CHAPTER 21	Comment by Vicki Briner: Zara, did you post Ch. 20? I feel like Ch. 19 was the last one I saw. 
1899 Chicago
I twirl around the waiting room. This Sunday’s Church of Yoga service was a grand success, every seat occupied, the collection plate filled. My dear friend Otoman was in top form. One more Sunday like this one, and I will be debt-free.
I remove my gold amulet and throw my precious India silk shawl, a gift from Otoman, over the loveseat. Then I untie the sash of my flowing white tea dress. Yesterday was dull and gray, totally unsuited for sunbathing. But today the sun is shining in my window. The air wafting in is spring fresh, washed clean by yesterday’s rain. , and I feel younger than I have in a long time. I can’t wait to feel the warm rays on my skin.
“Mrs. Craddock.” A blonde-headed young woman peeks around the door.
I spin around. I wasn’t expecting any clients. Still, I should have locked the door even if the building is empty on Sundays and no one has ever shown up before.	Comment by Vicki Briner: I’d like some context. I thought she was in some sort of waiting room at a church. Does she conduct her business here, too?  
I straighten. It’s just a young girl. 
I can do nothing about my hair hanging loose or my unbelted dress, but maybe Otoman is right. Time, I embrace the epithet the rabid press has dubbed me with—Chicago’s High Priestess of Sex. Cowering under a pseudo-mantel of respectability while counseling hasn’t saved me from threats of jail nor lust-crazed men’s advances. 	Comment by Vicki Briner: I know this is here for clarity, but I’m not sure it’s needed and think the sentence has better cadence without it. 
I smooth down the filmy cloth of my skirt as I approach my next potential customer. One thing is for sure, a light cotton tea dress is certainly cooler than English wool in this summer heat.	Comment by Vicki Briner: Who is wearing English wool? Is English wool the standard for women in this time? Should I know this?
To me, this seems like it comes out of nowhere. 
I paste on my most welcoming smile. As much as men need my instruction, I much prefer female clients. “Yes. Come in, please. Are you here for a lesson?”
“I saw your ad in the paper—and—and I am engaged, and I am not sure….”
I hold out my hand. “You have come to the right place. I offer advice on how to have the wedding night of your dreams and how to establish a loving and Divine relationship with your husband. My fee is ten dollars for three lessons. Five dollars for the full course in Right Martial Living.”
Her hands flutter. “It’s just—just that I don’t have much money. My parents would never approve of my coming here. All I have is the pocket change left over from the marketing.”
The heels of her shoes are scuffed and worn. Her clothing, though neat, is not of the highest fashion. I may be desperate for money, but I cannot deny poor souls in need of my teachings. Sexual pleasure and wise lovemaking are not only for the well-off.
“I can give you a brief overview for a dollar.”
The girl relaxes slightly. “I would be most grateful.” 
“I am officially not open on Sunday. Can you come back tomorrow? 
The girl flinches and shakes her head. “I daren’t. I must work in papa’s store.”
My heart goes out to her. I recognize a girl sneaking behind a parent’s back. I was once that girl too. It has taken every ounce of courage for her to climb those stairs. “Come into my consulting room where we will have privacy.” I stand aside and let her enter. 
Once she is seated, I move around my desk, and try not to picture how I look with my hair falling loose over my shoulders. With all the dignity I can, I repose myself with my hands folded on the desktop. “So, you are engaged to be married?”
Her lips tremble. In her lap, her fingers twist and turn. “Yes. In a month.”
“And you love your future husband?”
Her countenance brightens. “Oh yes. He is kind and respectful and oh, so handsome. Son of the baker down the street from where I live.”
“But you are hesitant?”
“Well, there was a man—a married man—who used to come to my parent’s tobacco shop, so elegant and sweet-spoken. Wealthy too. I was just a girl at the time and his attention excited me. But after a while he wanted—uh—more. I thought he loved me and my heart caused me to make the mistake of sneaking out and going walking with him, and he got me alone and tried”—she hesitates, then forces the words out—“to make advances of the most horrid kind, but I fought him off and somehow got away thanks to his landlady. He filled me with such disgust. Disgust at what he wanted to do and disgust at myself for being fooled into loving such a man and allowing him those liberties he took.”
