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"Since we deserved the name of friends,
And thine effect so lives in me,
A part of mine may live in thee,
And move thee on to noble ends."

Every woman has had, at some time in her life, an
experience with man in the raw. In reality, one cannot set
down with any degree of accuracy the age when his
rawness attacks him, or the time when he has got the last
remnant of it out of his system. But a close study of the
complaint, and the necessity for pigeon-holing everything
and everybody, lead one to declare that somewhere in the
vicinity of the age of thirty-five man emerges from his
rawness and becomes a part of trained humanity—a
humanity composed of men and women trained in the art of
living together.

I am impressed with Professor Horton's remarks on this
subject: "It has sometimes struck me as very singular," he
says, "that while nothing is so common and nothing is so
difficult as living with other people, we are seldom
instructed in our youth how to do it well. Our knowledge of
the subject is acquired by experience, chiefly by failures.



And by the time that we have tolerably mastered the
delicate art, we are on the point of being called to the
isolation of the grave—or shall I say to the vast company of
the Majority?

"But an art of so much practical moment deserves a little
more consideration. It should not be taught by chance, or in
fragments, but duly deployed, expounded, and enforced. It
is of far more pressing importance, for example, than the art
of playing the piano or the violin, and is quite as difficult to
learn.

"It is written, 'It is not good that man should be alone';
but, on the other hand, it is often far from good to be with
him. A docile cat is preferable, a mongoose, or even a
canary. Indeed, for want of proper instruction, a large
number of the human race, as they are known in this damp
and foggy island, are 'gey ill to live wi',' and no one would
attempt it but for charity and the love of God."

Now who but women are responsible for the training of
men? If the mother has neglected her obvious duty in
training her son to be a livable portion of humanity, who but
the girls must take up her lost opportunities? It is with the
class of men whose mothers have neglected to train them in
the art of living that we have to deal; the man with whom
feminine influence—refining, broadening, softening,
graciously smoothing out soul-wrinkles, and generously
polishing off sharp mental corners—has had no part. It need
not necessarily mean men who have not encountered
feminine influence, but it does mean those who never have
yielded to it. The natural and to-be-looked-for conceit of
youth may have been the barrier which prevented their



yielding. There is a time when the youth of twenty knows
more than any one on earth could teach him, and more than
he ever will know again; a time when, no matter how kind
his heart, he is incased in a mental haughtiness before
which plain Wisdom is dumb. But a time will come when the
keenness of some girl's stiletto of wit will prick the empty
bubble of his flamboyant egoism, and he will, for the first
time, learn that he is but an untrained man under thirty-five.

This elastic classification does not obtain with either
geniuses or fools. It deals with the average man as the
average girl knows him, and may refer to every man in her
acquaintance or only to one. It certainly must refer to one!
Misery loves company to such an extent that I could not
bear to think that there was any girl living who did not
occasionally have to grapple with the problem of at least
one man in the raw, if only for her own discipline.

You cannot argue with the untrained man under thirty-
five. In fact, I never argue with anybody, either man or
woman, because women are not reasonable beings and
men are too reasonable. I never am willing to follow a chain
of reasoning to its logical conclusion, because, if I do, men
can make me admit so many things that are not true. I
abhor a syllogism. Alas, how often have I picked my
cautious way through three-quarters of one, only to sit down
at the critical moment, declaring I would not go another
step, and then to hear some argumentative man cry, "But
you admitted all previous steps. Don't you know that this
naturally must follow?" Well, perhaps it does follow, only I
don't believe it is true. It may be very clever of the men to
reason, and perhaps I am very stupid not to be able to



admit the truth of their conclusions, but I feel like declaring
with Josh Billings, "I'd rather not know so much than to know
so much that ain't so."

Conversation with the untrained man under thirty-five is
equally impossible, because he never converses; he only
talks. And your chief accomplishment of being a good
listener is entirely thrown away on him, because a mere
talker never cares whether you listen or not as long as you
do not interrupt him. He only wants the floor and the sound
of his own voice. It is the trained man over thirty-five who
can converse and who wishes you to respond.

The untrained man desires to be amused. The trained
man wishes to amuse. A man under thirty-five is in this
world to be made happy. The man over thirty-five tries to
make you happy.

There is no use of uttering a protest. You simply must
wait, and let life take it out of him. The man under thirty-five
is being trained in a thousand ways every day that he lives.
Some learn more quickly than others. It depends on the
type of man and on the length of time he is willing to remain
in the raw.

