name—the Revolution! Aworse combination of circumstances could hardly beimagined. In spite of this chorus of disapproval subscriptions to the paper rolled in, for Susan, with herusual energy took care of that. She went to Washington and got a good many subscriptions in Congress, and next she invaded the White House and secured President Johnson’s name. Susan’s description of theWhite House in 1867 indicates that our democracy hasat least assumed considerable dignity since reconstruction days. Crossing a long corridor crowded withhenchmen and office seekers, all chewing tobacco andsquirting the juice over carpets and furniture, shewalked right into the President’s private office. Making a mental note, the while, that in Queen Victoria’santerooms, or those of any female ruler, things wouldpresent quite another appearance.

“I don’t want to subscribe to any more papers,” said Johnson gruffly. “Look at that table over there—justpiled up with mail I haven’t had time to open. Besides, I never read papers.”

“You’ll read this one,” said Susan confidently. “It’s going to tell you any number of things your Congressnever did.”

The President of the United States burst forth in comments on the Legislative Branch of the Government of the United States which Susan decided it werebest not to hand down to posterity. He finished veryred in the face, but evidently with relieved feelings.“Here’s your two dollars,” he said.

The first issue of the Revolution appeared on January 8, 1868, and at the sight of it the conservatives threw up their hands in horror. Not that it did notpresent a handsome appearance as far as paper andtypography were concerned, and not that it was notwell written, for Parker Pillsbury and Elizabeth CadyStanton were among the most forceful writers of theirday. But only about two thirds of the paper was devoted to equal rights. The rest of it was given over to Democratic propaganda for greenback currency and to the dubious financial schemes of George FrancisTrain. Innocent as babes in such matters, Susan andMrs. Stanton had agreed with Train and his friend,David M. Melliss, one of the editors of the New YorkWorld, that in return for their financial backing theyshould have limited space in which to express theiropinions on current political and financial affairs. Thiswould in no wise affect the general editorial policy,Train assured them, and it would make men read thepaper. It certainly did, for the Melliss contributionswere written in a style only recently achieved by themost sensational of our modern tabloids. Under shrieking headlines and subheads Melliss and Train hurledcompliments and curses, distributed according to theirown convictions, on most of the Washington and WallStreet stock-jobbing cutthroats of the day: Fisk,Gould, Daniel Drew, Oakes Ames, Oakey Hall, AbelCorbin, Grant’s brother-in-law, and Sidney Dillon,head of the notorious Credit Mobilier, a scheme introduced from France by George Francis Train, butrelinquished by him into the hands of sublime rascals.The Revolution’s financial pages, moreover, urged thepublic to buy the shares. Wall Street read the pagesand roared. The Equal Rights Association read themand wept. If they had understood more fully theywould have wept much harder.

A little of George Francis Train’s biography must be included here, for his malign influence hauntedSusan and Mrs. Stanton long after he passed out oftheir lives. Train was the son of an Irish gentlemanand a woman member of one of New England’s oldestfamilies. In 1831, when George was a babe of three,the family removed from Boston to New Orleanswhere within a year a yellow fever outbreak killed allof them except the boy. Just before the father succumbed he secured passage for the child on a northbound freightship, this pathetic card being sewed tohis clothes:



“This is my little son, George Francis Train, consigned on board the ship Henry, to John D. Clark, Jr., Dock Square, Boston, to besent to his Grandmother Pickering, in Waltham, ten miles fromBoston. Take care of the little fellow, as he is the only one left ofeleven of us in the house, including the servants. I will come assoon as I can arrange my business.”

The sailors on the Henry, delighted with the brightness of the child, took care of him after their fashion, incidentally teaching him a choice lot of profanity.The elder Train was buried in a yellow-fever trenchlong before the boat reached Boston, but GrandmotherPickering took George in and educated him, and atfifteen an uncle gave him a place in his shipping officein Boston. Both recognized in the boy a genius, whichTrain undoubtedly was, either one “to madness nearallied,” or else that not uncommon type whose braindevelops uncannily young and declines early in a confusion of loose wheels. Before he was twenty Georgehad annexed a third interest in his uncle’s business, andwhen the California gold rush was at its height he wasbuilding and operating a fleet of forty crack ships toSan Francisco. The Australian gold discoveries coming next, George went to Melbourne where he established a shipping and commercial house, in one yearcleaning up over $100,000. He traveled in India andthe Far East, making money wherever he halted, andby the time he returned to Europe, in the ’5o’s, he wasalmost as celebrated as Marco Polo. In Paris Napoleon III and Eugenie received him intimately, andperhaps Eugenie taught him how to dress, for when hecrossed to England tailors and haberdashers hailed himas a reincarnation of Beau Brummel. In EnglandTrain made a fortune by introducing street railways,two of which he built in London, and a third betweenLiverpool and Birkenhead. Already he was growingerratic, for as a sideline to business he began dabblingin radical politics, the nearest thing that then existed toanarchism—in France represented by the Marseillescommune.

When the Civil War broke out Train was somehow in the United States, supporting the Union but notemancipation. Most of the time he was in the Westpromoting the Union Pacific Railroad, and organizingfor its benefit the American Credit Mobilier, a Frenchidea of a joint stock corporation for the general purpose of financing corporations. Train lived in Omahawhere for two generations afterward tales of his wildeccentricities, his mad extravagance and his exaggerated deference to women were remembered. Whenhe began to pile up another fortune in Omaha realestate Train lost all interest in managing the CreditMobilier, which, as has been said, then fell into thehands of the corruptionists, and a few years later figured in the Union Pacific scandals and the expulsionfrom Congress of James Brooks and Oakes Ames. Bythe time he joined Susan and Mrs. Stanton in Kansas,ready to invest $100,000 in a woman’s rights paper,Train’s brilliant mind was slipping into near-insanity.That is, his dramatic and unstable temperament wasagain athirst for the excitement of radical “causes,” themore revolutionary and disturbing the better. On thevery day the Revolution appeared he abruptly announced that he was sailing for England to get subscribers, and the very best literary talent as contributors.He gave Susan all the money he happened to have inhis pockets, $600, and assured her that he and Mellisswould continue their financial support. Susan, wasaghast, and while she retained a measure of confidencein Train, she told Mrs. Stanton that they would probably soon have the whole burden of the paper on theirown shoulders. Her instinct proved correct, for Traindid not go to England for subscribers and contributors.He went instead to Dublin to lend aid to the Fenians,was arrested within a week, tried and sentenced toprison for life. Later this was commuted to deportation. As long as he could command any funds he sentmoney to Susan, along with lurid screeds about Englishprisons and the sacred cause of the Fenians, a part ofwhich Pillsbury and Mrs. Stanton felt bound to publish. Mr. Melliss tried to keep his financial engagements with the paper, but at the end of the year hedefaulted altogether, and the sensational column happily lapsed. But not its memory. Not with the EqualRights Association. All the really good work forwoman’s rights contributed by Parker Pillsbury andElizabeth Cady Stanton; all the able articles andstories by women writers such as Olive Logan, EleanorKirk, Dr. Clemence Lozier; sparkling foreign correspondence; news of women, their rapid advance inbusiness and the professions, in their recently openedcolleges and schools of art and design, were forgottenin the one dreadful fact that the paper had dallied withthe heresies of the Democrats, the hated Copperheadsof the war. Besides, Mrs. Stanton, and of course Susan,for she and Elizabeth were one, had advocated divorce,and had taken the part of women involved in seriousbreaches of decorum. In those evangelical days thiswas equivalent to defending the hideous doctrine offree love. A whispering campaign began—it was but aquestion of time before the respectables would have toseparate themselves from these radicals and apostates.

The first explosion came in May, 1868, at the second anniversary meeting of the Equal Rights Associationin Cooper Institute, New York. Lucretia Mott, whosehusband had recently died, could not be present, andit therefore became Mrs. Stanton’s duty to preside.Knowing that disagreeable scenes were ahead the easygoing Elizabeth made up her mind to stay away, butin this she reckoned without Susan, who, when the daycame simply took her by the arm and marched her tothe hall. Thomas Wentworth Higginson was onhand, and as the convention was about due to openhe approached Susan, saying suavely: “Now MissAnthony, we want everything nice and peaceable, dowe not? Well then, we’ll have Lucy Stone open themeeting.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed Susan. “When Mrs. Stanton is first Vice President? That would not only be aninsult to her but a clear violation of parliamentaryrules. I shall not allow it.” And as officers andspeakers advanced to the platform Susan gave Mrs.Stanton a smart push forward into the President’s chair,from which the fluttered Elizabeth, getting herself together, called the convention to order with her usualgrace and dignity.
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The convention, however, soon became little more than an anti-woman-suffrage meeting. The men accused most of the women members of putting theirown interests ahead of those of the negro, and Susanand Mrs. Stanton were charged with having used themovement to advance the Democratic politics ofGeorge Francis Train. Theodore Tilton even expressed his opinion that Susan and Mrs. Stanton, withtheir friend Train were responsible for the loss of thenegro suffrage amendment in Kansas. At this LucyStone and Olympia Brown, who had also campaignedin Kansas, were obliged to rise to the defense. It wasthe treachery of the Republican Party, they declared*which had lost the negro his vote in the West. Whereupon Tilton offered a sarcastic resolution that “as SusanB. Anthony, through various published writings inthe Revolution, had given the world to understandthat the hope of the woman’s rights cause rested morelargely with the Democratic Party than with any otherportion of the people, therefore she be requested toattend the approaching Democratic National Convention in New York City, for the purpose of fulfillingthis cheerful hope of securing in the Democratic platform a recognition of woman’s rights to the electivefranchise.” With equal sarcasm and with more brevity of style, Susan replied that if such was the wish ofthe convention she would gladly comply, hoping todemonstrate that the Democrats would at least be nomore unfriendly than the Republicans had shownthemselves. Against strong Republican opposition,and with the aid of Mr. Train, they had recently secured in Kansas over 9,000 votes for woman suffrage.Had Mr. Tilton and the Independent anything asgood to show for their labors?

Frederick Douglass broke in with an arrogant speech, in effect an order from the Anti-SlaverySociety, for the women to cease all their efforts for theballot until it was securely in the hands of negro men.He quoted a pearl of wisdom from Wendell Phillips:“One idea enough for a generation, in the order of theirimportance. First negro suffrage, then temperance,then the eight-hour movement, then woman suffrage.”He quoted further from Horace Greeley, Charles Sumner, Gerrit Smith, in support of this theory. Elizabeth Cady Stanton left the chair to reply in a flamingspeech, elaborated later in the Revolution.

“Three generations hence woman suffrage will be in order,” cried Mrs. Stanton. “What an insult to the women who had laboredthirty years for the emancipation of the slave, now when he is theirpolitical equal, to propose to lift him above their heads! GerritSmith says . . . ‘This is the time to settle the rights of races; unlessWe do justice to the negro we shall bring down on ourselves anotherbloody revolution, another four years of war, but we have nothingto fear from woman, for she will not avenge herself.’ Woman notavenge herself? Look at your asylums for the deaf, the dumb, theblind, the insane, and there behold the results of this wholesale desecration of the mothers of the race! Woman not avenge herself ? Gointo the streets of your cities at the midnight hour, and there beholdthose whom God intended to be queens of the moral universe givingyour sons their first lessons in infamy and vice!”

The Equal Rights Association had its knife out for Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton, butthose two were prepared to put up a good fight first inthe pages of the Revolution. The first thing they didwas to demonstrate beyond question that neither political party offered the slightest hope to women. Nobody else would have dared approach the conventions,knowing the situation in both, and with what contemptand scorn both would receive a delegation of women.The Republican Convention was meeting in Chicagoto nominate Grant and to these men a memorial wassent, signed by Susan, Mrs. Stanton, Mary CheneyGreeley, Horace Greeley’s wife, Elizabeth SmithMiller, Gerrit Smith’s daughter, and Abby HopperGibbons, daughter of Isaac Hopper, one of the mostfamous of the old Abolitionists. The memorial wasnot even acknowledged, and of course it received noconsideration in the resolutions committee.

The Democratic Convention met in New York in July, to nominate Horatio Seymour and to dedicateTammany Hall. Susan, with a few other women, wentin person to this convention, and gaining the platformhanded her memorial to Horatio Seymour, whodirected the secretary to read it to the delegates. Whatfollowed may best be told in the letter sent to theChicago Republican by its correspondent in the convention.

“The name of Miss Anthony was greeted with a yell such as Milton might imagine to arise from a conclave of the damned. ‘Sheasked to plead the cause of her sex; to demand the enfranchisementof the women of America—the only class without a vote, and theironly disability the unsurmountable one of sex.’ As these last significant words, with more than significant accent and modulation, camefrom the lips of the knightly, the courtly Horatio, a bestial roar oflaughter, swelling now into an almost Niagara chorus, now subsiding into comparative silence, and again without further provocation rising into infernal sublimity, shook the walls of Tammany.Sex—the sex of woman—was the subject of this infernal scorn; andthe great Democratic gathering, with yells and shrieks and deafeninghowls, consigned the memorial of Susan B. Anthony to the committee on resolutions.”

Burning with shame and indignation—but not for themselves—the women left the hall, the echoes of thatlewd laughter following them beyond the doors. Susandetermined to try one more convention of men, thistime the National Labor Union Congress which metin New York in September, 1868. The Revolutionhad devoted a great deal of space to working womenand their interests. In twenty years many more tradeshad opened to women and girls, but in none of themwere opportunities for advancement offered, and in alltrades women’s wage scales were much lower than themen’s. Susan B. Anthony was one of the first womenwho attempted to raise the condition of women workers,and to organize them in trade unions. She got together representative workers in a number of trades,urging them to acquire more and more skill until themen would be obliged to recognize them as equals inthe crafts. “I do not demand equal pay for anywoman,” she told them, “save only those who do equalwork in value.” Just as in former years the women inthe State Teachers’ Association had depended on Susanto be their champion, so now these helpless and submerged trade workers looked to her for leadership.Before the great Labor Union Congress, forerunnerof the American Federation of Labor, assembled inNew York, Susan held a large meeting of working women—typesetters, printers, bookbinders, dressmakers, milliners, seamstresses, embroidery workers,machine operators in various factories, down to ragsorters in junk shops—and organized the WorkingWoman’s Association, with the object of appealing tothe Labor Union Congress to admit women to industryon equal terms with men, and to aid them in becomingcitizens. Tfce meeting unanimously elected Susan astheir representative, and by the courtesy of the President, J. C. C. Whaley, a master workman in the ironmills of Pennsylvania, she was accepted as a fraternaldelegate.

After her speech, which was received by these workingmen a thousand times more respectfully than by the Republican or the Democratic politicians, a committeeon female labor was appointed, with Susan as chairman. Their resolutions for an eight-hour day, betteropportunities and equal pay for women, and a pledgefor labor union support of woman suffrage, was accepted, all, that is, except the woman suffrage clause.That far even organized labor was not prepared to go.Especially as it was now threatened with the competition of freed and enfranchised negroes.

In all of this, in the sudden cleavage between tried friends and comrades, the benefits forgot by men likeDouglass, the rejection on all sides of ideals of the past,we see the psychological reaction which invariably follows a great war. After superhuman efforts, after thenecessity of burying the individual in the mass, therecomes a period when the mental and spiritual energiesof the people seem completely dead. In the sublimityof war the fighting man abnegates even his primal rightto life, and those outside the conflict, yes, the meanest,feel themselves for an hour lifted up into the embraceof an idea. But the aftermath of war is cynicism andcowardice. The soldier returns to a life of anti-climax.He cannot function in a world so tame, and groping ina maze where he vainly seeks the self he has lost, heleaves to far less worthy men the task of rebuildingcivilization. But they too are exhausted, bewildered,nerve-wracked. They cannot rebuild on the old foundations, nor can they at once formulate plans for theemerging future. They grasp at any straw that floats,at anything that offers a guarantee of stability. Usuallythis takes the shape of some panacea that symbolizespeace, peace that can never come on this whirlingglobe, the very life of which is mutation. After everywar a panacea. After the Napoleonic wars it was theHoly Alliance. After the World War it was theLeague of Nations. After the Civil War it was thefreedom of the negro. Once that subject class wasmade citizen, and above all once the class which hadsubjected it was shorn of all power, the Republic, itsstatesmen believed, would rise again in majesty. Inthe forties and fifties the freedom of the negro wasa noble ideal. After the Civil War it became a political expedient.


CHAPTER XVII

DROPPING THE PILOT

With that naive confidence of Americans that the deepest-seated opinions and prejudices can be alteredby statute, Congress had assumed that the FourteenthAmendment would automatically enfranchise thenegro, but to the annoyance of Charles Sumner andother enthusiasts it did nothing of the kind. Few ofthe Northern States moved to delete the word whitefrom their constitutions, and two Western Territories,seeking admission as States, adopted constitutions definitely including the word white. Therefore in February, 1869, Senator William Stewart of Nevada introduced the Fifteenth Federal Amendment, providingthat the right to vote should not be denied or abridged. . . on account of race, color, or previous condition ofservitude. This law Congress believed to be burglar-proof, although cool-headed men, Senator Oliver P.Morton of Indiana, for one, warned the Senate that itcould never be enforced. Sooner or later Northernbayonets would be withdrawn from late Confederateterritory, the Southern States would return to theUnion, take control of their own legislatures and passeducational and property qualification laws whichwould simply nullify the Federal law. The warningwas unheeded and the Fifteenth Amendment waspushed quickly through both houses of Congress.

In the pages of the Revolution Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton issued a warning even graver than that of Senator Morton. With propheticintuition those women clearly forecast the evil effectsof a law which bestowed the suffrage on negro menwhile denying it to white women. The worst effect,they prophesied, would be on the psychology of thenegro himself.

“The proposed amendment for ‘manhood suffrage,’ ” they declared, “not only arouses woman’s prejudice against the negro, but on theother hand his contempt and hostility towards her. . . . Just as theDemocratic cry of a ‘white man’s government’ created the antagonism between the Irishman and the negro, which culminated in theNew York riots of 1863, so the Republican cry of ‘manhood suffrage’creates an antagonism between black men and all women, which willculminate in fearful outrages on womanhood, especially in theSouthern States. . . . The negro will be the victim for generationsto come of the prejudice engendered by making this a white man’sgovernment. . . . Just so with woman, while the enfranchisementof all men hastens the day for justice to her, it makes her degradation more complete in the transition state. It is to escape the addedtyranny, persecution, insults, horrors which will surely be visitedupon her in the establishment of an aristocracy of sex in this Republic,that we raise our indignant protest against this wholesale desecration of woman in the pending amendment.”

Well aware that this editorial, and the whole policy of the Revolution would be brought up against themin the approaching May convention of the EqualRights Association, Susan and Mrs. Stanton still wentahead with arrangements for it, Susan, as chairmanof the business committee, arranging for half rates onthe railroads, which ensured the attendance of manyWestern delegates. Mrs. Stanton presided, although itsoon developed that the Massachusetts delegation presented a solid bloc against her. After the usual program of speeches and addresses by distinguished guests,Stephen S. Foster, who in pre-war days had campaigned under Susan’s leadership, arose and said thatin his opinion persons who had prevented harmony inthe association should retire from prominent positions.“I object,” said Mr. Foster, “to certain women, on thegrounds that they have repudiated the principles ofthis association and have advocated Mr. GeorgeFrancis Train’s theory of educated suffrage. One ofthese women is the presiding officer, and another isMiss Anthony. I suggest that they retire and that wenominate officers who can receive the respect of bothparties. As it is now organized the Massachusetts Abolition Society can no longer cooperate with the EqualRights Association.”


The proposal to expel Elizabeth Cady Stanton, who had organized the first equal rights society in the world,and Susan B. Anthony, who had done more than anyindividual alive to keep the question before the public,was so shocking to the Western delegates that Mr.Foster’s motion was voted down. But Susan and Elizabeth saw the handwriting on the wall and understoodthat this association, which they had been so active infounding, had convened with the set purpose of throwing them out. The men of the old abolition crowd tookover the program and hardly a woman was allowed tospeak. Attack after attack was launched against Susan,her demand for the inclusion of Women in the Fifteenth Amendment being denounced with particularvenom by Frederick Douglass.

“I must say,” said Douglass, “I do not see how any one can pretend that there is the same urgency in giving the ballot to the women asto the negro. With us it is a matter of life and death, at least infifteen States of the Union. When women, because they are women,are dragged from their homes and hung upon lampposts; when theirchildren are torn from their arms, and their brains dashed out uponthe pavements; when they are in danger of having their homesburned over their heads; when their children are not allowed to enterschools; then they will have an urgency to obtain the ballot equalto black men.”

A voice from the audience asked: “Is not this equally true about black women, and do they not also need theprotection of the ballot?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” returned Douglass irritably, “it is true of the black woman, not because she is a woman but because she is black. JuliaWard Howe, in her great speech delivered at the convention in Boston last year, said: ‘I am willing that the negro should get the ballot before me.’ Woman! Why, she has ten thousand modes ofgrappling with her difficulties, the negro but one.”

Douglass after that speech had little trouble in forcing through a resolution “gratefully accepting thepending Fifteenth Amendment,” and “earnestly soliciting the State legislatures to pass it without delay.”Practically alone in opposition, since Mrs. Stanton, aschairman, could do little speaking, Susan protestedagainst the endorsement by that body of another measure of manhood suffrage.

“The question of precedence,” she said, “has no place on an equal rights platform. The only reason it ever forced itself here was because the old anti-slavery school insisted that women should standback and wait until another class of men should be enfranchised.In answer we say: ‘if you will not give the whole loaf of justice tothe entire people, if you are determined to extend the suffrage pieceby piece, then give it first to women, to the most intelligent andcapable of them, at least. If intelligence, justice and morality are tohave precedence in the government, let the question of women bebrought up first, and that of the negro last.”

And turning squarely to Douglass she said:

“If Mr. Douglass had noticed who applauded when he said, ‘black men first and women afterwards,’ he would have seen that it wasonly the men. When he tells us that the case of black men is soperilous, I tell him that outraged as they are by the hateful prejudiceagainst color he himself would not today exchange his sex and colorwith Elizabeth Cady Stanton.”

Susan’s memory flashed back fifteen years to another reform organization, the Woman’s State TemperanceSociety, founded by Mrs. Stanton and herself, andtaken out of their hands by men, and she thought desperately that with a few good allies she might, even inthis hostile assembly, play the same game against theirenemies. Seeking in the cold faces surrounding her asingle friendly countenance, her eyes lighted on theaging and semi-invalid Ernestine Rose. A few sentences exchanged between them, and Ernestine gainedthe floor just long enough to throw Susan’s extemporaneously constructed bomb.

Said Ernestine: “Madame Chairman and delegates, now that Congress has passed a measure guaranteeingimpartial man suffrage, one half of the object of theEqual Rights Association has been achieved. I therefore move that the name of this society be changed tothe National Woman Suffrage Association.”

The Massachusetts delegation was on its feet instantly, protesting that the motion was out of order until the ballot was secure in the possession of blackmen, that three months’ notice was required for anychange in the constitution, and that woman suffragewas not now a question before the house. Mrs. Stantonwas obliged to rule against the motion at that time, butSusan, grimly smiling, knew that her coup d’etat required only one more move to make it a de facto success. At the conclusion of the convention she calledtogether a meeting of women delegates from nineteenStates and organized informally the first NationalWoman Suffrage Association. Since few of the Stateshad suffrage organizations it was necessary to waituntil the following spring before securing accrediteddelegates to a convention, but a constitution was drawnup and officers elected. Elizabeth Cady Stanton waschosen president; Anna Dickinson, then in the zenithof her fame as an orator, headed a long list of vicepresidents; Mrs. Greeley and Laura Curtis Bullard, a popular writer, were made secretaries; Elizabeth Smith Miller, treasurer; Susan, Ernestine Rose andCharlotte Wilbour the executive board. The avowedobject of the new association was a sixteenth amendment to the Constitution giving the ballot to women.

A few months later, in response to a circular signed by Lucy Stone, Julia Ward Howe, Caroline M. Severance, Thomas Wentworth Higginson and George H.Vibbert, stern Boston conservatives, a convention metin Cleveland and organized the American WomanSuffrage Association, with Henry Ward Beecher asPresident, Henry B. Blackwell and Amanda Way asSecretaries, and Lucy Stone as chairman of the executive committee. Their object, thinly concealed, wasopposition to everything Susan’s organization furthered, and above all, to form a right wing in the suffrage forces, faithful through everything to the Republican Party.

This split in the suffrage forces caused consternation in the ranks of equal rights advocates, and several attempts were made to unite the two associations. LucyStone, who had developed an unreasoning animus toward her former beloved friends, Susan and Elizabeth, wrote that the American Woman Suffrage Association would receive the other society, provided itagreed to remain a purely local branch, auxiliary toher association, but these terms could not, of course, beaccepted. Mrs. Stanton wrote: “I will do all I can forunion. If I am a stumbling-block, I will gladly resignmy office. Having fought the world for twenty years,I do not wish to turn and fight those who have so longstood together through good and evil report. I shouldbe glad to have all united, with Mr. Beecher or Lucretia Mott for our general. I am willing to work withany or all, or to get out entirely, that there may be anorganization which shall be respected at home andabroad.”

But the Boston contingent knew well that any organization with Susan B. Anthony in it would soon have her for its supreme leader, and they declined all overtures, They could not forgive Susan for havingscuttled the Equal Rights Association, for scuttled itwas by her first move for an independent woman suffrage movement. In May, 1870, it held a last boardmeeting, Lucy Stone and Henry Blackwell alone votingthat the society be dissolved. All the others voted totransfer its books and accounts to the National WomanSuffrage Association, under the new name of the UnionWoman Suffrage Association. Mrs. Stanton refusingto serve longer, Theodore Tilton was elected President,while Susan, as usual, retained control of the executiveboard. For twenty years the two suffrage societiesworked separately, Susan concentrating on a federalamendment, Lucy Stone’s group in the field of politepropaganda. Within a few years the Union’s namewas changed back to the National Woman SuffrageAssociation, and Mrs. Stanton again became its president.

