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The home: its
work and influence

TWO CALLINGS

I hear a deep voice through uneasy dreaming,

A deep, soft, tender, soul-beguiling voice;

A lulling voice that bids the dreams remain,
That calms my restlessness and dulls my pain,
That thrills and fills and holds me till in seeming
There is no other sound on earth — no choice.

"Home!" says the deep voice, "Home!" and softly singing
Brings me a sense of safety unsurpassed;

So old! so old! The piles above the wave —

The shelter of the stone-blocked, shadowy cave —
Security of sun-kissed treetops swinging —

Safety and Home at last!



"Home" says the sweet voice, and warm Comfort rises,
Holding my soul with velvet-fingered hands;

Comfort of leafy lair and lapping fur,

Soft couches, cushions, curtains, and the stir

Of easy pleasures that the body prizes,

Of soft, swift feet to serve the least commands.

I shrink — half rise — and then it murmurs "Duty!"
Again the past rolls out — a scroll unfurled;
Allegiance and long labor due my lord —
Allegiance in an idleness abhorred —

I am the squaw — the slave — the harem beauty —
I serve and serve, the handmaid of the world.

My soul rebels — but hark! a new note thrilling,
Deep, deep, past finding — I protest no more;
The voice says "Love!" and all those ages dim
Stand glorified and justified in him;

I bow — I kneel — the woman soul is willing —
"Love is the law. Be still! Obey! Adore!"

And then — ah, then! The deep voice murmurs "Mother!"
And all life answers from the primal sea;

A mingling of all lullabies; a peace

That asks no understanding; the release

Of nature's holiest power — who seeks another?

Home? Home is Mother — Mother, Home — to me.

"Home!" says the deep voice; "Home and Easy Pleasure!



Safety and Comfort, Laws of Life well kept!
Love!" and my heart rose thrilling at the word;
"Mother!" it nestled down and never stirred;
"Duty and Peace and Love beyond all measure!
Home! Safety! Comfort! Mother!" — and I slept.



I1

A bugle call! A clear, keen, ringing cry,

Relentless — eloquent — that found the ear

Through fold on fold of slumber, sweet, profound —
A widening wave of universal sound,

Piercing the heart — filling the utmost sky —

I wake — I must wake! Hear — for I must hear!

"The World! The World is crying! Hear its needs!
Home is a part of life — I am the whole!

Home is the cradle — shall a whole life stay
Cradled in comfort through the working day?

I too am Home — the Home of all high deeds —
The only Home to hold the human soul!

"Courage! — the front of conscious life!" it cried;
"Courage that dares to die and dares to live!
Why should you prate of safety? Is life meant

In ignominious safety to be spent?

Is Home best valued as a place to hide?

Come out, and give what you are here to give!

"Strength and Endurance! of high action born!"
And all that dream of Comfort shrank away,
Turning its fond, beguiling face aside:

So Selfishness and Luxury and Pride



Stood forth revealed, till I grew fierce with scorn,
And burned to meet the dangers of the day.

"Duty? Aye, Duty! Duty! Mark the word!"

I turned to my old standard. It was rent

From hem to hem, and through the gaping place
I saw my undone duties to the race

Of man — neglected — spurned — how had I heard
That word and never dreamed of what it meant!

"Duty! Unlimited — eternal — new!"

And I? My idol on a petty shrine

Fell as I turned, and Cowardice and Sloth

Fell too, unmasked, false Duty covering both —
While the true Duty, all-embracing, high,
Showed the clear line of noble deeds to do.

And then the great voice rang out to the turn,

And all my terror left me, all my shame,

While every dream of joy from earliest youth
Came back and lived! — that joy unhoped was truth,
All joy, all hope, all truth, all peace grew one,

Life opened clear, and Love? Love was its name!

So when the great word "Mother!" rang once more,
I saw at last its meaning and its place;

Not the blind passion of the brooding past,

But Mother — the World's Mother — come at last,
To love as she had never loved before —



To feed and guard and teach the human race.

The world was full of music clear and high!

The world was full of light! The world was free!
And I? Awake at last, in joy untold,

Saw Love and Duty broad as life unrolled —

Wide as the earth — unbounded as the sky —

Home was the World — the World was Home to me!



I
INTRODUCTORY

In offering this study to a public accustomed only to the
unquestioning acceptance of the home as something perfect,
holy, quite above discussion, a word of explanation is needed.

First, let it be clearly and definitely stated, the purpose of this
book is to maintain and improve the home. Criticism there is,
deep and thorough; but not with the intention of robbing us of
one essential element of home life — rather of saving us from
conditions not only unessential, but gravely detrimental to home
life. Every human being should have a home; the single person
his or her home; and the family their home.

The home should offer to the individual rest, peace, quiet,
comfort, health, and that degree of personal expression requisite;
and these conditions should be maintained by the best methods
of the time. The home should be to the child a place of happiness
and true development; to the adult a place of happiness and
that beautiful reinforcement of the spirit needed by the world's
workers.

We are here to perform our best service to society, and to
find our best individual growth and expression; a right home is
essential to both these uses.

The place of childhood's glowing memories, of youth's ideals,



of the calm satisfaction of mature life, of peaceful shelter for the
aged; this is not attacked, this we shall not lose, but gain more
universally. What is here asserted is that our real home life is
clogged and injured by a number of conditions which are not
necessary, which are directly inimical to the home; and that we
shall do well to lay these aside.

As to the element of sanctity — that which is really sacred can
bear examination, no darkened room is needed for real miracles;
mystery and shadow belong to jugglers, not to the truth.

The home is a human institution. All human institutions
are open to improvement. This specially dear and ancient one,
however, we have successfully kept shut, and so it has not
improved as have some others.

The home is too important a factor in human life to be thus
left behind in the march of events; its influence is too wide, too
deep, too general, for us to ignore.

Whatever else a human being has to meet and bear, he has
always the home as a governing factor in the formation of
character and the direction of life.

This power of home-influence we cannot fail to see, but we
have bowed to it in blind idolatry as one of unmixed beneficence,
instead of studying with jealous care that so large a force be
wisely guided and restrained.

We have watched the rise and fall of many social institutions,
we have seen them change, grow, decay, and die; we have seen
them work mightily for evil — or as mightily for good; and have



learned to judge and choose accordingly, to build up and to tear
down for the best interests of the human race.

In very early times, when the child-mind of inexperienced
man was timid, soft, and yet conservative as only the mind of
children and savages can be, we regarded all institutions with
devout reverence and fear.

Primitive man bowed down and fell upon his face before
almost everything, whether forces of nature or of art. To worship,
to enshrine, to follow blindly, was instinctive with the savage.

The civilised man has a larger outlook, a clearer, better-
ordered brain. He bases reverence on knowledge, he loses fear
in the light of understanding; freedom and self-government have
developed him. It does not come so readily to him to fall upon
his face — rather he lifts his face bravely to see and know and do.
In place of the dark and cruel superstitions of old time, with the
crushing weight of a strong cult of priests, we have a free and
growing church, branching steadily wider as more minds differ,
and coming nearer always to that final merging of religion in
life which shall leave them indistinguishable. In place of the iron
despotisms of old time we have a similar growth and change in
governments, approaching always nearer to a fully self-governing
condition. Our growth has been great, but it has been irregular
and broken by strange checks and reversions; also accompanied,
even in its heights, by parallel disorders difficult to account for.

In all this long period of progress the moving world has carried
with it the unmoving home; the man free, the woman confined;



the man specialising in a thousand industries, the woman still
limited to her domestic functions. We have constantly believed
that this was the true way to live, the natural way, the only way.
Whatever else might change — and all things did — the home must
not. So sure were we, and are we yet, of this, that we have utterly
refused to admit that the home has changed, has grown, has
improved, in spite of our unshaken convictions and unbending
opposition.

The softest, freest, most pliable and changeful living substance
is the brain — the hardest and most iron-bound as well. Given a
sufficiently deep conviction, and facts are but as dreams before
its huge reality.

Our convictions about the home go down to the uttermost
depths, and have changed less under the tooth of time than any
others, yet the facts involved have altered most radically. The
structure of the home has changed from cave to tent, from tent
to hut, from hut to house, from house to block or towering pile
of "flats"; the functions of the home have changed from every
incipient industry known to past times, to our remaining few; the
inmates of the home have changed, from the polygamous group
and its crowd of slaves, to the one basic family relation of father,
mother, and child; but our feelings have remained the same.

The progress of society we have seen to be hindered by many
evils in the world about us and in our own characters; we have
sought to oppose them as best we might, and even in some degree
to study them for wiser opposition.



Certain diseases we have traced to their cause, removed the
cause, and so avoided the disease; others we are just beginning
to trace, as in our present warfare with "the white plague,”
tuberculosis.

Certain forms of vice we are beginning to examine similarly,
and certain defects of character; we are learning that society is
part of the living world and comes under the action of natural
law as much as any other form of life.

But in all this study of social factors affecting disease and
vice and character, we have still held that the home — our most
universal environment — was perfect and quite above suspicion.

We were right at bottom. The home in its essential nature is
pure good, and in its due development is progressively good; but
it must change with society's advance; and the kind of home
that was wholly beneficial in one century may be largely evil in
another. We must forcibly bear in mind, in any honest study of
a long-accustomed environment, that our own comfort, or even
happiness, in a given condition does not prove it to be good.

Comfort and happiness are very largely a matter of prolonged
adjustment. We like what we are used to. When we get used to
something else we like that too — and if the something else is
really better, we profit by the change. To the tired farmer it is
comfort to take off his coat, put up his yarn-stockinged feet on
a chair, and have his wife serve him the supper she has cooked.
The tired banker prefers a dressing gown or lounging jacket,
slippers, a well-dressed, white-handed wife, and a neat maid or



stately butler to wait on the table. The domestic Roman preferred
a luxurious bath at the hands of his slaves. All these types find
comfort in certain surroundings — yet the surroundings differ.

The New England farmer would not think a home comfortable
that was full of slaves — even a butler he would find oppressive;
the New York banker would not enjoy seeing his wife do dirty
work. Ideals change — even home ideals; and whatever kind of
home we have, so that we grow up in it and know no other,
we learn to love. Even among homes as they now are, equally
enjoyed by their inmates, there is a wide scale of difference.
Why, then, is it impossible to imagine something still further
varying from what we now know; yet to the children born therein
as dear and deeply loved?

