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To the man of wrath
With some apologies and much love

May

May 2nd.—Last night after dinner, when we were in the
garden, | said, "l want to be alone for a whole summer, and
get to the very dregs of life. | want to be as idle as | can, so
that my soul may have time to grow. Nobody shall be
invited to stay with me, and if any one calls they will be told
that | am out, or away, or sick. | shall spend the months in
the garden, and on the plain, and in the forests. | shall
watch the things that happen in my garden, and see where |
have made mistakes. On wet days | will go into the thickest
parts of the forests, where the pine needles are
everlastingly dry, and when the sun shines I'll lie on the
heath and see how the broom flares against the clouds. |
shall be perpetually happy, because there will be no one to
worry me. Out there on the plain there is silence, and where
there is silence | have discovered there is peace."

"Mind you do not get your feet damp," said the Man of
Wrath, removing his cigar.

It was the evening of May Day, and the spring had taken
hold of me body and soul. The sky was full of stars, and the
garden of scents, and the borders of wallflowers and sweet,
sly pansies. All day there had been a breeze, and all day
slow masses of white clouds had been sailing across the



blue. Now it was so still, so motionless, so breathless, that it
seemed as though a quiet hand had been laid on the
garden, soothing and hushing it into silence.

The Man of Wrath sat at the foot of the verandah steps in
that placid after-dinner mood which suffers fools, if not
gladly, at least indulgently, and | stood in front of him,
leaning against the sun-dial.

"Shall you take a book with you?" he asked.

"Yes, | shall," | replied, slightly nettled by his tone. "I am
quite ready to admit that though the fields and flowers are
always ready to teach, | am not always in the mood to learn,
and sometimes my eyes are incapable of seeing things that
at other times are quite plain."”

"And then you read?"

"And then | read. Well, dear Sage, what of that?"

But he smoked in silence, and seemed suddenly
absorbed by the stars.

"See," he said, after a pause, during which | stood
looking at him and wishing he would use longer sentences,
and he looked at the sky and did not think about me at all,
"see how bright the stars are to-night. Almost as though it
might freeze."

"It isn't going to freeze, and | won't look at anything until
you have told me what you think of my idea. Wouldn't a
whole lovely summer, quite alone, be delightful? Wouldn't it
be perfect to get up every morning for weeks and feel that
you belong to yourself and to nobody else?" And | went over
to him and put a hand on each shoulder and gave him a
little shake, for he persisted in gazing at the stars just as
though | had not been there. "Please, Man of Wrath, say



something long for once," | entreated; "you haven't said a
good long sentence for a week."

He slowly brought his gaze from the stars down to me
and smiled. Then he drew me on to his knee.

"Don't get affectionate," | urged; "it is words, not deeds,
that | want.

But I'll stay here if you'll talk."

"Well then, | will talk. What am | to say? You know you do
as you please, and | never interfere with you. If you do not
want to have any one here this summer you will not have
any one, but you will find it a very long summer."

"No, | won't."

"And if you lie on the heath all day, people will think you
are mad."

"What do | care what people think?"

"No, that is true. But you will catch cold, and your little
nose will swell."

"Let it swell."

"And when it is hot you will be sunburnt and your skin
spoilt."

"I don't mind my skin."

"And you will be dull."

"Dull?"

It often amuses me to reflect how very little the Man of
Wrath really knows me. Here we have been three years
buried in the country, and | as happy as a bird the whole
time. | say as a bird, because other people have used the
simile to describe absolute cheerfulness, although | do not
believe birds are any happier than any one else, and they
quarrel disgracefully. | have been as happy then, we will say,



as the best of birds, and have had seasons of solitude at
intervals before now during which dull is the last word to
describe my state of mind. Everybody, it is true, would not
like it, and | had some visitors here a fortnight ago who left
after staying about a week and clearly not enjoying
themselves. They found it dull, I know, but that of course
was their own fault; how can you make a person happy
against his will? You can knock a great deal into him in the
way of learning and what the schools call extras, but if you
try for ever you will not knock any happiness into a being
who has not got it in him to be happy. The only result
probably would be that you knock your own out of yourself.
Obviously happiness must come from within, and not from
without; and judging from my past experience and my
present sensations, | should say that | have a store just now
within me more than sufficient to fill five quiet months.

