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This charming journal of a nineteenth century girl

takes us from her sixteenth birthday ("How dreadftilly old

I am getting!") to her last entries when she was ill and in

her forties, aware that she had very litde time left. It is a

story of the shaping of a soul— of her learning day by day,

in the seemingly insignificant little events of ordinary life,

that deep happiness is found, not in seeking fulfillment for

oneself, but in a glad and free self-offering for the sake of

others.

We follow her maturing to womanhood, we learn of

her narrow escape from commitment to the wrong man,

and of her engagement and marriage to the right one. But

there was not as much "honey" on the honeymoon as her

dreams had predicted. She had had no practice in giving

up her own preferences in a day-to-day relationship with a

man. She says to herself, at one point in her journal, "I

would like to know if there is any reason on earth why a



2 / Elizabeth Prentiss

woman should learn self-forgetfulness which does not also

apply to a man?"

When little Ernest is bom she finds he has a passion-

ate temper and a good deal of self-will, along with fine

qualities. "I wish he had a better mother. I am so impatient

with him when he is wayward and perverse!... Next to

being a perfect wife I want to be a perfect mother. How

mortif^g, how dreadfiil in all things to come short of ones

standards!" Having in-laws living with the family is an-

other opportunity to "step heavenward," receiving grace to

help as grace is continually needed.

This book is a treasure of godly and womanly

wisdom, told with disarming candor and humility, yet re-

vealing a deep heart s desire to know God. We need such

intimate accounts, need them desperately when the word

commitment is so little understood and so seldom practiced.

We need to see that love for the Lord really does make a

difference, not merely on Sunday, but from Monday

through Saturday. We need to be able to enter this womans

life, her home, her kitchen, and see, as she so generously

and honestly lets us do, just what the crucial difference is.

I have given a copy of Stepping Heavenward to my
daughter and to a number ofother young mothers. I do not

hesitate to recommend it to men, who need to try to under-

stand the wives they live with, and to any woman who

wants to walk with God.



Elizabeth Prentiss was born at Pordand, Me., on the

26th of October, 1818, and died, after a brief illness, at

Dorset, Vt., on the 13th of August, 1878. She was the

youngest daughter of the Rev. Edward Payson, D.D., a very

eminent servant of Christ, whose praise is still in all the

churches. At the age of sixteen she began to write for the

press— the little volume entitled Only a Dandelion, con-

sisting chiefly of her early contributions to 'The Youth's

Companion," of Boston. The works by which she is best

known, are Little Susys Six Birthdays, with its companions,

and Stepping Heavenward. The latter was first published in

1869. It has passed through many editions in this country

and has had a very wide circulation in Great Britain,

Canada and Australia. It was also translated into French

and German, and several editions in this country and sev-

eral editions of it have been issued in those languages. Last

year it appeared at Leipsic in Tauchnitz s "Collection of
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British Authors."Among Mrs. Prentiss other works, which

have been widely circulated both at home and abroad, are

The Flower of the Family, Little Lous Sayings and Doings,

Henry and Bessie, Fred and Maria and Me, The Percys,

Nidworth and His Three Magic Wands, The Story Lizzie

Told, The Home at Greylock, Aunt Janes Hero, Urbane and

His Friends, Pemaquid, and Golden Hours; or Hymns and

Songs of the Christian Life, The aim of her writings,

whether designed for young or old, is to incite to patience,

fidelity, hope, and all goodness by showing how trust in

God and loving obedience to His blessed will brighten the

darkest paths and make a heaven upon earth.

Of her religious character the key-note is struck in

her own hymn, "More Love to Thee, O Christ." That was

her ruling passion in life and in death. Writing to a young

friend from Dorset, in 1873, she says: "To love Christ

more— this is the deepest need, the constant cry ofmy
soul. Down in the bowling-alley, and out in the woods, and

on my bed, and out driving, when I am happy and busy,

and when I am sad and idle, the whisper keeps going up

for more love, more love, more love!"

The following recollections of her by Mrs. Mary H. B.

Field, now of San Jose, California, may fitly complete this

sketch:

It was the first Sunday in September, 1866— a quiet,

perfect day among the green hills ofVermont— a sacra-

mental Sabbath— and we had come seven miles over the

mountain to go up to the house of the Lord. I had brought

my little two-months-old baby in my arms, intending to
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leave her during the service at our brother's home, which

was near the church. I knew that Mrs. Prentiss was a "sum-

mer boarder" in this home, that she was the wife of a dis-

tinguished clergyman, and a literary woman of decided

ability, but it was before the Stepping Heavenward epoch of

her life, and I had no very deep interest in the prospect of

meeting her. We went in at the hospitably open door, and

meeting no one, sat down in the pleasant family living-

room. It was about noon, and we could hear cheerful voices

talking over the lunch-table in the dining room. Presently

the door opened, and a slight, delicate-featured woman,

with beautiful large dark eyes, came with rapid step into the

room, going across the hall door; but her quick eye caught

a glimpse ofmy little "bundle of flannel," and not pausing

for an introduction or word of preparatory speech, she

came towards me with a beaming face and outstretched

hands

—

"O, have you a baby there? How delightful! I haven t

seen one for such an age! Please, may I take it? The darling

tiny creature!— a girl? How lovely!"

She took the baby tenderly in her arms and went on in

her eager, quick, informal way, but with a bright little blush

and smile— "fm not very polite— pray, let me introduce

myself! Im Mrs. Prentiss, and you are Mrs. Field, I know."

After a little more sweet, motherly comment and

question over the baby— "a touch of nature" which at once

made us "akin"— her whole beautiful character had re-

vealed itself to me in that little interview— the quick per-

ception, the wholly frank, unconventional manner, the
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sweet motherliness, the cordial interest in even a stranger

—

I was Mrs. Prentiss warm friend for evermore.

For seven successive summers I saw more or less of

her in this "Earthly Paradise," as she used to call it, and

once I visited her in her city home. I have been favored

with many ofher sparkling, vivacious letters, and have read

and re-read all her published writings; but that first meet-

ing held in it for me the key-note of all her wonderfully

beautiful and symmetrical character.

She brought to that little hamlet among the hills a

sweet and wholesome and powerful influence. While her

time was too valuable to be wasted in a general sociability,

she yet found leisure for an extensive acquaintance, for a

kindly interest in all her neighbors, and for Christian work

ofmany kinds.

She had in a remarkable degree the lovely feminine

gift of homemaking. She was a true decorative artist. Her

room when she was boarding, and her home after it was

completed, were bowers of beauty. Every walk over hill and

dale, every ramble by brookside or through wildwood, gave

to her some fresh home-adornment. Some shy wildflower

or fern, or brilliant tinted leaf, a bit of moss, a curious li-

chen, a deserted bird s nest, a strange fragment of rock, a

shining pebble, would catch her passing glance and reveal

to her quick, artistic sense possibilities of use which were

quaint, original, characteristic. One saw from afar that hers

was a poet s home; and, if permitted to enter its gracious

portals, the first impression deepened into certainty. There

was as strong an individuality about her home, and
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especially about her own litde study, as there was about her-

selfand her writings.A cheerful, sunny, hospitable Christian

home! Far and wide its potent influences reached, and it

was a beautiful thing to see how many another home,

humble or stately, grew emulous and blossomed into a new

loveliness.

Mrs. Prentiss was naturally a shy and reserved woman,

and necessarily a preoccupied one. Therefore she was some-

times misunderstood. But those who knew her best, and

were blest with her rare intimacy, knew her as a "perfect

woman nobly planned." Her conversation was charming.

Her close study of nature taught her a thousand happy

symbols and illustrations, which made both what she said

and wrote a mosaic ofexquisite comparisons. Her studies of

character were equally constant and penetrating. Nothing

escaped her; no peculiarity of mind or manner failed of

her quick observation, but it was always a kindly interest.

She did not ridicule that which was simply ignorance or

weakness, and she saw with keen pleasure all that was

quaint, original or strong, even when it was hidden be-

neath the homeliest garb. She had the true artists s liking

for that which was simple and genre. The common things

ofcommon life appealed to her sympathies and called out

all her attention. It was real, hearty interest, too— not

feigned, even in a sense generally thought praiseworthy.

Indeed, no one ever had a more intense scorn of every sort

of feigning. She was honest, truthful, genuine to the high-

est degree. It may have sometimes led her into seeming lack

of courtesy, but even this was a failing which "leaned to
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virtue s side." I chanced to know of her once calling with a

friend on a country neighbor, and finding the good house-

wife busy over a rag-carpet, Mrs. Prentiss, who had never

seen one of these bits of rural manufacture in its elementary

processes, was fiill of questions and interest, thereby quite

evidently pleasing the unassuming artist in assorted rags

and home-made dyes. When the visitors were safely out-

side the door, Mrs. Prentiss' friend turned to her with excla-

mation, "What tact you have! She really thought you were

interested in her work!" The quick blood sprang into Mrs.

Prentiss' face, and she turned upon her friend a look of

amazement and rebuke. "Tact!" she said, "I despise such

tact! Do you think / would look or act a lie?"

She was an exceedingly practical woman, not a

dreamer. A systematic, thorough housekeeper, with as ex-

alted ideals in all the afrairs which pertain to good house-

wifery as in those matters which are generally thought to

transcend these humble occupations. Like Solomons

virtuous woman she "looked well after the ways of her

household."

Methodical, careftil of minutes, simple in her tastes,

temperate, and therefore enjoying evenly good health in

spite of her delicate constitution— this is the secret of

her accomplishing so much. Yet all this foundation of ex-

actness and diligence was so "rounded with leafy graceftil-

ness" that she never seemed angular or unyielding.

With her children she was a model disciplinarian, ex-

ceedingly strict, a wise law-maker; yet withal a tender, de-

voted, self-sacrificing mother. I have never seen such exact
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obedience required and given, or a more idolized mother.

"Mammas" word was indeed law, but— O, happy combi-

nation!— it was also gospel.

How warm and true her friendship was! How little of

selfishness in all her interaction with other women! How

well she loved to be of service to her friends! How anxious

that each should reach her highest possibilities of attain-

ment! I record with deepest sense of obligation the cordial,

generous, sympathetic assistance ofmany kinds extended

toby her to me during our whole acquaintance. To every

earnest worker in any field she gladly "lent a hand," rejoic-

ing in all the successes of others as if they were her own.

But if weakness, or trouble, or sorrow of any sort or

degree overtook one she straightway became as one of

God s own ministering spirits— an angel of strength and

consolation. Always more eager, however, that souls should

grow than thatpain should cease. Volumes could be made

of her letters to friends in sorrow. One tender monotone

steals through them all

—

Come unto me, my kindred^ I enfoldyou

In an embrace to sufferers only known;

Close to this heart I tenderly will holdyoUy

Suppress no sigh, keep back no tear, no moan.

Thou Man ofSorrowSy teach my lips that often

Have told the sacred story ofmy woe,

To speak of Thee till stony griefs I soften,

Till hearts that know Thee not learn Thee to know.
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Till peace takes place ofstorm and agitation,

Till lying on the current of Thy will

There shall he glorying in tribulation,

And Christ Himselfeach empty heart shallfill

Few have the gift or the courage to deal faithftilly yet

lovingly with an erring soul, but she did not shrink back

even from this service to those she loved. I can bear witness

to the wisdom, penetration, skill and fidelity with which

she probed a terribly wounded spirit, and then said with

tender solemnity, "I think you need a great deal ofgood

praying

O, "vanished hand," still beckon to us fi-om the Eter-

nal Heights! O, "voice that is stUl," speak to us yet from the

Shining Shore!

Still let thy mild rebuke stand

Between us and the wrong.

And thy dear memory serve to make

Ourfaith in goodness strong.

K^^y^c^L^ ^fc^^-'L-ij^^ K,y/^£..^ ^^i^-t-i^



Stepping Westward

While my fellow-traveller and I were walking by the side of Loch

Katrine one fine evening after sunset in our road to a hut where

in the course ofour tour we had been hospitably entertained some

weeks before, we met, in one of the loneliest parts of that solitary

region, two well-dressed women, one ofwiiom said to us byway of

greeting, "What, you are stepping westward?"

"What,you are stepping westward?" "Yea.'*

—Twould be a wildish destiny

Ifwe, who thus together roam

In a strange land, and far from home,

Were in this place the guests of chance:

Yet who would stop, or fear to advance.

Though home or shelter he had none,

With such a sky to lead him on?

The dewy ground was dark and cold:

Behind, all gloomy to behold:

And stepping westward seemed to be

A kind of heavenly destiny:

I liked the greeting; 'twas a sound

Ofsomething without place and bound.

And seemed to give me spiritual right

To travel through that region bright.

The voice was soft, and she who spake

Was walking by her native lake:

The salutation had to me
The very soimd of courtesy:

Its power was felt; and while my eye

Was fixed upon the glowing sky.

The echo ofthe voice enwrought

A human sweetness with the thought

Of travelling through the world that lay

Before me in my endless way.

—Wordsworth
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How dreadfully old I am getting! Sixteen! Well, I don't

see as I can help it. There it is in the big Bible in father s own

writing— Katherine, born January 15, 1815,

I meant to get up early this morning, but it looked

dismally cold out of doors, and felt delightfully warm in

bed. So I covered myselfup, and made ever so many good

resolutions.

I determined, in the first place, to begin this Journal.

To be sure, I have begim half a dozen, and gotten tired of

them after a while. Not tired ofwriting them, but disgusted

with what I had to say about myself. But this time I mean

to go on, in spite of everything. It will do me good to read

it over, and see what a creature I am.

Then I resolved to do more to please mother than I

have done.

And I determined to make one more effort to conquer

my hasty temper. I thought, too, I would be self-denying this

winter, like the people one reads about in books. I fancied
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how surprised and pleased everybodywould be to see me so

much improved!

Time passed quickly amid these agreeable thoughts,

and I was quite startled to hear the bell ring for prayers. I

jumped up in a great flurry and dressed as quickly as I

could. Everything conspired together to plague me. I could

not find a clean collar, or a handkerchief. It is always just so.

Susan is forever poking my things into out-of-the-way

places! When at last I went down, they were all at breakfast.

"I hoped you would celebrate your birthday, dear, by

coming down in good season," said mother.

I do hate to be found fault with, so I flared up in an

instant.

"If people hide my things so that I can't find them, of

course I have to be late," I said. And I rather think I said it

in a very cross way, for mother sighed a little. I wish

mother wouldn't sigh. I would rather be called names out

and out.

The moment breakfast was over I had to hurry off to

school. Just as I was going out mother said, "Have you your

overshoes, dear?"

"Oh, motiier, don t hinder me! I shall be late," I said. "I

don t need overshoes."

'It snowed aU night, and I think you do need them,"

mother said.

"I don't know where they are. I hate overshoes. Do let

me go, mother," I cried. "I do wish I could ever have my
own way"

"You shall have it now, my child," mother said, and

went away.



Stepping Heavenward / 15

Now what was the use of her calling me "my child" in

such a tone, I would like to know.

I hurried off, and just as I got to the door of the

schoolroom it flashed into my mind that I had not said

my prayers! A nice way to begin on one's birthday, to be

sure! Well, I had no time. And perhaps my good resolu-

tions pleased God almost as much as one ofmy rambling

stupid prayers could. For I must admit I can't make good

prayers. I can t think of anything to say. I often wonder

what mother finds to say when she is shut up by the hour

in her prayer closet.

I had a pretty good time at school. My teachers

praised me, and Amelia seemed so fond of me! She

brought me a birthday present of a purse that she had knit

for me herself, and a net for my hair. Nets are just coming

into fashion. It will save a good deal of time my having

this one. Instead of combing and combing and combing

my old hair to get it glossy enough to suit mother, I can

just give it one twist and one squeeze and the whole thing

will be settled for the day.

Amelia wrote me a dear little note, with her presents.

I really do believe she loves me dearly. It is so nice to have

people love you!

When I got home mother called me into her room. She

looked as if she had been crying. She said I gave her a great

deal ofpain bymy self-will and ill temper and conceit.

"Conceit!" I screamed out. "Oh mother, if you only

knew how horrid I think I am!"

Mother smiled a littie. Then she went on with her Kst
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till she made me out to be the worst creature in the world.

I burst out crying, and was running off to my room, but

she made me come back and hear the rest. She said my

character would be essentially formed by the time I

reached my twentieth year, and left it to me to say if I

wished to be as a woman what I was now as a girl. I felt

sulky, and would not answer. I was shocked to think I had

only four years in which to improve, but after all a good

deal could be done in that time. Of course I don t want to

be always exactly what I am now.

Mother went on to say that I had in me the elements

of a fine character if I would only conquer some ofmy
faults. "You are frank and truthful," she said, "and in some

things conscientious. I hope you are really a child of God,

and are trying to please Him. And it is my daily prayer that

you may become a lovely, loving, useful woman."

I made no answer. I wanted to say something, but my

tongue wouldn't move. I was angry with mother, and angry

with myself At last everything came out all in a rush,

mixed up with such floods of tears that I thought mother s

heart would melt, and that she would take back what she

had said.

"Amelias mother never talks to her this way!" I said.

"She praises her, and tells her what a comfort she is to her.

But just as I am trying as hard as I can to be good, and

making resolutions, and all that, you scold me and discour-

age me!"

Mother's voice was very soft and gentle as she

asked,"Do you call this scolding/ my child?"
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"And I don't like to be called conceited," I went on. "I

know I am perfectly horrid, and I am just as unhappy as

I can be."

"I am very sorry for you, dear," mother replied. "But

you must bear with me. Other people will see your faults,

but only your mother will have the courage to speak of

them. Now go to your own room, and wipe away the traces

ofyour tears that the rest of the family may not know that

you have been crying on your birthday?' She kissed me but I

did not kiss her. I really believe Satan himself hindered me.

I ran across the hall to my room, slammed the door,

and locked myself in. I was going to throw myself on the

bed and cry till I was sick. Then I would look pale and

tired, and they would all pity me. I do like so to be pitied!

But on the table, by the window, I saw a beautiful new desk

in place of the old clumsy thing I had been spattering and

spoiling so many years.A little note, full of love, said it was

from mother, and begged me to read and reflect every day

ofmy life upon a few verses of a tastefrilly bound copy of

the Bible which accompanied it. "A few verses," she said,

"carefully read and pondered, instead of a chapter or two

read for mere form's sake." I looked at my desk, which con-

tained exactly what I wanted, plenty of paper, seals, wax

and pens. I always use wax. Wafers are vulgar. Then I

opened the Bible at random, and chanced upon these

words: "Watch, therefore, for ye know not what hour your

Lord doth come" (Matt. 24:42). There was nothing very

cheering in that. I felt a real repugnance to be always on

the watch, thinking I might die at any moment. I am sure I
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am not fit to die. Besides I want to have a good time, with

nothing to worry me. I hope I shall live ever so long. Per-

haps in the course of forty or fifty years I may get tired of

this world and want to leave it. And I hope by that time I

shall be a great deal better than I am now, and fit to go

to heaven.

I wrote a note to mother on my new desk, and

thanked her for it. I told her she was the best mother in

the world, and that I was the worst daughter. When it was

done I did not like it, and so I wrote another. Then I went

down to dinner and felt better. We had such a nice dinner!

Everything I liked best was on the table. Mother had not

forgotten one of all the dainties I like. Amelia, was there

too. Mother had invited her to give me a little surprise. It is

bedtime now, and I must say my prayers and go to bed. I

have gotten all chilled through, writing her in the cold. I

believe I will say my prayers in bed, just for this once. I do

not feel sleepy, but I am sure I ought not to sit up another

moment

Here I am at my desk once more. There is a fire in my
room, and mother is sitting by it, reading. I can't see what

book it is, but I have no doubt it is Thomas a Kempis.^ How
she can go on reading it so year after year, I cannot imag-

ine. For my part I like something new. But I must go back

to where I left oft".

That night when I stopped writing, I hurried to bed as

fast as I could, for I felt cold and tired. I remember saying,
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"Oh, God, I am ashamed to pray'' and then I began to think

of all the things that had happened that day, and never

knew another thing till the rising bell rang and I found it

was morning. I am sure I did not mean to go to sleep. I

think now it was wrong for me to be such a coward as to

try to say my prayers in bed because of the cold. While I

was writing I did not once think how I felt. Well, I jumped

up as soon as I heard the bell, but found I had a dreadful

pain in my side, and a cough. Susan says I coughed all

night. I remembered then that I had just such a cough and

just such a pain the last time I walked in the snow without

overshoes. I crept back to bed feeling about as mean as I

could. Mother sent up to knoww^y I did not come down,

and I had to admit that I was sick. She came up instantly

looking so anxious! And here I have been shut up ever

since; only today I am sitting up a little. Poor mother has

had trouble enough with me; I know 1 have been cross and

unreasonable, and it was all my fault that I was ill. The next

time I will do as mother says.

How easy it is to make good resolutions, and how easy

it is to break them! Just as I had gotten so far, yesterday,

mother spoke for the third time about my exerting myself

so much. And just at that moment 1 fainted away, and she

had a great time all alone there with me. I did not realize

how long I had been writing, nor how weak I was. I do

wonder if I shall ever really learn that mother knows

more than I do!
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It is more than a month since I took that cold, and

here I still am, shut up in the house. To be sure the doctor

lets me go down stairs, but then he won t listen to a word

about school. Oh, dear! All the girls will get ahead of me.

This is Sunday, and everybody has gone to church. I

thought I ought to make a good use of the time while they

were gone, so I took the Memoir of Henry Martyn^ and

read a little in that.

I am afraid I am not much like him. Then I knelt

down and tried to pray. But my mind was full of all sorts of

things, so I thought I would wait till I was in a better frame

of mind. At noon I disputed with James about the name of

an apple. He was very provoking, and said he was thankful

he had not gotten such a temper as I had. I cried, and

mother reproved him for teasing me, saying my illness had

left me nervous and irritable. James replied that it had left

me where it found me, then. I cried a good while, lying on

the sofa, and then I fell asleep. I don t see as I am any the

better for this Sunday, it has only made me feel unhappy

and out of sorts. I am sure I pray to God to make me better,

and why doesn't He?

It has been quite a mild day for the season, and the

doctor said I might drive outside. I enjoyed getting the air

very much. I feel just as healthy as ever, and long to get

back to school. I think God has been very good to me in

making me healthy again, and wish I loved Him better. But,
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oh, I am not sure I do love Him! I hate to admit it to my-

self, and to write it down here, but I will. I do not love to

pray. I am always eager to get it over with and out of the

way so as to have leisure to enjoy myself I mean that this

is usually so. This morning I cried a good deal while I was

on my knees, and felt sorry for my quick temper and all

my bad ways. If I always felt so, perhaps praying would not

be such a task. I wish I knew whether anybody exactly as

bad as I am ever got to heaven at last. I have read ever so

many memoirs, and they were all about people who were

too good to live in this sinful world, and so died; or else

went on a mission. I am not at all like any ofthem.

I have been so busy that I have not said much to you,

you poor old journal, you, have I? Somehow I have been

behaving quite nicely lately. Everything has gone on ex-

actly to my mind. Mother has not found fault with me

once, and father has praised my drawings and seemed

proud ofme. He says he shall not tell me what my teachers

say of me lest it should make me vain. And once or twice

when he has met me singing and frisking about the house

he has kissed me and called me his dear little Flibbertigib-

bet, if that s the way to spell it. When he says that, I know

he is very fond of me. We are all very happy together when

nothing goes wrong. In the long evenings we all sit around

the table with our books and our work, and one ofus reads

aloud. Mother chooses the book and takes her turn in

reading. She reads beautifully. Of course the readings do
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not begin till the lessons are all learned. As for me, my les-

sons just take no time at all. I have only to read them over

once, and there they are. So I have a good deal of time to

read, and I devour all the poetry I can get hold of I would

rather read Polloks "Course of Time"^ than nothing at alL

There are three of mother's friends living near us,

each having lots of little children. It is perfectly ridiculous

how much those creatures are sick They send for mother if

so much as a pimple comes out on one of their faces.

When I have children I don t mean to have such goings on.

I shall be careful about what they eat, and keep them from

getting cold, and they will keep healthy of their own ac-

cord. Mrs. Jones has just sent for mother to see her Tommy.

It was so provoking. I had coaxed her into letting me have

a black silk apron; they are all the fashion now, embroi-

dered in floss silk. I had drawn a lovely vine for mine en-

tirely out ofmy own head, and mother was going to ar-

range the pattern for me when that message came, and she

had to go. I don't believe anything ails the child! a great

chubby thing!

Poor Mrs. Jones! Her dear little Tommy is dead! I

stayed at home from school today and had aU the other

children here to get them out of their mother s way. How
dreadfrilly she must feel! Mother cried when she told me

how the dear little fellow suffered in his last moments. It
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reminded her ofmy two little bothers who died in the same

way, just before I was born. Dear mother! I wonder how I

ever forget what troubles she has had. Why am I not al-

ways sweet and loving? She has gone now, where she al-

ways goes when she feels sad, straight to God. Ofcourse she

did not say so, but I know mother.

I have not been down on time for prayers once this

week. I have persuaded mother to let me read some of

Scott s novels,'* and have sat up late and been sleepy in the

morning. I wish I could get along with mother as nicely as

James does. He is late far more often than I am, but he

never gets into such scrapes about it as I do. This is what

happens. He comes down when it suits him.

Mother begins— "James, I am very much displeased

with you."

James— "I should think you would be, mother."

Mother, mollified— "I don t think you deserve any

breakfast"

James, hypocritically— "No, I don't think I do,

mother."

Then mother hurries off and gets something extra

for his breakfast. Now let us see how things go on when I

am late.

Mother— "Katherine" (she always calls me Katherine

when she is displeased, and spells it with a K), "Katherine,

you are late again; how can you annoy your father so?"

Katherine— "Of course I don't do it to annoy father
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or anybody else. But if I oversleep myself, it is not my

fault."

Mother— "I would go to bed at eight o'clock rather

than be late as often as you. How would you like it if I

were not down for prayer?"

Katheriney muttering— "Of course that is very differ-

ent. I dorft see why I should be blamed for oversleeping

any more than James. I get all the scoldings."

Mother sighs and goes off.

I prowl around and get what scraps ofbreakfast I can.

The weather is getting perfectly delicious. I am sitting

with my window open, and my bird is singing with all his

heart. I wish I was as merry as he is.

I have been thinking lately that it was about time to

begin on some of those pieces of self-denial I resolved on

upon my birthday. I could not think of anything great

enough for a long time. At last an idea popped into my
head. Half the girls at school envy me because Amelia is so

fond of me, and Jane Underbill, in particular, is just crazy

to get intimate with her. But I have kept Amelia all to my-

self Today I said to her, "Amelia, Jane Underbill admires

you above all things. I have a good mind to let you be as

intimate with her as you are with me. It will be a great

piece of self-denial, but I think it is my duty. She is a

stranger, and nobody seems to like her much."

"You dear thing, you!" cried Amelia, kissing me. "I

liked Jane Underbill the moment I saw her. She has such a
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sweet face and such pleasant manners. But you are so jeal-

ous that I never dared to show how I liked her. Don t be

vexed, dearie; ifyou are jealous it is your own fault!"

She then rushed off, and I saw her kiss that girl ex-

actly as she kissed me!

This was in recess. I went to my desk and made be-

lieve I was studying. Pretty soon Amelia came back.

"She is a sweet girl," she said, "and only to think! She

writes poetry! Just hear this! It is a little poem addressed to

me. Isn't it nice of her?"

I pretended not to hear her. I was as full of all sorts of

horrid feelings as I could hold. It enraged me to think that

Amelia, after all her professions oflove to me, would snatch

at the first chance of getting a new fiiend. Then I was mor-

tified because I was enraged, and I could have torn myself

to pieces for being such a fool as to let Amelia see how silly

I was.

"I don't know what to make of you, Katy' she said,

putting her arms around me. "Have I done anything to

annoy you? Come, let us make up and be fiiends, whatever

it is. I will read you these sweet verses which Jane wrote to

me; I am sure you will like them."

She read them in her clear, pleasant voice.

"How can you have the vanity to read such stuff?"

I cried.

Amelia blushed a little.

"You have said and written much more flattering

things to me," she replied. "Perhaps it has turned my head,

and made me too ready to believe what other people say"
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She folded the paper, and put it into her pocket.We walked

home together, after school, as usual, but neither of us spoke

a word. And now here I sit, unhappy enough. All my reso-

lutions fail. But I did not think Amelia would take me at

my word, and rush after that stuck-up, smirking character!

I seem to have gotten back into all my bad ways

again. Mother is quite out ofpatience with me. I have not

prayed for a long time. It does not do any good.

It seems this Underbill thing is here for reasons of

health, though she looks as well as any of us. She is an or-

phan, and has been adopted by a rich old uncle, who

makes a perfect fool of her. Such dresses and such finery as

she wears! Last night she had Amelia there to tea, without

inviting me, though she knows I am her best friend. She

gave her a bracelet made of her own hair. I wonder how

Amelias mother lets her accept presents from strangers. My
mother would not let me. On the whole, there is nobody

like one s own mother. Amelia has been cold and distant to

me of late, but no matter what I do or say to my darling,

precious mother, she is always kind and loving. She no-

ticed how I moped about today, and begged me to tell her

what was the matter. I was ashamed to do that. I told her

that it was a little quarrel I had with Amelia.

"Dear child," she said, "how I pity you that you have
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inherited my quick, irritable temper."

"Yours, mother!" I cried out; "what can you mean?"

Mother smiled a little at my surprise.

"It is even so," she said.

"Then how did you cure yourself of it? Tell me quick,

mother, and let me cure myself of mine."

"My dear Kat)^' she said, "I wish I could make you see

that God is just as willing, and just as able to sanctify, as

He is to redeem us. It would save you so much weary,

disappointing work. But God has opened my eyes at last."

"I wish He would open mine, then," I said, "for all I

see now is that I am just as horrid as I can be, and that the

more I pray the worse I continue to grow"

"That is not true, dear," she replied; "go on praying

—

pray without ceasing."

I sat pulling my handkerchief this way and that, and

at last rolled it up into a ball and threw it across the room.

I wished I could toss my bad feelings into a comer with it.

"I do wish I could make you love to pray, my darling

child," mother went on. "If you only knew the strength,

and the light, and the joy you might have for the simple

asking. God attaches no conditions to His gifts. He only

says,i^sA:.''".

"This maybe true,but it is hardwork to pray. It tires me.

And I do wish there was some easyway ofgrowing good. In

fact I would like to have God send a sweet temper to me just

as He sent bread and meat to Elijah. I don't beheve Elijah

had to kneel down and pray for them like I do."





Last Sunday Dr. Cabot preached to the young people.

He first addressed those who knew they did not love God.

It did not seem to me that I belonged to that class. Then

he spoke to those who knew they did. I felt sure I was not

one of those. Last of all he spoke affectionately to those

who did not know what to think, and I was fiightened and

ashamed to feel tears running down my cheeks, when he

said that he believed that most of his hearers who were in

this doubtful state really did love their Master, only their

love was something as new and as tender and perhaps as

unobserved as the tiny point ofgreen that, forcing its way

through the earth, is yet unconscious of its own existence,

but promises a thrifty plant. I don t suppose I express it

very well, but I know what he meant. He then invited

those belonging to each class to meet him on three succes-

sive Saturday afternoons. I shall certainly go.
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I went to the meeting, and so did Amelia. A great

many young people were there and a few children. Dr.

Cabot went about from seat to seat, speaking to each one

separately. When he came to us I expected he would say

something about the way in which I had been brought up,

and reproach me for not profiting more by the instructions

and example I had at home. Instead of that he said, in a

cheerftil voice,

"Well, my dear, I caimot see into your heart and posi-

tively tell whether there is love to God there or not. But I

suppose you have come here today in order to let me help

you to find out?"

I said, "Yes"; that was all I could get out.

"Let me see, then," he went on. "Do you love your

mother?"

I said "Yes," once more.

"But prove to me that you do. How do you know it?"

I tried to think. Then I said, "I jeel that I love her. I

love to love her, I like to be with her. I like to hear people

praise her. And I try sometimes at least— to do things to

please her. But I don t try half as hard as I ought, and I do

and say a great many things to displease her."

"Yes, yes," he said, "I know."

"Has mother told you?" I cried out.

"No, dear, no indeed. But I know what human nature

is after having one ofmy own for fifty years, in addition to

six ofmy children's to encounter."

Somehow I felt more courage after he said that.
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"In the first place, then, you feel that you love your

mother? But you never feel that you love your God and

Savior?"

"I often try, and try, but I never do," I said.

"Love won't be forced, " he said, quickly.

"Thenwhats/zaHldo?"

"In the second place, you like to be with your mother.

But you never like to be with the Friend who loves you so

much better than she does?"

"I don t know, I never was with Him. Sometimes I

think that when Mary sat at His feet and heard Him talk,

she must have been very happy"

"We come to the third test, then. You like to hear

people praise your mother. And have you never rejoiced

to hear the Lord magnified?"

I shook my head sorrowfiilly enough.

"Let us then try the last test. You know you love your

mother because you try to do things to please her. That is

to do what you know she wishes you to do? Very well.

Have you never tried to do anything God wishes you to do?"

"Oh yes; often. But not so often as I ought."

"Of course not. No one does that. But come now, why

do you try to do what you think will please Him? Because

it is easy? Because you like to do what He likes rather than

\^^at you like yourself?"

I tried to think, and got puzzled.

"Never mind," said Dr. Cabot, "I have come now to the

point I was aiming at. You cannot prove to yourself that

you love God by examining your feelings towards Him.
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They are indefinite and they fluctuate. But just as far as you

obey Him, just so far, depend upon it, you love Him. It is

not natural to us sinful, ungrateful human beings to prefer

His pleasure to our own, or to follow His way instead ofour

own way, and nothing, nothing but love to Him can or

does make us obedient to Him."

"Couldn t we obey Him from fear?" Amelia now

asked. She had been listening all this time in silence.

"Yes; and so you might obey your mother from fear,

but only for a season. If you had no real love for her, you

would gradually cease to dread her displeasure; whereas it

is in the very nature of love to grow stronger and more in-

fluential every hour."

""fou mean, then, that ifwe want to know wiietherwe love

God,we must find out whether we are obeying Him?"Amelia

asked

"I mean exactiy that. "He that keepeth my command-

ments he it is that loveth me" (John 14:21). But I cannot

talk with you any longer now. There are many others still

waiting. You can come to see me someday next week, ifyou

have any more questions to ask."

When we got out into the street, Amelia and I got

hold of each other s hands.We did not speak a word till we

reached the door, but we knew that we were as good

friends as ever.

"I understand all Dr Cabot said,"Amelia whispered, as

we separated. But I felt like one in a fog. I cannot see how it

is possible to love God, and yet feel as stupid as I do when

I think ofHim. Still, I am determined to do one thing, and
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that is to pray regularly instead ofnow and then, as I have

gotten into the habit of doing lately.

School has closed for the season. I took the first prize

for drawing, and my composition was read aloud on ex-

amination day, and everybody praised it. Mother could not

possibly help showing, in her face, that she was very much

pleased. I am pleased myself. We are now getting ready to

take a journey. I do not think I shall go to see Dr. Cabot

again. My head is so full of other things, and there is so

much to do before we go. I am having four new dresses

made, and I can't imagine how to have them trimmed. I

mean to run down to Amelia's and ask her.

I was rushing through the hall just after I wrote that,

and met mother.

"I am going to Amelia's," I said, hurrying past her.

"Stop one minute, dear. Dr. Cabot is downstairs. He

says he has been expecting a visit from you, and that as

you did not come to him, he has come to you."

"I wish he would mind his own business," I said.

"I think he is minding it, dear," mother answered.

"His Master's business is his, and that has brought him

here. Go to him, my darling child; I am sure you crave

something better than prizes and compliments and new

dresses and journeys."

Ifanybody but mother had said that, my heart would
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have melted at once, and I would have gone right down to

Dr. Cabot to be molded in his hands to almost any shape.

But as it was I brushed past her, ran into my room, and

locked my door. Oh, what makes me act so! I hate myself

for it, I dorft want to do it!

Last week I dined with Mrs. Jones. Her little Tommy

was very fond of me, and that, I suppose, makes her have

me there so often. Lucy was at the table, and very cranky.

She cried first for one thing and then for another. At last

her mother in a gentle, but very decided way put her down

from the table. Then she cried louder than ever. But when

her mother offered to take her back if she would be good,

she screamed yet more. She wanted to come and wouldn't

let herselfcome. I almost hated her when I saw her act so,

and now I am behaving ten times worse and I am just as

miserable as I can be.

Amelia has been here. She has had another talk with

Dr. Cabot and is perfectly happy. She says it is so easy to be

a Christian! It may be easy for her; everything is. She never

has any ofmy dreadful feelings, and does not understand

them when I try to explain them to her. Well, if I am des-

tined to be miserable, I must try to bear it.

Summer is over, school has begun again, and I am so

busy that I have not much time to think, or to be low spir-

ited. We had a delightful journey, and I feel healthy and
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bright, and ever so happy. I never enjoyed my studies as I

do those of this year. Everything goes on pleasantly here at

home. But James has gone away to school, and we miss

him sadly. I do wish I had a sister. Though I dare say I

would quarrel with her, if I had one.

I am SO glad that my studies are harder this year, as I

am never happy except when every moment is occupied.

However, I do not study all the time, by any means. Mrs.

Gordon grows more and more fond of me, and has me

there to dinner or to tea continually. She has a much

higher opinion ofme than mother has, and is always saying

the sort of things that make you feel nice. She holds me up

to Amelia as an example, begging her to imitate me in my

fidelity about my lessons, and declaring there is nothing

she so much desires as to have a daughter bright and origi-

nal like me. Amelia only laughs and goes and purrs in her

mother s ears, when she hears such talk. It costs her noth-

ing to be pleasant. She was born so. For my part, I think

myselflucky to have such a friend. She gets along with my

odd, hateful ways better than any one else does. Mother,

vsdien I boast of this, says she has no penetration into char-

acter, and that she would be fond of almost any one fond of

her; and that the fury with which I love her deserves some

response. I really dorft know what to make of mother. Most

people are proud of their children when they see others

admire them; but she does say such pokey things! Of

course I know that having a gift for music, and a taste for
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drawing, and a reputation for saying witty, bright things

isn't enough. But when she doesn t find fault with me, and

nothing happens to keep me down, I am the happiest crea-

ture on earth. I do love to get with a lot of nice girls, and

carry on! I have got enough fun in me to keep a houseful

merry. And mother needn't say anything. 1 inherited it

from her.

I knew it was coming! Mother has been in to see vsdiat

I was about, and to give me a bit ofher mind. She says she

loves to see me merry and cheerful, as is natural at my age,

but that levity quite upsets and disorders the mind, indis-

posing it for serious thoughts.

"But, mother," 1 said, "didn't you carry on when you

were a young girl like me?"

"Of course I did," she said, smiling, "But I do not think

I was quite so thoughtless as you are."

"Thoughtless" indeed! I wish I were! But am I not al-

ways full of uneasy, reproachful thoughts when the moment

of excitement is over? Other girls, who seem less trifling

than I, are really more so. Their heads are full of dresses

and parties and boys, and all that sort of nonsense. I won-

der if that ever worries their mothers, or whether mine is

the only one who weeps in secret? Well, I shall be young but

once, and while I am, do let me have a good time!

Oh, the difference between this day and the day I

wrote that! There are no good times in this dreadful world.
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I have hardly courage or strength to write down the his-

tory of the past few weeks. The day after I had deliberately

made up my mind to enjoy myself, cost what it might, my

dear father called me to him, kissed me, pulled my ears a

little, and gave me some money.

"We have had to keep you rather low in funds," he

said laughing. "But I recovered this amount yesterday, and

as it was a little debt I had given up, I can spare it to you.

For girls like spending money, I know, and you may use

this just as you please."

I was delighted. I want to take more drawing lessons,

but did not feel sure he could afford it. Besides— I am a little

ashamed to write it down— I knew somebody had been

praisingme or father would not have seemed so fond ofme.

I wonderedwho it was, and felt a good deal puffed up. "After

all," I said to myself,"some people like me even if I have got

my faults." I threwmy arms around his neck and kissed him,

though that costme a great effort. I never like to showwhat I

feel. But, oh! how thankful I am for it now.

As to mother, I know father never goes out without

kissing her good-bye.

I went out with her on a walk at three o'clock.We had

just reached the comer ofOrange Street, when I saw a car-

riage driving slowly towards us; it appeared to be ftill ofsail-

ors. Then I saw our friend, Mr. Freeman, among them.When

he saw us he jumped out and came to us. I don t knowwhat

he said. I saw mother turn pale and catch at his arm as ifshe

was afraid of falling. But she did not speak a word.

"Oh! Mr. Freeman, what is it?" I cried out. "Has any-

thing happened to father? Is he hurt? Where is he?"
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"He is in the carriage," he said. "We are taking him

home. He has had a fall."

Then we went on in silence. The sailors were carrying

father in as we reached the house. They laid him on the

sofa, and we saw his poor head

—

I will try to write the rest now. Father was alive but

insensible. He had fallen down into the hold of the ship,

and the sailors heard him groaning there. He lived three

hours after they brought him home. Mr. Freeman and all

our friends were very kind. But we like best to be alone, us

three, mother and James and I. Poor mother looks twenty

years older, but she is so patient, and so concerned for us,

and has such a smile ofwelcome for every one that comes

in, that it breaks my heart to see her.

Mother spoke to me very seriously today, about con-

trolling myself more. She said she knew this was my first

real sorrow, and how hard it was to bear it. But that she was

afraid I would become insane some time, if I indulged my-

self in such passions of grief And she said, too, that when

friends came to see us, frill ofsympathy and eager to say or

do something for our comfort, it was our duty to receive

them with as much cheerfulness as possible.

I said none of them had anything to say that did not

provoke me.

"It is always a trying task to visit the aflBicted," mother
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said, "and you make it doubly hard to your friends by put-

ting on a gloomy, forbidding air, and by refusing to talk of

your dear father, as ifyou were resolved to keep your sor-

row all to yourself^'

"I can't smile when I am so unhappy' I said.

A good many people have been here today. Mother

has seen them all, though she looked ready to drop. Mrs.

Bates said to me, in her little, weak, watery voice:

"Your mother is wonderfully sustained, dear. I hope

you feel reconciled to God's will. Rebellion is most displeas-

ing to Him, dear."

I made no answer. It is very easy for people to preach.

Let me see how they behave when they take their turn to

lose their friends.

Mrs. Morris said this was a very mysterious dispensa-

tion. But that she was happy to see that mother was meet-

ing it with so much firmness. "As for myself^' she went on,

"I was quite broken down by my dear husband s death. I

did not eat as much as would feed a bird, for nearly a

week. But some people have so much feeling; then again

other are so firm. Your mother is so busy talking with Mrs.

March that I won't interrupt her to say good-bye. Well, I

came prepared to suggest several things that I thought

would comfort her, but perhaps she has thought of them

herself:'

I could have knocked her down. Firm, indeed! poor

mother.

After they had all gone, I made her lie down, she

looked so tired and worn out.
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Then I could not help telling her what Mrs. Morris

had said.

She only smiled a little, but said nothing.

"I wish you would ever flare up, mother," I said.

She smiled again, and said she had nothing to "flare

up" about

"Then I shall do it for you!" I cried. "To hear that

namby-pamby woman, who is about as capable of under-

standing you as an old cat, talking about your being firm!

You see what you get by being quiet and patient! People

would like you much better ifyou refiised to be comforted,

and wore a sad countenance."

"Dear Kat)^* said mother, "it is not my first object in

life to make people like me."

By this time she looked so pale that I was fiightened.

Though she is so cheerfial, and things go on much as they

did before, I believe she has taken her death-blow. If she

has, then I hope I have gotten mine. And yet I am not fit

to die. I wish I was, and I wish I could die. I have lost all

interest in everything, and don t care what becomes ofme

anymore.

I believe I shall go crazy unless people stop coming

here, hurling volleys of texts at mother and at me. When

soldiers drop wounded on the batflefield, they are taken up

tenderly and carried "to the rear," which means, I suppose,

out of sight and sound. Is anybody mad enough to sup-

pose it will do them any good to hear Scripture quoted

and sermons launched at them before their open, bleeding
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wounds are even stanched?^

Mother assents, in a mild way, when I talk so and

says, "Yes, yes, we are indeed lying wounded on the battle-

field of life, and in no condition to listen to any words save

those of pity But, dear Katy, we must interpret aright all the

well-meant attempts of our friends to comfort us. They

mean sympathy, however awkwardly they may e:jq)ress it."

And then she sighed, with a long, deep sigh, that told

how it all wearied her.

Mother keeps saying I spend too much time in brood-

ing over my sorrow. As for her, she seems to live in heaven.