Again let us remember that happiness, mere physical comfort
and the interchange of family affection, is not all that life is for.
We may have had "a happy childhood," as far as we can recall;
we may have been idolised and indulged by our parents, and have
had no wish ungratified; yet even so all this is no guarantee that
the beloved home has given us the best training, the best growth.
Nourmabhal, the Light of the Harem, no doubt enjoyed herself
— but perhaps other surroundings might have done more for her
mind and soul. The questions raised here touch not only upon
our comfort and happiness in such homes as are happy ones,
but on the formative influence of these homes; asking if our
present home ideals and home conditions are really doing all for
humanity that we have a right to demand. There is a difference in



homes not only in races, classes, and individuals, but in periods.

The sum of the criticism in the following study is this: the
home has not developed in proportion to our other institutions,
and by its rudimentary condition it arrests development in other
lines. Further, that the two main errors in the right adjustment
of the home to our present life are these: the maintenance of
primitive industries in a modern industrial community, and the
confinement of women to those industries and their limited area
of expression. No word is said against the real home, the true
family life; but it is claimed that much we consider essential to
that home and family life is not only unnecessary, but positively
injurious.

The home is a beautiful ideal, but have we no others? "My
Country" touches a deeper chord than even "Home, Sweet
Home." A homeless man is to be pitied, but "The Man without
a Country" is one of the horrors of history. The love of mother
and child is beautiful; but there is a higher law than that — the
love of one another.

In our great religion we are taught to love and serve all
mankind. Every word and act of Christ goes to show the law of
universal service. Christian love goes out to all the world; it may
begin, but does not stay, at home.

The trend of all democracy is toward a wider, keener civic
consciousness; a purer public service. All the great problems
of our times call for the broad view, the large concept, the
general action. Such gain as we have made in human life is



in this larger love; in some approach to peace, safety, and
world-wide inter-service; yet this so patent common good is
strangely contradicted and off-set by cross-currents of primitive
selfishness. Our own personal lives, rich as they are to-day, broad
with the consciousness of all acquainted races, deep with the
consciousness of the uncovered past, strong with our universal
knowledge and power; yet even so are not happy. We are
confused — bewildered. Life is complicated, duties conflict, we
fly and fall like tethered birds, and our new powers beat against
old restrictions like ships in dock, fast moored, yet with all sail
set and steam up.

It is here suggested that one cause for this irregular
development of character, this contradictory social action, and
this wearing unrest in life lies unsuspected in our homes; not
in their undying essential factors, but in those phases of home
life we should have long since peacefully outgrown. Let no one
tremble in fear of losing precious things. That which is precious
remains and will remain always. We do small honour to nature's
laws when we imagine their fulfilment rests on this or that petty
local custom of our own.

We may all have homes to love and grow in without the
requirement that half of us shall never have anything else. We
shall have homes of rest and peace for all, with no need for half of
us to find them places of ceaseless work and care. Home and its
beauty, home and its comfort, home and its refreshment to tired
nerves, its inspiration to worn hearts, this is in no danger of loss or



change; but the home which is so far from beautiful, so wearing to
the nerves and dulling to the heart, the home life that means care
and labour and disappointment, the quiet, unnoticed whirlpool
that sucks down youth and beauty and enthusiasm, man's long
labour and woman's longer love — this we may gladly change and
safely lose. To the child who longs to grow up and be free; to the
restless, rebelling boy; to the girl who marries all too hastily as a
means of escape; to the man who puts his neck in the collar and
pulls while life lasts to meet the unceasing demands of his little
sanctuary; and to the woman — the thousands upon thousands of
women, who work while life lasts to serve that sanctuary by night
and day — to all these it may not be unwelcome to suggest that the
home need be neither a prison, a workhouse, nor a consuming
fire.

Home — with all that the sweet word means; home for each of
us, in its best sense; yet shorn of its inordinate expenses, freed
of its grinding labours, open to the blessed currents of progress
that lead and lift us all — this we may have and keep for all time.

It is, therefore, with no iconoclastic frenzy of destruction, but
as one bravely pruning a most precious tree, that this book is
put forward; inquiring as to what is and what is not vital to the
subject; and claiming broadly that with such and such clinging
masses cut away, the real home life will be better established and
more richly fruitful for good than we have ever known before.



I
THE EVOLUTION OF THE HOME

We have been slow, slow and reluctant, to apply the laws of
evolution to the familiar facts of human life. Whatever else might
move, we surely were stationary; we were the superior onlookers
— not part of the procession. Ideas which have possessed the
racial mind from the oldest times are not to be dispossessed in
a day; and this idea that man is something extra in the scheme
of creation is one of our very oldest. We have always assumed
that we were made by a special order, and that our manners and
customs were peculiarly and distinctively our own, separated by
an immeasurable gap from those of "the lower animals."

Now it appears, in large succeeding waves of proof, that there
are no gaps in the long story of earth's continual creation; some
pages may be lost to us, but they were once continuous. There is
no break between us and the first stir of life upon our planet. Life
is an unbroken line, a ceaseless stream that pours steadily on; or
rather, it grows like an undying tree, some of whose branches
wither and drop off, some reach their limit part way up, but the
main trunk rises ever higher. We stand at the top and continue
to grow, but we still carry with us many of the characteristics of
the lower branches.

At what point in this long march of life was introduced that



useful, blessed thing — the home? Is it something new, something
distinctively human, like the church, the school, or the post
office? No. It is traceable far back of humanity, back of the
mammals, back of the vertebrates; we find it in most elaborate
form even among insects.

What is a home? The idea of home is usually connected with
that of family, as a place wherein young are born and reared,
a common shelter for the reproductive group. The word may
be also applied to the common shelter for any other permanent
group, and to the place where any individual habitually stays.
Continuous living in any place by individual or group makes that
place a home; even old prisoners, at last released, have been
known to come back to the familiar cell because it seemed like
"home" to them. But "the home," in the sense in which we here
discuss it, is the shelter of the family, of the group organised
for purposes of reproduction. In this sense a beehive is as much
a home as any human dwelling place — even more, perhaps.
The snow hut of the Eskimo, the tent of hides that covers the
American savage, the rock-bound fastness of the cave-dweller —
these are homes as truly as the costliest modern mansion. The
burrow of the prairie dog is a home, a fox's earth is a home, a
bird's nest is a home, and the shelter of the little "seahorse" is a
home. Wherever the mother feeds and guards her little ones, —
more especially if the father helps her, — there is, for the time
being, home.

This accounts at once for the bottomless depths of our



attachment to the idea. For millions and millions of years it
has been reborn in each generation and maintained by the
same ceaseless pressure. The furry babies of the forest grow to
consciousness in nests of leaves, in a warm stillness where they
are safe and comfortable, where mother is — and mother is heaven
and earth to the baby. Our lightly spoken phrase "What is home
without a mother?" covers the deepest truth; there would never
have been any home without her. It is from these antecedents that
we may trace the formation of this deep-bedded concept, home.

The blended feelings covered by the word are a group of life's
first necessities and most constant joys: shelter, quiet, safety,
warmth, ease, comfort, peace, and love. Add to these food, and
you have the sum of the animal's gratification. Home is indeed
heaven to him. The world outside is, to the animal with a home,
a field of excitement, exertion, and danger. He goes out to eat, in
more or less danger of being eaten; but if he can secure his prey
and drag it home he is then perfectly happy. Often he must feed
where it falls, but then home is the place for the after-dinner nap.

With the graminivora there is no thought of home. The
peaceful grass-eater drops foal or fawn, kid, calf, or lamb, where
chance may find her in the open, and feeds at random under
the sky. Vegetable food of a weak quality like grass has to be
constantly followed up; there is no time to gather armfuls to take
home, even if there were homes — or arms. But the beasts of prey
have homes and love them, and the little timid things that live in
instant danger — they, too, have homes to hide in at a moment's



notice. These deep roots of animal satisfaction underlie the later
growths of sentiment that so enshrine the home idea with us.
The retreat, the shelter both from weather and enemies, this is
a primal root.

It is interesting to note that there is a strong connection still
between a disagreeable climate and the love of home. Where it
1s comfortable and pleasant out of doors, then you find the life of
the street, the market place, the café, the plaza. Where it is damp
and dark and chill, where rain and wind, snow and ice make it
unpleasant without, there you find people gathering about the
fireside, and boasting of it as a virtue — merely another instance
of the law that makes virtue of necessity.

Man began with the beasts' need of home and the beasts'
love of home. To this he rapidly applied new needs and new
sentiments. The ingenious ferocity of man, and his unique habit
of preying on his own kind, at once introduced a new necessity,
that of fortification. Many animals live in terror of attack from
other kinds of animals, and adapt their homes defensively as best
they may, but few are exposed to danger of attack from their own
kind. Ants, indeed, sometimes make war; bees are sometimes
thieves; but man stands clear in his pre-eminence as a destroyer
of his own race. From this habit of preying on each other came
the need of fortified homes, and so the feeling of safety attached
to the place grew and deepened.

The sense of comfort increased as we learned to multiply
conveniences, and, with this increase in conveniences, came



decreased power to do without them. The home where all sat
on the floor had not so much advantage in comfort over "out-
of-doors" as had the home where all sat on chairs, and became
unable to sit on the ground with ease. So safety and comfort grew
in the home concept. Shelter, too, became more complex as door
and window and curtain guarded us better, and made us more
susceptible to chill. Peace became more dear at home as war
increased outside; quiet, as life waxed louder in the world; love,
as we learned to hate each other more. The more dangerous and
offensive life outside, the more we cling to the primal virtues of
the home; and conversely, in our imagination of heaven, we do
not picture the angels as bound up in their homes — if, indeed,
they have any — but as gladly mingling in the larger love which
includes them all. When we say "Heaven is my home," we mean
the whole of it.

The care and shelter of the young is a far larger problem with
us than with our hairy ancestors. Our longer period of immaturity
gives us monogamous marriage and the permanent home. The
animal may change his mate and home between litters; ours lap.
This over-lapping, long-continuing babyhood has given us more
good than we yet recognise.

Thus we see that all the animal cared for in the home we have
in greater degree, and care for more; while we have, further,
many home ideals they knew not. One of the earliest steps in
human development was ancestor-worship. With lower animals
the parents do their duty cheerfully, steadily, devotedly, but



there is no thought of return. The law of reproduction acts to
improve the race by relentlessly sacrificing the individual, and
that individual, the parent, never sets up a claim to any special
veneration or gratitude.