"I wonder," | remarked after a pause, during which |
began to suspect that | too must belong to the serried ranks
of the femmes incomprises, "why you think | shall be dull.
The garden is always beautiful, and | am nearly always in
the mood to enjoy it. Not quite always, | must confess, for
when those Schmidts were here" (their name was not
Schmidt, but what does that matter?) "I grew almost to hate
it. Whenever | went into it there they were, dragging
themselves about with faces full of indignant resignation. Do
you suppose they saw one of those blue hepaticas
overflowing the shrubberies? And when | drove with them
into the woods, where the fairies were so busy just then
hanging the branches with little green jewels, they talked



about Berlin the whole time, and the good savouries their
new chef makes."

"Well, my dear, no doubt they missed their savouries.
Your garden, | acknowledge, is growing very pretty, but your
cook is bad. Poor Schmidt sometimes looked quite ill at
dinner, and the beauty of your floral arrangements in no
way made up for the inferior quality of the food. Send her
away."

"Send her away? Be thankful you have her. A bad cook is
more effectual a great deal than Kissingen and Carlsbad and
Homburg rolled into one, and very much cheaper. As long as
| have her, my dear man, you will be comparatively thin and
amiable. Poor Schmidt, as you call him, eats too much of
those delectable savouries, and then looks at his wife and
wonders why he married her. Don't let me catch you doing
that."

"I do not think it is very likely," said the Man of Wrath;
but whether he meant it prettily, or whether he was merely
thinking of the improbability of his ever eating too much of
the local savouries, | cannot tell. | object, however, to
discussing cooks in the garden on a starlight night, so | got
off his knee and proposed that we should stroll round a little.

It was such a sweet evening, such a fitting close to a
beautiful May Day, and the flowers shone in the twilight like
pale stars, and the air was full of fragrance, and | envied the
bats fluttering through such a bath of scent, with the real
stars above and the pansy stars beneath, and themselves
so fashioned that even if they wanted to they could not
make a noise and disturb the prevailing peace. A great deal
that is poetical has been written by English people about



May Day, and the impression left on the foreign mind is an
impression of posies, and garlands, and village greens, and
youths and maidens much be-ribboned, and lambs, and
general friskiness. | was in England once on a May Day, and
we sat over the fire shivering and listening blankly to the
north- east wind tearing down the street and the rattling of
the hail against the windows, and the friends with whom |
was staying said it was very often so, and that they had
never seen any lambs and ribbons. We Germans attach no
poetical significance to it at all, and yet we well might, for it
is almost invariably beautiful; and as for garlands, | wonder
how many villages full of young people could have been
provided with them out of my garden, and nothing be
missed. It is to-day a garden of wallflowers, and | think |
have every colour and sort in cultivation. The borders under
the south windows of the house, so empty and melancholy
this time last year, are crammed with them, and are finished
off in front by a broad strip from end to end of yellow and
white pansies. The tea rose beds round the sun-dial facing
these borders are sheets of white, and golden, and purple,
and wine-red pansies, with the dainty red shoots of the tea
roses presiding delicately in their midst. The verandah steps
leading down into this pansy paradise have boxes of white,
and pink, and yellow tulips all the way up on each side, and
on the lawn, behind the roses, are two big beds of every
coloured tulip rising above a carpet of forget-me-nots. How
very much more charming different-coloured tulips are
together than tulips in one colour by itself! Last year, on the
recommendation of sundry writers about gardens, | tried
beds of scarlet tulips and forget-me-nots. They were pretty



enough; but | wish those writers could see my beds of mixed
tulips. | never saw anything so sweetly, delicately gay. The
only ones | exclude are the rose-coloured ones; but scarlet,
gold, delicate pink, and white are all there, and the effect is
infinitely enchanting. The forget-me-nots grow taller as the
tulips go off, and will presently tenderly engulf them
altogether, and so hide the shame of their decay in their
kindly little arms. They will be left there, clouds of gentle
blue, until the tulips are well withered, and then they will be
taken away to make room for the scarlet geraniums that are
to occupy these two beds in the summer and flare in the
sun as much as they like. | love an occasional mass of fiery
colour, and these two will make the lilies look even whiter
and more breathless that are to stand sentinel round the
semicircle containing the precious tea roses.