The truth is that the leaders of the two groups represented fundamentally different schools of thought. Lucy Stone and Julia Ward Howe on every subjectexcept abolition of slavery, were as puritanically conservative as Plymouth Rock. Susan and Mrs. Stantonin their whole social outlook were radicals. Theevangelical thou-shalt-not which in this generation expresses itself in church boards of temperance andmorals, in fights against the teaching of evolution,against the use of the mildest wine, and for the standardization of all conduct according to middle-classconventions, in Susan’s generation had for its chieftaboos divorce and any public discussion of sex questions. Respectable women were not supposed to thinkabout sex at all, yet it is difficult to see how they couldavoid thinking about it most of the time. Practicallyevery social custom of the day reminded them thatwoman’s sex was as dangerous on the public highwaysas a cartload of dynamite. Few hotels would admit awoman traveling alone, no high-class restaurant wouldserve her a meal, and any lady venturing to attend atheater unaccompanied by a gentleman simply invitedinsult from the first loafer she encountered. Naturally,no pure woman dared associate herself in thought ordeed with one whom the charitable called an “erringsister,” but to whom inwardly they applied a term tooindecent to use except when quoting Holy Writ. Thegreatest offense of Susan B. Anthony and ElizabethCady Stanton was that they broke the big taboo. Asfar back as the 1850’s Mrs. Stanton had wrought confusion in woman’s rights meetings by advocating, inaddition to the one permissible Scriptural cause,divorce for drunkenness, with custody of the childrento the mother, and birth control for drunkards’ wives.In 1860 she came near driving Wendell Phillips fromthe equal rights movement by introducing resolutionsfor more liberal divorce laws.

No sooner had the Revolution begun its spectacular career than Susan and Elizabeth, backed up by ParkerPillsbury, another radical, embarked on the dangerouscourse of defending “erring sisters,” who, they insisted, were usually victims of a damnable double standard of morals. There was the Hester Vaughn case,rather pitifully like that of George Eliot’s “Hetty” orWalter Scott’s “Effie Deans.” Hester Vaughn was ayoung Englishwoman who had followed her husbandto America, only to find him bigamously married toanother woman. Having no money with which to obtain legal redress she went to work as a servant inPhiladelphia. Seduced by her employer she wasturned into the streets penniless. Her child was bornon the bare floor of an attic, and when, four days later,they were discovered, Hester was unconscious fromhunger and cold and the baby was dead. A jury decided that she had killed her child, and the girl wassentenced to be hanged. The Revolution took up thecase, Susan’s Working Woman’s Society agitated it,Eleanor Kirk and Dr. Clemence Lozier visited Hesterin prison, and finally Mrs. Stanton and ElizabethSmith Miller went to the Governor of Pennsylvaniaand induced him to pardon the girl and send her backto England.

This was bad enough, but the worst was yet to come. The McFarland-Richardson murder case was in 1869-70 what the Thaw murder of Stanford White was to1906 and on. Albert D. Richardson, a well-knownjournalist on the staff of the New York Tribune, wasfatally shot by Daniel McFarland, another prominentcitizen, with whose divorced wife Richardson was alleged to be on terms of tender intimacy. Two daysbefore Richardson died Henry Ward Beecher marriedhim to Mrs. McFarland, rather a commendable act,one would say, but an act that nearly cost him his pulpit. Certainly it created great public sympathy forthe murderer, who was promptly acquitted on theground of insanity, or the unwritten law, or else justmasculine approval of a red-blooded man’s vengeanceon another male who had “broken up the home.” Insanity was the defense, yet the court took that woman’s,child away from her and gave it to a man who hadbeen pronounced of unsound mind. As for Mrs. McFarland, or Mrs. Richardson, by the verdict of thecourt and of all respectable society there was no roomfor her except in a brothel. Yet what did the Revolution do but take up her defense also! With all the fireand eloquence of her pen Elizabeth demanded throughthe paper that McFarland be placed in a lunatic asylumand that the boy be given back to the mother. A massmeeting of women was called, three thousand invitations being sent out by Susan and Elizabeth, both ofwhom addressed the gathering, not only on the McFarland case but on the whole subject of sex subjection,under the double standard of morals. Press and public suffered convulsions of horror over the affair, andthe meeting resulted in no relief for the unhappywoman.

Instead it resulted in the failure of Susan’s most cherished enterprise, the Revolution. For a year thepaper had limped along without even the precarioussupport of George Francis Train, and although subscriptions came in regularly until, at the beginning of1870, they reached 3,000, the advertisers held off.From the first the editors had refused to accept certain advertisements which were printed daily in thenewspapers, and even in such pious weeklies as theChristian Union and the Independent. Patent medicines and worse. Susan tramped Broadway solicitingmercantile advertisement, but she got few because, assome merchants said, the daily papers served theirneeds, and, as others averred, the Revolution was tooradical. In those days moral considerations enteredinto everything. Friends helped a little. MaryAnthony, now principal of a school in Rochester,loaned all her small savings; cousin Anson Laphamwent on Susan’s note for $1,400; Paulina Wright Davis,Anna Dickinson and Elizabeth Phelps made gifts from$500 to $1,000; Susan, whenever she gave a lecture,turned in her fee, but still the paper ate up money farin excess of receipts. Daniel R. Anthony suggested astock company, in which he agreed to take as manyshares as he could afford, and this scheme was actuallyabout to be realized when the paper suspended. Isabella Beecher Hooker was interested to such a degreethat she persuaded her sister, Harriet Beecher Stowe, togo into it, the two women to join the staff as associateeditors. Anything Hattie Stowe engaged in, anythingshe wrote, carried a tremendous prestige, and her newnovel, which she promised to publish serially in theRevolution, would unquestionably have saved its life.But Catherine Beecher, the godly elder sister, anti-suffrage to the core, got hold of Hattie, with the resultthat Isabella wrote a reluctant letter saying that, asBeechers, they would have to ask a few concessions.The name of the paper, for example, could it not bechanged to something a little less aggressive? No, saidElizabeth firmly, it could not.

“The establishment of woman on her rightful throne,” wrote Mrs. Stanton, “is the greatest of revolutions. It is no child’s play. Youand I know the conflict of the last twenty years; the ridicule, thepersecution, denunciation, detraction, the unmixed bitterness of ourcup during the last two, when even good friends have crucified us.We have so much hope and pluck that only the Good Father knowswhat we have suffered. A journal called The Rosebud mightanswer for those who come with kid gloves and perfumes to layimmortelle wreaths on the monument which in sweat and tears wehave hewn and built; but for us and that great blacksmith of ourswho forges such red-hot thunderbolts for pharisees, hypocrites andsinners, there is no name but the “Revolution.” There is no otherlike it, never was and never will be.”

Isabella was obliged to agree with her and negotiations were resumed, only to be brought to an abrupt close by the furore caused when Susan and Elizabethcalled the mass meeting in behalf of the woman victimof the Richardson-McFarland tragedy. The Beecherfamily were in bad on that case anyhow, and they couldnot afford to get in any deeper. So Hattie withdrewand Isabella, with genuine regret, followed her. Mrs.Stanton, at this time, was offered a flattering contractby a lecture bureau, and she felt that she could hardlyafford to go on indefinitely without a salary. ParkerPillsbury also, who had drawn a very small income aseditor, can hardly be blamed for accepting a betterpaid job. Susan alone, who had never taken anythingfrom the paper except the barest price of subsistence,could not endure the thought of giving it up. Yet inthe end she was obliged to yield. For a considerationof one dollar she surrendered the Revolution to LauraCurtis Bullard, who turned it into a genteel ladies’magazine which lasted another year and then fadedinto oblivion.

There was an appalling debt of $10,000, which Susan as proprietor was forced to assume, for Mrs. Stanton,for some reason did not feel obligated to pay a singlepenny of it. Yet it was not the debt, staggering as itwas to a woman who had never had any money, thatbowed Susan’s head and for a space well-nigh brokeher heart. It was the thought that at this crucialmoment, when at least half the woman suffragists hadturned against her, the paper, her most direct avenueof influence, must also pass out of her hands.

“If I could only die, and thereby fail honorably,” she wrote despairingly to her mother, “I would say amen. But to live and fail— it is too terrible to bear.”

Yet as soon as the thing actually happened her stoic nature reasserted itself. “I feel a great calm sadness,”she said, “like that of a mother binding out a dear childwhom she cannot any longer support.”

Without an hour’s loss of time she set herself to the task—a matter of years—of paying the debts of theRevolution. The Lyceum was at the height of itspopularity in the seventies, and lectures were in greatdemand. Susan, who never had believed herself a first-class speaker, was offered a contract that winter whichtook her as far west as Chicago, Milwaukee, KansasCity, Cincinnati and St. Louis, each lecture paying herfrom $75 to $150. At that rate, with the economy sheknew so well how to practice, the debt could be substantially reduced with each season. Besides, in everycity she appeared, she made converts and friends. InSt. Louis she was the guest of Francis Minor, a lawyerof high standing in the profession, and his wife, Virginia Minor, an active suffrage worker. Mr. Minortold Susan that he had made a close study of the Fourteenth Amendment, and in his opinion it might be construed as giving women the ballot without any further legislation.. The amendment plainly stated that all persons born or naturalized in the United States werecitizens thereof, and that no State should make or enforce any law abridging the privileges or immunitiesof citizens of the United States. Women’s right tovote under that amendment hinged on the meaning ofthe word persons. Were women persons?

Instantly Susan declared her intention of putting that question to the test. The Supreme Court, in theDred Scott case, had ruled that a negro was not a person, and now Congress, by special action, had declaredthat he was. She asked nothing better than to becomethe Dred Scott of the woman movement, to force Congress, then local election boards and State courts, andfinally the Supreme Court of the United States, to makean open decision as to whether or not a woman was aperson.


CHAPTER XVIII

ENTER VICTORIA WOODHULL

Francis Minor was not the only legal authority who thought that the Fourteenth Amendment mightconfer on women the rights and privileges guaranteedby the Constitution to all American citizens. Thequestion was discussed pro and con in legal journalsand received serious consideration in the editorialcolumns of the daily newspapers. The AmericanWoman Suffrage Association, on the advice of its firstpresident, Henry Ward Beecher, ignored it. Beecherjust then was in no frame of mind to engage in womansuffrage politics, for in late 1870 his troubles withTheodore Tilton were boiling to the top, and he wasdesperately staving off the hideous scandal which, alittle later, was to burst on a horrified country andshake the Congregational Church to its foundations.As yet nothing had been made public, and although agood many people—one of them being Susan B.Anthony—were in full possession of the facts, theBeecher clan were in blissful ignorance of theapproaching calamity.

Isabella Beecher Hooker, now that Susan and Mrs. Stanton were temporarily deposed, herself undertookthe leadership of the National Woman Suffrage Association, and in January, 1871, she arranged in Washington for a convention purely political in character,and for which she assumed full financial responsibility.
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ISABELLA BEECHER HOOKER
At the Time of the Fight for a Ruling on the XIVth Amendment





She did this against the opposition of her brother, who could not exactly explain the nature of his objections,and much against the wishes of Harriet Beecher Stowe,who in all matters sided with her adored Henry. Therewas between those two a bond of natures equally steepedin emotionalism and sentimentality. Isabella was ofanother type, possessing a cool intellectuality whichcorrectly appraised the qualities of her famous brother,by whom she was never strongly influenced. She admired his eloquent sermons, but while she laughed andapplauded with the rest of the congregation, the swimming bath of tears into which he loved to plunge hisaudiences offended her taste. Isabella was, after all,only a half-sister of Henry and Harriet, being a childof old Lyman’s second marriage to Harriet Porter, anaristocrat to the tip of her fingers, cousin to the Cabotsand Lowells of New England, the Kings and the VanRensselaers of New York, and the Pinckneys and Allstons of South Carolina. There was a good deal morePorter than Beecher in Isabella’s composition, thoughno doubt, could she have foreseen the direful consequences which were to follow her excursion into practical politics, she would have acted like a Beecher andremained within the protecting fold of PlymouthChurch. But all unaware of gathering clouds she wentabout her preparations with perfect confidence that thedistinguished men she invited as speakers would oneand all accept. To her dismay they one and all sentregrets. Even Theodore Tilton, in whose little Brooklyn house she and Susan and Elizabeth were more intimately at home than any other friends—except, ofcourse, their pastor. Wendell Phillips, Robert Collyer,George William Curtis, and worse than all, Mrs. Stanton, made excuses. Susan was far away on a lecture tour, working herself to a shadow to get herself out of that mire of debt. Isabella wrote to Susan, begging her to intercede with Mrs. Stanton, and to thebest of her ability Susan did. She wrote Elizabeth oneof those scathing letters which usually brought her totime. The letter ended:

“To my mind there never was such a suicidal letting go as has been yours in the last two years. ... I am teetotally discouraged, andshall make no more attempts to hold you up to what I know is notonly the best for our cause, but equally so for yourself. How I haveagonized over my utter failure to make you feel and see the importance of holding the helm of our ship to the end of the storm. Howyou can excuse yourself is more than I can understand.”

When she read that Elizabeth quailed, but she held to her determination not to go to Washington. Shehated conventions anyhow, and in her wounded prideshe thought it not a bad idea to let another captain holdthe helm until the passengers suffered a brief spell ofmal de mer. She wrote a letter, to be read from theplatform, and sent besides $100 toward defraying theexpenses. Susan, on the other hand, canceled half adozen lectures, went to Washington, and by herextraordinary powers of organization, rescued Mrs.Hooker’s convention from disaster. While she did notshare Isabella’s optimistic hope that this one demonstration would force Congressional action, she welcomed it as a first step toward getting a ruling onwomen’s status under the Fourteenth Amendment.What was her astonishment, and Isabella’s, just beforethe convention opened, to learn that a memorial on thesubject was about to be presented to the House Judiciary Committee by Victoria Woodhull, not only a rank outsider in suffrage circles, but a lady quite déclassé in any society which called itself polite.

Victoria Woodhull and her sister, Tennie C. Claflin, may be said to have represented in their two persons allthe scandals of the 187o’s. The dominating figure wasVictoria, one of the most amazing women who evercrossed the orbit of these skies. Like a comet she appeared, and like a comet she passed, but while shetarried she spread as much death and destruction asin the Middle Ages was expected of those baleful vagrants of illimitable space. The first we really knowabout Victoria is that after pursuing with great profitin Indianapolis the profession of spiritualist and mentalhealer, something occurred to cause her to leave theplace with dispatch. Victoria claimed as her leading“control” no less a shade than that of Demosthenes, andin Pittsburgh—of all unlikely places—the Atheniansage appeared to her with orders to move on to NewYork where in Great Jones Street she and Tenniewould find an elegant house ready for their occupancy,and in a street farther downtown influential friends tohelp them on to fame and fortune. The sisters tookpossession of the house—or a house—in Great JonesStreet, and they opened in Broad Street a brokerageoffice where, under the guidance of the spirits and thepatronage of Cornelius Vanderbilt and other financialmagnates they proceeded to make a great deal of money.That they attracted a prodigious amount of attentionalso need hardly be said. Ladies in the financial districtof the New York of their day naturally would, especially ladies who, under the aegis of “Corneel” Vanderbilt, had made in one year half a million dollars inHarlem Railroad. The New York World of February 7, 1870, thus describes the daily sensation they created:

“Outside on the walk throughout the day is an assemblage of men, who look anxiously in at the windows, peer curiously in through thedoors, and utter expressions of surprise and pleasure if they can butcatch a glimpse of one of the members of the firm. A clarence remains in front of the door the greater part of the day, and as theladies frequently have occasion to drive here and there in pursuit oftheir business, these hangers-on and morbid curiosity seekers haveample opportunity to gratify their sight-seeing propensities. Insidethe office door a doorkeeper has been placed who excludes all thosewho have no real business with the firm. On the door of the privateoffice is a card on which is written:

‘All Gentlemen Will state their businessand thenretire at once.’ ”



From which it will be seen that Victoria and Tennie C., despite their sinister reputation, were no mere ladiesof the evening, no frail butterflies who wore the diamonds, drank the wines and drove behind the fasthorses of the money kings and grafting politicians of“The Dreadful Decade.” Such as, for example, MissJosie Mansfield, in rivalry for whose smiles Mr.Edward Stokes spilled the blood of Mr. Jim Fisk onthe stairway of the Broadway Central Hotel. Woodhull and Claflin wanted no diamonds, no wine suppersand no fast horses. What they wanted was inside information on the stock market, and they got it. Whatprice, if any, they paid “Corneel” and the other stockmanipulators, was never certainly known, but still insuch cases it is always a pleasure to believe the worst.

Neither Susan nor Isabella had ever laid eyes on Victoria. All they knew of her was that she and her sister published a sensational newspaper, Woodhull and Claflin's Weekly, which nice people—females—didnot read, and which advocated suffrage, birth control,spiritualism, and Victoria Woodhull for President.The sisters defended and supposedly practiced “freelove,” and though no one knew exactly what that meantthe very name was enough to frighten Isabella half todeath. Susan was less disturbed. She said that sincethis woman had been given a hearing before a committee of Congress she thought they had better attend it andfind out what she had to say. Senator Pomeroy, inwhose house Mrs. Hooker was staying, agreed withthis view. “My dear Mrs. Hooker,” he said, “mencould never work in a political party if they stopped toinvestigate each member’s antecedents and associates.If you are going into this fight, you must accept everyhelp that offers.”

Accordingly, on the morning of January 11, Susan, Isabella and Paulina Wright Davis, escorted by JudgeA. G. Riddle, M.C., appeared at the hearing in theHouse Judiciary committee room, where they beheldin Victoria Woodhull no painted Jezebel, but a quiet,well mannered and extremely pretty woman, wearinga dark gown, cut short, that is to her shoe tops, and onher cropped brown curls a severe little Alpine hat.A reformed dress, Susan admitted, much handsomerthan the bloomers which through one miserable year,she had worn. In a clear, musical voice Victoria readher memorial, to which the committee listened withprofound respect, and the women with equally profound pleasure. For that memorial was by all odds thestrongest, most logical, most lawyer-like argument forwomen’s enfranchisement under existing Constitutional provisions that had yet been presented. It read like a legal brief, which indeed it was, for although Victoriaclaimed that it was written for her by Demosthenes,the weight of evidence indicates that its author was theHon. Benjamin F. Butler of Massachusetts, a knownadmirer of Mrs. Woodhull. After finishing her speechVictoria smilingly yielded the floor to Susan and Mrs.Hooker, both of whom made pleas for the question tobe brought to debate in the House. The committeepaid them the compliment of close attention and atthe end seemed actually favorable to their plea.

What was there to do, after all that, but to invite Victoria Woodhull to the convention? “The New Yorksensation” as the Washington press described her, accepted the invitation, sharing the platform with Senator Nye of Nevada, Senator Warner of Alabama,Senator Wilson of Massachusetts, Frederick Douglass,Lillie Devereux Blake, Josephine Griffing, and othernotables. With becoming modesty, even diffidence,Victoria read her memorial to an impressed audiencewhich, to a man, if not to a woman, decided that herewas a much misunderstood woman. Said the Philadelphia Press correspondent:

“Mrs. Woodhull sat sphynx-like during the convention. General Grant himself might learn a lesson of silence from the pale, sad faceof this unflinching woman. . . . She reminds one of the forces ofnature behind the storm, or a small splinter of the indestructible;and if her veins were opened they would be found to containice. . .

The purpose of the convention, said Susan, following Mrs. Woodhull’s masterly paper, was to get from Congress a ruling on the intent of the FourteenthAmendment. Already it had been established that for purposes of taxation women were persons. They were persons in the sense that they were held responsible fortheir acts under the laws of the country. Now theypresented to the Legislative branch of the Governmentthe following resolution:

“ . . . That the Congress of the United States be earnestly requested to pass an act declaratory of the true meaning and extent of the said Fourteenth Article.”

The resolutions further stated that “it is the duty of American women in the several States to apply for registration at the propertimes and places, and in all cases where they fail to secure it, to seethat suits be instituted in the courts having jurisdiction, and thattheir rights to the franchise shall secure general and judicial recognition.”

This was taking a woman suffrage meeting far beyond anything yet contemplated, but the resolutions were unanimously adopted. Women were committedto a test of the question as to whether or not they werepeople. If Congress failed to pass the declaratory actand if the elections boards refused to recognize womenas citizens under the Constitution, then, said Susan,there would be nothing to do but agitate for a SixteenthAmendment which would do for women what the Fifteenth had done for negroes. As a spur to Congress,to prove that there was a demand on the part of womenfor the ballot, Mrs. Hooker had prepared a large book,containing a “Declaration and Pledge of the Womenof America,” which within a few months, with 80,000signatures, was presented to Congress. If VictoriaWoodhull’s name did not literally lead all the rest itwas at least conspicuously displayed. Mrs. Hooker,Mrs. Stanton, Paulina Wright Davis and MatildaJoslyn Gage, among other leaders, had fallen quite violently in love with Victoria, who, in spite of a few vagaries, they felt was an acquisition to the cause, anda much maligned and misunderstood person into thebargain. Isabella thought that if she could only bepersuaded to give up her peculiar ideas on the divorcequestion the last objection to her would vanish. Accordingly the austere Catherine Beecher was inducedto call on Mrs. Woodhull and show her how wickedlywrong those ideas were, but Catherine, as Isabella wasforced to report, got such a black eye from the redoubtable Victoria that she fled in horror. Nevertheless, andin spite of a flood of letters from all over the countryprotesting against association with The Woodhull andher sister, Tennie Claflin, Mrs. Hooker and a fewother leaders persisted in their championship. In apublic letter Mrs. Stanton said:

“When the men who make laws for us in Washington can stand forth and declare themselves pure and unspotted from all the sinsmentioned in the Decalogue, then we will demand that every womanwho makes a Constitutional argument on our platform shall be aschaste as Diana. . . .

We have had women enough sacrificed to this sentimental, hypocritical prating about purity. . . . This is one of man’s most effective engines for our division and subjugation. He creates the publicsentiment, builds the gallows, and then makes us hangmen for oursex. Women have crucified the Mary Wollstonecrafts, the FannyWrights, the George Sands, the Fanny Kembles, of all ages; andnow men mock us with the fact, and say we are ever cruel to eachother. Let us end this ignoble record and henceforth stand bywomanhood. If Victoria Woodhull must be crucified, let men drivethe spikes and plait the crown of thorns.”

A very noble sentiment and a brave resolve, but it was too bad that it began with Victoria Woodhull who,as it turned out, was better able to take care of herself than the women were able to take care of the National Woman Suffrage Association. In fact Victoria, at thatmoment, was laying her plans, not to avoid crucifixion,but to bend the association to her incredible ambitions.Even Susan, although she felt a vague distrust of Mrs.Woodhull, could not know that. She was off again,immediately after the Washington convention, lecturing in the West, not only to earnmoney to cancel the debts of the Revolution, but to advance the view, now shared by a substantial minorityin Congress, that women had a legal right to vote underthe Fourteenth Amendment. True, the House Judiciary Committee had tendered a report that, in itsopinion, Congress had no power to pass a declaratoryact, but Benjamin F. Butler of Massachusetts and William Loughridge of Iowa had given a minority reportwhich strongly favored the resolution. It was as muchas Susan had expected, and she began to look ahead toa piece of militant action which she had been planningever since her conversation in St. Louis with FrancisMinor. Susan was so occupied with her lectures andher plans that she had hardly time to notice that inWashington and New York Mrs. Stanton and Mrs.Hooker, furious with the House Judiciary Committee,were nursing a wild scheme for a third party in thePresidential election of 1872, nothing less than a laborand woman suffrage party, “with one hundred aristocratic Democrats pledged to the work,” declared Mrs.Hooker. Also Victoria Woodhull.

Susan, as a fact, had more on her mind than the Fourteenth Amendment, although of this she had saidnothing to a living being except Elizabeth Cady Stanton. About the time of the Washington convention Susan had dropped into the Tilton home in Brooklynon one of her frequent visits, to find little Mrs. Tilton,usually so exalte in her domestic happiness and her religion, in a misery of tears and despair. Safe in Susan’scomforting arms she poured out a terrible story. . . .Susan at first doubted her own ears. . . . She hadknown that almost next to her God poor little “Lib”idolized the pastor of Plymouth Church, who had married her to Theodore, his closest friend, had baptizedher children, and conducted the funeral of baby Paul.Susan remembered the funeral, the house full of sunshine and flowers, the white casket, Beecher standingover it, his rich voice uttering words of hope and joy,while Theodore with bowed head listened and Lib’srapt eyes gazed at the speaker, too entranced for tears.And then the god had become clay, the preacher hadturned tempter, and Lib, the loving and devoted wife,had yielded. She had confessed all to Theodore, shetold Susan, and Theodore had forgiven. At least fora time. But Lib was to learn that there are things thatno man forgives. At first he had agreed with her thatit was better for them to endure their little private hellof suffering than to drag the miserable affair into thelight of publicity. Better for them to nurse theirwrongs together in pain and remorse than to create ahorrible scandal which would not only destroy Beecherbut Plymouth Church as well.

Lib was equal to it, but not Theodore. Man-like he could not keep off the subject. He was forever demanding the story over again, accusing the wretchedwoman of concealing essential details, accusing her offalsehood when she swore that it was all a thing of the past. Frightful scenes were becoming frequent—one of them had scarcely ended when Susan arrived thatday. Theodore had flung out of the house with fearful threats on his lips. She was afraid for her life—perhaps still more for Beecher’s life. Would Susanstay with her until Theodore came home? Susanwould and did. At ten o’clock she put little Lib to bedpromising that she should rest undisturbed until morning. Theodore came in raging, determined to see hiswife, threatening—he did not know exactly what—Susan told him brusquely not to be an idiot. Lib wasasleep and she should stay asleep. There was a stormof words, a brief, undignified struggle on the stairs,but Susan reached the bedroom door first. Plantingherself against it she told the half crazed man that ifhe got into that room it would be only after he had hurther, badly.

“Leave my home at once, and never dare enter it again,” shouted Tilton.