Not that she has long prosaic talks about it, but little words

that she lets drop now and then show where her thoughts

are, and where she would like to be. She seems to think

everybody is as eager to go there as she is. For my part, I

am not eager at all. I can't make myself feel that it will be

nice to sit in rows, all the time singing, fond as I am of

music. And when I say to myself, "of course we shall not

always sit in rows singing," then I fancy a multitude of

shadowy, phantom-like beings, dressed in white, moving to

and fro in golden streets, doing nothing in particular, and

having a dreary time, without anything to look forward to.

I told mother so. She said earnestly, and yet in her

sweetest, most tender way,"Oh, my darling Katy! What you

need is such a living, personal love to Christ as shall make

the thought of being where He is so delightful as to fill

your mind with that single thought!"^
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What is "personal love to Christ?"

Oh, dear, dear! Why need my father have been

snatched away from me, when so many other girls have

theirs spared to them? He loved me so! He indulged me so

much! He was so proud of me! What have I done that I

should have this dreadful thing happen to me? I shall

never be as happy as I was before. Now I shall always be

expecting trouble. Yes, I dare say, mother will go next. Why

shouldn't I brood over this sorrow? I like to brood over it;

1 like to think how wretched I am; I like to have long, furi-

ous fits of crying, lying on my face on the bed.

People talk a great deal about the blessed effects of

sorrow. But I do not see any good it has done me to lose

my dear father, and as for mother, she was good enough

before.

We are going to leave our pleasant home, where all of

us children were bom, and move into a house in an out-of-

the-way street. By selling this, and renting a smaller one,

mother hopes, with the saving, to be able to carry James

through college. And I must go to Miss Higgins* school

because it is less expensive than Mr. Stones. Miss Higgins,

indeed! I never could bear her! A few months ago, how I

would have cried and stormed at the idea of her school.

But the great sorrow swallows up the little trial.

I tried once more, this morning, as it is the first day of

the year, to force myself to begin to love God.

I want to do it; I know I ought to do it; but I cannot.
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I go through the form of saying something that I try to pass

off as praying, every day now. ButTtakenb pleasure in it,

as good people say they do, and as I am sure mother does.

Nobody could live in the house with her, and doubt that.

We are in our new home now, and it is quite a cozy

little place. James is at home for the long vacation and we

are together all the time I am out of school. We study and

sing together, and now and then, when we forget that dear

father has gone, we are as full of fiin as ever. If it is so nice

to have a brother, what must it be to have a sister! Dear old

Jim! He is the most pleasant, dearest fellow in the world!

I have come to another birthday, and am seventeen.

Mother has celebrated it just as usual, though I know all

these anniversaries, which used to be so pleasant, must be

sad days to her, now that my dear father has gone. She has

been cheerfiil and loving, and entered into all my pleasures

exactly as if nothing had happened. I wonder at myself

that I do not enter more into her sorrows, but though at

times the remembrance of our loss overwhelms me, my
natural elasticity soon makes me rise above and forget it.

And I am absorbed with these schooldays, that come one

after another, in such quick succession that I am all the

time running to keep up with them. And as long as I do

that I forget that death has crossed our threshold, and may

do it again. But tonight, I feel very sad, and as if I would
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give almost any thing to live in a world where nothing

painful could happen. Somehow motlier s pale face haunts

and reproaches me. I believe I will go to bed and to sleep

as quickly as possible, and try to forget everything.



My schooldays are over! I have come ofif with flying

colors, and mother is pleased at my success. I said to her

today that I would now have time to draw and practice to

my heart's content.

"You will not find your heart content with either,"

she said.

"Why, mother!" I cried, "I thought you liked to see

me happy!"

"And so I do," she said, quietly. "But there is some-

thing better to get out of life than you have yet found."

"I am sure I hope so," I returned. "On the whole, I

haverft gotten much so far."

Amelia is now on such terms with Jenny Underhill

that I can hardly see one without seeing the other. After the

way in which I have loved her, this seems rather hard.

Sometimes I am angry about it, and sometimes grieved.

However, I find Jenny quite nice. She buys all the new

books and lends them to me. I wish I liked more solid

reading; but I don t.And I wish I was not so fond of novels;
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but I am. If it were not for mother I would read nothing

else. And I am sure I often feel quite stirred up by a really

good novel, and admire and want to imitate every high-

minded, noble character it describes.

Jenny has a miniature of her brother "Charley" in a

locket, which she always wears, and often shows me. Ac-

cording to her, he is exactly like the heroes I most admire

in books. She says she knows he would like me if we

should meet. But that is not probable. Very few like me.

Amelia says it is because I say just what I think.

Mother pointed out to me this evening two lines from

a book she was reading, with a significant smile that said

they described me:

"Afranky unchastenedy generous creaturey

Whosefaults and virtues stand in hold relief!'

"Dear me!" I said, "so then I have some virtues after all!"

And I really think I must have, for Jenny's brother,

who has come here for the sake of being near her, seems to

like me very much. Nobody ever liked me so much before,

not even Amelia. But how foolish to write that down!

Jennys brother has been here all the evening. He has

the most perfect manners I ever saw. I am sure that mother,

who thinks so much of such things, would be charmed
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with him. But she happened to be out, Mrs. Jones having

sent for her to see about her baby. He gave me an account

of his mother s death, and how he and Jenny nursed her

day and night. He has a great deal of feeling. I was going to

tell him about my father s death, sorrow seems to bring

people together so, but I could not. Oh, ifhe had only had

a sickness that needed our tender nursing, instead ofbeing

snatched from us in that sudden way!

Jenny s brother has been at our church all day. He

walked home with me this afternoon. Mother, after being

up all night with Mrs. Jones and her baby, was not able to

go out.

Dr. Cabot preaches as ifwe all were going to die pretty

soon, or else have something almost as bad happen to us.

How can old people always try to make young people feel

uncomfortable, and as if things couldn't last?

Jenny says her brother is perfectly fascinated with me,

and that I must try to like him in return. I suppose mother

would saymy head was turned by my good fortune, but it

is not. I am getting quite sober and serious. It is a great

thing to be— to be— well— lih^d. I have seen some verses

ofhis composition today that show that he is all heart and

soul, and would make any sacrifice for the one he loved. I

could not like a man who did not possess such senti-

ments as his.
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Perhaps mother would think I ought not to put such

things into my journal.

Jenny has thought of such a splendid plan! What a

dear little thing she is! She and her brother are so much

alike! The plan is for us three girls Jenny, Amelia and I, to

form ourselves into a little class to read and to study to-

gether. She says "Charley" will direct our readings and help

us with our studies. It is perfectly delightful.

C-^^'^V^^^-'f^ ^

Somehow I forgot to tell mother that Mr. Underhill

was to be our teacher. So when it came my turn to have the

class meet here, she was not quite pleased. I told her she

could stay in the room and watch us, and then she would

see for herself that we all behave ourselves.

The class met at Amelias tonight. Mother insisted on

sending for me, though Mr. Underhill had proposed to see

me home himself. So he stayed after I left. It was not quite

the thing in him, for he must see that Amelia is absolutely

crazy about him.

We met at Jenny s this evening. Amelia had a bad

headache and could not come. Jenny idled over her lessons,

and at last took a book and began to read. I studied awhile

with Mr. Underhill. At last he said, scribbling something on

a bit of paper:
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"Here is a sentence I hopeyou can translate!'

I took it, and read these words:

''You are the brightest, prettiest, most warmhearted little

thing in the world. And I loveyou more than tongue can tell

You must love me in the same way"

I felt hot and then cold, and then glad and then sorry.

But I pretended to laugh, and said I could not translate

Greek. I shall have to tell mother, and what will she say?

This morning mother began thus:

"Kate, I do not like these lessons of yours. At your age,

with your judgment quite unformed, it is not proper that

you should spend so much time with a young man."

"Jenny is always there, and Amelia," I replied.

"That makes no difference. I want the whole thing

stopped. I do not know \\iiat I have been thinking of to let

it go on so long. Mrs. Gordon says
—

"

"Mrs. Gordon! Ha!" I burst out,"I knewAmelia was at

the bottom of it! Amelia is in love with him up to her very

ears, and because he does not entirely neglect me, she has put

her mother up to coming here, meddling and making
—

"

"If what you say ofAmelia is true, it is most ungener-

ous ofyou to tell of it. But I do not believe it. Amelia Gor-

don has too much good sense to be carried away by a

handsome face and agreeable manners."

I began to cry.

"He likes me," I got out, "he likes me ever so much.
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Nobody ever was so kind to me before. Nobody ever said

such nice things to me. And I don't want such horrid

things said about him."

"Has it really come to this!" said mother, quite

shocked. "Oh, my poor child, how my selfish sorrow has

made me neglect you."

I kept on crying.

"Is it possible," she went on, "that with your good

sense, and the education you have had, you are captivated

by this mere boy?"

"He is not a boy'' I said. "He is a man. He is twenty

years old; or at least he will be on the fifteenth of next

October."

"The child actually keeps his birthdays!" cried

mother. "Oh, my wicked, shameful carelessness."

"It's done now," I said, desperately. "It is too late to

help it now."

"You don't mean that he has dared to say anything

without consulting me?" asked mother. "And that you have

allowed it! Oh, Katherine!"

By this time my mouth shut itself up, and no mortal

force could open it. I stopped crying, and sat with folded

arms. Mother said what she had to say, and then I came to

you, my dear old Journal

—

Yes, he likes me and I like him.

Come now, lets out with it oncefor all

He loves me and I love him.

You are just a little hit too late, mother.
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I never can write down all the things that have hap-

pened. The very day after I wrote Jenny that mother had

forbidden my going to the class, Charley came to see her,

and they had a regular fight together. He has told me about

it since. Then, as he could not prevail, his uncle wrote, told

her it would be the making of Charley to be settled down

on one young lady instead of hovering from flower to

flower, as he was doing now. Then Jenny came with her

pretty ways, and cried, and told mother what a darling

brother Charley was. She made a good deal, too, out of his

having lost both father and mother, and needing my afiec-

tion so much. Mother shut herselfup, and I have no doubt

prayed over it. I really believe she prays over every new

dress she buys. Then she sent for me and talked beautiftilly,

and I behaved abominably.

At last she said she would put us on one yearns pro-

bation. Charley might spend one evening here every two

weeks, when she would always be present. We were never

to be seen together in public, nor would she allow us to

correspond. If, at the end of the year, we were both as eager

for it as we are now, she would consent to our engagement.

Of course we shall be, so I consider myself as good as en-

gaged now. Dear me! how funny it seems.

Charley is not at all pleased with mother's terms, but

no one would guess it from his manner to her. His coming
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is always the signal for her trotting downstairs; he goes to

meet her and offers her a chair, as if he was delighted to see

her. We go on with the lessons, as this gives us a chance to

sit pretty close together, and when I am writing my exer-

cises and he corrects them, I rather think a few little things

get on the paper that sound nicely to us, but would not

strike mother very agreeably. For instance, last night Char-

ley wrote:

"Is your mother never sick? A nice little headache or

two would be so convenient to us!"

And I wrote back.

"You dear old horrid thing! Howcanyoube so selfish?"

I have been trying to think whether I am any hap-

pier today than I was at this time a year ago. If I am not, I

suppose it is the tantalizing way in which I am placed con-

cerning Charley. We have so much to say to each other that

we can't say before mother, and that we cannot say in writ-

ing, because a correspondence is one of the forbidden

things. He says he entered into no contract not to write, and

keeps slipping little notes into my hand; but I don t think

that quite right. Mother hears us arguing and disputing

about it, though she does not know the subject under dis-

cussion, and today she said to me:

"I would not argue with him, if I were you. He never

will yield."

"But it is a case of conscience," I said, "and he ought

to yield."
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"There is no obstinacy like that of a f— ," she began

and then stopped short.

"Oh, you may as well finish it!" I cried. "I know that

you think him a fool."

Then mother burst out.

"Oh, my child," she said, "before it is too late, do be

persuaded by me to give up this whole thing. I shrink from

paining or offending you, but it is my duty, as your

mother, to warn you against a marriage that will make

shipwreck of your happiness."

''Marriager I fairly shrieked out. That is the last thing

I have ever thought of. I felt a chill creep over me. All I

had wanted was to have Charley come here every day, take

me out now and then, and care for nobody else.

"Yes, marriager Mother repeated. "For what is the

meaning of an engagement if marriage is not to follow?

How can you fail to see, what I see, oh! so plainly, that

Charley Underbill can never, never meet the requirements

of your soul. You are captivated by what girls of your age

call beauty, regular features, a fair complexion and soft eyes.

His flatteries delude, and his professions of affection gratify

you. You do not see that he is shallow, and conceited, and

selfish and
—

"

"Oh, mother! How can you be so unjust? His whole

purpose seems to be to please others."

''Seems to be—that is true," she replied. "His ruling

passion is love of admiration; the little pleasing acts that

attract you are so many traps set to catch the attention and

the favorable opinion ofthose about him. He has not one
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honest desire to please because it is right to be pleasing.

Oh, my precious child, w^at a fatal mistake you are making

in relying on your own judgment in this, the most impor-

tant of earthly decisions!"

I felt very angry.

"I thought the Bible forbid back-biting." I said.

Mother made no reply, except by a look which said

about a hundred and forty different things. And then I

came up here and wrote some poetry, which was very good

(for me), though I dont suppose she would think so.

The year of probation is over, and I have nothing to

do now but to be happy. But being engaged is not half so

nice as I expected it would be. I suppose it is owning to my

being obliged to defy mother's judgment to gratify my
own. People say she has great insight into character, and

sees, at a glance, what others only learn after much study.

I have taken a dreadful cold. It is too bad. I dare say I

shall be coughing all winter, and instead of going out with

Charley, be shut up at home.

Charley says he did not know that I was subject to a

cough, and that he hopes I am not consumptive, because
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his father and mother both died of consumption^ and it

makes him nervous to hear people cough. I nearly-

strangled myself all the evening trying not to annoy him

with mine.





I really think I am sick and going to die. Last night I

raised a little blood. I dare not tell mother, it would distress

her so, but I am sure it came from my lungs. Charley said

last week he really must stay away till I got better, for my
cough sounded like his mother's. I have been very lonely,

and have shed some tears, but most of the time have been

too sorrowful to cry. Ifwe were married, and I had a cough,

would he go and leave me, I wonder?

f yJ'^^^-^^y -t^T-^-^l^^^c<^^

Poor mother is dreadfully anxious about me. But I

don t see how she can love me so, after the way I have be-

haved. I wonder if, after all, mothers are not the best friends

there are! I keep her awake with my cough all night, and

am mopy and cross all day, but she is just as kind and

affectionate as she can be.

The day I wrote that was Sunday. I could not go to

church, and I felt very deserted and desolate. I tried to get
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some comfort by praying, but when I got on my knees I

just burst out crying and could not say a word. For I have

not seen Charley for ten days. As I knelt there I began to

think myself a perfect monster of selfishness for wanting

him to spend his evenings with me, now that I am so un-

healthy and annoy him so with my cough, and I asked

myself if I ought not to break off the engagement alto-

gether, if I was really in a consumption, the very disease

Charley dreaded most of all. It seemed such a proper sacri-

fice to make ofmyself Then I prayed— yes, I am sure I re-

ally prayed as I had not done for more than a year, and the

idea of self-sacrifice grew every moment more beautiftd in

my eyes, till at last I felt an almost joyfiil triumph in writ-

ing to poor Charley, and telling him what I had resolved

to do.

This is my letter:

My Dear, Dear Charley—
I dare not tellyou what it cost me to say what

lam about to do; but Iam sureyou know me well

enough by this time to believe that it is only be-

causeyour happiness isfar more precious to me
than my own, that I have decided to writeyou this

letter. Whenyou first told me thatyou loved me,

you said, andyou have often said so since then,

that it was my ''brightness and gayety' that at-

tractedyou. I knew there was something under-

neath mygayety better worthyour love, and was

glad I could giveyou more than you askedfor. I

knew I was not a mere thoughtless, laughing girl,

but that I had a heart as wide as the ocean to give
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you— as wide and as deep.

But now my ''brightness and gayety' have

gone; Iam sick andperhaps am going to die. Ifthis

is so, it would he very sweet to haveyour love go

with me to the very gates ofdeath, and beautify

and glorify mypath thither. But what a weary task

this would be to you, mypoor Charley!And so, if

you think it best, and it would relieveyou ofany

care andpain, I will releaseyoufrom our engage-

ment and setyoufree.

—Your Little Katy

I did not sleep at all that night. Early on Monday I

sent offmy letter, and my heart beat so hard all day that I

was tired and faint. Just at dark his answer came; I can copy

it from memory

—

DearKate—
What a generous, self-sacrificing little thingyou

are! I always thou^tso, but nowyou have given me

a nobleproofofit. I will admit that I have been dis-

appointed tofindyour constitution so poor, and

that it has been very dull sitting and hearingyou

cough, especially as I was reminded ofthe long and

tedious illness through which poorJenny and my-

selfhad to nurse our mother. I vowed then never to

marry a consumptive woman, and I thankyoufor

making it so easyfor me to bring our engagement

to an end. My bright hopes are blighted, and it will

be long before I shallfind another tofillyourplace.

I need not say how much I sympathize withyou in

this disappointment. I hope the consolations ofre-

ligion will now beyours. Your notes, the lock ofyour

hair, etc., I return with this. I will not reproachyou
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for the pain you have cost me; I know it is not

yourfault thatyour health has become sofrail.

I remainyour sincerefriend,

Charles Underhill

Let me finish this story if I can.

My first impulse after reading his letter was to fly to

mother, and hide away forever in her dear, loving arms.

But I restrained myself, and with my heart beating so

that I could hardly hold my pen, I wrote this:

Mr. Underhill Sir—

The scales havefallenfrom my eyes, and I see

you at lastjust asyou are. Since my note toyou on

Sunday last, I have had a consultation ofphysi-

cians, and they all agree that my disease is not of

an alarming character, and that I shall soon recover.

But I thank God that before it was too late, you

have been revealed to me just as you are— a

heartless, selfish, shallow creature, unworthy ofthe

love ofa true-hearted woman, and unworthy even

ofyour own self-respect. Igaveyou an opportunity

to withdrawfrom our engagement infullfaith, lov-

ingyou so truly that I was ready to go trembling

to mygrave alone ifyou shrankfrom sustainingme

to it. But I see now that I did not dreamfor one

moment thatyou would take me at my word and

leave me to myfate. I thought I loved a man, and

could lean on him when strengthfailed me. Iknow

now that I loved a mere creature ofmy imagina-

tion. Take backyour letters; I loathe the sight of

them. Take back the ring andfind, ifyou can, a
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woman who will never be sick never out ofspirits,

and who never will die. Thank heaven it is not...

—Katherine Mortimer

These lines came to me in reply:

''Thank God it is not Kate Mortimer. I want

an angelfor my wife, not a vixen.

—c.a'

/J'

What a tempest-tossed creature this birthday finds

me! But let me finish this wretched, disgraceful story, if I

can, before I quite lose my senses.

I showed my mother the letters. She burst into tears

and opened her arms, and I ran into them as a wounded

bird flies into the ark We cried together. Mother never said,

never even looked,

"I told you so." All she did say was this:

"God has heard my prayers! He is reserving better

things for my precious child!"

Dear mother's are not the only arms I have flown to.

But it does not seem as ifGod ot/g/zf to take me in because

I am in trouble, when I would not go to Him when I was

happy in something else. But even in the midst of my
greatest rapture I had many and many a misgiving; many a

season when my conscience upbraided me for my willful-

ness towards my dear mother, and my whole soul yearned

for something higher and better even than Charley s love,

precious as it was.
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I have shut myselfup in my room today to think over

things. The end of it is that I am full of mortification and

confusion of face. If I had only had confidence in mother s

judgment I would never have gotten entangled in this silly

engagement. I see now that Charley never could have

made me happy, and I know there is a good deal in my
heart he never drew out. I wish, however, I had not written

him when I was in such a passion. No wonder he is thank-

ftil that he has gotten firee from such a vixen. But, oh! the

provocation was terrible!

I have made up my mind never to tell a human soul

about this affair. It will be so high-minded and honorable to

shield him from the contempt he deserves. With all my faults

I am glad that there is nothing mean or petty about me!

I can't bear to write it down, but I will. The ink was

hardly dry yesterday on the above self-laudation when

Amelia came. She had been out oftown, and had only just

learned what had happened. Of course she was curious to

know the whole story.

And I told it to her, every word of it! Oh, Kate

Mortimer, how "high-minded" you are! How free from all

that is "mean and petty"! I could tear my hair out if it

would do any good!

Amelia defended Charley, and I was thus led on to

say every harsh thing of him I could think of She said he

was of so sensitive a nature, had so much sensibility, and
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such a constitutional aversion to seeing suffering, that for

her part she could not blame him.

"It is such a pity you had not had your lungs exam-

ined before you wrote that first letter," she went on. "But

you are so impulsive! Ifyou had only waited you would

still be engaged to Charley!"

"I am thankful I did not wait," I cried, angrily. "Do,

Amelia, drop the subject forever. You and I shall never

agree upon it. The truth is, you are two-thirds in love with

him, and have been, all along."

She blushed, and laughed, and actually looked

pleased. Ifanyone had made such an outrageous speech to

me, I would have been furious.

"I suppose you know," said she, "that old Mr.

Underbill has taken such a fancy to him that he has made

him his heir; and he is as rich as can be."

"Indeed!" I said, dryly.

I wonder if mother knew it when she opposed our

engagement so strenuously.

I have asked her, and she said she did. Mr. Underbill

told her his intentions when he urged her consent to the

engagement. Dear mother! How unworldly, how unself-

ish she is!

The name of Charley Underbill appears on these

pages for the last time. He is engaged to Amelia! From this

moment she is lost to me forever. How desolate, how
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mortified, how miserable I am! Who could have thought

this of Amelia! She came to see me, radiant with joy. I con-

cealed my disgust until she said that Charley felt now that

he had never really loved me, but had preferred her aU

along. Then I burst out. What I said I do not know, and do

not care. The whole thing is so disgraceful that I would

have to be a block ofwood or a stone not to resent it.

After yesterday s passion of grief, shame and anger, I

feel perfectly stupid and weary. Oh, that I was prepared for

a better world, and could fly to it and be at rest!

Now that it is all over, how ashamed I am of the fury

I have been in, and which has given Amelia such advan-

tage over me! I was beginning to believe that I was really

living a feeble and fluttering, but real Christian life, and

finding some satisfaction in it. But that is all over now. I am

doomed to be a victim ofmy own unstable, passionate,

wayward nature, and the sooner I settle down into that

conviction, the better. And yet how my very soul craves

the highest happiness, and refiises to be comforted while

that is lacking.

After writing that, I do not know what made me go to

see Dr. Cabot. He received me in that cheerful way of his
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that seems to promise the taking of one s burden right off

one s back.

"I am very glad to see you, my dear child," he said.

I intended to be very dignified and cold. As if I was

going to have any of Dr. Cabot s undertaking to sympathize

with me! But those few kind words just upset me, and I

began to cry.

"You would not speak so kindly^ I got out at last, "if

you knew what a dreadful creature I am. I am angry with

myself, and angry with everybody, and angry with God. I

can't be good two minutes at a time. I do everything I do

not want to do, and do nothing I try and pray to do. Ev-

erybody plagues me and tempts me. And God does not

answer any ofmy prayers, and I am just desperate."

"Poor child!" he said, in a low voice, as if to himself.

"Poor, heart-sick, tired child, that cannot see what I can see,

that its Father s loving arms are all about it?"

I stopped crying, to strain my ears and listen. He

went on.

"Katy, all that you say may be true. I dare say it is. But

God loves you. He loves you."

"He loves me," I repeated to myself. "He loves me! Oh,

Dr. Cabot, if I could only believe that! If I could believe

that, after all the promises I have broken, all the foolish,

wrong things I have done, and shall always be doing, God

perhaps still loves me!"

"You may be sure of it," he said solemnly. "I, His min-

ister, bring the gospel to you today. Go home and say over

and over to yourself, 1 am a wayward foolish child. But He
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loves me! I have disobeyed and grieved Him ten thousand

times over. But He loves me! I have lost faith in some of

my dearest friends and am very desolate. But He loves me!

I do not love Him, I am very angry with Him! But He

loves me!'

"

I came away, and all the way home I fought this batde

with myself, saying, "He loves me!" I knelt down to pray,

and all my wasted, childish, wicked life came and stared

me in the face. I looked at it and said with tears ofjoy, "But

He loves me!" Never in my life did I feel so rested, so qui-

eted, so sorrowful, and yet so satisfied.

What a beautiful world this is, and how frill it is of

truly kind, good people! Mrs. Morris was here this morn-

ing, and just one squeeze of that long, yellow old hand of

hers seemed to speak a bookfril! I wonder why I have al-

ways disliked her so, for she is really an excellent woman. I

gave her a good kiss to pay her for the sympathy she had

sense enough not to put into pious-sounding words, and if

you will believe it, dear old Journal, the tears came into her

eyes, and she said:

"You are one of the Lord's beloved ones, though per-

haps you do not know it."

I repeated again to myself those sweet, mysterious

words, and then I tried to think what I could do for Him.

But I could not think of anything great or good enough. I

went into mother s room and put my arms around her and
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told her how much I loved her. She looked surprised and

pleased.

"Ah, I knew it would come!" she said, laying her hand

on her Bible.

"Knew v^at would come, mother?"

^'Peace]' she said.

I came back here and wrote a little note to Amelia,

telling her how ashamed and sorry I was that I could not

control myself the other day. Then I wrote a long letter to

James. I have been very careless about writing to him.

Then I began to hem those handkerchiefs mother

asked me to finish a month ago. But I could not think of

anything to do for God. I wish I could. It makes me so

happy to think that all this time, while I was caring for

nobody but myself, and fancying He must almost hate me,

He was loving and pitying me.

I went to see Dr. Cabot again today. He came down

from his study with his pen in his hand.

"How dare you come and spoil my sermon on

Saturday?" he asked, good-humoredly.

Though he seemed full of loving kindness, I was

ashamed ofmy thoughtlessness. Though I did not know

he was particularly busy on Saturdays. If I were a minister

I am sure I would get my sermons done early in the week.

"I only wanted to ask one thing," I said. "I want to do

something for God. And I can't think of anything unless it
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is to go on a mission. And mother would never let me do

that. She thinks girls with delicate health aren't fit for such

work"

"At all events I would not go today," he replied.

"Meanwhile do everything you do for Him who has loved

you and given Himself for you."

I did not dare to stay any longer, and so came away

quite puzzled. Dinner was ready, and as I sat down to the

table, I said to myself:

"I eat this dinner for myself, not for God. What can

Dr. Cabot mean?" Then I remembered the text about doing

all for the glory of God, even in eating and drinking; but I

do not understand it at all.

It has seemed to me for several days that it must be

that I really do love God, though ever so little. But it shot

through my mind today like a knife, that it is a miserable,

selfish love at the best, not worth my giving, not worth

God s accepting. All my old misery has come back with

several other miseries more miserable than itself. I wish I

had never been bom! I wish I were thoughtless and careless,

like so many other girls ofmy age, who seem to get along

very well, and to enjoy themselves far more than I do.

Dr. Cabot came to see me today. I told him all about it

He could not help smiling as he said:

"When I see a little infant caressing its mother, would
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you have me say to it, *You selfish child, how dare you pre-

tend to caress your mother in that way? You are quite un-

able to appreciate her character; you love her merely be-

cause she loves you, and treats you kindly?'

"

It was my turn to smile now, at my own folly.

"You are as yet but a babe in Christ," Dr. Cabot con-

tinued. "You love your God and Saviour because He first

loved you. The time will come when the character ofyour

love will become changed into one which sees and feels

the beauty and the perfection of its object, and ifyou could

be assured that He no longer looked on you with favor,

you would still cling to Him with devoted affection."

"There is one thing more that troubles me," I said.

"Most persons know the exact moment when they begin

real Christian lives. But I do not know of any such time in

my history. This causes me many uneasy moments."

"You are wrong in thinking that most persons have

this advantage over you. I believe that the children of

Christian parents, who have been judiciously trained, rarely

can point to any day or hour when they began to live this

new life. The question is not, do you remember, my child,

when you entered this world, and how! It is simply this,

are you now alive and an inhabitant thereof? And now it is

my turn to ask you a question. How does it happen that

you, who have a mother of rich and varied experience, al-

low yourself to be tormented with these petty anxieties

which she is as capable of dispelling as I am?"

"I do not know^' I answered. "But we girls can't talk to

our mothers about any of our sacred feelings, and we hate

to have them talk to us."
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Dr. Cabot shook his head.

"There is something wrong somewhere," he said. "A

young girls mother is her natural refuge in every perplex-

ity. I hoped that you, who have rather more sense than

most girls ofyour age, could give me some idea what the

difficulty is."

After he had gone, I am ashamed to admit that I was

in a perfect flutter of delight at what he had said about my
having more sense than most girls. Meeting poor mother

on the stairs while in this exalted state of mind, I gave her

a very abrupt answer to a kind question, and made her

unhappy, as I have made myself.

It is just a year ago today that I got frightened at my

novel-reading propensities, and resolved not to look into

one for twelve months. I was getting to dislike all other

books, and night after night sat up late, devouring every-

thing exciting I could get hold of One Saturday night I sat

up until the clock struck twelve to finish one, and the next

morning I was so sleepy that I had to stay at home from

church. Now I hope and believe that the back of this dan-

gerous taste is broken, and that I shall never be a slave to it

again. Indeed it does not seem to me now that I shall ever

care for such books again.

Mother spoke to me this morning for the fiftieth time,

I really believe, about my disorderly habits. I don t think I

am careless because I like confusion, but the trouble is I

am always in a hurry and a commotion about something. If
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I want anything, I want it very much, and right away. So if

I am looking for a book, or a piece ofmusic, or a pattern, I

tumble everything around, and can't stop to put them back

in their rightful place. I wish I were not so eager and impa-

tient. But I mean to try to keep my room and my drawers

in order, to please mother.

She says, too, that I am growing careless about my hair

and my dress. But that is because my mind is so full of

graver, more important things. I thought I ought to be

wholly occupied with my duty to God. But mother says

duty to God includes duty to ones neighbor, and that un-

tidy hair, put up in all sorts of rough bunches, rumpled

cuflfs and collars, and all that sort ofthing, make one offen-

sive to all one meets. I am sorry she thinks so, for I find it

very convenient to twist up my hair almost anyhow, and it

takes a good deal of time to look after collars and cuffs.

Today I feel discouraged and disappointed. I certainly

thought that if God really loved me, and I really loved

Him, I would find myself growing better day by day. But I

am not improved in the least. Most of the time I spend on

my knees I am either stupid, feeling nothing at all, or else

my head is full ofwhat I was doing before I began to pray,

or \\iiat I am going to do as soon as I get through. I do not

believe anybody else in the world is like me in this respect.

Then when I feel differently, and can make a nice, glib

prayer, with floods of tears running down my cheeks, I get

all puffed up, and think how much pleased God must be to
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see me so fervent in spirit. I go down-stairs in this frame of

mind, and begin to scold Susan for misplacing my music,

till all of a sudden I catch myself doing it, and stop short,

crestfallen and confounded. I have so many such experiences

that I feel like a baby just learning to walk, w^o is so afraid

of falling that it has half a mind to sit down once for all.

Then there is another thing. Seeing mother so fond of

Thomas a Kempis, I have been reading it, now and then,

and am not fond of it at all. From beginning to end it ex-

horts to self-denial in every form and shape. Must I then

give up all hope ofhappiness in this world, and modify all

my natural tastes and desires? Oh, I do love so to be

happy! And I do so hate to suffer! The very thought of be-

ing sick, or of being forced to nurse sick people, with all

their cross ways, and of losing my friends, or ofhaving to

live with disagreeable people, makes me shudder. I want to

please God, and to be like Him. I certainly do. But I am so

young, and it is so natural to want to have a good time!

And now I am in for it I may as well tell the whole story.

When I read the lives ofgood men and women who have

died and gone to heaven, I find they all liked to sit and

think about God and about Christ. Now I don't. I often try,

but my mind flies off in a tangent. The truth of the matter

is that I am perfectly discouraged.

I went to see Dr. Cabot again today, but he was out, so

I thought I would ask for Mrs. Cabot, though I was deter-

mined not to tell her any ofmy troubles. But somehow she
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got the whole story out of me, and instead of being

shocked, as I expected she would be, she actually burst out

laughing! She recovered herself immediately however, and

said,"Do excuse me for laughing at you, you dear child you!

But I remember so well how I used to flounder through just

such needless anxieties, and life looks so different, so very

different, to me now from what it did then! What would

you think of a man who, having just sowed his field, was

astonished not to see it at once ripe for the harvest because

his neighbors, after long months of waiting, was just being

gathered in?"

"Do you mean," I asked, "that by and by I shall natu-

rally come to feel and think as other good people do?"

"Yes, I do. You must make the most of what little

Christian life you have; be thankfiil God has given you so

much, cherish it, pray over it, and guard it like the apple of

your eye. Imperceptibly, but surely, it will grow, and keep

on growing, for this is its nature."

"But I don t want to wait," I said, despondently. "I

have just been reading a delightful book, full of stories of

heroic deeds— not fables, but histories of real events and

real people. It has quite stirred me up, and made me wish

to possess such beautiful heroism, and that I were a man,

that I might have a chance to perform some truly noble,

self-sacrificing acts."

"I dare say your chance will come," she replied,

"though you are not a man. I fancy we all get, more or less,

what we want."

"Do you really think so? Let me see, then, what I want
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most. But I am staying too long. Were you particularly

busy?"

"No," she returned smilingly,"! am learning 'that the

one who wants me is the one I want.*

"

"You are very good to say so. Well, in the first place, I

do really and truly want to be good. Not with common

goodness, you know, but
—

"

"But wncommon goodness," she put in.

"I mean that I want to be very, very good. I would like

next best to be learned and accomplished. Then I would

want to be perfectly healthy and perfectly happy. And a

pleasant home, of course, I must have, with friends to love

me, and like me, too. And I can't get along without some

pretty, tasteful things around me. But you are laughing at

me! Have I said anything foolish?"

"If I laughed it was not at you, but at poor human

nature that would yearn to grasp everything at once. Al-

lowing that you would possess all you have just described,

where is the heroism you so much admire to find room

for exercise?"

"That's just what I was saying. That is just what

troubles me."

"To be sure, while perfectly healthy and happy, in a

pleasant home, with friends to love and admire you
—

"

"Oh, I did not say admire," I interrupted.

"That was just what you meant, my dear."

I am afraid it was, now that I come to think it over.

"Well, with plenty of friends, good in an uncommon

way, accomplished, learned, and surrounded with pretty

and tasteful objects, your life will certainly be in danger of
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not proving very sublime."

"It is a great pityr I said, musingly

"Suppose then you content yourself for the present

with doing in a faithful, quiet, persistent way all the little,

homely tasks that return with each returning day, each one

as unto God, and perhaps by and by you will thus have

gained strength for a more heroic life."

"But I dorft know how"

"You have some little home duties, I suppose?"

"Yes; I have the care of my own room, and mother

wants me to have a general oversight of the parlor; you

know we have but one parlor now"

"Is that all you have to do?"

"Why, my music and drawing take up a good deal of

my time, and I read and study more or less, and go out

some, and we have a good many visitors."

"I suppose, then, you keep your room in nice ladylike

order, and that the parlor is dusted every morning, loose

music put out of the way, books restored to their places
—

"

"Now I know mother has been telling you."

"Your mother has told me nothing at all."

"Well, then," I said, laughing, but a little ashamed, "I

don t keep my room in nice order, and mother really sees

to the parlor herself, though I pretend to do it."

"And is she never annoyed by this neglect?"

"Oh, yes, very much annoyed."

"Then, dear Katy, suppose your first act of heroism

tomorrow would be the gratifying ofyour mother in these

little things, little though they are. Surely your first duty,

next to pleasing God, is to please your mother, and in
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every possible way to sweeten and beautify her life. You

may depend upon it that a life of real heroism and self-sac-

rifice must begin and lay its foundation in this little world,

wherein it learns its first lesson and takes its first steps."

"And do you really think that God notices such little

things?"

"My dear child, what a question! If there is any one

truth I would gladly impress on the mind of a young

Christian, it is just this, that God notices the most trivial act,

accepts the poorest, most threadbare litde service, listens to

the coldest, feeblest petition, and gathers up with parental

fondness all our fragmentary desires and attempts at good

works. Oh, ifwe could only begin to conceive how He

loves us, what difierent creatures we would be!"

I felt inspired by her enthusiasm, though I don t think

I quite understand what she means. I did not dare to stay

any longer, for, with her great host of children, she must

have her hands fiill.

Mother is very much astonished to see how nicely I

am keeping things in order. I was flying about this morn-

ing, singing, and dusting the ftirniture, when she came in

and began, "He that is faithfiil in that which is least
—

" but

I ran at her with my brush, and would not let her finish. I

really, really don t deserve to be praised. For I have been

thinking that, if it is true that God notices every litde thing

we do to please Him, He must also notice every cross word

we speak, every shrug of the shoulders, every ungracious
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look, and that they displease Him. And my list of such of-

fenses is as long as my life!

•'^<...^,<^ Zf

Yesterday, for the first time since that dreadful blow, I

felt some return ofmy natural gaiety and cheerfulness. It

seemed to come hand in hand with my first real effort to go

so far out of myself as to try to do exactly what would

gratify dear mother.

But today I am all down again. I miss Amelias firiend-

ship, for one thing. To be sure I wonder how I ever came to

love such a superficial character so devotedly, but I must

have somebody to love, and perhaps I invented a lovely

creature, and called it by her name, and bowed down to it

and worshiped it. I certainly did so in regard to him whose

heartless cruelty has left me so sad, so desolate.

Mother has been very patient and forbearing with me

all day. Tonight, after tea, she said, in her gentlest, most

tender way,

"Dear Katy, I feel very sorry for you. But I see one

path which you have not yet tried, which can lead you out

of these sore straits. You have tried living for yourself a

good many years, and the result is great weariness and

heaviness of soul. Try now to live for others. Take a class in

the Sunday-school. Go with me to visit my poor people.

You will be astonished to find how much suffering and
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sickness there is in this world, and how delightful it is to

sympathize with and try to relieve it."

This advice was very repugnant to me. My time is

pretty fully occupied with my books, my music and my
drawing. And of all places in the world I hate a sick-room.

But, on the whole, I will take a class in the Sunday-school.



I have taken it at last. I would not take one before, be-

cause I knew I could not teach little children how to love

God, unless I loved Him myself. My class is perfectly de-

lightful. There are twelve dear little things in it, of all ages

between eight and nine. Eleven are girls, and the one boy

makes me more trouble than all of them put together.

When I get them all about me, and their sweet innocent

faces look up into mine, I am so happy that I can hardly

help stooping every now and then to kiss them. They ask

the very strangest questions! I mean to spend a great deal of

time in preparing the lesson, and in hunting up stories to

illustrate it. Oh, I am so glad I was ever born into this

beautiful world, where there will always be dear little chil-

dren to love!

Sunday has come again, and with it my darling little

class! Dr. Cabot has preached delightfully all day, and I feel

that it must do me good. I long, I truly long to please God; I

long to feel as the best Christians feel, and to live as they live.
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Now that I have these twelve little ones to instruct, I

am more than ever in earnest about setting them a good

example throughout the week. It is true they do not, most

of them, know how I spend my time, nor how I act. But

I know, and whenever I am conscious of not practicing

what I preach, I am bitterly ashamed and grieved. How

much work, badly done, I am now having to undo! If I had

begun in earnest to serve God when I was young, as these

children are, how many wrong habits I could have avoided;

habits that entangle me now, as in so many nets. I am try-

ing to take each of these little gentle girls by the hand and

to lead her to Christ. Poor Johnny Ross is not so manage-

able as they are, and tests my patience to the last degree.

This morning I had my little flock about me, and

talked to them out of the very bottom of my heart about

Jesus. They left their seats and got close to me in a circle,

leaning on my lap and drinking in every word. All of a

sudden I was aware, as by a magnetic influence, that a great

lumbering man in the next seat was looking at me out of

two of the blackest eyes I ever saw, and evidently listening

to what I was saying. I was disconcerted at first, then angry.

What impertinence. What rudeness! I am sure he must

have seen the displeasure in my face, for he got up what I

suppose he meant for a blush, that is he turned several
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shades darker than he was before, giving one the idea that

he is full of black rather than red blood. I would not have

remembered it, however— by it I mean his impertinence

—

ifhe had not shortly after made a really excellent address

to the children. Perhaps it was a little above their compre-

hension, but it showed a good deal of thought and earnest-

ness. I meant to ask \^^o he was, but forgot it.

This has been a delightftil Sunday. I have really feasted

on Dr. Cabot s preaching. But I am convinced that there is

something in religion I do not yet apprehend. I do wish I

positively knew that God has forgiven and accepted me.

Last evening Clara Ray had a little party and I was

there. She has a great knack at getting the right sort of

people together, and of making them enjoy themselves.

I sang several songs, and so did Clara, but they all

said my voice was finer and in better training than hers. It

is delightful to be with such cultivated and agreeable

people. I could have stayed all night, but mother sent for

me before any one else had even thought ofgoing, and so I

had to leave.

I have been on a charming excursion today with Clara

Ray and all her friends. I was rather tired, but had an invita-

tion to a concert this evening, which I could not resist.
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So much has been going on that I have not had time

to write. There is no end to the picnics, drives, parties, etc.,

this summer. I am afraid that I am not getting on in my

Christian life at all. My prayers are dull and short, and full

ofwandering thoughts. I am brimful of vitality and good

humor in company, but then as soon as I get home am stu-

pid and peevish. I suppose this will always be so, as it al-

ways has been; and I declare I would rather be so than

such a vapid, flat creature as Mary Jones, or such a dull

heavy one as big Lucy Merrill.

Clara Ray says the girls think me reckless and impru-

dent in speech. Fve a good mind not to go with her gang

any more. I am afraid I have been a good deal dazzled by

the attentions I have received of late; and now comes this

blow at my vanity.

On the whole, I feel gready out of sorts this evening.

People talk about happiness to be found in a Christian

life. I wonder why I do not find more! On Sundays I am

pretty good, and always seem to start afresh; but on week-

days I am drawn along with those about me. All my plea-

sures are innocent ones; there is surely no harm in going

to concerts, driving out, singing, and making little visits!
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But these things distract me; They absorb me; they make

religious duties irksome. I almost wish I could shut myself

up in a cell, and so get out of the reach of temptation.

The truth is, the journey heavenward is all uphill. I

have to force myself to keep on. The wonder is that any-

body gets there with so much to oppose, and, apparently, so

little to help one!

It is high time to stop and think. I have been like one

running a race, and am stopping to take a breath. I do not

like the way things have been going lately. I feel restless

and ill at ease. I see that if I would be happy in God, I must

give Him all. And there is a wicked reluctance to do that. I

want Him— but I want to have my own way, too. I want to

walk humbly and sofdy before Him, and I want to go

where I shall be admired and applauded. To whom shall I

yield? To God? Or to myself? This issue must be settled

once and for all.

I met Dr. Cabot today, and could not help asking the

question: "Is it right for me to sing and play in company

when all I do it for is to be admired?"

"Are you sure it is all you do it for?" he returned.

"Oh," I said, "I suppose there may be a sprinkling of de-

sire to entertain and please, mixed with the love of display"

"Do you suppose that your love of display, assuming

you have it, would be forever slain by your merely refusing
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to sing in company?"

"I thought that might give it a pretty hard blow," I

said, "if not its death-blow."

"Meanwhile, in punishing yourselfyou punish your

poor innocent friends," he said laughing. "No, child, go on

singing; God has given you this power of entertaining and

gratifying your friends. But pray, without ceasing, that you

may sing from pure benevolence and not from pure self-

love."

"Why, do people pray about such things as that?" I

cried.

"Of course they do. Why, I would pray about my little

finger, if my little finger went astray"

I looked at his little finger, but saw no signs of its be-

coming schismatic.

This morning I took great delight in praying for my
litde students, and went to Sunday-school as on wings. But

on reaching my seat, what was my horror to find Maria

Perry there!

"Oh, your seat has been changed," said she. "I am to

have half your class, and I like this seat better than those

higher up. I suppose you don't care?"

"But I do care," I returned; "and you have taken my
very best children— the very sweetest and the very pretti-

est. I shall speak to Mr. Williams about it immediately"

"At any rate, I would not fly into such a fury," she

said. "It is just as pleasant to me to have sweet and pretty

children to teach as it is to you. Mr. Williams said he had
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no doubt you would be glad to divide your class with me,

as it is so large; and I doubt if you would gain anything by

speaking to him."

