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The title of the piece takes its name from the Trojan prophetess who was doomed
never to be believed, particularly as her accurate prophecies were of evil
happenings; “Murillo” refers to the 17th-century Spanish painter Bartolomé Murillo;
“worsted work” is needlework on fine fabric; “suckling their fools” is a paraphrase
of a quotation from Othello, given in full later in the text, a comment by Iago on the
role of women: “To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer”; the term “Tory” used in
this way means a conservative, one favouring no change or slow evolution rather
than an abrupt revolution.

Cassandra

I
"The voice of one crying in the " crowd,

"Prepare ye the way of the Lord."

One often comes to be thus wandering alone in the bitterness of life without. It
might be that such an one might be tempted to seek an escape in hope of a more

congenial sphere. Yet, perhaps, if prematurely we dismiss ourselves from this world,
all may even have to be suffered through again---the premature birth may not
contribute to the production of another being, which must be begun again from the
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beginning.

Such an one longs to replunge into the happy unconscious sleep to the rest of the

race! they slumber in one another's arms---they are not yet awake. To them evil and

suffering are not, for they are not conscious ofevil. While one alone, awake and

prematurely alive to it, must wander out in silence and solitude---such an one has

awakened too early, has risen up too soon, has rejected the companionship of the

race, unlinked to any human being. Such an one sees the evil they do not see, and

yet has no power to discover the remedy for it.

Why have women passion, intellect, moral activity—these three—anda place in
society where no one of the three can be exercised? Men say that God punishes for
complaining. No, but men are angry with misery. They are irritated when women for
not being happy. They take it as a personal offence. To God alone may women

complain without insulting Him!...

And women, who are afraid, while in words they acknowledge that God's work is

good, to say, Thy will be NOT done (declaring another order of society from that
which He has made), go about maudling to each other and teaching to their
daughters that "women have no passions." In the conventional society, which men

have made for women, and women have accepted, they MUST have none, they
MUST act the farce of hypocrisy, the lie that they are without passion---and
therefore what else can they say to their daughters, without giving the lie to
themselves?

"Suffering, sad" female "humanity"! What are these feelings which they are taught
to conside as disgraceful, to deny to themselves? What form do the Chinese feet
assume when denied theri proper development? If the young girls of the "higher
classes" who never commit a false step, whose justly earned reputations were never

sullied even by the stain which the fruit ofmere "knowledge of good and evil"
leaves behind, were to speak, and say what are their thoughts emploted upon, their
THOUGHTS, which alone are free, what would they say?

That, with the phantom companion of their fancy, they talk (not love, they are too
innocent, too pure, too full of genius and imagination for that, but) they talk, in
fancy, of that which interests them most; they seek a companion for their every
thought; the companion they find not in reality they seek in fancy, or, if not that, if
not absorbed in endless conversations, they see themselves engaged with him in
stirring events, circumstances which call out the interest wanting to them. Yes,

fathers, mothers, you who see your daughter proudly rejecting all semblance of
flirtation, primly engaged in the duties of the breakfast table, you little think how her
fancy compensates itself by endless interviews and sympathies (sympathies either
for ideas or events) with the fancy' companion of the hour! And you say, "She is not
susceptible. Women have no passion." Mothers, who cradle yourselves in visions
about the domestic hearth, how many of your sons and daughters are THERE, do
you think, while sitting round under your complacent maternal eye? Were you there
yourself during your own (no forgotten) girlhood?

What are the thoughts of these young girls while one is singing Schubert, another is
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reading the Review, and a third is busy embroidering? Is not one fancying herself
the nurse of some new friend in sickness; another engaging in romantic dangers with
him, such as call out the character and afford more food for symapthy than the
monotonous events of domestic society; another undergoing unheard-of trials under
the observation of someone whom she has chosen as the companion of her dream?

another having a loving and loved companion in the life she is living, which many
don not want to change?

