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cultural critic and novelistic innovator, Howells focused hjs pass; An Oug, U0

a wide array of contemporary issues in politics and art, regul
nation with the lives of Americans of all backgrounds.

Editha!l

T'he air was thick with the war feeling,? like the electricity of 5 sto
has not yet burst. Editha sat looking out into the hot Spring aftem:)m Whi}
her lips parted, and panting with the intensity of the question Whe?}?’ Wit
could let him go. She had decided that she could not let him stay ¥
saw him at the end of the still leafless avenue, making slowly 1;
the house, with his head down and his figure relaxed. She ran impatiepq
out on the veranda, to the edge of the steps, and Imperatively demangte(}{
greater haste of him with her will before she called aloud to him. “Georgel
He had quickened his pace in mystical response to her mystical urgencé
before he could have heard her; now he looked up and answered, “We|]>"
"Oh, how united we are!” she exulted, and then she swooped down th
steps to him. “What is it?” she cried.

“It’s war,” he said, and he pulled her up to him and kissed her.
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I. First printed in the January 1905 issue of Spanish—American War (1898), which Howells
Harper's Monthly, the source of the present text. opposed. . |
2. Presumably the “war fever” preceding the



She kissed him back intensely, but irrelevantly, as to their passion, and
yttered from deep in her throat. “How glorious!”

“1¢'s war,” he repeated, without consenting to her sense of it; and she did not
know just what to think at first. She never knew what to think of him; that made
his mystery, his charm. All through their courtship, which was contemporane-
ous with the growth of the war feeling, she had been puzzled by his want of
seriousness about it. He seemed to despise it even more than he abhorred it. She
could have understood his abhorring any sort of bloodshed; that would have
been a survival of his old life when he thought he would be a minister, and
before he changed and took up the law. But making light of a cause so high and
noble seemed to show a want of earnestness at the core of his being. Not but
that she felt herself able to cope with a congenital defect of that sort, and make
his love for her save him from himself. Now perhaps the miracle was already
wrought in him. In the presence of the tremendous fact that he announced, all
triviality seemed to have gone out of him; she began to feel that. He sank down
on the top step, and wiped his forehead with his handkerchief, while she poured
out upon him her question of the origin and authenticity of his news.

All the while, in her duplex emotioning, she was aware that now at the very
beginning she must put a guard upon herself against urging him, by any word
or act, to take the part that her whole soul willed him to take, for the comple-
tion of her ideal of him. He was very nearly perfect as he was, and he must be
allowed to perfect himself. But he was peculiar, and he might very well be
reasoned out of his peculiarity. Before her reasoning went her emotioning: her
nature pulling upon his nature, her womanhood upon his manhood, without
her knowing the means she was using to the end she was willing. She had
always supposed that the man who won her would have done something to
win her; she did not know what, but something. George Gearson had simply
asked her for her love, on the way home from a concert, and she gave her love
to him, without, as it were, thinking. But now, it flashed upon her, if he could
do something worthy to have won her—be a hero, her hero—it would be even
better than if he had done it before asking her; it would be grander. Besides,

she had believed in the war from the beginning.
“But don’t you see, dearest,” she said, “that it wouldn’t have come to this, if

it hadn’t been in the order of Providence? And I call any war glorious that is
for the liberation of people who have been struggling for years against the
cruelest oppression. Don’t you think so, too?”

"I suppose so,” he returned, languidly. “But war! Is it glorious to break the
peace of the world?”

"That ignoble peace! It was no peace at all, with that crime and shame at
ourvery gates.” She was conscious of parroting the current phrases of the
E%‘::Papers,. but it was no time to pick and choose her words. She must sac-
saiia :rnythlng to the high ideal she had for him, and after ’a good deal of
i hOwgume}r:t sh.e ended with the climax: “But now it doesn’t matter about
i anor why. Since t.he war has come, all that is gor}’e. There are no two

He Satywn'lt(;lri'There is nothing now but our country. .

e 'dl ‘his eyes closed and his head leant back against the Ve.randa,
sald with 5 vague smile, as if musing aloud, “Our country—right or

3. Part of
. d toast giv 2
Mlercoyrg > glven bY American naval officer Stephen Decatur (1779-1820): “Our country! In her
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eping to
keugo‘; (George, that is blasphemy.”