There was no time for further discussion, as school

was about to begin. I went to my new seat with great dis-

gust, and found it very inconvenient. The children could

not cluster around me as they did before, and I got on with

the lesson very badly. I am sure Maria Perry has no gift at

teaching little children, and I feel quite mifted and disap-

pointed. This has not been a profitable Sunday, and I am

going to bed, cheerless and uneasy.

Mr. Williams called this evening to say that I am to

have my old seat and all the children again. All the moth-

ers had been to see him, or had written him notes about it,

and requested that I might continue to teach them. Mr. Wil-

liams said he hoped I would go on teaching for twenty

years, and that as fast as his little girls grew old enough to

come to Sunday-school he would want me to take charge

ofthem. I should have been greatly elated by these compli-

ments, but for the display I made of myself to Maria Perry

on Sunday. Oh, that I could learn to bridle my miserable

tongue!

Today I am twenty. That sounds very old, yet I feel

pretty much as I did before. I have begun to visit some of

mothers poor folks with her, and am astonished to see how

they love her, and how plainly they let her talk to them. As
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a general rule, I do not think poor people are very interest-

ing, and they are always ungrateful.

We went first to see old Jacob Stone. I have been

there a good many times with the basket of nice things

mother takes such comfort in sending him, but I never

would bring myself to go in. I was shocked to see how

worn away he was. He seemed in great distress of mind,

and begged mother to pray with him. I do not see how she

could. I am perfectly sure that no earthly power could ever

induce me to go around praying on bare floors, with people

sitting, rocking and staring all the time, as the two Stone

girls stared at mother. How tenderly she prayed for him!

We then went to see Susan Green. She had made a

carpet for her room by sewing together little bits of pieces

given to her, I suppose, by persons for whom she works, for

she goes about fitting and making carpets. It looked bright

and cheerful. She had a nice bed in the corner, covered

with a w4iite quilt, and some little ornaments were arranged

about the room. Mother complimented her on her neatness,

and said a queen might sleep in such a bed as that, and

hopes she found it as comfortable as it looked.

"Mercy on us!" she cried out, "it ain t to sleep in! I

sleep in the loft, that I climb to by a ladder every night."

Mother looked a little amused, and then she sat and

listened, patiently, to a long account of how the poor old

thing had invested her money; how Mr. Jones did not pay

the interest regularly, and how Mr. Stevens haggled about

the percentage. After we came away, I asked mother how

she could listen to such a rigmarole in patience, and what
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good she supposed she had done by her visit.

"Why the poor creature likes to show off her bright

carpet and nice bed, her chairs, her vases and her knick-

knacks, and she likes to talk about her beloved money, and

her bank stock. I may not have done her any good; but I

have given her some pleasure, and so have you."

"Why, I hardly spoke a word."

"Yes, but your mere presence gratified her. And if she

ever gets into trouble, she will feel kindly towards us for

the sake ofour sympathy with her pleasures, and will let us

sympathize with her sorrows."

I confess this did not seem a privilege to be coveted.

She is not nice at all, and even takes snuff.

We went next to see Bridget Shannon. Mother had lost

track ofher for some years, and had just heard that she was

sick and in great need. We found her in bed; there was no

furniture in the room, and three little half-naked children

sat with their bare feet in some ashes where there had been

a little fire. Three such forlorn faces I never saw before.

Mother sent me to the nearest baker s for bread; I ran

nearly all the way, and I hardly know which I enjoyed

most, mother's eagerness in distributing, or the childrens in

clutching at and devouring it. I am going to cut up one or

more old dresses to make the poor things something to

cover them. One of them has lovely hair that would curl

beautifully if it were only brushed out. I told her to come

see me tomorrow, she is so very pretty.

Those few visits used up the very time I usually

spend in drawing. But on the whole I am glad I went with
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mother, because it has gratified her. Besides, one must either

stop reading the Bible altogether, or else leave oJBf spending

one's whole time in just doing easy pleasant things one

likes to do.

The little Shannon girl came, and I washed her face

and hands, brushed out her hair and made it curl in lovely

golden ringlets all around her sweet face, and carried her

in great triumph to mother.

"Look at the dear little thing, mother!" I cried; "doesn

t

she look like a line of poetry?"

"You foolish, romantic child!" replied mother. "She

looks, to me, like a very ordinary line of prose. A slice of

bread and butter and a piece ofgingerbread mean more to

her than these elaborate ringlets possibly can. They get in

her eyes, and make her neck cold; see, they are dripping

with water, and the child is all in a shiver."

So saying, mother folded a towel around her neck, to

catch the falling drops, and went for bread and butter, of

which the child consumed a quantity that was absolutely

appalling. To crown all, the ungrateful little thing would

not so much as look at me fi:om that moment on, but clung

to mother, turning her back upon me in supreme contempt

Moral— Mothers occasionally know more than their

daughters do.



A message came yesterday morning from Susan

Green to the effect that she had had a dreadful fall, and was

half killed. Mother wanted to set off at once to see her, but

I would not let her go, as she has one of her worst colds.

She then asked me to go in her place. I turned up my nose

at the bare thought, though I dare say it turns up enough

on its own account.

"Oh, mother!" I said, reproachfully, "that dirty old

woman!"

Mother made no answer, and I sat down at the piano,

and played a little. But I only played discords.

"Do you think it is my duty to run after such horrid

old women?" I asked mother, at last.

"I think, dear, you must make your own duties," she

said kindly. "I dare say that at your age I would have made

a great deal out ofmy personal repugnance to such a

woman as Susan, and very little out of her sufferings."
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I believe I am the most fastidious creature in the world.

Sick-rooms with their intolerable smells of camphor, and

vinegar and mustard, their gloom and their whines and

their groans, actually make me shudder. But was it not just

such fastidiousness that made Cha— no, I won't utter his

name— that made somebody weary ofmy possibilities?And

has that terrible lesson really done me no good?

No sooner had I written the above than I scrambled

into my cloak and bonnet, and flew, on the wings of holy

indignation, to Susan Green. Such wings fly fast, and got

me a little out of breath. I found her lying on that nice

white bed of hers, in a frilled cap and night-gown. It seems

she fell from her ladder in climbing to the dismal den

where she sleeps, and lay all night in great distress with

some serious internal injury. I found her groaning and

complaining in a fearful way.

"Are you in such pain?" I asked, as kindly as I could.

"It isn't the pain," she said, "it isn't the pain. It s the

waymy nice bed is going to wreck and ruin, and the starch

all getting out of my frills that I made with my own

hands. And the doctor s bill, and the medicines, oh, dear,

dear, dear!"

Just then the doctor came in. After examining her, he

said to a woman who seemed to have charge of her:

"Are you the nurse?"
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"Oh, no, I only stepped in to see what I could do

for her."

"Who is to be with her tonight, then?"

Nobody knew,

"I will send a nurse, then," he said. "But some one else

will be needed also," he added, looking at me.

"I will stay' I said. But my heart died within me.

The doctor took me aside.

"Her injuries are very serious," he said. "If she has any

friends, they ought to be sent for."

"You don t mean that she is going to die?" I asked.

"I fear she is. But not immediately." He took leave,

and I went back to the bedside. I saw there no longer a

snuffy, repulsive old woman, but a human being about to

make that mysterious journey to a far country whence

there is no return. Oh, how I wished mother were there!

"Susan," I said, "have you any relatives?"

"No, I haven t," she answered sharply. "And if I had

they needn't come prowling around me. I don t want no

relations about my body"

"Would you like to see Dr. Cabot?"

"What would I want of Dr. Cabot? Don't tease, child."

Considering the deference with which she had here-

tofore treated me, this was quite a new order of things.

I sat down and tried to pray for her, silently, in my

heart. Who was to go with her on that long journey, and

where was it to end?
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The woman who had been caring for her now went

away, and it was growing dark. I sat still listening to my

own heart, which beat till it half choked me.

"What were you and the doctor whispering about?"

she suddenly burst out.

"He asked me, for one thing, ifyou had any friends

that could be sent for."

"iVe been my own best friend," she returned. "Who'd

have raked and scraped and hoarded and counted for Su-

san Green if I hadn't ha' done it? I've got enough to make

me comfortable as long as I live, and when I lie on my

dying bed,"

"But you can't carry it with you," I said. This highly

original remark was all I had courage to utter.

"I wish I could," she cried. "I suppose you think I talk

awful. They say you are getting most to be as much of a

saint as your ma. It's born in some, and in some it ain't. Do

get a light. It's lonesome here in the dark, and cold."

I was thankful enough to enliven the dark room with

light and fire. But I saw now that the thin, yellow, hard face

had changed sadly. She fixed her two little black eyes on

me, evidently startled by the expression ofmy face.

"Look here, child, I ain't hurt to speak of, am I?"

"The doctor says you are hurt seriously"

My tone must have said more than my words did, for

she caught me by the wrist and held me fast.

"He didn't say nothing about my— about its being
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dangerous? I am t dangerous, am I?"

I felt ready to sink.

"Oh, Susan!" I gasped out; "you haven t any time to

lose. You're going, you re going!"

"Going!" she cried; "going where? You don t mxean to

say Fm a-dying? Why, it beats all my calculations. I was

going to live ever so many years, and save up ever so much

money, and then, when my time come, I was going to put

on my best frilly night-gown and night-cap, and lay my

head on my handsome pillow, and draw the clothes up

over me, neat and tidy, and die decent. But here s my bed all

in a toss, and my frills all in a crumple, and my room all

upside down, and bottles ofmedicine setting around along-

side ofmy vases, and nobody here but you, just a girl, and

nothing else!"

All this came out by jerks, as it were, and at intervals.

"Don t talk so!" I fairly screamed. "Pray, pray to God

to have mercy on you!"

She looked at me, bewildered, but yet as if the truth

had reached her at last.

"Pray yourself!" she said, eagerly. "I don t know how.

I can't think. Oh, my times come! my times come! And I

ain't ready! I ain't ready! Get down on your knees and pray

with all your might."

And I did; she holding my wrist tightly in her hard

hand. All at once I felt her hold relax. After that the next

thing I knew I was lying on the floor, and somebody was
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dashing water in my face.

It was the nurse. She had come at last, and found me

by the side of the bed, where I had fallen, and had been

trying to revive me ever since. I started up and looked

about me. The nurse was closing Susans eyes in a profes-

sional way, and performing other little services of the sort.

The room wore an air of perfect desolation. The clothes

Susan had on when she fell lay in a forlorn heap on a

chair; her shoes and stockings were thrown hither and

thither; the mahogany bureau, in which she had taken so

much pride, was covered with vials, to make room for

which some prett)^ trifles had been hastily thrust aside. I

remembered what I had once said to Mrs. Cabot about hav-

ing tasteful things about me, with a sort of shudder. What a

mockery they are in the awful presence of death!

Mother met me with open arms when I reached

home. She was much shocked at what I had to tell, and at

my having encountered such a scene alone. I would have

felt myself quite a heroine under her caresses if I had not

been overcome with bitter regret that I had not, with firm-

ness and dignity, turned poor Susans last thoughts to her

Saviour. Oh, how could I, through miserable cowardice, let

those precious moments slip by!

I have learned one thing by yesterday s experience

that is worth knowing. It is this: duty looks more repulsive

at a distance than when fairly faced and met. Of course I
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have read the lines,

Nor know we anything so fair

As is the smile upon Thyface;

but I seem to be one of the stupid sort, who never appre-

hend a thing till they experience it. Now however, I have

seen the smile, and find it so "fair," that I shall gladly plod

through many a hardship and trial to meet it again.

Poor Susan! Perhaps God heard my eager prayer

for Susans soul, and revealed Himself to her at the very

last moment.

Such a strange thing has happened! Susan Green left

a will, bequeathing her precious savings to whoever ofiered

the last prayer in her hearing! I do not want, I never could

touch a penny of that hardly-earned store; and if I did, no

earthly motive would tempt me to tell a human being, that

it was offered by me, an inexperienced trembling girl,

driven to it by mere desperation! So it has gone to Dr.

Cabot, who will be delighted to have it to give to poor

people, who really besiege him. The last time he called to

see her he talked and prayed with her, and says she seemed

pleased and grateftil, and promised to be more regular at

church, \^^ch she had been, ever since.

I feel all out of sorts. Mother says it is due to the strain

I went through at Susans dying bed. She wants me to go to



96 / Elizabeth Prentiss

visit my aunt Mary, who is always urging me to come. But

I do not like to leave my little Sunday School students, nor

to give mother the occasion to deny herself in order to

meet the expense of such a long journey. Besides, I would

have to have some new dresses, a new bonnet, and lots of

things.

Today Dr. Cabot has sent me some directions for

which I have been begging him a long time. Lest I should

wear out this precious letter by reading it over, I will copy

it here. After alluding to my complaint that I still "saw men

as trees walking," (Mark 8:24) he says:

"Yet he who first uttered this complaint had had his

eyes opened by the Son ofGod, and so haveyou. Now He
never leaves His work incomplete, and He will gradually

lead you into clear and open vision, ifyou will allow

Him to do it. I say gradually because I believe this to be

His usual method, while I do not deny that there are

cases where light suddenly bursts in like a flood. To re-

turn to the blind man. When Jesus found that his cure

was not complete. Heput His hands again upon his eyes,

and made him look up; and he was restored, and saw ev-

ery man clearly Now this must be doneforyou; and in

order to have it doneyou mustgo to Christ Himself, not

to one ofHis servants. Make your complaint, tell Him

how obscure everything still looks to you, and beg Him

to complete your cure. He may see fit to test your faith

and patience by delaying this completion; but mean-

whileyou are safe in His presence, and while led by His

hand. He will excuse the mistakes you make, and pity

your falls. But you will imagine that it is best that He
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should at once enableyou to see clearly. If it is, you may

be sure He will do it. He never makes mistakes. But He

often dealsfar differently with His disciples. He lets them

grope their way in the dark until they fully learn how

blind they are, how helpless, how absolutely in need

ofHim.

"What His methods will be withyou I cannotfore-

tell. Butyou may be sure that He never works in an ar-

bitrary way. He has a reasonfor everythingHe does. You

may not understand why He leadsyou now in this way

and now in that, but you may, nay, you must believe

thatperfection is stamped on His every act.

"/am afraid thatyou are in danger offalling into an

error only too common amongyoung Christians. You ac-

knowledge that there has been enmity towards God in

your secret soul, and that one of the first steps towards

peace is to become reconciled to Him and to haveyour

sinsforgivenfor Chrisfs sake. This done,you settle down

with the feeling that the great work of life is done, and

thatyour salvation is sure. Or, ifnot sure, thatyour whole

business is to studyyour own case to see whetheryou get

beyond this point. They spend their whole time in ask-

ing the question:

" 'Do I love the Lord or no?

Am I His or am I not?'

"I begyou, my dear child, ifyou are doing this aim-

less, useless work, to stop short at once. Life is too precious

to spend in a tread-mill. Having been pardoned byyour

God and Saviour, the next thingyou have to do is to

showyour gratitudefor this infinitefavor by consecrat-

ingyourself entirely to Him, body, soul, and spirit. This

is the leastyou can do. He has boughtyou with a price.
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and you are no longer your own. 'But*you may reply,

'this is contrary to my nature. I love my own way I de-

sire ease andpleasure; I desire to go to heaven, hut I want

to be carried thither on a bed offlowers. Can I not give

myselfsofar to God as tofeel a sweet sense ofpeace with

Him, and be sure offinal salvation, andyet, to a certain

extent, indulge and gratify myself? If I give myself en-

tirely away to Him, and lose all ownership in myself. He

may deny me many things Igreatly desire. He may make

my life hard and wearisome, depriving me of all that

now makes it agreeable.' But, I reply, this is no matter of

parley and discussion; it is not optional with God's chil-

dren whether they willpay Him apart ofthe price they

owe Him, and keep back the rest. He asks, and He has a

right to ask, for allyou have and allyou are. And ifyou

shrink from what is involved in such a surrender, you

shouldfly to Him at once and never rest till He has con-

quered this secret disinclination to give to Him asfreely

and asfully as He has given toyou. It is true that such an

act ofconsecration onyourpart may involve no littlefu-

ture discipline and correction. As soon asyou become the

Lord's byyour own deliberate and conscious act. He will

begin thatprocess ofsanctification which is to makeyou

holy as He is holy, perfect as He is perfect. He becomes at

once your Physician as well as you dearest and best

Friend, but He will use no painful remedy that can be

avoided. Remember that it is His will thatyou should be

sanctified, and that the work ofmakingyou holy is His,

notyours. At the same timeyou are not to sit withfolded

hands, waitingfor this blessing. You are to avoid laying

hindrances in His way, andyou are to exercise faith in

Him asjust as able andjust as willing to giveyou sanc-

tification as He was to giveyou redemption. And now if
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you ask howyou may know thatyou have truly conse-

cratedyourself to Hiniy I reply observe every indication

ofHis will concerningyoUy no matter how trivial and see

whetheryou at once close in with that will Lay down

this principle as a law— God does nothing arbitrary If

He takes awayyour healthy for instance, it is because He

has some reason for doing so; and this is true of every

thingyou value; and ifyou have realfaith in Him you
will not insist on knowing this reason. Ifyoufind, in the

course of daily events, thatyour self-consecration was

notperfect— that is, thatyour will revolts at His will—
do not be discouraged, butfly toyour Saviour and stay

in Hispresence tillyou obtain the spirit in which He cried

in His hour ofanguish 'Father, if Thou be willing, remove

this cupfrom me: nevertheless, not my will but Thine be

done' (Luke 22:42). Every timeyou do this it will be easier

to do it; every such consent to suffer will bring you

nearer and nearer to Him; and in this nearness to Him
you willfind such peace, such blessed, sweetpeace, as will

makeyour life infinitely happy, no matter what may be

its mere outside conditions. Just think, my dear Katy, of

the honor and thejoy ofhavingyour will one with the

Divine will, and so becoming changed into Christ's im-

agefrom glory to glory!

"But I cannot say, in a letter, the tenth part ofwhat

I want to say Listen to my sermonsfrom week to week,

and glean from them all the instruction you can, re-

membering that they arepreached toyou.

"In reading the Bible I advise you to choose de-

tached passages, or even one verse a day, rather than a

whole chapter Study every word, ponder andpray over it

tillyou have gotten out ofit all the truth it contains.
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"As to the other devotional readings it is better to

settle down on a few favorite authors, and read their

works over and over and over untilyou have digested

their thoughts and made themyour own.

''It has been said 'that a fixed, inflexible will is a

great assistance in a holy life!

"You can will to choose for your associates those

who are most devout and holy.

"You can will to read hooks that will stimulateyou

in your Christian life, rather than those that merely

amuse.

"You can will to use every means of grace ap-

pointed by God.

"You can will to prefer a religion ofprinciple to one

ofmere feeling; in other words, to obey the will ofGod

when no comfortableglow ofemotion accompaniesyour

obedience.

"You cannot will to possess the spirit ofChrist; that

must come as His gift; butyou can choose to study His

life, and to imitate it. This will infallibly lead to such self-

denying work as visiting thepoor, nursing the sick, giving

of your time and money to the needy, and

the like.

"If the thought ofsuch self-denial is repugnant to

you, remember that it is enoughfor the disciple to be as

his Lord. And let me assureyou that as you penetrate

the labyrinth of life in pursuit ofChristian duty,you will

often be surprised and charmed by meetingyour Master

Himselfamidst its windings and turnings, and receive

His soul-inspiring smile. Or, I should rather say,you will

always meet Him whereveryou go!'
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I have read this letter again and again. It has taken

such hold ofme that I can think of nothing else. The idea

of seeking holiness had never so much as crossed my

mind. And even now it seems like presumption for such a

one as I to utter so sacred a word. And I shrink from com-

mitting myself to such a pursuit, lest after a time I should

fall back into the old routine. And I have an undefined,

wicked dread ofbeing singular, as well as a certain terror of

self-denial and loss of all liberty. But no choice seems left to

me. Now that my duty has been clearly pointed out to

me, I do not stand where I did before. And I feel, mingled

with my indolence and love of ease and pleasure, some

drawings towards a higher and better life. There is one

thing I can do, and that is to pray that Jesus would do for

me what He did for the blind man— put His hands yet

again upon my eyes and make me to see clearly. And I will.

Yes, I have prayed, and He has heard me. I see that I

have no right to live for myself, and that I must live for

Him. I have given myselfto Him as I never did before, and

have entered, as it were, a new world. I was very happy

when I first began to believe in His love for me, and that

He had redeemed me. But this new happiness is deeper; it

involves something higher than getting to heaven at last,

which has hitherto, been my great aim.
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The more I pray, and the more I read the Bible, the

more I feel my ignorance. And the more earnestly I desire

holiness, the more utterly unholy I see myself to be. But I

have pledged myself to the Lord, and I must pay my vows,

cost what it may.

I have begun to read Taylor's"Holy Living and Dying."^

A month ago I would have found it a tedious, drybook. But

I am now reading it with a sort ofeagerness, like one seeking

after hidden treasure. Mother, observing what I was doing,

advised me not to read it straight through, but to mingle a

passage now and then with some chapters from other books.

She suggested my beginning with Baxter's "The Saints

Everlasting Rest,"^ and ofthat I have read everyword. I shall

read it over as Dr. Cabot advised till I have fully caugh its

spirit. Even this one reading had taken awaymy lingering

fear ofdeath, and made heaven wonderfully attractive. I

never mean to read worldlybooks again, andmymusic and

my drawing I have given up forever.



Mother asked me last evening to sing and play to her.

I was embarrassed to know how to excuse myselfwithout

telling her my real reason for declining. But somehow she

got it out ofme.

"One need not be fanatical in order to be religious,"

she said.

"Is it fanatical to give up all for God?" I asked.

"What is it to give up all?" she asked, in reply.

"Why, to deny one s self every gratification and in-

dulgence in order to mortify one s natural inclinations, and

to live entirely for Him."

"God is then a hard Master, who allows His children

no liberty' she replied. "Now let us see where this theory

will lead you. In the first place you must shut your eyes to

all the beautiful things He has made. You must shut your

heart against all sweet human affections. You have a body, it

is true, and it may revolt at such bondage
—

"

"We are told to keep under the body' I interrupted.

"Oh, mother, don t hinder me! You know that my love for

music is a. passion and that it is my snare and temptation.
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And how can I spend my whole time in reading the Bible

and praying, if I go on with my drawing? It may do for

other people to serve both God and Mammon, but not for

me. I must belong wholly to the world or wholly to Christ."

Mother said no more, and I went on with my reading.

But somehow my book seemed to have lost its flavor. Be-

sides, it was time to retire for my evening devotions, wdiich

I never put offnow till the last thing at night, as I used to

do. When I came down, mother was lying on the sofa, by

which I knew she was not well. I felt troubled that I had

refused to sing to her. Think of the money she had spent on

that part ofmy education! I went to her and kissed her

with a pang of terror. What if she were going to be very

sick, and die?

"It is nothing, darling," she said, "nothing at all. I am

tired, and felt a little faint."

I looked at her anxiously, and the bare thought that

she might die and leave me alone was so terrible that I

could hardly help crying out. And I saw, as by a flash of

lighting, that ifGod took her firom me, I could not, would

not say: "Thy will be done".

But she was better after taking a few drops oflaven-

der^°, and what color she has came back to her dear, sweet

face.

Dr. Cabot s letter has lost all its power over me.A stone

has more feeling than I do. I don t love to pray. I am sick

and tired of this dreadful struggle after holiness; good

books are all alike, flat and meaningless. But I must have
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something to absorb and carry me away, and I have come

back to my music and my drawing with new zest. Mother

was right in warning me against giving them up. Maria

Kelley is teaching me to paint in oil-colors, and says I

have a natural gift for it.

c-twi:^ /^

Mother asked me to go to church with her last

evening, and I said I did not want to go. She looked sur-

prised and troubled.

"Are you not feeling well, dear?" she asked.

"I don't know. Yes. I suppose I am. But I could not be

still at church five minutes. I am so nervous that I feel as if

I could fly."

"I see how it is," she said; "you have forgotten that

body of yours, ofwhich I reminded you, and have been

trying to live as if you were all soul and spirit. You have

been straining every nerve to acquire perfection, whereas

this is God's gift, and one that He is willing to give you,

fully and freely."

"I have finished seeking for that or anything else that

is good," I said, despondently. "And so I have gone back to

my music and everything else."

"Here is just the rock upon which you split," she re-

turned. "You speak of going away from God. Yet you rush

from one extreme to another. The only true way to live in

this world, constituted just as we are, is to make all our

employments serve the one great end and aim of our

existence, namely, to glorify God and to enjoy Him forever.



106 / Elizabeth Prentiss

But in order to do this we must be wise task-masters, and

not require of ourselves what we cannot possibly perform.

Recreation we must have. Otherwise the strings ofour soul,

wound up to an unnatural tension, will break."

"Oh, I do wish," I cried, "that God had given us plain

rules, about which we could make no mistake!"

"I think His rules are plain," she replied. "And some

liberty of action He must leave us, or we would become

mere machines. I think that those who love Him, and wait

upon Him day by day, learn His will almost imperceptibly,

and need not go astray"

"But, mother, music and drawing are sharp edged

tools in such hands as mine. I cannot be moderate in my
use of them. And the more I delight in them, the less I de-

light in God."

"Yes, this is human nature. But God s divine nature

will supplant it, ifwe only consent to let Him work in us of

His own good pleasure."

After all, mother has come off conqueror, and here I

am at Aunty's. After our quiet, plain little home, in our

quiet little town, this seems like a new world. The house is

large, but it is full as it can hold. Aunty has six children of

her own, and has adopted two. She says she always meant

to imitate the old woman who lived in a shoe. She re-

minds me of mother, and yet she is very different; full of

fun and energy; flying about the house as on wings, with a

kind, bright word for everybody. All her household affairs
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go on like clock-work; the children are always nicely

dressed; nobody ever seems out ofhumor; nobody is ever

sick. Aunty is the central object around which everybody

revolves; you can't forget her a moment, for she is always

doing something for you, and then her unflagging good

humor and cheerfulness keep you good-humored and

cheerful. I don t wonder that Uncle Alfred loves her so.

I hope I shall have just such a home. I mean this is the

sort ofhome I would like if I ever married, which I never

intend to do. I would like to be just such a bright, loving

wife as Aunty is; to have my husband lean on me as Uncle

leans on her; to have just as many children, and to train

them as wisely and kindly as she does hers. Then, indeed, I

would feel that I had not been born, in vain, but had a high

and sacred mission on earth. But as it is, I must just pick up

what scraps ofusefulness I can, and let the rest go.

Aunty says I sit writing and reading and thinking too

much, and wants me to go out more. I tell her I don t feel

strong enough to go out much. She says that is aU nonsense,

and drags me out. I get tired, and hungry, and sleep like a

baby a month old. I see now mother s wisdom and kindness

in making me leave home when I did. I had veered about

from point to point till I was nearly ill. Now Aunty keeps

me healthy by making me go out, and dear Dr. Cabot s

precious letter can work a true and not a morbid work in

my soul. I am very happy. I have delightful talks with

Aunty, who sets me right at this point and at that; and it
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is beautiful to watch her home-life and to see with what

sweet unconsciousness she carries her religion into every

detail of life. I am sure it must do me good to be here; and

yet, if I am growing better, how slowly, how slowly, it is!

Somebody has said that "our course heavenward is like the

plan of the zealous pilgrims of old, who for every three

steps forward, took one backward."

Aunty s baby, my dear father s name-sake, and hith-

erto the merriest little fellow I ever saw, was taken sick last

night, very suddenly. She sent for the doctor at once, who

would not say positively what was the matter, but this

morning pronounced it to be scarlet fever. The three

youngest have all come down with it today. If they were my

children, I would be in a perfect worry and flurry. Indeed,

I am as it is. But Aunty is as bright and cheerful as ever. She

flies from one sick child to another, and keeps up their

spirits with her own gayety. I am mortified to find that at

such a time as this I can think of myself, and that I find it

irksome to be shut up in sick-rooms, instead of walking,

driving, visiting and the like. But, as Dr. Cabot says, I can

now choose to imitate my Master, who spent His whole life

in doing good, and I do hope, too, to be ofsome littie use

to Aunty, after her kindness to me.

^^^^^ /

The doctor says the children are doing as well as

could be expected. He made a short visit this morning, as
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it is Sunday. If I had ever seen him before I would say I

had some unpleasant association with him. I wonder why

Aunty employs such a great clumsy man. But she says he is

very good, and very skillful. I wish I did not take such vio-

lent likes and dislikes to people. I want my religion to

change me in every respect.

Oh, I know now! This is the very man who was so

rude at Sunday-school, and afterwards made such a nice

address to the children. Well he may know how to speak in

public, but I am sure he doesn t in private. I never knew a

man so shut-up within himself

I have my hands as ftiU as they can hold. The chil-

dren have gotten so fond ofme, and one or the other is in

my lap nearly all the time. I sing to them, tell them sto-

ries, build block-houses, and relieve Aunty all I can. Dull

and poky as the doctor is, I am not afraid of him, for he

never notices anything I say or do, so while he is holding

solemn consultations with Aunty in one corner, I can sing

and talk all sorts of nonsense to my littie pets in mine.

What fearftil black eyes he has, and what masses ofblack

hair!

This busy life quite suits me, now I have gotten used

to it. And it sweetens every bit ofwork to think that I am

doing it in humble, far-off, yet real imitation of Jesus. I am

indeed really and truly happy.
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It is now two weeks since little Raymond was taken

sick, and I have just lived in the nursery all the time,

though Aunty has tried to make me go out. Little Emma

was taken down today, though she has been kept on the

third floor all the time. I feel dreadful myself. But this hard,

cold doctor ofAunty s is so taken up with the children that

he never so much as looks at me. I have been in a perfect

shiver all day, but these merciless little folks call for stories

as eagerly as ever. Well, let me be a comfort to them if I

can! I hate selfishness more and more, and am shocked too

see how selfish I have been.

^^c^ /J'

I was in a burning fever all night, and my head ached,

and my throat was and is very sore. If I knew I was going

to die I would bum up this journal first. I would not have

any one see it for the world.

Dr. Elliott asked me on Sunday morning a week ago

if I still felt well. For an answer I behaved like a goose, and

burst out crying. Aunty looked more anxious than I have

seen her look yet, and reproached herself for having al-

lowed me to be with the children. She took me by one el-

bow, and the doctor by the other, and they marched me off

to my own room, where I was put through the usual rou-

tine on such occasions, and then ordered to bed. I fell

asleep immediately and slept all day. The doctor came to

\



Stepping Heavenward / 111

see me in the evening, and made me a short, stiff little visit,

gave me a powder, and said he thought I would soon be

better

I had two such visits from him the next day, when I

began to feel quite like myself again, and in spite of his

grave, stiff demeanor, could not help letting my good spir-

its run away with me in a style that evidently shocked him.

He says persons nursing in the midst of scarlet fever often

have such little attacks as mine; indeed every one of the

servants have had a touch of sore throat and headache.

This morning, just as the doctor shuffled in on his big

feet, it came over me how ridiculously I must have looked

the day I was taken sick, being walked off between Aunty

and himself, crying like a baby. I burst out laughing, and

no consideration I could make to myselfwould stop me. I

pinched myself, asked myselfhow I would feel if one of

the children should die, and used other kindred devices all

to no purpose. At last the doctor, gravity personified as he

is, joined in, though not knowing in the least what he was

laughing at. Then he said, "After this, I suppose, I shall have

to pronounce you fully well."

"Oh, no!" I cried. "I am very sick indeed."

"This looks like it, to be sure!" said Aunty.

"I suppose this will be your last visit. Dr. Elliott," I

went on, "and I am glad of it. After the way I behaved the

day I was taken sick, I have been ashamed to look you in

the face. But I really felt dreadfully ill at that time."
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He made no answer whatever. I don t suppose he

would speak a little flattering word by way of putting one

in good humor with one s self for the whole world!

>^^^ /-

We are all as healthy as ever, but the doctor keeps

some of the children still confined to the house for fear of

bad consequences following the fever. He visits them twice

a day for the same reason, or at least under that pretense,

but I really believe he comes because he has gotten the

habit of coming, and because he admires Aunty so much.

She has a real affection for him, and is continually asking

me if I don t like this and that quality in him which I can't

see at all. We have begun to drive outside again. The

weather is very warm, but I feel perfectly fine.

After the children's dinner today I took care of them

while their nurse got hers and Aunty went to lie down, as

she is all tired out. We were all full of life and fun, and

some of the little ones wanted me to play a play of their

own invention, which was to lie down on the floor, cover

my face with a handkerchief, and make believe I was dead.

They were to gather about me, and I was suddenly to come

to life and jump up and try to catch them as they all ran

scampering and screaming about. We had played in this

interesting way for some time, and my hair, which I keep

in nice order nowadays, was pulled down and flying every
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way, when in marched the doctor. I started up and came to

life quickly enough when I heard his step, looking red and

angry, no doubt.

"I should think you might have knocked. Dr. Elliott,"

I said, with much displeasure.

"I ask your pardon; I knocked several times," he re-

turned. "I need hardly ask how my little patients are."

"No," I replied, still ruffled, and making desperate ef-

forts to get my hair into some sort of order. "They are as

healthy as possible."

"I came earlier than usual today," he went on, "be-

cause I am called to visit my uncle. Dr. Cabot, who is in a

very critical state of health."

"Dr. Cabot!" I repeated, bursting into tears.

"Compose yourself^' he entreated; "I hope that I may

be able to relieve him. At all events
—

"

"At all events, if you let him die it will break my
heart," I cried passionately."Don t wait another moment; go

this instant."

"I cannot go this instant," he replied. "The boat does

not leave until four o'clock. And if I may be allowed, as a

physician, to say one word, that my brief acquaintance

hardly justifies, I do wish to warn you that unless you ac-

quire more self-control
—

"

"Oh, I know that I have a quick temper, and that I

spoke very rudely to you just now," I interrupted, not a

little startled by the seriousness of his manner.

"I did not refer to your temper," he said. "I meant

your whole passionate nature. Your vehement loves and
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hates, your ecstasies and your despondencies; your disposi-

tion to throw yourself headlong into whatever interests

you."

I would rather have too little self-control," I retorted,

resentfully, "than to be as cold as a stone, and as hard as a

rock, and as silent as the grave, like some people I know."

His countenance fell; he looked disappointed, even

pained.

"I shall probably see your mother." he said, turning to

go; "your aunt wishes me to call on her; have you any

message?"

"No," I said

Anothei pained, disappointed look made me begin to

compose myself. I was sorry, oh! so sorry, for my anger and

rudeness. I ran after him, into the hall, my eyes full of

tears, holding out both hands, which he took in both his.

"Don t go until you have forgiven me for being so an-

gry!" I cried. "Indeed, Dr. Elliott, though you may not be

able to believe it, I am trying to do right all the time!"

"I do believe it," he said earnestly.

"Then tell me that you forgive me!"

"If I once begin, I shall be tempted to tell something

else," he said, looking me through and through with those

great dusky eyes. "And I will tell it," he went on, his grasp

on my hands growing firmer— "It is easy to forgive when

one loves." I pulled my hands away, and burst out crying

again.

"Oh, Dr. Elliot, this is dreadful!" I said. "You do not,

you cannot love me! You are so much older than I am! So
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grave and silent! You are not in earnest!"

"I am only too much so," he said, and went qui-

etly out.

I went back to the nursery. The children rushed upon

me, and insisted that I should "play die". I let them pull

me about as they pleased. I only wished I could play it

in earnest.
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Mother writes me that Dr. Cabot is out of danger, Dr.

Elliott having thrown new light on his case, and performed

some sort of an operation that relieved him at once. I am

going home. Nothing would tempt me to encounter those

black eyes again. Besides, the weather is growing warm, and

Aunty is getting ready to go out oftown with the children.

Aunty insisted on knowing why I was hurrying home

so suddenly, and at last got it out ofme inch by inch. On

the whole it was a relief to have some one to speak to.

"Well!" she said, and leaned back in her chair in a fit

ofmusing.

"Is that all you are going to say. Aunty?" I ventured to

ask at last.

"No, I have one more remark to add," she said, "and it

is this: I dorft know which ofyou has behaved most ridicu-

lously. It would relieve me to give you each a good shaking."
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"I think Dr. Elliott has behaved ridiculously," I said,

"and he has made me most unhappy:"

"Unhappy!" she repeated."! dont wonder you are un-

happy. You have pained and wounded one of the noblest

men that walks the earth."

"It is not my fault. I never tried to make him like me."

"Yes, you did. You were perfectly bewitching when-

ever he came here. No mortal man could help being fas-

cinated."

I knew this was not true, and bitterly resented Aunty s

injustice.

"If I wanted to 'fascinate* or ^bewitch' a man," I cried,

"I would not choose one old enough to be my father, nor

one who was as uninteresting, awkward and stiff as Dr.

Elliott. Besides, how could I know he was not married? If I

thought anything about it at all, I certainly thought ofhim

as a middle-aged man, settled down with a wife, long ago."

"In the first place he is not old, or even middle-aged.

He is not more than twenty-seven or eight. As to his being

uninteresting, perhaps he is to you, who don t know him.

And if he were a married man, what business had he to

come here to see you, as he has done?"

"I did not know he came to see me; he never spoke

to me. And I always said I would never marry a doctor."

"We all say scores of things we live to repent," she re-

plied. "But I must admit that the doctor acted quite out of

character when he expected you to take a fancy to him on

such short notice, you romantic little thing. Of course

knowing him as little as you do, and only seeing him in
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sick-rooms, you could not have done otherwise than as

you did."

"Thank you, Aunty* I said, running and throwing my

arms around her; "thank you with all my heart. And now

won t you take back what you said about my trying to fas-

cinate him?"

"I suppose I must, you dear child," she said. "I was not

half in earnest. The truth is I am so fond ofyou both that

the idea ofyour misunderstanding each other annoys me

extremely. Why, you were made for each other. He would

tone you down and keep you straight, and you would

stimulate him and keep him awake."

• "I don t want to be toned down or kept straight," I re-

monstrated. "I hate fiiddy-duddys who keep their wives in

leading-strings.^^ I do not intend to marry anyone, but if I

should be left to such a piece of folly, it must be to one

vsdio will take me for better for worse, just as I am, and not

as a wild plant for him to prune till he has got it into a

shape to suit him. And now. Aunty, promise me one thing.

Never mention Dr. Elliott s name to me again."

"I shall make no such promise," she replied, laughing.

"I like him, and I like to talk about him, and the more you

hate and despise him the more I shall love and admire

him. I only wish my Lucy were old enough to be his wife,

and that he could fancy her; but he never could!"

"On the contrary I would think that little model of

propriety would just suit him," I exclaimed.

"Don t make fun of Lucy," Aunty said, shaking her

head. "She is a dear, good child, after aU."
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"After air means this (for what with my own obser-

vation, and what Aunty has told me, Lucys portrait is easy

to paint): The child is the daughter of a man who died

from a lingering illness caused by an accident. She entered

the family at a most inauspicious moment, two days after

this accident. From the outset she comprehended the situ-

ation, and took the ground that a character of irreproach-

able dignity and propriety became an infant coming at

such a time. She never cried, never put improper objects

into her mouth, never bumped her head, or scratched her-

self. Once put to bed at night, you knew nothing more of

her till such time next day as you found it convenient to

attend her. If you forgot her existence, as was not seldom

the case under the circumstances, she vegetated on, un-

moved. It is possible that pangs of hunger sometimes as-

sailed her, and it is a fact that she teethed, had the measles

and the whooping-cough. But these minute ripples on her

infant life only showed the more clearly what a wave-less,

placid littie sea it was. She got her teeth in the order laid

down in "Dewees on Children V^ her measles came out on

the appointed day like well-behaved measles should. Her

whooping-cough had a well-bred, methodical air, and left

her conqueror of the field. As the child passed out of her

babyhood, she remained still her mother s appendage and

glory; a monument of pure white marble, displaying to the

human race one instance at least of perfect parental train-

ing. Those smooth, round hands were always magically

clean; the dress immaculate and uncrumpled; the hair du-

tiftilly shining and tidy. She was a model child, as she had
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been a model baby. No slamming of doors, no litter of car-

pets, no pattering of noisy feet on the stairs, no headless

dolls, no soiled or torn books indicated her presence. Her

dolls were subject to a methodical ttaining, not unlike her

own. They rose, they were dressed, they took the air, they

retired for the night, with clock-like regularity. At the ad-

vanced age of eight, she ceased occupying herselfwith such

trifles, and began a course of instructive reading. Her les-

sons were received in mute submission, like medicine; so

many doses, so many times a day.An agreeable interlude of

needlework was afforded, and Dorcas-like^\ many were the

garments that resulted for the poor. Give her the very eyes

out of your head, cut off your right hand for her if you

choose, but don t expect a gush of enthusiasm that would

crumple your collar; she would as soon strangle herself as

run headlong to embrace you. If she has any passions or

emotions, they are kept under complete control; but who

asks for passion in blancmange^^, or seeks emotion in a

comfortable apple-pudding?

When her father had been dead a year, her mother

married a man with a large family of children and a very

small purse. Lucy had a hard time of it, especially as her

step-father, a quick, impulsive man, took a dislike to her.

Aunty had no difficulty in persuading them to give the

child to her. She took her from the purest motives, and it

does seem as if she ought to have more reward than she

gets. She declares, however, that she has all the reward she

could ask in the conviction that God accepts this attempt

to please Him.
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Lucy is now nearly fourteen; very large for her age,

with a dead white skin, pale blue eyes, and a little light

hair. To hear her talk is most edifying. Her babies are all

'*babes"; she never begins anything but "commences" it; she

never cries, she "weeps": never gets up in the morning, but

"rises." But why am I writing all this? Why, to escape my

own thoughts, which are anything but agreeable compan-

ions, and to put off answering the question which must be

answered, "Have I really made a mistake in refusing Dr.

Elliott? Could I not, in time, have come to love a man who

has so honored me?"

Here I am again, safely at home, and very pleasant it

seems to be with dear mother again. I have told her about

Dr. E. She says very little about it one way or the other.

Mother sees that I am restless and out of sorts. "What

is it, dear?" she asked, this morning. "Has Dr. Elliott any-

thing to do with the unsettled state you are in?"

"Why, no, mother," I answered. "My going away has

broken up all my habits; that's all. Still if I knew Dr. Elliott

did not care much, and was beginning to forget it, I dare say

I would feel better."

"Ifyou were perfectly sure that you never could re-

turn his affection," she said, "you were quite right in tell-

ing him so at once. But ifyou had any misgivings on the
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subject, it would have been better to wait, and to ask God to

direct you."

Yes, it would. But at the moment I had no misgivings.

In my usual headlong style I settled one of the most

weighty questions ofmy life, without reflection, without so

much as one silent appeal to God, to tell me how to act.

And now I have forever repelled, and thrown away a heart

that truly loved me. He will go his way and I shall go

mine. He never will know, what I am only just beginning

to know myself, that I yearn after his love with unutterable

yearning.

But I am not going to sit down in sentimental de-

spondency to weep over this irreparable past. No human

being could forgive such folly as mine; but God can. In my

sorrowftilness and loneliness I fly to Him, and find, what is

better than earthly felicity, the sweetest peace. He allowed

me to bring upon myself, in one hasty moment, a shadow

out ofwhich I shall not soon pass, but He pities and He

forgives me, and I have had many precious moments when

I could say sincerely and joyfully,"whom have I in heaven

but Thee, and there is none upon earth that I desire besides

Thee" (Psalm 73:25).

With a character still so undisciplined as mine, I seri-

ously doubt whether I could have made him happy who

has honored me with his unmerited affection. Sometimes I

think I am as impetuous and as quick-tempered as ever; I

get angry with dear mother, and even with James, if they

oppose me; how unfit, then, I am to become the mistress of
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a household and the wife of a good man! How he came to

love me? I cannot, cannot imagine!

The last day of the very happiest summer I ever spent

If I had only been willing to believe the testimony of oth-

ers I might have been just as happy long ago. But I

wanted to have all there was in God and all there was in

the world, at once, and there was a constant, painful

struggle between the two. I hope that struggle is now over.

I deliberately choose and prefer God. I have found a sweet

peace in trying to please Him such as I never conceived of

I would not change it for all the best things this world

can give.

But I have a great deal to learn. I am like a little child

who cannot nm to get what he wants, but approaches it

step by step, slowly, timidly— and yet approaches it. I am

amazed at the patience ofmy blessed Master and Teacher,

but how I love His school!

This, too, has been a delightful month in a certain

sense. Amelias marriage, at which I had to be present, upset

me a little, but it was but a little ruffle on a deep sea of

peace.

I saw Dr. Cabot today. He is quite healthy again, and

speaks of Dr. Elliott s skill with rapture. He asked about my
Sunday School students and my poor folks, etc., and I

could not help letting out a little of the new joy that has
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taken possession ofme.