And is not all this most natural, inevitable? Are they, who are too much ashamed of
it to confess it even to themselves, to be blamed for that which cannot be otherwise,
the causes ofwhich stare one in the face, if one's eyes were not closed? Many
struggle against this as a "snare." No Trappist ascetic watches or fasts more in the

body than these do in the soul! They understand the discipline of Thebaid -- the
life-long agonies to which those strong moral Mohicans subjected themselves. How
cordially they could do the same, in order to excape the worse torture ofwandering
"vain imaginations." But the laws ofGod for moral well-being are not thus to be

obeyed. We fast mentally, scourge ourselves morally, use the intellectual hair-shirt,
in order to subdue the perpetual day-dreaming, which is so dangerous! We resolve
"this day month I will be free from it. " twice a day with prayer and written record of
the times when we have indulged in it, we endeavour to combat it. Never, with the
slightest success. By mortifying vanity we do ourselves no good. It is the want of
interest in our life which produces it; by filling up that want of interest in our life we

can alone remedy it. And, did we even see this, how can we make the difference?
How obtain the interest which Society declares she does not want, and we cannot
want?

What are novels? What is the secret charm ofevery romance that ever was written?
The first thing in a good novel is to place the persons together in circumstances
which naturally call out the high feelings and thoughts of the character, which afford
food for sympathy between them on these points-romantic events they are called.
The second is that the heroine has generally no family ties (almost invariably no

mother), or, if she has, these do not interfere with her entire independence.

These two things constitute the main charm of reading novels. Now, in as far as

these are good and not spurious interests, let us see what we have to correspond with
them in real life. Can high sympathies be fed upon the opera, the exhibitions, the

gossip of the House of Commons, and the political caricature? If, together, man and
woman approach any of the high questions of social, political, or religious life, they
are said (and justly---under our present disqualifications) to be going "too far." That
such things can be!

"Is it Thou, Lord?" And He said, "It is I." Let our hearts be still.

i

"Yet I would spare no pang,
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Would wish no torture less,

The more that anguish racks,
The earlier it will bless."

Give us back our suffering, we cry to Heaven in our hearts---suffering rather than
indifferentism; for out of nothing comes nothing. But out of suffering may come the

cure. Better have pain than paralysis! A hundred struggle and drown in the breakers.

One discovers the new world. But rather, ten times rather, die in the surf, heralding
the way to that new world, than stand idly on the shore!

Passion, intellect, moral activity---these threee have never been satisfied in woman.

In this cold and oppressive conventional atmosphere, they cannot be satisfied. To

say more on this subject would be to enter into the whole history of society, of the

present state of civilization.

Look at that lizard---"It is not hot," he says, "I like it. The atmosphere which
enervates you is life to me." The state of society which some complain of makes

others happy. Why should these complain to those? THEY do not suffer. THEY
would not understand it, any more than that lizard would comprehent the sufferings
of a Shetland sheep.

The progressive world is necessarily divided into two classes --- those who take the
best of what there is and enjoy it---those who wish for something better and try to
create it, Without these two classes, the world would be badly off. They are the very
conditions of progress, both the one and the other. Were there none who were

discontented with what they have, the world would never reach anything better.

And, through the other class, which is constantly taking the best of what the first is

creating for them, a balance is secured, and that which is conquered is held fast. But \

with neither class must we quarrel for not possessing the priveleges of the other. The
laws of the nature of each make it impossible.

Is discontent a privilege?

Yes, it is a privilege for you to suffer for your race—a privilege not reserved to the

Redeemer, and the martyrs alone, but one enjoyed by numbers in every age.

The commonplace life of thousands; and in that is its only interest—its only merit as

a history; viz., that it is the type of common sufferings—the story of one who has

not the courage to resist nor to submit to the civilization of her time—is this.

Poetry and imagination begin life. A child will fall on its knees on the gravel walk at

the sight of a pink hawthorn in full flower, when it is by itself, to praise God for it.

