by her cruel mistress to wean her own baby so she could
nurse the white child, and how, when her own baby
cried, she was compelled to leave it in the cabin, where
its cries could not be heard in the house. It had shocked
me when I read it years before. Now it filled me with
rage. I wanted to do something about it.

Women must be made to feel their responsibility. All
this protective love, this instinctive mother love, must
be organized some way, and made effective. There was
enough of it in the world to do away with all the evils
which war upon childhood, undernourishment, slum
conditions, child labor, drunkenness. Women could
abolish these if they wanted to.

I determined to join the W.C.T.U. It was the most
progressive organization at that time, and I determined
that I would stir the deep waters of complacency. It
could be done in one generation. These flashes of the
crusading spirit often assailed me. I wanted to raise a
family who would be like the Booths, and scatter the
darkness of humanity, and light the candles of freedom
in the dark places of the world. But a good hard streak
of Scotch caution told me my first job was to raise a
family, and give them sound bodies and sound minds and
cheerful memories, not rolling the sins of the world on
them at too early an age. Let them have all the fun in
life that I could give them. I knew what a heritage a
happy childhood can be. I had had one. I believe my
devotion to the Dickens stories saved me from a fatal
error. 1 remembered that awful woman, Mrs. Jellyby,
who was intent on saving the population of Ballya-
boolaga, while her own children had to shift for them-
selves.

In the course of time Florence was born, one cold
January morning. We had moved out of the four rooms
over the drug store to accommodate our increasing
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