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| THE MAN WHO MOST INFLUENCED ME ;ſ\ *ASIERUBS OF SIX (PAPERS
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* I–MY ENEMY—By Frances Hodgson Burnett

N lookingback upon
life oneseesthatso
many people have
influencedonein so
manydifferentways
and in such varied
degrees.If one is
at all an impression
ableperson,who is
therewho doesnot

representaninfluence,andwhoseinfluence
is it—howsoeverslightit maybe—thatcan
be countedfor nothing?The man or
womanwithwhomonespendsabrilliant
ten minuteschancesto uttera thought
whichremainsa memoryfor a lifetime;
themanor womanwhoirritatesorbores
oneleavesanatmosphereof annoyanceor
depressionwhichmayleadtoactionor in
actionwhoseinfluencemaylastas long.
And whereall seemto countinsomede
greeit becomesdifficulttodecidewhohas
countedfor themost. Whateffectis it
whichcountsfor themost2 One cannot
possiblygeneralizeabout it

.

It is merely

a matter o
f temperamentandindividual.

With onecharacter it is one thing,with
anothersomethingtotallydifferent.Here,
the influencewhich affectedall things
mightbean influencewhichresulted in

thecontrol o
f
a temper;there, in thebroad

ening o
f

anoutlook;again, in thestrength
ening o

f
a will ; yetagain, in theblighting

o
f
a hopeandtheembittering o
f
a char

acter. If themanor womanwho influ
ences a humancreaturedoesevil work,
Godhelpthemboth.
“The ManorWomanWho MostInflu
encedMe” is a titlewith a seriousair,and
yetsuchinfluencesmayoftenhavebeen
the simplestseemingthings,andtotally
unconsciouso

f

theirpowerandworkings.

As I look back
upontheline o

f

those
whoselives o

r

characters o
r points o
f

view haveall countedas factors in the
forming o

f myown,andselectfrom it the
manwho I feelconvincedhasinfluenced
all threethemostdefinitely,it is with a

smileas I realizewhattheamazementof
thatquietEnglishgentlemanwouldbe if

hewereconfrontedwithmystatementthat
he, o

f

themanymen I havemet in differ
entcountries,and in worldssomuchmore
excitingthanhis own, is the one—my
mentalreviewof thesituationleadsme
quitecalmly to decide—whoseinfluence
hasbeenmoredefinitein itsresultsthan
that o

f anyotherperson.
Exactlywhathis opinion o

f

mewas in

thosedayslongago,whenhe was—quite
unconsciouslyI amsure—producingeffects
uponme, I havenoclearidea a

t

all. He
wasnot a serious-mindedperson in those
days,and I feelquitesurehis view o

f

me
wasnot a seriousone. Hewas“agrown
up gentleman’’and I was a little girl.
That for somereasonhefoundmerather
amusing,andwassufficientlyentertained
byme to beratherfond o

f me,andlikedme

to linger in his vicinity, I am quitesure,
simplybecausehewasentirelycapable o

f

havingdisposed o
f

me if I hadboredhim

in theslightestdegree. Hewas“a grown
up gentleman’’underthirty,and was a

manwhowascleverandamusinghimself,
andnotgiven to submittingcontinuously

to boredomwhichdexteritycouldavoid.
That heknew I wasveryfond o

f

him I

thinkmusthavebeenunavoidable—thathe
couldnothavehelpedknowing,butthat I

regardedhimwithadorationasthemost
brilliantlyaccomplished,the most daz
zlinglywittyandundoubtedlyprofound o

f

his sex,wouldhavefilledhim—ifhe had
for a momentrealizedit—withanintensity

o
f

amusementwhichhecouldnotpossibly
haveconcealed,and a knowledge o

f

which
wouldhavecrushedmeto theearthwith
indignanthumiliationwhen it hadrevealed
itselftome.
He was, a

s
I havesaid,not a serious

mindedperson,or, a
t least,he neverpre

sented to methataspect o
f

his character

if it existed. He hadno viewswhatever
onthesubject o

f guidingtenderyouth o
r

teachingtheyoungideahow to shoot. He
was a manwhowaswell-bredandwell
read,whowaswittyandhadan ironical
point o

f

view. He had a tendency to sar
casm,which a

t

oncefilledmewithdelight
andrage,andcutme to thequickwhenits
shaftscamemyway,whichtheynotinfre
quentlydid.
Our friendshipfor eachother I do not
findan exactparallelto. The sentiment
mostnearlyapproaching it wouldseem

to be a combinationof the affection o
f

little Pollyfor Mr. John, in the opening
chapters o
f “Villette,” andthat o
f

Pet
Marjoriefor SirWalterScott, in thatmost
exquisite o
f stories,“MarjorieFleming.”