Then comes intellect. It wishes to satisfy the wants which intellect creates for it. But
there is a physical, not moral, impossibility of supplying the wants of the intellect in
the state of civilization at which we have arrived. The stimulus, the training, the
time, are all three wanting to us; or, in other words, the means and inducements are

not there.

Look at the poor lives we lead. It is a wonder that we are so good as we are, not that
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we are so bad. In looking round we are struck with the power of the organizations

we see, not with their want of power. Now and then, it is true, we are conscious that

there is an inferior organization, but, in general, just the contrary. Mrs A. has the

imagination, the poetry of a Murillo, and has sufficient power of execution to show

that she might have had a great deal more. Why is she not a Murillo? From a

material difficulty, not a mental one. If she has a knife and fork in her hands for
three hours of the day, she cannot have a pencil or brush. Dinner is the great sacred

ceremony of this day, the great sacrament. To be absent from dinner is equivalent to
being ill. Nothing else will excuse us from it. Bodily incapacity is the only apology
valid. If she has a pen and ink in her hands during other three hours, writing answers

for the penny post, again, she cannot have her pencil, and so ad infinitum through
life. People have no type before them in their lives, neither fathers nor mothers, nor

the children themselves. They look at things in detail. They say, “It is very desirable
that A., my daughter, should go to such a party, should know sucha lady, should sit
by such a person.” It is true. But what standard have they before them ofthe nature

and destination of man? The very words are rejected as pedantic. But might they not,
at least, have a type in their minds that such an one might be a discoverer through
her intellect, such other through her art, a third through her moral power?

Women often try one branch of intellect after another in their youth, eg.,

mathematics. But that, least of all, is compatible with the life of “society”. It is

impossible to follow up anything systematically. Women often long to enter some

man’s profession where they would find direction, competition (or rather
opportunity ofmeasuring the intellect with others) and, above all, time.

In those wise institutions, mixed as they are with many follies, which will last as

long as the human race lasts, because they are adapted to the wants of the human
race; those institutions which we call monasteries, and which, embracing much that \

is contrary to the laws of nature, are yet better adapted to the union of the life of
action and that of thought than any other mode of life with which we are acquainted;
in many such, four and a half hours, at least, are daily set aside for thought, rules are

given for thought, training and opportunity afforded. Among us there is no time
appointed for this purpose, and the difficulty is that, in our social life, we must be

always doubtful whether we ought not to be with somebody else or be doing
something else.

Are men better off than women in this?

If one calls upon a friend in London and sees her son in the drawing room, it strikes
one as odd to find a young man sitting idle in his mother’s drawing room in the
morning. For men, who are seen much in those haunts, there is no end of the epithets
we have: “knights of the carpet,” “drawing-room heroes,” “ladies’ men”. But
suppose we were to see a number of men in the morning sitting rounda table in the
drawing-room, looking at prints, doing worsted work, and reading little books, how
we should laugh! A member of the House of Commons was once known to do
worsted work. Ofanother man was said, “His only fault is that he is too good; he

drives out with his mother every day in the carriage, and if he is asked anywhere he

answers that he must dine with his mother, but, if she can spare him, he will come in
to tea, and he does not come.”
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Now, why is it more ridiculous for a man than for a woman to do worsted work and

drive out every day in the carriage? Why should we laugh ifwe were to see a parcel

of men sitting round a drawing room table in the morning, and think it all right if
they were women?

Is man’s time more valuable than woman’s? or is the difference between man and
woman this, that woman has confessedly nothing to do?

Women are never supposed to have any occupation of sufficient importance not to
be interrupted, except “suckling their fools”; and women themselves have accepted

this, have written books to support it, and have trained themselves so as to consider
whatever they do as not of such value to the world or to others, but that they can

throw it up at the first “claim of social life”. They have accustomed themselves to

consider intellectual occupation as a merely selfish amusement, which is their
“duty” to give up for every trifler more selfish than themselves.

