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MY IDEAL OF LOVE IN FREEDOM.
I speak only for myself on this question, know­

ing, as I do, that there are many who have the 
same high ideal. Others have come into our ranks 
with only the idea of selfish gratification. These 
claim our name, but they are not of us. When 
science takes hold and analyzes the vibratory law 
of love in freedom we shall then be understood and 
justified.

I shall never forget my emotions wheu I first 
learned that the character vibrations of the tones 
of the voice could be photographed. Of course 
there is a scientific method of doing this, for the 
conditions must be such as to catch and hold the 
vibrations. This is done by speaking into a tube 
over the opposite end of which is stretched a deli­
cate, sensitive film especially prepared for the pur­
pose.

It has been demonstrated in the experiments 
made in this liue that tones of auger, envy, selfish­
ness, etc., give the forms of bugs, worms and other 
repulsive things, such as represent disgust or cru­
elty. But loving tones, toneB that are the expres­
sion of kindneas, benevolence and other desirable 
qualities, vibrate in the forms of Howers, and I once 
saw the likenes of a perfect rose taken in this way. 
I often wonder why the significance of this demon­
strated fact is not more widely considered aud then 
acted upon.

Let the selfish, hypocritical man or woman, the 
one who professes one thing and means another, be 
subjected to such a test and the real character will 
ba revealed. But it is not so much in a personal 
as in a general sense that I wish to examine this 
far-reaching law.

Those who honestly and earnestly advocate social 
freedom are accused of immorality, of being selfish, 
animal in their purpose. I would like to see this 
matter tested. I would like to have a score or two 
of the earnest men and women who are agitating 
the question of what is called free love—I would 
like to see the vibratory tones of their voices as 
they talk upon this subject taken as above stated. 
Then I w-rnld have the same .test applied to an 
equal number of naeu and women who advocate the 
perpetuation of the present legal marriage system. 
I would like to see which showed the most fl »were 
and which the most worms aod other disagreeable 
things. Then I would like a d rzeu or more of those 
who are living in love with >ut legality, and an 
equal number of the legally married, taking them 
as they come, tested in the same way.

There would be no trouble as to the result as 
connected with the loving couples who have 
declared for freedom. The pictured tones of their 
voiceiwould show not only H _>wers, but singing birds 
and other emblems that illustrate liberty. What 
thé legally b »and showed would be the test whether 
they loved or not. But at the very best, the idea 
of dutiful submission on the part of the wife and of 
marital rights on the part uf the husband, no mat­
ter how kept in the background, would mar the 
love vibrations, would lessen their beauty, while 
the vibrations of those who do not love—well, they 
would make repulsive pictures indeed.

Let the woman who is waiting the approach of 
her lover speak into such a tabe, and then let the 
woman who is dreading the approach of her hus­
band do the same. The latter may hide her feel­
ings from the public, and even from her husband, 
but she cannot hide it from the sensitized film at 
the end of the tube. Then again, 1 would like a 
specimen from the high toned public woman, and 

down through all grades of that class to the very 
lowest dregs, and from the men who visit each 
grade. Will not some scientist investigate in this 
line?

[f they would investigate the chemistry of human 
sex life—would gather the pictured vibrations that 
come from all grades aud conditions, from the sex­
starveling to the sex-surfeited, it seems to me a les­
son might be learned which would show the differ­
ence between natural aud legal morality, between 
“thus aaith the Lord” and “thus saith love,” and 
greatly in the favor of the latter.

Sex is the basis of creation—of all creation. 
From the lowest form of life to the highest, all 
physical, mental, moral and spiritual life comeB 
from the union of the two factors of sex on the 
plane of development shown by that which is cre­
ated. Sex rules tho emotional life. Anger, hatred, 
envy, jealousy—ill the various emotions that go to 
make up human life, the<e as well as that of love, 
are the expressions of the creative power behind 
them. Now just think of the enslaved condition 
of the sex life, and of all the various emotions, the 
vibrations of which till the atmosphere with the 
invisible but real forms of bugs, worms, toads, 
snakes, of every fearful and hateful thing, and can 
you wonder that we have just what we do have?