“But now you have found a good man, worthy of marriage?”
She avoids my eyes. “Yes. He is completely different. But sometimes I see the same lustful look in his eyes, and he is always wanting to kiss me and touch me. How do I know he truly loves me or just wants my body like—like the other one?” She wipes away a tear.
I use my softest voice. “It is natural for a man to be attracted in that way. It is how Nature made them. He wouldn’t be normal if he did not hold your sexual attractiveness a great deal in his mind. Just be careful not to let him caress your bosom as it will arouse a tingling desire in your genitals which would make full joining with him seem so right and so beautiful. Which it will be once you are married and in the marriage bed. That is part of the gift of sexual pleasure Nature has given woman. Now, if he is a good man as you say, he will respect your wishes when you ask him not to touch you in those ways until after the wedding. Do you think he will listen to you?”
“Oh, yes. He will, I am sure. Thank you. You have relieved my worries so.”
For the pitiful dollar, I should stop here. But I cannot. I pull out my medical book and show her the illustrations, explain the sex act to her, and for good measure throw in two free copies of The Wedding Night. “Now give one to your fiancé,” I say, “and if he has questions, have him come to me.” 
The girl gives me a tentative smile. “You have filled with me with such hope and awe. Everything explained so clearly and openly. Why don’t they teach these things to us? I would never have gotten in trouble with that rogue if I understood the love function.”
The look in her eye and perhaps the passionate experiences I have had with Otoman, weakens me, and I extract from beneath my shirtwaist my most precious belonging. “The first man I loved gave me this.” I click open the catch of the bee pendant. “If I had known what I do now, we could have married and lived in wedded bliss. But out of fear of the marriage bed, I turned him down.” I snap it closed. “That’s why I have dedicated my life to teaching others the joys that my beloved Sullivan and I missed. Though he comes to me now as an angel and soon he promises that we will dwell together in heaven and walk with God.”	Comment by Vicki Briner: I cringe every time she says something like this. I wish she’d keep her mouth shut.
Honestly, though, it’s a compliment that I’m invested enough in the character to care about how she is perceived by others. 
The girl presses a hand over her heart. “You can see angels? And one loves you? How romantic. Just like in a storybook.”
I think of my cold bed. The nights I sleep alone. What I would give to have my dear Sullivan with me again, alive, warm and breathing, our bodies curled in embrace. A ball of anger forms in my stomach. If only Otoman had not given me a glimpse of earthly passion that can never be mine fully. 
I push away from the desk and rise. “It is better to have a loving spouse here on earth. Someone to share your joys and hurts with. Someone to hold you in his arms at night. I wish you a happy marriage.”	Comment by Vicki Briner: I’d word this sentence as: Someone with whom to share your joys and hurts. 
The girl stands. “You are a good woman, Mrs. Craddock. I can’t wait to share your teachings with my fiancé.”
Then she is gone, and I am left to contemplate the empty night ahead. Soph and my spirit companions, it seems, have not deigned to follow me to Chicago. They have sent Otoman Hanish, instead—a sweet-tongued conman, they know I will never trust with my love, to show me the earthly manifestation of my teachings. I paste hope over the small tear in my heart and send a prayer of thanks to my spirit husband. 
I sprawl across the loveseat and drift off into half-dreams of reunion with Soph. But not for long. 
Angry voices echo up the stairwell. Footsteps thunder up the steps. Seconds later, two men burst into the room. I jerk upright, half-dazed. “What?”
The older man shakes my Wedding Night pamphlet at me. “Did you give this obscenity to my innocent daughter?”
“Look.” The younger man sweeps up my neat stacks of printed materials. “There’s more. She’s a purveyor of this filth. Selling it on a Sunday, too. She dared ask Gertie to have me come here so she could ply her trade with me. My poor innocent. Lured in by this witch.”
“We will have the authorities down on you, whore. Zachariah, take that garbage and fetch the police. I’ll make sure she doesn’t flee.” He seizes my arm. 
