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THE HERALD ANGELS
OF WOMAN'’S RIGHTS

Peter Lyon

*

On a mild May morning in 1851, in the pleasant Finger Lakes town of Seneca
Falls in central New York, two young women—genteel females, in the phrase then
current—met on a street corner, were introduced, nodded affably, smiled, and
went each on her way. It was a momentous encounter. In irrelevant ways the two
females differed: one was matron, the other maiden; one was plump and soft, the
other lean and bony; one was merry, the other grave, even grim at times. But on
the essential point they were so like as to be one: each was a born reformer, and
each, as she looked about her, saw much to reform. The matron was Mrs. Eliz-
- abeth Cady Stanton, the maiden was Miss Susan B. Anthony; and the two made a
team that was destined, in the next half-century, to shake the orthodox of both
sexes by the scruff of their customs until their faith rattled.

Back to this first brief meeting have been traced such portents of national
doom as the emergence of Mom and Momism, the decline of the American male,
the growth of the servant problem, the appearance of the ranch-type house, the
decay of the double standard, the rise in cigarette smoking, and the marked sag of
morals generally. Viewed through other, rosier spectacles, Mrs. Stanton and Miss
Anthony were heroines of immense water who conjointly freed their sisters from
male bondage, thereby enabling them to vote, get divorced, wear sensible clothes,
own their own property, and even occasionally go Dutch treat with their male
escorts. All of these phenomena, fair or foul, real or imagined, might well have
come to pass in any event, as part of what is commonly referred to as Progress; but
that they were hastened along by the persistent agitation of Mrs. Stanton and Miss

Anthony there can be no doubt.
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and each was by 1851 a veteran gadfly.
Elizabeth Cady Stanton was the

Johnstown, New York, who after servin

judge. She was one of six children,

eleven her brother died. Her father

was the law, which made a wife her hush
forbade her to enter college. Moreover,

Gerrit Smith, was a prominent abolitionist; his
on the Underground Railroad. Events, then, followed on each o .
predictability. Naturally at Cousin Gerrit's house she met an impecuniomform
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young man anyway. (Naturally she instructed the clergyman o remove the wthe
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Chapter 2. The Herald Angels Of Woman's Rights

to sit in the gallery, William Lloyd Garrison joining them in pointed protest
against their exclusion. After that it was only a question of time before Mrs.
Stanton would agree with Lucretia Mott and some other Quaker women to call
the first woman’s rights convention, in Seneca Falls.

Since Mrs. Stanton could write fluently, to her fell the task of drafting a
Declaration of Sentiments and a clutch of appropriate resolutions. Over much

opposition, she insisted on including a resolution that women should fight for the
vote. And so it all began.

News of the convention seeped out to the nation. Newspaper editors and
preachers were stupended. What was all this? A joke? or a monstrous calamity?
They decided it was both; ridicule and anathema alike were hurled at the one
hundred men and women who had signed the declaration. One by one names
were withdrawn. Too late; the damage had been done. That was in July, 1848, and
so by the time she met Miss Anthony three years later, Mrs. Stanton was already a
notorious woman. So far was she steeped in feminism that she was caparisoned in
the celebrated ultrafeminist short dress and trousers, the costume called bloomers
after Mrs. Amelia Bloomer, editor of that dauntless journal of temperance, The
Lily. lt was, indeed, Mrs. Bloomer who introduced Mrs. Stanton to Miss Anthony,
a function that seems in retrospect as superfluous as introducing Mutt to Jeff.

Susan B. Anthony had come to this street corner in Seneca Falls by a different
route. She was also one of several children, but her father admired and petted her
quite as much as he did his other daughters and his two sons. In fact it was he who
fostered in young Susan a dedication to reform; he was a reformer himself: a
Quaker, an advocate of temperance, an opponent of slavery, and an interested
friend in the earliest struggles for woman’s rights. Susan, in consequence, early
raised the banner of purity. By 1849 Miss Anthony was an official of the
Daughters of Temperance and fairly launched on her long career as Miss Fix-it for
the commonweal.