Now my ideal of freedom is to unchain love, to 
make woman so free that under no possible condi­
tion can she be pressed into an unwilling relation. 
I would trust nature's chemistry when free to act 
through the feminine, for I know that she would 
never call for that which was not needed in her 
work of building forms. I speak of the feminiue 
because it is through that embodied factor of sex 
that nature builds, aud by the law of attraction.

Now please stop aud think—think of the vibra­
tions of the present unbalanced conditions of the 
humin sex life a8 being all removed from the at­
mosphere—think of these imaged forms all per­
ishing for the lack of that which gives them form 
—think of all this and you have a glimpse of my 
ideal when I talk and write of the freedom of love.

of that, for when the atmosphere no longer holds 
the forms of the disagreeable, the cruel, the animals 
which represent these characteristics will cease to 
exist upon the earth. Now look at the positive | 
side of the ideal that inspires the efforts I make. 
Think of the vital life, the love-life vibrations filling 
the atmosphere with forms of love and beauty that 
radiate health and happiness.

Such is my ideal of what the full freedom of love 
will bring to Che race. Aud not only human life, 
but to all grades of life below us, both animate and 
inanimate. Many a truth is uttered iutuitioually, 
the speaker feeling sure that what is stated is 
rooted in the eternal law of being, and yet they are 
not able to give one logical or scientific reason for 
what they assert. I saw such a statement recently, 
one to which my whole soul responded, for it came 
within the scope of my ideal. I cannot give the 
exact language, but the substance of it was that 
when sex was understood and honored in use, not 
only would the race be free from disease, but that 
all things below would profit thereby—that

‘•Greener thing« wooid greener grow. 
Beauteous things more brightly glow," 

because of the quality of the sex magnetism perme­
ating the very air, and because of the character of 
what is called sex-waste, which would be throwu off 
for the appropriation of the ljwer order of life, not 
directly, but just as truly thus appropriated. The

last phrase, sex-waste, is my addition, as the writer 
believes there is no need of such secretion except 
for offspring.

I think, however, that it is better to try to under­
stand nature than to ignore her methods. Those 
who have No. 5 of Clothed With The Sun should 
read carefully the article headed “ The Mistake of 
the Ages,” as they will there learn the use of the 
sex life that is now called waste.

You will see, friends, that my free love ideal in­
volves a great deal—covers a great deal of ground. 
That it cannot be lived under the present economic 
system is apparent, but the importance of the sub­
ject warrants all that a complete change will cost. 
Law must let go, not only of its enslaving grip 
upon woman, but also upon natural wealth and 
opportunity to use, thus giving all an assured 
means of subsistence.

Oh what a change freedom will bring! As I walk 
the streets of this great city and mark the bruised 
and broken specimens of what should be a grand 
Humanity, I can sense the soul-cry of which they 
themselves are not conscious—the cry of the inner 
self-hood which says: Oh for the freedom of the crea­
tive life that such as we may no more be boru upon 
the earth-plane ; and even the animals seem to plead 
for a better birth for those wbo have charge of them.

But I will not enlarge further. The position I take 
is scientific. It will stand the test of investigation; 
and so long as the vibrations that go forth from the 
sex-centers manife tfrom any other emotion than that 
of love, the atmosphere will be filled with the forms of 
repulsive an 1 cruel things. So long will the evils with 
which Humanity is cursed continue to prevail.

1, for one, am proud of being able to work for so 
grand an object as freedom in love. When this is 
accomplished, the forms of the beautiful,—all the life­
giving elemente of health and happiness will eo fill 
the atmosphere that sickness and sorrow will be un­
known, and heaven realized upon earth.

To those who doubt the possibility of what I have 
stated, I would ask: What is it that goeB from the lips 
of the speaker to the ears of the hearer? The vibra­
tions of the atmosphere, you reply. Yes, but these 
vibrations must take the perfect form made by tbe 
word spoken, or the listener could not understand their 
meaning. If such vibrations have tbeir form, invisible, 
but real, why should not the emotions, love, hate, 
anger, etc , give out a character form of vibrations?

♦ • ♦ • ♦

THINGS TO THINK OF.
Only two more numbers and then another volume. 

