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Money and Love_
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When the Romantic Movement was still in its first fervor, it was a
common matter of debate whether people should marry for love or for
money. The young people concemed usually favored love, and their
parents usually favored money. In the novels of the period the dilemma
was felicitously solved by thé discovery, on the last page, that the ap-
parently penniless heroine was really a great heiress.” But in real life
young men who hoped for this denouement were apt to be disappoint-
ed.? Prudent parents, while admitting that their daughters should many
for love, took care that all the young men they met should be rich. This
method was sometimes very successful; it was adopted, for example,
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by my maternal grandfather, who had a large number of romantic
daughters, none of whom married badly.

In these days of psychology the matter no longer looks so simple as
it did eighty years ago. We realize now that money may be *he cause,
or part of the cause, of quite genuine love; of this there are notable ex-
amples in history. Benjamin Disraeli, who became Lord Beaconsfield,*
was, in his youth, poor and struggling and passionately ambitious. He
married a rich widow, much older than himself, and considered by the
world to be rather silly. Owing to her, he was able to make his career
a success. A cynical world naturally assumed that he loved her money
better than he loved her, but in this the world was mistaken;’ through-
out the whole of their married life, he was deeply and genuinely devot-
ed to her. I do not éuppose he would have loved her if she had been
poor when he first knew her, but the gratitude which he felt for the help
‘which he owed to her kindly interest in him easily developed into a sin-
cere affection. A great deal of affection is based upon the fact that its
object is a help in realizing the purposes of the person who feels it.°
Men in whom ambition is the leading passion are likely to love women
who assist them in their career, and it would be very shallow psycholo-
gy to suppose that the love is not real because it has its instinctive root
in self — interest.’

An even more notable instance.than Disraeli is Mohammed.?® As

everyone knows, he was camel] - driver to a rich widow whom he loved

and ultimately marmied. It was her capital which supported him
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throughout the early unremunerative years of the prophet business.’

Mohammed was not the man to give an exclusive devotion to any one
woman, but there is no doubt that, within the limit set by polygamy,
he was genuinely fond of his wife and benefectress. '

I have taken examples where the man was poor and the woman
rich, but in a world dominated by men the opposite is the commoner
case. The psychology, however, is much the same. If a very rich man
asks a very poor girl to marry him, she is likely, especially if she has
social ambitions, to feel a kind of gratitude which will lead her to fall in
love with him, provided he is not too repulsive; at any rate, he will
need a smaller degree of personal attractiveness than a poor man would
need. Wealth can often purchase not only the semblance of love but its
reality."” This is unjust and undesirable but nonetheless a fact.
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We Have Plaxited More Than a Garden
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As I write, a gentle, much needed rain is falling this morning. It
has been a dry spring here in Vermont.' So dry in fact, that the Spring
‘Peepers-were late enough in coming that many thought that these amaz-
ing littlefrogs would fail to bless us with their song this year.” But they
came, and I can’t fault® them for being tardy. In almost any seasonal®
wetland in the state these frogs can be heard. They are a sign of spri-
ng, and of rebirth and renewal.

It is late June and the mountain snow has left the higher slopes of
the mountains. Folks have planted their gardens, even though there is
still the threat of frost. Yes, it is almost July, yet in the evenings
here, the thermometer can still sometimes dip into the low — thirties this

time of year.® My family planted our garden during the last weekend of
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May, and frost came twice since then, luckily not a killing frost. But
others were not so lucky. There is a very ambitious gardener in the vil-
lage that lost most of his non — hardy® plants this year. There is a say-
ing in this state: “if you don’t like the westher, wait five minutes.”
This spring has demonstrated the validity of this old saw.” Twice this
spring it has been warm enough in the day that my family went swim-
ming, but there was frost on the ground the next morming.

I enjoy the juxtaposition of the vagaries of the climate and the
steady thythms of life here.® Folks have been tending to the chores of
spring for generations, knowing full well that they really can’t depend
upon the hand that nature will deal them.® Planting a garden in Ver-
mont amounts to an act of faith. Will our sweat and toil be rewarded by
abundance enough to share with our friends and extended families, or
will a killing frost render these efforts exercises in futility . '°

And T have planted more than a garden this year. My family was
recently faced with a tough decision, do we leave this place and the
people whom we have come to know and love, or do we stay and make
a commitment . ! Well, we bave decided that this is where we will make
our stand.™? Along with our little garden, this year we have planted
ourselves. And this is no less an act of faith than the one mentioned
above. Will my family be blessed with that which is needed to grow and
flourish. ‘We have no way of knowing this. . . but we do have faith. The
rain has stopped and the sun is shining. Strong winds have blown the

cloud cover away. It is a beautiful day. Vermont gardening.




There is another saying among farmers here: “there is no better
fertilizer than a farmer’s footprints. "> To me this means that which is
planted must be revisited often. The garden must be nurtured and tend-
ed. It must be cared fo- with love. It seems to me that this applies to
our lives as well. Hopes and dreams and aspirations must be revisited
often lest™* we loose sight of the things that are really important to us.
Commitments must be tended to as carefully as any garden plot. But as
with gardening, there are no guarantees. But there is faith, and today
is a beautiful day.
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Moment of Protest
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It was nearly noon. The heat was intense, as it had been all day,
but now the sun stood perpendicular to the earth.! The fierce tempera-
ture had long since c:)mpletely dried the soil, and the little grass that
remained was a scorched dirty brown. The only sound was the rustling
of brittle shrubs.? It was as if the sun had drained each branch of all its
moisture until, finally, the little twigs cracked and broke off.?

Lisa began walking up the steep hill leading from the group of sh-
acks® where she lived. She wore a small, faded green hat with a rim big
enough to shade her eyes from the sun. Looking down, she saw the
powdery soil scatter with each of her steps. Every time she stopped, the
dust would settle in a thin mist over her dark, bare feet.’ She reached
the top of the hill and stopp.ed to rest on a big rock by the side of the
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path. She bent over and watched the perspiration drop from her face
onto her dusty feet. Lifting her head, she looked down the hill at the
mass of old shacks. She picked out® hers — the third one in the first
row. In her mind she could just hear some outsider saying: “But how
can you tell which one s yours, girl? They all look so much alike.”

“Well,” she’d reply, “ours has a glass window in the front in-
stead of just a door. And it’s not all gray. It’s got some white, too! It
was painted once, you see.” While sitting there, acting out this scene
in her mind,” she saw her mother come out and stand on the small
porch. She was a big woman — not like Lisa, who was small and thin.
Lisa took after her father who had also been small, or so her mother
said.® Lisa didn’t remember her father well enough to recall what he
looked like. He left after Lisa’s fifth sister was bom. He had not
counted on'such a large family.’

Lisa looked down again and saw her mother turn in her direction,
her hands resting on her hips.

“What you doin’ just sittin’ there?” Lisa could imagine her say-
ing. “Girl, don’t you know I’ m waitin’ for them things from the
store?”

“Come on now, stupid. Get up,” she told herself. “She’s really
gonna be mad if you don’t get going quick!”

She walked on hurriedly, over the hill. The store was on the other
side of town — past the big development of sturdy brick houses.'® The

dirt path that she had been walking on there tumed into a proper pave-