But with us it is different. Our little ones lasting longer and
requiring more care, we become more conscious of our relation
to them. So the primitive parent very soon set up a claim upon the
child, and as the child was absolutely helpless and in the power of
the parent, it did not take long to force into the racial mind this
great back-acting theory. The extreme height is found where it is
made a religion, ancestor-worship, once very common, and still
dominant in some of our oldest, i. e., most primitive civilisations,
as the Chinese. This ancestor-worship is what gave the element
of sanctity to the home. As late as the Roman civilisation its
power was so strong that the home was still a temple to a
dwindling group of household gods — mere fossil grandpas —
and we ourselves are not yet free from the influence of Roman
civilisation. We still talk in poetic archaisms of "the altar of the
home."

The extension of the family from a temporary reproductive
group to a permanent social group is another human addition to
the home idea. To have lived in one hole all his infancy makes
that hole familiar and dear to the little fox. To have lived in one
nest all his life makes that nest more familiar and more dear to the
rook. But to have lived in one house for generations, to have "the
home of my ancestors" loom upon one's growing consciousness



— this is to enlarge enormously our sense of the dignity and value
of the term.

This development of the home feeling of course hinges
upon the theory of private property rights; and on another of
our peculiar specialties, the exaltation of blood-relationships.
Our whole social structure, together with social progress and
social action, rests in reality on social relationship — that is,
on the interchange of special services between individuals. But
we, starting the custom at a time when we knew no better,
and perpetuating it blindly, chose to assume that it was more
important to be connected physically as are the animals, than
psychically as human beings; so we extended the original family
group of father, mother, and child into endless collateral lines
and tried to attach our duties, our ambitions, our virtues and
achievements to that group exclusively. The effect of this on
any permanent home was necessarily to still further enlarge and
deepen the sentiment attached to it.

There is another feature of human life, however, which has
contributed enormously to our home sentiment, — the position of
women. Having its rise, no doubt, in the over-lapping babyhood
before mentioned, the habit grew of associating women more
continuously with the home, but this tendency was as nothing
compared to the impetus given by the custom of ownership in
women. Women became, practically, property. They were sold,
exchanged, given and bequeathed like horses, hides, or weapons.
They belonged to the man, as did the house; it was one property



group. With the steadily widening gulf between the sexes which
followed upon this arbitrary imprisonment of the woman in the
home, we have come to regard "the world" as exclusively man's
province, and "the home" as exclusively woman's.

The man, who constitutes the progressive wing of the human
race, went on outside as best he might, organising society, and
always enshrining in his heart the woman and the home as one
and indivisible. This gives the subtle charm of sex to a man's
home ideals, and, equally, the scorn of sex to a man's home
practices. Home to the man first means mother, as it does to all
creatures, but later, and with renewed intensity, it means his own
private harem — be it never so monogamous — the secret place
where he keeps his most precious possession.

Thus the word "home," in the human mind, touches the spring
of a large complex group of ideas and sentiments, some older
than humanity, some recent enough for us to trace their birth,
some as true and inalienable as any other laws of life, some
as false and unnecessary as any others of mankind's mistakes.
It does not follow that all the earliest ones are right for us to-
day, because they were right for our remote predecessors, or that
those later introduced are therefore wrong.

What is called for is a clear knowledge of the course of
evolution of this earliest institution and an understanding of the
reasons for its changes, that we may discriminate to-day between
that which is vital and permanent in home life and that which
is unessential and injurious. We may follow without difficulty



the evolution of each and all the essential constituents of home,
mark the introduction of non-essentials, show the evils resultant
from forced retention of earlier forms; in a word, we may study
the evolution of the home precisely as we study that of any other
form of life.

Take that primal requisite of safety and shelter which seems to
underlie all others, a place where the occupant may be protected
from the weather and its enemies. This motive of home-making
governs the nest-builder, the burrow-digger, the selector of caves;
it dominates the insect, the animal, the savage, and the modern
architect. Dangers change, and the home must change to suit
the danger. So after the caves were found insufficient, the lake-
dwellers built above the water, safe when the bridge was in. The
drawbridge as an element of safety lingered long, even when an
artificial moat must needs be made for lack of lake. When the
principal danger is cold, as in Arctic regions, the home is built
thick and small; when it is heat, we build thick and large; when
it is dampness, we choose high ground, elevate the home, lay
drains; when it i1s wind, we seek a sheltered slope, or if there is
no slope, plant trees as a wind-break to protect the home, or, in
the worst cases, make a "cyclone cellar."

The gradual development of our careful plastering and
glazing, our methods of heating, of carpeting and curtaining,
comes along this line of security and shelter, modified always
by humanity's great enemy, conservatism. In these mechanical
details, as in deeper issues, free adaptation to changed conditions



is hindered by our invariable effort to maintain older habits.
Older habits are most dear to the aged, and as the aged have
always most controlled the home, that institution is peculiarly
slow to respond to the kindling influence of changed condition.
The Chaldeans built of brick for years unnumbered, because
clay was their only building material. When they spread into
Assyria, where stone was plenty, they continued calmly putting
up great palaces of sunbaked brick, — mere adobe, — and each
new king left the cracking terraces of his predecessor's pride and
built another equally ephemeral. The influence of our ancestors
has dominated the home more than it has any other human
institution, and the influence of our ancestors is necessarily
retroactive.

In the gathering currents of our present-day social evolution,
and especially in this country where progress is not feared, this
heavy undertow is being somewhat overcome. Things move so
rapidly now that one life counts the changes, there is at last
a sense of motion in human affairs, and so these healthful
processes of change can have free way. The dangers to be met to-
day by the home-builder are far different from those of ancient
times, and, like most of our troubles, are largely of our own
making. Earthquake and tidal wave still govern our choice of
place and material somewhat, and climate of course always, but
fire is the chief element of danger in our cities, and next to fire
the greatest danger in the home is its own dirt.

The savage was dirty in his habits, from our point of view,



but he lived in a clean world large enough to hold his little
contribution of bones and ashes, and he did not defile his own
tent with detritus of any sort. We, in our far larger homes, with
our far more elaborate processes of living, and with our ancient
system of confining women to the home entirely, have evolved
a continuous accumulation of waste matter in the home. The
effort temporarily to remove this waste is one of the main lines
of domestic industry; the effort to produce it is the other.

Just as we may watch the course of evolution from a tiny
transparent cell, absorbing some contiguous particle of food
and eliminating its microscopic residuum of waste, up to the
elaborate group of alimentary processes which make up so large
a proportion of our complex physiology; so we may watch the
evolution of these home processes from the simple gnawing of
bones and tossing them in a heap of the cave-dweller, to the ten-
course luncheon with its painted menu. In different nations the
result varies, each nation assumes its methods to be right, and,
so assuming, labours on to meet its supposed needs, to fulfil
its local ambitions and duties as it apprehends them. And in no
nation does it occur to the inhabitants to measure their habits and
customs by the effect on life, health, happiness, and character.

The line of comfort may be followed in its growth like the
line of safety. At first anything to keep the wind and rain off was
comfortable — any snug hole to help retain the heat of the little
animal. Then that old ABC of all later luxury, the bed, appeared
— something soft between you and the rock — something dry



between you and the ground. So on and on, as ease grew exquisite
and skill increased, till we robbed the eider duck and stripped
the goose to make down-heaps for our tender flesh to lie on, and
so to the costly modern mattress. The ground, the stamped clay
floor, the floor of brick, of stone, of wood; the rushes and the
sand; the rug — a mere hide once and now the woven miracle
of years of labour in the East, or gaudy carpet of the West —
so runs that line of growth. Always the simple beginning, and
its natural development under the laws of progress to more and
more refinement and profusion. Always the essential changes
that follow changed conditions, and always the downward pull of
inviolate home-tradition, to hold back evolution when it could.
See it in furnishing: A stone or block of wood to sit on, a hide
to lie on, a shelf to put the food on. See that block of wood change
under your eyes and crawl up history on its forthcoming legs —
a stool, a chair, a sofa, a settee, and now the endless ranks of
sittable furniture wherewith we fill the home to keep ourselves
from the floor withal. And these be-stuffed, be-springed, and
upholstered till it would seem as if all humanity were newly
whipped. It is much more tiresome to stand than to walk. If you
are confined at home you cannot walk much — therefore you must
sit — especially if your task be a stationary one. So, to the home-
bound woman came much sitting, and much sitting called for
ever softer seats, and to the wholly home-bound harem women
even sitting is too strenuous; there you find cushions and more
cushions and eternal lying down. A long way this from the strong



bones, hard muscles, and free movement of the sturdy squaw,
and yet a sure product of evolution with certain modifications of
religious and social thought.

Our homes, thanks to other ideas and habits, are not thus
ultra-cushioned; our women can still sit up, most of the time,
preferring a stuffed chair. And among the more normal working
classes, still largely and blessedly predominant, neither the sitting
nor the stuffing is so evident. A woman who does the work in an
ordinary home seldom sits down, and when she does any chair
feels good.

In decoration this long and varied evolution is clearly and
prominently visible, both in normal growth, in natural excess,
and in utterly abnormal variations. So large a field of study is
this that it will be given separate consideration in the chapter on
Domestic Art.

What is here sought is simply to give a general impression of
the continual flux and growth of the home as an institution, as
one under the same laws as those which govern other institutions,
and also of the check to that growth resultant from our human
characteristic of remembering, recording, and venerating the
past. The home, more than any other human phenomenon, is
under that heavy check. The home is an incarnate past to us. It
1s our very oldest thing, and holds the heart more deeply than all
others. The conscious thought of the world is always far behind
the march of events, it is most so in those departments where
we have made definite efforts to keep it at an earlier level, and



nowhere, not even in religion, has there been a more distinct,
persistent, and universal attempt to maintain the most remote
possible status.

"The tendency to vary," that inadequate name for the
great centrifugal force which keeps the universe swinging, is
manifested most in the male. He is the natural variant, where
the female is the natural conservative. By forcibly combining
the woman with the home in his mind, and forcibly compelling
her to stay there in body, then, conversely, by taking himself
out and away as completely as possible, we have turned the
expanding lines of social progress away from the home and
left the ultra-feminised woman to ultra-conservatism therein.
Where this condition is most extreme, as in the Orient, there
is least progress; where it is least extreme, as with us, there is
the most progress; but even with us, the least evolved of all our
institutions is the home. Move it must, somewhat, as part of
human life, but the movement has come from without, through
the progressive man, and has been sadly retarded in its slow effect
on the stationary woman.

This difference in rate of progress may be observed in the
physical structure of the home, in its industrial processes, and in
the group of concepts most closely associated with it. We have
run over, cursorily enough, the physical evolution of the home-
structure, yet wide as have been its changes they do not compare
with the changes along similar lines in the ultra-domestic world.
Moreover, such changes as there are have been introduced by the



free man from his place in the more rapidly progressive world
outside.

