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may be, are not defeated in spirit. They have 
known for a few months the joy of battle and the 
exhilarating hope of victory, and, after all, the 
misery Involved in no wages for a few weeks or 
months is not so much greater than the misery of 
trying to live on a miserably inadequate wage year 
after year. If one must starve, there are compen
sations in starving in a fight for freedom that are 
not to be found in starving for an employer's profits. 

" Starved out " is the verdict to be passed on the 
most recent phase of the struggle for collective bar
gaining and " fair " conditions In the ready-made 
industry. And it may be well that Chicago should 
be reminded of the fact that a controversy settled 
by starvation is still unsettled. A peace that will 
last has not yet been reached, and preparedness for 
the next strike is the question of the hour in the 
Chicago clothing-trades. 

Educated for What? 
**TT T H Y are women in the professions so' half-

V V hearted? " asked Tom suddenly. The 
question fell like a bomb into the group of five that 
sat lazily drinking tea by his farmhouse fire. Both 
Jane and Mary—one an unmarried social investi
gator, the other a doctor as well as a wife—sat up 
argumentativcly in their chairs. But Felicia, the 
hostess, pointing out that men were In a minority, 
asked Mary's husband. Dr. Jim, to speak his mind 
first. 

" Of course wc are all feminists here," he began. 
" I have given the best proof of it a man can. My 
own experience of professional women is limited— 
the only set I've known well were Mary's fellow 
students at the medical school. But I'm sorry to say 
I agree with Tom: the first thing that struck me 
about them was that nine-tenths of them didn't seem 
to know why they were there. They weren't single-
minded about their work as men are. You felt a 
sort of hesitation, a sort of sag in them. The differ
ence in the spirit—well, it was startling." He 
shook his head. " Those poor girls seemed sort of 
haunted." 

" Nagged at," suggested Mary. 
" That's it. I t was as if they had been so nagged 

at all their lives by non-essentials that they had lost 
the faculty of keeping their eye on one goal as we 
two were doing." 

Mary returned his look. Their goal was bio
logical research, and they had been pursuing it tĉ -
gether through their young twenties with complete 
unity and an almost dedicated aloofness. 

" These are burning questions to Tom and me," 
said Felicia. " Here we are with three girls to 
educate. We passionately believe that they must 

all do some self-supporting work in the world. In 
fact, even if we could afford not to, we should turn 
them out of the house at the age of eighteen on 
principle. But where arc we going to direct them ? 
So far they themselves show no interest in the sub
ject." 

" Well, It's up to you," said Dr. Jim. " I be
lieve it comes back to home training. Girls have 
never had a profession kept before them as boys 
have. Till they do, we won't get anything'^out 
amateur professional women." 

" Heaven knows," broke out his wife, " why girls 
do well even in college. It's in spite of their fami
lies. Now most of my friends' parents, like my 
own, were kind, intelligent people, tolerant of 
college education for girls. You could go if you 
wanted, and you could probably go on to something 
else afterward if you insisted. But nobody cared. 
What I studied, the marks I got—it was all a matter 
of course, of indifference. They never asked me or 
themselves what I was being educated for. It 
happened by miracle that Jim and my career 
coincided very early In the game." 

" Aha! " exclaimed Tom, " now we are getting 
to the point. Where does matrimony come into 
woman's education? That is the real question, 
isn't i t?" 

" Rot," retorted the doctor briskly. " Don't you 
go worrying about the mating instinct, Tom. It's 
quite strong enough to take care of itself. It comes 
in anywhere and everywhere, because it has to. 
What we need to cultivate Is the professional in
stinct. Now take my lovely sisters—can't do a 
blessed thing but sit around and wait to get married. 
I was never allowed to forget for a day that I had 
to earn a living and ' make good.' But nothing was 
expected of the dear girls but domestic accomplish
ments." 

" Now, Jim," protested Felicia, " domestic ac
complishments can't be dismissed so easily. Wait 
till you have a home and children. You're speaking 
as an Interne. I want my daughters to have occupa
tions but I also frankly want them to have husbands, 
so I believe they should be educated also for 
domesticity. Indeed, I go farther—I think they 
must have the sort of occupation that makes the two 
compatible. You scorn ' odd jobs,' but who's going 
to do them if not women ? The men simply haven't 
time in the midst of the economic struggle. Of 
course there are cases where the woman is more 
creative or a better wage-earner than the man—then 
he should fill in. But generally speaking, a woman, 
I don't care what her profession, has got to be will
ing and able, well—not only to do the marketing, 
but to go and see a sick grandmother at the end of 
a hard day, or sit up with the baby." 