«well, I won't blaspheme. T'll try to believe in . ,
B et g your pocket Providence,
“Why don’t you stay to dinner?” Dinner at Balcom's Works was at one

o’ClOCk . '
«1']] come back to supper, it you'll let me. Perhaps I shall bring you a convert.”

“Well, you may come back, on that condition.”

“All right. It 1 don’t come, you’'ll understand.”

He went away without kissing her, and she felt it a suspension of their
engagement. It all interested her intensely; she was undergoing a tremen-
dous experience, and she was being equal to it. While she stood looking after
him, her mother came out through one of the long windows, on to the
veranda, with a catlike softness and vagueness. |

“Why didn’t he stay to dinner?”
“Because—because—war has been declared,” Editha pronounced, with-

out turning.

Her mother said, “Oh, my!” and then said nothing more until she had sat
down in one of the large Shaker chairs? and rocked herself for some time.
Then she closed whatever tacit passage of thought there had been in her

mind with the spoken words: “Well, I hope he won't go.”
“And I hope he will,” the girl said, and confronted her mother with a stormy

oxaltation that would have frightened any creature less unimpressionable

than a cat.
Her mother rocked herself again for an interval of cogitation. What she

arrived at in speech was: “Well, I guess you've done a wicked thing, Editha

Balcom.”
The girl said, as she passed indoors through the same window her mother

had come out by: “I haven’t done anything—yet.”
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Wwrote:
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of a fife and drum with a tumult of voices, In shouting, MBS an augh-
ing. The noise drew nearer and nearer; it reache.d the street end of the aye-
nue; there it silenced itself, and one voice, the voice she knew best, rose over
the silence. It fell; the air was filled with cheers; the fife and drum struck
up, with the shouting, singing, and laughing again, but now retreating; and
a single figure came hurrying up the avenue.
She ran down to meet her lover and clun

he put his arm round her with a boisterous laugh. “Well, you must call me
Captain, now; or Cap, if you prefer; that’s w

hid & et A hat the boys call me. Yes, we've

selected me ?frat t e- , . ybOdY has Volunteered; and they
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o th° fght the 18 orid:Jiwrote:my N&me first of all on the roster. Then they
4% 0 thel‘?’ 11. 1 wish 1 had some ice-water!”

g qme” " alking UP and down the vgranda, while s.he ran for the ice-
teft 17 .nd when she came ack he was still walking up and

od 3 8° ! o story he had told her to her father and mother, who had
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ll’the worse reason looks when you try to make it appear the
believe I Was the ﬁrsF convert to the war in that crowd tonight!
I should like to kill a man; but now, I shouldn't care; and
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¢, vital thought, an inspiration. She set down the ice-
gditha he veranda floor, and ran up-stairs and got the letter she had

nt When at last he noisily bade her father and mother, “Well,
[ woke you up; 1 sha'n’t want any sleep myself,” she fol-
enue to the gate. There, after the whirling words
from her thoughts and refuse to serve them, she
lemnize the moment that seemed so crazy, and

vriten B2
ht. I 10rgo

JOWed hlmd 5 ﬂy away
last effort to SO

for you. I wrote 1t after you went this morning. Keep it—keep
_and read it <ometime—" She thought, and then her inspiration came:
}‘Read :« if ever you doubt what you've done, or fear that I regret your having

lone it. Read it after you've started.” 7§,
They strained each other in embraces that seemed as ineffective as their

words, and he kissed her face with quick, hot breaths that were so unlike
him, that made her feel as if she had lost her old lover and found a stranger
n his place. The stranger said: “What a gorgeous flower you are, with your

“No, no. It’S

n |

red hair, and your blue eyes that look black now, and your face with the color

painted out by the white moonshine! Let me hold you under my chin, to see
whether I love blood, you tiger-lily!” Then he laughed Gearson’s laugh, and
released her, scared and giddy. Within her willfulness she had been fright-
ened by a sense of subtler force in him, and mystically mastered as she had
never been before,