"This is as it should be," he said. "I would be sorry to

see a person of your temperament enthusiastic in every-

thing except religion. Do not be discouraged ifyou still

have some ups and downs. "He that is down need fear no

fall"; but you are away up on the heights, and may have

one, now and then."

This made me a little uncomfortable. I dorft want any

falls. I want to go on to perfection!

Laura Cabot came to see me today, and seemed very

affectionate.

"I hope we may see more of each other than we have

done," she began. "My father wishes it, and so do I."

Katy [mentally]— "Ah! he sees how unworldly, how

devoted I am, and so wants Laura under my influence."

Katy [aloud]
—

"I am sure that is very kind."

Laura— "Not at all. He knows it will be profitable to

me to be with you. I get a good deal discouraged at times,

and want a friend to strengthen and help me."

Katy [to herself]— "Yes, yes, he thinks me quite expe-

rienced and trustworthy"

Katy [aloud]
—

"I shall never dare to try to help you."

Laura— "Oh, yes, you must. I am so far behind you

in Christian experience."

But I am ashamed to write down any more. After she

had gone I felt delightfiilly puffed up for a \^ilile. But wiien

I came up to my room this evening, and knelt down to
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pray, everything looked dark and chaotic. God seemed far

away, and I took no pleasure in speaking to Him. I felt sure

that I had done something or felt something wrong, and

asked Him to show me w^at it was. There then flashed into

my mind the remembrance of the vain, conceited thoughts

I had had during Lauras visit and ever since.

How perfectly contemptible! I have had a fall indeed!

I think now my first mistake was in telling Dr. Cabot

my secret, sacred joys, as ifsome merit ofmine had earned

them for me. That gave Satan a fine chance to triumph over

me! After this I am determined to maintain the utmost re-

serve in respect to my religious experiences. Nothing is

gained by running to tell them, and much is lost. I feel

depressed and comfortless.



We have very sad news from Aunty. She says my
Uncle is quite broken down with some obscure disease that

has been creeping imperceptibly along for months. All his

physicians agree that he must give up his business and try

the effect of a year's rest. Dr. Elliott proposes his going to

Europe, which seems to me about as formidable as going to

the next world. Aunty makes the best she can of it, but she

says the thought of being separated from Uncle a whole

year is dreadftil. I pray for her day and night, that this wild

project may be given up. Why, he would be on the ocean

ever so many weeks, exposed to all the discomforts of

narrow quarters and poor food, and that just as winter is

drawing near!

Aunty writes that the voyage to Europe has been de-

cided on, and that Dr. EUiott is to accompany Uncle, travel

with him, amuse him, and bring him home a healthy man.
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I hope Dr. E s power to amuse may exist somewhere, but

must admit it was in a most latent form when I had the

pleasure ofknowing him. Poor, Aunty! How much better it

would be for her to go with Uncle! There are all the chil-

dren, to be sure. Well, I hope Uncle may be the better for

this great undertaking, but I don t like the idea of it.

Another letter from Aunty, and new plans! The Dr. is

to stay home. Aunty is to go with Uncle, and we— mother

and myself— are to take possession ofthe house and chil-

dren during their absence! In other words, all this is to be

if we say amen. Could anything be more frightful? To

refuse would be selfish and cruel. Ifwe consent I thrust

myself under Dr. Elliott s very nose.

Mother is surprised that I can hesitate one instant.

She seems to have forgotten all about Dr. E. She says we can

easily find a family to take this house for a year, and that

she is delighted to do anything for Aunty that can be done.

Here we are, the whole thing settled. Uncle and Aunty

started a week ago, and we are monarchs of all we survey,

and this a great deal. I am determined that mother shall not

be worn out with these children although, of course, I
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could not manage them without her advice and help. It is

to be hoped they won t all have the measles in a body, or

anything of that sort; I am sure it would be very annoying

to Dr. E. to come here now.

Of course the baby must go on teething if only to

have the doctor sent for to lance his gums. I told mother I

was sure I could not be present when this was being done,

so, though she looked surprised, and said people should ac-

custom themselves to such things, she volunteered to hold

the baby herself

The baby was afraid of mother, not being used to her,

so she sent for me. As I entered the room she gave him to

me with an apology for doing so, since I shrank from wit-

nessing the operation. What must Dr. E. think I am made of

if I can't bear to see a child's gums lanced? However, its my

own fault that he thinks me such a coward, for I

made mother think me one. It was very embarrassing to

hold the baby and have the doctor's face so close to mine. I

really wonder mother could not see how awkwardly I am

situated here.

We have a good many visitors, friends of Uncle and

Aunty. How uninteresting most people are! They all say the
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same thing, namely, how strange that Aunt)'^ had courage to

undertake such a voyage, and to leave her children, etc.,

etc., etc., and what was Dr. Elliott thinking of to let them go,

etc., etc., etc.

Dr. Embury called today, with a pretty little fresh crea-

ture, his new wife, who hangs on his arm like a work-bag.

He is Dr. Elliott s intimate friend, and spoke of him very

warmly, and so did his wife, who says she has known him

always, as they were bom and brought up in the same vil-

lage. I wonder he did not marry her himself, instead of

leaving her for Dr. Embury!

She says he. Dr. Elliott, I mean, was the most devoted

son she ever saw, and that he deserves his present success

because he has made such sacrifices for his parents. I never

met any on whom I liked so well on so short acquain-

tance— I mean Mrs. Embury, though you might fancy, you

poor deluded journal you, that I meant somebody else.

I have so much to do that I have little time for writ-

ing. The way the children wear out their shoes and stock-

ings, the speed with which their hair grows, the way they

bump their heads and pinch their fingers, and the insa-

tiable demand for stories, is something next to miraculous.

Not a day passes that somebody doesn't need something

bought; that somebody else doesn t choke itself, and that I

don't have to tell stories till I feel my intellect reduced
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to the size of a pea. If ever I was alive and wide awake,

however, it is just now, and in spite of some vague shadows

of, I don t know what, I am very happy indeed. So is dear

mother. She and the doctor have become bosom friends. He

keeps her making beef-tea^^ scraping lint, and boiling

calves feet for jelly, till the house smells like a hospital.

I suppose he thinks me a poor, selfish, frivolous girl,

whom nothing would tempt to raise a finger for his inva-

lids. But, of course, I do not care what he thinks.

^.

Dr. Elliott came this morning to ask mother to go

with him to see a child who had met with a horrible acci-

dent. She turned pale, and pressed her lips together, but

went at once to get ready. Then my long-suppressed wrath

burst out.

"How can you ask poor mother to go and see such

sights?" I cried"You must think her nothing but a stone, ifyou

suppose that after the way in wdiichmy father died
—

"

"It was indeed most thoughtless of me," he inter-

rupted; **but your mother is such a rare woman, so decided

and self-controlled, yet so gentle, so ftiU of tender sympathy,

that I hardly know where to look for just the help I need

today. If you could see this poor child, even you would

justify me."

"Evenyou!" you monster of selfishness, heart of stone,

floating bubble, "evenyou would justify it!"
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How cruel, how unjust, how unforgiving he is!

I rushed out of the room, and cried until I was tired.

Mother says she feels really grateful to Dr. E. for tak-

ing her to see that child, and to help soothe and comfort it

while he went through with a severe, painful operation

which she would not describe, because she fancied I looked

pale. I said I would think the child's mother the most

proper person to soothe it on such an occasion.

"The poor thing has no mother," she said, reproach-

fully. "What has gotten into you, Kate? You do not seem at

all like yourself."

"I would think you had enough to do with this great

house to keep in order, so many mouths to fill, and so

many servants to oversee, without wearing yourself out

with nursing all Dr. Elliotts poor folks," I said, gloomily.

"The more I have to do the happier I am," she replied.

"Dear Katy, the old wound isn t healed yet, and I like to be

with those who have wounds and bruises of their own. And

Dr. Elliott seems to have surmised this by instinct."

I ran and kissed her dear, pale face, which grows

more beautiful every day. No wonder she misses father so!

He loved and honored her beyond description, and never

forgot one ofthose little courtesies wWch must have a great

deal to do with a wifes happiness. People said ofhim that

he was a gentleman of the old school, and that race is

dying out.I feel a good deal out of sorts myself Oh, I do so
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wish to get above myself and all my childish, petty

ways, and to live in a region where there is no temptation

and no sin!

I have been to see Mrs. Embury today. She did not

receive me as cordially as usual, and I very soon resolved

to come away. She detained me, however.

"Would you mind my speaking to you on a certain

subject?" she asked, with some embarrassment.

I felt myself flush up.

"I do not want to meddle with affairs that don't con-

cern me," she went on, "but Dr. Elliott and I have been in-

timate friends all our lives. And his disappointment has

really distressed me."

One of my moods came on, and I couldn't speak

a word.

"You are not at all the sort of a girl I supposed he

would fancyr she continued. "He always has said he was

waiting to find some one just like his mother, and she is

one of the gentlest, meekest, sweetest, and fairest among

women."

"You ought to rejoice then that he has escaped the

snare," I said, in a husky voice, "and is free to marry his

ideal, when he finds her."

"But that is just what troubles me. He is not free. He

does not attach himself readily, and I am afraid that it will

be a long, long time before he gets over this unfortunate

passion for you."
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"Passion!" I cried, contemptuously.

She looked at me with some surprise, and then

went on.

"Most girls would jump at the chance of getting such

a husband."

"I don t know that I particularly care to be classed

with *most girls,' " I replied, loftily.

"But if you only knew him as well as I do. He is so

noble, so disinterested, and is so beloved by his patients. I

could tell you scores of anecdotes about him that would

show just what he is."

"Thank you," I said, "I think we have discussed Dr.

Elliott quite enough already. I cannot say that he has el-

evated himself in my opinion by making you take up the

cudgels^^ in his defence."

"You do him injustice, when you say that," she cried.

"His sister, the only person to whom he confided the state

of things, begged me to find out, if I could, whether you

had any other attachment, and if her brother s case was

quite hopeless. But I am sorry I undertook the task as it has

annoyed you so much."

I came away a good deal rufQed. When I got home

mother said she was glad I had been out at last for a little

recreation, and that she wished I did not confine myselfso to

the children. I said that I did not confine myselfmore than

Aunty did.

"But that is different," mother objected. "She is their

own mother, and love helps her to bear her burden."



Stepping Heavenward / 135

"So it does me " I returned. "I love the children

exactly as if they were my own."

"That," she said, "is impossible."

"I certainly do," I persisted.

Mother would not dispute with me, though I wished

she would.

"A mother," she went on, "receives her children one at

a time, and gradually adjusts herself to gradually

increasing burdens. But you take a whole houseful upon

you at once, and I am sure it is too much for you. You do

not look or act like yourself*

"It isn't the children," I said.

"What is it, then?"

"Why, it's nothing," I said, pettishly.

"I must say, dear," said mother, not noticing my man-

ner, "that your wonderful devotion to the children, aside

from its effect on your health and temper, has given me

great delight."

"I don t see why' I said.

"Very few girls ofyour age would give up their whole

time as you do to such work."

"That is because very few girls are as fond of children

as I am. There is no virtue in doing exactly what one likes

best to do."

"There, go away, you contrary child," said mother,

laughing. "If you won't be praised, you won't."

So I came up here and moped a little. I don't see what

ails me.
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But there is an under-current of peace that is not en-

tirely disturbed by any outside events. In spite ofmy follies

and my shortcomings, I do believe that God loves and pit-

ies me, and will yet perfect that which concerns me. It is a

great mystery. But so is everything.

Dr. Elliott to Mrs. Crofton:

. . . "And now, my dear friend, having issued my usual

bulletin ofhealth, you mayfeel quite at ease aboutyour dear

children, and I come to a point in your letter which I would

gladly pass over in silence. But this would be but a poor re-

turn for the interestyou express in my affairs.

"Both ladies are devoted to your little flock, and Miss

Mortimer seems not to have a thought but for them. The

high opinion Iformed ofher at the outset is more than jus-

tified by all I see of her daily, household life. I know what

herfaults are, for she seems to take delight in revealing them.

But I also know her rare virtues, and what a wealth ofaffec-

tion she has to bestow on the man who is so happy as to

win her heart. But I shall never be that man. Her growing

aversion to me makes me dread a summons to your house,

and I have hardly manliness enough to conceal the pain this

gives me. I entreat you, therefore, never again to press this

subject upon me. After all, I would not, if I could, dispense

with the ministry of disappointment and unrest!*

Mrs. Crofton, in reply

—

. . . "So she hates you, does she? I am charmed to hear

it. Indifference would be an alarming symptom, but good,

cordial hatred, or what looks like it, is a most hopeful sign.

The next chance you get to see her alone, assure her that

you never shall repeatyourfirst offence. Ifnothing comes of

it I am not a woman, and never was one; nor is she!'
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The New Year and my birthday have come and gone,

and this is the first moment I could find for writing down

all that has happened.

The day after my last entry I was ftill of serious ear-

nest thoughts, ofnew desires to live, without one reserve,

for God. I was smarting under the remembrance ofmy

folly at Mrs. Emburys, and with a sense of vague disap-

pointment and discomfort, and had to fly closer than ever

to Him. In the evening I thought I would go to the usual

weekly service. It is true I don't like prayer-meetings, and

that is a bad sign, I am afi-aid. But I am determined to go

where good people go, and see if I can't learn to like what

they like.

Mother went with me, of course.

What was my surprise to find that Dr. E. was to pre-

side! I had no idea that he was that sort of a man.

The hymns they sang were beautiful, and did me

good. So was his prayer. If all prayers were like that, I am

sure I would like evening meetings as much as I now dis-

like them. He so evidently spoke to God in it, and as ifhe

were used to such speaking.

He then made a little address on the ministry of dis-

appointments, as he called it. He spoke so cheerftilly and

hopeftilly that I began to see almost for the first time God s

reason for the petty trials and crosses that help to make up

every day of one s life. He said there were few who were

not constantly disappointed with themselves, with their
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childishness and weakness; disappointed with their friends

who, strangely enough, were never quite perfect enough,

and disappointed with the world, which was always prom-

ising so much and giving so little. Then he urged to a wise

and patient consent to this discipline, which, if rightly used,

would help to temper and strengthen the soul against the

day of sorrow and bereavement. But I am not doing him

justice in this meager report; there was something almost

heavenly in his expression which words cannot describe.

Coming out I heard some one ask, "Who was that

young clergyman?" and the answer, "Oh, that is only a

doctor!"

Well! the next week I went again, with mother. We

had hardly taken our seats when Dr. E. marched in with

the sweetest looking little creature I ever saw. He was so

taken up with her that he did not observe either mother or

myself. As she sat by my side I could not see her full face,

but her profile was nearly perfect. Her eyes were of that

lovely blue one sees in violets and the skies, with long, soft

eyelashes, and her complexion was as pure as a baby s. Yet

she was not one ofyour doll beauties; her face expressed

both feeling and character. They sang together from the

same book, though I offered her a share ofmine. Ofcourse,

when people do that it can mean but one thing.

So it seems he has forgotten me, and consoled himself

with this pretty little thing. No doubt she is like his

mother, that "gentlest, meekest, sweetest and fairest among

women!"

Now if anybody should be sick, and he should come
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here, I thought, what would become of me? I certainly

could not help showing that a love that can so soon take up

with a new object could not have been a sentiment of

much depth.

It is not pleasant to lose even a portion of one s re-

spect and esteem for another.

The next day mother went to visit an old friend of

hers, who has a beautiful place outside of the city. The

baby s nurse had ironing to do, so I promised to sit in the

nursery till it was finished. Lucy came with her books, to sit

with me. She always follows me like my shadow. After a

while Mrs. Embury called. I hesitated a little about trusting

the child to Lucy s care, for though her prim ways have

given her the reputation ofbeing wise beyond her years, I

observe that she is apt to get into trouble which a quick-

witted child would either avoid or jump out of in a twin-

kling. However, children are often left to much younger

girls, so, with many cautions, I went down, resolving too

stay only a few moments.

But I wanted so much to know all about that pretty

little friend of Dr. E.'s that I let Mrs. Embury stay on and

on, though not a ray of light did I get for my pains. At last

I heard Lucys step coming downstairs.

"Cousin Katy' she said, entering the room with her

usual propriety, "I was seated by the window, engaged with

my studies, and the children were playing about, as usual,

when suddenly I heard a shriek, and one ofthem ran past

me, all in a blaze and
—

"

I believe I pushed her out of my way as I rushed
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upstairs, for I took it for granted I would meet the little fig-

ure all in a blaze, coming to meet me. But I found it

wrapped in a blanket, the flames extinguished. Meanwhile,

Mrs Embury had roused the whole house, and everybody

came running upstairs.

"Get the doctor, some of you, " I cried, clasping the

poor little writhing form in my arms.

And then I looked to see which of them it was and

found it was Aunty's pet lamb, everybody's pet lamb, our

little loving, gentle Emma.

Dr. Elliott must have come on wings, for I had not

time to be impatient for his arrival. He was as tender as a

woman with Emma; we cut off and tore off her clothes

wherever the fire had touched her, and he dressed the

bums with his own hands. He did not speak a word to me,

or I to him. This time he did not find it necessary to advise

me to control myself. I was as cold and hard as a stone.

But when poor little Emma's piercing shrieks began to

subside, and she came a little under the influence ofsome

soothing drops he had given her at the outset, I began to

feel that sensation in the back ofmy neck that leads to con-

quest over the most stubborn and the most heroic. I had

just time to get Emma into the doctor s arms, and then

down I went. I got over it in a minute, and was up again

before any one had time to come to the rescue. But Dr. E.

gave Emma to Mrs. Embury, who had taken off her things

and been crying all the time, and said in a low voice,

"I beg you will now leave the room, and lie down.

And do not feel obliged to see me when I visit the chfld.
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That annoyance, at least, you should spare yourself?'

"No, consideration shall make me neglect little

Emma," I replied, defiantly.

By this time Mrs. Embury had rocked her to sleep,

and she lay, pale and with an air of complete exhaustion, in

her arms.

"You must lie down now. Miss Mortimer," Dr. Elliott

said, as he rose to go. "I will return in a few hours to see

how you both do."

He stood looking at Emma, but did not go. Then Mrs.

Embury asked the question I had not dared to ask.

"Is the poor child in danger?"

"I cannot say: I trust not Miss Mortimer s presence of

mind in extinguishing the flames at once, has, I hope,

saved its life."

"It was not my presence of mind, it was Lucy's!" I

cried, eagerly. Oh, how I envied her for being the heroine,

and for the surprised, delighted smile with which he went

and took her hand, saying,"! congratulate you, Lucy! How

your mother will rejoice at this!"

I tried to think of nothing but poor little Emma, and

of the reward Aunty had had for her kindness to Lucy. But

I thought of myself, and how likely it was that under the

same circumstances I would have been beside myself, and

done nothing. This and many other emotions, made me

burst out crying.

"Yes, cry, cry, with all your heart," said Mrs. Embury,

laying Emma gently down, and coming to get me into her

arms. "It wiU do you good, poor child!"
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She cried with me, till at last I could lie down and try

to sleep.

Well, the days and the weeks were very long after that.

Dear mother had a hard time, what with her anxiety

about Emma, and my crossness and unreasonableness.

Dr. Elliott came and went, came and went. At last he

said all danger was over, and that our patient little darling

would get well. But his visits did not diminish; he came

twice and three times every day. Sometimes I hoped he

would teU us about his new flame, and sometimes I felt that

I could not hear her mentioned. One day mother was so

unhealthy that I had to help him dress Emmas burns, and

I could not help saying:

"Even a mothers gentlest touch, ftill of love as it is, is

almost rough when compared with that of one trained to

such careful handling as you are."

He looked gratified, but said:

"I am glad you begin to find that even stones feel,

sometimes."

Another time something was said about the fickleness

ofwomen. Mrs. Embury began it. I fired up, of course.

He seemed astonished at my attack.

"/ said nothing," he declared.

"No, but you looked a good many things. Now the

fact is, women are not fickle. When they lose what they

value most, they find it impossible to replace it. But

men console themselves with the first good thing that

comes along."

I dare say I spoke bitterly, for I was thinking how soon
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Ch— , I mean somebody, replaced me in his shallow heart,

and how, with equal speed. Dr. Elliott had helped himself

to a new love.

"I do not like these sweeping assertions," said Dr.

Elliott, looking a good deal annoyed.

"I have to say what I think," I persisted.

"It is well to think rightly, then," he said gravely.

"By the bye, have you heard from Helen?" Mrs.

Embury most irreverently asked.

"Yes, I heard yesterday"

"I suppose you will be writing her, then? Will you

enclose a little note from me? Or rather let me have the

least comer ofyour sheet?"

I was shocked at her lack of delicacy. Of course this

Helen must be the new love, and how could a woman with

two grains of sense imagine he would want to spare her a

part of his sheet!

"I could hardly believe my ears," I said, "when I

heard you ask leave to write on Dr. Elliott's sheet."

"No wonder," she said, laughing."! suppose you never

knew what it was to have to count every shilling, and to

deny yourself the pleasure of writing to a friend because of

what it would cost. Fm sure I never did till I was married."

"But to ask him to let you help write his love-letters,"

I objected.

"Ah! is that the way the wind blows?" she cried nod-

ding her pretty little head. "Well, then, let me relieve your

mind, my dear, by informing you that this "love-letter" is to

his sister, my dearest friend, and the sweetest littie thing
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you ever saw.

"Oh!" I said, and immediately felt quite rested, and

like myself.

Like myself! And who is she, pray! Two souls dwell in

my poor little body, and which of them is me, and which

of them isn't, it would be hard to tell. This is the way

they behave:

FIRST SCENE

Katy [to the other creature, whom I will call Kate]—
Your mother looks tired, and you have been very cross.

Run and put your arms around her, and tell her how you

love her.

Kate— Oh, I can't; it would look odd. I don't like flat-

tery. Besides, who would not be cross who felt as I do?

SECOND SCENE

Katy— Little Emma has nothing to do, and ought to

be amused. Tell her a story, do.

Kate— I am tired, and need to be amused myself.

Katy— But the dear little thing is so patient and has

suffered so much.

Kate— Well, I have suffered, too. If she had not

climbed up on the fender ^^ she would not have gotten

burned.

THIRD SCENE

Kate— You are very irritable today. You had better go

upstairs to your room and pray for patience.
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Katy— One can t always be praying. I don t feel

like it.

FOURTH SCENE

Katy— You treat Dr. Elliott shamefully. I should think

he would really avoid you as you avoid him.

Kate— Don't let me hear his name. I dorft avoid him.

Katy— You do not deserve his good opinion of you.

Kate— Yes, I do.

FIFTH SCENE

Just awake in the morning.

Katy— Oh, dear! how hateful I am! I am cross and

selfish, and domineering, and vain. I think of myself the

whole time; I behave like a heroine when Dr. Elliott is

present, and like a naughty, spoiled child when he is not.

Poor mother! how can she endure me? As to my piety, it is

worse than none.

Kate [a few hours later]— Well, nobody can deny that

I have a real gift in managing children! And I am very

lovable, or mother wouldn't be so fond of me. I am always

pleasant unless I am sick, or worried, and my temper is not

half so hasty as it used to be. I never think of myself, but

am all the time doing something for others. As to Dr. E., I

am thankful to say that I have never stooped to attract him

by putting on airs and graces. He sees me just as I am. And

I am very devout. I love to read good books and to be with

good people. I pray a great deal. The bare thought ofdoing
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wrong makes me shudder. Mother is proud of me, and I

don t wonder. Very few girls would have behaved as I did

when Emma was burned Perhaps I am not as sweet as some

people. I am glad of it. I hate sweet people. I have great

strength of character, which is much better, and am certainly

very honorable.

But, my poor journal, you cant stand any more such

stuff, can you? But tell me one thing, am I Katy or am

I Kate?



Yesterday I felt better than I have since the accident. I

ran about the house quite cheerily, for me. I wanted to see

mother for something, and flew singing into the parlor,

where I had shortiy left her before. But she was not there,

and Dr. Elliott was. I started back, and was about to leave

the room, but he detained me.

"Come in, I beg of you," he said, his voice growing

hoarser and hoarser. "Let us put a stop to this."

"To what?" I asked, going nearer and nearer, and look-

ing up into his face, which was quite pale.

"To your evident terror of being alone with me, of

hearing me speak. Let me assure you, once for all, that noth-

ing would tempt me to annoy you by urging myself upon

you, as you seem to fear I may be tempted to do. I cannot

force you to love me, nor would I if I could. Ifyou ever

want a friend you will find one in me. But do not think of

me as your lover, or treat me as if I were always lying in

wait for a chance to remind you of it. That I shall never

do, never!"
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"Oh, no, of course not!" I broke forth, my face all

aglow, and tears of mortification raining down my cheeks.

"I knew you did not care for me! I knew you had gotten

over it!"

I don t know which of us began it, I don t think he

did, and I am sure I did not, but the next moment I was

folded all up in his great long arms, and a new life had

begun!

Mother opened the door not long after, and seeing

what was going on, trotted away on her dear old feet as fast

as she could.

I am too happy to write. To think how much we love

each other. And mother behaves beautifully.

t.'^'^^^-t-^i^ ^^
One does not feel like saying much about it, w^en one

is as happy as I am. I walk the streets as one treading on air.

I fly about the house as on wings. I kiss everybody I see.

Now that I look at Ernest (for he makes me call him

so) with unprejudiced eyes, I wonder that I ever thought

him clumsy. And how ridiculous it was ofme to confuse

his dignity and manliness with age!

It is very odd, however, that such a cautious, well-bal-

anced man should have fallen in love with me that day at

Sunday school. And still stranger that with my headlong,

impulsive nature, I deliberately walked into love with him!

I believe I shall never get through with what we have
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to say to each other. I am afraid we are rather selfish to

leave mother to herself every evening.

This has been a delightful summer. To be sure, we

had to take the children to the country for a couple of

months, but Ernest s letters are almost better than Ernest

himself I have written enough to him to fill a dozen books.

We are going back to the city now. In his last letter Ernest

says he has been home, and that his mother is delighted to

hear ofhis engagement. He says, too, that he went to see an

old lady, one of the friends of his boyhood, to tell the news

to her.

"When I told her," he goes on, "that I had found the

most beautiful, the noblest, the most loving ofhuman be-

ings, she only said, *Of course, of course!'

"

"Now you know, dear, that it is not at all of course, but

the very strangest, most wonderful event in the history of

the world."

And then he described a scene he had just witnessed

at the deathbed ofa young girl ofmy own age, who left this

world and every possible earthly joy, with a delight in the

going to be with Christ, that made him really eloquent. Oh,

how glad I am that God has cast in my lot with a man

whose whole business is to minister to others! I am sure

this will, of itself, keep him unworldly and unselfish. How

delicious it is to love such a character, and how happy I

shall be to go with him to sick-rooms and to dying-beds!

He has already taught me that lessons learned in such
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scenes far outweigh in value w^at books and sermons, even,

can teach.

And now, my dear old journal, let me tell you a secret

that has to do with life, and not with death.

I am going to be married!

To think that I am always to be with Ernest! To sit at

the table with him every day, to pray with him, to go to

church with him, to have him all mine! I am sure that

there is not another man on earth whom I could love as I

love him. The thought of marrying Ch— , I mean of having

that silly, school-girl engagement end in marriage, was al-

ways repugnant to me. But I give myself to Ernest joyfully

and with all my heart.

How good God has been to me! I do hope and pray

that this new, this absorbing love, has not detached my soul

from Him, will not detach it. If I knew it would, could I,

would I have courage to cut it off and cast it from me?

Yesterday was my birthday, and today is my wedding-

day. We meant to celebrate the one with the other, but Sun-

day would come this year on the fifteenth.

I am dressed, and have turned everybody out of this

room, where I have suffered so much mortification, and

experienced so much joy, that before I give myself to

Ernest, and before I leave home forever, I may once more

give myself away to God. I have been too much absorbed

in my earthly love, and am shocked to find how it fills my
thoughts. But I will belong to God I will begin my married
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life in His fear, depending on Him to make me an

unselfish, devoted wife.

We had a delightful trip after the wedding was over.

Ernest proposed to take me to his own home that I might

see his mother and sister. He never has said that he wanted

them to see me. But his mother is not well. I am heartily

glad of it. I mean I was glad to escape going there to be

examined and criticized. Every one of them would pick at

me, I am sure, and I don't like to be picked at.

We have a home of our own, and I am trying to take

kindly to housekeeping. Ernest is away a great deal more

than I expected he would be. I am fearfully lonely. Aunty

comes to see me as often as she can, and I go there almost

every day, but that doesn t amount to much. As soon as I

can venture to do it, I shall ask Ernest to let me invite

mother to come and live with us. It is not right for her to

be left all alone so. I hoped he would do that himself. But

men are not like women. We think of everything.

Our honeymoon ends today. There hasn't been quite

as much honey in it as I expected. I supposed that Ernest

would be at home every evening, at least, and that he

would read aloud, and have me play and sing, and that we

would have delightful times together. But now that he has

got me he seems satisfied, and goes about his business as if

he had been married a hundred years. In the morning he
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goes off to see his list of patients; he is going in and out all

day; after dinner we sit down to have a nice talk together,

the door-bell invariably rings, and he is called away. Then

in the evening he goes and sits in his office and studies; I

don t mean every minute, but he certainly spends hours

there. Today he brought me such a precious letter from

dear mother! I could not help crying when I read it, it was

so kind and so loving. Ernest looked amazed; he threw

down his paper, came and took me in his arms and asked,

"What is the matter, darling?" Then it all came out. I said I

was lonely, and hadn't been used to spending my evenings

all by myself

"You must get some of your friends to come and see

you, poor child," he said.

"I dorft want friends," I sobbed out. "I want you."

"Yes, darling; why didn t you tell me so sooner? Of

course I will stay with you if you wish it."

"If that is your only reason, I am sure I don't want

you;" I pouted.

He looked puzzled.

"I really don t know what to do," he said, with a most

comical look of perplexity. But he went to his office, and

brought up a pile ofmusty old books.

"Now, dear," he said, "we understand each other, I

think. I can read here just as well as downstairs. Get your

book and we shall be as cozy as possible."

My heart felt sore and dissatisfied.Am I unreasonable

and childish? What is married life? An occasional meeting,

a kiss here and a caress there? or is it the sacred union of
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the twain who walk together side by side, knowing each

other s joys and sorrows, and going Heavenward hand in

hand?

Mrs. Embury has been here today. I longed to com-

pare notes with her, and find out whether it really is my

fault that I am not quite happy. But I could not bear to

open my heart to her on so sacred a subject. We had some

general conversation, however, which did me good for the

time, at least.

She said she thought one of the first lessons a wife

should learn is self-forgetfulness. I wondered if she had

seen anything in me to call forth this remark. We meet

pretty often; partly because our husbands are such good

friends, partly because she is as fond ofmusic as I am, and

we like to sing and play together, and I never see her that

she does not do or say something elevating; something that

strengthens my own best purposes and desires. But she

knows nothing ofmy conflict and dismay, and never will.

Her gentle nature responds at once to holy influences. I feel

truly grateful to her for loving me, for she really does love

me, and yet she must see my faults.

I would like to know if there is any reason on earth

why a woman should learn self-forgetftilness that does not

apply to a man?

Uncle says he has no doubt he owes his life to Ernest,

who, in the face of opposition to other physicians, insisted
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on his giving up his business and going off to Europe at

just the right moment. For his partner, whose symptoms

were very like his own, has been stricken down with pa-

ralysis, and will not recover.

It is very pleasant to hear Ernest praised, and it is a

pleasure I have very often, for his friends come to see me,

and speak of him with rapture. A lady told me that

through the long illness of a sweet young daughter of hers,

he prayed with her every day, ministering so skillftilly to

her soul, that all fear of death was taken away, and she just

longed to go, and did go at last, with perfect delight. I think

he spoke ofher to me once, but he did not tell me that her

preparations for death was his work I could not conceive of

him as doing that.

Ernest has been gone a week. His mother is worse and

he had to go. I wanted to go too, but he said it was not

worth while, as he would have to return directly. Dr.

Embury takes charge of his patients during his absence, and

Mrs. E. and Aunty and the children come to see me very

often. I like Mrs. Embury more and more. She is not so

sassy as I am, but I believe she agrees with me more than

she will admit.

Ernest writes that his mother is dangerously ill, and

seems in great distress. I am mean enough to want all his

love myself, while I would hate him if he gave none to her.

Poor Ernest! If she should die he would be sadly afflicted!



Stepping Heavenward / 155

She died the very day he wrote. How I long to rush to

him and to comfort him! I can think ofnothing else. I pray

day and night that God would make me a better wife.

A letter came from mother at the same time with

Ernest s. She evidently misses me more than she will admit.

Just as soon as Ernest returns home I will ask him to let her

come and live with us. I am sure he will; he loves her al-

ready, and now that his mother has gone he will find her a

real comfort. I am sure she will only make our home the

happier.

Such a dreadful thing is going to happen! I have

cried and called myself names repeatedly throughout the

day. Ernest writes that it has been decided to give up the

old homestead, and scatter the family about among the

married sons and daughters. Our share is to be his father

and his sister Martha, and he desires me to have two rooms

prepared for them at once.

So all the glory and the beauty is snatched out ofmy
married life at one swoop! And it is done by the hand I

love best, and that I would not have believed could be so

unkind.

I am torn in pieces by conflicting emotions and pas-

sions. One moment I am all tenderness and sympathy for

poor Ernest, and ready to sacrifice everything for his plea-

sure. The next I am bitterly angry with him for disposing

of all my happiness in this arbitrary way. If he had let me
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make common cause with him and share his interests with

him, I know I am not so abominably selfish as to feel as I

do now. But he forces two perfect strangers upon me, and

forever shuts our doors against my darling mother. For, of

course, she cannot live with us if they do.

And who knows what sort of people they are? It is not

everybody I can get along with, nor is it everybody can get

along with me. Now, if Helen were coming instead of

Martha, that would be some relief. I could love her, I am

sure, and she would put up with my ways. But your

Marthas I am afiraid of Oh, dear, dear, what a nest of scorpi-

ons this afiair has stirred up within me! Who would believe

I could be thinking of my own misery while Ernest's

mother, whom he loved so dearly, is barely in her grave!

But I have no heart, I am stony and cold. It is good to have

found out just what I am!

Since I wrote that I have been trying to tell God all

about it. But I could not speak for crying. And I have been

getting the rooms ready. How many little things I had

planned to put in the best one, which I intended for

mother! I have made myself arrange them just the same

for Ernesfs father. The stuffed chair I have had in my

room, and enjoyed so much, has been rolled in, and the

Bible with large print placed on the little table near which

I had pictured mother with her sweet, pale face, as sitting

year after year. The only thing I have taken away is the

copy of father s portrait. He won't want thatl

When I had finished this business I went and shook

my fist at the creature I saw in the glass.
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"You re beaten!" I cried. ''You didn't want to give up

the chair, nor your writing-table, nor the Bible in which

you expect to record the names ofyour ten children! But

you ve had to do it, so there!"

They all got here at 7 o'clock last night, just in time

for tea. I was so glad to get hold ofErnest once more that I

was gracious to my guests, too. The very first thing, how-

ever, Ernest annoyed me by calling me Katherine, though

he knows I hate that name, and want to be called Katy, as if

I were a lovable person, as I certainly am (sometimes). Of

course, his father and Martha called me Katherine.

His father is even taller, darker, blacker eyed, blacker

haired than he is.

Martha is a spinster.

I had gotten up a nice little supper for them, thinking

they would need something substantial after their journey.

And perhaps there was some vanity in the display ofdain-

ties that needed the mortification I felt at seeing my guests

both push away their plates in apparent disgust Ernest, too,

looked annoyed, and expressed some regret that they could

find nothing to tempt their appetites.

Martha said something about not expecting much

from young housekeepers, which I inwardly resented, for

the light, delicious bread had been sent by Aunty, together

with other luxuries from her own table, and I knew they

were not the handiwork of a young housekeeper, but of old

Chloe, who had lived in her own and her mother s family
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twenty years.

Ernest went out as soon as this unfortunate meal was

over to hear Dr. Embury's report of his patients, and we

passed a dreary evening, as my mind was preoccupied with

longing for his return. The more I tried to think of some-

thing to say, the more I couldn't.

At last Martha asked at what time we ate breakfast.

"At half-past seven, precisely' I answered. "Ernest is

very punctual about breakfast The other meals are more ir-

regular."

"That is very late," she returned. "Father rises early

and needs his breakfast at once."

I said I would see that he had it as early as he liked,

while I foresaw that this would cost me a battle with the

divinity who reigned in the kitchen.

"You need not trouble yourself I will speak to my

brother about it," she said.

"Ernest has nothing to do with it," I said, quickly.

She looked at me in a speechless way, and then there

was a long silence, during which she shook her head a

number of times. At last she inquired: "Did you make the

bread we had on the table tonight?"

"No, I do not know how to make bread," I said, smil-

ing at her look of horror.

"Not know how to make bread?" she cried.

The very spirit of mischief got into me, and made

me ask:

"Why, can you?"

Now I know there is but one other question I could
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have asked her, less insulting than this, and that is:

"Do you know the Ten Commandments?"

A spinster fresh from a farm not know how to make

bread, indeed!

But in a moment I was ashamed and sorry that I had

yielded to myself so far as to forget the courtesy due to her

as my guest, and one just come from a scene of sorrow, so I

rushed across the room, seized her hand, and said eagerly.

"Do forgive me! It slipped out before I thought!"

She looked at me in blank amazement, unconscious

that there was anything to forgive.

"How you startled me!" she said. "I thought you had

suddenly gone crazy"

I went back to my seat crestfallen enough. All this

time Ernest s father had sat grim and grave in his corner,

without a word. But now he spoke.

"At what hour does my son have family worship? I

would like to retire. I feel very weary."

Now family worship at night consists in our kneeling

down together hand in hand, the last thing before going to

bed, and in our own room. The awfiil thought ofchanging

this sweet, informal habit into a formal one made me reply

quickly:

"Oh, Ernest is very irregular about it. He is often out

in the evening, and sometimes we are up quite late. I hope

you never will feel obliged to wait for him."

"I trust I shall do my duty, whatever it costs," was the

answer.

Oh, how I wished they would go to bed!
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It was now ten o'clock, and I felt tired and restless.

When Ernest is out late I usually lie on the sofa and wait

for him, and so am bright and fresh when he comes in. But

now I had to sit up, and there was no knowing for how

long. I poked at the fire and knocked down the shovel and

tongs, now I leaned back in my chair, and now I leaned

forward; and then I listened for his step. At last he came.

"What, are you not all gone to bed?" he asked. As if I

could go to bed when I had scarcely seen him a moment

since his return!

I explained why we waited, and then we had prayers

and escorted our guests to their rooms. When we got back

to the parlor I was thankful to rest my tired soul in Ernest s

arms, and to hear what little he had to tell about his

mother s last hours.

"You must love me more than ever, nowj* he said, "for

I have lost my best friend."

"Yes," I said, "I will." As if that were possible! All the

time we were talking I heard the greatest racket overhead,

but he did not seem to notice it. I found, this morning, that

Martha, or her father, or both together, had changed the

positions of every article of furniture in the room, making

it look like a fright.



Things are even worse than I expected. Ernest evi-

dently looked at me with his father s eyes (and this father

has got the jaundice, or something), and certainly is cooler

towards me than he was before he went home. Martha still

refuses to eat more than enough merely to keep body and

soul together, and sits at the table with the air of a martyr.

Her father lives on crackers and stewed prunes, and when

he has eaten them, fixes his melancholy eyes on me, watch-

ing every mouthful with an air of lamentable regret that I

would consume so much unwholesome food.

Then Ernest positively spends less time with me than

ever, and sits in his oflSce reading and writing nearly every

evening.

Yesterday I came home from an exhilarating walk,

and a charming call at Aunty s, and at the dinner-table gave

a lively account of some of the children's exploits. Nobody

laughed, and nobody made any response, and after dinner

Ernest took me aside, and said, kindly enough, but still said

it, "My little wife must be careful how she runs on in my
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father s presence. He has a great dread of everything that

might be thought levity:"

Then all the vials ofmy wrath exploded and went off.

"Yes, I see how it is," I cried, passionately. "You and

your father and your sister have got a box about a foot

square that you want to squeeze me into. I have seen it ever

since they came. And I can tell you it will take more than

three ofyou to do it. There was no harm in what I said

—

none, whatever. If you only married me for the sake of

screwing me down and freezing me up, why didn't you tell

me so before it was too late?"

Ernest stood looking at me like one staring at a prob-

lem he had gotten to solve, and didn't know where to begin.

"My very best is my real selp' I cried. "To talk like a

woman of forty is unnatural to a girl ofmy age. Ifyour fa-

ther doesn't like me I wish he would go away, and not

come here putting notions into your head, and making you

as cold and hard as a stone. Mother liked to have me

'run on,' as you call it, and I wish I had stayed with her

aU my life."

"Do you mean," he asked, very gravely, "that you re-

ally wish that?"

"No," I said, "I don't mean it," for his husky, troubled

voice brought me to my senses. "All I mean is, that I love

you so dearly, and you keep my heart feeling so hungry

and restless; and then you went and brought your father

and sister here and never asked me if I would like it; and

you crowded mother out, and she lives all alone, and it isn't

right! I always said that whoever married me had also to
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marry mother, and I never dreamed that you would disap-

point me!"

"Will you stop crying, and listen to me?" he said.

But I could not stop. The floods of the great deep

were broken up at last, and I had to cry. If I could have told

my troubles to some one I could thus have found vent for

them, but there was no one to whom I had a right to speak

ofmy husband.

Ernest walked back and forth in silence. Oh, if I

could have cried on his breast, and felt that he loved and

pitied me!

At last, as I grew quieter, he came and sat by me.

"This has come upon me like a thunderclap," he said.

"I did not know I kept your heart hungry. I did not know

you wished your mother to live with us. And I took it for

granted that my wife, with her high-toned, heroic charac-

ter, would sustain me in every duty, and welcome my fa-

ther and sister to our home. I do not know what I can do

now. Shall I send them away?"

"No, no!" I cried. "Only be good to me, Ernest, only

love me, only look at me with your own eyes, and not with

other s. You knew I had faults when you married me; I

never tried to conceal them."

"And did you fancy I had none myself?" he asked

"N—o," I replied. "I saw no faults in you. Everybody

said you were such a noble, good man, and you spoke so

beautifully one night at an evening meeting."

"Speaking beautifully is little to the purpose unless

one lives beautifully' he said, sadly. "And now it is possible
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that you and I, a Christian man and a Christian woman, are

going on and on with such scenes as this? Are you to wear

your very life out because I have not your frantic way of

loving, and am I to be made weary of mine because I can-

not satisfy you?"

"But, Ernest," I said, "you used to satisfy me. Oh, how

happy I was in those first days when we were always to-

gether, and you seemed so fond of me!" I was down on the

floor by this time, and looking up into his pale, anxious

face.

"Dear child," he said, "I do love you, and that more

than you know. But you would not have me leave my work

and spend my whole time telling you so?"

"You know I am not so silly' I cried. "It is not fair, it

is not right to talk as if I were. I ask for nothing unreason-

able. I only want those little daily assurances ofyour affec-

tion which I should suppose would be spontaneous ifyou

felt at all towards me as I do to you."

"The fact is," he returned,"! am absorbed in my work.

It brings many grave cares and anxieties. I spend most of

my time amid scenes of suffering and at dying beds. This

makes me seem abstracted and cold, but it does not make

you less dear. On the contrary, the sense it gives me of the

brevity and sorrowfulness of life makes you doubly pre-

cious, since it constantly reminds me that sick beds and

dying beds must sooner or later come to our home as to

those of others."

I clung to him as he uttered these terrible words in an

agony of terror.
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"Oh, Ernest, promise me, promise me that you will

not die first," I pleaded.

"Foolish little thing!" he said, and was as silly, for a

while, as the silliest heart could ask. Then he became seri-

ous again.

"Katyr he said, "if you can once make up your mind

to the fact that I am an undemonstrative man, not all fire

and fiiry and ecstasy as you are, yet loving you with all my

heart, however it may seem, I think you will spare yourself

much needless pain— and spare me, also."

"But I want you to be demonstrative," 1 persisted.

"Then you must teach me. And about my father and

sister, perhaps, we may find some way of relieving you by

and by. Meanwhile, try to bear with the trouble they make,

for my sake."

"But I dorft mind the trouble! Oh, Ernest, how you do

misunderstand me! What I mind is their coming between

you and me and making you love me less."

By this time there was a call for Ernest— it is a won-

der there had not been forty— and he went.

I feel as heart-sore as ever. What has been gained by

this tempest? Nothing at all! Poor Ernest! How can I worry

him so when he is already fiill of care?

