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Amazing Experiences of 
Mother Who for Years Has 

Filled Men's Jobs and 
Worn Their Clothes, Carried 
on Flirtations With Girls 
and Even Deceived Her 

Daughters Into Thinking 
Her Their , until 

Mrs. Edna Brittendall earning her living as a carpenter in Los Angeles and doing as 

E HE Los Angelea carpenter 
was known to his employer and 
fellow workmen and to Ms 
friends and neighbors as Paul 

Sirod was perched high on the scaffold
ing of a new house the other day, ham
mering away busily, when a policeman 
approached. 

"Your name Sirod?" he called. "Well, 
you • come along to the station house 
with me. There's trouble about that 
garage bill you owe." 

Without a word Sirod put aside his 
hammer, climbed down the ladder and 
accompanied the officer to the police 
station. 4 

As the desk sergeant asked the name 
and the other usual questions something 
about the tone of Sirod's voice and the 
way he stood and his nervous fingering 
of his black felt hat aroused the police 
officer's suspicion that this carpenter in 
corduroy trousers, flannel shirt, and 
heavy working shoes was not at all what 
he pretended to be. 

But when the sergeant bluntly 
charged the prisoner with being a wom
an dressed up in men's clothes Sirod 
denied it with a great show of bluster
ing masculine surprise and indignation. 

The sergeant, however, was not con
vinced. 

"Murphy and Swenson," he said, turn
ing to two policemen who stood nearby, 
"take Sirod into the locker room "and 
see what's the truth." 

This threat of a physical investiga
tion had exactly the effect the shrewd 
sergeant expected it would. 

"Oh, nor—no—please/* protested Si
rod, in the tremuloua^tones of a fright
ened woman. 

"It's just as you suspect. I'm not • 
man at all. There's no Paul Sirod. My 
name is really Mrs. Edna Brittendall." 

The sergeant was not surprised at 
this revelation, but he was amazed when 
Mrs. Brittendall revealed that for five 
years she had been masquerading as a 
man, wearing a man's clothes, doing a 
man's work, earning a man's pay and in 
every way living the life of a male wage 
earner. Even her two little daughters, 
Mrs. Brittendall declared, looked upon 
her as their father and supposed their 
mother to be dead. 

"It was for them I did it," Mrs. Brit
tendall explained, "for my two little 
daughters. I had to be a father to them 
J J well as a mother, and I found I could 
provide a better home and give them a 
better education if I passed myself off 
as a man. 

"And I was getting along so well 
until now! Why can't I be allowed to 
go on living just as I have been for five 
years? Where is the harm? 

"I don't want sympathy, because I 
don't needvit. I don't want charity— 
that is cold. I only want to be left alone 
and given a chance to make my own way 
and take care of my daughters. It was 

good a day's work as any man 

a case of doing this or seeing my chil
dren go hungry and have none of the 
nice things of life. 

"I knew how to do a man's wark but 
not a woman's. But how could I get a 
man's job and earn a man's wages un
less I pretended to be a man ? 

"It has been mighty hard at times, 
but I've never given up and I've kept 
clean and much more fit to be a mother 
to my children than some who have 
taken easier roads. 

"I started this masquerade five years 
ago this coming July. Driven to des
peration by a cruel husband I saw no 
other way out. 

"My father died when I was nine 
years old. He had been prosperous and 
my childhood home was one of the best 
in Fort Scott, Kansas. With his death 
my troubles began. 

"We moved to Kansas City and my 
mother married again. My stepfather 
took the little money my father left 
and bought a barren hillside farm in 
Arkansas. 

"There were trees to be sawed down 
and stumps to be blasted before we 
could hope to reap any harvest from the 
land. I was thirteen then and strong * 
for my age. My mother was not strong 
enough to do a man's work and our 
poverty-stricken condition made it nec
essary for me to help my stepfather. 

"There on that Arkansas farm I first 
learned to do a man's work. I plowed, 
sawed trees and pulled stumps until I 
was as strong as any man of my age. 