Hesrh;;z? all the way back to the house, and mounted the steps panting.
“ e and father were talking of the great affair. Her mother said:

a’n’t Mr. : .
e act Qearson in rather of an excited state of mind? Didn't you think
2cted curoygp”
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d
0 follow girl indoors.

uDon,t
‘ COm 7
Mr Ba] © Mother!” Editha called, vanishing.
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510 Jayg}, S ained to reproach her husband. “I don’t see much of any-




- « L ZUESS it Wont be muck
: t 1t fTrom LEearson. 1 g -V of
“Well, it'’s catching. Caugdl:m’t think so, either. The other fellows ij bac

n .
a war, and I guess Gearso it. I wouldn't lose any sleep ove, it. Iy

' mean
down as soon as they sec; ’:»ve
o0ing back to bed, myselt.

' her sick, but ...
, noon, looking pale, and rat 5 but quig,
Gearsi)fn cametaglil;:l:s;;?jt;;ny. ‘I guess I'd better tell you, Editha, that |
himself, even to

d of battles last night by pouring toq Mmap,
lC(l))nSecrattedhﬁ?ifyzon}l’;zl\‘wiothroat. But I'm all right now. One has ¢ carri:
ibations to hi

)
i W. | .
off the excitement, someho sod, batfouilneverssouct i gatil
“Promise me,” she commandaed,

“What! Not let the cannikin clink? Not let the soldier drink?? Well, |
at!

promise.” . don’t even belong to me. You belon
g 't belong to yourself now; you

t \(()(1111’ (i(z)rlll:llt)reyoz;gld yZu have a sacred chargf.: to kef?P Yourself.strong and

V:,)eﬂ for your cm’mtry’s sake. I have been thinking, thinking all night anq all

day long.”

“You look as if you had been crying a little, too,” he said with his queer
smile.

“That’s all past. I've been thinking, and worshipping you. Don't you sup.

pose I know all that you've been through, to come to this? I've followed you
every step from your old theories and opinions.
“Well, you've had a long row to hoe.

“And I know you've done this from the highest motives—"

"‘Oh, there won't be much pettifogging to do till this cruel war js—”

“And you haven't simply done it for my sake. I couldn't respect you if yoy
had.”

“Well, then we'll say I haven't. A man that hasn't got his own respect intact

people he can corner. But we won't go into
nd we've got to face our future. Mv idea is
, 8 y

struggle; we shall just scare the

all. But we must provide for con.
tingencies, Editha. If anything happens to me—"

"Oh, George!” She clung to him sobbing,
"I don’t want you to feel fooli
wherever I happened to be.”

"I am yours, for time and

eternity—time and eternity.” She liked the words;
they satisfied her famine for phrases.

“Well, say eternity; that's all right; but time’s another thing; and I'm talking
about time. But there i

s something! My mother! [f anything happens—" :
She winced, and he laughed. “You're not the bold soldier-girl of yesterday!
Then he sobered.

"If anything happens, I want you to help my mother out.
She won't like my doing this thing, She
thing as well as a

bad thing, My father was in the civil war, all through it;
lost his arm in it.” She thrilled with the

sense of the arm round her; what it
that should be lost? He laughed as if divining her: "Oh, it doesn’t run in the

, gravely: “He came home with mis-

shly bound to my memory. [ should hate that,

7. Allusion to Shakespeare’s Othell, (2.3.64—68)

» In which lago sings a soldier’s drinking song.




[ was to be brought up in his hnal mind about it; but
n lt)hem my time. [ only knew him from my mother’s report of him
hat “.,as . ions [ don’t know whether they were hers first; but they were
his OEI‘hiS will be @ blow t? her. I shall bave to write and tell her—"
ers Jast: od. and she asked: Would’YOU like me to write too, George?”
stoPP®”  that would do. No, I'll do the writing. She’ll understand a

0S lw £ [ hadn't helped keep it from coming, and I knew I hadn'’t:
d no right to stay out of it.” ’
es satisfied him or not, they satisfied her. She clung to

ety < whispered, with closed eyes and quivering lips: “Yes, yes, yes!”
his Dree= ™