“Your home, forsooth,” retorted Susan. “As far as I know it is your wife’s home also, and I will enter itas often as she wants me.” And in front of that bedroom door she remained until daylight, never leavingthe house until she saw a kind of a reconciliation affected between the unhappy pair. Before she leftTheodore told her that except in those intervals of extreme anguish he realized that he must keep the thinga secret. To draw Beecher down would be a satisfaction, sometimes he thought it even a public duty. Buthis wife, his children, his own career, all these had tobe taken into consideration. Yes, he would keep silence,and he would loyally try to torture Lib no more.

This story Susan confided to Mrs. Stanton, not as a matter of gossip, for Susan never gossiped, but as a necessity. Not one person involved in the ghastly messwas a private individual. Beecher was Beecher, farand away the most celebrated clergyman in America, apower, not only in religious circles but in the whole social and political life of the country. Theodore Tiltonwas one of the foremost journalists and editors of hisgeneration. Besides, he was a member of their association, had been its president. It was impossible forSusan to go away without telling Mrs. Stanton the facts,for in spite of Theodore’s promises, there was greatdanger that a terrible scandal might be unloosed. Mrs.Stanton, of course, swore to keep her lips sealed, butthe trouble with Elizabeth was that never in her lifehad she been able to keep her lips sealed about anything. The very candor of her nature, her impetuosity,her bursts of indignation, especially against men,forbade her to keep secrets. Still, in this case, Susanhad to trust her, arguing that after all there was no oneshe was likely to tell the story to unless it was HenryStanton, who would never under any circumstancesdivulge it. How could she dream that the person whovery soon became Elizabeth’s confidant was the impossible Victoria Woodhull? How it happened Elizabethherself could never explain, except that all this timeCatherine Beecher was viciously attacking the Woodhull and Claflin “free lovers,” and more than once inhis sermons Henry Ward had used the women as horrible examples of vice, along with card playing, theater-going, dancing and other Sodom and Gomorrahelements rampant in the community. Victoria was beginning to chafe under the attacks of the Beecherfamily, and once or twice she hinted to Elizabeth that if she were pushed just a little farther she might have some things to say about that whited sepulcher overthere in Brooklyn, that pious sensualist who loved rarewines, carried loose jewels in his pockets and kissed hiswomen parishioners when he paid them clerical calls.She understood that kind of man. It is more thanprobable that in the course of some such conversation,Elizabeth burst forth and said:“You are perfectly right. I could tell you—”

No sooner had she told than remorse overwhelmed her. But remorse, alas, is but a synonym for too late.From that moment Elizabeth Cady Stanton was in thepower of a woman relentless, ambitious, implacableand as unscrupulous as Satan himself. She neverthreatened, never made demands, never uttered a wordthat suggested blackmail. She simply took hold of theNational Woman Suffrage Association and used it togratify her magnificent ego, perhaps the most perfectego in existence except that of Henry Ward Beecher.When the woman suffrage convention of 1871 met inApollo Hall, New York, Victoria was about the mostconspicuous woman on the platform. True, she satbetween Mrs. Stanton and Lucretia Mott in frozen dignity, and her speech, a splendid constitutional argumentfor immediate enfranchisement, was delivered with thepassionless logic of a lawyer in a court of justice. Thevery sight of her, so staunch and brave in the face offerocious attacks against her character, the womenthought, was an object lesson against that double standard of morals that forgave a man anything, even degradation, but forgave a woman nothing, even aninnocent unconventionality. Even Susan felt this, and it inspired her to one of the best speeches she had ever made before a convention.

“We can well believe,” said one of the newspapers, “that in any movement for the enfranchisement ofwomen, like MacGregor, wherever Susan B. Anthonysits will be the head of the table.”

But most of the papers called it “The Woodhull Convention.”


CHAPTER XIX

THE TERRIBLE YEAR

On the last day  of 1871 Susan notes in her diary:

. . Left Medicine Bow at noon, went through deep snow cuts ten feet in length. . . . Reached Laramie at ten p. m. Thus closes1871, a year full of hard work, six months east, six months west ofthe Rocky Mountains; 171 lectures, 13,000 miles of travel; grossreceipts, $4,318, paid on debts $2,271. Nothing ahead but to plod on.”

She is writing in the comparative comfort of the private car of Senator Sargent of California, journeying eastward to Washington. The Sargents have pickedher up, half dead of cold and exposure, after a six-horse sleigh had carried her through a blizzard fromVirginia City, Nevada, to the main line of the railroad.Before that she has lectured in twenty towns betweenSan Francisco and the mining regions of Montana andNevada to as many people as can manage to plowtheir way through the deep snows. The Sargent special car seems like heaven, although in those days thehardships of cross-continental travel are many even forUnited States Senators. Diners are unknown, and during the twelve days between Ogden and Chicago theysubsist on cold food from lunch baskets, with tea brewedon a coal stove which uncertainly heats the car. Atfrequent intervals the train makes long halts while menshovel tons of snow and ice from the tracks. Susan hasplenty of time to brood on experiences past, andtroubles that face her in the East. If she gave her diary *43

chapter headings she might well call 1871, “The Terrible Year.” It has been full of tumult, full of apparent failure, for that $4,318 has been wrested from audiences mostly hostile, sometimes abusive and eventhreatening.

The echo of that “Woodhull Convention.” From the beginning of a joint lecture tour undertaken with Mrs.Stanton shortly after the convention, Susan seems tohead directly into trouble. In Salt Lake she speaks inthe new meeting hall of the Liberal Mormons, in revoltagainst the despotism of Brigham Young. Among theyounger members there is even a beginning reactionagainst polygamy, and to these young men and womenshe talks so kindly, so tactfully, so tolerantly, that manyshed tears. She tells them that she understands whatsuffering is involved in the breaking up of pluralfamilies. Her heart aches for the men, the women andthe children, and cries, “God help you all.” But thisis only a part of the world revolution in the status ofwomen, the inevitable end of their subjection to sex.The solution of it all is economic independence ofwomen. In marriage this means the recognition of thewife as full partner of her husband, her earnings herown property, until the law makes joint earnings jointproperty. Every unmarried woman must be fitted forself-support, that never, in any circumstances need shesell her body in marriage or out. In a monogamousor in a polygamous community the problem is the same.Here religious conviction partially sustains the womanwho must share her husband with other women. Inother States women, powerless to earn bread for themselves or their children, suffer the same degradation insecret shame and misery. That is the only difference.

Susan is ignorant even of the dogmatic political economy of her time. She does not know how industry and the trades are to be made over to admit women, thosechild-like women who listen to her, mystified, repelled,yet strangely thrilled. Hoopskirts have gone out offashion, but the “new” women are quite as helpless intheir “Dolly Vardens” and long ruffled trains heavywith the filth of the streets. A “Dolly Varden” is abustled polonaise, or overdress, tied back so tightly asto hamper normal locomotion, drawn in so tightly thatthe waist measures twenty inches at most. On theirheads the women wear pounds of false hair, braided,puffed and curled, and on top of that ridiculous littlehats. Impossible to imagine them doing useful work,yet here is Susan telling them that wage earning iswoman’s only permanent insurance against prostitutionor polygamy, legal or illegal. Work is hard to find, butnot so hard as when she began life. Women’s collegesare opening, Vassar, Holyoke. Coeducational universities exist in half a dozen States. Girls are learninga revived art called shorthand, and a clumsy machinehas been invented that prints letters three times asquickly as they can be written with a pen. It is a presage of the new time coming. But first of all they musthave the ballot, that card of admission to a free humanrace. Susan knows little of economics, but she knowsmore, foresees more than all the learned professors andsavants whose text-books and heavy tomes mislead students and clutter up the shelves of libraries.

Naturally this rouses fierce antagonism. In advance of her the newspapers publish large headlines: “SusanB. Anthony defends Polygamy;” “Suffragists advocatefree love.” “It is a mistake to call Miss Anthony a reformer,” writes one editor. “She is a revolutionist, aiming at nothing less than the breaking up of the veryfoundations of society, and the overthrow of every social institution organized for the protection of the sanctity of the altar, the family circle and the legitimacy ofour offspring. . . .”

In San Francisco Susan and Mrs. Stanton found the whole coast in the throes of a sensational crime, theshooting of A. P. Crittenden by his discarded sweetheart, Laura Fair. The unhappy woman in the casebeing without a defender in the world Susan and Elizabeth visited her in jail, hoping, as Susan said, for thesake of womanhood, to hear from her lips some mitigating circumstance. That night the hall was packed withCrittenden’s resentful supporters. Susan’s speech, on“The Power of the Ballot,” contained her usual attack on the theory that women were so well protectedby men that they needed no political safeguards. Allher speeches being more or less extemporaneous sheused illustrations uppermost in her mind. Thus aftertelling of a foundling asylum in New York where inthe first year the sisters received 1,300 new-born babieswhose mothers, in disgrace and destitution, had beenforced to abandon them, she said:“If all men had protected all women as they would have their own wives and daughters, you would have no Laura Fairin your jail to-night.”

A perfect bedlam of boos and hisses interrupted her, but since in abolition days Susan had faced much worse,she simply waited until the noise died down, and moreimpressively than before repeated: “You would haveno Laura Fair in your jail to-night.” Again the stormof hisses, and again, as soon as they subsided, Susan repeated the words. This time some of the Dolly Vardens paid her courage the tribute of timid applause,and Susan closed by saying:“I declare to you that women must not depend upon the protection of men, but must be taught to protect themselves, and there Itake my stand.”

It was the end of the meeting, the end of any further meetings as far as Susan was concerned. So manytowns telegraphed to cancel engagements that she gaveup trying to speak in California until the Fair hysteriawas over. Mrs. Stanton, although she loyally defendedSusan in newspaper interviews, was welcomed in anumber of places, where she spoke with her usual success. In August she went home, and Susan, by invitation of Abigail Scott Dunniway, the leading suffragistof Oregon, turned her face to the Northwest. Shehad varying success, in some places crowds and generous fees, in others every hall closed against her and thenewspapers filled with vitriolic denunciations. In Victoria, B.C., she raised a frightful dust by alluding tothe law which in that province still gave men a legalright to beat their wives. Sometimes she was sotroubled by fears that she would not be able to meetthe notes due at the end of the year that she could not doherself justice on the platform, and that was hardestof all to bear. Yet she wrote cheerfully: “If meetingspay me so as to give me hope of adding to my $350 inthe San Francisco bank (my share of Mrs. Stanton’sand my lectures, which we divide equally), making itreach $2,000 or even $1,000 by December 1st, I shallplod away.” There were, in those dreary months ofplodding away, through unheard-of discomforts and hardships of travel in a new country, a few bright spots. In Salem, Oregon, the judges of the Supreme Courtheard her lecture, afterward calling on her in a body.In Olympia, Washington, she was invited to addressthe Legislature on the women’s interpretation of theFourteenth Amendment. Finally, like balm to herwounds, came an invitation, signed by a number ofprominent citizens of San Francisco, begging her to return for a series of lectures. She was well received,audiences were attentive, and a not inconsiderable sumwas added to the bank account slowly piling up againstthat mountain of debt.

In Washington she addressed the Senate Judiciary Committee, making a last appeal to the RepublicanParty to repudiate, by a declaratory act, the sex distinctions which since the war had been written into theConstitution. She appealed to their own self-interest,told them that now, if ever, was their chance to addhundreds of thousands of women voters to their rolls.In Wyoming Territory in 1869 the tiny legislature,partly for a joke, partly to advertise themselves, hadpassed a woman suffrage bill, fully expecting the Governor to veto it. To their dismay he returned it withhis signature and a message of congratulation that Wyoming should be the first community to do justice to itswomen. That Governor, years before, had heard SusanB. Anthony speak and had ever since been a disciple.Susan did not mention this to the committee, but shetold them that before the Wyoming women voted noRepublican had been elected to any office in the Territory, whereas since, one Republican had been sent toCongress and seven to the Legislature. Rememberingthat Abraham Lincoln had freed the slave and that his party had passed the Thirteenth Amendment, most women believed the Republicans to represent ideals offreedom, and she asked them how they could be sostupid as to refuse this wholesale acquisition to theirparty’s strength. Nevertheless they returned an adversereport, and Susan began to lay plans for a militant testof the Fourteenth Amendment.

She needed more money first, so she plodded on in another western lecture tour, for in spite of newspaperattacks people kept calling for her. Although sheshocked every community she had a genius for makingpeople think, and invariably she left behind her thenucleus of a woman suffrage group. This journey wasfull of torment, for in Washington she had learnedthat Victoria Woodhull’s influence on Mrs. Stanton andIsabella Hooker was as strong as ever, and the womenwere laying plans for a third party, to which Isabellastubbornly insisted the Democrats would rally. Susanstormed and raged, and between lectures she wrotewarning and indignant letters:

“I tell you that I feel utterly disheartened—not that our cause is going to die and be defeated—but as to my place and work. Mrs.Woodhull has the advantage of us because she has her paper, but shepersistently means to run our craft into her port and none other.If she were influenced by women ‘spirits,’ either in the body or out,in the direction she steers, I might consent to be a mere sail-hoisterfor her, but as it is, she is wholly owned by men spirits and I spurnthe control of the whole lot of them.”

Her name, she repeatedly told them, must not be used in connection with any third party movement, but whatwas her horror one spring day in Illinois to be handeda copy of Woodhull and Claflin’s Weekly, containingthe following notice:

“The undersigned citizens of the United States, responding to the invitation of the National Woman Suffrage Association, propose tohold a convention at Steinway Hall, in the city of New York, the9th and 10th of May. We believe that the time has come for theformation of a new political party whose principles shall meet theissues of the hour and represent equal rights for all. As women ofthe country are to take part for the first time in political action, wepropose that the initiative steps shall be taken by them. This convention will declare the platform of the People’s Party, and considerthe nominations of candidates for President and Vice-President ofthe United States, who shall be the best possible exponents of politicaland industrial reform.

“Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Susan B. Anthony, Isabella B. Hooker,Matilda Joslyn Gage.”



Pausing just long enough to send a telegram ordering her name removed from the atrocious thing. Susan flew back to New York. She reached there the 6th ofMay and at once descended in wrath on the infatuatedElizabeth in Tenafly, New Jersey. Finding it impossible to influence her Susan took steps to preventthe Woodhull contingent from appearing in SteinwayHall, which fortunately had been rented in the name ofSusan B. Anthony, with a clause stating that the placehad been secured solely for a woman suffrage convention. Thus when the morning session opened Mrs.Stanton was obliged to say that they would have toabandon their plan for nominating candidates, but, shesaid: “We propose to take the initiatory steps for aconvention such as we have never had before. todaywe are combined with the Liberal Reformers, the Prohibitionists, and the Internationalists—with all classesof men who will help us roll back the constitutionaldoors, that we may enter and enjoy the rights that belong to every free citizen of the United States.”

The hall was packed with strangers, a weird collection of men and women, the like of which had never before invaded a woman suffrage convention, and itrequired all Susan’s iron resolution, all her peremptorychallenges to keep the business of the day in hand. Toward the close of the evening session a side dooropened to admit Victoria Woodhull, who glided gracefully to the platform and uninvited began to speak.But Susan was all set for Victoria Woodhull, and before a sentence was completed she planted herselfsquarely in front of the intruder, declaring that she wasnot a member of the association, had no place on theprogram, and that the chairman must rule her out oforder. Mrs. Stanton, completely beaten, threw up herhands and Susan and Victoria were left to fight it out.Victoria managed to shout a motion that the conventionadjourn to meet the following morning in Apollo Hall.Some ally in the audience shrieked a second to the motion, but Susan’s strong voice rose above the din:

“No motion has been made and none seconded,” she proclaimed. “Nothing that this person has said willbe recorded in the minutes. The convention will nowadjourn, to meet tomorrow at eleven o’clock, in thishall.”

Rushing to the door she ordered the janitor to turn out the lights, and in a babel of cries and protests theevening ended. The next morning Elizabeth took thechair, but gave notice that she would not again serve asan officer of the association. Susan was unanimouslychosen president, and through one more session conducted the program, and took the sinking ship, as itwere, into drydock for repairs.

That same day Apollo Hall was crowded with Victoria Woodhull’s tatterdemalion followers, and “The National Radical Reformer’s Party” was organized,“to obtain the human rights of all mankind.” The platform, an extraordinary melange of socialist, communist,populist, spiritualist ideas, contained such generouslyinclusive planks as the initiative and referendum, unlimited free speech, expanded currency, free trade,woman suffrage, Government guaranteed employmentfor all, and a brand new Federal Constitution. Amidwild acclaims Victoria Woodhull was nominated forPresident, and Frederick Douglass (who was not there)for Vice-President. If he declined the honor the executive committee was directed to name some othercolored man.

“I come from the west,” shouted one “delegate,” “and I nominate Spotted Tail. An Injun is better thana nigger any day.”

Mrs. Stanton and Mrs. Hooker, completely disillusioned, sought Susan’s forgiveness for their little spree. Elizabeth declared herself through with politicalparties for all time, but Isabella, accepting Susan’sleadership of the demoralized National Woman Suffrage Association, was ready to follow her into a finaltrial of Republican good faith.

In that year of Grant’s second nomination the Republicans included in their platform a cautious pronouncement for woman suffrage. The party was badly split, the scandals of the past four years, especially thosegrowing out of Grant’s weakness in appointing to lucrative offices a host of grafting relations, resultingin the Cincinnati Convention of Liberal Republicans,with Horace Greeley nominated for President, B.Gratz Brown for Vice-President. The Republicans were panic stricken, for some of their best men stampeded to the Liberals, and since Greeley had not only denounced the miserable carpet-bag regime in the conquered South, but had offered bail for Jefferson Davishimself, they feared that he would get an avalanche ofex-Confederate votes. This explains why in the Philadelphia convention this sop was thrown to the women:

“The Republican Party is mindful of its obligations to the loyal women of America, for their noble devotion to the cause of freedom;their admission to wider fields of usefulness is received with satisfaction ; and the honest demands of any class of citizens for equal rightsshould be treated with respectful consideration.”

It was not much more than a splinter, but neither the Liberals nor the Democrats conceded anything at all,and the further fact that Grant had appointed a largenumber of women to small post-masterships rallied thesuffragists to the Republican standard. The Vice-Presidential nominee, Senator Henry Wilson, was asincere suffragist, and through his insistence Susan wasswept into the campaign. The National Committeeand the New York State Committee gave her $1,000to be spent in meetings throughout New York, whichthey thought Greeley, with the aid of the Tribune,might carry. But Susan, although her meetings wereimmensely popular, very soon became a thorn in theside of the politicians. She absolutely refused to denounce Greeley as a Copperhead, or to emphasize hiswhite “stovepipe” hat, his queer wrinkled trousers orhis unkempt chin whiskers as campaign issues. Instead she put forward the suffrage “splinter” as anearnest of Republican ideals, which was no end embarrassing. Besides, Greeley proved a poor candidate,his platform was weak, and the Tribune, after he relinquished his editorial control, hardly supported him at all. In fact, even before Greeley’s death, which followed fast on his defeat, the paper virtually belongedto Whitelaw Reid. Before the campaign was half overthe Republicans dropped the women and forgot allabout their suffrage promises.

On one of the last days of registration in Rochester Susan gathered her two sisters, Guelma McLean andHannah Mosher, with a dozen other women residentsof their ward, marched through a crowd of gaping menin a barber shop, and demanded that they be registeredas voters. The election board offering a few faint objections, Susan read them the Fourteenth Amendmentand the article in the State Constitution regarding theelection oath. As neither document contained any sexqualifications Susan warned the men that if they refusedshe would swear out warrants for their arrest, standingthe whole cost of the suits herself. Inspired by thisaudacious example about forty more women went outthe next day and registered, but on election day onlythe fifteen from the eighth ward were permitted to casttheir ballots. Every paper in the country carried sensational stories, most of them demanding that thosewomen, especially Susan B. Anthony, be severely punished. About two weeks after the election a UnitedStates deputy marshal called at the Anthony home andin manifest embarrassment, informed Susan that shewas under arrest for illegal voting. She would haveto appear at the District Attorney’s office immediately,but he supposed she could be trusted to go alone.

“Oh, dear no,” said Susan. “I much prefer to be taken, handcuffed if possible.”

The marshal firmly declined to furnish handcuffs, but he escorted the most popular woman in Rochester to the District Attorney’s office and in a dingy roomwhere, in former years, fugitive slaves were examinedbefore being returned to their masters, she and the otherwomen were formally arraigned. Bail was fixed at$500, which Susan refused to furnish, but on a writof habeas corpus she was freed. While the lawyerswere discussing the trial date she remarked pleasantlythat she couldn’t conveniently be tried before December 10th, as she had quite a number of lecture engagements to fill.

“But you are under arrest,” expostulated the District Attorney.

“Just the same,” said Susan, “don’t fix that trial before December 10th, for I can’t afford to lose any lecture dates.”

That very day she started out through the county with a new lecture, “Is it a Crime for a Citizen of theUnited States to Vote?” At the close of every meetingthe audience voted that it was not, and so worried didthe authorities become lest no proper jury could besecured either in or around Rochester that an orderwas obtained removing the case to the United StatesCircuit Court at Canandaigua. Into Canandaigua andenvirons went Susan, speaking every night to crowds ofmen many of whom came forward to assure her that ifthey were called to the jury they would acquit her. Asit turned out no jury was allowed to do this.


CHAPTER XX

THE UNITED STATES VS. SUSAN B. ANTHONY

“ . . . Without having a lawful right to vote in said election district the said Susan B. Anthony, being then and there a person of the female sex, as she, the said Susan B. Anthony, then and there wellknew contrary of the statute of the United States of America in suchcases made and provided, and against the peace of the UnitedStates of America, . . . did knowingly, wrongfully and unlawfullyvote . . .”



Under a lengthy indictment of which the above paragraph is at least intelligible, Susan B. Anthony, in June, 1872, went to trial in a case as famous as that of theslave, Dred Scott, in 1856. In both cases the law, assuch, was set aside to serve deeply ingrained prejudiceand a state of mind which seems as remote from thepresent as the Crusades. The indictment charged Susanwith having voted in defiance of a statute of the UnitedStates, made and provided, while, as a matter of factthere was no such statute. The original Constitutionclaimed little power over the election laws of the separate States. It provided that United States Senatorsmust be elected by the legislatures, but it left membersof the lower house of Congress, the legislatures themselves and all State officials to be chosen or appointedby the citizens, all of them or special classes only, asthe various States preferred. Not until after the CivilWar did Congress attempt to define the word citizen.In the Fourteenth Amendment a citizen was described as any person born or naturalized in the United States, which seems fairly comprehensive. Persons of bothsexes were counted citizens in all their responsibilitiesto the States, and the amendment was passed especiallyto confer the vote on one class previously not countedas persons, i. e., negroes. The trial of Susan B. Anthony as a fraudulent voter was, therefore, a crucial testof the amendment, and in no sense involved a criminalcharge, as we see it now. Had she been pronouncednot guilty she would have walked out of the courtroom not only free but a voter. For in 1872 it had notoccurred to any one that a single article of the Constitution could be ignored. Since then we have seenthe Fourteenth and even the Fifteenth Amendmentsdeliberately set aside, for the latter, the Supreme Courthas decided, does not, in spite of its specific intent, confer on any negro in the United States a right, underthe Constitution, to vote. If logic holds good nowoman, and indeed no man, has a right to vote, exceptunder legislative statute. Yet the revered SupremeCourt has held that all men over twenty-one, and allwomen of legal age, are now legally enfranchised. It ispuzzling.

The case of the United States vs. Susan B. Anthony was tried before Associate-Justice Ward Hunt, UnitedStates District Attorney Richard Crowley prosecuting,and two eminent lawyers, Hon. Henry R. Selden andJohn Van Voorhis, defending. The courtroom wasthronged, many lawyers being in attendance, amongthem a son of ex-President Fillmore and Judge Hall ofBuffalo. A strong effort was made to have Judge Halltry the case with Judge Hunt, because with only onejudge on the bench an appeal to the Supreme Court could not be taken. But Judge Hunt, acting throughout on the advice of the bitterly anti-suffrage Roscoe Conkling, refused. From the outset of the trial thisjudge showed himself prejudiced, ill-tempered, overbearing and determined on a verdict of guilty. He allowed Judge Selden to go into the witness box andtestify that he had advised Susan to vote, believingthat the Fourteenth Amendment gave her full powerto do so. But Judge Hunt would not allow Susan totestify in her own behalf, ruling that she was not acompetent witness. After this he admitted all the testimony taken in her first examination before the commissioner and the district attorney, although her counselprotested vigorously against the version of her statements as recorded by the local officer. Judge Seldenspoke three hours, giving a masterly presentation of therights and privileges of citizens of the United States asimplied in the Constitution and stated in the Fourteenth Amendment. In conclusion he said:

“Miss Anthony believed and was advised that she had a right to vote. She may also have been advised, as was clearly the fact, thatthe question as to her right could not be brought before the courts fortrial without her voting or offering to vote, and if either was criminalthe one was as much so as the other. Therefore she stands nowarraigned as a criminal, for taking the only step by which it waspossible to bring the great constitutional question as to her rightbefore the tribunals of the country for adjudication. If for thusacting, in the most perfect good faith, with motives as pure andimpulses as noble as any which can find place in your honor’s breastin the administration of justice, she is by the laws of her country tobe condemned as a criminal, she must abide the consequences. Hercondemnation, however, under such circumstances, would only addanother most weighty reason to those which I have already advanced,to show that women need the aid of the ballot for their protection.”

As soon as the district attorney finished his speech Judge Hunt, without leaving the bench, read anopinion, written in advance of the trial, to the effectthat the Fourteenth Amendment was “a protection, notto all our rights, but to our rights as citizens of theUnited States only, that is, the rights existing or belonging to that condition or capacity.” And then he orderedthe jury to bring in a verdict of guilty. Judge Seldenwas on his feet at once objecting that the Court had noright, in a criminal case, to do more than charge a jury,afterwards permitting it to bring in its own verdict.He demanded that the jury at least be polled. ButJudge Hunt refused both pleas and summarily discharged the jury. They went out dazed, without having been allowed to say a word, several men protestingoutside that they had intended to vote in favor of thedefendant. The next day Judge Hunt refused a motionfor a new trial, and ordering Susan to stand up askedher:

“Has the prisoner anything to say why sentence shall not be pronounced?”