The distinctively home-made product changes far less. We
see most progress in the physical characteristics of the home, its
plan, building, materials, furnishings, and decoration, because all
these are part of the world growth outside. We see less progress
in such of the home industries as remain to us. It should be
always held in mind that the phrase "domestic industry" does
not apply to a special kind of work, but to a certain grade of
work, a stage of development through which all kinds pass. All
industries were once "domestic," that is, were performed at home
and in the interests of the family. All industries have since that
remote period risen to higher stages, except one or two which are
still classed as "domestic," and rightly so, since they are the only
industries on earth which have never left their primal stage. This
a very large and important phase of the study of the home, and
will be given due space later.

Least of all do we see progress in the home ideas. The home
has changed much in physical structure, in spite of itself. It has
changed somewhat in its functions, also in spite of itself. But
it has changed very little — painfully little — dangerously little,
in its governing concepts. Naturally ideas change with facts, but
if ideas are held to be sacred and immovable, the facts slide
out from under and go on growing because they must, while
the ideas lag further and further behind. We once held that the
earth was flat. This was our concept and governed our actions.



In time, owing to a widening field of action on the one hand,
and a growth of the human brain on the other, we ascertained
the fact that the earth was round. See the larger thought of
Columbus driving him westward, while the governing concepts
of the sailors, proving too strong for him, dragged him back.
Then, gradually, with some difficulty, the idea followed the fact,
and has since penetrated to all minds in civilised countries. But
the flatness of the earth was not an essential religious concept,
though it was clung to strongly by the inert religion of the time;
nor was it a domestic concept, something still more inert. If it
had been, it would have taken far longer to make the change.
What progress has been made in our domestic concepts? The
oldest, — the pre-human, — shelter, safety, comfort, quiet, and
mother love, are still with us, still crude and limited. Then follow
gradually later sentiments of sanctity, privacy, and sex-seclusion;
and still later, some elements of personal convenience and
personal expression. How do these stand as compared with the
facts? Our safety is really insured by social law and order, not by
any system of home defence. Against the real dangers of modern
life the home is no safeguard. It is as open to criminal attack as
any public building, yes, more. A public building is more easily
and effectively watched and guarded than our private homes.
Sewer gas invades the home; microbes, destructive insects, all
diseases invade it also; so far as civilised life is open to danger, the
home is defenceless. So far as the home is protected it is through
social progress — through public sanitation enforced by law and



the public guardians of the peace. If we would but shake off the
primitive limitations of these old concepts, cease to imagine the
home to be a safe place, and apply our ideas of shelter, safety,
comfort, and quiet to the City and State, we should then be able
to ensure their fulfilment in our private homes far more fully.

The mother-love concept suffers even more from its
limitations. As a matter of fact our children are far more fully
guarded, provided for, and educated, by social efforts than by
domestic; compare the children of a nation with a system of
public education with children having only domestic education;
or children safeguarded by public law and order with children
having only domestic protection. The home-love and care of the
Armenians for their children is no doubt as genuine and strong as
ours, but the public care is not strong and well organised, hence
the little Armenians are open to massacre as little Americans are
not. Our children are largely benefited by the public, and would
be much more so if the domestic concept did not act too strongly
in limiting mother love to so narrow a field of action.

The later sentiments of sanctity and the others have moved
a little, but not much. Why it is more sacred to make a coat at
home than to buy it of a tailor, to kill a cow at home than to buy
it of a butcher, to cook a pie at home than to buy it of a baker,
or to teach a child at home than to have it taught by a teacher,
is not made clear to us, but the lingering weight of those ages of
ancestor-worship, of real sacrifice and libation at a real altar, is
still heavy in our minds. We still by race-habit regard the home



as sacred, and cheerfully profane our halls of justice and marts
of trade, as if social service were not at least as high a thing as
domestic service. This sense of sanctity is a good thing, but it
should grow, it should evolve along natural lines till it includes all
human functions, not be forever confined to its cradle, the home.

The concept of sex-seclusion is, with us, rapidly passing away.
Our millions of wage-earning women are leading us, by the
irresistible force of accomplished fact, to recognise the feminine
as part of the world around us, not as a purely domestic element.
The foot-binding process in China is but an extreme expression
of this old domestic concept, the veiling process another. We
are steadily leaving them all behind, and an American man feels
no jar to his sexuo-domestic sentiments in meeting a woman
walking freely in the street or working in the shops.

The latest of our home-ideas, personal convenience and
expression, are themselves resultant from larger development of
personality, and lead out necessarily. The accumulating power of
individuality developed in large social processes by the male, is
inherited by the female; she, still confined to the home, begins
to fill and overfill it with the effort at individual expression, and
must sooner or later come out to find the only normal field for
highly specialised human power — the world.

Thus we may be encouraged in our study of domestic
evolution. The forces and sentiments originating in the home
have long since worked out to large social processes. We have
gone far on our way toward making the world our home. What



most impedes our further progress is the persistent retention
of certain lines of industry within domestic limits, and the still
more persistent retention of certain lines of home feelings and
ideas. Even here, in the deepest, oldest, darkest, slowest place
in all man's mind, the light of science, the stir of progress, is
penetrating. The world does move — and so does the home.



II1
DOMESTIC MYTHOLOGY

There is a school of myths connected with the home, more
tenacious in their hold on the popular mind than even religious
beliefs. Of all current superstitions none are deeper rooted, none
so sensitive to the touch, so acutely painful in removal. We have
lived to see nations outgrow some early beliefs, but others are still
left us to study, in their long slow processes of decay. Belief in
"the divine right of kings," for instance, is practically outgrown
in America; and yet, given a king, — or even a king's brother, —
and we show how much of the feeling remains in our minds,
disclaim as we may the idea. Habits of thought persist through
the centuries; and while a healthy brain may reject the doctrine
it no longer believes, it will continue to feel the same sentiments
formerly associated with that doctrine.

Wherever the pouring stream of social progress has had
little influence, — in remote rural regions, hidden valleys, and
neglected coasts, — we find still in active force some of the earliest
myths. They may change their names as new religions take the
place of old, Santa Claus and St. Valentine holding sway in place
of forgotten deities of dim antiquity, but the festival or custom
embodied is the same that was enjoyed by those most primitive
ancestors. Of all hidden valleys none has so successfully avoided



discovery as the Home. Church and State might change as they
would — as they must; science changed, art changed, business
changed, all human functions changed and grew save those of the
home. Every man's home was his castle, and there he maintained
as far as possible the facts and fancies of the place, unaltered
from century to century.

The facts have been too many for him. The domestic hearth,
with its undying flame, has given way to the gilded pipes of the
steam heater and the flickering evanescence of the gas range.
But the sentiment about the domestic hearth is still in play. The
original necessity for the ceaseless presence of the woman to
maintain that altar fire — and it was an altar fire in very truth at
one period — has passed with the means of prompt ignition; the
matchbox has freed the housewife from that incessant service,
but the feeling that women should stay at home is with us yet.

The time when all men were enemies, when out-of-doors was
one promiscuous battlefield, when home, well fortified, was the
only place on earth where a man could rest in peace, is past, long
past. But the feeling that home is more secure and protective than
anywhere else is not outgrown.

So we have quite a list of traditional sentiments connected
with home life well worth our study; not only for their interest as
archaeological relics, but because of their positive injury to the
life of to-day, and in the hope that a fuller knowledge will lead
to sturdy action. So far we have but received and transmitted this
group of myths, handed down from the dim past; we continue to



hand them down in the original package, never looking to see if
they are so; if we, with our twentieth-century brains really believe
them.

A resentful shiver runs through the reader at the suggestion
of such an examination. "What! Scrutinise the home, that sacred
institution, and even question it? Sacrilegious!" This very feeling
proves the frail and threadbare condition of this group of ideas.
Good healthy young ideas can meet daylight and be handled,
but very old and feeble ones, that have not been touched for
centuries, naturally dread inspection, and no wonder — they
seldom survive it.

Let us begin with one especially dominant domestic myth, that
fondly cherished popular idea — "the privacy of the home." In the
home who has any privacy? Privacy means the decent seclusion
of the individual, the right to do what one likes unwatched,
uncriticised, unhindered. Neither father, mother, nor child has
this right at home. The young man setting up in "chambers,"
the young woman in college room or studio, at last they realise
what privacy is, at last they have the right to be alone. The
home does provide some privacy for the family as a lump —
but it remains a lump — there is no privacy for the individual.
When homes and families began this was enough, people were
simple, unspecialised, their tastes and wishes were similar; it is
not enough to-day.

The progressive socialisation of humanity develops
individuals; and this ever-increasing individuality suffers cruelly



in the crude familiarity of home life. There sits the family,
all ages, both sexes, as many characters as persons; and every
budding expression, thought, feeling, or action has to run the
gauntlet of the crowd. Suppose any member is sufficiently strong
to insist on a place apart, on doing things alone and without giving
information thereof to the others — is this easy in the home? Is
this relished by the family?

The father, being the economic base of the whole structure,
has most power in this direction; but in ninety-nine cases in a
hundred he has taken his place and his work outside. In the one
hundredth case, where some artist, author, or clergyman has to
do his work at home — what is his opinion then of the privacy of
that sacred place?

The artist flees to a studio apart, if possible; the author builds
him a "den" in his garden, if he can afford it; the clergyman
strives mightily to keep "the study" to himself, but even so
the family, used to herding, finds it hard to respect anybody's
privacy, and resents it.

The mother — poor invaded soul — finds even the bathroom
door no bar to hammering little hands. From parlour to kitchen,
from cellar to garret, she is at the mercy of children, servants,
tradesmen, and callers. So chased and trodden is she that the very
idea of privacy is lost to her mind; she never had any, she doesn't
know what it is, and she cannot understand why her husband
should wish to have any "reserves," any place or time, any thought
or feeling, with which she may not make free.



The children, if possible, have less even than the mother.
Under the close, hot focus of loving eyes, every act magnified
out of all natural proportion by the close range, the child soul
begins to grow. Noticed, studied, commented on, and incessantly
interfered with; forced into miserable self-consciousness by this
unremitting glare; our little ones grow up permanently injured in
character by this lack of one of humanity's most precious rights
— privacy.

The usual result, and perhaps the healthiest, is that bickering
which is so distinctive a feature of family life. The effect varies.
Sore from too much rubbing, there is a state of chronic irritability
in the more sensitive; callous from too much rubbing there is a
state of chronic indifference in the more hardy; and indignities
are possible, yes, common, in family life which would shock and
break the bonds of friendship or of love, and which would be
simply inconceivable among polite acquaintances.

