cesses, new methods, new materials. Men were never
so clever and never so needy. The age of plenty is here,
if only the heart of man can be prepared, and he can be
made to see that what hurts one nation hurts all. What
a time to be alive! And what a poor time to die. So I
lived.

“Without Regret” is the name I would like to have
chosen for this book. There is something light anq
gallant about the phrase which appeals to me, reminis-
cent of that great passage in one of Walt Whitman’s
poems, where he speaks of his admiration for animals
because they are not sorry or repentant for anything
they have ever done, nor do they ever weary one with
their apologies or excuses. I have been reading over my
diaries which I have kept since 1912, and my scrapbooks,
and it has been rather an overwhelming task, but I am
glad that I have kept everything, and so in these I have
an honest record of my activities with both the praise
and blame which came to me, but the reading of them
has been a task which leaves me shaken at times.

I have been accused, attacked and maligned. Once I
was burned in effigy (which I had entirely forgotten
until I read the Party’s apologies in one of my scrap.
books). I have been caricatured, usually as a mosquito
or other disagreeable insect, under the caption of
“Calamity Nell”. I have engaged in hot controversies,
been threatened with violence and with libel suits, but
on the other side of the ledger I have been stoutly
defended by many good friends, known and unknown,
I have had songs and poems written to me and I've haq
my name in lights. I have had and still have many loya]
and faithful friends, who have known me long and stil}
love me. I have always been rather proud of my
enemies too, for I have never desired the approval or
even the tolerance of the people whose interests run
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