I have had such a truly beautiftil letter today from

dear mother! She gives up the hope of coming to spend

her last years with us with a sweet patience that makes me

cry whenever I think of it. What is the secret of this instant



166 / Elizabeth Prentiss

and cheerfiJ consent to whatever God wills! Oh, that I had

it, too! She begs me to be considerate and kind to Ernesfs

father and sister, and constantly to remind myself that my

Heavenly Father has chosen to give me this care and trial

on the very threshold ofmy married life. I am afraid I have

quite lost sight of that in my indignation with Ernest for

bringing them here.

Martha is shut up with Ernest in his office day and

night. They never give me the least hint ofwhat is going

on in these secret meetings. Then this morning Sarah, my

good, faithful cook, bounced into my room to give warning.

She said she could not live where there were two mistresses

giving contrary directions.

"But, really, there is but one mistress," I urged. Then it

came out that Martha went down every morning to look

after the soap-fat, and to scrimp in the house-keeping, and

see that there was no food wasted. I remembered then that

she had inquired whether I attended to these details, evi-

dently ranking such duties with saying one s prayers and

reading ones Bible.

I rushed to Ernest the moment he was at leisure and

poured all my grievances into his ear.

"Well, dear," he said, "suppose you give up the house-

keeping to Martha! She will be far happier and you will be

freed from much annoying, petty care."

I bit my tongue lest it should say something, and

went back to Sarah.
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"Suppose Miss Elliott takes charge of the house-keep-

ing, and I have nothing to do with it, will you stay?"

"Indeed, and I won t then. I can't bear her, and I wont

put up with her nasty, scrimping, pinching ways!"

"Very well.Then you will have to go," I said, with

great dignity, though just ready to cry. Ernest, on being ap-

proached for her wages, undertook to argue the question

himself.

"My sister wiU take the whole charge," he began.

"And may and welcome for all me!" exclaimed Sarah.

"I don t like her and never shall."

"Your liking or disliking her is of no consequence

whatever," said Ernest. "You may dislike her as much as you

please. But you must not leave us."

"Indeed, and Fm not going to stay and be put upon

by herr persisted Sarah. So she has gone.We had to get din-

ner ourselves; that is to say, Martha did, for she said I got in

her way, and put her out with my awkwardness. I have

been running hither and thither to find some angel who

will consent to live in this ill-assorted household. Oh, how

different everything is firom what I had planned! I wanted

a cheerful home, where I would be the center of every joy;

a home like Aunty s, without a cloud. But Ernest s father

sits, the personification of silent gloom, like a nightmare

on my spirits; Martha holds me in disfavor and contempt;

Ernest is absorbed in his profession, and I hardly see him.

If he wants advice he asks it of Martha, while I sit,

humbled, degraded and ashamed, wondering why he ever

married me at all. And then come interludes of wild joy
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when he appears just as he did in the happy days of our

bridal trip, and I forget every grievance and hang on his

words and looks like one intoxicated with bliss.

There has been another explosion. I held in as long as

I could, and then flew into ten thousand pieces. Ernest had

got into the habit of helping his father and sister at the

table, and apparently forgetting me. It seems a little thing,

but it chafed and fretted my already irritated soul till at last

I was almost beside myself.

Yesterday they all three sat eating their breakfast and I,

with empty plate, sat boiling over and looking on, when

Ernest brought things to a crisis by saying to Martha,

"Ifyou can find time today I wish you would go out

with me for half an hour or so. I want to consult you

about—"

"Oh!" I said, rising, with my face all in a flame, "do

not trouble yourself to go out in order to escape me. I can

leave the room and you can have your secrets to yourselves

as you do your breakfast!"

I don t know which struck me most, Ernest s appalled,

grieved look or the glance exchanged between Martha and

her father.

He did not hinder my leaving the room, and I went

upstairs, as pitiable an object as could be seen. I heard him

go to his office, then take his hat and set forth on his

rounds. What wretched hours I passed, thus left alone! One

moment I reproached myself, the next I was indignant at
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the long series of offenses that had led to this disgraceful

scene.

At last Ernest came.

He looked concerned, and a little pale.

"Oh, Ernest!" I cried, running to him, "I am so sorry I

spoke to you as I did! But, indeed, I cannot stand the way

things are going on; I am wearing all out. Everybody

speaks ofmy growing thin. Feel ofmy hands. They burn

like fire."

"I knew you would be sorry, dear," he said. "Yes, your

hands are hot, poor child."

There was a long, dreadful silence. And yet I was

speaking, and perhaps he was. I was begging and beseech-

ing God not to let us drift apart, not to let us lose one jot or

tittle of our love to each other, to enable me to understand

my dear, dear husband and make him understand me.

Then Ernest began.

"What was it that vexed you, dear? What is it you

can*t stand? Tell me. I am your husband, I love you, I want

to make you happy"

"Why, you are having so many secrets that you keep

from me; and you treat me as if I were only a child, con-

sulting Martha about everything. And of late you seem to

have forgotten that I am at the table and never help me to

anything!"

"Secrets!" he re-echoed. "What possible secrets can

I have?"

"I don't knowr I said, sinking wearily back on the sofa.

"Indeed, Ernest, I don't want to be selfish or demanding,
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but I am very unhappy."

"Yes, I see it, poor child. And if I have neglected you at

the table I do not wonder you are out of patience. I know

how it has happened. While you were pouring out the cof-

fee I busied myself in caring for my father and Martha, and

so forgot you. I do not give this as an excuse, but as a rea-

son. I have really no excuse, and am ashamed of myself'

"Don t say that, darling," I cried, "it is I who ought to

be ashamed for making such an ado about a trifle."

"It is not a trifle," he said; "and now to the other

points. I dare say I have been careless about consulting

Martha. But she has always been a sort of oracle in our fam-

ily, and we all look up to her, and she is so much older

than you. Then as to the so-called secrets. Martha comes to

my office to help me look over my books. I have been care-

less about my accounts, and she has kindly undertaken to

attend to them for me."

"Could not I have done that?"

"No; why should your little head be troubled about

money matters? But to go on. I see that it was thoughtless

ofme not to tell you what we were about. But I am greatly

perplexed and harassed in many ways. Perhaps you would

feel better to know all about it. I have ojily kept it from

you to spare you aU the anxiety I could."

"Oh, Ernest," I said, "ought not a wife to share in all

her husband's cares?"

"No," he returned; "but I will tell you all that is an-

noying me now. My father was in business in our native
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town, and went on prosperously for many years. Then the

tide turned— he met with loss after loss, till nothing re-

mained but the old homestead, and on that there was a

mortgage. We concealed the state of things from my

mother; her health was delicate, and we never let her know

a trouble we could spare her. Now she has gone, and we

have found it necessary to sell our old home and to divide

and scatter the family My father's mental distress when he

found others suffering from his own losses threw him into

the state in which you see him now. I have therefore as-

sumed his debts, and with God's help hope in time to pay

them to the very last penny. It will be necessary for us to

live prudently until this is done. There are two pressing

cases that I am trying to meet at once. This has given me a

preoccupied air, I have no doubt, and made you suspect

and misunderstand me. But now you know the whole, my

darling."

I felt my injustice and childish folly very keenly, and

told him so.

"But I think, dear Ernest," I added, "if you will not be

hurt at my saying so, that you have led me to it by not let-

ting me share at once in your cares. Ifyou had at the outset

just told me the whole story, you would have enlisted my

sympathies in your father s behalf, and in your own. I

should have seen the reasonableness ofyour breaking up

the old home and bringing him here, and it would have

taken off the edge ofmy bitter, bitter disappointment about

my mother."
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"I feel very sorry about that," he said. "It would be a

pleasure to have her here. But as things are now, she could

not be happy with us."

"There is no room," I put in.

"No, I am truly sorry. And now my dear litde wife

must have patience with her stupid, blundering old hus-

band, and we'll start together once more, fair and square.

Don't wait, next time, till you are so full that you boil over;

the moment I annoy you by my inconsiderate ways, come

right out and tell me."

So then I called myself all the horrid names I could

think of

"May I ask one thing more, now that we are upon the

subject?" I said, at last. "Why couldn't your sister Helen

have come instead ofMartha?"

He smiled a little.

"In the first place, Helen would be perfectly crushed

if she had the care of father in his present state. She is too

young to have such a burdensome responsibility. In the sec-

ond place, my brother John, with whom she has gone to

live, has a wife who would be quite overwhelmed by my

father and Martha. She is one of those littie tender, soft

souls one could crush with ones fingers. Now, you are not

of that sort; you have force of character enough to enable

you to live with them, while maintaining your own dig-

nity and remaining yourself in spite of circumstances."

"I thought you admired Martha above all things and

wanted me to be exactly like her."
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"I admire her, but I do not want you to be like any-

body but yourself?'

"But you nearly killed me by suggesting that I should

take heed how I talked in your father's presence."

"Yes, dear; it was very stupid of me, but my father

has a standard of excellence in his mind by which he

tests every woman; this standard is my mother. She had

none of your life and fun in her, and perhaps would not

have appreciated your whimsical way of putting things

any better than he and Martha do."

I could not help sighing a little when I thought what

sort of people were watching my every word.

"There is nothing amiss to my mind," Ernest contin-

ued, "in your merry talk; but my father has his own views

as to what constitutes a religious character and cannot un-

derstand that real earnestness and real, genuine mirthful-

ness are consistent with each other."

He had to go now, and we parted as if for a weeks

separation, this one talk had brought us so near to each

other. I understand him now as I never have done, and feel

that he has given me as real a proof of his affection by un-

locking the door ofhis heart and letting me see its cares, as

I give him in my wild pranks and caresses and foolish

speeches. How truly noble it is in him to take up his

father's burden in this way! I must contrive to help to

lighten it.





Aunty has put me in the way of doing that. I could

not tell her the whole story, of course, but I made her un-

derstand that Ernest needed money for a generous purpose,

and that I wanted to help him in it. She said the children

needed both music and drawing lessons, and that she

would be delighted if I would take them in hand. Aunty

does not care a fig for accomplishments, but I think I am

right in accepting her offer, as the children ought to learn

to sing and to play and to draw. Of course I cannot have

them come here, as Ernest s father could not bear the noise

they would make; besides, I want to take him by surprise,

and keep the whole thing a secret.

I have seen by the way Martha draws down the cor-

ners ofher mouth of late, that I am unusually out of favor

with her. This evening, Ernest, coming home quite late,

found me lolling back in my chair, idling, after a hard days
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work with my litde cousins, and Martha sewing nervously

away at the rate of ten knots an hour, which is the first pun

I ever made.

"Why will you sit up and sew at such a rate, Martha?"

he asked.

She twitched at her thread, broke it, and began with a

new one before she replied.

"I suppose you find it convenient to have a whole

shirt to your back."

I saw then that she was making his shirts! It made me

both hot and cold at once. What must Ernest think of me?

It is plain enough what he thinks of her, for he said,

quite warmly, for him

—

"This is really too kind."

What right has she to prowl around among Ernest s

things and pry into the condition of his wardrobe? If I had

not had my time so broken up with giving lessons, I

would have found out that he needed new shirts and set to

work on them. Though I must admit I hate shirt-making. I

could not help showing that I felt deeply grieved. Martha

defended herself by saying that she knew young people

would be young people, and would gad about, shirts or no

shirts. Now it is not her fault that she thinks I waste my

time gadding about, but I am just as angry with her as if

she did. Oh, why couldn 1 1 have had Helen, to be a pleasant

companion and friend to me, instead of this old— well I

won t say what.

And really, with so much to make me happy, what

would become ofme if I had no trials?
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Today Martha has a house-cleaning mania, and has

dragged me into it by representing the sin and misery of

those deluded mortals who think servants know how to

sweep and to scrub. In spite of my resolution not to get

under her thumb, I have somehow let her rule and reign

over me to such an extent that I can hardly sit up long

enough to write this. Does the whole duty ofwoman con-

sist in keeping her house distressingly clean and prim; in

making and baking and preserving and pickling; in climb-

ing to the top shelves of closets lest perhaps a littie dust

should lodge there, and getting down on her hands and

knees to inspect the carpet? The truth is there is not one

point of sympathy between Martha and myself, not one.

One would think that our love to Ernest would furnish it.

But her love aims at the abasement of his character and

mine at its elevation. She thinks I should bow down to and

worship him, jump up and offer him my chair when he

comes in, feed him with every unwholesome dainty he fan-

cies, and feel myselfhonored by his acceptance ofthese ser-

vices. I think it is for him to rise and offer me a seat, be-

cause I am a woman and his wife; and that a silly subservi-

ence on my part is degrading to him and to myself. And I

am ajfraid I make known these sentiments to her in a most

unpalatable way.

Oh, I am so happy that I sing for joy! Dear Ernest

has given me such a delightful surprise! He says he has
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persuaded James to come and spend his college days here,

and finally study medicine with him. Dear, darling old

James! He is to be here tomorrow. He is to have the little

hall bedroom fitted up for him, and he will be here several

years. Next to having mother, this is the nicest thing that

could happen. We love each other so dearly, and get along

so beautifully together. I wonder how he'll like Martha

with her grim ways, and Ernest's father with his melan-

choly ones.

James has come, and the house already seems lighter

and cheerier. He is not in the least annoyed by Martha or

her father, and though he is as jovial as the day is long,

they actually seem to like him. True to her theory on the

subject, Martha invariably rises at his entrance, and offers

him her seat! He pretends not to see it, and runs to get one

for her! Then she takes comfort in seeing him consume her

good things, since his gobbling them down is a sort of tacit

tribute to their merits.

Mrs. Embury was here today. She says there is not

much the matter with Ernest s father, that he has only got

the hypo. I don t know exactly what this is, but I believe it

is thinking something is the matter with you when there

isn't. At any rate I put it to you, my dear old journal,

whether it is pleasant to live with people who behave in

this way?

In the first place all he talks about is his fancied dis-

ease. He gets book after book from the office and studies
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and ponders his case till he grows quite yellow. One day he

says he has found out the seat of his disease to be the liver,

and changes his diet to meet that view of the case. Martha

has to do him up in mustard plaster, and he takes kindly to

the little blue pills. In a day or two he finds his liver is all

right, but that his brain is all wrong. The mustard goes now

to the back of his neck, and he takes solemn leave of us all,

with the assurance that his last hour has come. Fiading that

he survives the night, however, he transfers the seat of his

disease to the heart, spends hours in counting his pulse, re-

fuses to take exercise lest he should bring on palpitations,

and warns us all to prepare to follow him. Everybody who

comes in has to hear the whole story, every one prescribes

something, and he tries each remedy in turn. These all fail-

ing to reach his case, he is plunged into ten-fold gloom. He

complains that God has cast him off forever, and that his

sins are like the sands of the sea for number. I am such a

goose that I listen to all these varying moods and symp-

toms with the solemn conviction that he is going to die im-

mediately; I bathe his head, and count his pulse, and fan

him, and take down his dying depositions for Ernests so-

lace after he has gone. And I talk theology to him by the

hour, while Martha bakes and brews in the kitchen, or

makes mince pies, after eating which, one might give him

the whole Bible at one dose, without the smallest effect.

Today I stood by his chair, holding his head and

whispering such consoling passages as I thought might

comfort him, when James burst in, singing and tossing his

cap in the air.
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"Come here, young man, and hear my last testimony.

I am about to die. The end draws near^ were the sepulchral

words that made him bring his song to an abrupt close.

"I shall take it very ill of you, sir," said James, "if you

go and die before giving me that cane you promised me."

Who could die decently under such circumstances?

The poor old man revived immediately, but looked a good

deal injured. After James had gone out, he said:

"It is very painful to one who stands on the very

verge of the eternal world to see the young so thoughtless."

"But James is not thoughtless," I said. "It is only his

merry way"

"Daughter Katherine," he went on, "you are very kind

to the old man, and you will have your reward. But I wish

I could feel sure of your state before God. I greatly fear

you deceive yourself, and that the ground ofyour hope is

delusive."

I felt the blood rush to my face. At first I was stag-

gered a good deal. But is a mortal man w^io cannot judge of

his own state to decide mine? It is true he sees my faults;

anybody can, who looks. But he does not see my prayers, or

my tears of shame and sorrow; he does not know how

many hasty words I repress; how earnestly I am aiming, all

the day long, to do right in all the little details of life. He

does not know that it costs my meticulous nature an appeal

to God every time I kiss his poor old face, and that what

would be an act ofworship in him is an act of self-denial

in me. How could he know? The Christian life is a hidden

life, known only by the eye that sees in secret. And I do

believe this life is mine.
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Up to this time I have contrived to get along without

calling Ernests father any name. I am now determined to

make myself turn over a new leaf.

James is my perpetual joy and pride. We read and

sing together, just as we used to do in our old school days.

Martha sits by, with her work, grimly approving; for is he

not a man? And, as if my cup of felicity were not full

enough, I am to have my dear old pastor come here to

settle over this church, and I shall once more hear his be-

loved voice in the pulpit. Ernest has managed the whole

thing. He says the state of Dr. C.'s health makes the change

quite necessary, and that he can avail himself of the best

surgical advice this city affords, in case his old difficulties

recur. I rejoice for myself and for this church, but mother

will miss him sadly.

I am leading a very busy, happy life, only I am, per-

haps, working a little too hard. What with my students, the

extra amount ofhousework Martha contrives to get out of

me, the practicing I must keep up if I am to teach, and the

many steps I have to take, I have not only no idle moments,

but none too many for recreation. Ernest is so busy himself

that he fortimately does not see what a race I am running.

The first anniversary of our wedding-day, and like all

days, has had its lights and its shades. I thought I would

celebrate it in such a way as to give pleasure to everybody,
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and spent a good deal of time in getting up a little gift for

each, from Ernest and myself. And I took special pains to

have a good dinner, particularly for father. Yes, I had made

up my mind to call him by that sacred name for the first

time today, cost what it may. But he shut himself up in his

room directly after breakfast, and when dinner was ready

refiised to come down. This cast a gloom over us all. Then

Martha was nearly distracted because a valuable dish had

been broken in the kitchen, and could not recover her

equanimity at all. Worst of all Ernest, who is not in the least

sentimental, never said a word about our wedding-day, and

didn t give me a thing! I have kept hoping all day that he

would make me some little present, no matter how small,

but now it is too late; he has gone out to be gone all night,

probably, and thus ends the day, an utter failure.

1 feel a good deal disappointed. Besides, when I look

back over this my first year of married life, I do not feel

satisfied with myself at all. I can t help feeling that I have

been selfish and unreasonable towards Ernest in a great

many ways, and as unfavorable towards Martha as if I en-

joyed a state of warfare between us. And I have felt a good

deal of secret contempt for her father, with his moods and

tenses, his pill-boxes and his plasters, his feastings and his

fastings. I do not understand how a Christian can make such

slow progress as I do, and how old faults can hang on so.

If I had made any real progress, would I not be sen-

sible of it?

1 have been reading over the early part of this journal,

and when I came to the conversation I had with Mrs.
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Cabot, in which I made a list ofmy wants, I was astonished

that I could ever have had such contemptible ones. Let me

think what I really and truly most want now.

First of all, then, if God should speak to me at this

moment and offer to give just one thing, and that alone, I

would say without hesitation, Love to Thee, O my Master! ^^

Next to that, if I could have one thing more, I would

choose to be a thoroughly unselfish, devoted wife. Down in

my secret heart I know there lurks another wish, which I

am ashamed of It is that in some way or other, some right

way, I could be delivered from Martha and her father. I

shall never be any better while they are here to tempt me!

Ernest spoke today of one of his patients, a Mrs.

Campbell, who is a great sufferer, butwhom he describes as

the happiest, most cheerfiil person he ever met. He rarely

speaks of his patients. Indeed, he rarely speaks of anything.

I felt strangely attracted by what he said of her, and asked

so many questions that at last he proposed to take me to

see her. I snatched at the idea very eagerly, and have just

come home firom the visit greatly moved and touched. She

is confined to her bed, and is quite helpless, and at times

her sufferings are terrible. She received me with a sweet

smile, however, and led me on to talk more of myself

than I ought to have done. I wish Ernest had not left me

alone with her, so that I would have had the restraint of

his presence.



184 / Elizabeth Prentiss

I am so fascinated with Mrs. Campbell that I cannot

help going to see her again and again. She seems to me like

one whose conflict and dismay are all over, and who looks

on other human beings with an almost divine love and

pity. To look at life as she does, to feel as she does, to have

such a personal love to Christ as she has, I would willingly

go through every trial and sorrow. When I told her so, she

smiled, a little sadly.

"Much as you envy me," she said, "my faith is not yet

so strong that I do not shudder at the thought of a young

enthusiastic girl like you, going through all I have done in

order to learn a few simple lessons which God was willing

to teach me sooner and without the use of a rod, if I had

been ready for them."

"But you are so happy now'' I said.

"Yes, I am happy' she replied, "and such happiness is

worth all it costs. Ifmy flesh shudders at the remembrance

of what I have endured, my faith in God sustains me

through the vs^ole. But tell me a little more about yourself,

my dear. I would so love to give you a helping hand, if

I might."

"You know'' I began, "dear Mrs. Campbell, that there

are some trials that cannot do us any good. They only call

out all there is in us that is unlovely and severe."

"I don't know of any such trials," she replied.

"Suppose you had to live with people who were per-

fectiy uncongenial; who misunderstood you, and who were

always getting into your way as stumbling-blocks?"
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"If I were living with them and they made me un-

happy, I would ask God to relieve me of this trial if He

thought it best. IfHe did not think it best, I would then

try to find out the reason. He might have two reasons. One

would be the good they might do me. The other the good I

might do them."

"But in the case I was supposing, neither party can be

of the least use to the other."

"You forget perhaps the indirect good one may gain

by living with uncongenial, tempting persons. First such

people do good by the very self-denial and self-control

their mere presence demands. Then, their making ones

home less home-like and perfect than it would be in their

absence, may help to render our real home in heaven more

attractive."

"But suppose one cannot exercise self-control, and is

always flying out and flaring up?" I objected.

"I should say that a Christian who was always doing

that," she replied, gravely, "was in pressing need of just the

trial God sent when He shut him up to such a life of

hourly temptation. We only know ourselves and what we

really are, when the force of circumstances bring us out

into the open."

"It is very mortify^ing and painful to find how weak

one is."

"That is true. But our mortifications are some ofGods

best physicians, and do much toward healing our pride

and self-conceit."

"Do you really think, then, that God deliberately
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appoints to some of His children a lot where their worst

passions are excited, with a desire to bring good out of this

seeming evil? Why I have always supposed the best thing

that could happen to me, for instance, would be to have a

home exactly to my mind; a home where all were forbear-

ing, loving and good-tempered, a sort of little heaven

belowi"

"Ifyou have not such a home, my dear, are you sure it

is not partly your own fault?"

"Of course it is my own fault. Because I am very

quick-tempered I want to live with good-tempered

people."

"That is very benevolent of you," she said, slyly.

I blushed, but went on.

"Oh, I know I am selfish. And therefore I want to live

with those who are not so. I want to live with persons to

whom I can look for an example, and who will constantly

stimulate me to something higher."

"But if God chooses quite another lot for you, you

may be sure that He sees that you need something totally

different from what you want. You said just now that you

would gladly go through any trial in order to attain a per-

sonal love to Christ that would become the ruling principle

ofyour life. Now as soon as God sees this desire in you, is

He not kind, is He not wise, in appointing such trials as He

knows will lead to this very end?"

I meditated long before I answered. Was God really

asking me not merely to let Martha and her father live

with me on mere tolerance, but to rejoice that He had seen
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fit to let them harass and embitter my domestic life?"

"I thank you for the suggestion," I said, at last.

"I want to say one thing more," Mrs. Campbell re-

sumed, after another pause."We look at our fellow-men too

much from the standpoint of our own prejudices. They

may be wrong, they may have their faults and deficiencies,

they may call out all that is meanest and most hatefial in us.

But they are not all wrong; they have their virtues, and

when they excite our bad passions by their own, they may

be as ashamed and sorry as we are irritated. And I think

some of the best, most contrite, most useftil ofmen and

women, whose prayers prevail with God, and bring down

blessings into the homes in which they dwell, often possess

unlovely traits that ftimish them with their best discipline.

The very fact that they are ashamed of themselves drives

them to God; they feel safe in His presence, and while they

lie in the very dust of self-confusion at His feet they are

dear to Him and have power with Him."

"That is a comforting word, and I thank you for it," I

said. My heart was full, and I longed to stay and hear her

talk on. But I had already exhausted her strength. On the

way home I felt as I suppose people do when they have

caught a basketfiil offish. I always am delighted to catch a

new idea; I thought I would get all the benefit out of

Martha and her father, and as I went down to tea, after tak-

ing offmy things, felt like a holy martyr who had as good

as won a crown.

I found, however, that the butter was horrible. Martha

had insisted that she alone was capable of selecting that
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article, and had ordered a quantity from her own village

which I could not eat myselfand was ashamed to have on

my table. I pushed back my plate in utter disgust.

"I hope, Martha, that you have not ordered much of

this odious stuff!" I cried.

Martha replied that it was of the very first quality, and

appealed to her father and Ernest, who both agreed with

her, which I thought very unkind and unjust I rushed into

a hot debate on the subject, during which Ernest main-

tained that ominous silence that indicates his not being

pleased, and that irritated and led me on. I would far rather

he would say, "Katy, you re acting like a child, and I wish

you would stop talking."

"Martha," I said, "you will persist that the butter is

good, because you ordered it. Ifyou will only admit that, I

won t say another word."

"I cant say it," she returned. "Mrs. Jones* butter is in-

variably good. I never heard it found fault with before. The

trouble is you are so hard to please."

"No, I am not. And you can't convince me that if the

buttermilk is not perfectly worked out, the butter could be

fit to eat."

This speech I felt to be a masterpiece. It was time to

let her know how learned I was on the subject of butter,

though I wasn't brought up to make it or see it made.

But here Ernest put in a little oil.

"I think you are both right," he said. "Mrs. Jones

makes good butter, but just this once she failed. Im sure it



i

5

0*

c

I

i

t
Send

our

free

catalog

of

great

Christian

books

to

all

your

friendsl

Name 1

Si o

<u

TJ
Ou

1
o

1 1 1
U1

2 2
o
o.

a;

T3
OU

o
a.

."^

N



= 3 sr

o
Io
00o
Ln VQ to

_i



Stepping Heavenward / 189

won t happen again, and meanwhile this can be used to

make seed-cakes, while we get a new supply:"

This was his masterpiece! A whole firkin of butter

made up into seed-cakes!

Martha turned to encounter him on that head, and I

slipped off to my room to look, with a miserable sense of

disappointment, at my folly and weakness in making so

much ado about nothing. I find it hard to believe that it

can do me good to have people live with me who like ran-

cid butter, and who disagree with me in everything else.





Aunty sent for us all to dine with her today to cel-

ebrate Lucy s fifteenth birthday. Ever since Lucy behaved so

heroically in regard to little Emma, really saving her life,

Ernest says Aunty seems to feel that she cannot do enough

for her. The child has taken the most unaccountable fancy

to me, strangely enough, and when we got there she came

to meet me with something like cordiality.

"Mamma permits me to be the bearer of agreeable

news," she said, "because this is my birthday. A friend, of

whom you are very fond, has just arrived, and is impatient

to embrace you."

"To embrace me?" I cried. "You foolish child!" And

the next moment I found myself in my mother s arms!

The despised Lucy had been the means of giving me

this pleasure. It seems that Aunty had told her she could

choose her own birthday treat, and that, after solemn medi-

tation, she had decided that to see dear mother again

would be the most agreeable thing she could think of. I
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have never told you, dear journal, why I did not go home

last summer, and never shall. If you choose to fancy that I

couldn't afford it you can!

Well! wasn't it nice to see mother, and to read in her

dear, loving face that she was satisfied with her poor, way-

ward Katy, and fond of her as ever! I only longed for

Ernest s coming, that she might see us together, and see

how he loved me.

He came; I rushed out to meet him and dragged him

in. But it seemed as ifhe had grown stupid and awkward.

All through the dinner I watched for one of those loving

glances which would proclaim to mother the good under-

standing that exists between us, but watched in vain.

"It will come by and by' I thought. "When we get by

ourselves mother will see how fond of me he is." But "by

and by" it was just the same. I was preoccupied, and

mother asked me if I were well. It was all very foolish I dare

say, and yet I did want to have her know that with all my

faults he still loves me. Then, besides this disappointment,

I have to reproach myself for misunderstanding poor Lucy

as I have done. Because she was not all fire and fury like

myself, I need not have assumed that she had no heart. It is

just like me; I hope I shall never be so severe in my judg-

ment again.

Mother has just gone. Her visit has done me a world

of good. She found out something to like in father at once,

and then something good in Martha. She says father's
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sufferings are real, not fancied; that his error is not know-

ing where to locate his disease, and is starving one week

and over-eating the next. She charged me not to lay up

future misery for myself by misjudging him now, and to

treat him as a daughter ought without the smallest regard to

his appreciation of it. Then as to Martha, she declares that

I have no idea how much she does to reduce our expenses,

to keep the house in order and to relieve us from care.

"But, mother," I said, "did you notice what horrid butter we

have? And it is all her doing."

"But the butter won't last forever," she replied. "Don t

make yourselfmiserable about such a trifle. For my part, it

is a great reliefto me to know that with your delicate health

you have this tower of strength to lean on."

"But my health is not delicate, mother."

"You certainly look pale and thin."

"Oh, well," I said, whereupon she fell to giving me all

sorts of advice about getting up on step-ladders, and

climbing on chairs, and sewing too much and all that.

The weather, or something, makes me rather languid

and stupid. I begin to think that Martha is not an entire

nuisance in the house. I have just been to see Mrs.

Campbell. In answer to my routine of lamentations, she

took up a book and read me what was called, as nearly as I

can remember, "Four Steps that Lead to Peace."

"Be desirous of doing the will of another, rather than
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thine own."

"Choose always to have less, rather than more."

"Seek always to the lowest place, and to be inferior to

every one."

"Wish always, and pray, that the will of God may be

wholly fulfilled in thee."

I was much struck with these directions; but I said,

despondently:

"If peace can only be found at the end of such hard

roads, I am sure I shall always be miserable."

"Are you miserable now?" she asked.

"Yes, just now I am. I do not mean that I have no

happiness; I mean that I am in a disheartened mood,

weary of going round and round in circles, committing

the same sins, uttering the same confessions, and making

no advance."

"My dear," she said, after a time, "have you a perfectly

distinct, settled view ofwhat Christ is to the human soul?"

"I do not know. I understand, of course, more or less

perfectly, that my salvation depends on Him alone; it is

His gift."

"But do you see, with equal clearness, that your sanc-

tification must be as fully His gift, as your salvation is?"

"No," I said, after a little thought. "I have had a feel-

ing that He has done His part, and now I must do mine."

"My dear," she said, with such tenderness and feeling,

"then the first thing you have to do is to learn Christ."

"But how?"
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"On your knees, my child, on your knees!" She was

tired, and I came away, and I have indeed been on my knees.

I think that I do begin, dimly it is true, but really, to

understand that this terrible work which I was trying to do

myself, is Christ's work, and must be done and will be

done by Him. I take some pleasure in the thought, and

wonder why it has all this time been hidden from me, es-

pecially after what Dr. C. said in his letter. But I get hold of

this idea in a misty, unsatisfactory way. If Christ is to do all,

what am I to do? And have I not been told, over and over

again, that the Christian life is one of conflict, and that I

am to fight like a good soldier?

Dr. Cabot has come just as I need him most. I long for

one of those good talks with him which always used to

strengthen me so. I feel a perfect weight of depression that

makes me a burden to myselfand to poor Ernest, who, after

visiting sick people all day, needs to come home to a cheer-

ftil wife. But he comforts me with the assurance that this is

merely physical despondency, and that I shall get over it

by and by. How kind, how even tender he is! My heart is

getting all it wants from him, only I am too sluggish to

enjoy him as I ought. Father, too, talks far less about his

own bad feelings, and seems greatly concerned at mine. As
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to Martha I have finished trying to get sympathy or love

from her. She cannot help it, I suppose, but she is very hard

and dry towards me, and I feel such a longing to throw

myself on her mercy, and to have one little smile to assure

me that she has forgiven me for being Ernest s wife, and so

different from what she would have chosen for him.

My Dear Katys Mother—

You will rejoice with us when I tellyou that we are the

happy parents of a veryfine little boy My dearest wife sends

"an ocean of love'' to you, and says she will write herself to-

morrow. That I shall not be very likely to allow, as you will

imagine. She is doing extremely well, and we have every-

thing to be gratefulfor.

Your affectionate Son,

IE. Elliott

Mrs. Crofton to Mrs. Mortimer:

I am sure, my dear sister, that the doctor has not writ-

tenyou more thanfive lines about the great event which has

made such a stir in our domestic circle. So I must supply the

details you will want to hear. . . I need not add that our

darling Katy behaved nobly Her self-forgetfulness and con-

sideration for others were really beautiful throughout the

whole scene. The doctor may well be proud ofher, and I took

care to tell him so in presence of that dreadful sister ofhis. I
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never met so jagged, so uncompromising a person as she is

in all my life. She does not understand Katy, and never can,

and Ifind it hard to realize that living with such a person

can furnish a wholesome discipline, which is even more de-

sirable than the most delightful home. And yet I not only

know that this is true in the abstract, but I see that it is so in

the actual fact. Katy is acquiring both self-control and pa-

tience, and her Christian character is developing in a way

that amazes me. I cannot but hope that God will, in time,

deliver her from this trial; indeed, I feel sure that when it

has done its beneficent work He will do so. Martha Elliott is

a good woman, but her goodness is without grace or beauty.

She takes excellent care of Katy, keeps her looking as if she

had just come out of a band-box, as the saying is, and al-

ways has her room in perfect order. But one misses the lov-

ing word, the reassuring smile, the delicate, thoughtful little

forbearance, that ought to adorn every sick-room, and light

it up with genuine sunshine. There is one comfort about it,

however, and that is, that I can spoil dear Katy to my heart's

content.

As to the baby, he is a fine little fellow, and his mother

is so happy in him that she can afford to do without some

otherpleasures. 1 shall write again in afew days. Meanwhile,

you may rest assured that I loveyour Katy almost as well as

you do, and shall be with her most ofthe time till she is quite

herselfagain.

James to his mother:

Of course there never was such a baby before on the

face of the earth. Katy is so nearly wild with joy, that you

can't get her to eat or sleep or do any of the proper things

that her charming sister-in-law thinks is fitting under the

circumstances. You never saw anything so pretty in your
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life, as she is now. I hope the doctor is as much in love with

her as I am. He is the bestfellow in the world, and Katy is

just the wife for him.

My darling baby is a month old today. I never saw

such a splendid child. I love him so that I lie awake nights

to watch him. Martha says, in her dry way, that I had better

show my love by sleeping and eating for him, and Ernest

says I shall, as soon as I get stronger. But I don t get strong,

and that discourages me.

I begin to feel rather more like myself, and as if I

could write with less labor. I have had in these few past

weeks such a revelation of suffering, and such a revelation

of joy, as mortal mind can hardly conceive of The world I

live in now is a new world; a world full of suffering that

leads to unutterable felicity. Oh, this precious, precious

baby! How can I thank God enough for giving him to me!

I see now why He has put some thorns into my do-

mestic life; but for them I should be too happy to live. It

does not seem just the moment to complain, and yet, as I

can speak to no one, it is a relief, a great relief, to write

about my trials. During my whole sickness, Martha has

been so hard, so cold, so unsympathetic that sometimes it

has seemed as ifmy cup of trial could not hold another

drop. She routed me out ofbed when I was so languid that
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everything seemed a burden, and when sitting up made me

faint away. I heard her say to herself, that I had no consti-

tution and had no business to get married. The worst of all

is that during the dreadful night before the baby came, she

kept asking Ernest to lie down and rest, and was sure he

would kill himself, and all that, while she had not one word

of pity for me. But, oh, why need I let this rankle in my
heart! Why cannot I turn my thoughts entirely to my dar-

ling baby, my dear husband, and all the other sources ofjoy

that make my home a happy one in spite of this one dis-

comfort! I hope I am learning some usefiil lessons from my

joys and from my trials, and that both will serve to make

me in earnest, and to keep me so.

We have had a great time about poor baby s name. I

expected to call him Raymond, for my own dear father, as

a matter of course. It seemed a small gratification for mother

in her loneliness. Dear mother! How little I have known all

these years what I cost her! But it seems there has been a

Jotham in the family ever since the memory of man, each

eldest son handing down his father's name to the next in

descent, and Ernest's real name is Jotham Ernest— of all

the extraordinary combinations! His mother would add the

latter name in spite of everything. Ernest behaved very

well through the whole affair, and said he had no feeling

about it all. But he was so gratified when I decided to keep

up the family custom that I feel rewarded for the sacrifice.
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Father is in one of his gloomiest moods. As I sat ca-

ressing baby today he said to me: "Daughter Katherine, I

trust you make it a subject of prayer to God that you may

be kept from idolatry"

"No, father," I returned, "I never do. An idol is some-

thing one puts in God s place, and I don t put baby there."

He shook his head and said the heart is deceitful

above all things, and desperately wicked.

"I have heard mother say that we might love an

earthly object as much as we pleased, ifwe only love God

better." I might have added, but of course I didn t, that I

prayed every day that I might love Ernest and baby better

and better. Poor father seemed puzzled and troubled by

what I did say, and after musing a while, went on thus:

"The Almighty is a great and terrible Being. He can-

not bear a rival; He will have the whole heart or none of it.

When I see a young woman so absorbed in a created being

as you are in that infant, and in your other friends, I

tremble for you, I tremble for you!"

"But, father," I persisted, "God gave me this child, and

He gave me my heart, just as it is."

"Yes; and that heart needs renewing."

"I hope it is renewed," I replied. "But I know there is

a great work still to be done in it. And the more effectually

it is done the more loving I shall grow. Don t you see, fa-

ther? Don t you see that the more Christ-like I become the

more I shall be filled with love for every living thing?"

He shook his head, but pondered long, as he always
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does, on whatever he considers audacious. As for me, I am

vexed with my presumption in disputing with him, and

am sure, too, that I was trying to show off what little wis-

dom I have picked up. Besides, my mountain does not

stand so strong as it did. Perhaps I am making idols out of

Ernest and the baby.

This is our second wedding anniversary. I did not

expect much from it, after last year s failure. Father was

very gloomy at breakfast, and retired to his room immedi-

ately after it. No one could get in to make his bed, and he

would not come down to dinner. I wonder why Ernest lets

him go on so. But his rule seems to be to let everybody

have their own way. He certainly lets me have mine. After

dinner he gave me a book I have been wanting for some

time, and had asked him for— "The Imitation of Christ."

Ever since that day at Mrs. Campbells I have felt that I

should like it, though 1 did think, in old times, that it

preached too hard a doctrine. 1 read aloud to him the "Four

Steps to Peace"; he said they were admirable, and then took

it from me and began reading to himself, here and there. I

felt the precious moments when I had gotten him all to

myself were passing away, and was becoming quite out of

patience with him when the words "Constantly seek to have

less, rather than more," flashed into my mind. I suppose this

direction had reference to worldly good, but I despise

money, and despise people who love it. The riches I crave
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are not silver and gold, but my husband s love and esteem.

And of these must I desire to have less rather than more? I

puzzled myself over this question in vain, but when I si-

lently prayed to be satisfied with just what God chose to

give me of the wealth I crave, yes, hunger and thirst for, I

certainly felt a sweet content, for the time, at least, that was

quite resting and quieting. And just as I had reached that

acquiescent mood Ernest threw down his book, and came

and caught me in his arms.

"I thank God," he said, "my precious wife, that I mar-

ried you this day. The wisest thing I ever did was when I

fell in love with you and made a fool of myself!"

What a speech for my silent old darling to make!

Whenever he says and does a thing out of character, and

takes me all by surprise, how delightful he is! Now the

world is a beautiful world, and so is everybody in it. I met

Martha on the stairs after Ernest had gone, and caught her

and kissed her. She looked perfectly astonished.

"What spirits the child has!" I heard her whisper to

herself; "no sooner down than up again."

And she sighed. Can it be that under that stern and

hard crust, there lie hidden affections and perhaps hidden

sorrows?

I ran back and asked, as kindly as I could, "What

makes you sigh, Martha? Is anything troubling you? Have

I done anything to annoy you?"

"You do the best you can," she said, and pushed past

me to her own room.



Who would have thought I would have anything

more to do with poor old Susan Green? Dr. Cabot came to

see me today, and told me the strangest thing. It seems that

the nurse w4io performed the last offices for her was taken

sick about six months ago, and that Dr. Cabot visited her

from time to time. Her physician said she needed nothing

but rest and good, nourishing food to restore her strength,

yet she did not improve at all, and at last it came out that

she was not taking the food the doctor ordered, because she

could not afford to do so, having lost what little money she

had designed to save. Dr. Cabot, on learning this, gave her

enough out of Susan's inheritance to meet her case, and in

doing so told her about this extraordinary will. The nurse

then assured him that when she reached Susan's room and

saw the state that she was in, and that I was praying with

her, she had remained waiting in silence, fearing to inter-

rupt me. She saw me faint, and sprang forward just in time

to catch me and keep me from falling.
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"I take great pleasure, therefore," Dr. Cabot continued,

"in making over Susans little property to you, to whom it

belongs; and I cannot help congratulating you that you

have had the honor and the privilege of perhaps leading

that poor, benighted soul to Christ, even at the eleventh

hour."

"Oh, Dr. Cabot!" I cried,"what a relief it is to hear you

say that! For I have always reproached myself for the cow-

ardice that made me afraid to speak to her of her Saviour.

It takes less courage to speak to God than to man."

"It is my belief^' replied Dr. Cabot, "that every prayer

offered in the name of Jesus is sure to have its answer. Ev-

ery such prayer is dictated by the Holy Spirit, and therefore

finds acceptance with God; and if your cry for mercy on

poor Susans soul did not prevail with Him in her behalf,

as we may hope it did, then He has answered it in some

other way"

These words impressed me very much. To think that

every one ofmy poor prayers is answered! Every one!

Dr. Cabot then returned to the subject of Susans will,

and in spite of all I could say to the contrary, insisted that

he had no legal right to this money, and that I had. He said

he hoped that it would help to relieve us fi-om some of the

petty financial concerns now rendered necessary by

Ernest s struggle to meet his father s liabilities. Instantly my

idol was rudely thrown down from his pedestal. How could

he reveal to Dr. Cabot a secret he had pretended it cost him

so much to confide to me, his wife? I could hardly restrain

tears ofshame and vexation, but did control myselfso far as
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to say that I would sooner die than appropriate Susan's

hard earnings to such a purpose, and that I would use it

for the poor, as I was sure he would have done. He then

advised me to invest the principal, and use the interest

from year to year, as occasions presented themselves. So I

shall have more than a hundred dollars to give away each

year, as long as I live! How perfectly delightful. I can

hardly conceive of anything that could give me so much

pleasure! Poor old Susan! How many hearts she shall

cause to sing for joy!

Things have not gone on well of late. Dearly as I love

Ernest, he has lowered himself in my eye by telling that to

Dr. Cabot. It would have been far nobler to be silent con-

cerning his sacrifices; and he certainly grows harder,

graver, sterner every day. He is all shut up within himself,

and I am growing afraid of him. It must be that he is bit-

terly disappointed in me, and takes refrige in this awfril si-

lence. Oh, if I could only please him, and could know that

I pleased him, how different my life would be!

Baby does not seem healthy. I have often prided my-

self on the thought that having a doctor as his father

would be such an advantage to him, as he would be ready

to attack the first symptoms of disease. But Ernest hardly

listens to me when I express anxiety about this or that, and

if I ask a question he replies, "Oh, you know better than I

do. Mothers know by instinct how to manage babies." But I

do not know by instinct, or in any other way, and I often
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wish that the time I spent over my music had been spent

in learning how to meet all the little emergencies that are

constantly arising since our baby came. How I used to

laugh in my sleeve at those anxious mothers who lived

near us and always seemed to be in hot water. Martha will

take baby when I have other things to attend to, and she

keeps him every Sunday afternoon that I may go to church,

but she knows no more about his physical training than I

do. Ifmy dear mother were only here! I feel a good deal

worn out. What with the care of baby, who is restless at

night, and with whom I walk about lest he should keep

Ernest awake, the depressing influence of father s presence,

Marthas disdain, and Ernest keeping so aloof from me, life

seems to me little better than a burden that I have not

strength to carry and would gladly lay down.

If it were not for James I believe I would sink. He is

so kind and afiectionate, so ready to fill up the gaps Ernest

leaves empty, and is so sunshiny and merry that I cannot

be entirely sad. Baby, too, is a precious treasure; it would be

wicked to cloud his little life with my depression. I try to

look at him always with a smiling face, for he already dis-

tinguishes between a cheerftil and a sad countenance.