Another result, pleasanter to look at, but deeply injurious to
the soul, is the affectionate dominance of the strongest member
of the family; the more or less complete subservience of the
others. Here is peace at least; but here lives are warped and
stunted forever by the too constant pressure, close and heavy,
surrounding them from infancy.

The home, as we know it, does not furnish privacy to the
individual, rich or poor. With the poor there is such crowding as
renders it impossible; and with the rich there is another factor
so absolutely prohibitive of privacy that the phrase becomes a



laughing-stock.

Private? — a place private where we admit to the most intimate
personal association an absolute stranger; or more than one?
Strangers by birth, by class, by race, by education — as utterly
alien as it is possible to conceive — these we introduce in our
homes — in our very bedchambers; in knowledge of all the daily
habits of our lives — and then we talk of privacy! Moreover,
these persons can talk. As they are not encouraged to talk to
us, they talk the more among themselves; talk fluently, freely,
in reaction from the enforced repression of "their place," and,
with perhaps a tinge of natural bitterness, revenging small slights
by large comment. With servants living in our homes by day
and night, confronted with our strange customs and new ideas,
having our family affairs always before them, and having nothing
else in their occupation to offset this interest, we find in this
arrangement of life a condition as far removed from privacy as
could be imagined.

Consider it further: The average servant is an ignorant young
woman. Ignorant young women are proverbially curious, or old
ones. This is not because of their being women, but because of
their being ignorant. A well-cultivated mind has matter of its
own to contemplate, and mental processes of absorbing interest.
An uncultivated mind is comparatively empty and prone to
unguarded gossip; its processes are crude and weak, the main
faculty being an absorbing appetite for events — the raw material
for the thoughts it cannot think. Hence the fondness of the



servant class for "penny dreadfuls" — its preferred food is highly
seasoned incident of a wholly personal nature. This is the kind
of mind to which we offer the close and constant inspection of
our family life. This is the kind of tongue which pours forth
description and comment in a subdomiciliary stream. This is the
always-open avenue of information for lover and enemy, spy and
priest, as all history and literature exhibit; and to-day for the
reporter — worse than all four.

In simple communities the women of the household, but little
above the grade of servant in mind, freely gossip with their
maids. In those more sophisticated we see less of this free current
of exchange, but it is there none the less, between maid and
maid, illimitable. Does not this prove that our ideas of privacy
are somewhat crude — and that they are kept crude — must remain
crude so long as the home is thus vulgarly invaded by low-class
strangers? May we not hope for some development of home life
by which we may outgrow forever these coarse old customs, and
learn a true refinement which keeps inviolate the privacy of both
soul and body in the home?

One other, yes, two other avenues of publicity are open upon
this supposed seclusion. We have seen that the privacy of the
mother is at the mercy of four sets of invaders: children, servants,
tradesmen, and callers. The tradesmen, in a city flat, are kept at
a pleasing distance by the dumb-waiter and speaking tube; and,
among rich households everywhere, the telephone is a defence.
But, even at such long range, the stillness and peace of the home,



the chance to do quiet continued work of any sort, are at the
mercy of jarring electric bell or piercing whistle. One of the joys
of the country vacation is the escape from just these things; the
constant calls on time and attention, the interruption of whatever
one seeks to do, by these mercantile demands against which the
home offers no protection.

In less favoured situations, in the great majority of
comfortable homes, the invader gets far closer. "The lady of the
house" is demanded, and must come forth. The front door opens,
the back door yawns, the maid pursues her with the calls of
tradesmen, regular and irregular; from the daily butcher to the
unescapable agent with a visiting card. Of course we resist this
as best we may with a bulwark of trained servants. That is one
of the main uses of servants — to offer some protection to the
inmates of this so private place, the home!

Then comes the fourth class — callers. A whole series of
revelations as to privacy comes here; a list so long and deep as to
tempt a whole new chapter on that one theme. Here it can be but
touched on, just a mention of the most salient points.

First there is the bulwark aforesaid, the servant, trained to
protect a place called private from the entrance of a class of
persons privileged to come in. To hold up the hands of the servant
comes the lie; the common social lie, so palpable that it has no
moral value to most of us — "Not at home!"

The home is private. Therefore, to be in private, you must
claim to be out of it!



Back of this comes a whole series of intrenchments — the
reception room, to delay the attack while the occupant hastily
assumes defensive armour; the parlour or drawing room, wherein
we may hold the enemy in play, cover the retreat of non-
combatants, and keep some inner chambers still reserved; the
armour above mentioned — costume and manner, not for the
home and its inmates, but meant to keep the observer from
forming an opinion as to the real home life; and then all
the weapons crudely described in rural regions as "company
manners," our whole system of defence and attack; by which we
strive, and strive ever in vain, to maintain our filmy fiction of the
privacy of the home.

The sanctity of the home is another dominant domestic myth.
That we should revere the processes of nature as being the laws
of God is good; a healthy attitude of mind. But why revere some
more than others, and the lower more than the higher?

The home, as our oldest institution, is necessarily our lowest,
it came first, before we were equal to any higher manifestation.
The home processes are those which maintain the individual
in health and comfort, or are intended to; and those which
reproduce the individual. These are vital processes, healthy,
natural, indispensable, but why sacred? To eat, to sleep, to
breathe, to dress, to rest and amuse one's self — these are good
and useful deeds; but are they more hallowed than others?

Then the shocked home-worshipper protests that it is not these
physical and personal functions which he holds in reverence, but



"the sacred duties of maternity," and "all those precious emotions
which centre in the home."

Let us examine this view; but, first let us examine the sense
of sanctity itself — see what part it holds in our psychology. In
the first dawn of these emotions of reverence and sanctity, while
man was yet a savage, the priest-craft of the day forced upon the
growing racial mind a sense of darkness and mystery, a system
of "tabu" — of "that which is forbidden." In China still, as term
of high respect, the imperial seat of government is called "the
Forbidden City." To the dim thick early mind, reverence was
confounded with mystery and restriction.

Today, in ever-growing light, with microscope and telescope
and Rontgen ray, we are learning the true reverence that follows
knowledge, and outgrowing that which rests on ignorance.

The savage reveres a thing because he cannot understand it —
we revere because we can understand.

The ancient sacred must be covered up; to honour king or god
you must shut your eyes, hide your face, fall prostrate.

The modern sacred must be shown and known of all, and
honoured by understanding and observance.

Let not our sense of sanctity shrink so sensitively from the
searcher; if the home is really sacred, it can bear the light.
So now for these "sacred processes of reproduction.” (Protest.
"We did not say 'reproduction,’ we said 'maternity!"") And what
is maternity but one of nature's processes of reproduction?
Maternity and paternity and the sweet conscious duties and



pleasures of human child-rearing are only more sacred than
reproduction by fission, by parthenogenesis, by any other
primitive device, because they are later in the course of evolution,
so higher in the true measure of growth; and for that very reason
education, the social function of child-rearing, is higher than
maternity; later, more developed, more valuable, and so more
sacred. Maternity is common to all animals — but we do not hold
it sacred, in them. We have stultified motherhood most brutally
in two of our main food products — milk and eggs — exploiting
this function remorselessly to our own appetites.

In humanity, in some places and classes we do hold it sacred,
however. Why? "Because it is the highest, sweetest, best thing
we know!" will be eagerly answered. Is it — really? Is it better
than Liberty, better than Justice, better than Art, Government,
Science, Industry, Religion? How can that function which is
common to savage, barbarian, peasant, to all kinds and classes,
low and high, be nobler, sweeter, better, than those late-come,
hard-won, slowly developed processes which make men greater,
wiser, kinder, stronger from age to age?

The "sacred duties of maternity" reproduce the race, but they
do nothing to improve it.

Is it not more sacred to teach right conduct for instance, as
a true preacher does, than to feed one's own child as does the
squaw? Grant that both are sacred — that all right processes are
sacred — is not the relative sanctity up and out along the line of
man's improvement?



Do we hold a wigwam more sacred than a beast's lair and
less sacred than a modern home? If so, why? Do we hold an
intelligent, capable mother more sacred than an ignorant, feeble
one? Where are the limits and tendencies of these emotions?

The main basis of this home-sanctity idea is simply the
historic record of our ancient religion of ancestor-worship. The
home was once used as a church, as it yet is in China; and
the odour of sanctity hangs round it still. The other basis is
the equally old custom of sex-seclusion — the harem idea. This
gives the feeling of mystery and "tabu," of "the forbidden" — a
place shut and darkened — wholly private. A good, clean, healthy,
modern home, with free people living and loving in it, is no more
sacred than a schoolhouse. The schoolhouse represents a larger
love, a higher function, a farther development for humanity. Let
us revere, let us worship, but erect and open-eyed, the highest,
not the lowest; the future, not the past!

Closely allied to our sense of home-sanctity and sprung from
the same root, is our veneration for the old; either people or
things; the "home of our ancestors" being if anything more
sacred than our own, and the pot or plate or fiddle-back chair
acquiring imputed sanctity by the simple flux of time. What time
has to do with sanctity is not at first clear. Perhaps it is our natural
respect for endurance. This thing has lasted, therefore it must be
good; the longer it lasts the better it must be, let us revere it!

If this is a legitimate principle, let us hold pilgrimages to
the primordial rocks, they have lasted longer than anything else,



except sea water. Let us frankly worship the sun — or the still
remoter dog-star. Let us revere the gar-fish above the shad — the
hedgehog more than the cow — the tapir beyond the horse — they
are all earlier types and yet endure!

Still more practically let us turn our veneration to the tools,
vehicles, and implements which preceded ours — the arrow-head
above the bullet, the bone-needle above the sewing machine, the
hour-glass above the clock!

There is no genuine reason for this attitude. It is merely a
race habit, handed down to us from very remote times and
founded on the misconceptions of the ignorant early mind. The
scientific attitude of mind is veneration of all the laws of nature,
or works of God, as you choose to call them. If we must choose
and distinguish, respecting this more than that, let us at least
distinguish on right lines. The claim of any material object upon
our respect is the degree of its use and beauty. A weak, clumsy,
crooked tool acquires no sanctity from the handling of a dozen
grandfathers; a good, strong, accurate one is as worthy of respect
if made to-day. It is quite possible to the mind of man to worship
idols, but it is not good for him.

A great English artist is said to have scorned visiting the
United States of America as "a country where there were no
castles." We might have showed him the work of the mound-
builders, or the bones of the Triceratops, they are older yet. It
will be a great thing for the human soul when it finally stops
worshipping backwards. We are pushed forward by the social



forces, reluctant and stumbling, our faces over our shoulders,
clutching at every relic of the past as we are forced along; still
adoring whatever is behind us. We insist upon worshipping "the
God of our fathers." Why not the God of our children? Does
eternity only stretch one way?

