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 Metaphysicians have held grave arguments  on the existence or non-existence of things 
material, till some have almost convinced themselves that there really is no such thing at all, no matter – 
though if any of these sages had chanced to stumble over a chair in the dark, they would have 
encountered a regular knock-down argument on the other side of the question! 
 
 However, I was not going to enter the lists as a speculator on metaphysics, but simply to submit 
that we practical mortals were kept constantly reminded by stern experience, not only of the existence 
but also of the properties of matter. Just see this mammoth rent in my “brand new” delaine dress, and 
on the very first time wearing it, too! When I awoke to consciousness, this morning, it was with the 
“heroic resolve” to accomplish something today. By “accomplishing something” I mean settling up the 
daily account with the material universe, in time to devote a little attention to the neglected upper 
story, my cranium. Of course, the Fates grimly prepared to subdue me. Of course the fire would not 
burn with its usual ready good-nature, but smoked, and sulked away, and gruffly refused to help get 
breakfast. Of course my noble liege-lord expected to get off an hour earlier than usual, this very 
morning! And of course Charlie was sick with eating too much supper last night. And when the former 
had finally been fitted off, and the latter duly disposed of, of course the fire was in its last stages, and 
must be raked, and poked, and coaxed, and scolded back to life. Insurrections kept breaking out all the 
morning, in different parts of my territory, which I had considered long since subdued: the biscuit must 
break out with little yellow spots at the instigation of saleratus, the cake must be heavy, the dust blow 
into the parlor, and the preserves found to be vigorously “working.” (An expression which gentlemen 
and young folks will not understand, but one of terrible significance to housekeepers.) When the 
rebellious were all quelled it was, of course, long past noon. Then, revolving in my mind my own P.M. 
physical requirements, my poor, undarned, new delaine stared me in the face. It must be taken in hand 
immediately. I conclude to give myself up to it for the remainder of the day, and take the matter coolly. I 
gather my implements about me, take it up tenderly and thoughtfully, and lay it out on my lap for 
consideration—examining its symptoms as a physician would his patients. 
 
 Ahem! Not a longitudinal tear,  but what shall I call it? – one of those slanting cross-lines, 
forming the hypotenuse of a right-angled triangle; one which pulls those little threads running both 
ways, with all sorts of contortions, breaking a few, mixing up the colors and suggesting the idea that the 
opposition lines had come into a collision resulting in a general breakage. Now a clear, straight forward 
definite tear, or a generous hole one would know what to do with – but such a doubtful, undefinable 
rent – such a conservative medium between the two extremes of positive matter and nonentity is a 
puzzler! It reminds me of certain politicians in Congress! Well, well, what woman has done, woman may 
do! These broken ends must be snipped off, and the threads pulled horizontally, and pulled 
perpendicularly, and patted, and the result contemplated. All fair! Now a piece put under, to make it 
firm, and then for the darning process to commence. (Query: Can’t the aforesaid Congressmen be 
patched up, in a similar manner?) 
 
 Sewing silk to be wound … all in a tangle … conquered after numerous difficulties. Ah! Would 
that I could extricate my brain from all the metaphysical tangles it gets into, as easily! But no! Brain must 
wait for matter. It is rather humiliating that matter should claim precedence, and press brain into her 
service. But so it is! Spirit has a heavy weight of matter hanging on to its skirts and dragging it down. 
However, perhaps we need it for ballast. I do not believe the whole spiritual nature of one of those old 
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Anchorites was as fully developed, with all his struggles to free himself from matter, so ours may be by a 
proper use of it. We should not have been placed in such a connection with it, were it not best for us. 
And yet – and yet it is. 
 
 Snap! There goes the second needle since I commenced, and only one more fine one on my 
needle-book! Moreover, the stock of philosophic resolution with which I determined prove myself 
conqueror, by “ruling” my “spirit,” is diminishing in like ratio. O, which will conquer in the great warfare 
between matter and spirit? Or will they become friends and help each other? 
 
 Ah! That pink stripe is going to match beautifully!  How many forms of matter there are! Matter 
to eat, and matter to wear; matter to look at, and matter to sleep on; matter which we are very desirous 
to accumulate in our houses, and matter which we exhort ourselves vigorously to keep out; and then 
that particular portion of matter which encases our spirit! And all these different kinds of matter need 
so much seeing to!  Yes; the claims of matter must, will be satisfied, or – well, what? Why it will dissolve 
union with us – and that we all seem to stand in great fear of; so we abuse it and grumble about it, and 
assert our superiority over it and yield to it! The Philosopher, with spirit away off in the misty realms of 
metaphysical speculation; this Theologian, from studying the nature and necessities of the soul, the 
Chemist from investigating hidden laws of Nature; the Astronomer, from measuring distant suns and 
measuring the Solar System, comes down meekly in the morning to buckwheat cakes, for the purpose of 
continuing his connection with the material. 
 
 Matter has a singular propensity too, for making away with itself. They tell us that not one 
particle is ever annihilated – a “hard saying,” and one difficult to be accepted by housekeepers. What 
does become of all old clothes? Water evaporates, and comes down again in the shape of rain; but 
dresses, and bonnets, and gaiters grow “beautifully less,” and at last entirely disappear. Sometimes they 
may be arrested in their course, when not too far gone, and by vigilant effort retained in a state of life 
and activity for a time. Philosophy says all bodies possess the property of inertia, or “resistance to a 
change of state.” I am sorry to say the “inertia” of my wardrobe is of the most feeble type. Indeed, so far 
from offering any “resistance” to a “change of state,” it pertinaciously “resists” all my efforts towards 
keeping it in its present “state.” Articles will tear, and burn, and wear out, and fade. Strictly speaking, 
they only go into different “combinations.” Cool comfort to us, women! We scarcely succeed in getting 
matter into the right shape to serve us, when it resolves itself, again, into its original elements. Ever-
changing matter keeps us continually active. 
 
 There! With the last glimmer of daylight the last stich is taken! The patient needle has ploughed 
up and ploughed down, through all the intricate mazes of pink threads, and brown threads, and dark 
ground, and the gentle silk has lovingly united the warring elements. The height of ambition is reached – 
you could scarcely tell where it had been torn. Mind proudly asserts its superiority over matter. It 
possesses almost creative power. The portions of this dress which, a few hours since was “without form 
and void,” now bears semblance to the beautiful fabric it once was Vidi vidi! 
       Housekeeper  


