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SaysRose Cecil O’Neil

A Gifted Woman Artist’s Interesting
Impressions of Her Own Country
After a Five-Year’s Exile in Europe

08SE CBCIL O'NEILL, the greatest artist for children in this country, and suthor
R of several novels, among them “The Loves of I0dwy,” has returned to this coun-

try after a long residence abroad

Boecause she han been so long absent from It

she navas she Ig bringing to it the freahness of view of the new-born child, 8he makes

some amnzing discoveries about us v

hich our Europoan critics would do well o read,

at least in part: Hard, shrewd, shrill-voleed, monoy-sceking, brusque, selfish? Not
at all, not any of these are weo, according to the distinguished young American “re

turned.” What she thluka of ua follows:

By ROSE CECIL O'NEILL,

The Famous American Woman Amtist and Noveligl

HEN the stoamship that brought ua
W home, sirained and croaked ioto the

siip In the North River and 1 looked
down Into the bhundreds of men's [aces up-
turned In greetlng returning families, 1 saw
there a welcome simplicity after bewildering
complexity, What struck ms most bewildor-
ingly was the look of honesty in the faces as
if thoy were saying:

“Of course 1 am ocoupied with all sorts of
strepuous Lusiness, for which | am entirely In-
adequata, but, In the main, | am just kind and
fonny.”

Reaswed acquaintance with my countrymen
bas deapened that impression into convictlon,
Despita the business mask which they wear
@uring Suniness hours, and which fits badly and
has a perverse trick of slipping off, thelr faces
reflect themselves, just "kind and funny.”

“Kind and funny.” What better or truer
aational motto could we have?! HEven New
England faces, the harshest of the American
trpe, have the same tralts, In their grudging
smiles, even in thelr more or less sssumed
frowns, the wrinkles betray them. Hard as
they iry to seem, and think they are, they
are only "kind and funny.”

The European has the subtler wit, but the
American I8 more humorous. The American
ls always ready to laugh, but his laughter is
never unkind. He will Iaugh at a man who
has fallen in the street and who cuts a funny
figure in his odd angles and curves, but he
will not laugh until he has discovered whether
the man has been hurt. If he has been in.
jured there is no laughter. The nationsl
tralt, fun, gives way to s twin trait, kingd
liness,

We are a jocular race. Our playfulness
sends an undercurrent of laughter rippling
through all our activities. In situations that
have no conspicuous slement of the ridiculous,
the Huropean bystander, half mystified, half
disgusted, will ask: “What ia that American
looking so funny about? The Amerlcan
scents a ridiculous situstion as & hound a
rabbit.

And yet, despite this playfulness, there is

slon. The contour of thelr faces s child-
Itks, in their eagerness. They look as though
they were in quest of an sdventure as s child
of play. Yet the front view, the really truth.
talliug part of the face, tells a vory different
story. Notice the mouth of the American
man. It s strangely straight and thindipped,
resolute to the point of unylelding flrmness,
¥yot not to the verge of cruelty. It s the ex.
pression of a repressed nature. It is the in-
dox of a marvellous self-control.

But again there s a contradiction. Smooth-
shaven, square of jaw, stralght limbed and
generally neat, he feels young, he looks young
and he remains young for a very long time,

Another welcome stiribute I noted on the
dock and that has repeated itself endlessly as
1 have observed him in American citios, Is that

In Burope & man employs his
beard to show his difference from others. Hes
dresses his face according to his taste, By
& Furopean's moustache, by a Frenchman's
whiskers, you recognize his personal charac
teristics. He expects you to recognise him. He
dresses hia face to please you, but mors par
ticularly to pleass himself, Here men shave
thelr faces into monkish monotony, and Ameri-
can modesty.

———

Bitting fn a theatre in Parls, slde by side, 1
saw oan American woman of lorty with her
husband, and a Parfslenne accompanied by

ber father and mother. As the two watohed
the scene on the stage, the middie-aged Ameri
can woman had a younger eye than the French
gir! of Afteen.