“Reform,” she wrote to her father, “needs to be the watchword! And someone
must preach it who does not depend on the popular nod for his dinner.” Her
father agreed most heartily; he was, after all, one of the hundred who had signed
Mrs. Stanton’s Declaration of Sentiments some time before. For her dinner, Miss
Anthony worked as a schoolmarm, but inevitably this vocation gave way to the
avocation of reform. To organize conventions, engage the right speakers, supervise
committees, draft the right resolutions, raise money, elect the right officers—my,
but all this took time! And especially when no one else could be trusted, not even

men. Perhaps, as she was coming to suspect, least of all men.
Men; Miss Anthony was increasingly mistrustful of them. She was not, as a
young woman, notably attractive, and she had keen misgivings about her physical

appearance, which was marred, she fancied, by a slight strabismus of one eye, a
condition that was more noticeable when she was tired; but on the other hand she
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had never lacked for escorts on moonlit evenings, nor even fo, Propg
e could have made some man a capable, if p, salg

marriage. Clearly sh , tre of
g but as she passed into her fourth decade she rcsolmmarkably

romantic, helpmeet;
from her all sentiment
receive her wintry confidences:

al thoughts. It was not casy. For years he, diady rug
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Anthony was already a determined spinster, and so she would ever remain,
Almost at once the two went to work on each other. First Mjss A the
b
Mrs. Stanton elected president of her Women’s State Temperance Socic

Mrs. Stanton prevailed on Miss Anthony to clamber into the bloome, cost

join the struggle for woman’s rights. For the next ten years the two campg;
together shoulder to shoulder on one convention platform after another, g

. ) . .
And what did they achieve? As to woman'’s rights, the truth js. not my,
least, not much that can be measured. None came to their conventjons save th, at
’ .
who were already convinced or those who strenuously desired to shy, thern Ose
u

And yet they were strikingly successful in one way. gradually they tra“Sformedp
national climate of opinion. Prudent conservatives anfl thoughtfy] liberals alik
were painfully shoved into an awareness that something had to be e l\l] ¢
much, surely, the conservatives insisted; perhaps more than we calized t}(:z

liberals admitted; but something.
And so, like all radical reformers, Mrs. Stanton and Miss Aﬂthony subSiSted

on hope. No matter how often their hope was dashed, it blithely roge again
hoenix, to spur them to their next call, achal, convention, petition, o raj’la
During this decade Mrs. Stanton bore four children, increasing her tribe ¢, che:

Miss Anthony, on the other hand, protested ever more sharply againg what g
called “the mighty matrimonial maelstrom.” But whatever the problems Posed i;

their personal lives, both Mrs. Stanton and Miss Anthony still held high the;,
hopes for the future.

The Civil war dashed them again. While the men were fighting, clearly ¢,
would ignore the rights of women. To Miss Anthony, at least, it almost seemedz
if the war had been deliberately concocted as an excuse to avoid facing the Dara-
mount issue. Mrs. Stanton’s husband, Henry, had been one of the founders of the
Republican party, and Miss Anthony’s brother Daniel was an early adherent; by,
the two women were more radical. Leery of Lincoln, they stuck with the aboli-
tionists. Only after the Emancipation Proclamation went into effect, partiall
freeing the slaves, did they decide to support the war fully: they wrote ang the);
Appeal, another Call; they formed another organization, the Women’s Nationg]
Loyal League, of which (naturally) Mrs. Stanton was president and Miss Anthony
secretary; they held another convention; they printed more petitions and g0t more
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signatures, almost four hundred thousand of them, praying for the unconditional
abolition of slavery. |

After the war, reform was at a low ebb. Miss Anthony retired to Kansas,
where brother Daniel was editor of a Leavenworth newspaper that he aimed to
transform into “the most radical mouthpiece” in the state. But at that moment an
event occurred that was like battle smoke to an old war horse, and Miss Anthony’s
nostrils flared. The Fourteenth Amendment to the Constitution had just been
proposed, and as her eye ran over the suggested formulation it was suddenly
arrested by one phrase: “. . . But when the right to vote.. . . is denied to any of the
male inhabitants of such State, being twenty-one years of . . . ”

Male! The word stiffened her. It was the first time that males had ever dared
to introduce the word into their precious Constitution. At once Miss Anthony set
in motion plans for her journey home. What was the trouble back east? Where
were Lucretia Mott, Lucy Stone, Antoinette Blackwell? Now Miss Anthony was
sure there should have been woman'’s rights conventions right through the war: the
last had taken place in 1860 but now it was 1865, and the country had patently
gone to sleep. Clanging the tocsin, she headed east, giving speeches all along the
way. In Boston she cornered two old friends, Henry Ward Beecher and Theodore
Tilton. What was wrong, she asked, with merging the Anti-Slavery Society and
the Woman’s Rights Society into one grand new organization, the National Equal
Rights Association, to fight from one platform for one cause—universal suffrage?
Beecher nodded. Tilton nodded. Since Beecher, the pastor of Brooklyn’s
Plymouth Church, was already a national figure, his consent was significant. That
of Tilton, an influential journalist, was perhaps even more important.