A young man (who was afterwards useful and known in his day and generation)
when busy reading and sent for by his proud mother to shine in some morning visit,
came; but, after it was over, he said, "Now, remember, this is not to...

Women have no means given them, whereby they can resist the “claims of social
life”. They are taught from their infancy upwards that it is a wrong, ill-tempered,
and a misunderstanding of “woman’s mission” (with a great M) if they do not allow
themselves willingly to be interrupted at all hours. If a woman has once put in a

claim to be treated as a man by some work of science or art or literature, which she

can show as the “fruit of her leisure”, then she will be considered justified in having
leisure (hardly perhaps even then). But if not, not. If she has nothing to show, she

must resign herself to her fate.

“T like riding about this beautiful place, why don’t you? I like walking about the
garden, why don’t you?” is the common expostulation—as if we were children,
whose spirits rise during a fortnight’s holiday, who think that they will last

forever—and look neither backwards nor forwards.

Society triumphs over many. They wish to regenerate the world with their
institutions, with their moral philosophy, with their love. Then they sink to living
from breakfast till dinner, from dinner till tea, with a little worsted work, and to
looking forward to nothing but bed.

When shall we see a life full of steady enthusiasm, walking straight to its aim, flying
home, as that bird is now, against the wind—with the calmness and the confidence
of one who knows the laws of God and can apply them?...

When shall we see a woman making a study of what she does? Married women

cannot; for a man would think, if his wife undertook any great work with the
intention of carrying it out—of making anything but a sham of it—that she would
“suckle his fools and chronicle his small beer” less well for it—that he would not
have so good a dinner—that she would destroy, as it is called, his domestic life.

The intercourse of man and woman—how frivolous, how unworthy it is! Can we
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call that the true vocation of woman—her high career? Look round at the marriages

which you know. The true marriage—that noble union, by which a man and woman

become together the one perfect being—probably does not exist at present upon

earth.

It is not surprising that husbands and wives seem so little part of one another. It is

surprising that there is so much love as there is. For there is no food for it. What
does it live upon—what nourishes it? Husbands and wives never seem to have

anything to say to one another. What do they talk about? Not about any great

religious, social, political questions or feelings. They talk about who shall come to

dinner, who is to live in this lodge and who in that, about the improvement of the

place, or when they shall go to London. If there are children, they form a common

subject of some nourishment. But, even then, the case is oftenest thus—the husband

is to think of how they are to get on in life; the wife of bringing them up at home.

But any real communication between husband and wife—any descending into the

depths of their being, and drawing out thence what they find and comparing it—do
we ever dream of such a thing? Yes, we may dream of it during the season of
“passion”, but we shall not find it afterwards. We even expect it to go off, and lay
our account that it will. If the husband has, by chance, gone into the depths of his
being, and found there anything unorthodox, he, oftenest, conceals it carefully from
his wife—he is afraid of “unsettling her opinions”...

For a woman is “by birth a Tory”—has often been said—by education a “Tory”, we

mean.

Women dream till they have no longer the strength to dream; those dreams against

which they so struggle, so honestly, vigorously, and conscientiously, and so in vain,
yet which are their life, without which they could not have lived; those dreams go at

last. All their plans and visions seem vanished, and they know not where; gone, and

they cannot recall them. They do not even remember them. And they are left without
the food of reality or of hope.

Later in life, they neither desire nor dream, neither of activity, nor of love, nor of
intellect. The last often survives the longest. They wish, if their experiences would
benefit anybody, to give them to someone. But they never find an hour free in which
to collect their thoughts, and so discouragement becomes ever deeper and deeper,

and they less and less capable of undertaking anything.

It seems as if the female spirit of the world were mourning everlastingly over

blessings, not Jost, but which she has never had, and which, in her discouragement
she feels that she never will have, they are so far off.

The more complete a woman’s organization, the more she will feel it, till at last
there shall arise a woman, who will resume, in her own soul, all the sufferings of her
race, and that woman will be the Saviour of her race.
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