The ever young sye of the American woman
le the admiration of Europe. A German told
me that his countrymen are at a logs to un.
deratand the lagenuous faces of our women,
whatever thelr age. He said: “They have the
nalve manner of children. They carry the
physlognomies of angels, and they lift to the
face of & walter the eyes of a fawn,”

1 have heard a male firt of the 0ld Worla
say: “American women have beautiful eyes,
but they do not know how to use them." Ac.
cording to his vislon that in true. They use
their eyes only for sight, seldom for effect.
If & man approsches with gallantry, they
either chill him with the Interrogative gaze
of an innocent child, or they turn thelr ayes
away, the hablt of the Puritan.

The European woman on the contrary In
not Puritanle, but she knows how to use her
éyes with depressing effect. 8he meots his
Enme, as we say, with nalve Americanism, looka
him In the eye, with a clam, Intelligant Jook.
Bhe disarmas him by her Intellectuality. She

never evades hia eye through Puritanism,

8he veils her oyes only when she deliberately
coquettes with him.

Yet the platonie attitude Is merely a de-

An eminent military man expressed his
sympathy with American women and his con-
tempt for American men,

"How dull it must be for you!'" he ex
claimed. “What a pity to treat such charm-
Ing women with such brutal coldness.”

The American woman does not lack an ad
mirable firmness In the matter of making her-
salt understood, and she labored long and

well. The only result was the Incredulous re-
aponse

"Well, If It s true that the men and women
are like that, it slmply means that you are
children over there,"

He added that our arts went far to prove
our ehildhood-—but that Is another pair of
slenves.

Wall, and why not face the truth? From our
crities we Jearn. The wide open eves are the
eyes of a chlld. They, our most marked physl
cal characteristic, are the seeking eyes. Not
material gain, as has bean claimed, are they
seeking. The wide open eye Is never the miser's
eys. The eayem seek to learn With ocilar
vehemence they demand Information. They
are the eyes of the intelligent pupll in school
hours. They turn upon thoe world such a look
a8 the one of awe as the under-class pupil for
the student in a higher class. How often have
I seen that look on American faces in Europe.

Dominant by its weakness, to use a paradox,
in the American woman's nose. An Itallan
friend remarked to me that “the aquiline races
are continually amused and delighted by the
little noses of American women." And Indeed,
returning afler a long stay among the CGauls
and Itallans, I did not find myself astonished
by the mumber of our prattiest women wear.
Ing these quaintly diminutive members. Said
the Italian:

“Men will alwaya have what they llke. That
s the law of the world. American men llke in
women what the little nose represents—oplay-
fulness, innocence, amiability, the  childlike
qualities.”

Charles Dana Gibson has recognized this
truth and in his drawings has combined ths
small aristocratic nose, and the projecting, em.
phatic chin In a marked degree. To my mind
the childlike, undeveloped nose In a conjunc-
tion with the marked and advanced American
chin, aymbolizes youth, energy, aspiration.

The chin of the European has a languor, It
slightly recedes. In unlon with and counter
balanesd by the high noss, 1t makes the face
strong enough, but it is the face of passivity,
It outlinem the face of thought, not of motion.

1 see In the faces of my countrywomen a
truer beauty, because of that chin, the push-
ing chin of progress. But there need be no
fear that she will lose her beautiful., wido
open eyes, the eyes of a young race. Sho
wants to know. She hungers and thirsts to
know all things that are good and true and
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"“The eyes of many an American woman of
child,” says Rose O'Neill, {llustrating her

fense in Burope. That it really exists in this
country is unbellevable to Buropeans. In
Munich, an American woman of remarkable
descriptive talent spent two hours explaining
to & group of Bavarians the social situntion
between American men and women. 8he took
tremendous pains to make clear that our men
and women assoclate together upon a basls of
comfortable platonie understanding. She ox-
plained that it 1s quite usual for the most at-
tractive young persons to see¢ each other alone
quite frequently without the slightest idea of
embracing, and that American men had in.
vented the term, “woman comrade,” that in

thelr high companionship they did not sxpect
to be made love to.