Susan had plenty to say. Her natural rights, her civil rights, her political rights, her judicial rights, had allalike been ignored. She had, in the first place, beendenied a trial before her peers, and “under such circumstances a commoner of England, tried before a juryof lords, would have far less cause to complain thanhave I, a woman, tried before a jury of men.1’ But evenbefore this jury she had been refused her right to testifyin her own defense; she had been refused the rightof trial by jury, guaranteed in the Constitution, andnever denied in a criminal case, except to slaves.

“But yesterday,” said Susan, “the same man-made forms of law declared it a crime punishable with $1,000 fine and six months imprisonment to give a cup of cold water, a crust of bread or a night’sshelter to a panting fugitive tracking his way to Canada; and everyman or woman in whose veins coursed a drop of human sympathyviolated that wicked law, reckless of consequences, and was justifiedin so doing. And then the slaves who got their freedom had to takeit over or under or through the unjust forms of law, precisely as nowmust women take it to get their right to a voice in this government;and I have taken mine, and mean to take it at every opportunity.”

The whole speech was interrupted by orders from the Court to cease talking and sit down, but Susan persisted, and at the close of her speech said: “Failing toget this justice—failing even to get a trial by a jurynot my peers, I ask not leniency at your hands, butrather the full rigor of the law.”

The affronted Judge Hunt then sentenced Susan to pay a fine of $100 and the full costs of the prosecution.She said : “May it please your honor, I will never paya dollar of your unjust penalty.” And she never did.

From one end of the country to the other the newspapers denounced the trial as a travesty of justice. It was a new thing in the United States for any white person to be denied a jury trial or the right to testify inhis own behalf. The New York Sun said that if JudgeHunt’s assumption of power in Susan B. Anthony’s casewere established as a legal principle, then any judgemight, on his own ipse dixit, and without the intervention of a jury, fine, imprison or hang any man,woman or child in the United States, and the Sunadded that Judge Hunt’s impeachment and removalwas a public duty. Many other newspapers, even thoseopposed to woman suffrage, made the same demand.Judge Hunt was especially scored for his evasion in imposing on Susan a fine without the alternative of prison. Had she gone to prison and been freed on awrit of habeas corpus she could have taken the casethrough the higher courts, where a different verdictmight have been rendered. In the trial of the threeinspectors of election, arrested for receiving the ballotsof Susan and fourteen other women in the eighth wardof Rochester, Judge Hunt refused to allow Mr. VanVoorhis, their counsel, to address the jury, but he didnot again take it upon himself to order a verdict. Hesaid: “You can decide it here or go out.” The verdict was guilty, and the inspectors were fined $25 eachand the costs, which they refused to pay. They wereimprisoned, but after a week, during which time thewomen of Rochester served them luxurious meals intheir cells, President Grant pardoned them all. InSusan’s case her counsel took the only step possible, andacting on an old precedent appealed to Congress to remit her fine “and declare that trial by jury does andshall exist in this country.” The Senate JudiciaryCommittee reported adversely, with the astonishingstatement that they were not satisfied that the ruling ofthe judge was as represented in the petition. TheHouse Judiciary’s report said: “Congress cannot beconverted into a national court of review for any andall criminal convictions where it shall be alleged thatthe judge has committed an error.” It also said thatthere was no reason for further action in the case sincePresident Grant had already pardoned the criminal.The pardon had been granted the election inspectors,Susan having refused to ask leniency for herself. Butthe Congressional committees were only too anxious toevade the real point at issue, for had they remitted Susan’s sentence it would have amounted to an admission of the illegality of the action of Judge Hunt and would have furnished a precedent for other women totest, by voting, the intent of the Fourteenth Amendment.

They did it anyhow in several places, and the case of Virginia Minor of St. Louis, was conducted by herhusband through all the courts up to the Supreme Courtof the United States, where a decision was handeddown, March 19, 1875, by Chief Justice Waite, thatwhile women were persons and citizens, still the National Constitution did not define the privileges andimmunities of citizens. The National Constitutiondid not confer the right of suffrage on any one, theStates alone regulating that power. The Fourteenthand Fifteenth Amendments forbade discrimination onaccount of color or race, but not on account of sex.

Very curiously, as Ida Husted Harper, in her detailed account of the trial and final result, points out, Judge Waite’s decision directly contradicts that onehanded down in the Dred Scott case. Said Chief Justice Taney in his opinion in that cause celebre: “Thewords ‘people of the United States’ and ‘citizens’ aresynonymous terms and mean the same thing; they describe the political body who, according to our republican institutions, form the sovereignty and hold thepower, and conduct the government through their representatives. They are what we familiarly call thesovereign people, and every citizen is one of this people,and a constituent member of this sovereignty.”

Judge Taney, however, had ruled that Dred Scott, because of race and color, was less than a human being.Judge Waite ruled that women, because of sex, were less than human. The indignation caused by Susan’s trial and the ultimate verdict was terrific, and from allover the United States people sent her sums of moneyfrom a few pennies to hundreds of dollars to enableher to pay the costs. She received more than enough,the residue, needless to say, being turned into the treasury of the National Woman Suffrage Association tobegin the fight for a sixteenth amendment for womansuffrage. Not for years, however, did the women succeed in persuading any member of Congress to introduce their bill. As one of her firmest friends in Congress, Hon. A. G. Riddle, wrote Susan in 1874, it wasa question of “the never-seen, ever-felt law of castewhich has always walled women around, and which fewhave the courage to step over.” The politicians wouldnever in a hundred years take the question up. “TheRepublicans want no new issues or disturbing elements.The Democrats are certain that the Republicans areabout to dissolve; and they want to hold on as they are.Both think this thing may, perhaps will, come, but nowis not the time; and with both there never will a ‘now’.”Garrison, Wendell Phillips, Benjamin F. Butler andother friends whom Susan consulted agreed with thisview, but in 1876 she thought she might introduce anentering wedge in the shape of petitions for the amendment, and having secured in twenty-six States over10,000 names, Susan, in another piece of militancy, wentto the Capitol and with several aides boldly walkedinto the Representative Chamber and handed the petitions to Congressmen of those States. The History ofWoman Suffrage says that Susan, “on finding herselfsuddenly whisked into those sacred enclosures, amid acrowd of stalwart men, spittoons and scrap baskets,”made a laughing apology to her friend and champion, Representative Hoar, to which he responded: “I hopeyet to see you on this floor, in your own right, and inbusiness hours, too.” The women also invaded theSenate, where they were treated with great courtesy.Their petitions, however, were treated as a colossaljoke, and in the Senate were referred to the Committee on Public Lands. In both Houses they were atleast read, which was all the women hoped for.

Susan’s trial, and the decision of the United States Supreme Court that the Constitution bestows the balloton no citizen, marks the climax of the woman movement in the Nineteenth Century. In the quarter ofa century since 1848 it had advanced with spectacularswiftness, on the crest of a great wave of idealism whichafter the Civil War receded and sullenly died. Outof the wreck of war a new United States emerged, inall material ways more splendid than the old, but spiritually and intellectually distinctly inferior. The ageof big business began, ruthless competition without theslightest regard to decent standards of ethics; exploitation of immigrant labor; barefaced buying and sellingof legislative measures; plundering of the common domain, especially in railroad building and public works.The production of rich literature, American in character, almost ceased. People seemed to have lost interestin ideas and to have thought only for wealth and thedisplay of wealth. After a great conflict, with destruction on a large scale of property as well as life, thisalways happens, just as a glorious forest, destroyed byfire, is replaced for a time by a jungle of worthlessand unsightly vines and brush. It is nature’s way ofrecovering breath.

Had the woman movement attained a little more momentum by 1865, when all idealism suffered a fatalslump, there is every reason to believe that universalsuffrage would have been attained, with what resultswe can, of course, only conjecture. It may be arguedthat the women of that period were ill-fitted to vote,but they were presumably as well fitted as the menwho received the franchise at the close of the Revolutionary War, and in 1865, and later they were a thousand times better fitted than the immigrants who, fromthe 1870's on began to pour into the United States untiltheir number reached the appalling figure of one million a year. These ignorant peasants from the slumsand ghettos of Europe, the fields where they plowed andreaped with tools as primitive as ancient Egypt, wereseized upon by the political rings in all our cities, naturalized before many of them could speak the Englishlanguage or remotely comprehended American ideals,and voted like sheep in municipal and State elections.Had women, at the close of the Civil War, been giventhe ballot one result at least would have followed, theAmerican vote would have held its own against thoseuntaught aliens, and we should have avoided some ofthe reeking scandal and debauch of municipal politicswhich has lowered us in the eyes of every intelligentEuropean observer, and in our own self-respect.

The woman movement halted, but in the economic expansion of the United States, the growth of business,the increase of machinery, opportunities of women inwage earning doubled and trebled. In the Civil Wardearth of man-power drew them into Government employment, and the vast army of women civil servantsappeared, never to lose their hold. The telegraph companies also began to employ women. When the telephone came into use a very short experiment revealed that only women were fitted for operators in centralexchanges. The typewriter also proved a woman’s machine. In the trades, in shops and department stores,in a hundred avenues of trade a demand for womenworkers increasingly appeared. At first the tendencyof women to leave domestic for professional work wasoverlooked by economists, or when noticed was regarded as a disturbing, but temporary manifestation.

Susan B. Anthony believed no such superficial nonsense. From her early womanhood she had perceived that men, even with the best intentions, were powerlessto protect women whom the laws did not protect. Sheearly perceived that wage earning outside the home wasa necessity for the family as well as for individualwomen, and that no theories of economists could alterthat fact. It was a habit of hers to read the want advertisements in the New York Herald, observing thatmore than half of them came from women. She oftenwent out in the early morning to watch the stream ofwomen and girls, careworn, scantily clad, their poorlunch boxes under their arms, going to work, alwaysfor wages half or less than those paid to men. In theopening of women’s colleges, schools of arts and crafts,and even the few trade classes then in existence, she sawthat the subsistence problem underlay the whole question of women’s status, and that no edict of professorsor fulminations from the pulpit could stay the steadyadvance of women into wealth producing. This advance she divined as an absolute guarantee of women’spolitical freedom, as it had been in the case of men. Itwas necessary to hasten the day of women’s enfranchisement, for the ballot would put an end to arbitrary inequalities of wages and opportunities. She saw how, in history, the extension of the franchise, from nobles tocommons, from merchants and traders to craftsmen andlaborers, had weakened the barriers of caste, and to agreat extent overthrown them. The extension of theballot to women would break down the strongest castebarrier of all, that of sex. The delusion of grandeuron the part of men, the delusion of inferiority on thepart of women, would gradually disappear, and withthese many other delusions that held back the higherevolution of society.

Susan had allied herself with the woman’s rights movement at thirty-three, believing that through theballot women could obtain specific reforms, such astemperance and the right to function in other reformsof special interest to the home. At fifty-three womansuffrage was to her no mere means to moral reforms,no highway to class justice. It had grown into an entire social philosophy. Against the economists, againstthe Constitutional law of the land, as interpreted by aSupreme Court decision, against two powerful political parties, against the mass mind of a whole people,she set herself to imparting that social philosophy. Tochange the mind of a nation was more than a life-timetask, yet Susan undertook it with a confidence that noamount of ridicule, abuse, contumely, falsehood, noteven the branding of herself as a criminal could haltfor a single hour. She knew she could do it. Strangely,even her enemies unwillingly believed it. She had become a personage, a power, by some looked up to as aprophet, by others, opposed to the changes she propounded, a public menace. An opinion editorially expressed in the St. Louis Globe-Democrat in the early ’7o’s reflects the general impression she created everywhere :

Miss Anthony is one of the most remarkable women of the Nineteenth Century—remarkable for the purity of her life, the earnestness with which she promulgates her peculiar views, and the indomitable courage with which she bears defeat and misfortune. No longer in the bloom of youth—if she ever had any bloom—hard-featured, guileless, cold as an icicle, fluent and philosophical, shewields today tenfold more influence than all the beautiful andbrilliant female lecturers that ever flaunted upon the platform aspreachers of social impossibilities.”

“Cold as an icicle,” however, describes Susan about as accurately as it does Savonarola, Galileo or Francisof Assisi. No woman, no man ever deliberately chosea life of poverty, chastity and obedience to an idealunless he was the reverse of cold. The passionatenature alone dares to seek truth, and only those inwhom the blood runs hot and strong ever deem itworth while to preach the truth to unbelievers.


PART III










"There have been others also, just as true and devoted to the cause—I wish I could name every one—but with such womenconsecrating their lives, failure is impossible.

Susan B. Anthony’s last public speech, at the celebration in Washington of her 86th birthday,February 15, 1906.
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CHAPTER XXI

BEECHER, TILTON AND SOCIAL PURITY

One encounter with Susan was enough for Victoria Woodhull, and as soon as she realized the impossibilityof using the woman suffrage movement for her mysterious ends, she turned to her most ambitious project, thedestruction of the Beecher family. Not that Victoriacan rightly claim the credit, or the discredit, of revealing the Beecher-Tilton secret to the world, for itwould have exploded in time without her intervention.For nearly four years the nauseating thing had rottedand crawled beneath the surface of the hymn-singing,tear-shedding, sermon-shouting smug religiosity whichgave Brooklyn its proud title of the City of Churches.Poor Lib Tilton’s story was already known to a scoreof Brooklyn’s social and religious leaders, for afterSusan had gone off on another of her interminable lecture tours, Lib sobbed it out to her mother, Mrs. Nathan B. Morse, which at this present would be equivalent to confiding it to a microphone or to a rural partyline telephone. Not that Mrs. Morse broadcast it indiscriminately—it was too good for that. She used itprincipally to browbeat and blackmail Theodore Tilton, and to poison the mind against him of Henry C.Bowen, founder and principal bond holder of Plymouth Church, owner of the Independent and theBrooklyn Union, and Theodore’s employer. Bowen,although as pious as any other good Brooklynite, washand in glove with political corruptionists and was getting richer than ever at it. According to Paxton Hibben, Beecher’s most complete biographer, Bowen’s particular crony was Grant’s friend, Thomas Murphy,Collector of the Port of New York, and Bowen sharedwith him the rich graft of the “general order business”of the Custom House.

Bowen had his own grudge against Henry Ward Beecher, a black one enough, if we believe the story ofhis first wife’s deathbed confession. Like TheodoreTilton, Bowen had decided that it was good policy andgood business religion to lock the door on his skeleton.But there sat those two men together in the office of theIndependent, often seeing Beecher, oftener speakingof him, and finally the two began to unload in confidence the burden of their common hate. As usual theyended by hating each other. Tilton probably thoughtthat had Bowen accused Beecher in time the tragedyof little Lib would have been forestalled. Bowenthought that he now owned Tilton, body and soul, andcould force him to back up in the columns of the Independent the grafting politicians who were contributingso importantly to his income. At this Tilton balked.Then came Mrs. Morse, accusing Tilton of brutallyabusing his wife, of consorting with “free lovers” likeVictoria Woodhull, Mrs. Stanton and Susan B. Anthony, which gave Bowen exactly the excuse he waslooking for to break his five years’ contract with Tilton.Thrown out of a job which paid him extremely wellin honors as well as money, Theodore’s mind became abreeding ground for revenge. Especially when Bowen,with Beecher’s assent, had Tilton expelled from Plymouth Church, which he had not entered since the nightof his wife’s confession in 1869.

Another agent of Mrs. Morse, Bessie Turner, a maid in the Tilton household, slipped the story of Theodore’salleged infidelities, and the only too true story of hisfrequent ill-tempers, to Mrs. Beecher. Infuriated,Theodore himself started in to talk, and to write thatseries of letters which figured so fragrantly in the trialin 1873. From the evidence in a case triple plated withperjury, the relations between Beecher and Mrs. Tiltonlasted about a year and a half. Then after Beechertired of his supine victim she sat alone in mingled remorse and hope, praying God to forgive her sin—andsend her elderly lover back to her. He never came, butshe saw him, spoke to him sometimes, in Sunday-schooland in her club for poor mothers, and every Sundaymorning and evening she sat under the spell of thatsixty-year-old Lothario, hearing him preach love, love,and more love, imagining that he was talking over theheads of his congregation to her. It is the marvel ofthe ages on what an attenuated diet a starved sex lovecan exist, especially during that emotional secondblooming that afflicts nearly every life. No, theBeecher-Tilton scandal could never have been kept asecret, but just the same it was Victoria Woodhull’sbrief association with the National Woman SuffrageAssociation that fired the spark. Like a certain bullet-shot at Sarajevo.

What Victoria learned from Elizabeth Cady Stanton she supplemented with details from Theodore Tiltonhimself. Just what his relations were with the ladybrokeress can not be known. In Paxton’s “Beecher”he is represented as trying to keep her from reprisalsagainst Henry Ward and Catherine Beecher, whohabitually alluded to Woodhull and Claflin as “the twoprostitutes.” He certainly visited her, and he prostituted his own pen by writing a “whitewashing” biography of her, full of extravagant and utterly insincereflattery. Whatever their relations, they were abruptlysevered when Theodore hotly resented her scandalousimputations against Susan B. Anthony, and refused tosupport her preposterous candidacy for President. SoVictoria, partly to get even with Theodore and with thesuffragists, and partly to stab the whole Beecher familyto death, told the Beecher-Tilton story, with embroidery, on a Boston lecture platform and published it infull in Woodhull and Claflin"s Weekly. The sensationit created was without any parallel before or since.Within a few hours of publication that issue of theWeekly was not only sold out, but used copies werebeing resold for as high as forty dollars apiece. Almostat once the sisters were arrested for sending obscenereading matter through the United States mail, but inline with the hypocrisy of the times, the warrant wassworn out, not for what had been published aboutBeecher, but for a libel on another man inserted forgood measure in the Beecher story. George FrancisTrain, bobbing up again, in Victoria’s defense, ofcourse, published selected stories from the Bible whichhe truly declared were more obscene than anything shehad written, and he also was arrested. All three weresent to the Tombs, but after languishing there for sixmonths, during which time no suits were broughtagainst them by the pastor of Plymouth Church, theWoodhull-Claflin indictments were dismissed. General Benjamin F. Tracy, United States District Attorney, and a pillar of Beecher’s Church, saw to thatlittle matter.

Up to this time neither Susan nor Mrs. Stanton (after her one lapse of discretion) had breathed a word ofwhat they knew. Susan often visited the Tilton home,doing what she could to heal the increasing estrangement between husband and wife. But now IsabellaHooker rushed to them for sympathy and help.Henry’s feeble denials, or rather his shallow evasions,were guilt-clothed in Isabella’s eyes, and very naturallyall three women took up the defense of Mrs. Tilton.In a letter to Isabella Susan wrote:

“For a cultivated man at whose feet the whole world of men as well as of women sits in love and reverence, whose moral, intellectual,social resources are without limit—for such a man, so blest, so overflowing with soul-food—for him to ask or accept the body of oneor a dozen of his reverent and revering devotees—I tell you he isthe sinner."

Isabella’s solution of the whole trouble, and in this Susan earnestly agreed, was for Henry to come outin open confession before his assembled congregation.Or to let her confess for him by reading from the pulpitof Plymouth Church his own written statement of thecase. She knew perfectly well with what drama, whatGreek tragedy draperies he would be able to clothesuch a story, and with what tears of love and forgiveness it would be received. Henry himself would spouttears like a geyser, and the end would be an old-fashioned love-feast of hymns, prayers, sobs, handclasps andkisses. A few might leave the church, but for everyone who left a score would come in. But Henry WardBeecher had no bowels for such a test of his own power.It seemed safer to let the clerk of Plymouth Church,“Tearful Tommy” Shearman, jackal of Jim Fisk andJay Gould, the New York Times called him, assurethe press that Tilton’s mind had long been unhinged,and that Mrs. Tilton was an hysterical woman, subjectto “mediumistic fits.” Safer also to let a whole crew ofunscrupulous lawyers and politicians, together with hislecture manager, his publishers and others whose social and financial fortunes were bound up with hisown, to lie and counter-attack him out of the mess.

General Tracy cynically told Theodore that he was beaten before he began to fight, because no man wouldever forgive him for condoning his wife’s infidelity, andin the 1870’s this was probably true. But Lib wouldhave forgiven anything the scandal mongers raked upagainst him, and she never would have left him for theBeecher camp had he only shown himself compassionate to her. But that too, perhaps, was impossible in the’70’s. So, even after Beecher, and his friends, hadthrown on her the onus of being an unsuccessful tempterof a great man’s virtue, she suddenly left her husband,her home and her children, to take her stand in defense of the man she always called “my pastor.” It wasafter this, after the famous “investigation” made byPlymouth congregation, in which, by a miracle of casuistry, Beecher was found innocent but Lib Tilton guilty,that Elizabeth Cady Stanton wrote for the ChicagoTribune a series of articles on the case which, as examples of interpretive reporting, must ever be admired.Of Mrs. Tilton she wrote:

“Bewildered, racked, tormented, tempest-tossed in the midst of misery and wretchedness, in her last act on leaving home, and in herstatement before the Committee, a touch of grand womanhood isrevealed, after all; in the face of law, gospel, conventionalism, readyto leave her home forever, she says: ‘Theodore the end has come; I will never take another step by your side.’ And to her brother, in announcing her decision, she said: ‘I have always been treated as a nonentity—a plaything—to be used or let alone at will; but it has always seemed to me that I was a party not a little concerned.’

“Thus leaving her husband, children, home, she went forth to vindicate the man she loved. . . . With what withering cruelty, then,his words must have fallen on her heart: ‘She thrust her affectionson me, unsought—’ though a mutual confession of love is revealedin the course of the investigation, and recognized in the verdict. . .
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She scored Beecher unmercifully for calling the suffragists who foregathered in the Tilton home “human hyenas,” “free lovers,” and other pleasant names, andrepresenting his sister Isabella as weak-minded and insane. Was it their fault that the suffragists had discovered the truth and was it to their discredit that they hadseen through his hypocrisies? No, declared Elizabeth,the discredit lay elsewhere, and she proceeded to tellwhere.

“You ask if it is possible for Mr. Beecher to maintain his position in the face of the facts. His position will be maintained for him,as he is the soul and center of three powerful religious rings, as hetells you himself in his statement; (i) Plymouth Church; (2) TheChristian Union; (3) ‘The Life of Christ.’ The church propertyis not taxed, its bonds in the hands of the wealthy members of thatorganization are valuable, and the bondholders, alive to their financialinterests, stand around Mr. Beecher, a faithful, protective band, notloving truth and justice less, but their own pockets more. They areshrewd enough to know that in Mr. Beecher’s downfall their bondsmust be of little value.

“Next, the Christian Union. . . . Another circle of suffering stockholders would be brought to grief.

“As to ‘The Life of Christ,’ in the words of one of the fold, that would indeed be blown ‘higher than a kite’ were the author provedan unworthy shepherd. I have heard that he was paid $20,000 forthat work before he put pen to paper. Then he ground out onevolume which the English market refused to touch until the secondwas forthcoming; and thus the whole investment hangs by the eyelidsuntil Mr. Beecher is whitewashed and sees fit to finish his work. . . .Under such circumstances justice for Mr. Beecher is impossible. . . .They who try to see Theodore Tilton vindicated do but maintain theclaims of common justice for those who have not the money to buy it.”

It did Elizabeth Cady Stanton a world of good to unburden herself thus in the public prints. Particularly as she lived to see her version of the case acceptedby practically the whole community, and her prophecyof the outcome, as far as Beecher was concerned, fulfilled. He alone, the chief culprit, outrode the storm.Theodore Tilton went to France, a life-exile. Elizabeth Tilton, dropped from membership in PlymouthChurch, tried a little school, then did seamstress work,and finally died in the home of one of her daughters.But all this came later.

Susan’s temperament, unlike Mrs. Stanton’s, demanded no expression in the Beecher-Tilton affair. It became known at the beginning that she had been LibTilton’s first confidant, and in every newspaper office inNew York, and in every city and town where she appeared, reporters were detailed to “interview Susan B.Anthony. Get the story out of her. Make her talk.”She never left her hotel, never took a train or descended from one, never went to or from a lecture hall,never showed herself in public anywhere, without atrain of reporters, detectives, sleuths from the law offices of both sides trailing her. Her conversations werelistened to by eavesdroppers, her mail was tamperedwith, her friends were approached with bribes, sheherself was offered fabulous sums to write what sheknew. Letters and telegrams from strangers, as wellas from lawyers in the case, suggested to her that herown character would suffer unless she told. Theymight as well have tried to interview the Great Sphinx.She was not even flattered when the newspapers saidthat her slightest word in the matter would be moreconvincing than a volume of testimony from any oneelse. “Miss Anthony,” said the New York Sun, “is alady whose word will everywhere be believed by thosewho know anything of her character.” And JohnHooker, Isabella’s husband, voiced the general opinionwhen he wrote: “A more truthful person does notlive.”

And so, because every one knew that Susan B. Anthony could not lie, neither side, when Tilton finally sued Henry Ward Beecher for alienation of his wife’saffections, dared call her to the witness stand.

The only thing Susan did, as a result of the miserable affair, was to go across the country in 1875 with a newlecture, one on “Social Purity.” Perhaps the publicthought she was at last prepared to tell something, forthe lecture was an immense success financially. Thefirst time she gave it in Chicago, the crowd seeking admission to the Grand Opera House was so great thatshe could not get inside, except through the engineroom at the back of the building. Her lecture manager, Mr. Slayton, and even Elizabeth Cady Stanton,told her that that lecture would finish her career inChicago, but on the contrary she was invited the nextwinter to come back and repeat it. So throughout thecountry, although a large section of the churches berated her, most of the high social lights in each community pointedly staying away, the Social Purityspeech attracted throngs, especially of women. Thepress condemned her for giving it even when they admitted its strength, its delicacy of expression, and itstimeliness. For, as one paper said: “Spinsters are presumed to be wholly innocent of the necessary information—are supposed, in truth, to be too pure-minded tocontemplate vice in its most repulsive shape, not to sayanalyze it and dwell oratorically before the world onits nauseous details.”

