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YU QAN'T RUN AVAY FROM YO URSELF
i o
Winni fred Eaton Reeve

(Onoto Eatamna )

I wvas tired of writing and sick of New York., I foly like a
A&
{égﬁ_l#\t# lumar £ly caught in the cogs of ijs mighty mechinery. Am

immense nostalgls took possession of me—a longing for scmething other than I

had Xmown. liriting Wecsme 2 sort of torment-~something I had literslly
to drive myself to. Mamy.h-time 1 heve latd” my head devetemong my...
paphrs and penotis fand oried~=lvpeiessly, for there ssemed no ezcape.for mo,
Tho - were -many dependent upon me, Iseuppose I was in 5 sewb s pathological
condition, |

I had written hundreds of short stories and eightesn NOVels wee
all concerned with Japan. I was "labelled" Japanese, The 1ittle oriental
blood in me did not make me & real "Jap" any more than the drop of Freuoh
in me made me & Frenchwoman, However, my Japanese stories were enjoying a V¢
Vogue. One of them sold over 20,000 copies and was translated into nearly

every language. Nevertheless, I dreamed of the day when I could escape from

m&«rhv *‘"‘"“’,‘- /"? &M o r’_"{l

the treadmill of writing about a mbaect 144d not love. BA1 1678 ana
atrdobbons,  —divey said to me; i
ey J /r v ' & “/ v,

PRI ~ Ly
mblishers aisgsuragel ny effo
"Stick to your last, You are doing fine}" Perhaps 1 was, but vogues ﬂ’t‘

and.~my reaiers- probably were as tired of reading about little Japanese women

as-l-was. of Writing about. themy..

























