Think how much the paper depends upon i-ROxer RE­
NEWALS.

• ♦ ♦

Self-justice demands that I raise the price of Clothed 
With the Sun to 50 cents. Paper has raised in price 
and so has printing. I pay more for every issue than 
I did at first. Think of thia, and don’t blame me.

♦ ♦ ♦

But 1 want to increase my list., and you desire the 
same, so to every subscriber who will Bend me two 
new subscribers, or four six months' subscrilters and 
one dollar, can have their own free for a year.

• ♦ •

Also: all new subscribers who eend iX? cenLs before 
Jauuary 1, can have the three last numbers of thia 
volumes also. Present subscribers can offer thia as 
an inducement in getting new subscribers.

♦ ♦ ♦
Those who have contributed to getting out the sup­

plement for this issue, can have what they wish for 
distribution by informing me. All others can have 
them by sending postage. Address Clothed With the 
Sun, 1501 ’-3 Market St., San Francisco, Cal.
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• FREE SLAVES.
BY MARGARET HOWARD.

Our story opens in one of the Gulf 
states soon after the close of the war 
which it was said freed the slaves. Two 
of the proscribed race, or at least they 
were bo classed, though the most of the 
blood that flowed in their veins had its 
origin with the white man. These two, 
a man and a woman, sat on the wide 
veranda of the Forest home one Sabbath 
evening, and talked of marriage. The 
man was a quadroon, the woman an oc- 
taroon—one-eighth African, and as beau­
tiful as such women generally are.

Nellie Forest, as she was called, for the 
slaves always took the names of their 
masters, but in this case, as in many 
another, blood as well as ownership war­
ranted the title. Nellie was the child of 
her master, and was four years old when 
her mother was sold away, which was 
just before “young master” brought 
home his bride. Mies Myrtle, her half 
sister, was born within the year, and 
had always beeD her care. From the 
very first she watched for opportunities 
to do something for her “little mistress,” 
as she was taught to call the child.

Mrs. Forest had died just before the 
war broke out, and the colonel, Mise 
Forest’s father, had been killed in a 
Bkirmish just before its close. Myrtle, 
the only recognized child living, was 
thus left an orphan and poor. As the 
colonel’s property had been moBtly in 
slaves, the emancipation proclamation 
left him only a small plantation that 
must now be cultivated by paid labor.

The colonel’s slaves were exceptionally 
white, many of them his owd children, 
and he had depended more on their eaie 
than on the plantation for his living. 
Thus at his death hie daughter was left 
helpless buL for the devotion of a few of 
the servants who refused to leave her.

Nellie was of the number who would 
not be separated from her mistress; and 
Henry Towne, her companion on that 
Sabbath night, was the servant of Judge 
Towne, as he was called, thongli he biul 
no legal right to the title.

Air. Towne had never held a slave ex­
cept Henry and his mother, and they 
came to him through bls wife. Chloe, a 
bright mulatto, wa3 Mrs. Towne’s maid, 
and as her boy grew up he became the 
body servant of his master. Mr. Towne 
was a northern man, and at the com­
mencement of the war had taken liis 
family and gone to Europe. His wealth 
was in solid securities in the north, 
hence the freeing of the elaves did not 
affect him. They had now returner! to 
their southern home, for Mrs. Towne 
would not consent to live north. Henry 
and Nellie had been loverB before tl.e 
war, and Henry said:

“ We can now be married like white 
folks, Nellie.”

“ But I cannot leave Miss Myrtle,” 
Bhe replied.

“Not for your husband?”
“Not for a husband.”
“ Well, we need not quarrel over that. 

Manner waits upon my mistress—no, I 
have no mistress; I am a free man,” he 
corrected, tossing his head proudly. 
“ She waits upon Mrs. Towne, and as we 
live eo near each other, I see nothing to 
hinder your staying here if you wish.”

I will explain right here that as these 
two had been brought up favorite house 
servants, they had never contracted the 
plantation idioms of the blacks, but 
spoke as correctly as white people; and 
had also been taught to read and write. 
As this was against the law, it was kept 
secret till after freedom was declared.

Nellie did not reply immediately to 
what Henry had said; she was thinking.