Considering that every metropolitan newspaper had carried the Beecher-Tilton story for two years on thefront page, and every small town and country paperhad featured it, a spinster to remain wholly ignorant ofsuch matters would not only have had to be extraordinarily “pure-minded,” she would have had to be illiterate. Still the great taboo lingered, and Susan’s boldness in addressing mixed audiences on a subject of suchvital importance to every home in the world was anadded excuse for conservative men to urge on theirwives that Woman’s Place was in the Home, a phrasewhich at that time was coming into its first popularity.

The Social Purity speech and “Bread and the Ballot,” Susan’s favorite lecture, proved so profitable during the next seasons that on May 1, 1876, Susan was able to write in her diary: “The day of jubilee hascome. I have paid the last dollar of the Revolutiondebt!” Six years to a month since she had taken on hershoulders the burden of a $10,000 obligation, and nowshe was free. All over the country the press, even thatmajority section which had fought her ideas, had toadmit that in an age of graft and corruption, public andprivate, this feat of a woman was a reproach to theaverage business man. Said the Buffalo Express:

“ ‘She has paid her debts like a man,’ says an exchange. Like a man? Not so. Not one man in a thousand but who would have‘squealed,’ ‘laid down,’ and settled at ten or twenty cents on thedollar.”

And the Rochester Post-Express:

“There are a good many men who would have hidden behind their wives’ petticoats for a much smaller sum than $10,000. . . .Yethere is an example, in a woman, who our laws say is not fit to exercisethe active and defensive principle of citizenship, that puts to shamethe lives of nine hundred and ninety-nine in every thousand men.”

It was the year of the Centennial, that first world’s fair in the United States, our first juvenile, flamboyantdemonstration of what we had done in a hundred yearsto deserve a place among first-class nations of the earth.Centennial stock was sold all over the country to payfor buildings, exhibits, management and entertainments, and women had subscribed to this at least $100,-000. Yet in none of the plans, in none of the publicentertainments of distinguished guests, nowhere on theprogram, in fact, was any woman included. It struckSusan that this was a crowning insult which Americanwomen could not afford to accept without a mightyprotest, and she and Mrs. Stanton and Matilda JoslynGage, in conference decided that they would, whetherinvited or no, take part in the great celebration ofJuly 4, in Independence Square. They first preparedan eloquent document expressive of the failure of government by consent of the governed as long as half thegoverned were in legal, political and economic subjection, and this they asked permission not to read, butmerely to present as part of the day’s proceedings. Thatpermission General Joseph R. Hawley, president of theCentennial Commission, brusquely refused. Whereupon the women most successfully presented it anyhow. With great effort five platform seats weresecured, Susan’s a press seat, as reporter for herbrother’s paper. President Grant being unable to attend, acting Vice-President Ferry represented the Government, and welcomed the gorgeous procession ofvisitors of State, the Emperor Dom Pedro of Braziland Crown Prince Oscar of Sweden heading the list.Following them came Count Rochambeau, descendantof the great French admiral who had fought with theAmericans in the Revolution, the Japanese commissioners, ambassadors and special envoys from England,Prussia, Austria, Spain, Russia, Turkey and othermonarchies. The women had agreed upon theirmoment, which followed directly after the reading ofthe Declaration of Independence by Richard HenryLee of Virginia, grandson of Light Horse Harry Leeof Revolutionary fame. As the applause died downand the band was about to strike up the BrazilianHymn, the five women rose from their seats at the backof the stage and walked down the aisle toward thepresiding officer’s throne. The “History of WomanSuffrage” describes what followed:

“The foreign guests, the military and civil officers who filled the space directly around the speaker’s stand, courteously made way whileMiss Anthony, in fitting words, presented the Declaration. Mr.Ferry’s face paled, as bowing low, with no words, he received it. . . .The ladies turned, scattering printed copies as they deliberately passedup the aisle and off the platform. On every side eager hands werestretched; men stood on seats and asked for them, while GeneralHawley, thus defied and beaten in his audacious denial to women ofthe right to present their Declaration, shouted, ‘Order, order!’

“Going out through the crowd, they made their way to a platform erected for the musicians in front of Independence Hall. Here onthis historic ground, under the shadow of Washington’s statue, backof them the old bell which had proclaimed ‘Liberty to all the landand all the inhabitants thereof,’ they took their places, and to a listening, applauding crowd, Miss Anthony read a copy of the Declarationjust presented to Mr. Ferry. It was warmly applauded at manypoints, and again scattering a number of printed copies, the delegation descended from the platform and hastened to the convention ofthe National Woman Suffrage Association.”

For of course there was a suffrage convention in Philadelphia along with the Centennial. The laws ofPennsylvania, even in 1876, forbidding a marriedwoman making a contract, Lucretia Mott, official headof the committee, could not rent the headquarters,which stood open all summer, but Susan, as a spinster,was allowed to do so. Tea, with speeches, was a dailyfunction, and a crowd of strangers, many from Europe,came every afternoon to meet and to listen to the womenwho had made the militant demonstration of July 4th.For it was Susan B. Anthony, and not her famousdisciple, Emmeline Pankhurst, who invented militantsuffragism. Susan was always militant, and she wouldhave kept the movement militant had it been possible.The only difference between her militancy and Mrs.Pankhurst’s was the attitude of the police, or rather ofthose who gave orders to the police in the two countries.If a police line had ever tried to stop Susan from presenting a petition to Congress, from entering politicalconventions, or pushing her question into any limelight,it would have had a fight on its hands. The womenwho came after Susan B. Anthony made the movement“ladylike,” eschewed all publicans and sinners, and relied entirely upon persuasive methods. With theirpolicy Susan had to be patient in her old age, but inyouth she would have scorned it. To a group of reformers who adopted prayer as one of their chiefweapons against vice Susan once said ironically:“Frederick Douglass used to tell me that when he wasa Maryland slave, and a good Methodist, he would gointo the farthest corner of the tobacco field and prayGod to bring him liberty; but God never answered hisprayers until he prayed with his heels.”


CHAPTER XXII

PLODDING ON

The disputed elections of 1876 brought the country a threat of civil war, but as soon as Rutherford B.Hayes was inducted into office things settled down toa respectability which, after the scandals of the Grantregime, people found grateful. There was little to talkabout, except the cold water dispensation which Mrs.Hayes introduced at state dinners, and which astonished the diplomatic corps almost as much as if she hadsubstituted spinach for the roti. Hayes abolished thespoils system, sacred since Andrew Jackson’s reign, andhis civil service reforms gave many more women positions in the departments. But although Mrs. Hayeswas a suffragist the President did nothing to further thesixteenth amendment in Congress. Susan labored withhim, of course, as she did with every President andevery presidential candidate from Lincoln to Roosevelt, getting little satisfaction from any of them. Yetwith each successive administration, the Arthur andCleveland reigns possibly excepted, she had the encouragement of visible concessions, a rapidly growingacceptance, at any rate, of the changing status ofwomen. And even Grover Cleveland signed the bill,hotly opposed in Congress, for the admission of Utah,with woman suffrage. Susan’s correspondence withGarfield, in 1880, illustrates very well the attitude ofevery President of the United States, since the Civil War, toward an extension of the franchise which they knew to be inevitable but which each man wanted tohand over to his successors. Soon after the conventionsin which Garfield became the Republican, Hancockthe Democratic nominee, Susan addressed a letter toeach candidate, asking if he as President would recommend to Congress the submission of the amendmentprohibiting the disfranchisement of United Statescitizens on account of sex.

“Neither platform,” she wrote, “makes any pledge to secure to the women of the several states a national guarantee of their rightto a voice in the government on the same terms with men—neitherplatform makes any pledge to secure political equality to women—hence we are waiting and hoping that one candidate or the other, orboth, will declare favorably, and thereby make it possible for women,with self-respect, to work for the success of one or both nominees.”

To this letter General Hancock vouchsafed no reply, but Garfield wrote a letter characteristic of his ratherweak will powers, so strangely in contrast with his intellectual gifts. General Garfield more or less threwhimself on Susan B. Anthony’s mercy in regard to hisactions independent of the Republican platform. Didshe not think it would be a violation of the trust reposedin him to “add to the present contest an issue whichthey have not authorized?” Personally, although opento the freest discussion, etc., he had not quite reachedthe conclusion that it would be best for women and forthe country. ... “I may reach it; but whatever timemay do to me, that fruit is not yet ripe on the tree. Iask you therefore, for the sake of your own question, doyou think it wise to pick my apples now?”

Susan’s reply to that letter was such a wise, yet merciless analysis of the rise and decline of the party of her own affiliation that it is rather a pity that so few Republican leaders have ever read it. She spoke of its birth in idealism and its retrograde movement after thedeath of Lincoln, not only for women but for the negrofreed, then deserted by his friends—

“until what we gained by the sword is lost by political surrenders. We need nothing but a Democratic administration to demonstrate toall Israel and the sun the fact, the sad fact, that all is lost by theRepublican Party. . . . The first and fatal mistake was in ceding toRhode Island the right to ‘abridge’ the suffrage to foreign born men;and to all the States to ‘deny’ it to women in direct violation of theprinciple of national supremacy. From that time, inch by inch, pointby point has been surrendered, until it is only in name that theRepublican Party is the party of national supremacy. Grant did notprotect the negro’s ballot in the presidential election of 1876—Hayescannot in 1880—nor will Garfield be able to do so in 1884—for thescepter has departed from Judah. . . .

“As for plucking the fruit before it is ripe! Allow me to remind you that very much fruit is never picked; some is nipped in the bud;some is worm-eaten and falls to the ground; some rots on the treesbefore it ripens; some, too slow in ripening, is bitten by the earlyfrosts of autumn; while some rare, ripe apples hang until frozenand worthless on the leafless boughs. Really, Mr. Garfield, if afterpassing through the war of the rebellion and sixteen years in Congress; if, after seeing and hearing and repeating that no class evergot justice and equality of chances from any government except thatit had the power—the ballot—to clutch them for itself; if after allyour opportunities for growth and development, you cannot yet seethe truth of the great principle of individual self-government; if youhave reached only the idea of class government, and that of the mosthateful and cruel form—bounded by sex—there must be some radicaldefect in the ethics of the party of which you are the chosen leader.”

What was Susan’s exasperation therefore when, after Garfield had written, not a satisfactory letter, but afrank one, and Hancock had not even given themthe courtesy of any reply at all, a number of suffragists, taking silence for consent, went out in the campaign to help Hancock’s election. Would Susan neverbe able to teach her followers political sense? Garfieldwas not yet a suffragist, but he was open to argument.In the last session of Congress he had been one of threewho reported in favor of a woman suffrage committeein the House. “Before I shall consent to put my nameto any document favoring either candidate, I must seein black and white, in the candidate’s own pen tracks,something to warrant such favoring.” This had theeffect of retiring all except a few Democratic womenfrom the campaign, and it established the policy of thesuffragists ever after—to lend no aid or comfort to anypolitical party not definitely pledged to their franchise.The regrettable result was that women lost interest,after 1880, in political questions which before that datemany had studied with real intelligence. Thus whenin 1920 they went to the polls, full voters, not oneAmerican woman in a thousand knew the policies ofeither party. The consequence has been a noticeableapathy in the women voters of the country, only nowbeginning to change for the better.

President Garfield died at the hands of a cowardly assassin before Susan could even try to bring himacross the narrow line which separated him from herconvictions. His successor, Chester A. Arthur, whosenomination as Vice-President had been deplored because of his shady political background, developed intoa dignified executive, but his type of mind offered nohope for the women. Hardly one of his administration officials could be called a liberal, and his sister,Mrs. McElroy, who presided over the White House,was a woman of old and very conservative traditions.

Susan’s one interview with the President was socially agreeable, but nothing more, the Washington correspondents writing frivolous letters telling how President Arthur had “squeezed Susan B. Anthony’s hand.”Susan, Mrs. Stanton and Matilda Joslyn Gage settleddown to finish the monumental “History of WomanSuffrage,” begun in 1877 as a 500-page pamphlet, extended into one large volume, then two and finallythree. They worked without knowing exactly howfunds were to be found for printing and distributingthe volumes, for no publisher regarded it as a commercial proposition, and only Fowler and Wells, publishers of phrenological and other pseudo-scientificbooks, would consider it at all. But early in 1882 amiracle happened. Susan received a letter from Wendell Phillips, telling her that by the will of Mrs. ElizaEddy, daughter of Francis Jackson, old abolitionist anddefender of woman’s rights, a small fortune was devised in equal parts to her and to Lucy Stone, to beused, absolutely at their discretion, for the advancementof woman suffrage. Susan’s share, Phillips informedher, would not be less than $25,000 to $28,000. Butsome time would have to elapse before she received the money, for while Mrs. Eddy’s three livingdaughters heartily approved the bequest, the husbandof a daughter who had died shortly before her mother,was prepared to contest the will. Benjamin F. Butlerhad been retained by the executors, and there was noquestion that the will would be upheld. Three yearspassed before the money actually became available, butSusan waited happily, knowing that now their preciouswork, the History, was certain to be published. Itnever occurred to her for a moment that a single pennyof the money could be spent to give her, even in herwork, an hour’s ease, and when, after long litigation,the money was paid into her account, she spent it allon the book, buying out the interests of Mrs. Stantonand Mrs. Gage, and even that of Fowler and Wells.This she did that she might feel at complete libertyto use the History as a means of education, not only inthe United States but all over the world. Copies of thefirst three volumes and the last two written by Susanand Ida Husted Harper, were placed at Susan’s expense in more than one thousand libraries in this country and Europe; in the British Museum, in OxfordUniversity, the Bibliotheque Nationale, Paris, in university libraries in Dublin, Edinburgh, Berlin, Helsingfors, Toronto and Melbourne. Members of Congressional committees in charge of woman suffragebills, statesmen in the United States and England received copies. Wherever Susan thought that extraordinary record of woman’s progress in forty yearsfrom legal slavery to a status nearly equal to man’s,would help to change the minds of legislators or students of public affairs, she sent the History. There isno other, and in spite of prolixity, repetitions, and muchmaterial which time has rendered less valuable, theHistory will always remain an invaluable referencebook, the one accessible record of an astounding socialrevolution.

The writing of the History was a severe drain on Susan’s vitality, for while she could endure any hardships of action, indoor work at a desk was torture. Assoon as the second volume was in the hands of theprinters Mrs. Stanton went to England to visit herdaughter, Harriot Stanton Blatch, and a little later,in 1883, Susan, in her sixty-fourth year, took the firstvacation of her life and went to Europe. Her lecturetrips had been profitable of late years, there were noState campaigns in prospect, and several of the earlysuffrage leaders abroad had written her that theyneeded advice and encouragement. When the newspapers announced her sailing a perfect flood of letters,telegrams and gifts descended upon her, total strangerssending expensive dress materials, traveling bags andall the aids to comfort and convenience they thought awoman of her years might need. One New York mansent an anonymous gift of a hundred dollars to be spenttoward an India shawl, his unsigned note saying, “Idon’t believe in woman suffrage, but I do believe inSusan B. Anthony.” Susan bought the shawl, a redone, and a garnet velvet gown besides, delighting inher finery almost as she had those first good clothes inCanajoharie. But the aids to comfort for an oldwoman were in the nature of superfluities, for whatSusan, at sixty-three, accomplished on that vacationwould stagger the average man of fifty.

With her as traveling companion, interpreter and general courier, went Rachel Foster, daughter of J.Heron Foster, founder of the Pittsburgh Dispatch, andone of the modern college women newly come into thewoman movement. Together they wandered over theContinent, Susan out-walking, out-climbing, and oftenquite out-doing her vigorous young companion. Therewas no railway up Vesuvius in the early eighties, butSusan tramped it to the crater through lava and ashesankle deep, declaring the climb many times worthwhile. She climbed every old castle tower and donjonshe encountered, and walked miles through Naples,Rome, Pompeii, Paris and German cities. Italy fedher soul with beauty, but the poverty, the beggars, theenslaved peasant women, and especially the neglectedchildren filled her with rage and pain. Once in Rome,being driven to see great sights by a lady of ancientlineage, she had pointed out to her a closed and shuttered palace, one only of five which belonged to a noblefamily. Susan seemed to be making a mental calculation. Finally she said: “What an orphan asylum itwould make. I should think at least seven hundred ofthese little ragamuffins we have seen today could verycomfortably be put in there.”

In Germany she passed several rainy days writing letters and sending home newspapers which had interviewed her. All her letters were stamped with theusual slogans: “No just government can be formedwithout the consent of the governed,” or “Taxationwithout representation is tyranny.” These, in Bis-mark’s Empire, created a terrible sensation, and thewhole batch was returned to her hotel with the officialinscription: “Such sentiments cannot pass through thepost office in Germany.”

In France—does it seem strange?—Susan lingered longest over the tomb of Napoleon. “A very greatgenius,” she said. “Who knows but if he had lived inanother age he might not have been our champion?”A sentiment which would have enchanted Madame deStael!

The last six months were spent in England and Scotland, and there Susan was relieved of the self-reproach of having lived for three months a “purposeless life.”In England her progress was filled with homage fromwomen just entering on their own struggle. All theleaders entertained her, Mrs. Peter Taylor, LydiaBecker, Helen Taylor, stepdaughter of John StuartMill, Mrs. Jacob Bright, Frances Power Cobbe, JaneConden, Emily Faithful, Millicent Garrett Fawcett,Priscilla Bright McLaren, Laura Ormiston Chant,Eliza Sanderson, Florence Fenwick Miller, womenwhose names stand highest in the older suffrage movement. She went to hear Canon Wilberforce speak ontemperance, which he said had advanced only becausethe Lord had willed it, which made Susan smile, andalluded to women as “maiden aunts,” and “old grandmothers,” which caused her to laugh out loud. She satbehind the grill in the House of Commons and heardGladstone, who disappointed her, and she went to thetheater to see Sarah Bernhardt, who did not. But principally she thrilled at visiting the bleak home of theBronte sisters, and the cottage of Harriet Martineau.Before she left England she had laid the first plans foran international woman suffrage association, not possible of realization at the time, because English andScottish women were far apart in their ideas, and thetheory of universal suffrage for men or women hadtaken little root in Great Britain.

Back in Washington one of the correspondents wrote of her:

She is sixty-three, but looks just the same as twenty years ago. There is perhaps an extra wrinkle in her face, a little more silverin her hair, but her blue eyes are just as bright, her mouth as seriousand her step as active as when she was forty. She would attractattention in any crowd. She is of medium height and medium formbut her face is wonderfully intellectual, and she moves about likethe woman of purpose she is.”

Mrs. Stanton was growing very stout, her curls were white as snow, and she could no longer endure theburden of travel. Most of the old guard were invalidsor dead. But Susan was in her vigorous middle age.Some one asked her about that time how she managedto keep her energy, and she replied: “Being the leaderof an unpopular cause.” Toward Elizabeth she wasas cantankerously loving and impatient as ever. “It’sall nonsense her charging all her ills to her labors forsuffrage,” stormed Susan, “when she knows and I knowthat it is her work for women that has kept her youngand fresh and happy all these years.”

January 26, 1886, was a great day in Susan’s life, for then occurred the first vote ever taken in Congress onthe woman suffrage amendment. It was seriously debated for several hours, and Susan, sitting with fiftyother women in the galleries, was able to contrast itwith the first debates in Albany over the marriedwomen’s wages bill. There was not even a mention ofAdam’s rib or St. Paul’s admonitions to the earlychurches. But Susan knew that the road beyondstretched very far when President Eliot of Harvardand nearly two hundred New England men of prominence could send on such an occasion a remonstranceagainst freedom for women. Their petition, with twohundred names, was balanced by women’s petitionsrunning into the hundred thousands, but the vote inthe Senate stood sixteen to thirty-four against, all theaffirmative votes being Republican.

The uneventful eighties, uneventful except for increased immigration, many labor troubles, and the anarchist outbreak in Chicago, closed graciously for the suffragists, for it marked the union, after twenty yearsof discord and separation of the National and theAmerican Woman Suffrage Associations. The initiative came from the Boston group, largely at the insistence of Henry B. Blackwell—who always did admireSusan extravagantly—and Alice Stone Blackwell, hisdaughter. Lucy and Susan were appointed a committee to consider a satisfactory base of union, and as Lucyfelt unable to travel Susan saw her in Boston. Thesetwo with Alice Stone Blackwell and Rachel Foster,held several conferences, and in late December, 1887,Miss Blackwell wrote Susan giving her mother’s planfor union. It was just like Lucy, New England conservative to the last.

"Since many members of the National Society regard Mrs. Stone as the cause of the division, and many members of the American regard Mrs. Stanton and Miss Anthony as the cause of it, Mrs. Stonesuggests that it would greatly promote a harmonious union forthose three ladies to agree in advance that none of them would takethe presidency of the united association.”

Susan did not want the presidency for herself, but she was firmly set against displacing Elizabeth CadyStanton. Lucy urged politely that Mrs. Stanton wasadvanced in age and spent most of her time abroad,and that Susan—if the National Association insistedon electing either—would be more acceptable. Butat the final meeting of national delegates preliminaryto the first joint convention, Susan said, with deepemotion:

“Don’t vote for any human being but Mrs. Stanton. There are other reasons why I wish her elected, but I have these personal ones:when the division was made twenty years ago, it was because ourplatform was too broad, because Mrs. Stanton was too radical. . . .If we Nationals divide now, and Mrs. Stanton is deposed from thepresidency, we virtually degrade her. If you have any love for ourold association, which from the beginning has stood like a rock inregard to creeds and politics, demanding that every woman should beallowed to come on our platform to plead for her freedom . . . votefor Mrs. Stanton.

“The National always has allowed the utmost liberty. Anything and everything which stood in the way of progress was likely to getknocked off our platform. I want every one who claims to be aNational to continue to stand for this principle. We have come nowto another turning-point and, if it is necessary, I will fight forty yearsmore to make our platform free for the Christian to stand uponwhether she be a Catholic and counts her beads, or a Protestant ofthe straightest orthodox creed, just as I have fought for the rights ofthe infiels the last forty years. These are the principles I want youto maintain, that our platform may be kept as broad as the universe,that upon it may stand the representatives of all creeds and no creeds—Jew or Christian, Protestant or Catholic, Gentile, Mormon, paganor atheist.”

Although it was a bitter dose for the Boston group to swallow, unpalatable also for many of the Nationals,in the end all accepted it. Elizabeth Cady Stanton waselected President of the National American WomanSuffrage Association; Susan, Vice-President-at-large;Lucy Stone, chairman of the executive committee;Alice Stone Blackwell and Rachel Foster, now Mrs.Avery, corresponding and recording secretaries.

The union of the two societies, which never again was interrupted, came shortly after the fortieth anniversary of the first convention at Seneca Falls, anevent which Susan intended to make memorable forits own sake, and also by organizing at the congress ofthe International Council of Women, the InternationalSuffrage Alliance discussed in England in 1883. Few,who had taken part in that first woman’s rightsmeeting or in the second one in Rochester, forty years before, were left alive. Gentle Lucretia Mott had died, very old, in 1880; Martha C. Wright several years before that; Rhoda de Garmo, Amy Post, Samuel J.May, of the Rochester pioneers were gone. Gone alsowere Garrison, Phillips, Francis Jackson, BronsonAlcott, his much-enduring wife, and their famousdaughter Louisa, Lydia Mott, John G. Whittier,Emerson, Daniel Anthony and Lucy Read. Beecherhad died the year before, Theodore Tilton was a recluse in Paris. But Frederick Douglass wrote thathe would be there if he was alive. And Elizabeth CadyStanton wrote from England:

“We have jogged along pretty well for forty years or more. Perhaps mid the wreck of thrones and the undoing of so many friendships, sects, parties and families, you and I deserve some credit for stickingtogether through all adverse winds, and with so few ripples on thesurface. When I get back to America I intend to cling to you closerthan ever.”

And then after that, what did Elizabeth do, a few weeks before the convention, but write again and saythat she dreaded the ocean voyage too much and Susanwould have to carry on without her Susan was sofurious that she allowed a day and a night to pass without a reply, and then, as she writes in her journal: “Iwrote the most terrific letter to Mrs. Stanton; it willstart every white hair in her head.” It did, for tendays later Susan had a cable: “I am coming.” Of courseshe was coming, and her speech, Susan declared, wouldbe the event of the whole affair. When she arrivedElizabeth confessed that she had prepared no speech.Well, Susan simply shut her up in a room at the RiggsHouse, with a guard at the door, and would allow noone to see her until the speech was written. Elizabeth probably expected nothing less. So at last, after many years, Susan, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Julia WardHowe, Lucy Stone, Henry B. Blackwell, FrederickDouglass, Antoinette Brown Blackwell, IsabellaBeecher Hooker, all that were left of the narrowingcircle, stood together again in amity. There was areception at the White House with charming Mrs.Cleveland receiving, the President apparently impressed, teas and dinners and receptions in many Senatorial abodes; women from a dozen countries ofEurope; columns of praise in the newspapers—everything but votes for women. Forty years of work.Thirty years yet before the end.


CHAPTER XXIII

A HOME AT SEVENTY

The merger of the two suffrage associations really meant the absorption of the American by the National,for the vitality of the old Massachusetts organizationhad been running low for a number of years, and theyounger and more progressive members were glad toenlist under the supreme leadership of Susan B.Anthony. Among the “come-overs” were two womendestined to become internationally famous during theclosing decade of the Nineteenth Century, Rev. AnnaShaw and Carrie Chapman Catt. In 1890 they werein the very prime of life, rarely endowed mentally,and blest with those indefinable qualities called magnetism and charm. Susan recognized both as futureleaders, but it was to Anna Shaw that her affectionwent out, and it was Miss Shaw who thereafter becameher close friend and co-worker. From one point ofview it was a peculiar, not to say an incongruous association, Susan the radical, the utterly unconventional,the agnostic in religion; and Anna Shaw the roly-polylittle Methodist preacher, rather narrowly educated,rather inexperienced in life, brimming with harmlessegotism, loving applause, yet as unselfish as a saintwhere her ideals were concerned. In very little excepttheir selflessness were the two women alike. Susanloved her for that one quality, and she came to dependon her, as she had depended, so many years ago, onMrs. Stanton, for her ready and eloquent gift of speech. Just as she and Elizabeth used to collaborate perfectlyon the platform, so now Anna Shaw supplied a certainfluency, a suave and flowing, persuasive style, whichSusan lacked. Susan was never suave. She presenteda solid fact argument, dazzling and stimulating to themind, but sometimes over the heads of people wholistened only with their emotions.