* Thisserieso
f

sixpaperswillalternatewith acompanionseriesunderthetitle,“TheWoman
WhoMostInfluencedMe,”theinitialarticle o

f

which,byMr.EugeneField,will openthenext(January)issueo
f

theJournal.

HEfriendshipdatedfrommytenthyear,
when a littlegirlfriendcame to meone

dayandsaid : “Therearethreesuchnice
gentlemenliving in thathousenextdoor

to the Forsythes.They live therewith
theirmotherandsister. Theyhavebeen
livingtherenearly a year,butnobodyhas
knownthem. One o

f

themspoke to Baby
yesterdayandshesayshe is so niceandso
funny. And theyall threelike children.
Babysaystheonewho talked to her is

such a laughinggentleman.Hesaysfunny
thingsall thetime.”
“A laughinggentleman''wasconsid
eredveryattractive. It meantthat he
madejokessuited to thecomprehensiono

f

tenderyouth,andthatonelaugheda great
deal one'sselfwhenonewaswithhim,
andonewasapt to bewithhimveryfre
quently.
Beforetwoweekswereover wewere
onthemostfriendlytermswiththeentire
family. Onebyonewehadbeeninvited
into the interesting,hithertoexclusive
household.We had beentalkedkindly

to bythemotherandsister,andhaddis
coveredthatone o

f

the grown-upgen
tlemenplayed a greatdealonthepiano,
thatonehad a beautifulvoiceandsang
songs,andtheotheronewasveryclever
andread a greatmanybooks. Thengrad
uallyeachone o

f

thebrothersadopted,

a
s
it were, a specialfavorite.She was

spoken o
f
a
s

his “ Pet,” a
s

Pet Marjorie
wasSir WalterScott's. The attitudeof
each“Pet” to herlawfulownerwas a very
prettyand rathertouchingone. Shere
gardedhimwithadmirationmingledwith
the deepestrespectand devotion.The
differencebetweenheryearsandhisgave
him a mostexaltedpositionandplaced
betweenthem a gulf o

f maturityonlyaf
fectionatecondescensioncouldbridge. I

think it wouldbe impossiblefor a child
broughtup in thefreedom o

f

anAmerican
nursery to mingleher affectionfor any
humanbeingwiththerespectforripeyears
whichdominatedours. The “Pet” was
ratherlike a verywell-behavedandloving
littlecat,whocamewithdelightwhenshe
wascalled,andwasquiteprepared to be
left o

r

told to run awaywhenmoreim
portantinterestsclaimedattention.For
tunately,no little girl ever thought o

f

regardingherself a
s

evenanembryoyoung
lady. Shewouldhavethought it “rude”

to intrudehersmallpersonality,andun
bearablyhumiliating to do o

r sayanything
whichmightbecalled‘‘pert,’’evenbyan
enemy.

I WAS a
t

first adoptedby themusical
brother,but it wasnotverylongbe
forethesarcasticone,whoreadsomany
books,foundthat I wasreally a piece o

f

propertywhichshouldhavefallen to his
share,andby a gradualprocessI wasap
propriatedbyhim.

I thinkhebegan to showhisinterest in me
firstbyteasingmeverymuch,bystudying
myqueerpointsand“chafing ” meabout
them.Thequeerpointswhichamusedhim
mostwerethat I had a voraciousappetite
for books o

f

all sorts,withoutthe least
tendencytowarddiscrimination; thatthere
werejocularlegendsaboutwhat I read
andvaguerumorsthat I veryfurtivelytried

to scribblemyself;that I waswildlyro
mantic in secretandthat I had a fieryand
mostrebelliouslittlespirit,whichrevealed
itselfat oncewhen I was twittedabout
thesehiddenweaknesses.