" Look here," protested Jane, " I claim the right 
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to speak at last, and I object strenuously to sex 
distinctions in the matter of patchwork—as I do to 
Felicia's assumption that the professional woman 
is not in the economic struggle. She is there. That's 
the crux of the matter, and the odd job has got to be 
either eliminated or shared. Even now we are so 
handicapped by the necessity of doing our so-called 
' woman's work ' as well as the other, that it's no 
wonder the Mme. Curies are unique. Give us five 
hundred years of really equal opportunity, and, as 
Jim says, equal psychological expectancy and see 
what happens. Give us co-education in the pro
fessional school and you won't find the sag he noted. 
I don't believe the women at Johns Hopkins are 
half-hearted." 

" You are trying to evade the issue, Jane," 
objected Tom. " The handicap, as I see it, is 
chiefly nature. Surely you don't deny woman's in
stinct for service? Even in your case, If there's a 
choice between your work and a human being the 
work suiTers. I myself have seen you wobble." 

" You haven't," protested Jane indignantly. 
" Or If you have It's only because the odd job Is 
there to do, not because I want to do It. And I 
assure you that if I had been what Felicia calls 
educated for domesticity I shouldn't have got any
where at all. It was my academic training that kept 
me going and made me cherish my small spark." 

" You talk, my dear," objected Felicia, " as If you 
were being less creative when you help to make 
beautiful human relations than when you write your 
sociological treatises." 

" Can't you understand why the college graduate 
of my generation takes it hard when radicals like you 
and Tom turn on her ? We had just barely achieved 
the right to our opportunity against those who 
claimed it would injure our chances of matrimony. 
It had even been conceded that we might be old 
maids if we chose. And now we are wept over be
cause we wither on the tree, and asked to revert to 
domestic science. What if I prefer a book to a hus
band ? Jim Is right: a little mental discipline, a lit
tle objectivity of purpose, will do more for us, mar
ried or single, than any lessons in dusting." 

"Dusting, nothing!" said Tom. " W e are 
speaking scientifically, I hope. Go on and marry 
your old book, though the state needs your children, 
also, and the real problem before feminists to-day Is 
whether it can or can't have both. It's positively 
ostrich-like to go on assuming that you are training 
women to be just doctors and sociologists. The 
college professor knows it Isn't so and is bothered, 
and the modern father, hang It, does Insist on know
ing what his daughter is being educated for. Can't 
he pretty well assume it Is half for motherhood ? " 

" So that's what you're driving at, Tom? " re
marked Jim. " But reflect that If the lack of outlet 

for the maternal instinct were the only difficulty, 
trained nurses—I forgot to mention them before— 
would be perfectly happy. They are satisfying their 
instinctive motherhood every hour of the day, yet it 
is the very exceptional nurse, as I see her, who gets 
much out of her job but filthy lucre." 

" And who isn't ready to cut it all to hook on 
to the first available m a n ? " added Tom. " Jus t 
so. Having chosen to earn her living by satisfying 
her strongest need, she follows the need through 
to its logical conclusion." 

" The nurse's case is a little outside of our argu
ment," commented Felicia, " but there must be 
something significant In the enormous proportion 
of college graduates who go in for teaching and 
social work—the so to speak maternal professions." 

" Nonsense," said Jane. " Those callings attract 
many besides the born mothers; first because they 
are obvious, traditional; second because they are 
cheap and easy so far as higher training goes— 
by comparison, I mean, with law or medicine." 

" But are social workers whole-hearted? " In
sisted Tom. " Only the exceptional again. And the 
Lord knows we all complain of the way school 
teachers dry up. What America needs Is more mix
ing up of work and matrimony. Instead of the pres
ent artificial separation." 

" What women need," said Mary, " is, I Insist, 
professional training. Now science has given me 
all the weapons I need for life If I can only use 
them; clearness of sight, economy and honesty of 
mind, straightness of emotion. It doesn't allow 
any side tracks or any falterings. So when I have 
children I shall not hang broodlngly over them as 
you do, Felicia; I shall firmly engage a competent 
nurse and firmly send them off to a good school 
later. They wiU be expected to get more out of 
my biological discoveries than from my constant 
attention. But even If I should give up research 
to-morrow," she added reflectively, " it would be 
worth the grind and the sacrifice of these last years." 

Tom burst Into a delighted laugh. " There's 
where I score," he exclaimed. " Six years of 
medicine in order to be a good wife!" 

" Not at all," said Mary, stlfily. " It is true that 
my profession helps me to stand behind Jim, pre
vents me from quarrelling with his Inevitable 
detachment as most scientists' wives do. What I 
personally get out of medicine is a sense of having 
a share in the independent world of impersonal 
truth. Half-hearted? Not if I never have child

ren. 
" The answer to that Is, wait till you do have 

them, Mary," said Felicia. " Then we shall really 
be able to judge whether—excuse my pompous 
language—you can serve both science and the race." 