To such audiences Anna Shaw made an irresistible appeal. She had a perfect pulpit manner, made peoplelaugh and cry in the best Beecher tradition, yet neverdescended to Talmage buffoonery. Had Anna Shawbeen a man the little country parishes she served wouldnever have held her long. Some rich Methodist summer visitor to Cape Cod would have heard her butonce before summoning her to a large city church, forher sermons inevitably held the attention even ofpeople to whom most sermons are deadly bores. Susanknew her United States, for in forty years of “ploddingon” she had visited the farthest corner of practicallyevery State and she knew, that taken as a whole, we area church going people. Hence the value of a suffrageworker like Anna Shaw. The moment she rose tospeak two thirds of the audience settled in their seatsexactly as they did in their cushioned pews of Sundays,knowing by instinct that they were going to hear theirown language spoken, knowing also that not one oftheir familiar fetishes would be assailed. Later therewas another reason why Susan liked to have AnnaShaw constantly with her. After seventy-five she suffered at times from a little nervous constriction of thethroat, the first symptom of which Miss Shaw instantlyrecognized, and was ready at once to intervene with aquestion, a flash of wit, a story, which gave Susan a chance to recover before the audience suspected that her voice had halted.
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Mrs. Catt, a younger woman, was—and is still, as every one knows, a remarkable speaker, but of the sameintellectual, unemotional type as Susan herself. Herfirst value to the movement was her genius for organization, her executive ability and her power of raisingmoney. Precisely the qualities Susan had possessed inthe 1850’s. Mrs. Catt developed into a fine presidingofficer, her handsome face and figure, her great dignity and her knowledge of parliamentary law combining to make her a perfect chairman. As President formany years of the International Woman Suffrage Alliance she was ideal.


With these two gifted women, and others, added to the National forces, the movement should have gainedgreat momentum during the last decade of the Nineteenth Century, and the fact that it did not was due tothe fact that the 1890’s were so torn with social andpolitical strife that the dominant political parties werecompletely occupied with keeping themselves intact.It was a time of crisis peculiarly American, one morestruggle toward self-direction. The ’8o’s had seenthe liquidation of Civil War reconstruction problems,but in 1890 began another struggle, between the wageearners and the farmers on the one hand and the holdersof vast wealth on the other. The labor troubles ofthe ’8o’s, culminating in the murderous anarchist riotsin Chicago, had spelled the doom of the badly ledKnights of Labor, who were succeeded by the orderlyand more powerful American Federation of Labor.But the principle of organization was stubbornly resisted by many large employers, and a bitter antagonism between labor and capital in the ’90’s, added to an evenmore bitter feeling between farmers and what theycall “Wall Street,” created a political situation whichleft the women helpless. The farmers of the MiddleWest, whose causes of discontent closely resembledthose which exist in 1928, had little in common withindustrial workers except a general sense of wrong, afeeling that they were not sharing in the nation’s unprecedented prosperity, and the only remedy whichoccurred to them was to unite with the workers and“wipe the two old parties off the face of the earth.”In general, the combine may be called the Populistmovement, though it attracted to it many radicals ofall political faiths, with William Jennings Bryan itsperfect flower, and his extemporaneous “cross of gold”speech, carefully rehearsed for two years, its perfectexpression. After the apotheosis of Bryan in the 1896Chicago Convention the Populist movement was moreor less swallowed up in the free coinage of silver mania,and like all our third party movements quickly disappeared. But for years after the Republicans and theDemocrats were too busy with questions of farm relief,with the tariff, finance, immigration and one or twoforeign complications to notice women.

Yet in “The Mauve Decade,” which looked a less felicitous color to workers and suffragists, the socialimportance of American women gained tremendously.Not only had the higher education of women becomea common-place, but in every State thousands eachyear left high school, college and university not fordomesticity but for skilled labor, business and theprofessions. The ’90’s also saw the rise of women’s clubs, organizations of wives, mothers and grandmothers, thirsting for the wider culture denied them in youth, and avid for social and civic activities. Thesettlement movement grew up, hundreds of smallerHull Houses absorbing college women who formerlywent into teaching or church work. In a word the’9o’s saw women in great numbers leaving “TheHome.” Few of their organizations at first touchedpolitics, and most clubs barred from their platformradical thinkers like Susan B. Anthony, CharlottePerkins Gilman and even Anna Shaw. But in 1892came the Columbian Exposition, and there for the firsttime all the women’s groups came together and discovered that they had a common goal, equality withmen. Even the Women’s Christian Temperance Unionand the Federation of Women’s Clubs embraced theidea that sooner or later they would have to becomepolitical.

This too was Susan B. Anthony’s work. The organizers of the 1892 exposition, but for her, would have repeated the mistake of the Centennial managementand left women entirely out of their plans. As earlyas 1889 Susan began quietly to agitate among friendsin Washington the question of women’s participationin the event. Knowing that the suffragists themselveswould get no recognition she worked with womenprominent in the social life of the capital. For manyyears her home, during winter months, had been theRiggs House, Mr. and Mrs. Spofford, its owners, keeping a suite for her use, counting it their contributionto the cause. The drawing-rooms were always at herdisposal, and the result of a series of small meetingsheld in the winter and spring of 1889, was a committee of women of which Susan was the director, although her name never appeared in any of its publicity. In'January, 1890, when the World’s Fair bill came beforethe House of Representatives, Susan’s committee presented her petition, signed by more than a hundred ofthe most prominent women in Washington, wives anddaughters of Cabinet officers, Justices of the SupremeCourt, Senators and Representatives, army and navymen of high rank, asking that women be placed on theNational Board of Managers. These women could notbe ignored, so the exclusively masculine board, whenappointed, was empowered to create a Board of LadyManagers, which, as the word lady suggests, was meantto be purely ornamental. One hundred and fifteenwomen were selected, with Mrs. Bertha HonorePalmer of Chicago as chairman, an error of judgment on the part of the men who intended to make theappointment complimentary. Mrs. Palmer not onlymade the women’s board a dynamic force in the management of the exposition but she organized a seriesof women’s congresses, a feature of such importancethat the proceedings in the printed report of the exposition filled six large volumes.

Having achieved her great object Susan stepped aside, refusing to accept any office for herself or anyof her coadjutors, and even declining to appear at official functions for fear of embarrassing Mrs. Palmer.But when in May, 1893, there convened in Chicago theWorld’s Congress of Representative Women, the firstin the world to assemble, it was discovered that themost conspicuous woman there was Susan B. Anthony.Twenty-seven countries, one hundred and twenty-sixorganizations, represented by five hundred and twenty-eight delegates from the United States, Canada, South America, Europe, Asia, Africa, Australia and NewZealand, took possession of the Art Palace for oneweek, holding seventeen or eighteen simultaneous sessions every day. Only ten thousand persons could enterthe building at a time; hundreds stood outside everyhour, patiently waiting to get in on one or anothermeeting. And of the 150,000 who passed the gates notone but who demanded to see and hear the womanwhose name was known—all unsuspected by Americans—the world over, Susan B. Anthony. She couldnot enter a room as a spectator without creating a sensation. The speaker, however distinguished, simplyhad to halt her discourse until the audience ceasedcheering and Susan was seated on the platform. Ondays when she was advertised to speak a squad of policehad to be sent to keep the corridors from a dangerousjam, and it required two stout policemen to get Susanthrough the crowds to the platform and afterward outof the building to her carriage. When she rose tospeak men and women climbed on their seats, threwhats and handkerchiefs into the air and cheered themselves hoarse before she could utter a word. Everyspeaker in departments of education, religion, philosophy, art and science, paid her tribute, and everymention of her name provoked long applause. Nowoman, not even a reigning queen, ever receivedgreater homage. It was as if the world suddenly wokeup to the fact that but for her women would not bethere at all. After fifty years of poverty, hard andgrudgingly requited labor, misrepresentation, abuse,vilification, Susan, as poor at seventy-three as she had been at thirty, the black silk gown she wore a gift, was lifted into the ranks of the immortals.

All that she would ever say of that extraordinary demonstration in her honor was: “It advanced thecause by twenty-five years.”

But it would not have been Susan B. Anthony if she had not made a few new enemies. Very early sheclashed with the evangelical churches on the subject ofSunday opening of the fair. Susan wanted it open allday Sunday, for, as she said to one particularly truculent clergyman: “If I had charge of a young man inChicago at this time, I would far rather have himsecurely locked up in the fair grounds all day Sundaythan let him roam the streets.”

“Would you allow him to go to the Wild West Show on Sunday?” asked the clergyman in horror.

“Of course I would,” said Susan placidly. “In my opinion he’d learn more from Buffalo Bill than fromlistening to an intolerant sermon.”

The delighted Col. Cody, on hearing this, sent Susan a box for one of his performances, asking her to bringsome of her suffrage friends. Not knowing that a boxheld only six persons Susan brought twelve, so twoboxes had to be given her. Buffalo Bill, opening theshow as usual by riding in under a spotlight on hissplendid horse, rode directly to Susan’s box, and reining his steed to his haunches, swept his hat to the saddlein a magnificent salute. Susan rose and bowed low,and for a moment these two typical Americans facedeach other to the wild applause of thousands.

Another memorable meeting in Chicago was between Susan and the great singer Nordica. At every social function given during the summer Susan had to appear, if only for half an hour, and no one would leave without speaking to her or touching her hand.At this affair Nordica asked the privilege of singingespecially for Susan, who knew nothing of music andpretended, like Grant, to distinguish the national hymnfrom the others only because people stood up. ButNordica’s singing moved Susan almost to tears. Afterward she put her arms around the beautiful artist andsaid: “Dear Nordica, I could die listening to yourvoice.” It was the sigh of a soul which had put awayeverything, even beauty, for the achievement of a singleobject in life.

To crown her happiness Colorado that year added a woman suffrage amendment to its State Constitution.

In the early autumn Susan went home for a brief rest, for in her seventy-fourth year Susan had actuallyachieved a home. After the death of Lucy ReadAnthony in 1880, Mary, the home-keeping daughter,rented the lower story of the modest brick house inRochester which Daniel had bought when he sold thefarm, and lived herself in the upstairs rooms. MaryAnthony now, after years of teaching in the publicschools, was ready to retire, and she begged Susan togo to housekeeping with her and henceforth direct thework of the National Woman Suffrage Associationfrom a home. Elizabeth Cady Stanton urged her todo it. “My advice to you, Susan,” she wrote, “is tokeep some spot you can call your own, where you canlive and die in peace, and be cremated in your ownoven if you desire.”

The idea appealed to Susan, but she hardly knew how she and Mary were going to afford to furnish andmaintain a whole house. Mary had saved money and invested it wisely, but, Susan argued, that was her sister’s money, and how was she to pay her share of theenterprise? All the money she earned by lecturing hadgone to pay the debts of the Revolution, and after thatto help the movement. She often wrecked her bankaccount to pay the expenses of women attending conventions, even buying sometimes the gowns they wore.Never in her life had she been paid a salary, or morethan part of her expenses during State campaigns. Herown “best” gowns, her bits of jewelry, the lace collarsshe loved so dearly, even her famous red silk shawl,always worn with everything, were birthday or Christmas gifts from rich friends. But Mary was determined, and so Susan came back to Rochester to thehouse which remained their own until both ended life.

To her wonder and astonishment she found that the Political Equality League of the town had solved allher difficulties by furnishing the house from garret tocellar, friends from all over the country contributing.Susan entered to find beautiful rugs on the floor, easychairs in living rooms and bedrooms, a study for herselfand one for Mary, tables piled with books and magazines, china, linen, silver, and gifts of great historicvalue. Mrs. Stanton sent the mahogany table on whichin 1848 she and Lucretia Mott, Martha C. Wright andMary McClintock, had written the call for the firstwoman’s rights meeting. Relatives had sent bits of oldfamily furniture, a chest of drawers, a dressing tableand mirror which had been part of Lucy Read’s wedding outfit more than eighty years before. Even thespinning wheel at which she had sung as a girl, stoodbeside the wide open fire in the living room. Mary’streasures and Susan’s, of pictures and photographs, old daguerreotypes and prints, preserved through a lifetime, hung on the walls. Pictures of Garrison, Phillips, Douglass, Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Margaret Fuller, Mary Wollstonecraft, Lydia Maria Child,Ernestine Rose. It was a complete home, though itssimplicity, and the sight of Susan and Mary cookingtheir own dinners, of Susan sweeping off the porch andwalks, or running to the corner late at night to postletters, would have amazed the European notables whopaid her such deference at Chicago.

The only trouble about a home presented to an old and honored leader by admiring disciples is that the old leader is rather expected henceforth to stay in it.Invariably as organizations grow large and prosperousthey tend to bureaucracy and officialism. Politics enterin, an intrigue here and there. The younger membersthink they ought to be advanced. New leaders want toexercise their leadership. Many of the new generationof suffragists thought it just as well that Mrs. Stantonhad grown so stout and elderly that traveling was nolonger possible. Her radicalism offended the churchmembers. Even Susan, although, of course, no convention was a success without her, often said such caustic and unexpected things. At a convention of the NewYork State Federation of Women’s Clubs in 1899 someone introduced a resolution against the seating of Senator-elect Brigham H. Roberts of Utah because he wasa Mormon. The President of the Federation wantedto keep the resolution from passing, so she asked Susanto say a word. Susan, according to some of the suffragists, might merely have said that Mr. Roberts hadno chance of being seated, which was a fact. But instead she told the women that she saw no reason for protesting against the seating in Congress of a Mormon who had violated the law of monogamy, when they hadnever yet raised a voice against Gentile men in Congress or any other high official body who were knownto be violators of that and many other laws for the protection of women and girls. Such things got into print,furnished material for sermons against suffrage. Thewomen never understood that what Susan wanted wasnot merely votes, but the wiping out of sex caste. Shehad no patience with what she called palliatives, butwhat small-town women called vital reforms. She andMrs. Stanton fully agreed, and Susan often said so, thatpetty reforms, special legislation restricting individualfreedom of habits, smoking, Sunday observance, etc.,was a dangerous thing. It would, the two womenpointed out, eventually lead to Government interference with personal liberty, and even to a system of espionage amounting to tyranny. How prophetic was theirvision is hardly necessary to remark.

Mrs. Stanton made her last appearance at a national convention in January, 1892. She received the ovation she deserved, after forty years of devoted service.In a noble speech she announced her retirement andasked that Susan be named her successor. She and LucyStone were made honorary Presidents of the NationalAmerican Woman Suffrage Association, and AnnaShaw Vice-President-at-large. For a number of yearsafterward Mrs. Stanton sent letters to be read from theplatform, and these finally resulted in open discontentin a considerable faction, because Elizabeth, insteadof growing conservative in her old age, as people, especially women, are expected to, tended more and moreto become a social rebel. Susan did not always agree with the ideas expressed in those controversial letters, but no matter how distasteful she knew they were tocertain groups she insisted that they be read and respectfully listened to. Nothing could swerve herloyalty to the woman who first of all in the world haddrawn other women together to battle for their humanrights, and nothing could ever swerve Elizabeth’sloyalty to her. To a woman who deliberately tried tomake trouble between the two by repeating to Mrs.Stanton something Susan, in a flash of temper, had said,Elizabeth wrote: “We have said worse things to eachother face to face than we ever said of each other outside. Nothing that Susan could do or say could breakmy friendship with her; and I know that nothing coulduproot her affection for me.”

As she grew very old Elizabeth Cady Stanton’s mind, so crystal clear on most subjects, became a little obsessed with one idea, the obstinacy of the church in refusing to advance with the times. She could not seethat the theological mind had taken any thought sincethe days when the bloomer costume was denounced asa direct violation of the laws of God. Susan thoughtthe church had advanced about as rapidly as other institutions, but, she said, “it is right that she should express her ideas, not mine.” She held to this even when,in 1895, the National Council of Women, with otherwomen’s organizations, celebrated Mrs. Stanton’seightieth birthday, and Elizabeth insisted on featuringin her address an attack on the church. At the convention of 1896 the famous Stanton “'Bible resolution”came near wrecking the suffrage association. For several years Mrs. Stanton and a committee of women ofher choice had been at work on a so-called “Woman’s Bible,” no revised version of the Scriptures, but merely a running commentary on chapter and verses of the oldand new Testaments relating to women. In 1896 theypublished their commentaries on the Pentateuch, butMrs. Stanton in no way sought to impose it on the suffragists. Several members of the executive board ofthe association, who, as Susan said, were unborn whenElizabeth began the fight for their freedom, were soincensed that they decided to put the association onrecord as against the publication. Not daring to consult Susan on the subject, they waited a favorablemoment and then sprang a resolution that a paragraphof condemnation should be incorporated in the reportof the recording secretary. For a moment Susan wastoo shocked to speak, then with the support of one ofher liberal associates, Clara Bewick Colby of Nebraska,she succeeded in tabling the resolution. The next dayit cropped up again in the report of the resolutionscommittee. Stirred to intense anger Susan left thechair and made a speech which almost amounted to herresignation as head of the association. She said:

“. . . When our platform becomes too narrow for people of all creeds and of no creeds, I myself cannot stand upon it. Many thingshave been said and done by our orthodox friends which I have feltto be extremely harmful to our cause; but I should no more consentto a resolution denouncing them than I shall consent to this. Whois to draw the line? Who can tell now whether these commentaries may not prove a great help to woman’s emancipation from oldsuperstitions which have barred the way? Lucretia Mott at firstthought Mrs. Stanton had injured the cause of all woman’s otherrights by insisting on the demand for suffrage, but she had senseenough not to bring in a resolution against it. In 1860 when Mrs.Stanton made a speech before the New York Legislature in favor ofa bill making drunkenness a ground for divorce, there was a general cry among the friends that she had killed the woman’s cause. . . . You had better not begin resolving against individual action or youwill find no limit. This year it is Mrs. Stanton; next year it may beI or one of yourselves, who will be the victim.”

And she uttered these prophetic words which might even now with advantage to women’s souls be inscribedon the walls of every one of their club houses:

“If we do not inspire in women a broad and catholic spirit, they will fail, when enfranchised, to constitute that power for better government which we have always claimed for them. Ten womeneducated into the practice of liberal principles would be a strongerforce than 10,000 organized on a platform of intolerance and bigotry.. . . This resolution adopted will be a vote of censure on a womanwho is without a peer in intellectual and statesmanlike ability; onewho has stood for half a century the acknowledged leader of progressive thought and demand in regard to all matters pertaining to theabsolute freedom of women.”

In agony of soul Susan sat for an hour listening to the women she trusted and leaned on speak against thewoman whom of all others she loved and revered.Anna Shaw, Carrie Chapman Catt, Rachel FosterAvery, Laura Clay, were all in favor of the resolution,as were Henry B. Blackwell and his daughter, AliceStone Blackwell. Mary Anthony, Charlotte PerkinsGilman, Lillie Devereux Blake, Clara B. Colby and afew others stood by Susan, but the resolution was carried nevertheless.

For a time Susan thought she must leave the association, and Mrs. Stanton urged that they both resign. Probably a considerable minority in the ranks hopedthey would. After three weeks of miserable days andsleepless nights Susan decided that she could not resign,she could not, as she wrote Elizabeth, “leave those half fledged chickens without any mother.” She saw the trend of the association into narrow and bigoted ways,and she determined, in the few years of life left to her,to turn them from it. Years ago she had thought hergreatest task was to change the minds of men. Nowshe saw that Mrs. Stanton was halfway right; theminds of women, enslaved by centuries of churchlydomination, were equally loath to relinquish their owntaboos.


CHAPTER XXIV

PALMS IN THE TWILIGHT

The last ten years of Susan B. Anthony’s life, though crowded with honors at home and abroad, were nother happiest, although she had the immense satisfaction of seeing two more States, Utah and Idaho, addwoman suffrage amendments to their constitutions. Shesaw in the altered tone of the press, the generous spacegiven to woman suffrage news, indications of thechanged mind of the community toward the question.Everywhere the leaven was working. Instead of coarseand sneering jests at the mention of women in politicallife men had begun to say, “Oh, it’s bound to come someday,” many of them no doubt, devoutly hoping that thething would happen after they were dead. Even in theanti-suffrage societies which sprang up among the reactionaries, men and women, Susan saw certain proof ofthe increasing conviction that it was “bound to comesome day.” But in the political parties suffrage madeno apparent advance. Year after year the sixteenthamendment was introduced in Congress, carelessly referred to committees and forgotten. Sometimes a committee granted a formal hearing, but nothing ever cameof it. Susan waited for that unknown political situation which she knew would ultimately develop andwould force the party in power to act. Ultimately itdid, though not in her lifetime. And the amendment,when passed, was not the sixteenth but the nineteenth.

By 1895 the number and importance of the women in the National American Woman Suffrage Associationhad increased until every State in the Union sent delegates to the annual conventions. Yet sometimes Susansighed for the older days when the numbers were fewerand the minds of the women less divided. To her thewhole object of the woman suffrage movement was sexequality, the wiping out of every arbitrary distinctionin law and custom, that women, as she phrased it, mightown and possess their own souls. To many of the newermembers of the association, recruited largely fromwomen’s clubs and the Women’s Christian TemperanceUnion, the object seemed to be to own and possess thesouls of the community. Susan had no objection totheir agitating as individuals for “moral” reforms,anti-cigarette laws, anti-racing, anti-gambling, Sundayclosing of baseball and amusement parks, but she objected strenuously to any such activities on the part ofsuffrage clubs or State associations. Even the prohibition movement, although Susan herself was a totalabstainer, got no support from her. She waged a constant war with her associates in defense of a rigid adherence to the one question of votes for women, and herindomitable will imposed it upon them as far as thenational work was concerned. On the eve of the 1896campaign in California she almost quarreled with herfriend Frances Willard before she forced a promisethat the W. C. T. U. should keep out of the fight, andshe was obliged to write to Elizabeth Cady Stantonan almost brutal refusal to allow any controversy withthe reactionary wing of the churches.

“. . . Especially in this California campaign, I shall no more thrust into the discussions the question of the Bible than the manufacturing of wine. What I want is for the men to vote ‘yes’ on the suffrage amendment, and I don’t ask whether they make wine onthe ranches or believe that Christ made it at the wedding feast.I have your grand addresses before Congress and enclose one innearly every letter I write. I have scattered all your ‘celebration’speeches that I had, but I shall not circulate your ‘Bible’ literaturea particle more than Frances Willard’s prohibition literature. Sodon’t tell Mrs. Colby or anybody else to load me down with Bible,social purity, temperance or any other arguments under the sun butjust those for woman’s right to have her opinion counted at theballot box. I have been pleading with Miss Willard for the pastthree months to withdraw her threatened W. C. T. U. invasion ofCalifornia this year, and at last she has done it. Now for heaven’ssake, don’t you propose a Bible invasion.”

Yet when Susan reached California she found that religion, social purity and especially prohibition, hadarrived before her and had so terrorized the voters thatthey saw in every petticoat a menace of a world toochilly and house-cleaned for masculine endurance. Thevery word Reverend, attached to Susan’s chief lieutenant, Anna Shaw, was dampening to the spirits of thelocal political leaders. It was Susan’s fixed policy toenter no State campaign unless the dominant party included a suffrage plank in its platform, and this yearnot only the Republicans but the Populists, the Socialist-Labor Party and the small Prohibition Party haddone this, the Democrats alone refusing. Practicallyevery important newspaper in the State was friendly,and the prospect seemed bright for success. Orderswere given all suffrage speakers to confine their remarks strictly to the amendment, and for the most partthey obeyed. But the Women’s Christian TemperanceUnion, although they kept the letter of Miss Willard’spromise to keep out of the campaign, broke it in spirit by advertising widely that as soon as the amendment carried their forces would descend on the State to educate the women to destroy the wine making and distillery industries. It was enough. The wine-growersorganized in defense of their business, the newspaperscooled perceptibly, and many of them, just before election, advised their readers to vote against woman suffrage. So the amendment was lost. The womenmourned loudly that the saloon had beaten them, butSusan told them plainly that their own political ignorance had beaten them. In deep exasperation she wroteto Frances Willard, who shortly afterward imploredher to join the W. C. T. U. crusade against “yellowjournalism,” and specifically against the Corbett-Fitz-Simmons prize fight which those papers were featuringon the front pages every day:

“Don’t you see, if women ever get the right to vote, it must be through the consent of not only the moral and decent men of thenation, but also through that of the other kind? Is it not perfectlyidiotic of us to be telling the latter class that the first thing we shalldo with our ballots will be to knock them out of their pet pleasuresand vices? If you still think it wise to keep on sticking pins intothe men you will have to go on doing it. I certainly shall not be oneof your helpers in that particular line of work.”

The “reformers” could not understand Susan. Some reminded her that she had once delivered a lecture onsocial purity, but she could not take their minds backto the days of the Beecher-Tilton trial, or make themsee that her lecture at that time was practically a defense of the suffrage organization. Some of the womenopenly expressed the wish that she would stay at homeand write the biography on which she and Ida HustedHarper had agreed to collaborate. “The bog,” as Susan irreverently called it, was undertaken as a promise to the association, but it moved slowly because Mrs. Harper, a trained and expert journalist, had the greatest difficulty in persuading Susan that it was to be thestory of her life rather than the life of every woman inthe movement, past and present. Susan could not bearto leave out a single name, even those of women whohad entertained her in their homes during all the yearsof her wanderings. Thus the writing could be doneonly when Susan was at home, and she was never athome very long at a time. She continued to travel, tolecture, to attend State and National conventions andto direct with a firm hand the affairs of the organization. She rarely missed a National Republican orDemocratic convention, and she invariably called onevery new President about as soon as he was installedin the White House. Always she was received as adistinguished guest—say a prince from some foreignland. President McKinley took her upstairs to see hisinvalid wife who afterward sent her a pair of the bedroom slippers she knitted interminably on her couch.Susan was past seventy years, but bedroom slippers werenot what she wanted from the White House.