I am sure that there is something in Christ's gospel

that would soothe and sustain me amid these varied trials,

if I only knew what it is, and how to put forth my hand

and take it. But as it is I feel very desolate. Ernest often con-

gratulates me on having had such a good night's rest, when
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I have been up and down every hour with baby, half asleep

and frozen and exhausted. But he shall sleep at any rate.

ty^'^LyL^z.^^i^ ^
The first rays of spring make me more languid than

ever. Martha cannot be made to understand that nursing

such a large, insatiable baby, losing sleep, and confinement

within doors, are enough to account for this. She is con-

stantly speaking in terms of praise of those who keep up

even when they do feel a little out of sorts, and says she

always does. In the evening, after baby gets to sleep, I feel

fit for nothing but to lie on the sofa, dozing; but she sees in

this only a lazy habit, which ought not to be tolerated, and

is constantly devising ways to rouse and set me at work. If

I had more leisure for reading, meditation and prayer, I

might still be happy. But all the morning I must have baby

till he takes his nap, and as soon as he gets to sleep I must

put my room in order, and by that time aU the best part of

the day is gone. And at night I am so tired that I can

hardly feel anything but my weariness. That, too, is my
only chance of seeing Ernest, and if I lock my door and fall

upon my knees, I keep listening for his step, ready to

spring to welcome him should he come. This is wrong, I

know, but how can I live without one loving word from

him, and every day I am hoping it will come.

Aunty was here today. I had not seen her for some

weeks. She exclaimed at my looks in a tone that seemed to



208 / Elizabeth Prentiss

upbraid Ernest and Martha, though of course she did not

mean to do that.

"You are not fit to have the whole care of that great

boy at night," said she, "and you ought to begin to feed him,

for his sake and yours."

"I am willing to take the child at night," Martha said,

a little stiffly. "But I supposed his mother preferred to keep

him herself

"And so I do," I cried. "I would be perfectly miserable

if I had to give him up just as he is getting teeth, and so

wakeful."

"What are you taking to keep up your strength?"

asked Aunty.

"Nothing in particular," I said.

"Very well, it is time the doctor looked after that," she

cried. "It really never will do to let you get run down in this

way. Let me look at baby. Why, my child, his gums need

lancing."

"So I have told Ernest half a dozen times," I declared.

"But he is always in a hurry, and says another time will do."

"I hope baby won t have convulsions while he is wait-

ing for that other time," said Aunty, looking almost savagely

at Martha. I never saw Aunty so nearly out of humor.

At dinner Martha began.

"I think, brother, the baby needs attention. Mrs.

Crofton has been here and says so. And she seems to find

Katherine run down. I am sure if I had known it I would

have taken her in hand and built her up. But she did not

complain."

"She never complains," father here put in, calling all
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the blood I had into my face, my heart so leaped for joy at

his kind word.

Ernest looked at me and caught the illumination of

my face.

"You look well, dear," he said. "But if you do not feel

so you ought to tell us. As to baby, I will attend to him

directly."

So Marthas one word prevailed where my twenty fell

to the ground.

Baby is much relieved, and has fallen into a sweet

sleep. And I have had time to carry my tired, oppressed

heart to my compassionate Saviour, and to tell Him what I

cannot utter to any human ear. How strange it is that when,

through many years of leisure and strength, prayer was

only a task, it is now my chief solace if I can only snatch

time for it.

Mrs. Embury has a little daughter. How glad I am

for her! She is going to give it my name! That is a real

pleasure.

Baby is ten months old today, and in spite of every-

thing is bright and healthy. I have come home to mother.

Ernest woke up at last to see that something must be done,

and when he is awake he is very wide awake. So he brought

me home. Dear mother is perfectly delighted, only she will

make a tumult about my health. But I feel a good deal bet-

ter, and think I shall get nicely rested here. How pleasant it

is to feel myself observed by friendly eyes, my faults ex-

cused and forgiven, and what is best in me called out. I
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have been writing to Ernest, and have told him honestly

how annoyed and pained I was at learning that he had told

his secret to Dr. Cabot.

Ernest writes that he has had no communication with

Dr. Cabot or any one else on a subject that, touching his

father s honor as it does, he regards as a sacred one.

"You say, dear," he said, "you often say, that I do not

understand you. Are you sure that you understand me?"

Of course I don t. How can I? How can I reconcile his

marrying me and professing to do it with delight, with his

indifference to my company, his reserve, his carelessness

about my health?

But his letters are very kind, and really warmer than

he is. I can hardly wait for them, and then, though my
pride bids me to be reticent as he is, my heart runs away

with me, and I pour out upon him such floods of affection

that I am sure he is half drowned.

Mother says baby is splendid!

When I took leave of Ernest I was glad to get away. I

thought he would perhaps find after I was gone that he

missed something out of his life and would welcome me

home with a little of the old love. But I did not dream that

he would not find it easy to do without me tiU summer was

over, and when, this morning, he came suddenly upon us,

suitcase in hand, I could do nothing but cry in his arms
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like a tired child.

And now I finally had the silly triumph of having

mother see that he loved me!

"How could you get away?" I asked at last. "And what

made you come? And how long can you stay?"

"I could get away because I would]' he replied. "And I

came because I wanted to come. And I can stay three days."

Three days of Ernest all to myself!

He has gone, but he has left behind him a happy wife

and the memory of three happy days.

After the first joy of our meeting was over, we had

time for just such nice long talks as I delight in. Ernest

began by upbraiding me a little for my injustice in fancy-

ing he had betrayed his father to Dr. Cabot.

"That is not all," I interrupted, "I even thought you

had made a boast of the sacrifices you were making."

"That explains your coldness," he returned.

"My coldness! Of all the ridiculous things in the

world!" I cried.

"You were cold, for you and I felt it. Don t you know

that we undemonstrative men prefer loving winsome little

women like you, just because you are our own opposites?

And when the pet kitten turns into a cat with claws
—

"

"Now, Ernest, that is really too bad! To compare me

to a cat!"

"You certainly did say some sharp things to me about

that time."
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"Did I, really? Oh, Ernest, how could I?"

"And it was at a moment when I particularly needed

your help. But do not let us dwell upon it. We love each

other; we are both trying to do right in all the details of

life. I do not think we shall ever get very far apart.

"But, Ernest— tell me— are you very much disap-

pointed in me?"

"Disappointed? Why Katy!"

"Then what did make you seem so indifferent? What

made you so slow to observe how miserably I was, as to

health?"

"Did I seem indifferent? I am sure I never loved you

better. As to your health, I am ashamed of myself. I ought to

have seen how feeble you were. But the truth is, I was de-

ceived by your bright ways with baby. For him you were

all smiles and felicity."

"That was from principle," I said, and felt a good deal

elated as I made the announcement.

He fell into a fit of musing, and none ofmy usual

devices for arousing him had any effect. I pulled his hair

and his ears, and shook him, but he remained unmoved. At

last he began again.

"Perhaps I owe it to you, dear, to tell you that when I

brought my father and sister home to live with us, I did not

dream how trying a thing it would be to you. I did not

know that he was a confirmed invalid, or that she would

prove to possess a nature so entirely antagonistic to yours.

I thought my father would interest himself in reading,

visiting, etc., as he used to do. And I thought Marthas
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judgment would be of service to you, while her household

skill would relieve you ofsome care. But the whole thing

has proved a failure. I am harassed by the sight ofmy fa-

ther, sitting there in his comer so penetrated with gloom; I

reproach myself for it, but I almost dread coming home.

When a man has been all day encompassed with sounds

and sights of suffering, he naturally longs for cheerful faces

and cheerful voices in his own house. Then Marthas perti-

nacious— I won't say hostility to my little wife— what

shall I call it?"

"It is only a lack of sympathy. She is too really good

to be hostile to any one."

"Thank you, my darling," he said, "I believe you do

her justice."

"I am afraid I have not been as forbearing with her as

I ought," I said. "But, oh, Ernest, it is because I have been

jealous of her all along!"

"That is really too absurd."

"You certainly have treated her with more deference

than you have me. You looked up to her and looked down

upon me. At least it seemed so."

"My dear child, you have misunderstood the whole

thing. I gave Martha just w^iat she wanted most; she likes to

be looked up to. And I gave you what I thought you wanted

most— my most tender love. And I expected that I would

have your sympathy amidst the trials with which I am bur-

dened, and that with your strong nature I might look to

you to help me bear them. I know you have the worst of it,

dear child, but then you have twice my strength. I believe
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women almost always have more than men."

"I have, indeed, misunderstood you. I thought you

liked to have them here, and that Marthas not fanqdng me

influenced you against me. But now I know just what you

want of me, and I can give it, darling."

After this all our cloud melted away. I only long to go

home and show Ernest that he shall have one cheerftil face

about him, and have one cheerful voice.

I have had a long letter from Ernest today. He says he

hopes he has not been selfish and unkind in speaking of

his father and sister as he has done, because he truly loves

and honors them both, and wants me to do so, if I can. His

father had called them up twice to see him die and to re-

ceive his last messages. This always happens when poor

Ernest has been up all the previous night; there seems a

fatality about it.



Home again, and with my dear Ernest delighted to

see me. Baby is a year old today, and, as usual, father, who

seems to abhor anything like a merry-making, took himself

off to his room. Tomorrow he will be all the worse for it,

and will be sure to have a theological battle with somebody.

The somebody was his daughter Katherine, as usual.

Baby was asleep in my lap and I reached out for a book

which proved to be a volume of Shakespeare which had

done long service as an ornament to the table, but which

nobody ever read on account of the small print. The battle

then began thus:

Father— "I regret to see that worldly author in your

hands, my daughter."

Doubter— a little mischievously— "Why, were you

wanting to talk, father?"

"No, I am too feeble to talk today. My pulse is very

weak"

"Let me read aloud to you, then."
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"Not from that profane book."

"It would do you good. You never take any recreation.

Do let me read a little."

Father gets nervous.

"Recreation is a snare. I must keep my soul ever fixed

on divine things."

"But can you?"

"No, alas, no. It is my grief and shame that I do not."

"But ifyou would indulge yourself in a little harmless

mirth now and then, your mind would get rested and you

would return to divine things with fresh zeal. Why should

not the mind have its seasons of rest as well as the body?"

"We shall have time to rest in heaven. Our business here on

earth is to be sober and vigilant because of our adversary;

not to be reading plays."

"I don t make reading plays my business, dear father.

I make it my rest and amusement."

"Christians do not need amusement; they find rest, re-

freshment, all they want, in God."

"Do you, father?"

"Alas, no. He seems a great way ofE'

"To me He seems very near. So near that He can see

every thought ofmy heart. Dear father, it is your disease

that makes everything so unreal to you. God is really so

near, really loves us so; is so sorry for us! And it seems

hard, when you are so good, and so intent on pleasing Him,

that you get no comfort out of Him."

"I am not good, my daughter. I am a vile worm of

the dust."
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"Well, God is good, at any rate, and He would never

have sent His Son to die for you if He did not love you." So

then I began to sing. Father likes to hear me sing, and the

sweet sense I had that all I had been saying was true and

more than true, made me sing with joyful heart.

I hope it is not a mere miserable presumption that

makes me dare to talk so to poor father. Of course, he is ten

times better than I am, and knows ten times as much, but

his disease, whatever it is, keeps his mind befogged. I mean

to begin now to pray that light may shine into his soul. It

would be delightful to see the peace ofGod shining in that

pale, stem face!

It is almost six months since I wrote that. About the

middle ofOctober father had one of his ill turns one night,

and we were all called up. He asked for me particularly,

and Ernest came for me at last. I was a good deal agitated,

and would not stop to half dress myself, and as I had a

slight cold already, I suppose I added to it then. At any rate

I was taken very sick, and the worst cough I ever had has

racked my poor frame almost to pieces. Nearly six months

confinement to my room; six months of uselessness during

which I have been a mere cumberer of the ground. ^^ Poor

Ernest! What a hard time he has had! Instead of the cheer-

ful welcome home I was to give him whenever he entered

the house, here I have lain exhausted, woe-begone and good

for nothing. It is the bitterest disappointment I ever had.

My ambition is to be the sweetest, brightest, best of wives;
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and what with my childish follies, and my sickness, what a

weary life my dear husband has had! But how often I have

prayed that God would do His will in defiance, if need be,

of mine! I have tried to remind myself of that every day.

But I am too tired to write any more.

This experience of suffering has filled my mind with

new thoughts. At one time I was so sick that Ernest sent for

mother Poor mother, she had to sleep with Martha. It was a

great comfort to have her here, but I knew by her coming

how sick I was, and then I began to ponder the question

whether I was ready to die. Death looked to me as a most

solemn, momentous event— but there was something very

pleasant in the thought of being no longer a sinner, but a

redeemed saint, and of dwelling forever in Christ's presence.

Father came to see me when I had just reached this point.

"My dear daughter," he asked, "are you prepared to face

the Judge of all the earth?"

"No, dear father," I said, "Christ will do that for me."

"Have you no misgivings?"

I could only smile; I had no strength to talk.

Then I heard Ernest— my dear, calm, self-controlled

Ernest— burst out crying and rush out of the room. I

looked after him, and how I loved him! But I felt that I

loved my Saviour infinitely more, and that ifHe now let

me come home to be with Him I could trust Him to be a

thousand-fold more to Ernest than I could ever be, and to

take care ofmy darling baby and my precious mother far
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better than I could. The very gates of heaven seemed open

to let me in. And then they were suddenly shut in my face,

and I found myself a poor, weak, tempted creature here

upon earth. I, who fancied myself an heir of glory, was

nothing but a peevish, human creature— very human in-

deed, overcome ifMartha shook the bed, as she always did,

irritated ifmy food did not come at the right moment, or

was not of the right sort, hurt and offended if Ernest be-

haved less anxious and tender than he had been when I

was very ill, and in short, my own poor faulty self once

more. Oh, \^ilat fearful battles I fou^t for patience, forbear-

ance and unselfishness! What sorrowful tears of shame I

shed over hasty, impatient words and fretful tones! No

wonder I longed to be gone where weakness would be

swallowed up in strength, and sin give place to eternal

perfection!

But here I am, and suffering and work lie before me,

for which I feel little physical or mental courage. But

"blessed be the will of God."

I was alone with father last evening, Ernest and

Martha both being out, and soon saw by the way he fidg-

eted in his chair that he had something on his mind. So I

laid down the book I was reading, and asked him what

it was.

"My daughter*' he began, "can you bear a plain, honest

word firom an old man?"

I felt frightened, for I knew I had been impatient to
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Martha of late, in spite of all my efforts to the contrary. I

am still so miserably unhealthy.

"I have seen many death-beds," he went on; "but I

never saw one where there was not some dread ofthe King

of Terrors^° exhibited; nor one where there was such abso-

lute certainty ofhaving found favor with God as to make

the hour of departure entirely free from such doubts and

such humility as is fitting for a guilty sinner about to face

his Judge."

"I never saw such a one, either," I replied; "but there

have been many such deaths, and I hardly know of any

scene that so honors and magnifies the Lord."

"Yes," he said, slowly; "but they were old, mature, rip-

ened Christians."

"Not always old, dear father. Let me describe to you a

scene Ernest described to me only yesterday^'

He waved his hand in token that this would delay his

coming to the point he was aiming at.

"To speak plainly' he said, "I feel uneasy about you,

my daughter. You are young and in the bloom of life, but

when death seemed staring you in the face, you expressed

no anxiety, asked for no counsel, showed no alarm. It must

be pleasant to possess so comfortable a persuasion of our

acceptance with God; but is it safe to rest on such an assur-

ance while we know that the human heart is deceitful

above all things and desperately wicked?"

"I thank you for the suggestion," I said; "and, dear fa-

ther, do not be afraid to speak still more plainly. You live in
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the house with me, see all my shortcomings and my faults,

and I cannot wonder that you think me a poor, weak Chris-

tian. But do you really fear that I am deceived in believing

that notwithstanding this I do really love my God and Sav-

iour and am His Child?"

"No," he said, hesitating a little, "I can't say that, ex-

actly— I can't say that."

This hesitation distressed me. At first it seemed to me

that my life must have uttered a very uncertain sound if

those who saw it could misunderstand its language. But

then I reflected that it was, at best, a very faulty life, and

that its springs of action were not necessarily seen by those

looking on.

Father saw my distress and perplexity, and seemed to

be touched by them.

Just then Ernest came in with Martha, but seeing that

something was wrong, the latter took herself oflfto her room,

which I thought really kind of her.

"What is it, father? What is it, Katy?" asked Ernest,

looking from one troubled face to the other.

I tried to explain.

"I think, father, you may safely trust my wife's spiri-

tual interest to me," Ernest said, with some warmth. "You

do not understand her. I do. Because there is nothing mor-

bid about her, because she has a sweet, cheerful confidence

in Christ, you doubt and misjudge her. You may depend

upon it that people are as individual in their piety as in

other things, and cannot all be run in one mold. Katy has
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a playful way of speaking, I know, and often expresses

her strongest feelings with what seems like levity, and is,

perhaps, a little reckless about being misunderstood in

consequence."

He smiled on me, as he thus sought to stand up in my

defence, and I never felt so grateful to him in my life. The

truth is, I hate sentimentalism so cordially, and have be-

sides such an instinct to conceal my deepest, most sacred

emotions, that I do not wonder people misunderstand and

misjudge me.

"I did not refer to her playfulness," father returned.

"Old people must make allowances for the young; they

must make allowances. What pains me is that this child,

full of life and felicity as she is, sees death approach with-

out that appropriate awe and terror which is fitting for

mortal man."

Ernest was going to reply, but I broke in eagerly upon

his answer:

"It is true that I expressed no anxiety when I believed

death to be at hand. I felt none. I had given myselfaway to

Christ, and He had received me, and why should I be

afraid to take His hand and go where He led me? And it is

true that I asked for no counsel. I was too weak to ask ques-

tions or to like to have questions asked; but my mind was

bright and wide awake wdiile my body was so feeble, and I

took counsel of God. Oh, let me read to you two passages

from the life of Caroline Fry^' which will make you un-

derstand how a poor sinner looks upon death. The first is

an extract from a letter written after learning that her days
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on earth were numbered.

" *As many will hear and will not understand, why I

want no time of preparation, often desired by far holier

ones than I, I tell you why, and shall tell others, and so shall

you. It is not because I am so holy, but because I am so sin-

ful. The peculiar character ofmy religious experience has

always been a deep, and agonizing sense of sin; the sin of

yesterday, of today, confessed with anguish hard to be en-

dured, and cried for pardon that could not be unheard;

each day cleansed anew in Jesus' blood, and each day more

and more hateftil in my own sight; what can I do in death

I have not done in life? What do in this week, when I am

told I cannot live, other than I did last week, when I knew

it not? Alas, there is but one thing undone, to serve Him

better; and the death-bed is no place for that. Therefore I

say, if I am not ready now, I shall not be by delay, so far as

I have to do with it. IfHe has more to do in me that is His

part. I need not ask Him not to spoil His work by too much

haste:"

"And these are her dying words, a few days later:

" *This is my bridal-day, the beginning of my life. I

wish there could be no mistake about the reason for my
desire to depart and to be with Christ. I confess myself the

vilest, chiefest of sinners, and I desire to go to Him that I

may be rid of the burden of sin— the sin ofmy nature

—

not the past, repented of every day, but the present, hourly,

momentary sin, which I do commit, or may commit— the

sense ofwhich at times drives me halfmad with grieff
"

I shall never forget the expression on father s face, as I
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finished reading these remarkable words. He rose slowly

from his seat, and came and kissed me on the forehead.

Then he left the room, but returned with a large volume,

and pointing to a blank page, requested me to copy them

there. He complains that I do not write legibly, so I printed

them as plainly as I could, with my pen.

On the first of May, there came to us, with other

spring flowers, our little fair-haired, blue-eyed daughter.

How rich I felt when I heard Ernests voice, as he replied to

a question asked at the door, proclaim, "Mother and chil-

dren all well." To think that we, who thought ourselves rich

before, are made so much richer now!

But she is not large and vigorous, as little Ernest was,

and we cannot rejoice in her without some misgiving. Yet

her very frailty makes her precious to us. Little Ernest

hangs over her with an almost lover-like pride and devo-

tion, and should she live I can imagine what a protector he

will be for her. I have had to give up the care of him to

Martha. During my illness I do not know what would have

become of him but for her. One of the pleasant events of

every day at that time, was her bringing him to me in such

exquisite order, his face shining with health and happiness,

his hair and clothing so beautifully neat and clean. Now
that she has the care of him, she has become very fond of

him, and he certainly forms one bond ofunion between us,

for we both heartily agree that he is the handsomest, best,

most remarkable child that ever lived, or ever will live.
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I have come home to dear mother with both my chil-

dren. Ernest says our only hope for baby is to keep her out

of the city during the summer months.

What ^petite wee maiden she is! Where does all the

love come from? If I had had her always I do not see how

I could be more fond of her. And do people call it living

who never had any children?

If this darling baby lives, I shall always believe it is

owing to my mother s prayers.

I find little Ernest has a passionate temper, and a

good deal of self-will. But he has fine qualities. I wish he

had a better mother. I am so impatient with him when he is

wayward and perverse! What he needs is a firm, gentle

hand, moved by no caprice, and controlled by the constant

fear of God. He never ought to hear an irritable word, or a

sharp tone; but he does hear them, I must admit with grief

and shame. The truth is, it is so long since I really felt

strong and healthy that I am not myself, and cannot do

him justice, poor child. Next to being a perfect wife I want

to be a perfect mother. How mortifying, how dreadful in all

things to come short of even ones own standard! What

approach, then, does one make to God s standard?

Mother seems very happy to have us here, though we

make so much trouble. She encourages me in all my
attempts to control myself and to control my dear little boy,

and the chapters she gives me out of her own experience
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are as interesting as a novel, and a good deal more

instructive.

Dear Ernest has come to spend a week with us. He is

all tired out, as there has been a great deal of sickness in the

city, and father has had quite a serious attack. He brought

with him a nurse for baby, as one more desperate effort to

strengthen her constitution.

I reproached him for doing it without consulting me,

but he said mother had written to tell him that I was all

worn out and not in a state to have the care of the children.

It has been a terrible blow to me. One by one I am giving

up the sweetest maternal duties. God means that I shall be

nothing and do nothing; a mere useless sufferer. But when

I tell Ernest so, he says I am everything to him, and that

God s children please him just as well when they sit pa-

tiently with folded hands, if that is His will, as when they

are hard at work. But to be at work, to be useful, to be nec-

essary to my husband and children, is just what I want,

and I do find it hard to be set against the wall, as it were,

like an old piece of furniture no longer ofany service. I see

now that my first desire has not been to please God, but to

please myself, for I am restless under His restraining

hand, and find my prison a very narrow one. I would be

willing to bear any other trial, if I could only have health

and strength for my beloved ones. I pray for patience

with bitter tears.



We are all at home together once more. The parting

with mother was very painful. Every year that she lives

now increases her loneliness, and makes me long to give her

the shelter ofmy home. But in the midst of these anxieties,

how much I have to make me happy! Little Ernest is the

life and soul of the house; the sound of his feet pattering

about, and all his prattle, are the sweetest music to my ear;

and his heart is brimful of love and joy, so that he shines

on us all like a sunbeam. Baby is improving every day,

and is one of those tender clinging little things that appeal

to everybody's love and sympathy. I never saw a more an-

gelic face than hers. Father sits by the hour looking at her.

Today he said:

"Daughter Katherine, this lovely little one is not

meant for this sinful world."

"This world needs to be adorned with lovely little

ones," I said. "And baby was never so healthy as she is now"

"Do not set your heart too fondly upon her," he re-

turned."! feel that she is far too dear to me."

"But, father, we could give her to God ifHe should ask
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for her. Surely, we love Him better than we love her."

But as I spoke a sharp pang shot through and through

my soul, and I held my little fair daughter closely in my
arms, as if I could always keep her there. It may be my con-

ceit, but it really does seem as if poor father was getting a

little fond of me. Ever since my own sickness I have felt

great sympathy for him, and he feels, no doubt, that I give

him something that neither Ernest nor Martha can do,

since they were never sick one day in their lives. I do wish

he could look more at Christ and at what He has done and

is doing for us. The way of salvation is to me a wide path,

absolutely radiant with the glory of Him who shines upon

it; I see my shortcomings; I see my sins, but I feel myself

bathed, as it were, in the resplendent glow that proceeds

directly from the throne of God and the Lamb. It seems as

if I ought to have some misgivings about my salvation, but

I can hardly say that I have one. How strange, how myste-

rious that is! And here is father, so much older, so much

better than I am, creeping along in the dark! I spoke to

Ernest about it. He says I owe it to my training, in a great

measure, and that my mother is fifiy years in advance ofher

age. But it can t be all that. It was only after years of

struggle and prayer that God gave me this joy.

Ernest asked me yesterday if I knew that Amelia and

her husband had come here to live, and that she was very ill.

"I wish you would go to see her, dear," he added. "She

is a stranger here, and in great need of a friend." I felt

extremely disturbed. I have lost my old affection for her,
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and the idea ofmeeting her husband was unpleasant.

"Is she very sick?" I asked.

"Yes. She is completely broken down. I promised her

that you would go to see her."

"Are you attending her?"

"Yes; her husband came for me himself

"I dont want to go," I said "It will be very disagreeable."

"Yes, dear, I know it. But she needs a friend, as I said

before."

I put on my things very reluctantly, and went. I found

Amelia in a richly-furnished house, but looking untidy

and ill-cared-for. She was lying on a couch in her bedroom;

three delicate-looking children were playing about, and

their nurse sat sewing at the window.

A terrible fit of coughing made it impossible for her

to speak for some moments. At last she recovered herself

sufficiently to welcome me, by throwing her arms around

me and bursting into tears.

"Oh, Katy!" she cried, "would you have known me if

we had met in the street? Don t you find me sadly altered?"

"You are changed," I said, "but so am I."

"Yes, you do not look strong. But then you never did.

And you are as pretty as ever, while I— oh, Kate! do you

remember \^dlat round, white arms I used to have? Look at

them now!"

And she drew up her sleeve, poor child. Just then I

heard a step in the entrance, and her husband sauntered

into the room, smoking.

"Do go away, Charles," she said impatiently. "You know

how your cigar sets me coughing."
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He held out his hand to me with the easy, nonchalant

air of one who is accustomed to success and popularity.

I looked at him with an aversion I could not conceal.

The few years since we met has changed him so com-

pletely that I almost shuddered at the sight of his already

bloated face, and at the air that told of a life worse than

wasted.

"Do go away, Charles," Amelia repeated.

He threw himself into a chair without paying the

least attention to her, and still addressing himself to me

again, said:

"Upon my word, you are prettier than ever, and
—

"

"I will come to see you at another time, Amelia," I

said, putting on all the dignity I could condense in my
small frame, and rising to take leave.

"Don't go, Katy!" he cried, starting up, "don t go. I

want to have a good talk about old times."

Katy, indeed! How dared he? I came away burning

with anger and mortification. Is it possible that I ever loved

such a man? That to gratify that love I defied and grieved

my dear mother through a whole year! Oh, from what

hopeless misery God saved me, when He snatched me out

of the depth ofmy folly!

Ernest says I can go to see Amelia with safety now, as

her husband has sprained his ankle, and keeps to his own

room. So I am going. But, I am sure I shall say something

imprudent or unwise, and wish I could think it right to stay
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away. I hope God will go with me and teach me what

words to speak.

I found Amelia more unhealthy than on my first visit,

and she received me again with tears.

"How good you are to come so soon," she began. "I

did not blame you for running off the other day; Charley s

impertinence was shameful. He said, after you left, that he

perceived you had not yet lost your quickness to take of-

fence, but I know he felt that you showed a just displeasure,

and nothing more."

"No, I was really angry' I replied. "I find the road to

perfection lies up-hill, and I slip back so often that some-

times I despair of ever reaching the top."

"What does the doctor say about me?" she asked.

"Does he think me very sick?"

"I dare say he will tell you exactly what he thinks," I

returned, "if you ask him. This is his rule with all his

patients."

"If I could get rid of this cough I would soon be my-

self again," she said. "Some days I feel quite bright and well.

But if it were not for my poor little children, I would not

care much how the thing ended. With the life Charley

leads me, I haven t much to look forward to."

"You forget that the children's nurse is in the room," I

\NWspered.

"Oh, I don't mind Charlotte. Charlotte knows how he

neglects me, don't you, Charlotte?"

Charlotte was discreet enough to pretend not to hear
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this question, and Amelia went on: "It began very soon af-

ter we were married. He would go around with other girls

exactly as he did before; then when I spoke about it he

would just laugh in his easy, good-natured way, but pay no

attention to my wishes. Then when I grew more in earnest

he would say, that as long as he let me alone I ought to let

him alone. I thought that when our first baby came that

would sober him a little, but he wanted a boy and it turned

out to be a girl. And my being unhappy and crying so

much, made the poor thing fretful; it kept him awake at

night, so he took another room. After that I saw him less

than ever, though now and then he would have a little

love-fit, when he would promise to be at home more and

treat me with more consideration. We had two more little

girls— twins; and then a boy. Charley seemed quite fond of

him, and did certainly seem improved, though he was still

out a great deal with a set of idle young men, smoking,

drinking wine, and I don t know what else. His uncle gave

him too much money, and he had nothing to do but to

spend it."

"You must not tell me any more now," I said. "Wait

until you are stronger."

The nurse rose and gave her something which seemed

to refresh her. I went to look at the little girls, who were all

pretty, pale-faced creatures, very quiet and mature in

their ways.

"I am rested now^ said Amelia, "and it does me good

to talk to you, because I can see that you are sorry for me."
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"I am, indeed!" I cried.

"When our litde boy was three months old I took this

terrible cold and began to cough. Charley at first repri-

manded me for coughing so much; he said it was a habit I

had got, and that I ought to cure myselfof it Then the baby

began to pine and pine, and the more it wasted away the

more I wasted away. And at last it died."

Here the poor child burst out again, and I wiped away

her tears as fast as they fell, thankful that she could cry.

"After that," she went on, after awhile, "Charley seemed

to lose his last particle of affection for me; he kept away

more than ever, and once when I besought him not to ne-

glect me and my children so, he said he was well paid for

not keeping up his engagement with you, that you had

some strength of character, and
—

"

"Amelia," I interrupted, "do not repeat such things.

They only pain and mortify me."

"Well," she sighed, wearily, "this is what he has at last

brought me to. I am sick and broken-hearted, and care

very little what becomes of me."

There was a long silence. I wanted to ask her if, when

earthly refuge failed her, she could not find shelter in the

love of Christ. But I have what is, I fear, a morbid terror of

seeking the confidence of others. I knelt down at last, and

kissed the poor faded face.

"Yes, I knew you would feel for me," she said. "The

only pleasant thought I had when Charley insisted on

coming here to live was, that I would see you."
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"Does your uncle live here, too?" I asked.

"Yes, he came first, and it was that which put it into

Charleys head to come. He is very kind to me."

"Yes," I said, "and God is kind, too, isnt He?"

"Kind to let me get sick and disgust Charley? Now,

Katy, how can you talk so?" I replied by repeating two lines

from a hymn of which I am very fond:

" 'O Saviom whose mercy severe in its kindness,

Hath chastened my wanderings, and guided my way!''

"I don t much care for hymns," she said. "When one is

healthy, and everything goes quite to ones mind, it is nice

to go to church and sing with the rest of them. But, sick as

I am, it isn't so easy to be religious."

"But isn't this the very time to look to Christ for

comfort?"

"What's the use of looking anywhere for comfort?"

she said, peevishly. "Wait till you are sick and heart-broken

yourself, and you'll see that you won't feel much like doing

anything but just groan and cry your life out."

"I have been sick, and I know what sorrow means," I

said. "And I am glad that I do. For I have learned Christ in

that school, and I know that He can comfort when no one

else can."

"You always were an odd creature," she replied. "I

never pretended to understand half of what you said."

I saw that she was tired, very tired, and so came away.

Oh, how I wish that I had been able to make Christ appear

to her as He did to me all the way home.
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Father says he does not like Dr. Cabot's preaching. He

thinks that it is not doctrinal enough, and that he does not

preach enough to sinners. But I can see that it has influ-

enced him already, and that he is beginning to think of

God, as manifested in Christ, far more than he used to do.

With me he has endless discussions on his and my favorite

subjects, and though I can never tell along what path I

walked to reach a certain conclusion, the earnestness ofmy

convictions does impress him strangely. I am sure there is

a great deal of conceit mixed up with all I say, and then

when I compare my life with my own standard of duty, I

wonder I ever dare to open my mouth and undertake to

help others.

Baby is not at all well. To see a little frail, tender thing

really suffering, tears my soul to pieces. I think it would

distress me less to give her to God just as she is now, a vital

part ofmy very heart, than to see her live a mere invalid

life. But I try to feel, as I know I say. Thy will be done!

Little Ernest is the very picture of health and beauty. He

has vitality enough for two children. He and his little sister

will make very interesting contrasts as they grow older. His

ardor and vivacity will rouse her, and her gentleness will

soften him.

Every day brings its own duty and its own discipline.

How is it that I make such slow progress while this is the

case? It is a marvel to me why God allows characters like

mine to defile His church. I can only account for it with
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the thought that if I ever am perfected, I shall be a great

honor to His name, for surely worse material for building

up a temple of the Holy Ghost was never gathered together

before. The time may come when those who know me

now, crude, childish, incomplete, will look upon me with

amazement, saying, "What hath God wrought!" If I knew

such a time would never come, I would want to flee into

the holes and caves of the earth.

I have everything to inspire me to devotion. My dear

mother s influence is always upon me. To her I owe the

habit of flying to God in every emergency, and of believing

in prayer. Then I am in close fellowship with a true man

and a true Christian. Ernest has none ofmy fluctuations; he

is always calm and self-possessed. This is partly his natural

character; but he has studied the Bible more than any other

book, his convictions of duty are fixed because they are

drawn from there, and his constant contact with the sick

and the suffering has revealed life to him just as it is. How

he has helped me on! God bless him for it!

Then I have James. To be with him one half hour is

an inspiration. He lives in such blessed communion with

Christ that he is in perpetual sunshine, and his happiness

fertilizes even this disordered household; there is not a soul

in it that does not catch somewhat ofhis joyousness.

And there are my children! My darling, precious

children! For their sakes I am continually constrained to

seek after an amended, sanctified life; what I want them to

become I must become myself

So I enter on a new year, not knowing what it will
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bring forth, but surely with a thousand reasons for thanks-

giving, for joy and for hope.

One more desperate effort to make harmony out ofthe

discords ofmy house, and one more failure. Ernest forgot

that it was our wedding anniversary, which mortified and

pained me, especially as he had made an engagement to

dine out. I am always expecting something from life that I

never get. Is it so with everybody? I am very uneasy, too,

about James. He seems to be growing fond of Lucys society.

I am perfectly sure that she could not make him happy. Is

it possible that he does not know what a brilliant young

man he is, and that he can have whomever he pleases? It is

easy, in theory, to let God plan our own destiny, and that of

our friends. But when it comes to a specific case, we imag-

ine we can help His judgments with our poor reason. Well,

I must go to Him with this new anxiety, and trust my dar-

ling brother s future to Him, if I can.

I shall try to win James' confidence. If it is not Lucy,

who or what is it that is making him so thoughtftil and

serious, yet so wondrously happy?

I have been trying to find out whether this is a mere

notion of mine about Lucy. James laughs, and evades my
questions. But he admits that a very serious matter is occu-

pying his thoughts, of which he does not wish to speak

presently. May God bless him in whatever it is.
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My delicate litde Unas first birthday. Thank God for

sparing her to us a year. If He should take her away I

would still rejoice that this life was mingled with ours, and

has influenced them. Yes, even an unconscious infant is an

ever-felt influence in the household; what an amazing

thought!

I have given this precious little one away to her Sav-

iour and to mine; living or dying, she is His.

Writing journals does not seem to be my mission on

earth of late. My busy hands find so much else to do! And

sometimes when I have been particularly exasperated and

tested by the jarring elements that form my home, I have

not dared to indulge myself with recording things that

ought to be forgotten.

How I long to live in peace with all men, and how I

resent interference in the management ofmy children! If

the time ever comes that I live, a spinster ofa certain age, in

the family of an elder brother, what a model of forbearance,

charity, and sisterly lovingkindness I shall be!



I intend to resume my journal, and be more faithful

to it this year. How many precious things, said by dear Mrs.

Campbell and others, are lost forever, because I did not

record them at the time!

I have seen her today. At Ernests suggestion I have let

Susan Green provide her with a comfortable chair, which

enables her to sit up during a part of each day. I found her

in it, full of gratitude, her sweet, tranquil face shining, as it

always is, with a light reflected from heaven itself. She

looks like one who has had her struggle with life and con-

quered it. During last year I visited her often, and gradually

learned much of her past history, though she does not love

to talk of herself. She has outlived her husband, a houseful

of girls and boys, and her ill-health is chiefly the result of

years ofwatching by their sick-beds, and grief at their loss.

For she does not pretend not to grieve, but always

says, "It is complaining that dishonors God, not grief

I said to her today: "Doesn t it seem hard when you

think of the many happy homes there are in the world, that
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you should be singled out for such bereavement and

loneliness?"

She replied, with a smile: "I am not singled out, dear.

There are thousands of God s own dear children, scattered

over the world, suffering far more than I do, and I do not

think there are many persons in it who are happier than I

am. I was bound to my God and Saviour before I knew a

sorrow, it is true. But it was by a chain of many links; and

every link that dropped away, brought me to Him, till at

last, having nothing left, I was shut up to Him, and learned

fully, what I had only learned partially, how soul-satisfy^ing

He is in Himself."

"You think, then," I said, while my heart died within

me, "that husband and children are obstacles in our way,

and hinder our getting near to Christ."

"Oh, no!" she cried. "God never gives us hindrances.

On the contrary. He means, in making us wives and moth-

ers, to put us into the very conditions of holy living. But if

we abuse His gifts by letting them take His place in our

hearts, it is an act of love on His part to take them away, or

to destroy our pleasure in them. It is delightftjl," she added,

after a pause, "to know that there are some generous souls

on earth, who love their dear ones with all their hearts, yet

give those hearts unreservedly to Christ. Mine was not one

of them."

I had some little service to render her which inter-

rupted our conversation. The offices I have had to have

rendered me in my own long days of sickness have taught
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me to be less meticulous about waiting upon others. I am

thankful that God has at last made me willing to do any-

thing in a sick-room that must be done. She thanked me, as

she always does, and then I said:

"I have a great many little trials, but they don t do me

a bit of good. Or, at least, I don t see that they do."

"No, we never see plants growing," she said.

"And do you really think then, that perhaps I am

growing, though unconsciously?"

"I know you are, dear child. There can't be life with-

out growth."

This comforted me. I came home, praying all the way,

and striving to commit myself entirely to Him in whose

school I sit as a learner. Oh, that I were a better scholar! But

I do not half learn my lessons, I am heedless and inatten-

tive, and I forget what is taught. Perhaps this is the reason

that weighty truths float before my mind s eye at times, but

do not fix themselves there.

I have been much impressed by Dr. Cabot s sermons

today. While I am listening to his voice and hear him speak

of the beauty and desirableness of the Christian life, I feel

as he feels, that I am willing to count all things but dross

that I may win Christ. But when I come home to my
worldly cares, I get completely absorbed in them, and it is

only by a painful wrench that I force my soul back to God.

Sometimes I almost envy Lucy her calm nature, which
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gives her so little trouble. Why do I need to throw my

whole soul into whatever I do? Why can't I make so much

as an apron for little Ernest without the ardor and eager-

ness of a soldier marching to battle? I wonder if people of

my temperament ever get toned down, and finally learn to

take life more coolly?

My dear little Una has had a long and very severe ill-

ness. It seems wonderful that she could survive such suffer-

ings. And it is almost as wonderful that I could look upon

them, week after week, without losing my senses.

At first Ernest paid little attention to my repeated en-

treaties that he would prescribe medicine for her, and some

precious time was thus lost. But the moment he was fully

aroused to see her danger, there was something beautiful in

his devotion. He often walked the room with her by the

hour together, and it was touching to see her lying like a

pale, crushed lily in his strong arms. One morning she

seemed almost gone, and we knelt around her with burst-

ing hearts, to commend her parting soul to Him in whose

arms we were about to place her. But it seemed as if all He

asked ofus was to come to that point, for then He gave her

back to us, and she is still ours, only seven-fold dearer. I

was so thankful to see dear Ernest s faith triumphing over

his heart, and making him so ready to give up even this

little lamb without a word. Yes, we will give our children

to Him ifHe asks for them. He shall never have to snatch

them firom us by force.
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We have had a quiet summer in the country, that is, I

have with my darling little ones. This is the fourth birthday

of our son and heir, and he has been full of health and vi-

tality, enjoying everything with all his heart. How he lights

up our somber household! Father has been fasting today,

and is so worn out and so nervous in consequence, that he

could not bear the sound of the childrens voices. I wish, if

he must fast, he would do it moderately, and do it all the

time. Now he goes without food until he is ready to sink,

and then he eats quantities of improper food. If Martha

could only see how mischievous all this is for him. After

the children had been hustled out of the way, and I had

got them both off to bed, he said in his most doleful man-

ner, "I hope, my daughter, that you are faithful to your son.

He has now reached the age of four years, and is a remark-

ably intelligent child. I hope you teach him that he is a

sinner, and that he is in a state of condemnation."

"Now, father, don t" I said. "You are all tired out, and

do not know what you are saying. I would not have little

Ernest hear you for the world."

Poor father! He fairly groaned.

"You are responsible for that child's soul," he said;

"you have more influence over him than all the world

beside."

"I know it," I said, "and sometimes I feel ready to sink

when I think of the great work God has entrusted to me.

But my poor child will learn that he is a sinner only too
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soon, and before that dreadful day arrives I want to fortify

his soul with the only antidote against the misery that

knowledge will give him. I want him to see his Redeemer

in all His love, and all His beauty, and to love Him with all

his heart and soul, and mind and strength. Dear father, pray

for him, and pray for me, too."

"I do, I will," he said, solemnly. And then followed the

inevitable long fit of silent musing, when I often wonder

what is passing in that sujBfering soul. For a sufferer he cer-

tainly is who sees a great and good and terrible God who

cannot look upon iniquity, and does not see His risen Son,

wiio has paid the debt we owe, and lives to intercede for us

before the throne of the Father.

James came to me yesterday with a letter he had been

writing to mother. "I want you to read this before it goes,"

he said, "for you ought to know my plans as soon as

mother does."

I did not get time to read it until after tea. Then I

came up here to my room, and sat down curious to know

what was coming.

Well, I thought I loved him as much as one human

being could love another, already, but now my heart em-

braced him with a fervor and delight that made me so

happy that I could not speak a word when I knelt down to

tell my Saviour all about it.

He said that he had been led, within a few months, to

make a new consecration of himself to Christ and to

Christ s cause on earth, and that this had resulted in his
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choosing the life of a missionary, instead of settling down,

as he had intended to do, as a city physician. Such expres-

sions of personal love to Christ, and delight in the thought

of serving Him, I never read. I could only marvel at what

God had wrought in his soul.

For me to live to Christ seems natural enough, for I

have been driven to Him not only by sorrow but by sin.

Every outbreak ofmy hasty temper sends me weeping and

penitent to the foot of the cross, and I love much because I

have been forgiven much. But James, as far as I know, has

never had a sorrow, except my father s death, and I that

had no apparent religious effect. And his natural character

is perfectly beautiful. He is as warm-hearted and loving

and simple and guileless as a child, and has nothing ofmy
intemperance, hastiness and quick temper. I have often

thought that she would be a rare woman who could win

and wear such a heart as his. Life has done little but smile

upon him; he is handsome and talented and attractive; ev-

erybody is fascinated by him, everybody caresses him; and

yet he has turned his back on the world that has dealt so

kindly with him, and given himself, as Edwards^^ says,

"clean away to Christ!" Oh, how thankful I am! And yet to

let him go! My only brother— mother s only son! But I

know what she will say; she will bid him God-speed!

Ernest came upstairs, looking tired and worn-out. I

read the letter to him. It impressed him strangely; but he

only said:

"This is v^at we might expect, who knew James, dear

feUow!"

But when we knelt down to pray together, I saw how
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he was touched, and how his soul kindled within him in

harmony with that consecrated, devoted spirit. Dear James!

it must be mother s prayers that have done for him this

wondrous work that is usually the slow growth of years;

and this is the mother who prays for you, Katy! So take

courage!

James means to study theology as well as medicine, it

seems. That will keep him with us for some years. Oh, is it

selfish to take his view of it? Alas, the spirit is willing to

have him go, but the flesh is weak, and cries out.