ELIZABETH SHEPLEY SERGEANT. 
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Angels to the Rescue 

A FTER playing a hard game of chess and 
losing I often find myself repeating the cru
cial plays in imagination. And the wonder

ful thing about these imaginary games is that I am 
always triumphantly successful. Combinations which 
seemed impregnable melt away, the attack is neat 
and decisive. My part of the game is conducted 
with certainty, yet invariably when I have taken the 
trouble to set up the pieces in order to try out my 
victory, it has turned out that I had overlooked an 
important pawn that destroyed the whole scheme. 
The oversight has usually proved to be gross, and 
no one looking at the actual pieces on the board 
could have made it. But in imagination the error 
resisted detection. I t was as if in the free play of 
the mind a deus ex machina was set upon removing 
the chief obstacle to victory. 

The other night I attended a dinner where com
petent socialists were to discuss the future of the 
International. One of the speakers was Mr. Louis 
Boudin, generally regarded as the ablest Marxian 
scholar in America. Mr. Boudin has a reputation 
for hardheadedness, and his writings are full of 
scorn for those who deal in "ideologies " and pretty 
hopes. He had before him an audience of men and 
women who were a bit disheartened by the break
down of their highest hope—the dream of a world
wide solidarity which would prevent war. They 
were looking for a renewal of faith that would rest 
on firm foundations. What did Mr. Boudin do? 
H e denounced the nationalism of European work-
ingmen, he asserted that the " economic basis " of 
internationalism existed, he arraigned the leaders of 
socialism for disloyalty to the gospel, he called them 
politicians, and he ended by shouting that the real 
international must be based on real internationalism. 

Judged by the applause, Mr. Boudin met the situ
ation splendidly. Yet his evasion was obvious. The 
fact was that internationalism had failed in the test; 
that the leaders of socialism, professing it in their 
speeches, had failed to make It a reality; that after 
forty or fifty years of high talk the vision had 
broken down in less than a week. What everyone 
wished to know was why this had happened. Mr. 
Boudin said it was because the socialists weren't true 
internationalists, but that dictum merely opened up 
the much more crucial question of why they weren't 
true internationalists. They weren't, said Mr. 
Boudin, because they were politicians. The query 
what made them politicians he left unanswered. 
That pawn in the game he refused to use in his 
Imaginary triumph, and having overlooked It he was 
able to say with much eloquence that the new inter

nationalism must not be led by politicians. Where 
his analysis faltered he called upon fine sentiment 
to cover the difficulty, and the rustle of angels' 
wings could be heard in his peroration. 

The President used the same method recently in 
laying the proposal for a continental army before 
Congress. The President knew, everyone who had 
studied the plan knew, that the real question was, 
can the continental army be recruited? That issue 
the President touched off by appealing to the patriot
ism of employers. When that sentiment is used for 
an appeal, analysis stops. The difficulty of releasing 
several hundred thousand men for military service 
is immense. It would require a great readjustment 
of economic life. But patriotism belongs to the 
angels, and where a problem Is uncomfortable they 
can conceal it. 

Public discussion is full of this amiable form of 
self-deception. Schemes are put forward -every day 
which require an amount of virtue that exists only 
at the conclusion of orators' speeches. Difficulties 
are evaded by calling upon brotherly love, citizen
ship, patriotism, public spirit, and all the other glow
ing abstractions which mask an incompleted analy
sis. Realistic statesmen, men with imaginations that 
clinch reality, do not rely upon virtuosity in virtue. 
They do not cover a rocky path with a silk rug. 
That is why they are so often regarded as hard and 
cynical and lacking In imagination, whereas their 
imaginations are too honest for the trick of sum
moning the angels to win imaginary victories. But 
their reward is that occasionally they win a real 
victory. 

It is a good sign that men are coming to suspect 
political writing pitched in too noble a key. We are 
unlearning our taste for those treatises which are 
set in spacious halls of white marble inhabited by 
dignified men In purple togas. These treatises can
not be read with any comfort in a Bronx flat. They 
make no allowances. They screw us up to a pitch 
of morality which would produce a fine political 
system, though the world as we know it would be 
unrecognizable. Such treatises are now being classed 
with fairy tales, with all those accounts of human 
life which shirk its chief difficulties. 

Yet the love of them is inexhaustible. Essential
ly there is no difference between a world where men 
have eyes in the back of their heads, a world in 
which all chess games are victories and all employers 
are patriots and practitioners of the golden rule. 
They are easy worlds to imagine, and would be 
easier to live in than ours. We are all everlastingly 
busy constructing them, and their common quality 
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