“What do you say? ” urged her lover.
“I say if you will pledge yourself to 

let me stay with Miss Myrtle, we will 
be married like white folks,” she replied, 
repeating his words.

" Then when shall it be? ”
“When Miss Myrtle thinks it best, 

but I tell you now I will not leave her.”
" I have told you there need be no 

trouble about that, but I want to be re­
spectably married. I do not want to 
live as the slaves lived. If I was as 
white as you are, we could go north and 
no one would know that we were not 
white.”

“Bat I wouldn’t go all the same,” re­
torted Nellie, as she went to call Mies 
Myrtle to consult her as to when the 
wedding should be.

She no more thought of going contrary 
to the wishes of her loved mistress, than 
though the emancipation proclamation 
had never been heard of. HerB waa a 
genuine love service, and as such was 
not service, but. the spontaneous outgoing 
of her owd selfhood in the doing of what 
she wished to do; and as such, the 
sweetest of freedom, a freedom to which 
no emancipation act could add.

And so they were married like white 
folks, and for a time all went well. 
Henry received wages from his master, 
as he continued to call the judge, not­
withstanding Lis occasional protests 
that he Lad no master. A portion of 
what he received was always given to 
Nellie. This was sure to be used to add 
Lo Mies Myrtle’s comfort., and for two 
years they were all very happy.

The change came when Henry’s moth- 
ee died, and Airs. Towne began to urge 
him to bring hie wife home. At first he 
refused to consider the matter at all; 
but Mr. Towne was a man who paid a 
great deal of attention to the wishes of 
hie wife, and when she found she could 
make no Impression on Henry, she ap­
pealed to him. The result was that Hen­
ry broached the subject to Nellie.

“No, I caunot, I will not leave Mies 
Myrtle,” waB the reply.

Now Henry was in a difficult place, 
and her answer irritated him. “You 
will not,” he said.

“ No, I will not,”
“ Well, I say you must.”
“ Must,” she repeated, as if she did 

not quite understand. " I tboagbL I was 
a free woman.”

“ You are my wife, and you promised 
to love, honor, and obey me.”

“I did?”
“ Yee, you did.”
“ And yon promised that I might stay 

here.”
“I did not; I Raid I saw nothing to 

prevent vour staying here, and we would 
have no trouble about that. There was 
nothiog to prevent then, but things have 
changed.”

“Is there no one else that can wait 
U]X>n Mrs. Towne? ”

“ She wants you, and master—no, the 
judge says I must bring you, or he will 
dismiBB me and hire a man and hie wife 
that he knows who live up country, and 
will be ouly too glad lo come”; then, 
noting Nellie’s distress, be added: “ I 
do not like to do this, but. I do not know 
what else to do.”

“ Why not come here and live? ” she 
asked.

“I cannot; I have never done hard 
work, and how could I make my lh ing?”

She looked at him a moment in si­
lence, but there was an expression upon 
her face that angered him, and the feel­
ing wag not lessened when she said:

“I love Mies Myrtle, and if tLere was 
need for it, I would work every day in 
the lieid for her support; yet you, a 
man, do not love your wife well enough 
to work for her.”

"But, Nellie, there is no need for it; 
we can both earn good wages and a good 
borne.”

“ Yes, at the expense of my happiness. 
Oh Henry, I do not like Mrs. Towne; I 
cannot, I will not go. I bad rather die.”

Just then Miss Forest came into the 
room and hearing a part of what waB 
said, asked: “What is it, Nellie, what is 
the trouble?”

"Oh, Miss Myrtle, Henry Bays that I 
must leave you and live with him at 
Judge Towne’s,—must 1?”

“How is this? I thought Nellie was to 
stay with me?”

Henry looked confused, but explained 
the situation as well as be could. “Nellie 
is my wife,” he said, “and she promised 
to obev-wae, and I have never hefore 
asked her to do anything against her 
wishes, but now I must”

“Slave , slaves yet,” said Miss Forest, 
while Nellie added:

“The white man’s marriage has made 
a slave of me.”