Another devoutly believed domestic myth is that of the
"economy" of the home.

The man is to earn, and the woman to save, to expend
judiciously, to administer the products of labour to the best
advantage. We honestly suppose that our method of providing for
human wants by our system of domestic economy is the cheapest
possible; that it would cost more to live in any other way. The
economic dependence of women upon men, with all its deadly
consequences, is defended because of our conviction that her
labour in the home is as productive as his out of it; that the
marriage is a partnership in which, if she does not contribute in
cash, she does in labour, care, and saving.

It is with a real sense of pain that one remorselessly punctures
this beautiful bubble. When plain financial facts appear, when
economic laws are explained, then it is shown that our "domestic
economy" is the most wasteful department of life. The subject
is taken up in detail in the chapter on home industries; here the
mere statement is made, that the domestic system of feeding,
clothing, and cleaning humanity costs more time, more strength,
and more money than it could cost in any other way except
absolute individual isolation. The most effort and the least result



are found where each individual does all things for himself.
The least effort and the most result are found in the largest
specialisation and exchange.

The little industrial group of the home — from two to five or
ten — is very near the bottom of the line of economic progress. It
costs men more money, women more work, both more time and
strength than need be by more than half. A method of living that
wastes half the time and strength of the world is not economical.

Somewhat along this line of popular belief comes that pretty
fiction about "the traces of a woman's hand." It is a minor myth,
but very dear to us. We imagine that a woman — any woman —
just because she is a woman, has an artistic touch, an asthetic
sense, by means of which she can cure ugliness as kings were
supposed to cure scrofula, by the laying on of hands. We find this
feelingly alluded to in fiction where some lonely miner, coming
to his uncared-for cabin, discovers a flower pot, a birdcage and
a tidy, and delightedly proclaims — "A woman has been here."
He thinks it is beautiful because it is feminine — a sexuo-&sthetic
confusion common to all animals.

The beauty-sense, as appealed to by sex-distinctions, is a
strange field of study. The varied forms of crests, combs, wattles,
callosities of blue and crimson, and the like, with which one sex
attracts the other, are interesting to follow; but they do not appeal
to the cultivated sense of beauty. Beauty — beauty of sky and sea,
of flower and shell, of all true works of art — has nothing to do
with sex.



When you turn admiring eyes on the work of those who
have beautified the world for us; on the immortal marbles and
mosaics, vessels of gold and glass, on building and carving and
modelling and painting; the enduring beauty of the rugs and
shawls of India, the rich embroideries of Japan, you do not find
in the great record of world-beauty such conspicuous traces of
a woman's hand.

Then study real beauty in the home — any home — all homes.
There are women in our farm-houses — women who painfully
strive to produce beauty in many forms; crocheted, knitted,
crazy-quilted, sewed together, stuck together, made of wax;
made — of all awful things — of the hair of the dead! Here
are traces of a woman's hand beyond dispute, but is it beauty?
Through the hands of women, with their delighted approval,
pours the stream of fashion without check. Fashion in furniture,
fashion in china and glass, fashion in decoration, fashion in
clothing. What miracle does "a woman's hand" work on this
varying flood of change?

The woman is as pleased with black horsehair as with magenta
reps; she is equally contented with "anti-macassars" as with sofa-
cushions, if these things are fashionable. Her "old Canton" is
relegated to the garret when "French China" of unbroken white
comes in; and then brought down again in triumph when the
modern goes out and the antique comes in again.

She puts upon her body without criticism or objection every
excess, distortion, discord, and contradiction that can be sewed



together. The @sthetic sense of woman has never interfered with
her acceptance of ugliness, if ugliness were the fashion. The very
hair of her head goes up and down, in and out, backwards and
forwards under the sway of fashion, with no hint of harmony with
the face it frames or the head it was meant to honour. In her house
or on her person "the traces of a woman's hand" may speak loud
of sex, and so please her opposite; but there is no assurance of
beauty in the result. This sweet tradition is but another of our
domestic myths.

Among them all, most prominent of all, is one so general and
so devoutly accepted as to call for most thorough exposure. This
is our beloved dogma of "the maternal instinct." The mother, by
virtue of being a mother, is supposed to know just what is right
for her children. We honestly believe, men and women both, that
in motherhood inheres the power rightly to care for childhood.

This is a nature-myth, far older than humanity. We base
the theory on observation of the lower animals. We watch the
birds and beasts and insects, and see that the mother does all
for the young; and as she has no instruction and no assistance,
yet achieves her ends, we attribute her success to the maternal
instinct.

What is an instinct? It is an inherited habit. It is an automatic
action of the nervous system, developed in surviving species of
many generations of repetition; and performing most intricate
feats.

There is an insect which prepares for its young to eat a



carefully paralysed caterpillar. This ingenious mother lays her
eggs in a neatly arranged hole, then stings a caterpillar, so
accurately as to deprive him of motion but not of life, and
seals up the hole over eggs and fresh meat in full swing of
the maternal instinct. A cruelly inquiring observer took out the
helpless caterpillar as soon as he was put in; but the instinct-
guided mother sealed up the hole just as happily. She had done
the trick, as her instinct prompted, and there was no allowance for
scientific observers in that prompting. She had no intelligence,
only instinct. You may observe mother instinct at its height in a
fond hen sitting on china eggs — instinct, but no brains.

We, being animals, do retain some rudiments of the animal
instincts; but only rudiments. The whole course of civilisation
has tended to develop in us a conscious intelligence, the value
of which to the human race is far greater than instinct. Instinct
can only be efficient in directing actions which are unvaryingly
repeated by each individual for each occasion. It is that repetition
which creates the instinct. When the environment of an animal
changes he has to use something more than instinct, or he
becomes ex-tinct!

The human environment is in continual flux, and changes
more and more quickly as social evolution progresses. No
personal conditions are so general and unvarying with us as to
have time to develop an instinct; the only true ones for our race
are the social instincts — and maternity is not a social process.

Education is a social process, the very highest. To collect the



essentials of human progress and supply them to the young, so
that each generation may improve more rapidly, that is education.
The animals have no parallel to this. The education of the animal
young by the animal mother tends only to maintain life, not to
improve it. The education of a child, and by education is meant
every influence which reaches it, from birth to maturity, is a far
more subtle and elaborate process.

The health and growth of the body, the right processes
of mental development, the ethical influences which shape
character — these are large and serious cares, for which our
surviving driblets of instinct make no provision. If there were
an instinct inherent in human mothers sufficient to care rightly
for their children, then all human mothers would care rightly for
their children.

Do they?

What percentage of our human young live to grow up? About
fifty per cent. What percentage are healthy? We do not even
expect them to be healthy. So used are we to "infantile diseases"
that our idea of a mother's duty is to nurse sick children, not
to raise well ones! What percentage of our children grow up
properly proportioned, athletic and vigorous? Ask the army
surgeon who turns down the majority of applicants for military
service. What percentage of our children grow up with strong,
harmonious characters, wise and good? Ask the great army
of teachers and preachers who are trying for ever and ever to
somewhat improve the adult humanity which is turned out upon



the world from the care of its innumerable mothers and their
instincts.

Our eyes grow moist with emotion as we speak of our mothers
— our own mothers — and what they have done for us. Our voices
thrill and tremble with pathos and veneration as we speak of "the
mothers of great men — " mother of Abraham Lincoln! Mother of
George Washington! and so on. Had Wilkes Booth no mother?
Was Benedict Arnold an orphan?

Who, in the name of all common sense, raises our huge
and growing crop of idiots, imbeciles, cripples, defectives, and
degenerates, the vicious and the criminal; as well as all the vast
mass of slow-minded, prejudiced, ordinary people who clog the
wheels of progress? Are the mothers to be credited with all that
is good and the fathers with all that is bad?

That we are what we are is due to these two factors, mothers
and fathers.

Our physical environment we share with all animals. Our
social environment is what modifies heredity and develops
human character. The kind of country we live in, the system of
government, of religion, of education, of business, of ordinary
social customs and convention, this is what develops mankind,
this is given by our fathers.

What does maternal instinct contribute to this sum of
influences? Has maternal instinct even evolved any method
of feeding, dressing, teaching, disciplining, educating children
which commands attention, not to say respect? It has not.



The mothers of each nation, governed only by this
rudimentary instinct, repeat from generation to generation the
mistakes of their more ignorant ancestors; like a dog turning
around three times before he lies down on the carpet, because
his thousand-remove progenitors turned round in the grass!

That the care and education of children have developed at all
is due to the intelligent efforts of doctors, nurses, teachers, and
such few parents as chose to exercise their human brains instead
of their brute instincts.

That the care and education of children are still at the
disgraceful level generally existent is due to our leaving these
noble functions to the unquestioned dominance of a force which,
even among animals, is not infallible, and which, in our stage of
socialisation, is practically worthless.

Of all the myths which befog the popular mind, of all false
worship which prevents us from recognising the truth, this
matriolatry is one most dangerous. Blindly we bow to the word
"mother" — worshipping the recreative processes of nature as did
forgotten nations of old time in their great phallic religions.

The processes of nature are to be studied, not worshipped; the
laws of nature find best reverence in our intelligent understanding
and observance, not in obsequious adoration. When the human
mother shows that she understands her splendid function by
developing a free, strong, healthy body; by selecting a vigorous
and noble mate; by studying the needs of childhood, and meeting
them with proficient services, her own or that of others better



fitted; by presenting to the world a race of children who do
not die in infancy, who are not preyed upon by "preventable
diseases," who grow up straight, strong, intelligent, free-minded,
and right-intentioned; then we shall have some reason to honour
motherhood, and it will be brain-work and soul-work that we
honour. Intelligence, study, experience, science, love that has
more than a physical basis — human motherhood — not the
uncertain rudiments of a brute instinct!



IV
PRESENT CONDITIONS

The difference between our current idea of the home to-day,
and its real conditions, is easily seen. That is, it is easily seen if we
are able temporarily to resist the pressure of inherited traditions,
and use our individual brain power for a little while. We must
remember, in attempting to look fairly, to see clearly, that a
concept is a much stronger stimulus to the brain than a fact.