Amelia came to see me today. She has been traveling,

for her health, and certainly looks much improved.

"Charley and I are quite good friends again," she be-

gan. "We have traveled about everywhere, and have a de-

lightful time. What a snug little box of a house you have!"

"It is inconveniently small," I said, "for our family is large,

and the doctor needs more office room."

"Does he receive patients here? How horrid! Don t

you hate to have people with all sorts of ills and aches in

the house? It must depress your spirits."

"I dare say it would if I saw them; but I never do."

"I would like to see your children. Your husband says

you are perfectly devoted to them."

"As I suppose all mothers are," I replied, laughing.

"As to that," she returned, "people differ."

I
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The children were brought down. She admired litde

Ernest, as everybody does, but only glanced at the baby.

"What a sickly-looking little thing!" she said. "But this

boy is a splendid fellow! Ah, if mine had lived he would

have been just such a child! But some people have all the

trouble and others all the comfort. I am sure I don't know

what I have done that I should have to lose my only boy,

and have nothing left but girls. To be sure, I can afford to

dress them elegantly, and as soon as they get old enough I

mean to have them taught all sorts of accomplishments.

You can't imagine what a relief it is to have plenty of

money!"

"Indeed I cant!" I replied; "it is quite beyond the

reach ofmy imagination."

"My uncle— that is to say Charley s uncle— has just

given me a carriage and horses for my own use. In fact, he

heaps everything upon me. Where do you go to church?"

I told her, reminding her that Dr. Cabot was its

pastor.

"Oh, I forgot! Poor Dr. Cabot! Is he as old-fashioned

as ever?"

"I don t know what you mean," I cried. "He is as good

as ever, if not better. His health is very delicate, and that

one thing seems to be a blessing to him."

"A blessing! Why, Kate Mortimer! Kate Elliott, I mean.

It is a blessing I, for one, am very willing to dispense with.

But you always did say peculiar things. Well, I dare say Dr.

Cabot is very good and all that, but his church is not a

fashionable one, and Charley and I go to Dr. Bellamys.
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That is, I go once a day, pretty regularly, and Charley goes

when he feels like it. Good-bye. I must go now; I have all

my fall shopping to do. Have you done yours? Suppose

you jump into the carriage and go with me? You can t

imagine how it passes away the morning to drive from

shop to shop looking over the new goods."

"There seem to be a number of things I can't imag-

ine," I replied, dryly. "You must excuse me this morning."

She took her leave. I looked at her rich dress as she

gathered it about her and swept away, and recalled all her

empty, frivolous talk with contempt.

She and Ch— , her husband, I mean, are well matched.

They need their money, and their palaces and their fine

clothes and handsome frirnishings, for they have nothing

else. How thankfril I am that I am as unlike them as ex

—

I'm sure I don t know what I was going to say when I

was interrupted just then. Something in the way of self-glo-

rification, most likely. I remember the contempt with

which I looked after Amelia as she left our house, and the

pinnacle on which I sat perched for some days, when I

compared my life with hers. Alas, it was my view of life of

which I was lost in admiration, for I am sure that if I ever

come under the complete dominion of Christ's gospel I

shall not know the sentiment of contempt. I feel truly

ashamed and sorry that I am still so far from being pen-

etrated with that spirit.
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My pride has had a terrible fall. As I sat on my throne,

looking down on all the Amelias in the world, I felt a pro-

found pity at their delight in petty trifles, their love of po-

sition, ofmere worldly show and passing vanities.

"They are all alike," I said to myself. "They are inca-

pable ofunderstanding a character like mine, or the exalted,

ennobling principles that govern me. They crave the ap-

plause of this world, they are satisfied with fine clothes,

fine houses, fine ftirnishings. They think and talk of noth-

ing else; I have not one idea in common with them. I see

the emptiness and hollowness of these things. I am abso-

lutely unworldly; my ambition is to attain whatever they, in

their blind folly and ignorance, absolutely despise."

Thus communing with myself, I was not a little

pleased to hear Dr. Cabot and his wife announced. I has-

tened to meet them and to display to them the virtues I so

admired in myself They had hardly a chance to utter a

word. I spoke eloquently ofmy contempt for worldly vani-

ties, and ofmy enthusiastic longings for a higher life. I even

went into particulars about the shortcomings ofsome ofmy

acquaintances, though faint misgivings as to the propriety

of such remarks on those absent made me half repent of

the words I still kept uttering. When they finally left I

rushed to my room with my heart beating, my cheeks all in

a glow, and caught up and caressed the children in a way

that seemed to astonish them. Then I took mywork and sat

down to sew. What a horrible reaction now took place! I saw

my refined, subtle, disgusting pride, just as I suppose Dr.
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and Mrs. Cabot saw it! I sat covered with confusion, shocked

at myself, shocked at the weakness ofhuman nature. Oh, to

get back the good opinion of my friends! To recover my

own self-respect! But this was impossible. I threw down my

work and walked about my room. There was a terrible

struggle in my soul. I saw that instead ofbrooding over the

display I had made of myself to Dr. Cabot I ought to be

thinking solely ofmy appearance in the sight of God, who

could see far more plainly than any earthly eye could all

my miserable pride and self-conceit. But I could not do

that, and fretted about till I was worn out, body and soul.

At last I sent the children away, and knelt down and told

the whole story to Him who knew what I was when He

had compassion on me, called me by my name, and made

me His own child.And here I found a certain peace. Chris-

tian, on his way to the celestial city, met and fought his

Apollyons and his giants, too; but he got there at last!
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This morning Ernest received an early summons to

visit Amelia. I got out of all manner of patience with him

because he would take his bath and eat his breakfast before

he went, and would have driven any one else distracted by

my hurry and flurry.

"She has had a hemorrhage!" I cried. "Do, Ernest, make

haste."

"Of course," he returned, "that would come, sooner

or later."

"You dorft mean," I said, "that she has been in danger

ofthis all along?"

"I certainly do."

"Then it was very unkind ofyou not to tell me so."

"I told you at the outset that her lungs were

diseased."

"No, you told me no such thing. Oh, Ernest, is she

going to die?"

"I did not know you were so fond of her," he said,

apologetically.

"It is not that," I cried. "I am distressed at the thought



252 / Elizabeth Prentiss

of the worldly life she has been living— at my never try-

ing to influence her for her good. If she is in danger, you

will tell her so? Promise me that."

"I must see her before I make such a promise," he

said, and left.

I flew up to my room and threw myselfon my knees,

sorrowful, self-condemned. I had thrown away my last

opportimity of speaking a word to her in season, though I

had seen how much she needed one, and now she was go-

ing to die! Oh, I hope God will forgive me, and hear the

prayers I have offered for her!

Ernest says he had a most distressing scene at Amelias

this morning. She insisted on knowing what he thought of

her, and then burst out into bitter complaints and lamenta-

tions, charging it to her husband that she had this disease,

declaring that she could not, and would not die, and insist-

ing that he must prevent it. Her uncle urged for a consulta-

tion of physicians, to which Ernest consented, of course,

though he says no mortal power can save her now. I asked

him how her husband appeared, to which he made the

evasive answer that he appeared just as one would expect

him to do.

Amelia was so determined to see me that Ernest

thought it best for me to go. I found her looking very

feeble.

"Oh, Kat)^* she began at once, "do make the doctor say
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that I shall get well!"

"I wish he could say so with truth," I answered. "Dear

Amelia, try to think how happy God s own children are

when they are with Him."

"I can't think," she replied. "I do not want to think. I

want to forget all about it. If it were not for this terrible

cough I could forget it, for I am really a great deal better

than I was a month ago."

I did not know what to say or what to do.

"May I read a hymn or a few verses from the Bible?" I

finally asked.

"Just as you like," she said, indifferently.

I read a verse now and then, but she looked tired, and

I prepared to go.

"Don't go," she cried. "I do not dare to be alone. Oh,

what a terrible, terrible thing it is to die! To leave this

bright, beautiful world, and be nailed up in a coffin and

buried up in a cold, dark grave!"

"Nay' I said, "to leave this poor sick body there, and to

fly to a world ten thousand times brighter, more beautiful

than this."

"I had just got to feeling nearly well," she said, "and I

had everything I wanted, and Charley was quite good to

me, and I kept my little girls looking like fairies, just from

fairy-land. Everybody said they wore the most picturesque

costumes when they were dressed according to my taste.

And I have got to go and leave them, and Charley will be

marrying somebody else, and saying to her all the nice

things he has said to me."

"I really must go now," I said. "You are wearing
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yourself all out."

"I declare you are crying." she exclaimed. "You do pity

me after all."

"Indeed I do," I said, and came away, heartsick.

Ernest says there is nothing I can do for her now but

to pray for her, since she does not really believe herself in

danger, and has a vague feeling that if she can once con-

vince him how much she wants to live, he will use some

vigorous measures to restore her. Martha is to watch with

her tonight. Ernest will not let me.

Our wedding anniversary passed unobserved.

Amelia's suffering condition absorbs us all. Martha spends

much time with her, and prepares almost all the food

she eats.

I have seen poor Amelia once more, and perhaps for

the last time. She has failed rapidly of late, and Ernest says

may drop away at almost any time.

When I went in she took me by the hand, and with

great difficulty, and at intervals said something like this:

"I have made up my mind to it, and I know it must

come. I want to see Dr. Cabot. Do you think he would be

willing to visit me after my neglecting him so?"

"I am sure he would," I cried.

"I want to ask him if he thinks I was a Christian at

that time— you know when. If I was, then I need not be

so afraid to die."
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"But, dear Amelia, what he thinks is very little to the

purpose. The question is not whether you ever gave your-

self to God, but whether you are His now. But I ought not

to talk to you. Dr. Cabot will know just what to say"

"No, but I want to know whatyou thought about it."

I felt distressed, as I looked at her wasted dying fig-

ure, to be called on to help decide such a question. But I

knew what I ought to say, and said it: "Don't look back to

the past; it is useless. Give yourself to Christ right now."

She shook her head.

"I don t know how," she said. "Oh, Katy, pray to God

to let me live long enough to get ready to die. Ihave led a

worldly life. I shudder at the bare thought of dying; I must

have time."

"Don t wait for time," I said, with tears, "get ready now,

this minute. A thousand years would not make you more

fit to die."

So I came away, weary and heavy-laden, and on the

way home stopped to tell Dr. Cabot all about it, and by this

time he is with her.

Poor Amelias short race on earth is over. Dr Cabot saw

her every few days and says he hopes she did depart in

Christian faith, though without Christian joy. I have not

seen her since that last interview. That moved me so much

that Ernest would not let me go back again.

Martha has been there nearly the whole time for three

or four weeks, and I really think it has done her good. She
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seems less absorbed in mere outside things, and more

lenient toward me and my failings.

I do not know what is to become of those motherless

little girls. I wish I could take them into my own home, but,

ofcourse, that is not even to be thought of at this juncture.

Ernest says their father seemed nearly distracted when

Amelia died, and that his uncle is going to send him off to

Europe immediately.

I have been talking with Ernest about Amelia. "What

do you think," I asked, "about her last days on earth? Was

there really any preparation for death?"

"These scenes are very painful," he returned. "Of

course there is but one real preparation for Christian dying,

and that is Christian living."

"But the sick-room often does what a prosperous life

never did!"

"Not often. Sick persons delude themselves, or are de-

luded by their friends; they do not believe they are really

about to die. Besides, they are bewildered and exhausted by

disease, and what mental strength they have is occupied

with studying symptoms, watching for the doctor, and the

like. I do not now recall a single instance where a worldly

Christian died a happy, joyful death, in all my practice."

"Well, in one sense it makes no difference whether

they die happily or not. The question is do they die in the

Lord?"

"It may make no vital difference to them, but we must

not forget that God is honored or dishonored by the way a

Christian dies, as well as by the way in which he lives.
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There is great significance in the description given in the

Bible of the death by which Peter would 'Glorify God'

(John 21:19); to my mind it implies that to die well is to

live well."

"But how many thousands die suddenly, or of such

exhausting disease that they cannot honor God by even

one feeble word."

"Of course, I do not refer to such cases. All I ask is

that those whose minds are clear, who are able to attend to

all other final details, should let it be seen what the gospel

of Christ can do for poor sinners in the great demands of

life, giving Him the glory. I can tell you, my darling, that

standing, as I so often do, by dying beds, this whole subject

has become one of great magnitude to my mind. And it

gives me positive personal pain to see heirs of the eternal

kingdom, made such by the ignominious death of their

Lord, go shrinking and weeping to the ftiU possession of

their inheritance."

Ernest is right, I am sure, but how shall the world,

even the Christian world, be convinced that it may have

blessed foretastes ofheaven while yet plodding upon earth,

and faith to go there joyfully, for the simple asking?

Poor Amelia! But she understands it all now. It is a

blessed thing to have this great faith, and it is a blessed

thing to have a Saviour who accepts it when it is but a mere

grain of mustard-seed!

I celebrated my little Unas third birthday by present-

ing her with a new brother. Both the children welcomed
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him with delight that was of itself compensation enough

for all it cost me to get up such a celebration. Martha takes

a most prosaic view of this proceeding, in v^ch she detects

malice prepense on my part. She says I shall now have one

mouth the more to fill, and two feet the more to shoe; more

disturbed nights, more laborious days, and less leisure for

visiting, reading, music, and drawing.

Well! this is one side of the story, to be sure, but I look

at the other. Here is a sweet, fragrant mouth to kiss; here

are two more feet to make music with their pattering about

my nursery. Here is a soul to train for God, and the body

in which it dwells is worthy all it will cost, since it is the

abode of a kingly tenant. I may see less of friends, but I

have gained one dearer than them all, to whom, while I

minister in Christ s name, I make a willing sacrifice of

what little leisure for my own recreation my other darlings

had left me. Yes, my precious baby, you are welcome to your

mother s heart, welcome to her time, her strength, her health,

her most tender cares, to her life-long prayers! Oh, how rich

I am, how truly, how wondrously blest!

We begin to be woefully crowded. We need a larger

house, or a smaller household. I am afraid I secretly, down

at the bottom ofmy heart, wish Martha and her father

could give place to my little ones. May God forgive me if

this is so! It is a poor time for such emotions when He has

just given me another darling child, for whom I have as

rich and ample a love as if I had spent no affection on the
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Other two. I have made myself especially kind to poor father

and to Martha, lest they should perceive how inconvenient it

is to have them here, and be pained by it. I would not for

the world rob them ofwhat little satisfaction they may de-

rive from living with us. But, oh! I am so selfish, and it is

so hard to practice the very law of love I preach to my

children! Yet I want this law to rule and reign in my home,

that it may be a little heaven below, and I will not, no, I

will not, cease praying that it may be such, no matter what

it costs me. Poor father! poor old man! I will try to make

your home so sweet and home-like to you that when you

change it for heaven it shall be but a transition from one

bliss to a higher!

Soon after writing that I went down to see father,

whom I have had to neglect of late, baby has so used up

both time and strength. I found him and Martha engaged

in what seemed to be an exciting debate, as Martha had a

fiery little red spot on each cheek, and was knitting furi-

ously. I was about to retreat, when she got up in a flurried

way and went off, saying, as she went:

"You teU her, father; I can't."

I went up to him tenderly and took his hand. Ah, how

gentle and loving we are when we have just been speaking

to God!

"What is it, dear father?" I asked; "is anything

troubling you?"

"She is going to be married," he replied.

"Oh, father!" I cried, "how n
—

" nice, I was going to
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say, but stopped just in time.

All my abominable selfishness that I thought I had left

at my Master s feet ten minutes before now came trooping

back in full force.

"She s going to be married; she'll go away, and will

take her father to live with her! I can have room for my

children, and room for mother! Every element of discord

will now leave my home, and Ernest will see what I

really am!"

These were the thoughts that rushed through my
mind, and that illuminated my face.

"Does Ernest know?" I asked.

"Yes, Ernest has known it for some weeks."

Then I felt injured and inwardly accused Ernest of

unkindness in keeping so important a fact a secret. But

when I went back to my children, vexation with him took

flight at once. The coming of each new child strengthens

and deepens my desire to be what I would have it become;

makes my faults more loathsome in my eyes, and elevates

my whole character. What a blessed discipline ofjoy and of

pain my married life has been; how thankful I am to reap

its fruits even while pricked by its thorns!

.^ ^^

It seems that the happy man who has wooed Martha

and won her is no less a personage than old Mr. Underbill.

His ideal of a woman is one who has no nerves, no senti-

ment, no backaches, no headaches, who will see that the

wheels of his household machinery are kept well oiled, so
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that he need never hear them creak, and who, in addition

to her other accomplishments, believes in him and will be

kind enough to live for ever for his private accommoda-

tion. This expose of his sentiments he has made to me in a

loud, cheerful, pompous way, and he has also favored me

with a description of his first wife, who lacked all these

qualifications, and was obliging enough to depart in peace

at an early stage of their married life, meekly preferring

thus to make way for a worthier successor. Mr Underbill,

with all his foibles, however, is on the whole a good man.

He intends to take Amelias little girls into his own home,

and be a father, as Martha will be a mother, to them. For

this reason he hurries on the marriage, after which they

will all go at once to his home in the country, which is of

easy access, and which he says he is sure father will enjoy

Poor old father! I hope he will, but when the subject is

alluded to he maintains a somber silence, and it seems to

me he never spent so many days alone in his room,

brooding over his misery, as he has of late. Oh, that I

could comfort him.

The marriage was scheduled for the first of the

month, as old Mr. Underbill wanted to get out of town be-

fore the Fourth. As the time drew near, Martha began to

pack father s trunk as well as her own, and brush in and

out of his room till he had no rest for the sole of his foot,

and seemed as forlorn as a pelican in the wilderness.^^

I know no more striking picture of desolation than
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that presented by one of these quaint birds, standing upon

a single leg, feeling as the story has it, "den Jammer und

dasElendderWelt."^^

On the last evening in June we all sat together on the

porch, enjoying, each in our own way, a refreshing breeze

that had sprung up after a sultry day. Father was quieter

than usual, and seemed very languid. Ernest who, out of

regard to Marthas last evening at home, had joined our

little circle, observed this, and said, cheerfully:

"You will feel much better as soon as you are once

more out of the city, father."

Father made no reply for some minutes, and when he

did speak we were all startled to find that his voice

trembled as if he were shedding tears. We could not under-

stand what he said. I went to him and made him lean his

head upon me as he often did when it ached. He took my
hand in both his.

"You do love the old man a little?" he asked in the

same tremulous and faltering voice.

"Indeed, I do!" I cried, greatly touched by his helpless

appeal, "I love you dearly father. And I shall miss you

sadly"

"Must I go away then?" he whispered. "Cannot I stay

here until the Lord summons me? It will not be long, it will

not be long, my child."

With the cry of a hurt animal, Martha sprang up

and rushed past us into the house. Ernest followed her,

and we heard them talking together a long time. At last

Ernest joined us.
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"Fatherr he said, "Martha is a good deal wounded and

disappointed at your reluctance to go with her. She threat-

ens to break oflfher engagement rather than to be separated

from you. I really think you would be better offwith her

than with us. You would enjoy country life, because it is

what you have been accustomed to; you could spend

hours of every day in driving around; just what your

health requires."

Father did not reply. He took Ernests arm and tot-

tered into the house. Then we had a most painful scene.

Martha reminded him with bitter tears that her mother had

committed him to her with her last breath and set before

him all the advantages he would have in her house over

ours. Father sat pale and inflexible, tear after tear rolling

down his cheeks. Ernest looked distressed and ready to

sink. As for me I cried with Martha, and with her father by

turns, and clung to Ernest with a feeling that all the foun-

dations of the earth were giving way It came time for

evening prayers, and Ernest prayed as he rarely does, for he

is rarely so moved. He quieted us all by a few simple words

of appeal to Him \n^o loved us, and father then consented

to spend the summer with Martha if he might call our

home his home, and be with us through the winter. But

this was not till long after the rest of us went to bed, and a

hard batde with Ernest. He says Ernest is his favorite child,

and that I am his favorite daughter, and our children inex-

pressibly dear to him. I am ashamed to write down \Ndiat he

said ofme. Besides, I am sure there is a wicked, wicked tri-

umph over Martha in my secret heart. I am too elated with
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his extraordinary preference for us, to sympathize with her

mortification and grief as I ought. Something whispered

that she who has never pitied me deserves no pity now. But

I do not like this mean and narrow spirit in myself, nay

more, I hate and abhor it.

The marriage took place and they all went off together,

father s rigid, white face, whiter, more rigid than ever. I am

to go to mother s with the children at once. I feel that a

great stone has been rolled away from before the door of

my heart; the one human being who reftised me a kindly

smile, a sympathizing word, has gone, never to return. May

God go with her and give her a happy home, and make her

true and loving to those motherless little ones!



I have had a charming summer with dear mother;

and now I have the great joy, so long deferred, of having

her in my own home. Ernest has been very cordial about

it, and James has settled up all her worldly affairs, so that

she has nothing to do now but to love us and let us love

her. It is a pleasant picture to see her with my little darlings

about her, telling the old sweet story she told me so often,

and making God and Heaven and Christ such blissful reali-

ties. As I listen, I realize that it is to her I owe that early,

deep-seated longing to please the Lord Jesus, which I

never remember as having a beginning, or an ending,

though it did have its fluctuations. And it is another pleas-

ant picture to see her sit in her own old chair, which Ernest

was thoughtful enough to have brought for her, pondering

cheerfully over her Bible and her Thomas a Kempis just as

I have seen her do ever since I can remember. And there is

still a third pleasant picture, only that it is a new one; it is

as she sits at my right hand at the table, the living personi-

fication of the blessed gospel of good tidings, with father,
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opposite, the fading image of the law given by Moses. For

father has come back; father and all his ailments, his pill-

boxes, his fits of despair and his fits of dying. But he is

quiet and gentle, and even loving, and as he sits in his cor-

ner, his Bible on his knees, I see how much more he reads

the New Testament than he used to do, and that the four-

teenth chapter of St. John almost opens to him of itself.

I must do Martha the justice to say that her absence,

while it increases my domestic peace and happiness, in-

creases my cares also. What with the children, the house-

keeping, the thought for mother s little comforts and the

concern for father s, I am like a bit of chaff driven before

the wind, and always in a hurry. There are so many stitches

to be taken, so many things to pass through one s brain!

Mother says no mortal woman ought to undertake so

much, but what can I do? While Ernest is straining every

nerve to pay off those debts, I must do all the needlework,

and we must get along with servants whose lack of skill

makes them willing to put up with low wages. Of course I

cannot tell mother this, and I really believe she thinks I

scrimp and pinch and overdo out ofmere stinginess.

Ernest came to me today with our accounts for the

last three months. He looked quite worried, for him, and

asked me if there were any expenses we could cut down.

My heart jumped up into my mouth, and I said in an

irritated way:

"I am killing myself with over-work now. Mother
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says so. I sew every night till twelve o'clock, and I feel all

worn out"

"I did not mean that I wanted you to do any more than

you are doing now, dear," he said, kindly. "I know you are all

worn out, and I look on this state of feverish activity with

great anxiety. Are all these stitches absolutely necessary?"

"You men know nothing about such things," I said,

while my conscience pricked me as I went on hurrying to

finish the fifth tuck in one of Una's little dresses. "Of course

I want my children to look decent."

Ernest sighed.

"I reaUy dorft know what to do," he said, in a hopeless

way. "Father s persisting in living with us is throwing a

burden on you, that with all your other cares is quite too

much for you. I see and feel it every day. Don t you think I

had better explain this to him and let him go to Marthas?"

"No, indeed!" I said. "He 11 stay here if it kills me,

poor old man!"

Ernest began once more to look over the bills."! dont

know how it is," he said, "but since Martha left us our ex-

penses have increased a good deal."

Now the truth is that when Aunty paid me most gen-

erously for teaching her children, I did not dare to offer

my earnings to Ernest, lest he should be annoyed. So I had

quietly used it for household expenses, and it had held out

until about the time of Marthas marriage. Ernests injustice

was just as painfiil, just as insufferable as ifhe had known

this, and I now burst out with whatever my grated, over-

taxed nerves impelled me to say, like one possessed.
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Ernest was annoyed and surprised.

"I thought we had finished with these things," he said,

and gathering up the papers he went off.

I rose and locked my door and threw myselfdown

upon the floor in an agony of shame, anger, and physical

exhaustion. I did not know how large a part of what

seemed mere childish ill-temper was really the cry of exas-

perated nerves, that had been on too strained a tension, and

silent too long, and Ernest did not know it either. How

could he? His profession kept him for hours every day in

the open air; there were times when his work was done and

he could take entire rest; and his health is absolutely per-

fect. But I did not make any excuse for myself at the mo-

ment. I was overwhelmed with the sense ofmy utter unfit-

ness to be a wife and a mother.

Then I heard Ernest try to open the door, and finding

it locked, he knocked, calling pleasantiy: "It is I, darling; let

me in."

I opened it reluctantly enough.

"Come," he said, "put on your things and drive about

with me on my rounds. I have no long visits to make, and

while I am seeing my patients you will be getting the air,

which you need."

"I do not want to go," I said. "I do not feel well

enough. Besides, there's my work."

"You can't see to sew with these red eyes," he declared.

"Come! I prescribe a drive, as your physician."

"Oh, Ernest, how kind, how forgiving you are!" I cried,

running into the arms he held out to me. "If you knew
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how ashamed, how sorry, I am!"

"And if you only knew how ashamed and sorry I

am!" he returned. "I ought to have seen how you were tax-

ing and over-taxing yourself, doing your own work and

Martha's too. It must not continue."

By this time, with a veil over my face, he had gotten

me downstairs and out into the air, which fanned my fiery

cheeks and cooled my heated brain. It seemed to me that I

have had all this tempest about nothing at all, and that with

a character still so undisciplined, I was utterly unworthy to

be either a wife or a mother. But when I tried to say so in

broken words, Ernest comforted me with the gentleness

and tenderness of a woman.

"Your character is not undisciplined, my darling," he

said. "Your nervous organization is very peculiar, and you

have had unusual cares and trials firom the beginning of

our married life. I ought not to have confironted you with

my father s debts at a moment when you had every reason

to look forward to fireedom firom most petty financial con-

cerns and other cares."

"Don t say so," I interrupted. "If you had not told me

you had this draft on your resources I would have always

suspected you of meanness. For you know, dear, you have

kept me— that is to say— well you could not help it, but I

suppose men can't understand how many demands are

made upon a mother for money almost every day. I got

along very well until the children came, but since then it

has been very hard indeed."

"Yes," he said, "I am sure it has. But let me finish what
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I was going to say. I want you to make a distinction for

yourself, which I made for you, between mere ill-temper,

and the irritability that is the result of a goaded state of the

nerves. Until you do that, nothing can be done to relieve

you from what I am sure distresses and grieves you exceed-

ingly. Now, I suppose that whenever you speak to me or

the children in this irritated way you lose your own self-re-

spect, for the time, at least, and feel degraded in the sight of

God also."

"Oh, Ernest! there are no words in any language that

mean enough to express the anguish I feel when I speak

quick, impatient words to you, the one human being in the

universe whom I love with all my heart and soul, and to

my darling little children who are almost as dear! I pray

and mourn over it day and night. God only knows how I

hate myselfon account of this one horrible sin!"

"It is a sin only as you deliberately and willfully fulfill

the conditions that lead to such results. Now I am sure if

you could once make up your mind in the fear of God,

never to undertake more work of any sort than you can

carry on calmly, quietly, without hurry or flurry, and the

instant you find yourselfgrowing nervous and like one out

ofbreath, would stop and take breath, you would find this

simple, common-sense rule doing for you what no prayers

or tears could ever accomplish. Will you try it for one

month, my darling?"

"But we can't afford it," I cried, with almost a groan.

"Why, you have told me this very day that our expenses

must be cut down, and now you want me to add to them
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by doing less work. But the work must be done. The chil-

dren must be clothed, and there is not end to the stitches to

be taken for them, and your stockings must be mended

—

you make enormous holes in them! and you don t like it if

you ever find a button lacking to a shirt or your supply of

shirts getting low"

"All you say may be very true," he returned, "but I am

determined that you shall not be driven to desperation as

you have been of late."

By this time we had reached the house where his visit

was to be made, and I had nothing to do but lean back and

consider all he had been saying, over and over again, and to

see its reasonableness while I could not see what was to be

done for my relief Ah, I have often felt in moments of bit-

ter grief at my impatience with my children, that perhaps

God pitied more than He blamed me for it! And now my

dear husband was doing the same!

When Ernest had finished his visit we drove on again

in silence.

At last I asked: "Do tell me, Ernest, if you worked out

this problem all by your self?"

He smiled a little.

"No, I did not. But I have had a patient for two or

three years whose case has interested me a good deal, and

for whom I finally prescribed just as I have done for you.

The thing worked like a charm, and she is now physically

and morally quite well."

"I dare say her husband is a rich man," I said.

"He is not as poor as your husband, at any rate,"
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Ernest replied. "But rich or poor I am determined not to sit

looking on while you exert yourself so far beyond your

strength. Just think, dear, suppose for fifty or a hundred or

two hundred dollars a year you could buy a sweet, cheer-

fial, quiet tone ofmind, would you hesitate one moment to

do so? And you can do it if you will. You are not ill-tem-

pered but quick-tempered; the irritability which annoys

you so is a physical infirmity wiiich will disappear the mo-

ment you cease to be goaded into it by that exacting mis-

tress you have hitherto been to yourself."

All this sounded very plausible while Ernest was talk-

ing, but the moment I got home I snatched up my work

firom mere force of habit.

"I may as well finish this as it is begun," I said to

myself, and the stitches flew fi-om my needle like sparks of

fire. Little Ernest came and begged for a story, but I put

him off. Then Una wanted to sit in my lap, but I told her I

was too busy. In the course of an hour the influence of the

fresh air and of Ernest s talk had nearly lost their power

over me; my thread kept breaking, the children leaned on

and tired me, the baby woke up and cried, and I got all out

of patience.

"Do go away, Ernest," I said, "and let mamma have a

little peace. Don t you see how busy I am? Go and play

with Una like a good boy." But he would not go, and kept

teasing Una till she, too, began to cry, and she and baby

made a regular concert of it.

"Oh, dear!" 1 sighed, "this work will never be done!"

and threw it down impatiently, and took the baby impa-
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tiendy, and began to walk up and down with him impa-

tiently. I was not willing that this little darling, whom I

love so dearly, should get through with his nap and inter-

rupt my work; yet I was displeased with myself, and tried

by kissing him to make some amends for the hasty, un-

pleasant tones with which I had grieved him and fright-

ened the other children. This evening Ernest came to me

with a larger sum ofmoney than he had ever given me at

one time.

"Now every cent of this is to be spent," he said, "in

having work done. I know any number of poor women

who will be thankful to have all you can give them."

Dear me! it is easy to talk, and I do feel grateful to

Ernest for his thoughtfulness and kindness. But I am al-

most in rags, and need every cent of this money to make

myself decent. I am positively ashamed to go anywhere, my

clothes are so shabby. Besides, supposing I leave off sewing

and all sorts of over-doing of a similar nature, I must still

nurse my baby, I suppose, and be up with him nights and

the others will have their cross days and their sick days,

and father will have his. Alas, there can be for me no royal

road to a "sweet, cheerful, quiet tone of mind!"

Mother says Ernest is entirely right in forbidding my
working so hard. I must admit that I already feel better. I

have all the time I need to read my Bible and to pray now,

and the children do not irritate and annoy me as they did.

Who knows but I shall yet become quite amiable?
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Ernest made his father very happy today by telling

him that the last of those wretched debts is paid. I think

that he might have told me that this deliverance was near

at hand. I did not know but that we had years of these

struggles with poverty before us. What with the relief from

this anxiety, my improved state of health, and fathers plea-

sure, I am in splendid spirits today. Ernest, too, seems won-

derfully cheerful, and we both feel that we may now look

forward to a quiet happiness we have never known. With

such a husband and such children as mine, I ought to be

the most grateful creature on earth.And I have dear mother

and James besides. I don t quite know what to think about

James' relation to Lucy. He is so brimful and running over

with happiness that he is also full of fun and of love, and

after all he may only like her as a cousin.

Father has not been so well of late. It seems as if he

kept up until he was relieved about those debts, and then

sunk down. I read to him a good deal, and so does mother,

but his mind is still dark, and he looks forward to the hour

of death with painful misgivings. He is getting a little

childish about my leaving him, and clings to me exactly as

if I were his own child. Martha spends a good deal of time

with him, and fusses over him in a way that I wonder she

does not see is annoying to him. He wants to be read to, to

hear a hymn sung or a verse repeated, and to be left other-

wise in perfect quiet. But she is continually pulling out

and shaking up his pillows, bathing his head in hot
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vinegar and soaking his feet. It looks so odd to see her in

one of the elegant silk dresses old Mr. Underhill makes her

wear, with her sleeves rolled up, the skirt hid away under a

large apron, continually rubbing away at poor father until

it seems as if his tired soul would fly out ofhim.

Father grows weaker every day. Ernest has sent for his

other children, John and Helen. Martha is no longer able to

come; her husband is very sick with a fever, and cannot be

left alone. No doubt he enjoys her bustling way of nursing,

and likes to have his pillows pushed from under him every

five minutes. I am afraid I feel glad that she is kept away,

and that I have father all to myself. Ernest never was so

fond ofme as he is now. I don t know what to make of it.

John and his wife and Helen have come. They stay at

Martha's, where there is plenty of room. John s wife is a

littie soft dumpling of a thing, and looks up to him as a

mouse would look up at a steeple. He strikes me as a very

selfish man. He steers straight for the best seat, leaving her

standing, ifneed be, accepts her humble attentions with the

air ofone collecting his just debts, and is continually snub-

bing and setting her right. Yet in some things he is very like

Ernest, and perhaps a wife destitute of self-assertion and

without much individuality would have spoiled him as

Helen has spoiled John. For I think it must be partiy her
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fault that he dares to be so egotistical.

Helen is the dearest, prettiest creature I ever saw. Oh,

why would James take a fancy to Lucy! I feel the new de-

light of having a sister to love and to admire. And she will

love me in time; I feel sure of it.

Father is very feeble and in great mental distress. He

gropes about in the dark, and shudders at the approach of

death. We can do nothing but pray for him. And the cloud

will be lifted when he leaves this world, if not before. For I

know he is a good, yes, a saintly man, dear to God and dear

to Christ.

Dear father has gone. We were all kneeling and pray-

ing and weeping around him, wdien suddenly he called me

to come to him. I went and let him lean his head on my
breast, as he loved to do. Sometimes I have stood so by the

hour together ready to sink with fatigue, and only kept up

with the thought that if this were my own precious father's

bruised head I could stand and hold it forever.

"Daughter Katherine," he said, in his faint, quivering

way, "you have come with me to the very brink of the river.

I thank God for all your cheering words and ways. I thank

God for giving you to be a helpmeet to my son. Farewell,

no\^^' he added, in a low, firm voice, "I feel the bottom, and

it is good!"^^
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He lay back on his pillow looking upward with an

expression of angelic peace and joy on his worn, withered

face, and so his life passed gently away.

Oh, the abundance ofGod s payments! What a recom-

pense for the poor love I had given my husband s father,

and the poor little services I had rendered him! Oh, that I

had never been impatient with him, never smiled at his pe-

culiarities, never in my secret heart felt him unwelcome to

my home! And how wholly I overlooked, in my blind self-

ishness, what he must have suffered in feeling himself

homeless, dwelling with us on suflferance,^^ but master and

head nowhere on earth! May God carry these lessons home

to my heart of hearts, and make this cloud of mingled re-

morse and shame which now envelops me to descend in

showers of love and benediction on every human soul that

mine can bless!





I have had a new lesson which has almost broken my

heart. In looking over his father s papers, Ernest found a

little journal, brief in its records indeed, but we learn from

it that on those anniversaries and birthdays, when I as-

sumed his austere religion made him aloof from our merry-

making, he was spending the time in fasting and praying

for us and for our children! Oh, shall I ever learn the sweet

charity that thinks no evil, and believes all things? What

rich blessings may have descended upon us and our chil-

dren through those prayers! What evils may they have been

instrumental in warding off! Dear old father! Oh, that I

could once more put my loving arms about him and bid

him welcome to our home! And how gladly would I now

confess to him all my unjust judgments concerning him

and entreat his forgiveness! Must life always go on thus?

Must I always be erring, ignorant and blind? How I hate

this arrogant sweeping past my brother man; this utter

ignoring of his hidden life?

I see now that it is good for mother that she did not

come to live with me at the beginning ofmy married life. I
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would not have borne with her little peculiarities, nor have

made her half so happy as I can now. I thank God that my

varied disappointments and discomforts, my feeble health,

my poverty, my mortifications have done me some little

good, and driven me to Him a thousand times because I

could not get along without His help. But I am not satisfied

with my condition in His sight. I am sure something is

lacking, though I know not what it is.

Helen is going to stay here and live with Martha. How

glad, how enchanted I am! Old Mr. Underhill is getting well;

I saw him today. He can talk of nothing but his illness, of

Marthas wonderfial skill in nursing him, declaring that he

owes his life to her. I felt a little peeved at this speech, be-

cause Ernest was very attentive to him, and no doubt did his

share towards the cure.We have fitted up father s room for a

nursery. Hitherto all the children have had to sleep in our

room, which has been bad for them and bad for us. I have

been so afraid they would keep Ernest awake if they were

unhealthy and restless. I have secured an excellent nurse,

who is as fresh and blooming as the flower whose name she

bears. The children are already attached to her, and I feel that

the worst ofmy life is now over.

Little Ernest was taken sick on the very day I wrote

that. The attack was fearftiUy sudden and violent. He is still

very, very ill. I have not forgotten that I said once that I
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would give my children to God should He ask for them.

And I will. But, oh, this agony of suspense! It eats into my

soul and eats it away. Oh, my little Ernest! My first-born

son! My pride, my joy, my hope! And I thought the worst

ofmy life was all over!

We have come into the country with what God has

left us, our two youngest children. Yes, I have tasted the

bitter cup ofbereavement, and drunk it down to the dregs.

I gave my darling to God, I gave him, I gave him! But, oh,

with what anguish I saw those round, dimpled limbs wither

and waste away, the glad smile fade forever from that beau-

tiful face! What a fearful thing it is to be a mother! But I

have given my child to God. I would not recall him if I

could. I am thankful He has counted me worthy to present

Him so costly a gift.

I cannot shed a tear, and I must find relief in writing,

or I shall lose my senses. My noble, beautiful boy! My first-

born son! And to think that my delicate little Una still lives,

and that death has claimed that bright, glad creature who

was the sunshine of our home!

But let me not forget my mercies. Let me not forget

that I have a precious husband and two darling children,

and my kind, sympathetic mother still left to me. Let me

not forget how many kind friends gathered about us in our

sorrow. Above all let me remember God s lovingkindness

and tender mercy. He has not left us to the bitterness of a

grief that refuses and spurns to be comforted.We believe in
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Him, we love Him, we worship Him as we never

did before.

My dear Ernest has felt this sorrow to his heart s core.

But he has not for one moment questioned the goodness or

the love ofour Father in thus taking from us the child who

promised to be our greatest earthly joy. Our consent to

God s will has drawn us together very closely; together we

bear the yoke in our youth, together we pray and sing

praises in the very midst of our tears. "I was dumb with

silence because Thou didst it" (Psalm 39:9).

The old pain and cough have come back with the first

cool nights of this month. Perhaps I am going to my dar-

ling— I do not know. I am certainly very feeble. Con-

senting to suffer does not annul the suffering. Such a child

could not go hence without rending and tearing its way

out of the heart that loved it. This world is wholly changed

to me and I walk in it like one in a dream. And dear Ernest

is changed, too. He says little, and is all kindness and

goodness to me, but I can see that here is a wound that will

never be healed.

I am confined to my room now with nothing to do

but to think, think, think. I do not believe that God has

taken our child in mere displeasure, but I cannot but feel

that this affliction might not have been necessary if I had

not so chafed and writhed, and secretly murmured at the

way in which my home was invaded, and at our galling

poverty. God has exchanged the one discipline for the

other; and oh, how far more bitter is this cup!
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My darling boy would have been six years old today.

Ernest still keeps me shut up in doors, but he rather urges

my seeing a friend now and then. People say very strange

things in the way ofconsolation. I begin to think that a ten-

der clasp of the hand is about all one can give to the af-

flicted. One says I must not grieve, because my child is

better off in heaven. Yes, he is better off; I know it, I feel it;

but I miss him none the less. Others say he might have

grown up to be a bad man and broken my heart. Perhaps

he might, but I cannot make myself believe that likely. One

lady asked me if this affliction was not a rebuke of my
idolatry ofmy darling; and another, if I had not been in a

cold, worldly condition, needing this severe blow on that

account

But I find no consolation or support in these remarks.

My comfort is in my perfect confidence in the goodness

and love ofmy Father, my certainty that He had a reason

in thus afflicting me that I would admire and adore if I

knew what it was. And in the midst ofmy sorrow I have

had and do have a delight in Him before unknown, so that

sometimes this room in which I am a prisoner seems like

the very gate of heaven.

A long winter in my room and all sorts of painful

remedies and applications and deprivations. And now I am

getting well, and drive outside every day. Martha sends her

carriage, and mother goes with me. Dear mother! How
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nearly perfect she is! I never saw a sweeter face, nor ever

heard sweeter expressions of faith in God, and love to all

about her than hers. She has been my tower of strength all

through these weary months, and yet she has shared my

sorrow and made it her own.

I can see that dear Ernest s affliction and this pro-

longed anxiety about me have been a heavenly benediction

to him. I am sure that every mother whose sick child he

visits will have a sympathy he could not have given while

all our own little ones were alive and well. I thank God that

He has thus increased my dear husband s usefulness, as I

think that He has mine also. How tenderly I already feel

towards all suffering children, and how easy it will now be

to bear patiently with them!

It is a year ago this day that the brightest sunshine

faded out ofour lives, and our beautifU boy was taken from

us. I have been tempted to spend this anniversary in bitter

tears and lamentations. For oh, this sorrow is not healed by

time! I feel it more and more. But I begged God wiien I first

awoke this morning not to let me so dishonor and grieve

Him. I may suffer, I must suffer, He means it. He wills it; but

let it be without murmuring, without gloomy despondency.

The world is fiill ofsorrow, it is not I alone w^o taste its bitter

drau^ts, nor have I the only right to a sad countenance. Oh,

for patience to bear on, cost v^at it may!

"Cheerfully and gratefully I lay myself and all I am

or own at the feet of Him who redeemed me with His
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precious blood, determining to follow Him, bearing the

cross He lays upon me." This is the least I can do, and I do

it while my heart still lies broken and bleeding at His feet.

My dear little Una has improved somewhat in health,

but I am never free from anxiety about her. She is my milk-

white lamb, my dove, my fragrant flower. One cannot look

in her pure face without a sense of peace and rest. She is

the sentinel who voluntarily guards my door when I am

engaged at my devotions; she is my little comforter w^en I

am sad, my companion and friend at all times. I talk to her

of Christ, and always have done, just as I think of Him,

and as if I expected sympathy from her in my love to Him.

It was the same with my darling Ernest. If I required a little

self-denial, I said, cheerfully, "This is hard, but doing it for

our best Friend sweetens it," and their enthusiasm was

pleasant to see. Ernest threw his whole soul into whatever

he did, and sometimes when engaged in play would hesi-

tate a litde when directed to do something else, such as car-

rying a message for me, and the like. But if I said, "Ifyou do

this cheerfully and pleasantly, my darling, you do it for

Jesus, and that will make Him smile upon you," he would

invariably yield at once.

Is not this the true, the natural way of linking every

little daily act of a child s life with that Divine Love, that

Divine Life which gives meaning to aU things?

But what do I mean by the vain boast that I have al-

ways trained my children thus? Alas! I have done it only at

times; for while my theory was sound, my temper of mind

was but too often unsound. I was too often impatient with

\
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my dear litde boy; often my tone was a worldly one; I was

often ftill of eager interest in mere outside things, and for-

got that I was living or that my children were living save

for the present moment.

It seems now that I have a child in heaven, and am

bound to the invisible world by such a tie that I can never

again be entirely absorbed by this one.

I fancy my ardent, eager little boy as having some

such employments in his new and happy home as he had

here. I see him loving Him who took children in His arms

and blessed them, with all the warmth ofwhich his nature

is capable, and as perhaps employed as one of those mes-

sengers whom God sends forth as His ministers. For I can-

not think of those active feet, those busy hands as always

quiet. Ah, my darling, that I could look in upon you for a

moment, a single moment, and catch one ofyour radiant

smiles; just one!

How ftill are David s Psalms of the cry of the sufferer!