> £ anything <hould happen, you might go to her, and see what yo
But if a7 know? It's rather far off; she can’t leave her chair—z”u

11d do for her: TO | -
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od with his rising, and Gearson was saying, with his
her father: “Well, we're otf at once, Mr. Balcom. We're
d at the capital, and then bunched up with the rest

.omehow, and sent into camp somewhere, and got to the front as soon as
possible: We all want to be in the van,® of course; we're the first company to
report to the Governor. I came to tell Editha, but I hadn’t got round to it.”
w him again for a moment at the capital, in the station, just before
the train «tarted southward with his regiment. He looked well, in his
uniform, and very soldierly, but somehow girlish, too, with his clean-
chaven face and slim figure. The manly eyes and the strong voice satisfied
her, and his preoccupation with some unexpected details of duty flattered
her. Other girls were weeping and bemoaning themselves, but she felt a
«ort of noble distinction in the abstraction, the almost unconsciousness,
with which they parted. Only at the last moment he said: “Don’t forget my
mother. It mayn't be such a walk-over as I supposed,” and he laughed at
the notion.

He waved his hand to her as the train moved off—she knew it among a
;s;)liff }?flgands that were waved to other girls from the platform of the car,
o ed a lieltter which she 'knew was hers. Then he went inside the car to
throug’h t<l)1u tless, and she did not see him again. But she felt safe for him
always Spez ]:.treng}:h of wha.t she called her love. What she call:ed her God,
Mutya] underlsrzg ' d‘e name in a deep voice and with the impllcatloon of a
back to her (f w%nh ing, would watch over him and keep him and brl.ng him
Of two, for b hlt an empty sleeve, then he should have three arms instead

oth of hers should be his for life. She did not see, though, why

she shoy]
The id always be thinking of the arm his father had lost.

She sa

hed h
[0 hjg mothzrcolum h.ave wished, glorifying and supporting him. She wrote
gloritying him as their hero, but the brief answer she got was



merely to the effect thal IVII'S, \oCdlSOIL WAas IUL Well €liougn to write
and thanking her for her letter by the hand of someone who calleg
“Yrs truly, Mrs. W. J. Andrews.”

Editha determined not to be hurt, but to write again quite as if the ansy,
had been all she expected. But before it seemed as if she could hay, erfr
ten, there came news of the first skirmish, and in the list of the killed, whi lt};
was telegraphed as a trifling loss on our side, was Gearson’s name. Thec
was a frantic time of trying to make out that it might be, must be, SOme Othre
Gearson; but the name and the company and the regiment, and the Stafr
were too definitely given. :

Then there was a lapse into depths out of which it seemed as if she Nevey
could rise again; then a lift into clouds far above all grief, black clouds, thy;
blotted out the sun, but where she soared with him, with George, Georgel
She had the fever that she expected of herself, but she did not die in it; shé
was not even delirious, and it did not last long. When she was well enough
to leave her bed, her one thought was of George’s mother, of his strangely
worded wish that she should go to her and see what she could do for her. [,
the exaltation of the duty laid upon her—it buoyed her up instead of by
dening her—she rapidly recovered.

Her father went with her on the long railroad journey from northern
New York to western Iowa; he had business out at Davenport, and he said he
could just as well go then as any other time; and he went with her to the little
country town where George’s mother lived in a little house on the edge of
illimitable corn-fields, under trees pushed to a top of the rolling prairie.
George’s father had settled there after the civil war, as so many other old
soldiers had done; but they were Eastern people, and Editha fancied touches
of the East in the June rose overhanging the front door, and the garden with
early summer flowers stretching from the gate of the paling fence.

It was very low inside the house; and so dim, with the closed blinds, that
they could scarcely see one another: Editha tall and black in her crapes which
filled the air with the smell of their dyes; her father standing decorously apart
with his hat on his forearm, as at funerals; a woman rested in a deep arm-
chair, and the woman who had let the strangers in stood behind the chair.

The seated woman turned her'head round and up, and asked the woman
behind her chair: “Who did you say?”