Her hair was gleaming silver now, her strong face was lined and seamed, and behind her gold-rimmedspectacles the keen blue-gray eyes looked a little tired.But not until the summer of 1895 did she give theslightest sign of failing physical powers. It was inJuly, and although the weather was excessively hot, shereadily consented to go to a Chautauqua assembly atLakeside, Ohio, as a substitute for Anna Shaw who hadbeen taken ill at Cape Cod. She spoke with all herusual fire and fluency, but toward the close of her address she stopped abruptly, groped for her chair and fell into it unconscious. Because of her advanced agethe physicians pronounced her prolonged fainting spella grave symptom and all over the country telegraphicreports went out that Susan B. Anthony could not liveuntil morning. Obituary notices were hurriedly prepared, one large Chicago daily wiring its correspondentat Lakeside to send “5,000 words if living, no limit ifdead.” This message gave Susan a good laugh, evenin her impatience at having to remain in bed for several weeks under the care of hospital nurses. “If Ihad pinched myself right hard I needn’t have faintedat all,” she said defiantly.

Letters and telegrams by thousands poured in begging her to take at least a year’s rest, and many urged her to retire altogether from active life. Even Elizabeth Cady Stanton wrote: “Let me urge you with allthe strength I have, and all the love I bear you, to stayat home and rest.” At the time Elizabeth wrote in herjournal: “I knew at the time that it would be torturefor Susan to stay at home.” Susan did make the concession of refusing an offer from the Slayton Bureaufor a lecture tour that winter, and for the first time inher life she indulged in the extravagance of a stenographer to help her take care of her enormous correspondence.

She was well and strong again, but she felt vaguely that something had slipped away from her, a little ofher control over the affairs of the National Association.Her policy of holding the annual convention only inWashington was attacked, a majority of the executiveboard voting to carry it, on alternative years, to distantStates. Susan agreed with them that this would educate a wider public, and possibly bring more States into the suffrage ranks. But much as she desired to see new States added to the four in which women now voted, she adhered to her conviction that the ballot would never be given women by popular vote. In every State campaign since the Civil War more and more alien citizens, immigrant peasants considered better fitted than American women to govern the country, had piled up adverse votes against woman suffrage. Better, she thought, to bring to the capital once a year women from every State to force on Congress the fact that their women constituents were determined to press the amendment through. She was overruled, and she submitted, just as she submitted to being shielded from draughts, seated in cushioned easy chairs and being “spared” many of the details of business affairs. The women loved her, she knew, but why did they keep reminding her that she was, after all, seventy-five years old, and why, oh why, did they begin to allude to her, even in the newspapers, as “Aunt Susan?” She loathed the title, not because of its undue familiarity, but for its plain suggestion of superannuation. Still there is nothing you can do about such things when friends shower you with gifts at birthdays and Christmas, and finally on one birthday make you a present of an annuity which insures you against poverty for the rest of your days. Yes, at seventy-five, Susan B. Anthony who had lived on the uncertain returns of a wage earner since she was nineteen, now had an income. Eight hundred dollars a year, less than sixty-seven dollars a month, a little less than a primary school-teacher would consider a good beginning wage. To this the next year Rachel Foster Avery, out of her own purse, added enough to bring Susan’s income up to $100 a month. Not a fortune, but with the house, with what the thrifty sister Mary had saved and with the lectures Susan could give each year, it sufficed.
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In 1899 the third convocation of the International Council of Women was held in London, and Susan decided that with strict economy in the matter of dress,hotels and cabs, she could afford to go. Like Lindberghin Paris she innocently thought that she would be calledupon to pay all her own expenses. She did pay for hersteamer tickets and a modest room in an hotel, butfrom the hour she set foot on English soil she was sobeset with invitations, so swamped with hospitality,that she hardly ever during her entire stay ate a meal inprivate. Even more than at Chicago she found herselfthe heroine of the congress. She looked despairinglyat her small wardrobe and went shopping with MayWright Sewall, President of the American women’ssection, for a more modish black satin gown and apurple velvet evening cloak lined with white satin. Itwould be more sensible, she protested, to buy a plainblack cloak, but Mrs. Sewall was firm for the purplevelvet, and very regal Susan looked in it when she appeared at the first of a dozen great functions given bysociety to honor women from every quarter of the globe.At the opening session of the congress Susan spoke foran hour on “The Position of Women in the PoliticalLife of the United States,” giving a complete resumeof all that had been accomplished through organizationsince the passing of the first married women’s propertyact in 1848. That speech, a masterpiece of concisebrevity, of compressed facts and eloquent logic, established her, as all the newspapers agreed, as without question the colossal figure of the women’s convention. “At nearly eighty years of age,” said one paper, “hervoice has still the best carrying quality of any of thefine voices heard during the meetings. In these largehalls, filled with thousands of people, she has been ableto reach the farthest corners without apparent effort.”In every meeting, as in all the notable social gatherings,she was indeed the colossal figure. The London Timessaid: “Miss Anthony is being entertained by all thelords and ladies of the United Kingdom. She dineswith Lady Somerset, stops overnight with the Countessof Aberdeen, lunches next day with the Duchess ofSutherland, is received by the Queen, and threatensevery day to call on the Princess of Wales.”

The meeting between Susan B. Anthony, who demanded the fullest measure of freedom for all women, and Queen Victoria, who thought woman suffrage amost detestable heresy, was brought about by the Countess of Aberdeen, President of the International Council, and herself, at that time, not entirely converted tosuffrage. The Queen consented to entertain the mostdistinguished delegates at Windsor, at a breakfast overwhich Princess Christian presided. Afterward theguests were to be received in the Queen’s own drawing room, but age and infirmity made it impossible to speakto more than two, whom she herself named, Lady Aberdeen and Susan B. Anthony. When Victoria appeared,supported on the arms of two ladies in waiting, nearlysightless, worn with the labors of one of the longestreigns in history, Susan, only a year younger, but strongand upright as a forest pine, was affected almost totears. The Queen held out her hand to Lady Aberdeen,who sank on her knees to kiss it. Then the old hand and the wonderful smile went out to Susan. Totally ignorant of royal etiquette, but moved to her very heart,Susan grasped the Queen’s hand and murmured: “Oh,how do you do.” Afterward she said: “I know it wasall wrong, but the words just came out.”

Probably Queen Victoria was less disturbed by that breach of etiquette than the elderly owner of an ancienttitle whom Susan casually introduced to two abashednewspaper women, with the apologetic remark, “I amafraid I can’t remember your name.” The noble lorddid not furnish it.

In her high necked black satin and old lace collars and ruffles Susan was honor guest at the garden partygiven by the Lord Bishop of London at Fulham Palace, built by Henry VIII; at the tea given by Ambassador and Mrs. Choate at Carlton House Terrace; atthe magnificent reception given by the Countess ofAberdeen and the Countess of Warwick, and at thegreat banquet given by the Society of American Womenin London at the Hotel Cecil. She made speecheseverywhere, always without fatigue. Like a soldierSusan felt at her best in action.

After the congress she spent a month visiting old friends, the Jacob Brights, Mrs. Fenwick Miller, Margaret, Mary and Anna Priestman, sisters-in-law ofJohn Bright, Priscilla Bright McLaren, eighty-fouryears old, and Rebecca Moore, eighty, who years backhad been the English correspondent of the Revolution. She held conferences with the English suffragists,beginning to hope that the Government would within areasonable time bring in a reform bill which wouldinclude at least a limited number of women. Amongthose who attended those conferences was a friend of Harriot Stanton Blatch, the wife of a barrister in Manchester, Emmeline Pankhurst.

Home again in late August Susan permitted herself the luxury of a week in Geneva, New York, with Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Elizabeth Smith Miller, theinventor of the historic bloomer costume. Then shewent west on a lecture tour, for purple velvet eveningcloaks must be earned. During that journey Susanfought with a depression of spirits new to her and whichshe could hardly understand. “Oh, if I were onlythirty years younger,” she wrote. “The plans crowdupon me, and everywhere I see new opportunities forpushing this work, but I can’t rouse the women to takeadvantage of them. They are willing, but they don’tknow how.” Something, she realized sadly, had goneout of American life, the hard fiber of the pioneers.No women any more would work as she and the earlysuffragists had worked, although none of them werenow pointed out as eccentric or strong minded becausethey demanded woman’s rights. Was it perhaps because of this? Susan suspected that this might be true.The worst of unrestricted immigration was not that itfilled New England and the western prairies with alienfaces and strange tongues and lowered standards ofliving, but that it took the ax and the plow out ofnative hands, created caste, and made Americans richand soft.

Susan knew of no way of keeping the movement alive and virile except by shifting the responsibilityof it on the shoulders of those who were to outlive her,so in 1900, when she was eighty years old, she resignedas President of the National American Woman Suffrage Association. Although many had wanted her to retire, the resignation when it came threw even those who loved her least into a confusion of grief. Theysuffered a shock almost comparable to that in Englandwhen Victoria died. The oldest woman in the association could not remember a time when Susan’s dominantpersonality did not rule the conventions. It did notcomfort them to hear her say, “I am not retiring nowbecause I feel unable, mentally or physically, to dothe necessary work, but because I want to see the organization in the hands of those who are to have itsmanagement in the future. I want to see you all atwork while I am alive, so I can scold you if you donot do it well.”

For her own reasons she had chosen for her immediate successor, not her closest associate, Anna Shaw, but Carrie Chapman Catt. And when she took theyounger woman by the hand and led her forward, saying simply, “I present to you your new leader,” everyone in the great auditorium, even the hard-boiled menreporters at the press table, shed tears. Susan wouldcome again for a few years, but only as a guest. Thiswas her farewell to public life, her disappearance asone of the unique characters among American historymakers.

In 1902 Susan read to the convention Elizabeth Cady Stanton’s last annual message. In June she went toNew York and spent a week in the quiet apartment onCentral Park West where Elizabeth was living outher peaceful, busy old age. Hardly able to walk unassisted from one room to another, practically blindfrom cataracts over both eyes, she was still, with the aidof a secretary, writing newspaper and magazine articlesand reading all the important new books. She and Susan quarreled jestingly as of old, Elizabeth still insisting that the churches were women’s worst enemy and reproaching Susan for growing conservative in herold age. Thank heaven that was one disease of time shehad escaped. At the moment of parting, Susan held herhand for a long time, struggling to speak without tooevident emotion.

“Shall we meet again, do you think?”

“Oh, yes,” answered the game old heretic, “if not here, then in the hereafter, if there is one. And if thereisn’t we shan’t know it.”

Four months later she died, and all afternoon Susan sat tearless and mute, the telegram clasped in her hand.“I cannot talk,” she told newspaper men who came tothe house. “She would have found beautiful phrasesto describe our friendship, but I cannot put it intowords.”

At the austere funeral, without prayers or eulogies, with only children and grandchildren, a few closefriends and two women clergymen to say what theyliked just so they mentioned no theology, Susan satwith eyes fixed on Elizabeth’s face, white as the satinpillow on which she lay. Even in the noble calmnessof death, Susan thought, the lips wore a slightly amusedexpression. Life had always amused Elizabeth CadyStanton.

Susan went to Woodlawn and the grave, saw the friend she loved best in all the world laid in earth.When it was over she let her head sink on her breast,knowing suddenly that she was an old, old woman.


CHAPTER XXV

SOLDIER SLEEP

Three last things Susan was determined to accomplish before she died. She wanted to see woman suffrage established on an international basis, women in close organization the world over demanding theirpolitical freedom; she wanted to collect a permanentfund, $500,000 or more, the income to be used for national work; and she wanted the University ofRochester opened to women. This last, by comparisonwith the more ambitious projects may seem trivial, butit proved to be the most difficult of the three, for fewof the alumni, scattered all over the United States,favored the admission of women students, nor werethe trustees especially enthusiastic about it. ButRochester was Susan’s own city, and after working sinceher school-teaching days for coeducation, it woundedher pride to see the doors of the old institution closedto girls seeking collegiate training for positions in highschools, in the higher ranks of business and the professions. She formed a committee of Rochester womento help raise the required endowment, and in the end itwas secured. But it was that little piece of local workthat really cost Susan her life.

Her first task, after resigning the presidency of the National Association, was to complete and distributethe last two volumes of the “History of Woman Suffrage.” Before the end of 1901 it was done, and very successfully. Colleges and universities which a few years ago disdained such a work now accepted iteagerly. Harvard University, which had returned acomplimentary set of the first three volumes, as unworthy of a place in its library, now asked for the complete set, sending payment in advance. Literary criticsreviewed it as an important contribution to Americanhistory, and editorial writers commented interestedlyon Susan’s preface to the last volume.

Susan’s foreword to the last volume of the History may be regarded as her final message to the Americansuffragists, for it painstakingly explained why, in heropinion, the women’s vote must come to them throughan amendment to the Constitution, and not by State action. A change in the electorate so sweeping, she declared, could come only by the consent of one of thedominant parties. Never should it be sought from anythird parties, which, in our history emerge only to disappear. Third parties usually endorse woman suffrage,partly because they grasp at any straw, and partly because they rely on the idealism of women to help themin any reforms they happen at the moment to advance.Women must not be deceived. “Reformers,” once inoffice, could be depended upon no more than the mostconservative of the “regulars.” They, in time, wouldbe converted, but only when a peculiar political situation arose to make it expedient for the party in power.It was well to win in all the States possible, for eachone added to the strength of opinion in Congress. ButSusan reminded women that after fifteen State campaigns only two States, Colorado and Idaho, had votedfavorably on the amendment. Utah and Wyoming,for purely local reasons, had adopted woman suffrage in their territorial constitutions, and had kept it, on reaching statehood, by consent of Congress, not of theirvoters. Great reforms were never adopted by themasses, but always by intelligent minorities.

“If it had been necessary to have the consent of the majority of men in every State for women to enter the universities, to controltheir own property, to engage in the various professions and occupations, to speak from public platforms, and to form great organizations,in not one would they be enjoying these privileges today. It isvery probable that this would be equally true if they had dependedupon the opinions of a majority of the women themselves. They aremore conservative even than men, because of the narrowness andisolation of their lives, the subjection in which they have always beenheld, the severe punishment inflicted by society on those who darestep outside the prescribed sphere, and stronger than all perhaps, theirreligious tendencies through which it has been impressed upon themthat their subjected position was assigned by the Divine will.”

Every advance, she pointed out, had been won by small groups of women.

“Between three and four million women engaged in wage earning in occupations outside domestic service. Would this be possible if theyhad been obliged to have the duly recorded permission of all the menover twenty-one years of age?”

The ripe political wisdom of this advice was justified, for though women went on begging the general electorate in the separate States for the franchise, theyhad gained, at the end of the World War, only sevenmore amendments to State constitutions, New Yorkbeing the only suffrage State east of the Mississippi.Illinois, by legislative action, had given its womenpartial suffrage. Yet the National American SuffrageAssociation, grown very conservative after Susan’spassing, concentrated on State action, letting their weak Congressional Committee lapse into practical oblivion. Another organization, fired with Susan’s own militantspirit, had to rise to carry out the instructions of thegreat leader.

That the work in Washington seemed to Anna Shaw and Mrs. Catt, and all officers of the association, entirely without promise is understandable. The onlyPresident who seemed to afford a particle of hope wasTheodore Roosevelt, for he, as Governor of New York,had once sent a message to the legislature recommending a woman suffrage measure. But Roosevelt, eitherbecause he was in love with the idea of enormousfamilies as the salvation of society, or because he wasover-mindful of his political fences, changed his mindafter becoming the nation’s chief executive. Twenty-four hours before she died Elizabeth Cady Stantonwrote him a statesmanlike letter asking him to dare tobecome the emancipator of women, but to this and toanother letter written immediately afterward by SusanB. Anthony, Roosevelt never made any response. ForSusan he professed both admiration and affection, andwhen she went with delegations of suffragists to theWhite House he received her as a personal friend. Inone of the last years of her life he gave her a privateinterview on the suffrage question, though on that occasion he was cold and formal.

It seems possible that had she seen him alone Theodore Roosevelt would have been unable to resist the plea of that venerable soldier, that woman worn outwith the battles of more than half a century, marblepale, and fragile as a wraith, more beautiful in oldage than in youth. But with Susan in the President’soffice were two women of whom he was decidedly wary.

Ida Husted Harper, journalist and historian of the movement in that day; and Harriet Taylor Upton, aRepublican Party worker, closely associated with whatwas known as the “Ohio gang,” of which Roosevelt’spet enemy, Mark Hanna, was the leader. Before thesewomen he seemed afraid to express his personalopinions or plead his party exigencies.

Susan asked President Roosevelt first if he would not, as often as possible, mention women in his speeches andmessages, which gave him a chance to say with hisbroad smile: “But I always mention women.”

“Yes,” said Susan, “as wives, mothers, and sometimes as wage earners. Never with any reference to theirpolitical rights.”

She asked him next if he would not appoint experienced women on boards and commissions relating to such matters as they would be competent to act upon,and Roosevelt said that he was not unfavorable to theidea. She asked him to recommend to Congress theappointment of a special commission to investigate thepractical workings of woman suffrage in the four Stateswhere it existed. The President frowned, but said:“Let me have that in writing and more specifically.”After this he grew more coldly official, and when Susanasked him if he could not say a word in encouragementof the Oregon campaign for suffrage, then in prospect,he said bluntly that he never interfered in any Statematter. Which was hardly accurate. Susan then calledhis attention to the surprising action of Congress inforbidding the legislatures of Hawaii and the Philippines to confer voting rights on their women, a privilege never before denied any American Territory.

“What!” cried Roosevelt, “you would have the vote granted to those oriental women?”

He professed astonishment when Susan told him that both Governor Taft and Archbishop Nozaleda in thePhilippines had reported that if any natives were giventhe ballot it was the women who were best fitted to useit. But he gave permission to have this testimony senthim.

“President Roosevelt,” said Susan, at last, “this is my principal request—and it is almost the last request Ishall ever make of anybody. Before you leave thePresidential chair, recommend to Congress a Constitutional Amendment which will enfranchise women, andthus take your place in history with Lincoln, the GreatEmancipator. I beg you not to close your term of officewithout doing this.”

There was a silence. Mrs. Harper reminded the President of his message to the New York Legislature,and ventured to say that if he refused Susan B. Anthony’s request, the American people might think thathe had receded from a great ideal.

“They will have no right to think that,” said Roosevelt testily, and the interview came to an end. Was it one of fate’s little ironies that the President who finallydid recommend the woman suffrage amendment to Congress was Woodrow Wilson, the man denounced byTheodore Roosevelt as a musty schoolman and a reactionary in politics? He might have derived somesmall consolation from the fact that Woodrow Wilsondid it under compulsion.

Susan’s dream of an International Suffrage Alliance came true in 1904, at the Berlin congress of the International Council of Women. This International Council was made up of every kind of women’s societies the world over, clubs, philanthropic, cultural, political, and until 1904 it was in no way, as a council,committed to woman suffrage. Just before it conveneda suffrage committee of women of many nationalitieswas formed, with Susan B. Anthony as its chairman.Still the Council, meeting in Germany, only by sufferance of the Emperor and his Ministry, they thinkingit a clever gesture to make in the face of the Powers,was a little afraid of the suffrage committee. Susan, ateighty-four, crossed the Atlantic and journeyed to Berlin, confident that she would see opposition brokendown, and because of her presence there, it was. Agreat mass meeting had been arranged, but the leaders,frightened for the prestige of the congress, asked Susan,as the greatest suffragist in the world, to stay away untilthe temper of the public was tried out. But when themeeting opened the presiding officer, glancing aroundthe stage where were seated the most distinguishedguests, asked: “Where is Susan B. Anthony?”

The response from the audience was an overwhelming ovation. Every person in the vast hall sprang up, men throwing their hats and walking sticks, womentheir handkerchiefs into the air, cheering without abreak for nearly fifteen minutes. They called forSusan again and again. Susan did not come. Shewanted the Council to act of its own will, without anyemotional impetus. The International Woman Suffrage Alliance was formed that week, with CarrieChapman Catt as President, and thereafter women’sfull political freedom became the goal of women inevery civilized country in the world. It was the crowning triumph of Susan’s life. The obscure school teacher who, in 1853, left her classroom to crusade for what seemed an impossible ideal even in a republic,saw herself the leader of a world movement whichneeded only time, a short time, as it proved, to win aneternal victory.

Whenever in Berlin Susan entered a room every one rose until she was seated, and when the delegates werereceived at the Palace in Potsdam the Empress insistedon Susan’s being seated even while she herself wasstanding. “You are the guest of honor at this gathering,” said the gentle Augusta, when Susan sat besideher for a short conversation. Whereupon Susan, whonever missed an opportunity, said that she hoped theGerman Emperor, who had raised his country to be acommercial equal of the United States, would go stillfurther and give German women a higher place thanwas allowed as yet to her own countrywomen.

“Ah,” sighed the Empress with a wry little smile, “the gentlemen are all very slow to comprehend thismovement.”

Susan journeyed home by way of England, the country she loved next to her own. She longed to see once more the few friends left, and the younger women whowere carrying on the work of John Stuart Mill, JacobBright and Lydia Becker. She was very well andhappy, and in the atmosphere of English homes, themost comfortable homes in the world—except in winter—her light humor returned, her youthful, banteringspirit. Anna Shaw, who was with her, tells entertainingly Susan’s encounter with Annie Besant, whom shehad always liked, but with whose Eastern religion shehad little sympathy. It was in the home of Mrs.Bright, and Mrs. Besant, barefooted, clad in a mystic white robe, smoked her endless cigarettes and discoursed on Karma and the Yogi philosophy.

“Annie,” demanded Susan, “why don’t you make that aura of yours do its gallivanting in this world, lookingup the needs of the oppressed, and investigating thecauses of present wrongs? Then you could tell us whatto do about it all.”

Mrs. Besant explained that aeons were long, earth life short, and while every one would be perfect someday it was useless to try to deal with individuals here.And she gazed upwards as if contemplating aeons.

Susan wickedly turned the conversation to Charles Bradlaugh, refused a seat in the House of Commonsbecause he was an infidel, a little notorious also becausein past years he had been Annie Besant’s lover.

“When your aura goes visiting in the other world, does it ever meet your old friend, Charles Bradlaugh?”asked Susan. “And wasn’t he very much surprised todiscover that he was not dead ? I should think he wouldhave been. He was so sure that death was going toend him for good and always. What is he doing withhimself in the other world?”

Mrs. Besant sighed heavily. Charles Bradlaugh, it appeared, was an uneasy spirit. “He is hoveringtoo near this world,” she said. “He cannot seem to getaway from his mundane interests. He is as much concerned with Parliamentary affairs now as when he wason this plane.”

“Well!” cried Susan, “that’s the most sensible thing I’ve heard yet about the other world. It encouragesme. I’ve always felt sure that if I entered the next lifebefore women were enfranchised, nothing in the gloriesof heaven would interest me so much as women’s freedom on earth. I shall be like Mr. Bradlaugh. I shall hover around and continue the work here.”

A great shock awaited Susan and Mary on their return to the peaceful Rochester home. A letter that their last remaining brother, Col. Daniel R. Anthony,was dying in Leavenworth. They took the long journey to Kansas to see him once again. Both brothers,Daniel and Merritt, had forsaken their Quaker traditions to fight through the Civil War, and both had wonhonors. Merritt died, a comparatively young man, in1900. Daniel, a man of wealth, left his sisters moneyto insure their comfort while they lived, and $5,000 toSusan’s suffrage fund.

They lived only a short time to enjoy this new wealth, for the great effort Susan had made to complete the coeducational fund in Rochester University had fatallysapped her vital forces. She had never doubted thatthe money would be raised, but returning to Rochesterafter a hot and wearisome journey, .she was called onthe telephone by the secretary of the women’s committee, Mrs. F. R. Bigelow, told that after exhaustingevery resource the fund was $8,000 short, and that thetime limit was to expire the next afternoon at fouro’clock. Without waiting to take off her hat Susanwent into action. Mary had made a provision in herwill devising $2,000 to the university if women wereadmitted, and Susan said: “Mary, you must give thatmoney now.” Then she started, driving to departmentstores, banks, and offices. In vain. Apparently all hadbeen canvassed. Next morning she set out again, thistime to the homes of old and wealthy families. Fromthe pastor of her church, Rev. William Gannett, andhis wife she secured a pledge of the second $2,000, and late in the morning, from another friend, a third pledge. The fourth seemed impossible, for at threeo’clock not another person had given a dollar. They“had so many calls.” They were “under unusualexpenses” that year. They didn’t like to see thingschange at the university. In desperation Susan madea last minute visit to a man she knew to be in no veryaffluent circumstances, but he generously agreed topledge, for her sake, the final $2,000. With Mrs.Bigelow she drove rapidly to the University to a meeting of the trustees. They scanned her list, said kind andcongratulatory words, but told her regretfully that thefourth subscription could not be accepted, as the donorwas a very old man, and his estate, they feared, wouldnot be good for the amount. For a moment Susan wastoo stunned to move or speak. Then rising she walkedto the table and said: “Gentlemen, I asked Mr. Wilderto loan me his name that this question of coeducationin the University of Rochester might not be hurt byconnection with me or with woman suffrage. I nowpledge my life insurance for the last $2,000. Will youaccept it?”

The next day she was too exhausted to leave her room, but on Sunday she went, as usual, to Mr. Gannett’s church. The entry in her journal that night isalmost illegible. “Went to church today, but had asleepy time—such a sleepy time. It seemed as if something was the matter with my tongue. I had a feelingof strangeness—could not think what I wanted to say.A queer sensation all the afternoon—Mary asked meseveral times if anything was the matter. I shall bebetter or worse tomorrow.”