A fact, reaching the brain through any sensory nerve, is but an
impression; and if a previous impression to the contrary exists,
especially if that contrary impression has existed, untouched,
for many generations, the fact has but a poor chance of
acceptance. "What!" cries the astonished beholder of some new
phenomenon. "Can I believe my eyes!" and he does not believe
his eyes, preferring to believe the stock in trade of his previous
ideas. It takes proof, much proof, glaring, positive, persistent, to
convince us that what we have long thought to be so is not so.
"A preconceived idea" is what we call this immoveable lump in
the brain, and if the preconceived idea is deeply imbedded, knit,
and rooted as an "underlying conviction," and has so existed for
a very long time, then a bombardment of most undeniable facts
bounds off it without effect.

Our ideas of the home are, as we have seen, among the very



deepest in the brain; and to reach down into those old foundation
feelings, to disentangle the false from the true, to show that the
true home does not involve this group of outgrown rudiments
is difficult indeed. Yet, if we will but use that wonderful power
of thought which even the most prejudiced can exercise for a
while, it is easy to see what are the real conditions of the average
home to-day. By "average" is not meant an average of numbers.
The world still has its millions of savage inhabitants who do not
represent to-day, but anthropologic yesterdays, long past.

Even in our own nation, our ill-distributed social advance
leaves us a vast majority of population who do not represent to-
day, but a historic yesterday. The home that is really of to-day is
the home of the people of to-day, those people who are abreast
of the thought, the work, the movement of our times. The real
conditions of the present-day home are to be studied here; not
in the tepee of the Sioux, the clay-built walls of the Pueblo, the
cabin of the "Georgia cracker," or mountaineer of Tennessee; or
even in the thousand farm-houses which still repeat so nearly the
status of an earlier time.

The growth and change of the home may be traced through all
these forms, in every stage of mechanical, industrial, economic,
artistic, and psychic development; but the stage we need to study
is that we are now in, those homes which are pushed farthest
in the forefront of the stream of progress. An average home of
to-day, in this sense, is one of good social position, wherein the
husband has sufficient means and the wife sufficient education to



keep step with the march of events; one which we should proudly
point out to a foreign visitor as "a typical American home."

Now, how does this home really stand under dispassionate
observation?

The ideal which instantly obtrudes itself is this: A beautiful,
comfortable house meeting all physical needs; a happy family,
profoundly enjoying each other's society; a father, devotedly
spending his life in obtaining the wherewithal to maintain this
little heaven; a mother, completely wrapped up in her children
and devotedly spending her life in their service, working miracles
of advantage to them in so doing; children, happy in the home and
growing up beautifully under its benign influence — everybody
healthy, happy, and satisfied with the whole thing.

This ideal is what we are asked to lay aside temporarily; and
in its place to bring our minds to bear on the palpable facts in the
case. Readers of a specially accurate turn of mind may perhaps
be interested enough to jot down on paper their own definite
observations of, say, a dozen homes they know best.

One thing may be said here in defence of our general
ignorance on this subject: the actual conditions of home life are
studiously concealed from casual observation. Our knowledge of
each other's homes is obtained principally by "calling" and the
more elaborate forms of social entertainments.

The caller only reaches the specially prepared parlour or
reception room; the more intimate friends sometimes the
bedroom or even nursery, if they are at the time what we call



"presentable"; and it is part of our convention, our age-long habit
of mind, to accept this partial and prepared view as a picture of
the home life. It is not.

To know any home really, you must live in it, "winter and
summer" it, know its cellar as well as parlour, its daily habits
as well as its company manners. So we have to push into the
background not only the large, generally beautiful home ideal,
smiling conventionally like a big bronze Buddha; but also that
little pocket ideal which we are obliged to use constantly to keep
up the proper mental attitude.

We are not used to looking squarely, open-eyed and critical, at
any home, so "sacred" is the place to us. Now, having laid aside
both the general ideal and the pocket ideal, what do we see?

As to physical health and comfort and beauty: Ask your
Health Board, your sanitary engineer, how the laws of health
are observed in the average home — even of the fairly well-to-
do, even of the fairly educated. Learn what we may of art and
science, the art of living, the science of living is not yet known
to us. We build for ourselves elaborate structures in which to
live, following architectural traditions, social traditions, domestic
traditions, quite regardless of the laws of life for the creature
concerned.

This home is the home of a live animal, a large animal, bigger
than a sheep — about as big as a fallow deer. The comfort and
health of this animal we seek to insure by first wrapping it in
many thicknesses of cloth and then shutting it up in a big box,



carefully lined with cloth and paper and occasionally "aired" by
opening windows. We feed the animal in the box, bringing into
it large and varied supplies of food, and cooking them there.
Growing dissatisfied with the mess resultant upon this process,
disliking the sight and sound and smell of our own preferred
food-processes, yet holding it essential that they shall all be
carried on in the same box with the animal to be fed; we proceed
to enlarge the box into many varied chambers, to shut off by
closed doors these offensive details (which we would not do
without for the world), and to introduce into the box still other
animals of different grades to perform the offensive processes.

You thus find in a first-class modern home peculiar warring
conditions, in the adjustment of which health and comfort are
by no means assured. The more advanced the home and its
inhabitants, the more we find complexity and difficulty, with
elements of discomfort and potential disease, involved in the
integral — supposedly integral — processes of the place. The more
lining and stuffing there are, the more waste matter fills the air
and settles continually as dust; the more elaborate the home, the
more labour is required to keep it fit for a healthy animal to live
in; the more labour required, the greater the wear and tear on
both the heads of the family.

The conditions of health in a representative modern home are
by no means what we are capable of compassing.

We consider "antiseptic cleanliness" as belonging only to
hospitals, and are content to spend our daily, and nightly, lives in



conditions of septic dirt.

An adult human being consumes six hundred cubic feet of air
in an hour. How many homes provide such an amount, fresh,
either by day or night?

Diseases of men may be attributed to exposure, to wrong
conditions in shop and office, to chances of the crowd, or to
special drug habits. Diseases of women and children must be
studied at home, where they take rise. The present conditions of
the home as to health and comfort are not satisfactory.

As to beauty: we have not much general knowledge of beauty,
either in instinct or training; yet, even with such as we have, how
ill satisfied it is in the average home. The outside of the house
1s not beautiful; the inside is not beautiful; the decorations and
furnishings are not beautiful. The home, by itself, in its age-long
traditionalism, does not allow of growth in these lines; nor do
its physical limitations permit of it. But as education progresses
and money accumulates we hire "art-decorators" and try to creep
along the line of advance.

A true natural legitimate home beauty is rare indeed. We may
be perfectly comfortable among our things, and even admire
them; people of any race or age do that; but that sense of "a
beautiful home" is but part of the complex ideal, not a fact
recognised by those who love and study beauty and art. We do
not find our common "interiors" dear to the soul of the painter.
So we may observe that in general the home does not meet the
demands of the physical nature, for simple animal health and



comfort; nor of the psychical for true beauty.

Now for our happy family. Let it be carefully borne in mind
that no question is raised as to the happiness of husband and
wife; or of parent and child in their essential relation; but of their
happiness as affected by the home.

The effect of the home, as it now is, upon marriage is a
vitally interesting study. Two people, happily mated, sympathetic
physically and mentally, having many common interests and
aspirations, proceed after marrying to enter upon the business
of "keeping house," or "home-making." This business is not
marriage, it is not parentage, it is not child-culture. It is the
running of the commissary and dormitory departments of life,
with elaborate lavatory processes.

The man is now called upon to pay, and pay heavily, for the
maintenance of this group of activities; the woman to work,
either personally, by deputy, or both, in its performance.

Then follows one of the most conspicuous of conditions
in our present home: the friction and waste of its supposedly
integral processes. The man does spend his life in obtaining the
wherewithal to maintain — not a "little heaven," but a bunch of
ill-assorted trades, wherein everything costs more than it ought
to cost, and nothing is done as it should be done — on a business
basis.

How many men simply hand out a proper sum of money
for "living expenses," and then live, serene and steady, on that
outlay?



Home expenses are large, uncertain, inexplicable. In some
families an exceptional "manager," provided with a suitable
"allowance," does keep the thing in comparatively smooth
running order, at considerable cost to herself; but in most families
the simple daily processes of "housekeeping" are a constant
source of annoyance, friction, waste, and loss. Housekeeping, as
a business, is not instructively successful. As the structure of the
home is not what we so readily took for granted in our easily
fitting ideals, so the functions of the home are not, either. We
are really struggling and fussing along, trying to live smoothly,
healthfully, peacefully; studying all manner of "new thought" to
keep us "poised," pining for a "simpler life"; and yet all spending
our strength and patience on the endless effort to "keep house,"
to "make a home" — to live comfortably in a way which is
not comfortable; and when this continuous effort produces utter
exhaustion, we have fo go away from home for a rest! Think of
that, seriously.

The father is so mercilessly overwhelmed in furnishing the
amount of money needed to maintain a home that he scarce
knows what a home is. Time, time to sit happily down with his
family, or to go happily out with his family, this is denied to the
patient toiler on whose shoulders this ancient structure rests. The
mother is so overwhelmed in her performance or supervision of
all the inner workings of the place that she, too, has scant time
for the real joys of family life.

The home is one thing, the family another; and when the home



takes all one's time, the family gets little. So we find both husband
and wife overtaxed and worried in keeping up the institution
according to tradition; both father and mother too much occupied
in home-making to do much toward child-training, man-making!

What is the real condition of the home as regards children —
its primal reason for being? How does the present home meet
their needs? How does the home-bound woman fill the claims
of motherhood? As a matter of fact, are our children happy and
prosperous, healthy and good, at home? Again the ideal rises;
picture after picture, tender, warm, glowing; again we must push
it aside and look at the case as it is. In our homes to-day the
child grows up — when he does not die — not at all in that state
of riotous happiness we are so eager to assume as the condition
of childhood. The mother loves the child, always and always; she
does what she can, what she knows how; but the principal work of
her day is the care of the house, not of the child; the construction
of clothes — not of character.

Follow the hours in the day of the housewife: count the
minutes spent in the care and service of the child, as compared
with those given to the planning of meals, the purchase of
supplies, the labour either of personally cleaning things or of
seeing that other persons do it; the "duties" to society, of the
woman exempt from the actual house-labour.

"But," we protest, "all this is for the child — the meals, the
well-kept house, the clothes — the whole thing!"

Yes? And in what way do the meals we so elaborately order



and prepare, the daintily furnished home, the much-trimmed
clothing, contribute to the body-growth, mind-growth, and soul-
growth of the child? The conditions of home life are not those
best suited to the right growth of children. Infant discipline is
one long struggle to coerce the growing creature into some sort
of submission to the repressions, the exactions, the arbitrary
conventions of the home.