But Wendell Phillips dragged his feet. It would, he announced, require three
months’ notice for the Anti-Slavery Society to change its name. Miss Anthony
sent out a similar notice to the members of the Woman’s Rights Society. As usual,
the two groups planned concurrent conventions in New York; there the job
would be done.

Miss Anthony had taken into account everything except the perfidy of the
male. For when the motion to merge was proposed at the Anti-Slavery
convention, Wendell Phillips blandly ruled it out of order. He was, he declared,
opposed to coalition. And at the woman’s rights meeting, Phillips spoke of woman
suffrage as a goal so far in the future as to be barely discernible. Treachery!

Next day Miss Anthony stalked into the office of the abolitionist journal, 7he
Anti-Slavery Standard. Phillips was there; so were Theodore Tilton and Mirs.
Stanton. Phillips waxed warmly eloquent: now was the time to win the vote for
the black race, he urged, but the issue should not be clouded by simultaneously

proposing the vote for women. Tilton nodded. Mrs. Stanton nodded. But Miss
Anthony most emphatically did not nod. She would, she stated coldly, sooner cut
off her right hand than ask for black suffrage and not woman suffrage.
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Whereupon she stalked out. “What does ail Susan?” asked Tilton

can not imagine,” Mrs. Stanton answered;

and absolutely rude.” | f |
And so there was a little rift within the reformers’ lute, but it ¢

the music mute and slowly silence all. On the contrary, all voices were raised
Miss Anthony and Mrs. Stanton patched up their diffe
re

ever more loudly. . =
s the matter with me,” wailed M S

that same night. “Do tell me what 1 ; .
soon as Miss Anthony walked in upon her. [ feel as if I had beenp scoy
rng from

the crown of my head to the soles of my feet!” But the split between

their quondam male allies grew wider. One of the most staunch, Horace
. ¢« . r
of the New York Tribune, told them: “Your turn will come next. | Conjure yeel.{.y

emember that this is the Negro's hour and your first duty now js ¢ 20 th
the State and plead his claims.” And when the women objected, Greele;ough
said

bluntly: “If you persevere in your present plan, you need depend op no furg,
tthe,

help from me or the Tribune.”
Nor did he support Mrs. Stanton when, quixotically claiming tha, while ¢
€ the

law forbade women to vote it did not exclude them from office, s +
Congress in 1866. (The voters of the Eighth New York District gave her n:,“ for
Chty.

four votes.)

Deliberately she and Miss Anthony widened the split still furthe
following spring there was a state constitutional convention in New Yor:; The
Greeley was chairman of the committee on suffrage. It was their big chanc » and
politic. “Miss Anthony,” said Greeley, “you know the bullet and (he bafl to be
together. If you vote, are you ready to fight?” “Yes, Mr. Greeley,” she ans“(,)t go
“just as you fought in the late war—at the point of a goose quill.” The C}cd,
tunate man was so ill-advised as to put his same question to Mrs. Stantonuf": Yor-
we are ready to fight, sir,” Mrs. Stanton answered in her turn, “just a5 you 'd.dffS,
the last war, by sending out substitutes.” By now Greeley was mincemegy bul in
they were not through with him. They knew he was preparing to file 5 CO,mn:.stl“
report against woman suffrage; they knew his chief argument wouylqg o 1t}t1ee
women did not really want the vote. And so, with exquisite timing, they caus :1 at
be presented a petition for woman suffrage on which the first name was r.he to
Mrs. Horace Greeley. They had the satisfaction of hearing the audience ; :t d(:f
committee room roar with laughter—Dbut they had forever lost an ally. ¢