"Then I met Ernest Brittendall. I 
thought he loved me as a woman should 
be loved, but I soon found out that he 
prized only my physical strength and 
my capacity for back-breaking work. 

"When I was seventeen Brittendall 
proposed marriage. As I looked at my 
dingy one-piece calico dress or cast-off 
overalls and heavy brogans and thought 
of the terrible life we had led trying to 
dig a living from our barren farm I 
thought his proposal was a way out of 
my plight. 

"After the wedding we went to live 
on Brittendall's ranch in Colorado. I 
found to my great disappointment that 
my new home was only a dugout little. 
if any better than the home I had just 
left. We had hardly settled down ther»> 
when my husband informed me that I 
was to run the ranch while he went away 
for six months at a time to work as a 
carpenter. 

"I tried to be brave and play the game. 
I pitched in and did everything there 
was to be done on the ranch. My hands 
were so hardened and calloused when 
my first baby, Pauline, was born, that I 
couldn't hold* a needle to aew for her. 
A second baby died. The doctor said 
her death was caused by the hard work 
I had been forced to do. Things went 
on that way for another year or so and 
my third child, Doris, was horn. 

Right-
Mrs. Britten
dall in the 

feminine at
tire in which 
she now feels 
so ill at ease 

whom she has 
been "daddy" 
ever since they 
can remem

ber 

"Then with mother instinct I began 
to think of my girls and their future. 
I wanted above all else to spare them 
the terrible lot that had been mine. 

"It was shortly after that we moved 
to Trinidad, but my husband had no 
work and we were poverty-stricken. I 
fled from our pitiful shack one night 
after my husband had been more cruel 
than usual and went to a widowed friend 
of mine, Mrs. Foster. 

"I told Mrs. Foster, who had three 
little boys, that I was going away. She 
wanted to go with me, having a little 
money of her own. 

"Then came the idea of the mas
querade. While Mrs. Foster held a lamp 
I cut off my long hair, donned "the 
clothes 6f my husband and set out on 
my career as a man. It was agreed that 
Mrs. Foster was to pose as the w,ife and 
mother and I as the husband and father 
of our family. 

"With the five children we started 
out, landing first in Sheridan, Wyo., 
broke and hungry. I put my 'family' in 
a hotel and set out to find work. My 
first job was with a bunch of foreigners 
on a street gang, swinging a sledge 
hammer in the hot sun for six dollars 
a day. 

v 

"Mrs. Foster got work in a laundry. 
A little later I left her and went to 
California with my two girls. I answered 
an ad in the paper for a ranch manager 
at Hayward and was hired for the 
princely sum of $100 a month. 

"I was happy on this ranch and soon 
began to love the freedom of man's 
clothing and man's life. There were no 
troublesome skirts to bother, no vanities 
to consider. 

"I built ftnees and chicken houses, 
put a new roof on the barn, pruned and 
sprayed trees, and did everything there 
was for a ranchman to do. 

"I do not think the children ever 
realized that there was any difference 
between me and the average 'father.' 
I never abandoned the role of a man 
for a moment—even with them. ' They 
could not remember when I had been 
anything else. 
k "This happy year ended when the 
ranch was sold. Mrs. Foster and her 
children joined me in Oakland and 
again I started out looking for work as 
a breadwinner for a family of six. 

"Work was scarce and we were in 
rather straitened circumstances again 
before I got a job with a soap company. 

. « MEN WHO LIVED LONG 
A belief in the longevity of the hu

man race, at an early period of the 
world, was the natural product of the 
feeling of the ancients that they were 
superior to each other as well as to a 
desire to live as long as possible. In 
every religion of every period there 
have been men who lived for almost un
known ages. 

In the Hebrew books Methuselah lived 
for about a thousand years, nut his 
years are tame and insignificant when 
compared to some of the ancients. On 
this subject the Hebrews' imagination 
failed miserably when compared to the 
imaginings of the Hindus. 