In broad analysis, we find in the representative homes of to-
day a condition of unrest. The man is best able to support it
because he is least in it; he is part and parcel of the organised
industries of the world, he has his own special business to run on
its own lines; and he, with his larger life-basis, can better bear
the pressure of house-worries. The wife is cautioned by domestic
moralists not to annoy her husband with her little difficulties; but
in the major part of them, the economic difficulties, she must
consult him, because he pays the bills.

When a satisfactory Chinaman is running a household; when
the money is paid, the care deputed, the whole thing done as
by clock-work, this phase of home unrest is removed; but the
families so provided for are few. In most cases the business of
running a home is a source of constant friction and nervous as
well as financial waste.

Quite beyond this business side come the conditions of home
life, the real conditions, as affecting the lives of the inmates.
With great wealth, and a highly cultivated taste, we find the
members of the family lodged in as much privacy and freedom



as possible in a home, and agreeing to disagree where they are
not in accord. With great love and highly cultivated courtesy and
wisdom, we find the members of the family getting on happily
together, even in a physically restricted home. But in the average
home, occupied by average people, we find the members of the
family jarring upon one another in varying degree.

That harmony, peace, and love which we attribute to home
life is not as common as our fond belief would maintain. The
husband, as we have seen, finds his chief base outside, and bears
up with greater or less success against the demands and anxieties
of the home. The wife, more closely bound, breaks down in
health with increasing frequency. The effect of home life on
women seems to be more injurious in proportion to their social
development. Our so-called "society" is one outlet, though not a
healthful one, through which the woman seeks to find recreation,
change, and stimulus to enable her to bear up against a too
continuous home life.

The young man at home is almost a negligible factor — he does
not stay in it any more than he can help. The young woman at
home finds her growing individuality an increasing disadvantage,
and many times makes a too hasty marriage because she is not
happy at home — in order to have "a home of her own," where
she still piously believes all will be well.

The child at home has no knowledge of any other and better
environment wherewith to compare this. He accepts his home
as the unavoidable base of all things — he cannot think of life



with a different home. But the eagerness with which he hails
any proposition that takes him out of it, his passionate hunger
for change, for novelty; the fever which most boys have for
"running away"; the eager, intense interest in stories of anything
and everything as far removed from home life as possible; the
dreary ennui of the child who is punished by being kept at home —
or who has to stay there continuously for any reason — standing at
the window which can give sight of the world outside and longing
for something to happen — all this goes to indicate that home life
does not satisfy the child. There was a time when it did, when
it satisfied every member of the family; but that was under far
more primitive conditions.

The home has not developed in the same ratio as its occupants.
The people of to-day are not content in the homes of a thousand
years before yesterday. Our present home conditions are being
changed — very gradually, owing to the stiffness of the material,
but are slowly changing before our eyes. As a matter of fact, we
are ready — more than ready — for the homes of the future; as a
matter of feeling, we are clinging with all our might to the homes
of the past; and, in their present conditions, our homes are not by
any means those centres of rest, peace, and satisfaction we are
so religiously taught to think them.

Suppose for an instant that they were. Suppose the trouble,
the weariness, the danger and evils of outside life were all laid
aside the moment we entered the home. There all was well. No
financial trouble. No industrial trouble. No physical trouble. No



mental trouble. No moral trouble. Just a place where everything
ran on wheels; and where the world-worn soul could count on
peace and refreshment.

Vain supposition! Whatever the financial troubles of the
world, the place where they are felt most is in the home. Here
is where the money is spent, and most wastefully misspent as we
shall see later. Here is where there is never enough, where the
demand continually exceeds the supply.

As to industrial trouble, the labour question is a large one
everywhere. The introduction of machinery has brought its train
of needless disadvantages as well as its essential advantages.
There are dishonesty and inefficiency to meet and cope with.
But compare the conversation of a hundred business men with
that of a hundred housekeeping women, and learn respect for the
magnitude of the industrial troubles of the home.

For physical troubles, as we have before indicated, the home
is no relief. We struggle to enforce laws improving the physical
conditions of the coal mine and the factory, but these laws find
their utmost difficulty of application in the "sweatshops," the
place where work is done at home. There is no law to improve
the sanitary condition of the kitchen, to compel the admission of
oxygen to the bedroom. In the home every law of health may be
disregarded with impunity. We strive by building regulations and
Boards of Health to make some improvement, but the conditions
of home life, as now existing, are no guarantee of safety from
physical troubles.



As to the mental and moral — the whole field of psychical error
and difficulty — the home is the place where we suffer most. The
struggles and falls of the soul, our most intimate sins, the keenest
pain we know — the home is the arena for these in large measure.
Tender virtues grow there, too — deep and abiding love, generous
devotion, patient endurance — faithfulness and care; but for one
home that shows us these is another where dominant injustice,
selfishness, unthinking cruelty, impatience, grossest rudeness, a
callous disregard for the oft-trodden feelings of others is found
instead. No wide acquaintance with present homes can fail to
note these things in every shade of growth. Home is a place
where people live, people good and bad, great and small, wise
and unwise. The home does not make the bad good, the small
great, or the foolish wise. Many a man who has to be decent in
his social life is domineering and selfish at home. Many a woman
who has to be considerate and polite in her social life, such as
it is, is exacting and greedy at home, and cruel as only the weak
and ignorant can be. Now if the home was what produced the
virtues we commonly attribute to it, then all homes, of all times
and peoples, would have the same effect.

The American man holds pre-eminence as sacrificed to
the home; the American woman as being most petted and
indulged therein. In England we find the man more the centre of
indulgence, in Germany still more so —and the women subsidiary
to his use and pleasure.

How can "the home" be credited with such opposite results?



If, as is commonly assumed, the home has any unfailing general
effect, we must be able to point out that effect in the homes
of Russia, China, France, and Egypt. If we find the homes of
the nations differ we must look for the cause in the national
institutions — not the domestic.

That our well-loved homes are as good as they are is due to
our race progress; to our religion, our education, our general
social advance. When a peasant family from Hungary comes
to America, they establish a Hungarian home. As they become
Americanised the home changes and improves. The credit is not
due to the home, but to the country. Meanwhile the home does
have certain definite effects upon our life; due to its own nature,
and acting upon us in every time and place.

These we shall analyse and follow in studying the effects of
the home upon society in a later chapter. In this observation
of present conditions we should note merely how our average
home life now stands. And we may plainly see these things;
a general condition of unrest and more or less dissatisfaction.
A tendency to ever-growing expense, which threatens the very
existence of the home and is forcing many into boarding houses.
An increasing difficulty in the industrial processes — a difficulty
so great that the lives of our women are embittered and shortened
by it, and the periods of anxiety and ill-adjustment are longer
than those of satisfactory service. An improvement in sanitary
conditions so far as public measures can reach the home, but
a wide field of disease owing to wrong habits of clothing,



eating, and breathing. A rudimentary custom of child-culture
only beginning to show signs of progress; and a degree of
unhappiness to which the divorce and criminal courts, as well as
insane asylums and graveyards, bear crushing testimony.

With conditions of home life as far from our cherished ideal
as these, is it not time for us bravely to face the problem, and
study home life with a view to its improvement? Not "to abolish
the home," as is wildly feared by those who dare not discuss it. A
pretty testimony this to their real honour and belief! Is the home
so light a thing as to be blown away by a breath of criticism? Are
we so loosely attached to our homes as to give them up when
some defects are pointed out? Is it not a confession of the discord
and pain we so stoutly deny, that we are not willing to pour light
into this dark place and see what ails it?

There is no cause for fear. So long as life lasts we shall have
homes; but we need not always have the same kind.

Our present home is injured by the rigidly enforced
maintenance of long-outgrown conditions. We may free
ourselves, if we will, from every one of those injurious, old
conditions, and still retain all that is good and beautiful and right
in the home.
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THE HOME AS A WORKSHOP

I. The Housewife

All industry began at home.

All industry was begun by women.

Back of history, at the bottom of civilisation, during that long
period of slowly changing savagery which antedates our really
human life, whatever work was done on earth was done by the
woman in the home. From that time to this we have travelled far,
spread wide, grown broad and high; and our line of progress is
the line of industrial evolution.

Where the patient and laborious squaw once carried on her
back the slaughtered game for her own family, now wind and
steam and lightning distribute our provisions around the world.
Where she once erected a rude shelter of boughs or hides for
her own family, now mason and carpenter, steel and iron worker,
joiner, lather, plasterer, glazier, plumber, locksmith, painter,
and decorator combine to house the world. Where she chewed
and scraped the hides, wove bark and grasses, made garments,
made baskets, made pottery, made all that was made for her
own family, save the weapons of slaughter, now the thousand



manufactures of a million mills supply our complex needs and
pleasures. Where she tamed and herded a few beasts for her own
family, now from ranchman to packer move the innumerable
flocks and herds of the great plains; where she ploughed with a
stick and reaped with a knife, for her own family, now gathered
miles of corn cross continent and ocean to feed all nations.
Where she prepared the food and reared the child for her own
family — what! Has the world stopped? Is history a dream? Is
social progress mere imagination? —there she is yet! Back of
history, at the bottom of civilisation, untouched by a thousand
whirling centuries, the primitive woman, in the primitive home,
still toils at her primitive tasks.

All industries began at home, there is no doubt of that. All
other industries have left home long ago. Why have these stayed?
All other industries have grown. Why have not these?

What conditions, social and economic, what shadowy survival
of oldest superstitions, what iron weight of custom, law, religion,
can be adduced in explanation of such a paradox as this?
Talk of Siberian mammoths handed down in ice, like some
crystallised fruit of earliest ages! What are they compared with
this antediluvian relic! By what art, what charm, what miracle,
has the twentieth century preserved alive the prehistoric squaw!

This is a phenomenon well worth our study, a subject teeming
with interest, one that concerns every human being most closely
— most vitally. Sociology is beginning to teach us something
of the processes by which man has moved up and on to his



present grade, and may move farther. Among those processes
none is clearer, simpler, easier to understand, than industrial
evolution. Its laws are identical with those of physical evolution,
a progression from the less to the greater, from the simple to
the complex, a constant adaptation of means to ends, a tendency
to minimise effort and maximise efficiency. The solitary savage
applies his personal energy to his personal needs. The social
group applies its collective energy to its collective needs. The
savage works by himself, for himself; the civilised man works in
elaborate inter-dependence with many, for many. By the division
of labour and its increasing specialisation we vastly multiply
skill and power; by the application of machinery we multiply
the output; by the development of business methods we reduce
expense and increase results; the whole line of growth is the
same as that which makes a man more efficient in action than his
weight in shell-fish. He is more highly organised and specialised.
So is modern industry.
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