Malice gratified is not worth friendship lost. Obduracy had stripped h
ladies, one by one, of nearly all their influential comrades. Where now E,Ere t}tl e
to turn? Back to Kansas, where the citizens had been given the opportuni Ey
referendum, to enfranchise women and blacks. Lucy Stone was already stuntly ,i ¥
the state on behalf of women, and now Mrs. Stanton and Miss Anthony went sv:s%
to join her. Their mission was fruitless (only nine thousand of some thirty

thousand votes were cast for woman suftrage), but before they came home again
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they had found a new ally, surely the oddest ever recruited to their cause. His
name was George Francis Train.

| Train was 1:ich, eccentric, and quite possibly the most self-satisfied human
bcmg of tbc entire nineteenth century. A jaunty, dapper man with a penchant for
exotic toilet waters, Train had helped organize the Crédit Mobilier, the

malodorous construction company that built the eastern half of the Union Pacific
Railroad. He had withdrawn from this connection, however, in time to avoid

being tarred by the scandals that would later blacken the company’s name,
choosing instead to concentrate on speculation in real estate along the railroad’s
right of way. By 1867 he was sufficiently wealthy to indulge in the care and
feeding of his whims, which were to range from supporting the Greenbackers to
nominating himself for President of the United States.

The cause of woman’s rights was made to order for Train. Three weeks before
election day he appeared in Kansas, manic as a rubber ball, and took charge. On a
platform he sparkled, spouting jokes to charm the electorate a dozen to the
minute. Indeed, Miss Anthony’s biographer, Katharine Anthony, credits to his
efforts most of the nine thousand Kansas votes cast for woman suffrage. “Where is

Wendell Phillips today?” Train demanded:

Where is William Lloyd Garrison? . . . Where is Henry Ward
Beecher? . . . Where is Theodore Tilton? . . . Not one of [the] old
army generals at hand; nobody but the rank and file of the
Democatic party, and that wonderful, eccentric, independent,
extraordinary genius and political reformer of America, who is
sweeping off all the politicians before him like a hurricane, your
modest, diffident, unassuming friend, the future President of
America—George Francis Train!

An irresistible force; and so, when he asked Miss Anthony why she did not
publish a journal, he swept away her obvious answer—that she had no money—
and calmly announced, “I will give you the money.” She was staggered. He not
only repeated his offer but invited her and Mrs. Stanton to join him (“Be my
guests”) on a month-long lecture tour from Omaha to New York.

For the newspaper he planned for them Train already had a name: The Revo-
lution; and a slogan: “Men, their rights, and nothing more; women, their rights,
and nothing less.” He also had a staff in mind: proprietor, Susan B. Anthony;
editors, Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Parker Pillsbury. How did it all seem to
them? Like a dream compounded of hashish. They inhaled deeply.

But the dream came true. Less than a month after their return to New York,
Train had opened offices for them on Park Row, Pillsbury had been hired away
from the Ansi-Slavery Standard, and the first issue of The Revolution was on the
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newsstands, datelined January 8, 1868. Thei:ir triumph, however, Was i
with woe. For their partnership with Train a.ffordcd their erstwhijle a;%'htcd
splendid excuse for rejecting them utterly. .Gamson wzfshed his hans of t;:S :
calling Train “that crack-brained harlequin an.d sle-lunatic.” And ch:i :
Phillips, approached by Mrs. Stanton at a reception in Boston, Stonily foldeq f{l y
hands behind his back, withdrew a step, and rc‘fuscd to acknowled ge her ths
Stone, too, denounced them, complaining of “the spectacle Miss Anth;)n ey
making of woman’s cause by parading tl.lrough the country wigh such 3 Y is
Train.” Had the two suffragist heroines isolated themselves completely? So?c: >
time it seemed. . Fa
Antagonisms boiled over at the woman’s rights convention in 1869 "
Anthony had labored above and beyond the call of duty ¢o clp mal LSS
convention a success. She had even gone to the office of Jay Goylg and Jim, Fiskt e
ask if they would not permit delegates to travel on the Erie Railroad 4 half to
Here was an unlikely interview: the queen of the Strong-minded femg]
confronting Prince Erie himself, whose reputation for dalliance with fancy lad‘es
was already a hissing and a byword, and would before long get him shot tq dea:fls
What would a Jim Fisk think of a Susan B. Anthony? According to ap o
her visit printed in The Revolution, she made her request of Goy]g and, whi. ts Ef
was doing so, Fisk got up, came over, stared at her in silent wonder fo, fourg, e
long seconds, and then strode back to his desk. But she got her delegates o Nen
York for half fare. Cw
And for her trouble, she was greeted with a demand
Stanton forthwith resign from the Equal Rights Association d way