We find in the Hindu bibles bold 
statements that during the early pe
riods of the earth the average life of 
man was 80,000 years and that holy men 
oft*n lived for ' a hundred thousand 
yfcura. I * 

Of one kipg whose name was \Yud-
hishthir, it is carelessly remarked that 
his years were only 27,000, while another 
king named Alarka reigned only 66,000 
years, both being cut off before then-
prime because at that period many men 
were living to be about a million years 
old. 

The most remarkable case in Indian 
history was a saintly old fellow who 
lived in such a pure and virtuous way 
that his days upon this earth were in
deed many. 

He was two million years old when 
he first became king and he reigned 
6,300,000 years before he abdicated, af
ter which he lingered for one hundred 
and some odd years before becoming the 
first saint of which we know. 

He went to heaven from the top of % 
mountain nauiej Ashtapada in a fiery 
cloud* 

The extraordinary "man-woman" and her* daugh
ters, Doris 

and Pauline, to * , ^1 
I hope it doesn't sound conceited when 
I say that my arrival at the plant cre
ated quite a stir among the girl em
ployees. They were all eager to get 
acquainted with the good-looking new 
shipping clerk. \ , 

"That experience gave me my first 
opportunity to study wonen from a 
man's viewpoint. It taugh\ vme that 
women almost always take the lead in 
romantic affairs. It's they who do^the 
wooing and not the men. AI50, I found 
that men as a rule are more clean 
minded than women. 

"The next few months brought many 
embarrassing though interesting situa-

i ticms. The other men with whom *I 
worked kidded me a good bit about the 
commotion I had caused among the girls 
in the plant and wanted to know why I 
didn't make up to some of them. 

"I tfsually could get out of it by say
ing that I was married and more loyal 
to my wife than many husbands.are. 

"One of the girls had a love affair 
with one of the men who worked next 
to me and one night she suggested that 
I fill out a movie party of four. 

"The movie'was a romantic one, and 
when it reached one of the mushiest 
parts my little companion clasped my 
rough, calloused hand in hers without 
the slightest encouragement on my part 
and snuggled her bpbbed head con
tentedly on my shoulder. 

"She actually pouted when I ignored 
the pretty red lips she held up for me 
to kiss that night. I compromised by 
putting my arms around her for a mo
ment and then hurried away. 

"That was the strangest experience 
of my whole career as a man and I was 
glad when the plant shut down. 

"Presently my husband got word of 
my whereabouts and started the inquiry 
that exposed me last May in Berkeley 
where I was living under the name of 
Ray Sargent. I thought for a time thai 
I would discard my disguise and become 
Mrs. Edna Brittendall again. But 1 
found it an impossible task. 

"My years of hard toil at men's occu
pations had disqualified me for a wom
an's work. My hands were hard and 
rough. I knew how to do only a man* 
work. 

"I had learned to like it. I found it 
easier to get and better paid. 

"Consequently I moved to Los Angeles 
and there resumed my masquerade as a 
man. I changed my name, taking Paul, 
the first part of my oldest girl's name 
for my first name and reversing the 
letters in Doris, for my last one, 

"I had lived a man's life both in worK 
and play. I have associated with men 
in pool halls and other similar places 
and made myself one of them. Often, 
I must admit, I have encountered some 
roupdi language arH disgusting Incidents, 
but that I have had to overlook. 

U rs. Brittendall an a ranch mana
ger and showing why it's no won
der ail the girls were crazy about 

"him" 

"i never felt any romantic feeling for 
any of the men 1 was thrown with, be
cause I had schooled myself so carefully 
to look at everything in life from a man's 
viewpoint. 

"I cannot see why 1 should not be per
mitted to live my life as a man if I can 

live more happily that way." 
And that is exactly what the Los An

geles authorities decided she should be 
permitted to do as soon as she ha 
settled the garage bill. Now she is b#< 
in her overalls, happier with her hamm. 
and saw than she thinks she ever coula 
be with needle and frying pan. 

(Copyright, 1925). 
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