
John and I

About this time another difficulty began to 
come into my married life, which I suppose I 
ought to have foreseen. I mean the attentions 
of other gentlemen. I have always called 
forth a great deal of admiration in gentlemen, 
but I have always done my best to act like a 
lady and to discourage it in every possible way. 
I had been innocent enough to suppose that this 
would end with married life, and it gave me a 
dreadful shock to realize that such was not the 
case. The first one I noticed was a young man 
who came to the house, at an hour when John 
was out, for the purpose, so he said at least, 
of reading the gas meter. He looked at me in 
just the boldest way and asked me to show him 
the way to the cellar. I don’t know whether 
it was a. pretext or not, but I just summoned all 
the courage I had and showed him to the head 
of the cellar stairs. I had determined that if 
he tried to carry me down with him I would 
scream for the servants, but I suppose some­
thing in my manner made him desist and he 
went alone. When he came up he professed 
to have read the meter and he left the house 
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