moreover, backed up by what appeared to be a majority. Faced with defeq, ¢},
two moved swiftly, and in the classic pattern of the American radic,] Bear: )
banner with the familiar device “Principle!” they galloped off at the head
splinter of the loyal and likeminded and, in a matter of hours, formed
new organization, the National Woman Suffrage Association, of
Stanton was of course the president. They were almost alone, but
complete command.

Have we here the stuff of heroines? Miss Anthony,
condemned on all sides. Ordinary folk rejected her because sh
and stubborn rebel. Radical folk rejected her because she w
domineering, and incorrigibly cocksure—or, what was WO
Mrs. Stanton, her chief fault seemed to be that she would not dissociage herself
from Miss Anthony; but in the circumstances that Was enough. The list of char

against Miss Anthony grew steadily, leading Lucy Stone, Julia Ward Howe, and
the other respectable suffragists to form their OWn group, the American Womgn
Suffrage Association. But what her critics within the suffrage movement found
least excusable was her naive acceptance of Victoria Woodhull

fare,
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Accompanied by her equally bewitching sister, Tennessee Claflin, Mrs.
Woodhul! had burst upon New York City in 1868 and, in a trice, had wangled an
introduction to the richest man in the country, Commodore Cornelius

Vanderbilt, and won his backing in an enterpriss—Woodhull, Claflin & Co.,
Brokers—that stunned Wall Street numb. Victoria was just past thirty, “Tennie”

was in her early twenties; no more alluring brokers ever operated. In three years
they would gross seven hundred thousand dollars. More important, as soon as
Victoria had begun to accumulate capital, she had preened herself and proclaimed
her candidacy for President of the United States. In May, 1870, she published the
first issue of a periodical unique in the annals of American journalism, Woodbull &
Claflins Weekly, in which she was to stump fearlessly for free love, short skirts,
easier divorce laws, vegetarianism, world government, magnetic healing, birth
control, abortion, abolition of the death penalty, an excess profits tax, legalized
prostitution, public housing, and socialism. Such a greedy golloping of every
highly spiced reform on the menu impressed the more unbalanced liberals of her
time. When she appeared to survive the diet with no blatantly carminative effects,
they made her welcome in their circles. Victoria, a willful woman, promptly
ensnared some of the more susceptible males.

Henry Ward Beecher, for example, the eminent divine of Plymouth Church
in Brooklyn, who had served briefly as president of the respectable American
Woman Suffrage Association, was a susceptible male. Victoria had fixed her large
brown eyes on Beecher warmly enough to make tongues wag.

For another example there was the journalist Theodore Tilton, a Beecher
protégé who had served briefly as president of the radical National Woman
Suffrage Association. As to his susceptibility there could be no doubt: he and
Victoria had carried on a tempestuous affair for several months, during which
they were constant, devoted companions.

Most of the women, however, were notably unsusceptible. When the
question was put, “Who is Victoria? what is she, that all our swains commend

her?” the women answered coldly, “She is a hussy,” and as one they slammed their

door in the fair Victoria’s face.
All but Miss Anthony. When she heard that Victoria was to deliver a

memorial in favor of woman suffrage before the Judiciary Committee of the
House of Representatives, Miss Anthony impulsively joined her before the
committee and later invited her to a seat of honor on the platform at her society’s
national convention. This led to what was promptly called the Woodhull
Convention by all the newspapers, the reporters joyfully asserting that the purpose
of the meeting was not suffrage but free love. (The respectable suffragists, meeting
in New York at the same time, sniffed audibly and passed a resolution

condemning free love.)
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Nor was Mrs. Stanton a model of discretion and political iy
period. In April, 1872, ensnared by Mrs. Woodhul[’s plausibe l:”mc
her own name as well as Miss Anthony’s to a proposal ¢ transfy, :TI:S, she iy
t ¢ \ nQQ