IT wastheold
story o
f

“fun for theboys
but not fun for the frogs.” To this
cleveryoungman I wasonly a comical
littlegirl whocouldbelightlyteaseduntil
hersmallfaceflamedwithwrath,andshe
wasgoadedintosayingcomicallittlethings

it wasrathergoodfun to hear. Theman
wasnot in theleastill-natured,andthough
theteasingcontinuedthroughouracquaint
ance, I think a genuineelderbrotheraf
fectionbegan,even in itsearlieststages, to

bemingledwith it
.
I think I wasperhaps

aboutelevenwhenour friendshipbegan,
andthepoint I haverealizedwithinterest
since I wasold enough to recognizeit is

thatthoughhisattitude to mewasalways
that o

f
a person o
f

matureyearstoward a

child,andthough it wouldneverhaveoc
curred to me to think o

f myself a
s any

thingbut a child in referenceeither to him

o
r
to anyoneelse, I can look backand

seethat h
e

talked to me o
f

booksandpeo
plealmost a

s

hemighthavedone if I had
been a youngwoman,instead o

f
a very

littlegirl. He teasedme,he laughed a
t

me,hederidedme,but I can remember
that it was his habit to say to me,when
wemet in the “square,” a

s

we usually
dideachevening,“Haveyoureadthis o

r

that?” o
r

“There is a story in “Cornhill'
thismonthyouought to read,” o

r

“Come
intothehouseand I will readyousome
versesyouwill like in thelastnumber o

f

‘Once a Week.’’’

AND whenthe
storyandtheverseswere

readhis commentson themhelped
me to many a point o

f

view I shouldnot
havehad if I hadreadthemalone. There
wasnottheslightestshadow o

f

theair o
f

an instructorabouthim. If h
e

hadany
views a

t

all on thesubject o
f

mentalim
provementfor me he musthavebeen a

muchmorebenevolentandserious-minded
personthanheappeared,andreallywon
derfullysubtleintothebargain, a

s
it was so

welldonethat I neversuspectedhim. I

thoughtan abnormalintellectmadehim
like cleverbooks,andthat a fondnessfor
childrenmadehimlikemeenough to care

to talk to me o
f

whathehadbeenreading
—just a

s
it madehimfind it ratheramusing

to addressclever“chaff'' to me,which
endedby throwingme into a rage,for
whichhe afterwardcouldmakemefeel
penitent—becauseI hadbeenbroughtup

to accept a
s
a fiatandlaw o
f

theMedes
andPersians,that a littlegirl hadnoright

to retortuponherelders.

| CAN remember
to-day—ofthisperson

with whommy acquaintanceended
whenI wasfourteen—histrickof manner

in replacinghiseyeglassandgiving a light,
unconscioustouch to his mustache,when
he hadjust saidsomethingsatiricaland
waslaughing a

t

me.

I canrecallonlyoneincidentduringour
friendshipwhichmightlead one to sup
posethathesometimesregardedme a lit
tleseriously.

I wasnot, a
s
I havestated, a discrimi

natingreader o
r
a studiousone. I was

simplyvoracious.I devouredShakespeare
and Byron,WalterScott, Dickens and
Thackeray,Mrs. Braddon,Miss Mulock
and also the lurid anddelightfulpenny
papersthe housemaidsbought,and o

f

which I foundoccasionalodd numbers.
One, o

f

which I havequiteforgottenthe
name,wassuchan entrancinghistory o

f

anorangegirlwhowassimplysurrounded
b
y

brilliantbut piningmarquises,whom
shehad thediscretion to slight in conse
quence o

f
a duke,that I formedthebold

plan o
f subscribinga penny a weekfor it
,

andhavingassimilatedtheearlierchapters

I toldmyfriendaboutthem.
He wasleaningagainst a

n

irongateway
bywhich I wasstanding,andthelaughhe
brokeintowhen I statedmycasewasthe
kind o

f laughwhichalwaysmademefeel
intenselyuncomfortable. It was not a

loud nor a longone,rathera series o
f

in
tenselyamusedlittlelaughslikeunpromis
ingrunningcomments.
“What is thematter?” I said. “What
are you laughingat? You are always
laughing a