Editha, if she had done what she expected of herself, would have gone
down on her knees at the feet of the seated figure and said, “I am George’s
Editha,” for answer.

But instead of her own voice she heard that other woman’s voice, saying:
"Well, I don’t know as I did get the name just right. I guess I'll have to make
a little more light in here,” and she went and pushed two of the shutters ajar

Then Editha’s father said, in his public will-now-address-a-few-remarks

tone: “My name is Balcom, ma’am—Junius H. Balcom, of Balcom'’s Works;
New York; my daughter—"”
“Oh!” the seated woman broke in, with a powerful voice, the voice that

always surprised Editha from Gearson’s slender frame. “Let me see YoU'
Stand round where the light can strike on your face,” and Editha dumbly
obeyed. “So, you're Editha Balcom,” she sighed.

“Yes,” Editha said, more like a culprit than a comforter.
‘“What did vou come for?” Mre Ciarcnm aclb ol

hel‘Self’
herSelf
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ivered and her knees shook. “I came—because—because

]|d go no further.

aid, “he told me he had asked you to come if he got

“Yes)  Jidn' expect that, [ suppose, Whe.n you sent him.”

illed: 0 1 rather have died m)./self.than done 1?! " Editha said with more truth
ul he ordinarily found in it. “I tried to leave him free—"

f yours, that came back with his other things, left him

s e George's irony came from.
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tha be read before—unless—until—I told him so,” she faltered.
dn't read a letter of yours, under the circumstances,

ht you wanted him to. Been sick?” the woman abruptly demanded.

til!‘he th(;?cgk.” Editha said, with self-pity.
Very > " . life,” her father interposed, “was almost despaired of, at one

time: heed. “I suppose you would have been glad to

,rson gave him no
«uch a brave person as you! [ don't believe he was glad to die. He was
ys a «imid boy, that way; he was afraid of a good many things; but if he

1 he did what he made up his mind to. I suppose he made up his
but I knew what it cost him, by what it cost me when I heard of

+ [ had been through one war before. When you sent him you didn't expect

he would get killed.”

The voice <eemed to compassionate Editha, and it was time. “No,” she hus-

t: women don’t, when they give their men up to their coun-

“No, girls don
| come marching back, somehow, just as gay as they

try. They think they’'l
fit's an empty sleeve, or even an empty pantaloon, it’s all the more

glory, and they're so much the prouder of them, poor things!”
The tears began to run down Editha’s face: she had not wept till then; but

. was now such a relief to be understood that the tears came.
“No, you didn’t expect him to get killed,” Mrs. Gearson repeated in a voice

which was startlingly like George’s again. “You just expected him to kill some
one else, some of those foreigners, that weren't there because they had any
say about it, but because they had to be there, poor wretches—conscripts,
or whatever they call 'em. You thought it would be all right for my George,
{)CF:L George, to kill the sons of those miserable mothers and the husbands
POweﬁlel]glrl's that you would never see the faces of.” The woman lifted her
Fag mvocl;ce in a pselmlike note. “I thank my God he didn't live to do it!
Dy hal}],d '(’)’dsthey killed him first, and that he ain't livin’ with their bleod
and glared ai.Ed'he dl:f)pped her eyes, which she had raised with her voice,
her powerfy] itha. What you got that black on for?” She lifted her.self .by
full length, ¢ arms so high that her helpless body seemed to hang limp 1ts
- Take it off, take it off, before I tear it from your back!”
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you consider the good this war has done—how much it has done for th

country! I can't understand such people, for my part. And when you ha
come all the way out there to console her—got up out of a sick-bed! Well"

‘I think,” Editha said, magnanimously, “she wasn't quite in her right mind
and so did papa.”
“Yes,” the lady said, looking at Editha’s lips in nature and then at her lips

in art, and giving an empirical touch to them in the picture. “But how
dreadful of her! How perfectly—excuse me—how vulgar!”

A light broke upon Editha in the darkness which she felt had been with
out a gleam of brightness for weeks and months. The mystery that had bewil
dered her was solved by the word; and from that moment she rose from
grovelling in shame and self-pity, and began to live again in the ideal.
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