She woke up dazed and almost speechless, but in the afternoon braced herself to go to the office of the trustees to make certain that all the pledges had stoodlegal examination. The next entry in the journal isa mere scrawl: “They let the girls in. He said therewas no alternative.”

The following evening the house was full of girls bringing armloads of flowers, and expressing theirgratitude. Susan, after greeting a few of them, turnedsuddenly very white, moved uncertainly toward thedoor and slipped upstairs. Mary followed her, andthere on the bed she found Susan in profound unconsciousness. This time it was no fainting spell, but aslight lesion of the brain, a light stroke of apoplexy.For a week she lay speechless, and for a month afterwards her speech was much impaired. Too clearminded to ignore the warning she called in an eminentspecialist, Dr. Edward Mott. He told the truth, thatshe could never be restored to perfect health. The second stroke might come at any time, and it might be delayed for years. She must never again waste a particleof her strength, never mingle in crowds or risk takingcold. Susan smiled. She had a few things to attend toyet, and she did not propose to work from an invalid’schair. Never afterward, however, did she attempt tospeak without the devoted Anna Shaw near her, to goon with the speech if her throat suffered that odd contraction.

The 1906 annual convention of the National American Woman Suffrage Association was held in Baltimore. Susan knew that it would be her last, and she wanted it to be a great success. Miss M. Carey Thomas,President of Bryn Mawr, and her friend, Miss MaryGarrett, both women of wealth and great influence in Baltimore, had recently come into the association, and at Susan’s request Miss Thomas arranged a collegeevening at the convention, and Miss Garret openedher Baltimore home, usually closed at that season. Inher beautiful house were entertained besides Susanand Julia Ward Howe, the college women, Mary E.Woolley, President of Mount Holyoke; Lucy Salmon,Professor of History at Vassar; Mary A. Jordan, Professor of English at Smith, and Mary W. Calkins,Professor of Philosophy at Wellesley. On that notableevening, at which President Ira Remsen of Johns Hopkins, presided, Susan seemed well and perfectly happy.Julia Ward Howe and Clara Barton sat with her on theplatform and all three spoke briefly. But she attendedno more meetings. Anna Shaw reported to her between sessions, and at last brought her the joyful newsthat the permanent fund was at last secured, for MissThomas and Miss Garrett had jointly pledged themselves to give $60,000 to complete it. This was a guarantee that the work would go on as planned, and Susanwas so elated that she rose from her bed declaring thatshe was well enough to go to Washington to the celebration of her eighty-sixth birthday. Doctors forbadeit, but Susan said: “The hammer may as well fall onetime as another now. I am going.” Miss Garrett insisted on sending a trained nurse along, and by the timethe train reached Washington both the nurse and MissShaw feared that she had reached the end. After aday’s rest in bed she got up again and dressed for herbirthday dinner. Susan was dying on her feet, dyingas she had lived, a stoic. At the dinner many menprominent in official Washington spoke, and lettersfrom President Roosevelt and others were read. Afterlistening to the President’s tribute to her Susan rose, and with more than a touch of her old fire, said: “One word from President Roosevelt in his message would be worth a thousand eulogies to Susan B. Anthony. When will men learn that what we ask is not praise, but justice?” Then followed her last speech, ending with the dauntless words, “Failure is impossible.”
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In Baltimore, at the time of the convention, there was an epidemic of bronchitis, and both Susan and theninety-year-old Julia Ward Howe, took severe colds.Mrs. Howe survived it for a time, but in a monthSusan was dead. She hated to have any one see her ill,and for the first three weeks no one but Mary, thedoctors and nurses, entered her room. In the last hoursshe kept Anna Shaw close beside her. Miss Shaw waspresident of the association now, and Susan made herswear that she would keep the office as long as she wasstrong enough to do the work.

“It will be harder for you than it has ever been for me,” she whispered. “I was so much older, and I hadbeen president so long, that you girls have all beenwilling to listen to me. With you it will be different.. . . There will be jealousies, . . . misunderstandings, criticisms. . But take your stand and hold it. . . like a good soldier.”

Kneeling beside her pillow Anna Shaw solemnly promised, and Susan, with a sigh, closed her eyes.Presently she began to speak, and Mary and Miss Shaw,leaning over, heard her utter a long roll call of remembered names, women’s names out of the past, allthe old comrades in the fight. They seemed to be passing before her, and she greeted them with joy. Elizabeth, Lucy Stone, Ernestine Rose, Isabella Hooker,Rhoda de Garmo, Amy Post, Lucretia and Lydia Mott,Martha Wright . . . Some of the names Anna Shawhad never heard, and Mary had almost forgotten. ButSusan forgot not one.

Then she slept, half conscious, until, an hour after midnight, on March 14, the flame which had beenburning lower and lower since dusk, flickered palelyand went out forever.

The day of her funeral a furious blizzard swept the city, a shrieking wind and snow that heaped the streetswith drifts. Yet ten thousand people stood in the bittercold outside the church where she lay in a flag-drapedcoffin. Beside it all day stood a guard of honor of girlsfrom Rochester University. After the last words ofthe short funeral service were spoken the doors wereopened and crowds of shivering people filed in, past thegray casket and the mounds of flowers, seeing her only alittle more marble white than she had been in her lastyears, dressed in the familiar black silk gown and richlace collar, fastened with a pin which the Wyomingwomen had given her on her eightieth birthday, a jeweled flag with a diamond for each of the suffrage States.Just before the coffin was closed the pin was taken fromthe still breast and given to Anna Shaw, her badge ofsuccession.

All the flags of the city were at half mast as Susan rode through the driving storm to her rest beside herfather and mother in Mount Hope Cemetery. Rosesand lilacs dropped their frozen petals into the opengrave. The wind tossed waves of snow over the piledmound.

In every newspaper office in the country obituaries were rushed into type. A great roman had passed.Hundreds of columns in her praise were written.

A few complacent editors said: “She was the champion of a lost cause.” “Her peculiar views on this question will soon be forgotten.” “There is reason forthe belief that it will gradually subside.”

Susan had said: “Failure is impossible.” She knew.





CHAPTER XXVI

CARRY ON

In January, 1912,  the National American Woman Suffrage Association is meeting in annual conventionin Philadelphia. At the opening session the Governorof the State and the Mayor of the city extend an officialwelcome. So many distinguished men and women aretaking part in the program that Philadelphia’s finesthomes open their doors in a succession of receptions,teas, dinners. The flowers alone in the convention hallrepresent a greater outlay of money than Susan andMrs. Stanton were able to collect for a three days’meeting. The press table, at which in old times theywould have been grateful to see a few local reporters,are crowded with correspondents, representatives ofthe national press associations, news photographers.To great applause the President, Rev. Anna Shaw,rises to make her annual address. On the high bosomof her black silk dress the plump little Methodistpreacher wears a jeweled pin, that pin which, justbefore the coffin lid was closed, was taken from Susan’sbreast and given, as a badge of office, to her successor.In 1906 it bore four diamonds, one for each of thesuffrage States. In six years Anna Shaw has added twomore stones, and she tells the assemblage that next yearthe symbolic pin will sparkle with nine. In November,1912, suffrage amendments are to be submitted in threeStates and the prospects of success are bright.

The dismal prophecies of the obituary writers have not been fulfilled. The cause marches, and there iseverything to help it march. No longer does the association have to plod on with little money, few friendsand only amateurs to work with. The old crusaders,in their Kansas, South Dakota, Missouri and Ohiocampaigns, paid all their own expenses and enduredincredible hardships that they might have moneyenough for halls and a little advertising. Now thereis plenty of money not only to pay the expenses but thesalaries of expert organizers and speakers. Money tohire the largest halls, to command fleets of motor cars,to employ secretaries and stenographers, to make thefreest use of telegraphs and telephones. Far frombeing buried in Susan’s grave, the woman suffrageagitation is flourishing both in the United States andEurope. In England an aggressive campaign of militancy is going on—though militancy is not spoken ofin the American association except to be denounced.Since 1909 Miss Shaw has refused to meet Mrs. Pankhurst, and to newspaper interviewers she has said thatthe Suffragettes have destroyed the chances of theEnglish women for at least a generation. Nothing ofthat sort will ever be allowed to spring up in theUnited States. The American association will win itsfight, but only by peaceful and dignified methods.


Neither Miss Shaw nor any one else has placed even a tentative date for final victory. There is, in fact, oneitem on their ledgers which continues to be written inred ink. The Federal Suffrage Amendment, Susan’sgreat obsession, has made no progress at all. Yearafter year the bill is introduced in Congress and isregularly referred to the Senate Judiciary and the House Rules Committees, those bournes from which no traveler not officially summoned e’er returns.Once in a while a bored and indifferent committeegrants a hearing to the women. Nothing is expectedto result, and nothing does. But some work in Washington must go on, if only out of respect to Susan’smemory. The women think that Susan wasted hertime beating at the doors of Congress. They agreethat it is much better to concentrate on State referendums, for is it not plain that when a sufficient number of States are won, the Federal Amendment will beforced through by the women voters?

The theory has this underlying weakness. A sufficient number of States can never be won. In at least twenty American States the constitutions were deliberately framed to make amendment difficult if not altogether impossible. In some, for example, after aproposed amendment has been rejected by the electorate it cannot again be submitted for a long term ofyears, ten or even twenty. In one or two others onlyone amendment can be submitted at an election, and itis plain that that one would never be spared to women.Then there are the States of the solid South. Whatever their constitution, no Southern legislature wouldpass a woman suffrage amendment, and in no SouthernState would the voters ratify such a measure. Thenational association leaders know all this, for Susanhad taught them. Out of her long experience she hadlearned that great reforms are never achieved throughthe consent of majorities. Woman suffrage, submittedto the mass of the voters, even women voters, wouldinevitably be rejected. The largest endorsement thequestion can ever expect is a two-thirds vote in bothhouses of Congress, and ratification by three-fourthsof the State legislatures. But since Congress will notconsider the amendment, and some State legislatureswill, the successors of the pioneers stick to theirmethod. They do not know what else to do.

Disraeli—among others—declared that “a party is lost if it has not the constant reinforcement of youngand energetic men.” It is a long time since theNational American Woman Suffrage Association hashad any such reinforcement, but at the PhiladelphiaConvention, modestly sitting in the back of the hall,two young and extremely energetic women representthat saving element. At a point where committeesfor the ensuing year are being considered these twowomen call on Miss Shaw with what seems a verygenerous proposition. If they can be placed on theCongressional Committee they will agree, entirely attheir own expense, their own responsibility, to get themoribund Federal Amendment to the floors of Congress. Miss Shaw is pleased with the young women,university graduates both, one a high school teacherin Brooklyn, the other a social worker with experiencein New York, Chicago and London. The single drawback is that both girls had been associated in Englandwith Mrs. Pankhurst and her wild women. MissShaw asks if this is true and they admit it candidly.Alice Paul and Lucy Burns had been in the mobsthrown back from the House of Commons, they hadsuffered arrest and imprisonment, known hungerstrikes and forcible feeding. These things, they say,are not necessary in a country where even a few womenare voters. All that is necessary here is to persuadeCongress to consider the amendment, and to show thewomen voters how to influence Congress to pass it.Miss Shaw hesitates, but on the strong recommendation of Jane Addams, then a member of the executivecommittee, she authorizes the appointment of the twowomen. They suggest four others to be placed on thecommittee, four very able women, Mary Beard, wifeof Charles A. Beard of Columbia, since co-author withhim of “The Rise of American Civilization”; Mrs.William Kent, wife of a Congressman from California;Mrs. Lawrence Lewis of Philadelphia; and CrystalEastman of New York. There is not much immediatework for the committee, says Miss Paul. In November a new President and a new Congress will be elected,and it is with them that they will have to deal. Meanwhile Miss Paul thinks she can collect a little moneyfor expenses.

In November, 1912, the Democrats reaped an amazing victory, the first they had known since Grover Cleveland’s second election in 1892. Woodrow Wilson came in with a substantial majority in both Housesof Congress. That election was a gift of the gods tothe new Congressional Committee, for it renderedmuch simpler the policy they meant to pursue. Ineffect it was the Pankhurst policy, although Mrs.Pankhurst did not invent it. She borrowed it from thegreatest of Irish Home Rule leaders, Charles StewartParnell, who may have borrowed it from the ancients.Parnell did not carry it to complete success, but theEngland of his day knew that had not a scandal in hisprivate life caused his political overthrow and premature death, he probably would have made it succeed.Parnell was determined to win home rule for Ireland,not by violence but by constitutional methods. Mr.Gladstone, when he formed his Government in the early Eighties, was theoretically in favor of home rule, but he would not advance the bill, so Parnell and his group in the House of Commons went over to the opposition. In all succeeding bye elections they campaigned against every Liberal candidate, and at length they forced out the strong Liberal Party, or helped importantly in forcing it out. Not because the Conservatives were friendly to home rule, for they were not. Parnell fought the Liberals because they were the party in power and hence responsible for the fact that the Irish bills were blocked. When the Conservatives assumed power he asked for a Government bill for Ireland, and when this was refused he opposed the Conservatives. Sooner or later, he knew, one of the parties would need the Irish vote so badly that they would make home rule part of their Government policy. Mrs. Pankhurst and the Suffragettes adopted this method. They fought the Liberals simply because they had power to pass the suffrage bill and refused to do so. The older suffragists, both in England and the United States, thought that the Pankhurst policy put back the final victory of woman suffrage by many years, but Mr. Asquith and Mr. Lloyd George were under no such delusion. They knew that if Mrs. Pankhurst lived long enough, woman suffrage was inevitable.
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Alice Paul and Lucy Burns believed that the same policy would win in the United States, that as a matterof fact it had a better chance to win in the UnitedStates, because even as far back as 1912 women votedin nine States, and that vote, if properly organized,could play havoc in elections. In the United States,it is true, it is not always possible to hold a national party responsible, for the President does not always have a majority in both Senate and House, nor doesone party invariably control in both houses. But in1912 the situation was, for the suffragists, ideal.Woodrow Wilson in his first term had a clear majorityin both Houses of Congress, and he controlled his partymore completely than any President since AndrewJackson. Even those Democrats who disliked himpersonally yielded him implicit obedience. Theirparty was in power after many years of famine, andas a minority group in the country they knew that theycould retain power only by uniting under a strongleader. Every measure introduced in Mr. Wilson’sfirst Congress had to have the seal of his approvalbeforehand. Any measure he wanted introduced andpassed was instantly accepted by the Democraticcaucus. Hence the first appeal in behalf of the SusanB. Anthony Amendment must be to the President himself, although a President has nothing whatever to dowith Federal amendments. He does not even have thepower to veto them. President Wilson was known tobe an anti-suffragist, so it was taken for granted thathe would refuse to advance the suffrage measure. Itwas taken for granted also that Congress would refuseto act independently of the President. This wouldplace the Democratic Party on record as blocking thebill. The National American Woman Suffrage Association could then go into the nine suffrage States, andin the next election ask the women voters to withholdtheir support of the Democratic Party until it ceasedto block the woman suffrage amendment.

When this plan was unfolded to Anna Shaw she was horrified. She denied that there was or ever could be in the United States a party in power. The women had friends in both parties and all they had to do wasto make more friends. She did not see how it waspossible to ask the women voters to oppose the Democratic candidates in their States, because all the menwere suffragists. They could not be held responsiblefor the narrow-minded obstinacy of their party leaders.Besides, if women voters showed themselves so ungrateful to men who had helped them get their citizenship, how could the association ask other States to passsuffrage amendments? Miss Shaw would not countenance any militant movement. As soon as possibleshe caused Alice Paul and Lucy Burns to be removedfrom the Congressional Committee, and she gave theCongressional Union, the suffrage society they hadorganized in Washington, the instant choice of abandoning the Paul policy or getting out of the nationalassociation. They chose to stay by Alice Paul andLucy Burns. Miss Paul had collected a fairly largeamount of money—in the first year she raised and spent$27,000—and the militant campaign was launched.

The Congressional Committee made no secret of its plans. On the contrary they did everything they couldthink of to advertise them. They wanted the President,the Congress and the country to know that womansuffrage had progressed from its propaganda to itspolitical stage, that the women knew perfectly wellwhy the suffrage amendment was held up, and thatthey intended to hold the proper persons responsible.When Woodrow Wilson arrived in Washington onMarch 3, 1913, for his inauguration, the militants methim with a suffrage parade, and very soon after he wasinstalled in the White House they sent a deputationto call on him. The speakers did not try to convertPresident Wilson to woman suffrage. They merelyrequested him as responsible head of his party to directhis Congress to pass the bill for the Susan B. AnthonyAmendment. Very much puzzled, the President explained that he was not the head of his party, but itschief servant. He could not possibly advise Congressto pass a woman suffrage bill, because the Baltimoreplatform, on which he had gone to the country, hadmade no mention of woman suffrage. He was firmlyresolved never to initiate or put through any importantpiece of legislation which was not provided for in theBaltimore platform. He admitted that he was opposedto woman suffrage, especially by Federal action. TheDemocratic Party were committed to the doctrine ofState rights, and any change in the electorate, in hisopinion, must come as a result of State legislation.

Every word a President of the United States utters publicly is news, and President Wilson’s pronouncement on the suffrage amendment was instantly telegraphed to every corner of the United States. Thewomen turned their attention to the Democrats inCongress and as they, of course, heartily endorsedeverything their leader had said on the subject, this toowent out to the country. Thus it was definitelyestablished that the Democratic Party was blocking theamendment. A party, not individuals in Congress, waskeeping women out of citizenship. The Washingtoncorrespondents, who had never paid the least attentionto woman suffrage, now began to treat it as news ofimportance. They probably did not believe that thewoman vote of the country could ever be organized todefeat Democratic candidates, but the mere threat ofit made a good story, and thereafter the militant movement got all the publicity it needed.

Congress convened on April 7, 1913, the suffrage amendment was reintroduced, and on that day womenfrom every Congressional District in the United Statesmarched to the Capitol with petitions to their representatives to pass the bill. The militants next organizedin a score of cities from coast to coast simultaneousdemonstrations, parades, mass meetings, pageants, infavor of the bill. In all meetings the speakers announced that the Democrats were expected to actfavorably, and unless they did they would have a verydifficult time when the next elections occurred. Theresult was that the party in Congress caucused on thesubject of the bill and decided on a course of actionwhich they thought would effectually silence the militants. They would have the bill reported favorably bythe Senate Judiciary Committee, they would give aday for debate, vote the bill down and decently interthe whole question, at least for that session. In Junethe Judiciary Committee did report favorably, and inJuly the Senate devoted a day to a woman suffragedebate, the first time in twenty-one years such a thinghad happened. Senators from the suffrage Statesspoke warmly for the bill. This was to convince thewomen voters that it was not their fault that the SusanB. Anthony Amendment failed of the necessary two-thirds majority. The next day the bill was reintroduced by a Republican Senator, referred as a matter ofroutine back to the Judiciary Committee and left to itsslumbers.

Militant activities did not cease with this defeat. The Congressional Union, which had begun as a localsociety in Washington, extended its membershipthroughout the country, especially in the nine suffrageStates. In Washington the Congressional Committeebecame a strong and skillful lobby, interviewing Congressmen, attending every open meeting of the committees having charge of the bill, bringing everyargument to bear to induce the committees to bring it tothe floor of the House and Senate. They sent deputation after deputation to the President, especially afterhe departed from his policy of rigid adherence to theBaltimore platform. Every visit was most carefullyplanned to place him on record as a foe to the amendment, which by his party’s deliberate intention wasallowed to languish in committee pigeon holes. Withthe mind of the country thus prepared and enlightened,the militants went out in the Congressional elections ofNovember, 1914, and in all the suffrage States campaigned against the Democratic candidates. It is notpossible to say exactly how successful their efforts were,but it is certain that in that election many Democratsfailed to be returned to Congress. Of forty-threecandidates only twenty went back to Washington.

To Anna Shaw and the executive board of the national association this performance savored of insanity. Every man defeated was a suffragist and infavor of the amendment. It was true that the men whoreplaced them were also suffragists, at least officially,but that did not absolve the women who voted againstthe old candidates from black ingratitude. In lettersand telegrams to the President and Congressmen, innewspaper interviews and in public speeches theNational American Woman Suffrage Association repudiated the policy of the militants. They assured the Administration and the public that those women were a small and irresponsible group, in no way representative of the suffragists of the United States. The Congressional Union, which in 1916 became the NationalWoman’s Party, was comparatively speaking a smallgroup, never claiming more than 50,000 members, butevery member was an active and aggressive force. Theparty was very well financed also, Mrs. O. H. P. Belmont, who became a member of the executive board,giving lavishly to the campaign fund, and other womenof wealth contributing generously.

A singular situation was thus developed in the suffrage ranks. The National American Woman Suffrage Association, heirs of Susan B. Anthony, the radical, now became the right wing of the movement, just as Lucy Stone and Julia Ward Howe had been in1869. They went even farther in their antagonisms tothe left wing, for they actually abandoned Susan’schild, the Federal Amendment. Their new Congressional Committee, of which Ruth Hanna McCormick was chairman, caused to be introduced in Congress a rival amendment providing for suffragereferendums in the separate States whenever one-eighthof the legal voters petitioned for them. Mrs. McCormick, who is credited with inheriting much of thepolitical sagacity of her father, the late Mark Hanna,must have known the utter futility of such a measure,for while a legislature might be forced to submit asuffrage amendment to the electorate, no law couldforce a majority of the voters to endorse it. TheShafroth-Palmer resolution, as the new amendmentwas called, failed so completely to capture the publicimagination that it was soon dropped by the nationalassociation.

The World War, whose flames now approached even the distant shores of the United States, gave anotherturn to the activities of the militants. In the nationalelection of 1916 the Woman’s Party chartered a specialtrain and campaigned across the country against theDemocrats, planting beside the Wilson banners, “HeKept Us Out Of War,” their own slogan, “He KeptUs Out Of Suffrage.” It was not expected that President Wilson could be defeated, but it was expectedthat he would soon cease to keep us out of war, andwithin five weeks from the date of his second inauguration he did go to Congress with his stirring warmessage. Immediately began that picketing of theWhite House which was so severely condemned bythose who did not perceive its logic and its effectiveness. The United States was going into a Europeanwar. American women were being called upon to givetheir husbands, sons and lovers to wounds and deathfor democracy and freedom, while they themselveswere denied democracy and freedom. It was time forthem to demand that the suffrage amendment be passedimmediately. Therefore with banners bearing strikingquotations from the war message, from public speeches,from notes to the Allies and to the Central Powers,the women walked back and forth before the WhiteHouse every day. At four o’clock, when the Presidentand Mrs. Wilson went for their daily drive, they sawa group collected at the gate, saw huge banners inscribed: “We shall fight for the things we have alwaysheld nearest our hearts—for Democracy, for the rightof those who submit to authority to have a voice intheir own government ” Nothing ever fired the hearts of women more. They came from distant States to do a single day’s picketing. On Capitol Hill the Democratic majority, now somewhat diminished, knew that sooner or later they would get a message from the White House that the suffrage amendment must be passed.


[image: Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Susan B. Anthony and Lucretia Mott in theCapitol at Washington, D. C.]

ADELAIDE JOHNSON’S PORTRAIT MONUMENT 
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Susan B. Anthony and Lucretia Mott 
in theCapitol at Washington, D. C.




“If a creditor,” said Alice Paul, “stands before a man’s house all day long demanding payment of hisbill, the man must either remove the creditor or paythe bill.” President Wilson made one attempt to remove the creditor when he permitted the arrest, on theabsurd charge of blocking traffic, of two hundred andeighteen women pickets. They went to prison, butpublic opinion made it impossible to hold them therelong. As soon as they were released they began toburn the speeches of President Wilson in LafayetteSquare, facing the White House. By this time oursoldiers overseas were beginning to die in battle. Thesplendid efforts of the American Army in behalf ofworld democracy, while their mothers and sisters werebeing kept in political bondage at home, while allAmerican women were being entreated to help win thewar by every personal sacrifice, made further resistance on the part of the President and Congress impossible. In December, 1917, a committee from theHouse of Representatives called at the White House—or were summoned—to confer with the President onthe suffrage amendment. He told them that “now theyhad sought his advice” he very frankly and earnestlyadvised them to vote for the amendment “as an act ofright and justice to the women of this country and ofthe world.” The House therefore passed the bill.

The Senate, acting on their own responsibility—or on orders—delayed action for a time. The Presidentadvised then to follow the example of the House,assuring them that he had not been influenced by thevoice of “foolish and intemperate agitators.” Stillthey waited. But in 1918 a Republican Congress waselected, convening in May, 1919, in special session.On May 21 the amendment was again voted on, passing both House and Senate by more than the requisitetwo-thirds majority. Thirty-seven State legislaturesquickly ratified, and in November, 1920, the women ofthe United States went to the polls full voters.Seventy-two years from the date of the Seneca FallsConvention, that obscure gathering of women, bondslaves under the law, and so poor that the very wagesof their toil belonged to others. Between those womenwho possessed nothing, not even their own children ortheir own persons, and these women citizens whopossessed everything, since opportunity is everything,seventy-two years. In terms of ordinary humanprogress a thousand years. For liberty came to thissubjected class only incidentally by act of Congress;it came, in reality, through a completely altered mindof a nation.

There is drama in the circumstance that the year of victory was the centennial year of Susan B. Anthony,who more than any other succeeded in changing theminds of men toward women, of women towardthemselves. That tremendous task to which she gaveher life and her genius was nearly finished when shedied. It was nobly continued by those to whom shebequeathed it. It was brilliantly brought to triumphby a younger generation which, reborn in her spirit, knew how to carry out her almost forgotten plan ofcampaign. In that last difficult advance it was thesoul of Susan B. Anthony that went marching on.








Chapter 5

1. InLouisianathe laws are based on the Code Napoleon, the position of women being even more degraded than under English Common Law.Back




Chapter 7

1. Mr. Hatch was a minister of the Gospelwhose speech from the floor at Syracuse was so obscene that he was forced, even by those opposing the women, to leave the hall.Back.

2.None of thewomen mentionedwere at this time married.Back.
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