t

me. Don't you think it is a

nicetaleP’’
“Well,” heanswered,in his lightlyde
risiveway,“if youaskmyopinion I am
obliged to confessI don’t. A pennyjour
nal is notexactlythekind o

f literarynutri
ment I shouldadvise. You had better
leave it tothehousemaid.”
“But it is so interesting,”I answered,
“and I wanttofindouttheend.”
“Do you?” hesaid,withthelittletry
ing laughagain. “Well, I wouldn't if I

wereyou.” Then suddenly,with more
seriousnessthan I wasused to in him,
“Throw it in thekitchenfire,and I will
getyousomethingworthreading.”
Perhapshehadbenevolentviewsafter
all,only I wastooyoung to understand.
At thatearlystage o

f

existenceno one
elseevertalkedto meaboutbooksashe
did. Whether it wasmerelypourpasser

/e femps o
r not,hewasan influence,and

thefactthathewasso a
t
a periodcovering

thedawningmentallyimpressionableyears
gavehim a powerno otheryears o

r

cir
cumstancescouldhavegiven.

GIVEN an
intenselyromanticchildbrows

ing unguidedmentally,with thein
ordinateappetite o

f
a younggoat, in

untroddenfields o
f literature,assimilating

everything,believing in everythingwhich
couldgetitselfprinted,full o

f exaggerated,
highly-coloreddreamsandfancies, if no
clear-headedpersonwith a sense o

f

humor

is on thespot to call herattention to the
perilousslightness o

f

thebarrierbetween
thesublimeandtheridiculous,theresult
maybe a veryqueerone. So it is myopin
ionthatthechiefpoint o

f

thisinfluencewas
thatthebenefitsaccruingfromitsrepress
ing qualitieswereevengreaterthan the
results o

f

its developingones. It cleverly
parodiedsentimentalthings I mighthave
leanedtoward, it jeeringlymadelight o

f

luridromances,itsironicalview o
f

certain
thingsmademeburnwithuncomfortable
blusheswhen I realizedthat I hadregarded
withsecretrespectsentimentsandsitua
tionswhichcouldbesobrilliantlyderided.
Therewas a greatdeal o

f

derision in it

all, but a
s
it wasreallycleverderision it

certainlydevelopedmy sense o
f

humor.
Andonething, in a measure—ifonly in a

measure—modifiedits painfulnesseven
then. He lightlybadgeredme more o

r

lessalways,thisacquaintance,he laughed

a
t

meandwaswitty a
t

the expense o
f

manyanimagining,but h
e

neverlooked a
t

menorspoke to me a
s
if hethoughtI was

a littlefool o
r
in the leastdull o
f compre

hension. Hispoint o
f

viewalwaysseemed

to bethat,childthoughI mightbe, I was
afterall, in a measure,“a foemanworthy
of hissteel.”

AND
immenselya

s
I admiredhimandwas

privatelyfilledwithdeepaffection,we
might, in a sort,havebeencalledfoemen.
Hewasnotintentionallycruel a

t anytime,

I amconvinced in thesematurerdays,but
he gave me many a mauzaisquart

d
"

heure. Heknewthethingswhichmade
melosemylittletemper—whichwas a fine
one—andit amusedhimto makemelose

it
.

Whenhehadgoadedmeintothefinal
flamingoutbreakof, “You aremyenemy,
myenemy.And I hateandhateandhate
you!” then h

e invariablylaughed,with
the littledelightedlaughwhich I a

t

once
adoredand detested,dexterouslyletting
hissingleeyeglassdrop, o

r replacingit with
thelight,unconsciousstroke o

f

hismus
tache. All thiswas in theday o

f

themon
ocle,andhisdexterous,carelessfashion o

f

fixinghis in his eye o
r dropping it out,

seemed to me a finishedaccomplishment
quiteinseparablefromhim,and a sort o

f

graceful,dramaticaccentuationo
f

all con
versation.
But on all occasionshewasreferredto

a
s “myenemy.”