Woman Suffrage Association into a new People’s parey thar

candidates for the coming presidential election. Whep she o™
demented scheme, Miss Anthony exploded. She demandeq tﬁm ing ofmate
retract; but her old partner merely called her meddlesome andat
went into retreat, refusing to stand again for president of the assau.toc,ratic,
with the task of protecting the cause of woman suffrage frop ﬁcm%n. F:Cnd
whom she had rtardily recognized as perhaps a wee b, opporrs. -Woodhuid
Anthony showed how autocratic she could be. "Unistj I
When Mrs. Woodhull (with Mrs. Stanton’s backing) g} d if
party might share the Suffrage Association’s convention hall, M.her Pepc
refused. When Mrs. Woodhull showed up anyway ang iovnd 1SS A“thon;

suffragists join her People’s party at b.er convention hall, Miss A, thony |
gavel fiercely and, when a majority YOted against her, dedareg n
proceeding out of order and the association’s convention adjourned

Woodhull nevertheless continued speaking, to the evident reljg},
present, Miss Anthony summarily instructed the janitor to

Woodhull was going to capture ber splinter.
Having routed Mrs. Woodhull, Miss Anthony had time ¢ Muse op
a

folly: “Never did Mrs. Stanton do so foolish a thing,” Miss Anth
diary; and again: “I never was so hurt with folly of Mrs. Stantop, »

But Mrs. Stantons folly was far greater than even Mis
reckoned. It is written, “As a jewel of gold in a swine’s snou, g ;¢
which is without discretion,” and Mrs. Stanton was so indiscreer g5
Mts. Woodhull the juiciest bit of scandalous gossip of the age. Mrs. Woo4
filed the gossip away for future reference; who knew when it might no; COO hgll
handy? Just now, however, she had more urgent matters on her mind. I‘:e }:n
campaign of 1872 her People’s (now Equal Rights) party was not creating su[fﬁc
cient stir to suit her. The suffragists had not, as expected, forwarded her oo
Could she perhaps blackmail some of them? She tried, but to no ayaj| She th:;
clamped her pretty lips together and lighted a slow-burning fuse. She wouylq show
them; she would show them all. She would print in her Woodbull & Cla
Weekly the story she had heard from Mrs. Stanton.

On November 2, 1872, three days before election, Woodbull ¢ Claflin;
Weekly hit the streets with a long, vivid, detailed story so zippy that by evening
copies were changing hands at forty dollars apiece. This was the article that alleged
adulterous physical intimacies between Henry Ward Beecher, the country’s mos

renowned clergyman, and Elizabeth Tilton, wife of his close friend and associate,
Theodore Tilton. Naturally it rocked the nation.
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Had the adulteries actually taken place? The question was never satisfactorily
answered, even by a jury impaneled for the purpose. At all events, Mrs. Tilton
was convinced that the Seventh Commandment had been, if not broken, at least
severely bent. She confessed her frailties first to her husband and then, obsessed
with guilt, to a few of her friends. One night when Miss Anthony was her guest,
Mrs. Tilton had climbed into Miss Anthony’s bed and given her a full account.
As it happened, Tilton had himself told the same story to Mrs. Stanton earlier
that same day. When presently Miss Anthony fed it back to Mrs. Stanton, every-
thing checked.

And still it might have stayed where it was, in the realm of gossip, except that
Mrs. Stanton retailed it all to Victoria Woodhull. Did she do so deliberately,
guessing what Mrs. Woodhull might do with it? It is not impossible; for Mrs.
Stanton had never been fond of clergymen and their sturdily obstructive role where
woman’s rights were concerned. Nor had she ever forgiven Beecher for accepting
the presidency of the respectable American Woman Suffrage Association.

In any case, as soon as the story was in print, various celebrated American
eccentrics eagerly clamored to get into the act. Anthony Comstock, that zealous
protector of the public morals, was the first to move: he had Mrs. Woodhull and
her sister jailed for printing obscenity. And now here came George Francis Train
again, all elbows, crying out that there was nothing obscene in what the sisters had
published and, to prove his point, printing some carefully culled verses from the
Old Testament that were, he insisted, far more obscene. He was jugged too—in,
he later claimed, Cell Number 56 of the Tombs, just across the corridor from
Edward S. Stokes, who had killed Jim Fisk over Josie Mansfield, and one cell
removed from Richard Croker, who would before long be the Grand Sachem of
Tammany Hall.