I yank myself loose. “How dare you attack me? I am an upstanding woman. A professional marriage counselor. My work is praised by physicians. I am published in medical journals.”
He looks me up and down. “I see a harlot before me. No respectable woman would write such unspeakable things.”
I gaze at the open door. Every part of me is screaming run, but I could never outmaneuver the girl’s father. The man is the size of an ox and furious. So, I sit on the loveseat and let my anger out as tears. Not that they have any effect on the brute. I pity Gertie with such a man for a father. And from what I saw of him, her fiancé will not be much better.
Still, she is better prepared for marriage than if I hadn’t talked to her. Despite the pitfalls of untrusty clients, teaching right living through proper marriage relations is the most rewarding work I do. 
****
By the time the authorities arrive, I am done with crying. The ball of anger in my belly has turned to a twisted knot of fear. The last time they arrested me, Mother bailed me out. This time there is no one coming to rescue me. No one knows where I am, and being Sunday, the bulbous-nosed cop gripping my arm and dragging me deep into the bowels of the station house, informs me, my arraignment will not occur until the following day. 
I am thrown into a dank holding cell full of other women in various states of dress. They press around me. 
“Look at this one,” a barely dressed harlot says. She tugs on my sleeve. “Some hag got up as a virgin. But don’t worry. It won’t be white for long. Not in this pit.”
Another picks up my hair. “Quite the hussy, aren’t you?”
I wrap my arms around myself to hide my trembling. “Excuse me. I don’t belong here. I am a marriage counselor—Mrs. Craddock. Perhaps you have heard of me?”
My question is met with guffaws and snickers.
My tormentor wraps a length of my hair around her hand and yanks. 
I slap my hands at hers, squealing with pain. Tears fill my eyes. “Let go, please.” I look around for help, but meet only hard, cruel eyes. I pray for one woman here to have kindness in her heart. As if in answer, a rotund woman, dressed in shabby red satin, pushes through the crowd. 
“Oh, stop teasing the lady.” She looks down. “How about you donate those lovely shoes to Mellie over here? Look to be her size. And then we can all get back to our game of hearts.”
I glance down “My shoes?”
“Mel had to leave hers behind when the police raided our place.”
I bite my lip. 
“Oh, come on. I am sure you have another pair. I’ve heard of you. You’re the High Priestess of Yoga. Always in the papers. Must rake in the money with your fancy way of enticing men. She laughs. “Imagine, girls. She teaches frigid wives how to enjoy sex so their husbands won’t come visit us.” The women around her laugh. 
She waves her hand. “Help the lady make her donation to a good cause.
In minutes, my shoes are gone, and I am abandoned in a foul-smelling corner near the overflowing pee bucket. I want to curl into a ball and hide, but the floor is too dirty. If Mother could see me now, she’d be wearing her I-told-you-so expression, and she would be right. 
Come morning, I am a disheveled mess. My hair is a rat’s nest of tangles and knots, my dress is stained and stinking from my attempt to relive myself in the bucket, and my bare feet are numb from standing on the cold concrete for hours.
But there is nothing I can do. The officers herd me into the courtroom with the rest of the denizens of what I have learned is Mrs Mabley’s House of Comfort, augmented by several pickpockets and a house burglar.
I am first on the docket. 
“Mrs. Craddock.” I rise and face the judge. “Not only have you corrupted a minor, and resisted arrest, you are on the Postal Inspector’s list of purveyors of the obscene.” He adjusts his glasses. “And I see here that Mr. Comstock, himself, has put a special watch on you for sending your pamphlets Wedding Night and Right Marital Living through the mails. Bail—five hundred dollars. Trial set for August ninth. 
I suck in a breath. Five-hundred dollars? I have no hopes of raising such a sum of money. My whole body turns numb. I will rot away if I am condemned to Cook County jail for months. Henrietta was right. Jail is far worse than an asylum. The girls had been sure to tell me of its horrors.
I am given no chance to defend myself, but am hustled out of the courtroom and back to the same jail cell where I am ordered to empty the bucket and swab the floor. Before I am half-way done, a matron appears at the grate. 
“Nice friends, you have.”