orty are younger tham
point with this drawing. /

eyes of & Frencl

she will look, look ard look, for
to see. The European does not
look to see. A sidewlse glance, a sec-

& second flash, and that is all. The
European has sean. The American will knep
her playful little nose, And the smile will
keap Its little joke, its Reneroeity, il inno-
cenoce,

I see a greater kindness in the eyes of
women for women. The woman's movement
has caused this. The gentle look they cast
upon each other, though strangers and pass-
ing In the street or crushing each other un.
avoldably fn the subway, says “You are &
woman. Bo am I. We have the same prob-
lem. We are of one slsterhood. Let us help

S ——————

The Wide-Open, Childlike Eyes and Nose

and Determined Chin of the American
Woman, Drawn by Rose O'Neill, and
the Long-Nosed, Sophisticated Face of
the Typical European Woman.

Rose O'Neill, the Distinguished
America.

each other.™

The Awmerican character seems to me artless

as I ome reacquainted with it. 1 see none
of the artful, money-seeking quality fn It It
Is naive, jocular, amiable, philosophical, though
half ashamed of ts philogophy and benevolent.
I amuse myself by with the idea that my kew.
ples are a symbol of the American spirit. 1|
have tried to put Into the little fellows, and
make them show forth, the national nalvette,
jocularity, aminbility, adventure, philosophy and
benevolence,

The clties in the mass impress me by thelr

pastoral quality. Their nofse. I am not con-

s e——
—

G. K. Chesterton Explains Why There Is No Real M

By G. K. Chesterton,
the Distinguished English Publicist.
DME of the freshest facts in Hfs can be
found most frequently In archalc quar
ters; In sacred books, In classical books
—nay, in copy-books And one of the truths
that grow truor as a man's experience acoumy.
iates I8 this very old one: That men need »
religion primarily to prevemt them from wor
shipping idols,

However, to take the case in point. Mr, Ber
nard Shaw, who wees much deeper fnto the
modern difficulty than the old-fashioned Agnos
tica do, sald a thing that seems to me very
true. He sald that Secular Education will not
work; because it really means that the reason
for not dolng wrong is that you will be camed
you do. It might be put another way: That
you wautl the child himself to struggle to
save his soul, you must give him the ides of

I8 present when he is strug.
fling mione. This shocked poor Mr. Blatchford
“ery much; and he procoeded to read Mr. Shaw

-

& lecture about the needlessneas both of “Hall
and the ocane™ to an enlightened education:
alist. Whether he was under the lmpression
that Mr, Shaw s In the habit of incontinantly
caning. people, or of terrifying them with de-
talled descriptions of themselves in Hell, 1
conld not quite make out. 1 have had many
controversles with Mr, Shaw, and he has not
yet tried either of these two WeaApons on my-
salf. Anyhow, In some way Mr. Bhaw s sup
posed to have encouraged the “Bible idea”
that the greatest moral force is terror; a re
mark which will have no effect upon the rus
tiest reader of the Bible except lterally to
tirong his mind with texts precisely to the
contrary effect.

He 15 of opinion that what heaven and hell,
Rot to menton the workl and the powers of
the world, have failed to do can be rapidly
aud convenlently achieved by playing cricket.
He proceeds to praise this excellent game in
terms that most of us have read iIn other
quarters; but they were not the quarters in

which veternu revolutionlsts are gonerally
found. Crickel leaches boys discipiine,

Artist, Who Has Rediscovered
Photo by Jessle Tarbox Beals.

sclous of it, If our lves are busy and .bm;}::
and happy, the distant roar is to us an un .
tone, like the deep-breathing of one we love In
sleep. The sounds are harmonious. It is ofﬂr
the unhappy or the over-keyed person Wwho
can complain of the glant heart-beats of a
great clty,

Even {n the manner of the walk I detect a

pastoral quality, Thera |z an easy grace in
movements of Americans, a freedom of confi-
dence in themselves and of bellef In others.