You can do little to help him, if you are the first girl to
take a hand at him. You can but prepare him to be a little
more amenable to the next girl. His mind is not on you. It is
centred on himself. You are only an entity to him, not an
individual. He cares nothing for your likes and dislikes, your
cares or hopes or fears. He only wishes you to be pretty and
well dressed. Have a mind if you will. He will not know it.
Have a heart and a soul. They do not concern him, because
he cannot see them. He likes to have you tailor-made. You



are a Girl to him. That's all. The eyes of the untrained man
under thirty-five are never taken off himself. They are
always turned in. He is studying himself first and foremost,
and the world at large is interesting to him only inasmuch as
it bears relation to himself as the pivotal point. He fully
indorses Pope's line, "The proper study of mankind is man,"
and he is that man. Join in his pursuit if you will; show the
wildest enthusiasm in his golf record or how many lumps of
sugar he takes in his coffee, and he will evince neither
surprise nor gratitude for your interest. You are only showing
your good taste.

Try to talk to the untrained man under thirty-five upon
any subject except himself. Bait him with different topics of
universal interest, and try to persuade him to leave his own
point of view long enough to look through the eyes of the
world. And then notice the hopeless persistence with which
he avoids your dexterous efforts and mentally lies down to
worry his Ego again, like a dog with a bone.

The conceit of one of these men is the most colossal
specimen of psychological architecture in existence. As a
social study, when I have him under the microscope, I can
enjoy this. I revel in it, just as I do in a view of the ocean or
the heavens at night—anything so vast that I cannot see to
the end of it. It suggests eternity or space. But oh! what I
have suffered from a mental contact with this phase of him
in society! Sometimes he really is ignorant—has no brains at
all—and then my suffering is lingering. Sometimes he really
knows a great deal—has the making of a man in him, only it
lies fallow for want of training—and then my suffering is
acute. When success—business or social or athletic or



literary or artistic—comes to the untrained man under
thirty-five, it comes pitifully near being his ruin. The
adulation of the world is more intoxicating and more deadly
than to drink absinthe out of a stein; more insidious than
opium; more fatal than poison. It unsettles the steadiest
brain and feeds the too-ravenous Ego with a food which at
first he deemed nectar and ambrosia, but which he soon
comes to feel is the staff of life, and no more than he
deserves. With success should come the determination, be
you man or woman, to fall upon your knees every day and
pray Heaven for strength to keep from believing what
people tell you, so that you still may be bearable to your
friends and livable to your family.

I know that all this will fall unkindly upon the ears of
many a worthy man under thirty-five whose charm is still in
embryo, and that, unless he is very clever, he will be
mortally offended, and never believe my solemn assertion
that I am the stanchest friend the man of possibilities has.
Let him take care how he resents my amiable brutality, or
how he denounces me as his enemy, for if I were not
interested in the untrained man under thirty-five I wouldn't
bother with him, would I?

I know, too, that a diplomatic feminine contingency will
raise a howl of protest, and will read this aloud to men
under thirty-five for the express purpose of disclaiming all
complicity with such heterodox views, and doubtless will be
able to make the men believe them. Tactful girls are a
necessity, and I approve of them. I do not in the least mind
their disclaiming my views to specific men, especially if I
can catch their eye for one subtle moment when the men



are not looking. On this subject there is a certain delicately
veiled, comprehending, soul-satisfying, mental wink going
the rounds of the girls, indicating our comradeship and
unanimity of thought quite as understandingly as the
fraternal grip stands for fellowship among masons. We girls
have been thinking these things for a long time, and, with
this declaration of independence, the shackles will fall from
many a girl's soul, because another girl has dared to speak
out in meeting.

Of course, I know, too, that girls with nice brothers and
cousins and husbands under thirty-five will also offer violent
protest. I am perfectly willing. Doubtless their feminine
influence has circumvented nature to such an extent that no
one would suspect that their men were under thirty-five. I
only beg of them to remember that I am not discussing girl-
trained men or widowers. Both of these types are as near
perfection as a man can become.

A man whom girls have trained is really modest. Even at
twenty he does not think that he knows it all. He is willing to
admit that his father and mother have brains, and that
thirty years' experience entitles them to a hearing. He also
is willing to give the girls a show, to humor them, to find
them interesting as studies, but never to claim to
understand them. In short, he has many of the charming
qualities of the man over thirty-five and the widower. That is
the man who is girl-trained. But Heaven help the man who is
girl-spoiled.

Far be it from me to say that the untrained man under
thirty-five, at his worst, is of no use in this world. He is
excellent for a two-step. I have used a number of them very