I wring out the mop and glance up.
“Some crazy man in a gold dress has put up your bail.”
I suck in a breath—Otoman. 
Thank God.
I am saved.
****
I fold my hands in my lap and scan the law office. Row after row of case books line the shelves. I wonder if my case will ever end up in one of those volumes. But based on my welcome, I think not. 
I glance over at Alice. “Why have you saddled me with this dour lawyer? I think he hates me.” 
She pats my hand. “He doesn’t hate you—he’s frustrated with your case. Moses recommended him highly. He fights for the underdog, and he is a strong believer in spiritualism.”
Clarence Darrow strides back into his office. With the high forehead of an early-balding man and the sleeked-down black hair of a would-be politician, Darrow radiates annoyance at having to deal with me. But I am stuck with him and he with me. He has taken my case pro-bono, and beggar High Priestesses facing prison can’t be choosers. 
But I am not a murderer nor a corrupt tycoon, and dressed in my most staid suit I am nothing like the outrageous spiritualist in diaphanous dress and flowing hair he expected. 
He sits down and shuffles the papers in front of him. 
“So,” I begin. “Do you think I will win?”
He sorts through the papers again, then presses his lips together. “Honestly, no. Comstock is too powerful, and you are at the top of his villain’s list. I don’t know what you did to anger him so much, but he wants to grind you into dust.”
“But what about my right to freedom of religion?”
“If we claim your first amendment right to freedom of religion, the District Attorney will just add blasphemy to your obscenity charges. Church of Yoga? Won’t fly higher than a pig’s snout. You gave explicit materials to an underage girl. You will be lucky to avoid a twenty-year sentence at hard labor.”
“So, what do you suggest? I don’t want to go to prison.”
He gives a guttural laugh. “None of my clients do. And in your case, I doubt you would survive such a sentence. Look, I support your work, and I would love to give Comstock his comeuppance. I subpoenaed both him and Henry Blackwell. What an event that would be to have both of them testify. But the district attorney will put that young girl on the stand, and no matter what argument I make, the jury will convict.”
I twist my hands, the darkness of prison looming over me. “I didn’t know she was underage.”
He shrugs. “I doubt she actually is, but it won’t matter. It’s an unwinnable battle. I can pull some political strings and probably get a plea deal. But everything must be kept hush-hush. No one wants to run afoul of Comstock and his followers. They will stop at nothing—outright lies, mobs in the street, prayers in the churches. Reporters love him. Gives them a reason to write all the salacious garbage they want and their readers an excuse to read it.”
Alice captures one of my twisting hands. “I am so sorry, Ida. But you must think of your future. Don’t let Comstock win by locking you away. You have a book to write.”
I nod, the fight sapped from me. 
“All right.” Darrow pushes a paper towards me. “Sign here, and I will have your plea switched to guilty.”
The word slices through me. I am going to do it again—deny what I believe—deny my life’s work. But Alice is right. I have a book to write. But when it is done, Comstock will discover Ida Craddock is not a wimp.
I shake away that thought, pick up the pen, and scrawl my signature at the bottom. “Now what happens?”
“I will consult with the District Attorney’s office. Meanwhile, I suggest you not draw attention to yourself in any way.”
“Can I leave Chicago?”
He nods. “As long as I can find you.”
****
I choose Denver as the place to wait out my sentencing.
For the moment, only three people in the world know where I am—my Katie Wood, dear William Stead, and soon Clarence Darrow. And that’s the way I plan to keep it. At least, until the money Stead has sent me from his oh-so generous heart runs out, and I have a manuscript to hand him in repayment.
I slip the letter into the postbox, then turn and head back to my rooming house. I take a deep breath of the clear mountain air and enjoy the view of the Rockies as I trudge back to my little room. I have spent too long in the lowlands of Philadelphia and Chicago. It is the West that I love. Maybe tomorrow, I will rent a horse and ride toward those peaks. There is so much I want to see before I die.
But for now, I have work to do. My typewriter waits, worn and battered like me.
I am writing my masterwork on Sex Worship at last. 
And when I am done—book-burner Comstock will hear from me again.