The first two years | had this garden, | was determined to
do exactly as | chose in it, and to have no arrangements of
plants that | had not planned, and no plants but those |
knew and loved; so, fearing that an experienced gardener
would profit by my ignorance, then about as absolute as it
could be, and thrust all his bedding nightmares upon me,
and fill the place with those dreadful salad arrangements so
often seen in the gardens of the indifferent rich, | would only
have a meek man of small pretensions, who would be easily
persuaded that | knew as much as, or more than, he did
himself. | had three of these meek men one after the other,
and learned what | might long ago have discovered, that the
less a person knows, the more certain he is that he is right,
and that no weapons yet invented are of any use in a
struggle with stupidity. The first of these three went



melancholy mad at the end of a year; the second was love-
sick, and threw down his tools and gave up his situation to
wander after the departed siren who had turned his head;
the third, when | inquired how it was that the things he had
sown never by any chance came up, scratched his head,
and as this is a sure sign of ineptitude, | sent him away.

Then | sat down and thought. | had been here two years
and worked hard, through these men, at the garden; | had
done my best to learn all | could and make it beautiful; | had
refused to have more than an inferior gardener because of
his supposed more perfect obedience, and one assistant,
because of my desire to enjoy the garden undisturbed; | had
studied diligently all the gardening books | could lay hands
on; | was under the impression that | am an ordinarily
intelligent person, and that if an ordinarily intelligent person
devotes his whole time to studying a subject he loves,
success is very probable; and yet at the end of two years
what was my garden like? The failures of the first two
summers had been regarded with philosophy; but that third
summer | used to go into it sometimes and cry.

As far as | was concerned | had really learned a little, and
knew what to buy, and had fairly correct notions as to when
and in what soil to sow and plant what | had bought; but of
what use is it to buy good seeds and plants and bulbs if you
are forced to hand them over to a gardener who listens with
ill-concealed impatience to the careful directions you give
him, says Jawohl a great many times, and then goes off and
puts them in in the way he has always done, which is
invariably the wrong way? My hands were tied because of
the unfortunate circumstance of sex, or | would gladly have



changed places with him and requested him to do the
talking while | did the planting, and as he probably would
not have talked much there would have been a distinct gain
in the peace of the world, which would surely be very
materially increased if women's tongues were tied instead
of their hands, and those that want to could work with them
without collecting a crowd. And is it not certain that the
more one's body works the fainter grow the waggings of
one's tongue? | sometimes literally ache with envy as |
watch the men going about their pleasant work in the
sunshine, turning up the luscious damp earth, raking,
weeding, watering, planting, cutting the grass, pruning the
trees—not a thing that they do from the first uncovering of
the roses in the spring to the November bonfires but fills my
soul with longing to be up and doing it too. A great many
things will have to happen, however, before such a state of
popular large-mindedness as will allow of my digging
without creating a sensation is reached, so | have plenty of
time for further grumblings; only | do very much wish that
the tongues inhabiting this apparently lonely and deserted
countryside would restrict their comments to the sins, if
any, committed by the indigenous females (since sins are
fair game for comment) and Ileave their harmless
eccentricities alone. After having driven through vast tracts
of forest and heath for hours, and never meeting a soul or
seeing a house, it is surprising to be told that on such a day
you took such a drive and were at such a spot; yet this has
happened to me more than once. And if even this is
watched and noted, with what lightning rapidity would the
news spread that | had been seen stalking down the garden



path with a hoe over my shoulder and a basket in my hand,
and weeding written large on every feature! Yet | should
love to weed.

| think it was the way the weeds flourished that put an
end at last to my hesitations about taking an experienced
gardener and giving him a reasonable number of helpers,
for | found that much as | enjoyed privacy, | yet detested
nettles more, and the nettles appeared really to pick out
those places to grow in where my sweetest things were
planted, and utterly defied the three meek men when they
made periodical and feeble efforts to get rid of them. | have
a large heart in regard to things that grow, and many a
weed that would not be tolerated anywhere else is allowed
to live and multiply undisturbed in my garden. They are
such pretty things, some of them, such charmingly
audacious things, and it is so particularly nice of them to do
all their growing, and flowering, and seed-bearing without
any help or any encouragement. | admit | feel vexed if they
are so officious as to push up among my tea roses and
pansies, and | also prefer my paths without them; but on the
grass, for instance, why not let the poor little creatures
enjoy themselves quietly, instead of going out with a
dreadful instrument and viciously digging them up one by
one? Once | went into the garden just as the last of the
three inept ones had taken up his stand, armed with this
implement, in the middle of the sheet of gold and silver that
is known for convenience' sake as the lawn, and was
scratching his head, as he looked round, in a futile effort to
decide where he should begin. | saved the dandelions and
daisies on that occasion, and I like to believe they know it.