“Are youfond o
f

him?” peopleused to

say to mejocularlysometimes.
“I likehim,” I wouldanswer. “I like
himbecausehe is so clever,buthe is ‘my
enemy.’” So he was known a

s

“the
enemy,”andthetitleamusedanddid not
displeasehim a

t

all.
“You areordered to loveyourenemies,”
he said, “and do good untothosewho
despitefullyuseyou.”
“Then I shall have to do goodunto
you,” I retorted,withinfantsavagery.

F hehadnothadanelderbrotherfond
nessfor me, whichmadehim kind
afterall; if hehadnotbeenthemostinter
estingperson I knew,andmentallythe
mostsimpatica,and if

,
a
s
a consequence,

I hadnotlovedhimquitefiercely in a child
ish way, I should,withoutdoubt,have
hatedhimverymuch. That I didhatehim
andthathewasmyenemyweresoothing
factions to mebecausetheywere a sort o

f

defense to mypride. I was a proudchild
and it wouldhavegalledmehorribly to

admit to myselfhow much I depended
uponhimandwasmouldedbyhisopinions.
But I readthebooksheadmired,mymind
did it
s

bestby thesubjectshe wasinter
estedin,mysense o
f

humorgrewunder
his influence,andan appreciation o
f

the
value o
f

certainemotionalandimaginative
restraintsdevelopeditself,becauselack o
f

suchqualities in othersmovedhim to such
ironicallaughteranddisrespect.Andnow,
with a longstretch o

f yearsbetween, in

whichwe havenot had communication
witheachotherandhavelived in countries
farapart,I feelquitesure,when I reflect
uponthesubject o

f

thosewhoseinfluence
hasaffectedme,thathis was o

f
a kind

andwasfeltjust a
t

theperiodwhichmade
it countfor themost. And remembering

him a
s

hewas, I know,too,thathewould
smiletohearthat I hadsaidso.

OUR
pathsdivergedwhenI left England

a
t

fourteen.He wasonthepoint o
f

marriage,andourworldsbecametotally
differentones.

It wouldnotbeeasyforme to forgetthe
eveningI went to taketea a

t

the house
wherehe livedwithhis sister,andbreak
to himthenewsthat it hadbeenresolved
thatweshouldallgo to America,andthat
therefore it was not likely thathecould
continue to bemyenemy.Americawas a

landmanythousandso
f

milesfartheraway
fromEngland in thosedaysthan it is now.
Oneneverthought o

f returningfrom it
.

“America!”he exclaimedwhen I told
him I wasgoingaway. And headjusted
his eyeglassandstared a

t

me a moment,
with a slightlydisturbedexpression,then
he let theeyeglassdrop,laughedshortly
andtouchedhismustache.
“Oh, I say !” headded,withthehalf
chafinglightness to which I wasquitein
nured. “ConfoundAmerica,you know,

in fact,hangAmerica l' Andhelaughed
theshortlaughagain,and1–sittingupon
thehearth-rug—respondedb

y
a sadlittler11n.g

He wasentirelyEnglish in hishabit o
f

mind,andnot the leastgiven to theex
pression o

f emotion,but I thinkhe was
sorryand I know I was. Therewas a cer
tainchurch in thetownconcerningwhose
clockwehad a favoritejoke.
“Frances,”hesaid to methefirsttime
we passed it together,“half a crown's
worth o

f

thatclockbelongs to me. I sub
scribedhalf a crowntowardputting it up
yearsago. I regard it withhonestpride.”

A couple o
f daysbeforeI leftEngland

hissisterinvitedme to spendthenight a
t

theirhousethat I mightsaymyfarewells

a
t

leisure. The followingmorningmy
enemywalkedpart o

f

thewayhomewith
me; nearthechurchwestopped.
“Well,” hesaid,“I amafraidwemust
saygood-byhere—underthe shadow o

f

myhalfcrown'sworth o
f

clock.”
“Yes,” I said, a

s

we shook hands,
“undertheshadow o

f yourhalfcrown's
worth o

f clock,good-by.”
“Good-by,”he answered.“Good-by,
and—confoundAmerica,youknow !”

And so wewentourseparateways. And

in thismannerI partedfromthemanwho
—whethercarelessly o

r

not—wastheone
whomostinfluencedme.