At the least, all this foofaraw distracted public attention from the campaign
for woman suffrage, and upstate in Rochester Miss Anthony had reason to be hot
with rage. For on the day before the scandalous story had been printed, she had
planned “a fine agitation”; at the head of a group of sixteen women, she had
marched into the registration office of the Eighth Ward in Rochester and, invoking
her rights under the Fourteenth Amendment, had demanded to be registered as a
voter. All sixteen women had been duly registered; on election day all sixteen voted,
and, sure enough, all sixteen were subsequently arrested. But their contumacy had
not got the space in the papers for which Miss Anthony had hoped.

She came to trial in June, 1873. It was clear that the poor timorous males

were gravely affrighted by her gesture: a justice of the United States Supreme

Court, Ward Hunt, was on hand to preside, and his sympathies were evident from
the outset. Although it was a criminal case, Hunt directed the jury to find Miss

Anthony guilty, refused permission to poll the jurors, and dismissed them before
they could blink. A smooth, if highhanded, procedure, and marked by only one

~ 29—




America: A Work in Progress - Case Studies in Race, Gender, and ( lag
-lasg

error. That was when Hunt inquired:

minutes worth of agitpro
utes’ wor gItp -red, and ordered her seated. He then fineq :
er

her up, gaveled, colored bee . y
hundred dollars and costs, © which she retorted that she would " e
dollar of your unjust penalty.” Hunt was shrewd enough not to iMpoge ' Pay
id; if he had, she would have been 4p). A Prisoy,
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A new generation was coming along, dissatisfied with the me,
achieved by the old. For one thing, the youngsters demanded that the wger results
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memoirs to write; and so much to think back on. What, after all, had she and
Mrs. Stanton accomplished? Yes, they had created a climate of opinion, perhaps;
but what of a specific, concrete nature? Where could women vote? Only in
Wyoming, in Colorado, in Idaho, in Utah. To be sure, a few laws had been passed
and a few customs altered: women could own their own property now, and could

go to college; there was Increasing agitation to control the evil of drink, and

women were taking a leading part; all this was worth reflecting on. But women
still had no vote.

In 1902 Mrs. Stanton died. Miss Anthony traveled from Rochester to New
York for the funeral. “Oh, this awful hush!” she exclaimed, on entering the empty
house. “It seems impossible that voice is stilled which I have loved to hear for fifty

years. . . . The papers, I believe, had good editorials—I have read them but I do
not know, I can think of nothing. . . . ”

And still Miss Anthony persisted, a steady convention delegate, an indefati-
gable puller of strings, an untiring committeewoman. At eighty-four she traveled
to Germany for a convention of the International Council of Women, hailed as
the “grand old woman of America”; at eighty-five she journeyed across the
continent for a suffragist convention in Oregon; at eighty-six, sick and very feeble,
she appeared at her last convention, in Baltimore. She was given a ten minute
ovation. But when she spoke she showed that her reflection had been bitter. “I
have looked on many such audiences,” she said, “and in my life time I have
listened to many such speakers, all testifying to the righteousness, the justice, and
the worthiness of the cause of woman suffrage. . . . The fight must not cease; you
must see that it does not stop.”

At her birthday celebration a few days later a congratulatory telegram was
handed her; it came from President Theodore Roosevelt. “When will men do
something besides extend congratulations?” she cried. “I would rather have Pres-
ident Roosevelt say one word to Congress in favor of amending the Constitution
to give women the suffrage than to praise me endlessly!” And once again the
applause broke out.

Back home in Rochester she was put to bed. Anna Shaw came to visit early in
March, 1906. She stayed a week. One day, when Dr. Shaw was sitting beside her
bed, Miss Anthony held up her hand and measured a little space on one finger.
“Just think of it,” she whispered, “I have been striving for over sixty years for a

little bit of justice no bigger than that, and yet I must die without obtaining it.
Oh, it seems so cruel!” Two days later she was dead.

For each woman, Mrs. Stanton and Miss Anthony, a long, hard life; for each,
more than eighty-six years; for each, more than a half-century of struggle and selt-
sacrifice, of insult and sneers and derision, of belated respect and honor; for each,

death before her hopes could be realized. It is the common fate of the radical

reformer. They have, of course, their lasting monument—the Nineteenth
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