“Henry,” said the lady, paying no at­
tention to Nellie’s remark, “ it is true 
that the wife promises to obey; but tl.e 
husband promises to protect. Can vou 
not protect your wife from that which 
will make her utterly wretched?”

" I do not see, Mies Myrtle, why she 
should be utterly wretched in living 
with me all the time.”

“She will be with you but. very little 
more than she is now, and while you are 
here and there with your master, she 
will be subject to the wishes of Mrs. 
Towne, a woman she does not like.”

" I have no maBter, Mibb Forest; I am 
a iree man.”

“ It does not look Lo me that you are 
your own master now,” was the prompt 
response, while Nellie added :

“ A free slave.”
Like most people when they know 

they are in the wrong, Henry only grew 
stubborn. “There ia no use diecuseing 
this matter. Miss Forest; Nellie is my 
wife, and she must go with me,” he .-aid 
in a tone which forbade hope to the un­
happy wife, and yet she turned to her 
mistress with an appealing look.

"There is no help for it, Nellie,” she 
replied, steadying her voice as much as 
was possible.

" If I had not married, I ehould now 
be free,” moaned Nellie.

“ Leave her with me tonight, please,” 
said Mise Forest, turning to Henry, and 
giving an ungracious consent, he left the 
unhappy women to themselves.
‘Oh, I thought I was free, I drought I 

was free,” exclaimed Nellie as Eoon as 
she could speak for Bobbing. When she 
became more quiet her mistress said :

“ I have thought much upon this sub­
ject since the war resulted in what is 
called freedom for the slave, and I have 
decided that no one is free who depends 
upon the opportunity to work for another 
to get bread. Henry is etill a slave. He 
dare not offend his employer lest he lose 
his place,”

“ Then I am a slave of a slave,” re­
plied Nellie, and then she criefl out: “Oh 
I cannot go, Miss Myrtle, I cannot go. 
Ta there no way that you can help me?”

Mias Forest’s tears flowed freely; but 
knowing the inability to do anything in 
the case, she caressed the suffering girl, 
but remained silent. Neither of the two 
slept any that night. Tue next morning 
Henry came early for his wife». She went 
with him without a word. On the way 
he tried to explain; said he was sorry to 
see her feeling eo badly; but she made 
him no reply.

Sbe took ber place in the household, 
and did faithfully what was required of 
her ; but she was no longer the Nellie of 
old. Henry missed her smiles and the 

loving tenderness she had manifested to­
ward him before he had forced her to 
leave her home, and the mistresB she had 
loved bo well; and it made him angry to 
Eee her “make such fool of herBelf,” he 
said.

This continued about six moDthB, 
when one day on making her accustomed 
visit to Mies Myrtle, she stayed much 
longer than usually, and when she left 
seemed very much agitated.
“What is it, Nellie, some new troub­

le?” asked her mistresB.
“ I cannot, tell you now,” was the re­

ply, as the poor girl hurried away.
The next morning Miss Forest found a 

note under her door, that Bhe immedi­
ately recognized was in Nellie’s hand 
writing; and she opened it with a trem­
bling hand, for Bhe felt a terrible fore­
boding. It read:

“ Forgive me, my dear mietress, but I 
can bear it no longer. Henry has made 
himself so hateful to me, that bis very 
touch makeB me shudder, and yet he de­
mands my submission as a wife; and 
when, in addition to this, I am forced to 
protect myself from the unwelcome at- 
ientionsof his mauler, it is more than 
1 can endure. You will find my body at 
the back end of the plantation in the 
larger of the ’«o ponds. Bury me, 
please, near the old home. If God pun- 
iebeB me for leaving the earlh and going 
to him before he calls, 1 muet bear it. 
I cannot be more unhappy than now.

“ A freed elave, Yoar Nellie.”
And that was the outcome of Nellie’s 

freedom, tbe result of marriage bondage 
to a once happy woman. Often and 
often, Mies Forest repeated to herself 
Nellie’s words: “Jf I had not married I 
should be a free woman,” and every 
time she reeolved that she would never 
yield her freedom for any man’s love.
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MY CENTURY PLANT—So called 
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ciate its contents. Cloth. Price JI.
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A SEX REVOLUTION. Paper. 
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for the time being, bringing woman to the 
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