Kind funniness? How could it exist unless

there !s an underlylng pastoral quality in the
natiopal life?
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oral Force in Terror

Cricket encourages unseifishness. T
not difficult to complete the catalogue from
- « . plays the game
« + + plays for his slde . . . clean and
- - Epglish Christian gentleman

. Waterloo won

this or similar sources
manly

. % good sportsman
on

Ald 80O On,

Th‘u'ln'ldnhtrr. This I1s grovelling, servile
superstition on the part of Mr. Blatchford. He
had much better believe at once that the whale

swallowed Jonah, or that Jonah swallowed tha
whale, than do a miracle himself by swallow-
ing something more monstrous than both of
them put together. For Mr. Blatchford, unlike
the writers in Genesls, is asking me to be-
lieve something which I know to he untrua
There might have been a fish that swallowed
Jonah. There are more fish in the sea than
ever came out of it. Also, 1 fancy (even in
modern shipwrecks) there are more Jonahs
in the sea than ever came out of it, or ever
will—unless there be Indeod & day of justice
and the sea give up its dead. But, anyhow,
I never clajmed that complete knowledge of
marine zoology, at a rather indistinet date,
that could: enable me to deny on oath that any
fish could swim in any sea st any time large
encugh to swillow a Jewish prophet. No' 1 do
not know enough about Ii. | am igunostic—un-

like the Agnostic | know there is a cable
under the Atla: wrcause It Is ted at both
ends. | have never heard a rag of reason for
tiiere not' being o sep-serpent under the At
lantic, Lecause It 1s not tied at both ends. But
I leave such fish to fishermen, who have & repu-
tation for ecatching a sen-serpent or s whale.

But does Mr. Blatchford suppose we lave

none of us played cricket? That we have none
of us watched crickst or known cricketers?
Does any boy who hns been to school believe
that cricket can cast out all the devils from
the house of human nature? Are not things
that are emphatically “not cricket” done by
old and experienced coricketers? Is there not
cheating, bullyirg, ambition and Jealousy over

crickél, amateur or professional, as over all
other human energles? 1s it faintly possible
io reconcile the notion with reality? Is the
First Eleven identical with the Twelve Apos-
fles minus Judas? Of two forms of vulgar
\ egetlable fetish-worship, | cannot see why we
thould burn cane snd worship willow. No: |
! now nothing of & prehistoric fish's digestion ;
+ 2 may have swallowed a prophet with all his

wwhesles. Byt | know my own digestion.
ind | canuot swallow two bats, six stumps,
a. ' a hard leg'! tall in the belief that they
W aarals Te vl tuz

But the oddest tung of all s ouly this. That
Mr. Blatchford, In order to avoid Hell (by
which he means Free Will) and the cane (by
which he mesns the coerclon common to all
rule, but essential to Soclialism), actually has
to Invoke an old genteel fiction of 4he aris
tocracy, the faded fashion plate of the young
fellow in fannels, Cricket, it seems, Eives men
a senge of honor. And to whom does it give {t?
Why, to the very men Mr. Blatchford has been
fighting all his life. Does he suppose a single
swollen capitalist, a single shifty politician, a
single slum-landiord. or wealthy White Slaver
has not got all the good out of cricket he
could? Most of the masters of the modern
sacial order go to private or public schools
mechenically, and play cricket mechanically.
But Mr. Blatchford, belng & genuine artist,
must worship something: so he worships three
stumps. But this notion that we can turn our
pleasures Into virtues s what is weakening
England, especlally democratie England. The
oligarch has been sllowed to get into the sad.
dlo, solely because he sald he could ride a
horse. All Mr. Blatehford hates—privilege,
segregaled luxury, sham politics—has been
protected for decades by that very “oricket”
which he Invokes. Waterloo was not won on
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