He must have e:q)erienced every kind of bodily and men-

tal torture. He gives most vivid illustrations of the wasting,

wearing process ofdisease— for instance, what a contrast is

the picture we have ofhim wiien he was "ruddy, and withal

of a beautiful countenance, and goodly to look to" (1st

Samuel 16:12), and the one he paints of himself in after

years, when he says, "I may tell all my bones, they look and

stare upon me; my days are like a shadow that declineth,

and I am withered like grass. I am weary with groaning; all

the night make I my bed to swim; I water my couch with
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my tears. For my soul is full of troubles; and my life

draweth near unto the grave" (Psalm 22:17; 102:11;

6:6; 88:3).

And then what wails of anguish are these!

"I am afOicted, and ready to die from my youth up;

while I suffer thy terrors I am distracted. Thy wrath lieth

hard upon me and thou hast afQicted me with all thy

waves. All thy waves and thy billows have gone over me.

Lover and friend hast thou put far from me, and mine ac-

quaintance into utter darkness" (Psalm 88:15,7; 42:7; 88:18).

Yet through it all what grateful joy in God, what ex-

pressions of living faith and devotion! During my long ill-

ness and confinement to my room, the Bible has been al-

most a new book to me, and I see that God has always dealt

with His children as He deals with them now, and that no

new thing has befallen me. All these weary days so full of

feebleness, these nights so frill of unrest, have had their

appointed mission to my soul. And perhaps I have had no

discipline so salutary as this forced inaction and useless-

ness, at a time when youth and natural energy continually

cried out for room and work.

I dragged out my drawing materials in a listless way

this morning, and began to sketch the beautifril scene from

my window. At first I could not feel interested. It seemed as

ifmy hand was crippled and lost its cunning when it un-

loosed its grasp of little Ernest, and let him go. But I

prayed, as I worked, that I might not yield to the inclination
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to despise and throw away the gift with which God has

Himselfendowed me. Mother was gratified, and said it re-

freshed her to see me act like myself once more. Ah, I have

been very selfish, and have been far too much absorbed in

my sorrow and my illness and my own petty struggles.

I met today an old friend, Maria Kelly, who is mar-

ried, it seems, and settled down in this pretty village. She

asked so many questions about my little Ernest that I had to

tell her the whole story of his precious life, sickness and

death. I forced myself to do this quietly, and without any

great demand on her sympathies. My reward for the con-

straint I thus put upon myselfwas the abrupt question:

"Haven t you grown stoical?"

I felt the angry blood rush through my veins as it has

not done in a long time. My pride was wounded to the

quick, and those cruel, unjust words still rankle in my
heart. This is not as it should be. I am constantiy praying

that my pride may be humbled, and then when it is at-

tacked, I shrink from the pain the blow causes, and am

angry with the hand that inflicts it. It is just so with two or

three unkind things Martha has said to me. I can t help

brooding over them and feeling stung with their injustice,

even while making the most desperate struggle to rise

above and forget them. It is well for our fellow creatures

that God forgives and excuses them, when we fail to do it,

and I can easily fancy that poor Maria Kelly is at this mo-

ment dearer in His sight than I am who have taken fire at
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a chance word.^^ And I can see now, what I wonder I did

not see at the time, that God was dealing very kindly and

wisely with me when He made Martha overlook my good

qualities, of which I suppose I have some, as everybody else

has, and call out all my bad ones, since the axe was thus

laid at the root of self-love. And it is plain that self-love

cannot die without a fearful struggle.

How long it is since I have written in my journal! We

have had a winter full of cares, perplexities and sicknesses.

Mother began it by such a severe attack of inflammatory

rheumatism as I could not have supposed she could live

through. Her sufferings were dreadful, and I might almost

say her patience was, for I often thought it would be less

painful to hear her groan and complain, than to witness

such heroic fortitude, such sweet docility under God s

hand

I hope I shall never forget the lessons I have learned

in her sick-room. Ernest says he never shall cease to rejoice

that she lives with us, and that he can watch over her

health. He has indeed been like a son to her, and this has

been a great solace amidst all her sufferings. Before she was

able to leave the room, poor little Una was overcome by one

of her ill turns, and is still very feeble. The only way in

which she can be diverted is by reading to her, and I have

done little else these two months but hold her in my arms,

singing little songs and hymns, telling stories and reading

what few books I can find that are unexciting, simple, yet
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entertaining. My precious little darling! She bears the yoke

in her youth without a frown, but it is agonizing to see her

suffer so. How much easier it would be to bear all her

physical infirmities myself ! I suppose to those who look on

from the outside, we must appear like a most unhappy fam-

ily, since we hardly get free from one trouble before an-

other steps in. But I see more and more that happiness is

not dependent on health or any other outside prosperity.

We are at peace with each other and at peace with God;

His dealings with us do not perplex or puzzle us, though

we do not pretend to understand them. On the other hand,

Martha, with absolutely perfect health, with a husband en-

tirely devoted to her, and with every wish gratified, yet

seems always burdened with care and dissatisfied. Her ser-

vants worry her very life out; she misses the homely

household duties to which she has been accustomed; and

her conscience stumbles at little things, and overlooks

greater ones. It is very interesting, I think, to study different

homes, as well as the different characters that form them.

Amelias littie girls are quiet, good children, to whom

their father writes what Mr. Underbill and Martha pro-

nounce "beautifiol" letters, wherein he always styles himself

their "broken-hearted but devoted father." "Devotion," to

my mind, involves self-sacrifice, and I cannot reconcile its

use, in this case, with the life of ease he leads, while all the

care of his children is thrown upon others. But some

people; by means of a few such phrases, not only impose

upon themselves but upon their friends, and pass for per-

sons of great sensibility.
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As I have been confined to the house nearly the

whole winter, I have had to derive my spiritual support

from books, and as mother gradually recovered, she en-

joyed reading Leightorfs^^ writings with me, as I knew she

would. Dr. Cabot comes to see us very often, but I do not

now find it possible to get the instruction from him I used

to do. I see that the Christian life must be individual, as the

natural character is— and that I cannot be exactiy like Dr.

Cabot, or exactly like Mrs. Campbell, or exactly like mother,

though they all three stimulate and are an inspiration to

me. But I see, too, that the great points of similarity in

Christ's disciples have always been the same. This is the

testimony of all the good books, sermons, hymns, and mem-

oirs I read— that God's ways are infinitely perfect; that we

are to love Him for what He is, and therefore equally as

much when He afflicts as when He prospers us; that there

is no real happiness but in doing and suffering His will,

and that this life is but a scene of testing through which we

pass to the real life above.





Ernest asked me to go with him to see one of his pa-

tients, as he often does when there is a lull in the tempest

at home. We both feel that as we have so little money of

our own to give away, it is a privilege to give what services

and what cheering words we can. As I took it for granted

that we were going to see some poor old woman, I put up

several little packages of tea and sugar, with which Susan

Green always keeps me supplied, and added a bottle ofmy

own raspberry vinegar, which, I find, never seems to miss

with old people. Ernest drove to the door ofan aristocratic-

looking house, and helped me to get down in his usual

silence.

"It is probably one of the servants we are going to

visit," I thought, within myself; "but I am surprised at his

bringing me. The family may not approve it."

The next thing I knew I found myself being intro-

duced to a beautiful, brilliant young lady, who sat in a

wheel-chair like a queen on a throne in a room ftill of taste-

ful ornaments, flowers and birds. Now, I had come away



294 / Elizabeth Prentiss

just as I was, when Ernest called me, and that "was'' means

a very plain gingham dress in which I had been darning

stockings all the morning. I suppose a saint wouldn't have

cared for that, but / did, and for a moment stood the picture

of confusion, my hands full of oddly shaped parcels, and

my face all in a flame.

"My wife. Miss Clifford," I heard Ernest say, and then

I caught the curious, puzzled look in her eyes, which said

as plainly as words could:

"What has the creature brought me?"

"I ask your pardon, Miss Clifford," I said, thinking it

best to speak out just the honest truth, "but I supposed the

doctor was taking me to see some one of his old women,

and so 1 have brought you a little tea, and a little sugar, and

a bottle of raspberry vinegar!"

"How delicious!" she cried. "It really refreshes me to

meet with a genuine human being at last! Why didn't you

make some stiff, prim speech, instead of telling the truth

out and out? I declare I mean to keep all you have brought

me, just for the fun of the thing."

This put me at ease, and I forgot all about my dress in

a moment

"I see you are just what the doctor boasted you were,"

she went on. "But he never would bring you to see me

before. I suppose he has told you why I could not go to

see you?"

"To tell the truth, he never speaks to me of his patients

unless he thinks I can be of use to them."

"I dare say I do not look much like an invalid," she



Stepping Heavenward / 295

said; "but here I am, tied to this chair. It is six months since

I could bear my own weight upon my feet."

I saw then that though her face was so bright and full

of color, her hand was thin and transparent. But what a pic-

ture she made as she sat there in her magnificent beauty,

relieved by such a background of foliage, flowers and artis-

tic objects!

"I told the doctor the other day that life was nothing

but a humbug, and he said he would bring me a remedy

against that false notion the next time he came, and you, I

suppose, are that remedy* she continued. "Come, begin; I

am ready to take any number of doses."

I could only laugh and try to look daggers at Ernest,

who sat looking over a magazine, apparentiy absorbed in its

contents.

"Ah!" she cried, nodding her head shrewdly,"! knew

you would agree with me."

"Agree with you in calling life a humbug!" I cried,

now fairly aroused. "Death itself is not more a reality!"

"I have not tried death yet," she said, more seriously;

"but I have tried life twenty-five years, and I know all

about it. It is eat, drink, sleep, yawn and be bored. It is what

shall I wear, where shall I go, how shall I get rid of the

time; it says, 'How do you do? How is your husband? How
are your children?'— it means, 'Now I have asked all the

conventional questions, and I don't care a fig what their

answer may be.'

"

"This may be its meaning to some persons," I replied,

"for instance, to mere pleasure-seekers. But of course it is
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interpreted quite differently by others. To some it means

nothing but a dull, hopeless struggle with poverty and

hardship— and its whole aspect might be changed to them,

should those who do not know what to do to get rid of the

time, spend their surplus leisure in making this struggle

less brutalizing."

"Yes, I have heard such doctrine, and at one time I

tried charity myself I picked up a dozen or so of the dirty

little wretches out of the streets, and undertook to clothe

and teach them. I might as well have tried to instruct the

chairs in my room. Besides the whole house had to be aired

after they had gone, and mamma missed two teaspoons and

a fork, and was perfectly disgusted with the whole thing.

Then I went on to knitting socks for babies, but they only

occupied my hands, and my head felt as empty as ever.

Mamma took me off on a journey, as she always did when

I took to moping, and that diverted me for a while. But af-

ter that everything went on in the old way. I got rid of part

of the day by changing my dress, and putting on my pretty

things— it is a great thing to have a habit ofwearing ones

ornaments, for instance; and then in the evening one could

go to the opera or the theater, or some other place of

amusement, after which one could sleep all through the

next morning, and so get rid ofthat. But I had been used to

such things all my life, and they had gotten to be about as

flat as flat can be. If I had been born a littie earlier in the

history of the world, I would have gone into a convent; but

that sort of thing is out of fashion now."

"The best convent," I said, "for a woman, is the

seclusion of her own home. There she may find her
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vocation and fight her battles, and there she may learn the

reality and the earnestness of life."

"Pshaw!" she cried. "Excuse me, however, for saying

that; but some of the most brilliant girls I know have

settled down into mere married women, and spend their

whole time in nursing babies! Think how belittling!"

"Is it more ^belittling' than spending it in dressing,

driving, dancing, and the like?"

"Of course it is. I had a friend once who shone like a

star in society. She married, and had four children as fast

as she could. Well! what was the consequence? She lost her

beauty, lost her spirit and animation, lost her youth, and

lost her health. The only earthly things she can talk about

are teething, dieting and the measles!"

I laughed at this exaggeration, and looked around

to see what Ernest thought of such talk. But he had

disappeared.

"As you have spoken plainly to me, knowing me to be

a wife and a mother, you must allow me to speak plainly in

return," I began.

"Oh, speak plainly, by all means! I am quite sick and

tired ofhaving truth served up in pink cotton, and scented

with lavender."

"Then you will permit me to say, that when you speak

so contemptuously of the vocation of maternity, you dis-

honor, not only the mother who bore you, but the Lord

Jesus Himself, who chose to be born ofwoman, and to be

ministered unto by her through a helpless infancy."

Miss Clifford was a little startled.

"How terribly in earnest you are!" she said. "It is plain
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that to you, at any rate, life is indeed no humbug."

I thought ofmy dear ones, of Ernest, ofmy children,

of mother, and of James, and I thought ofmy love to them

and of theirs to me. And I thought ofHim who alone gives

reality to even such joys as these. My face must have been

illuminated by the thought, for she dropped the bantering

tone she had used to this point, and asked, with real ear-

nestness: "What is it you know, that I do not know, that

makes you so satisfied, while I am so dissatisfied?"

I hesitated before I answered, feeling as I never felt

before how ignorant, how unfit to lead others, I really am.

Then I said:

"Perhaps you need to know God, to know Christ?"

She looked disappointed and tired. So I came away,

first promising, at her request, to go to see her again. I

found Ernest just driving up, and told him what had taken

place. He listened in his usual silence, and I longed to hear

him say whether I had spoken wisely and well.

I have been to see Miss Clifford again, and made

mother go with me. Miss Clifford took a fancy to her

at once.

"Ah!" she said, after one glance at the dear, loving

face, "nobody need tell me that you are good and kind. But

I am a little afi-aid ofgood people. I fancy they are always

criticizing and expecting me to imitate their perfection."

"Perfection does not demand perfection," was

mother s answer. "I would rather be judged by an angel
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than by a man."And then mother led her on, little by little,

and most skillfully, to talk of herself and of her state of

health. She is an orphan, and lives in this great, stately

house alone with her servants. Until she was laid aside by

the state ofher health, she lived in the world and of it. Now

she is a prisoner, and prisoners have time to think.

"Here I sit," she said, "all day long. I never was fond of

staying at home, or of reading, and needle work I abso-

lutely hate. In fact, I do not know how to sew"

"Some such pretty, feminine work might divert you of

a few of the long hours of these long days," said mother.

"One can't be always reading, you know"

"But a lady came to see me, a Mrs. Goodhue, one of

your good sort, I suppose, and she preached me quite a

sermon on the employment of time. She said I had a sol-

emn admonition from Providence, and ought to devote

myself entirely to religion. I had just begun to be inter-

ested in a bit of embroidery, but she frightened me out of it

But I can't bear such dreadftilly good people, with faces a

mile long."

Mother made her produce the collar, or whatever it

was, showed her how to hold her needle and arrange her

pattern, and they both got so absorbed in it that I had lei-

sure to look at some of the beautifril things with which the

room was ftdl.

"Make the object of your life right," I heard mother

say, at last, "and these little details will take care of

themselves."

"But I haven't any object," Miss Clifford objected.
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"unless it is to get through these tedious days somehow.

Before I was taken ill my chief object was to make myself

attractive to the people I met. And the easiest way to do

that was to dress appropriately and make myselflook as at-

tractive as I could."

"I suppose," said mother, "that most girls could say the

same. They have an instinctive desire to please, and they

take what they conceive to be the shortest and easiest road

to that end. It requires no talent, no education, no thought

to dress tastefully, the most empty-hearted, frivolous young

person can do it, provided she has enough money. Those

who can't get the money make up for it by a fearful expen-

diture of precious time. They plan, they cut, they fit, they

rip, they trim till they can appear in society looking exactly

like everybody else. They think of nothing, talk of nothing

but how this shall be fashioned and that be trimmed; and

as to their hair, Satan uses it as his favorite net, and catches

them in it every day of their lives."

"But I never cut or trimmed," said Miss Cliflford.

"No, because you could afford to have it done for

you. But you acknowledge that you spent a great deal of

time in dressing because you thought that to be the easiest

way ofmaking yourself attractive. But it does not follow that

the easiest way is the best way, and sometimes the longest

way around is the shortest way home."

"For instance?"

"Well, let us imagine a young lady, living in the

world as you say you lived. She has never seriously re-

flected on any subject one half hour in her life. She has
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been carried along by the current and let it take her where

it would. But at last some influence is brought to bear upon

her which leads her to stop to look about her and to think.

She finds herself in a world of serious, momentous events.

She sees that she cannot live in it, was not meant to live in

it forever, and that her whole unknown future depends on

what she is, not on how she looks. She begins to cast about

for some plan of life, and this leads
—

"

"A plan of life?" Miss Clifford asked. "I never heard

of that."

"Yet you would smirk at an architect, who, having a

noble structure to build, should begin to work on it in a

haphazard way, putting in a brick here and a stone there,

weaving in straws and sticks if they come to hand, and

\^dlen asked on \^4lat work he was engaged, and what man-

ner ofbuilding he intended to erect, would reply he had

no plan, but thought something would come of it."

Miss Clifford made no reply. She sat with her head

resting on her hand, looking dreamily before her, a truly

beautiful, but unconscious picture. I, too, began to reflect,

that while I had really aimed to make the most out of life,

I had not done it methodicaUy or intelligently.

We are going to try to stay in town this summer. Be-

fore now Ernest would not listen to my suggestion ofwhat

a savings this would be. He always said this would turn out

anything but a savings in the end. But now we have no

teething baby, Kttie Raymond is a strong, healthy child, and

Una remarkably well for her, and money is so slow to come

in and so fast to go out. What discomforts we suffer in the
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country it would take a book to write down, and here we

shall have our own home, as usual. I shall not have to be

separated from Ernest, and shall have leisure to devote my-

self to two very interesting people who must stay in town

all the year round, no matter who goes out of it. I mean

dear Mrs. Campbell and Miss Clifford, who both attract me,

though in such different ways.



Well, I had my own way, and I am afraid it has been

an unwise one, for though I have enjoyed the leisure af-

forded by everybody being out of town, and the opportu-

nity it has given me to devote myself to the very sweetest

work on earth, the care ofmy darling little ones, the heat

and the stifling atmosphere have been trying for me and

for them. My pretty Rose went last May, to bloom in a

home of her own, so I thought I would not look for an-

other nurse, but take the whole care ofthem myself. This

would not be much of a task to a strong person, but I am

not strong, and a great deal of the time just dressing them

and taking them out to walk has exhausted me. Then all the

mending and other sewing must be done, and with the

over-exertion creeps in the fretful tone, the impatient word

Yet I never can be as impatient with little children as I

would be but for the remembrance that I should count it

only a joy to minister once more to my darling boy, cost

what weariness it might.

But now new cares are at hand, and I have been
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searching for a person to whom I can safely trust my chil-

dren when I am laid aside. Thus far I have had, in this ca-

pacity, three different Temptations in human form.

The first, a smart, tidy-looking woman, informed me

at the outset that she was perfectly competent to take the

whole charge of the children, and would prefer my attend-

ing to my own affairs while she attended to hers.

I replied that my affairs lay chiefly in caring for and

being with my children; to which she returned that she

feared I would not suit her, as she had her own views con-

cerning the training of children. She added, with conde-

scension, that at all events she would expect in any case of

difference (ofjudgment) between us, that I, being the

younger and least experienced of the two, would always

yield to her. She then went on to give me her views on the

subject of nursery management.

"In the first place," she said, "I never pet or fondle

children. It makes them babyish and sickly"

"Oh, I see you will not suit me," I cried. "You need go

no farther. I consider love the best educator for a little

child."

"Indeed, I think I shall suit you perfectly' she replied,

nothing daunted. "I have been in the business twenty years,

and have always suited wherever I lived. You will be sur-

prised to see how much sewing I shall accomplish, and

how quiet I shall keep the children."

"But I don t want them kept quiet," I persisted. "I want

them to be as merry and cheerful as crickets, and I care a

great deal more to have them amused than to have the
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sewing done, though that is important, I confess."

"Very well, ma am, I will sit and rock them each and

every hour if you wish it."

"But I dorft wish it," I cried, exasperated at the coolness

which gave her such an advantage over me. "Let us say no

more about it; you do not suit me, and the sooner we part

the better. I must be mistress ofmy own house, and I want

no advice in relation to my own children."

"I shall hardly leave you before you will regret part-

ing with me," she returned, in a placid, pitying way.

I was afraid I had not been quite dignified in my in-

terview with this person, with whom I ought to have had

no discussion, and my composure was not restored by her

shaking hands with me in a patronizing way at parting,

and expressing the hope that I would one day "be a green

tree in the Paradise of God." Nor was it any too great a

consolation to find that she had suggested to my cook that

my intellect was not quite sound.

Temptation the second confessed that she knew noth-

ing, but was willing to be taught. Yes, she might be willing,

but she could not be taught. She could not see why Herbert

should not have everything he chose to cry for, nor why

she should not take the children to the kitchens where her

friends abode, instead of keeping them out in the air. She

could not understand why she must not tell Una every half

hour that she was as fair as a lily, and that the little angels

in heaven cried for such hair as hers. And there was no

rhyme or reason, to her mind, why she could not have her

friends visit her nursery, since, as she declared, the cook
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would hear all her secrets if she received them in the

kitchen. Her assurance that she thought me a very nice lady,

and that there never were two such children as mine, failed

to move my hard heart, and I was thankful when I got her

out of the house.

Temptation the third appeared, for a time, the perfec-

tion of a nurse. She kept herself and the nursery and the

children in most refreshing order; she amused Una when

she was more than usually unhealthy with a perfect fund of

innocent stories; the work flew from her nimble fingers as

ifby magic. I boasted everywhere ofmy good fortune, and

sang her praises in Ernests ears till he believed in her with

all his heart.

But one night we were out late; we had been spend-

ing the evening at Aunty s, and came in with Ernest s night-

key as quietly as possible, in order not to arouse the chil-

dren. I crept softly to the nursery to see if all was going on

well there. Bridget, it seems, had taken the opportunity to

wash her clothes in the nursery, and they hung all about the

room drying, a hot fire raging for the purpose. In the midst

of them, with a candle and prayer-book on a chair, Bridget

knelt fast asleep, the candle within an inch of her sleeve.

Her assurance when I aroused her that she was not asleep,

but merely rapt in devotion, did not sofi;en my hard heart,

nor was I moved by the representation that she was a saint,

and always wore black on that account. I packed her ofi^in

anything but a saintly disposition, and felt that a fourth

Temptation would scatter what littie grace I still possessed

to the four winds. These changes upstairs made discord.
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too, below. My cook was displeased at so much coming and

going, and made the kitchen a sort of a purgatory which I

dreaded to enter. At last, when her temper fairly ran away

with her, and she became impertinent to the last degree, I

said, coolly: "If any lady should speak to me in this way I

would resent it. But no lady would so far forget herself And

I overlook your rudeness on the ground that you do not

know better than to make use of such words."

This capped the climax! She declared that she had

never been told before that she was no lady and did not

know how to behave, and gave warning of her leaving

at once.

I wish I could help running to tell Ernest all these an-

noyances. It does no good, and only worries him. But how

much of a woman's life is made up of such trials and

provocations! and how easy it is when on ones knees to

bear them aright, and how far easier to bear them wrong

when one finds the coal going too fast, the butter out just

as one is sitting down to breakfast, the potatoes watery and

the bread sour or heavy! And then when one is well nigh

desperate, does ones husband fail to say, in bland tones:

"My dear, if you would just speak to Bridget, I am
sure she would improve."

Oh, that there were indeed magic in a spoken word!

And do what I can, the money Ernest gives me will

not hold out. He knows absolutely nothing about that

hydra-headed monster, a household. I have had to go back

to sewing as furiously as ever. And with the sewing the old

pain in the side has come back, and the sharp, quick
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speech that I hate, and that Ernest hates, and that every-

body hates. I groan, being burdened, and am almost weary

of my life. And my prayers are all mixed up with worldly

thoughts and cares. I am appalled at all the things that have

got to be done before winter, and am tempted to cut short

my devotions in order to have more time to accomplish

what I must accomplish.

How have I gotten into this slough?^^ When was it that

I came down from the Mount where I had seen the Lord,

and came back to make these miserable, petty things as

much my business as ever? Oh, these fluctuations in my

religious life amaze me! I cannot doubt that I am really

God's child; it would be a dishonor to Him to doubt it. I

cannot doubt that I have held as real communion with

Him as with any earthly friend— and oh, it has been far

sweeter!

I made a parting visit to Mrs. Campbell today, and, as

usual, have come away strengthened and refreshed. She

said all sorts ofkind things to cheer and encourage me, and

stimulated me to take up the burden of life cheerftdly and

patiently, just as it comes. She assures me that these fluc-

tuations of feeling will by degrees give place to a calmer

life, especially if I avoid, so far as I can do it, all unneces-

sary work, distraction and hurry. And a few quiet, resting

words from her have given me courage to press on toward

perfection, no matter how much imperfection I see in

myself and others. And now I am waiting for my Father s
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next gift, and the new cares and labors it will bring with it.

I am glad it is not left for me to decide my own lot. I am

afi'aid I could never see precisely the right moment for wel-

coming a new bird into the nest, dearly as I love the rustle

of their wings and the sound of their voices when they do

come. And surely He knows the right moments who knows

all my struggles with a certain sort of poverty, poor health

and domestic care. If I could feel that all the time, as I do at

this moment, how happy I would always be!

This is the tenth anniversary of our wedding-day, and

it has been a delightfiil one. If I were caQed upon to de-

clare what has been the chief element ofmy happiness, I

would say it was not Ernest s love to me or mine to him,

or that I am once more the mother ofthree children, or that

my own dear mother still lives, though I revel in each and

all of these. But underneath them all, deeper, stronger than

all, lies a peace with God that I can compare to no other

joy, which I guard as I would guard hidden treasure, and

which must abide even if all other things pass away.

My baby is two months old, and her name is Ethel.

The three children together form a beautifiil picture which

I am never tired of admiring. But they will not give me

much time for writing. This little newcomer takes all there

is of me. Mother brings me pleasant reports of Miss

Clifford, who, under her gentle, wise influence is becoming

an earnest Christian, already rejoicing in the Providence

that arrested her where it did, and forced her to reflection.
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Mother says we ought to study God s providence more

than we do, since He has a meaning and a purpose in

everything He does.^^ Sometimes I can do this and find it

a source of great happiness. Then worldly cares seem mere

worldly cares, and I forget that His wise, kind hand is in

every one of them.

Helen has been spending the whole day with me, as

she often does, helping me with her skillful needle, and

with the children, in a very sweet way. I am almost

ashamed to indulge in writing down how dearly she

seems to love me, and how inclined she is to sit at my feet

as a learner at the very moment I am longing to possess her

sweet, gentle temper. But one thing puzzles me in her, and

that is the difficulty she finds in getting hold of these

simple truths her father used to grope after but never

found till just as he was passing out of the world. It seems

as ifGod had compensated such turbulent, fiery natures as

mine by revealing Himselfto them, for the terrible hours of

shame and sorrow through which their sins and follies

cause them to pass. I suffer far more than Helen does, suf-

fer bitterly, painfully, but I also enjoy tenfold more. For I

knowwhom I have believed, and I cannot doubt that I am

truly united to Him. Helen is naturally very reserved, but

by degrees she has come to talk with me quite frankly.

Today as we sat together in the nursery, little Raymond

snatched a toy from Una, who, as usual, yielded to him

without a frown. I called him to me; he came reluctantly.
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"Raymond, dear," I said, "did you ever see papa snatch

anything from me?"

He smiled, and shook his head.

"Well then, until you see him do it to me, never do it

to your sister. Men are gentle and polite to women, and

little boys should be gentle and polite to little girls."

The children ran off to their play, and Helen said,

"Now how different that is from my mother's man-

agement with us! She always made us girls yield to the

boys. They would not have thought they could go up to

bed unless one of us had gotten a candle for them."

"That, I suppose, is the reason then that Ernest ex-

pected me to wait upon him after we were married," I re-

plied. "I was a little stiff about yielding to him, for besides

mother s precepts, I was influenced by my father s example.

He was so courteous, treating her with as much respect as if

she were a queen, and yet with as much love as if she were

always a girl. I naturally expected the very same from my

husband."

"You must have been disappointed then," she said.

"Yes, I was. It cost me a good many pouts and tears of

which I am now ashamed. And Ernest seldom annoys me

now with the little neglects that I used to make so much oC

"Sometimes I think there are no 'little' neglects," said

Helen. "It takes less than nothing to annoy us."

"And it takes more than everything to please us!" I

cried. "But Ernest and I had one stronghold to which we

always fled in our troublous times, and that was our love

for each other. No matter how he provoked me by his little
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heedless ways, I had to forgive him because I loved him so.

And he had to forgive me my faults for the same reason."

"I had no idea husbands and wives loved each other

so," said Helen. "I thought they got over it as soon as their

cares and troubles came on, and just jogged on together,

somehow"

We both laughed and she went on.

"If I thought I could be as happy as you are, I would

be tempted to be married myself

"Ah, I thought your time would come!" 1 cried.

"Don t ask me any questions," she said, her pretty face

growing prettier with a bright, warm glow. "Give me advice

instead; for instance, tell me how I can be sure that if I love

a man 1 shall go on loving him through all the wear and

tear of married life, and how can I be sure he can and will

go on loving me?"

"Well, then, setting aside the fact that you are both

lovable and loving, I will say this: Happiness, in other

words love, in married life is not a mere accident. When the

union has been formed, as most Christian unions are, by

God Himself, it is His intention and His will that it shall

prove the unspeakable joy ofboth husband and wife, and

become more and more so from year to year. But we are

imperfect creatures, wayward and foolish as little children,

horribly unreasonable, selfish and willful. We are not

capable of enduring the shock of finding at every turn that

our idol is made of clay, and that it is prone to tumble off

its pedestal and lie in the dust, till we pick it up and set it

in its place again. I was struck with Ernest s asking in the
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very first prayer he offered in my presence, after our mar-

riage, that God would help us love each other; I felt that

love was the very foundation on which I was built, and that

there was no danger that I would ever fall short in giving

to my husband all he wanted, in full measure. But as he

went on day after day repeating this prayer, and I naturally

made it with him, I came to see that this most precious of

earthly blessings had been and must be God s gift, and that

while we both looked at it in that light, and felt our depen-

dence on Him for it, we might safely encounter together all

the assaults made upon us by the world, the flesh and the

devil. I believe we owe it to this constant prayer that we

have loved each other so uniformly and with such grow-

ing comfort in each other; so that our little discords always

have ended in fresh accord, and our love has felt conscious

of resting on a rock— and that rock was the wiQ of God."

"It is plain, then," said Helen, "that you and Ernest are

sure ofone source ofhappiness as long as long as you live,

whatever hardships you may meet with. I thank you so

much for what you have said. The fact is you have been

brought up to carry religion into everything. But I was not.

My mother was as good as she was lovely, but I think she

felt, and taught us to feel, that we were to put it on as we

did our Sunday clothes, and to wear it, as we did them,

carefully and reverently, but with pretty long and serious

faces. But you mix everything up so, that when I am with

you I never know whether you are most like or unlike

other people. And your mother is exactly the same."

"But you forget that it is to Ernest I owe my best ideas
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about married life; I don't remember ever talking with my

mother or anyone else on the subject. And as to carrying

religion into everything, how can one help it if one s reli-

gion is a vital part of ones self, not a cloak put on to go to

church in and hang up out of the way again until next

Sunday?"

Helen laughed. She has the merriest, yet gentlest little

laugh one can imagine. I long to know who it is that has

been so fortunate as to touch her heart!

I know now, and glad I am! The sly little puss is

purring at this moment in James' arms; at least I suppose

she is, as I have discreetly come up to my room and left

them to themselves. So it seems I have had all these worries

about Lucy for nothing. What made her so fond of James

was simply the fact that a fiiend of his had looked on her

with a favorable eye, regarding her as a very proper

mother for four or five children who are in need of a shep-

herd. Yes, Lucy is going to marry a man so much older

than herself, that on a pinch he might have been her father.

She does it ft-om a sense of duty, she says, and to a nature

like hers duty may perhaps suffice, and no cry of the heart

have to be stifled in its performance.

We are all so happy in the happiness of James and

Helen that we are not in the mood to criticize Lucys deci-

sion. I have a strange and most absurd envy when I think

about what a good time they are having at this moment
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downstairs, while I sit here alone, vainly wishing I could

see more of Ernest. Just as if my happiness were not a

deeper, more blessed one than theirs, which must be

purged ofmuch dross before it will prove itself to be like

fine gold. Yes, I suppose I am as happy in my dear, precious

husband and children as a wife and mother can be in a

fallen world, which must not be a real heaven lest we

should love the land we journey through so well as to want

to pitch out tents in it forever, and cease to look and long

for the home toward vs^ch we are bound.

James will be married almost immediately, I suppose,

since he is set to sail for Syria early in April. How much a

missionary and his wife must be to each other, when, sever-

ing themselves from all they have ever loved before, they

go forth, hand in hand, not merely to be foreigners in hea-

then lands, but to be henceforth strangers in their own

should they ever return to it!

Helen says, playfully, that she does not have a mis-

sionary spirit, and is not at all sure that she shall go with

James. But I don t think that he feels very anxious on

that point!

It does ones heart good to see how happy they are!

And it does ones heart good to have ones husband set

up an opposition to the goings on by behaving like a

lover himself.





It is a great while since I wrote that. ''God has been

just as good as ever" ; I want to say that before I say an-

other word. But He has indeed smitten me very sorely.

While we were in the midst of our rejoicing about

James and Helen, and the bright future that seemed open-

ing before them, he came home one day very ill. Ernest

happened to be in and attended to him at once. But the

disease was, at the very outset, so violent, and raged with

such absolute fiiry, that no remedies had any effect. Every-

thing, even now, seems confused in my mind. It seems as if

there was a sudden transition from the most brilliant, joy-

ous health, to a brief but fearful struggle for life, speedily

followed by the awful mystery and stillness of death. Is it

possible, I still ask myself, that four short days wrought an

event whose consequences must run through endless

years?— Poor mother! Poor Helen!— When it was all over,

I do not know what to say ofmother but that she behaved

and quieted herself like a weaned child. Her sweet compo-

sure awed me; I dared not give way to my own vehement,
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terrible sorrow; in the presence of this Christ-like patience,

all noisy demonstrations seemed profane. I thought no

human being was less selfish, more loving than she had

been for many years, but the spirit that now took posses-

sion ofher flowed into her heart and life directly from that

great Heart of love, whose depths I had never even begun

to sound. There was, therefore, something absolutely divine

in her bearing, in the tones of her voice, in the very smile

on her face. We could compare its expression to nothing

but Stephen, when he, being full of the Holy Ghost, looked

up steadfastly to heaven and saw the glory of God, and

Jesus standing on the right hand of God (Acts 7:55).

As soon as James was gone Helen came to live in our

home; there was never any discussion about it, she came

naturally to be one of us. Mother s health, already very frail,

gradually failed, and encompassed as I was with cares, I

could not be with her constantly. Helen took the place to

her of a daughter, and found herselfwelcomed like one. The

atmosphere in which we all lived was one \A4iich cannot be

described; the love for all of us and for every living thing

that flowed in mother's words and tones passed all knowl-

edge. The children's little joys and sorrows interested her

exactly as if she was one of themselves; they ran to her

with every petty grievance, and every new pleasure. During

the time she lived with us she had won many warm

friends, particularly among the poor and the suffering. As

her strength would no longer allow her to go to them, those

who could do so came to her, and I was struck to see she

had ceased entirely from giving counsel, and now gave
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nothing but the most beautiful, tender compassion and

sympathy. I saw that she was failing, but flattered myself

that her own serenity and our care would prolong her life

still for many years. I longed to have my children become

old enough to fully appreciate her sanctified character; and

I thought she would gradually fade away and be set free,

As light winds wandering through groves ofbloom,

Detach the delicate blossomsfrom the tree.

But God s thoughts are not as our thoughts nor His

ways as our ways. Her feeble body began to suffer firom the

rudest assaults of pain; day and night, night and day, she

lived through a martyrdom in which what might have

been a lifetime of suffering was concentrated into a few

months. To witness these sufferings was like the sundering

ofjoints and marrow, and once, only once, thank God! my

faith in Him staggered and reeled to and fro."How can He

look down on such agonies?" I cried in my secret soul; "Is

this the work of a God of love, of mercy?" Mother seemed

to suspect my thoughts, for she took my hand tenderly in

hers and said, with great difficulty:

"Though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him (Job

13:15). He is just as good as ever." And she smiled. I ran

away to Ernest, crying. "Oh, is there nothing you can do

for her?"

"What should a poor mortal do where Christ has

done so much, my darling?" he said, taking me in his

arms. "Let us stand aside and see the glory of God, with our

shoes from off our feet." But he went to her with one more
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desperate effort to relieve her, yet in vain.

Mrs. Embury, ofwhom mother was fond, and who is

always very kind when we are in trouble, came in just

then, and after looking on a moment in tears she said to

me: "God knows whom He can trust! He would not lay His

hand thus on all His children."

Those few words quieted me. Yes, God knows. And

now it is all over. My precious, precious mother has been a

saint in heaven more than two years, and has forgotten all

the battles she fought on earth, and all her sorrows and all

her sufferings in the presence of her Redeemer. She knew

that she was going, and the last words she uttered— and

they were spoken with somewhat of the playftil, quaint

manner in which she had spoken all her life, and with her

own bright smile— still sound in my ears: "I have given

God a great deal of trouble, but He is driving me into His

pasture now!"

And then, with her cheek on her hand, she fell asleep,

and slept on, till just at sundown she awoke to find herself

in the green pasture, the driving all over for ever and ever.

Who by searching can find out God? My dear father

entered heaven after a prosperous life by a path in which

he was unconscious of a pang, and our beloved James went

bright and fi-esh and untarnished by conflict straight to the

Masters feast. But what a long lifetime of bereavement, sor-

row, and suffering was my darling mother s pathway to

glory! Surely her felicity must be greater than theirs, and

the crown she has won by such a struggle must be brighter

than the stars! And this crown she is even now, while I sit
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here choked with tears, casting joyfully at the feet of

her Saviour!

My sweet sister, my precious little Helen, still nestles

in our hearts and in our home. Martha made one passion-

ate appeal to her to return to her, but Ernest interfered: "Let

her stay with Katy" he said. "James would have chosen to

have her with the one human being like himself

Does he then think me, with all my faults, the infir-

mity of frail health, and the cares and burdens of life

weighing upon me, enough like that sparkling, brave boy to

be of use and comfort to dear Helen? I take courage at the

thought and rouse myself afresh, to bear on with fidelity

and patience. My steadfast aim now is to follow in my

mother s footsteps; to imitate her cheerfulness, her benevo-

lence, her bright, inspiring ways, and never to rest till in

place ofmy selfish nature I become as ftill of Christ s love

as she became. I am glad she is at last relieved from the

knowledge of all my cares, and though I so oftenyearn to

throw myself into her arms and pour out my cares and tri-

als into her sympathizing ears, I would not have her back

for all the world. She has gotten away from all the turmoil

and suffering of life; let her stay!

The scenes of sorrow through which we have been

passing have brought Ernest nearer to me than ever, and I

can see that this varied discipline has softened and sweet-

ened his character. Besides, we have modified each other.

Ernest is more demonstrative, more attentive to those littie

things that make the happiness of married life, and I am

less childish, less vehement— I wish I could say less selfish,
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but here I seem to have come to a standstill. But I do un-

derstand Ernests trials in his profession far better than I did,

and can feel and show some sympathy in them. Of course

the life of a physician is necessarily one of self-denial,

spent as it is amid scenes of suffering and sorrow, which he

is often powerless to alleviate. But there is besides the wear

and tear of years of poverty; his bills are disputed or al-

lowed to run on year after year unpaid; he is often dis-

missed because he cannot put himselfin the place of Provi-

dence and save life, and a truly grateftil, generous patient is

almost an unknown rarity. I do not speak of these things to

complain of them. I suppose they are a necessary part of

that whole providential plan by which God molds and

fashions and tempers the human soul, just as my petty, but

incessant household cares are. If I had nothing to do but

love my husband and children and perform for them,

without obstacle or hindrance, the sweet ideal duties of

wife and mother, how content I would be to live always in

this world! But what would become ofme if I were not

called, in the pursuit of these duties and in contact with

real life, to bear "restless nights, ill-health, unwelcome news,

the faults of servants, contempt, ingratitude of ftiends, my

own failings, lowness of spirits, the struggle in overcoming

my corruption, and a score ofkindred trials!"

Bishop Wilson^^ charges us to bear all these things "as

unto God," and "with the greatest privacy." How seldom I

have met them save as lions in my way, that I would avoid

if I could, and how I have tormented my ft-iends by te-

dious complaints about them! Yet when compared with the
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great tragedies of suffering I have both witnessed and suf-

fered, how petty they seem!

Our household, deprived of mother's and James'

bright presence, now numbers just as many members as it

did before they left us. Another angel has flown into it,

though not on wings, and I have four darling children, the

baby, who can hardly be called a baby now, being nearly

two years old. My hands and my heart are full,^^ but two of

the children go to school, and that certainly makes my

day s work easier.

The little things are happier for having regular em-

ployment, and we are so glad to meet each other again after

the brief separation! I try to be at home when it is time to

expect them, for I love to hear the eager voices ask, in cho-

rus, the moment the door opens: "Is mamma at home?"

Helen has taken Daisy to sleep with her, which after so

many years of ups and downs at night, now with restless

babies, now to answer the bell when Ernest is out, is a great

relief to me. Poor Helen! She has never recovered her

cheerftilness since James' death. It has crushed her energies

and left her very sorrowful. This is partly owing to a soft

and tender nature, easily borne down and overwhelmed,

partly to what seems an almost constitutional inability to

find rest in God s will. She assents to all we say to her about

submission, in a sweet, gentle way, but then comes the in-

variable, mournful wail, "But it was so unexpected! It came

so suddenly!" But, I love the little thing, and her love for us

all is one of our greatest comforts.

Martha is greatly absorbed in her own household, its
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cares and its pleasures. She brings her litde Underhills to

see us occasionally, when they put my children quite out of

countenance by their consciousness of the fine clothes they

wear, and their knowledge of the world. Even I find it hard

not to feel humiliated in the presence of so much of the

sort ofwisdom in which I am lacking.

As to Lucy, she is exactly in her sphere: the calm dig-

nity with which she reigns in her husband s house, and the

moderation and self-control with which she guides his

children, are really instructive. She has a baby of her own,

and though it acts just like other babies, and kicks,

scratches, pulls and cries when it is washed and dressed,

she goes through that process with a serenity and delibera-

tion that I envy with all my might. Her predecessor in the

nursery was all nerve and brain, and has left four children

made of the same material behind her. But their wild spir-

its on one day, and their depression and languor on the

next, have no visible effect upon her. Her influence is al-

ways quieting; she tones down their vehemence with her

own calm decision and practical good sense. It is amusing

to see her seated among those four litde stallions, who love

each other in such a distracted way that somebody's feel-

ings are always getting hurt, and somebody always crying.

By a sort of magnetic influence she heals these wounds

immediately, and finds some ordinary occupation as an

antidote to these poetical moods. I confess that I am in-

structed and reproved whenever I go to see her, and wish I

were more like her.

But there is no use in trying to engraft an opposite
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nature on one s own. What I am, that I must be, except as

God changes me into His own image. And everything

brings me back to that, as my supreme desire. I see more

and more that I must be myselfwhat I want my children

to be, and that I cannot make myself over even for their

sakes. This must be His work, and I wonder that it goes on

so slowly; that all the disappointments, sorrows, sicknesses

I have passed through, have left me still selfish, still fijll of

imperfections!

This is the fifth anniversary of James' death. Thinking

it all over after I went to bed last night, his sickness, his

death, and the weary months that followed for mother, I

could not get to sleep till long past midnight. Then Una

woke, crying with the earache, and I was up till nearly day-

break with her, poor child. I got up weary and depressed,

almost ready to faint under the burden of life, and dreading

to meet Helen, who is doubly sad on these anniversaries.

She came down to breakfast dressed as usual in deep

mourning, and looking as spiritless as I felt. The prattle of

the children relieved the somber silence maintained by the

rest of us, each ofwhom acted depressingly on the others.

How things do flash into one s mind. These words sud-

denly came into mine, as we sat so gloomily at the table

God had spread for us, and which He had enlivened by

the four young faces around it

—

\\fhy should the children ofa King

Go mourning all their days?



326 / Elizabeth Prentiss

Why, indeed? Children of a King! I felt grieved that I

was so intent on my own sorrows as to lose sight ofmy re-

lationship to Him. And then I asked myself what I could

do to make the day less wearisome and sorrowful to Helen.

She came, after a time, with her work to my room. The

children took their goodbye kisses and went off to school;

Ernest took his, too, and set forth on his days work, while

Daisy played quietly about the room.

. "Helen, dear," I ventured at last to begin, "I want you

to do me a favor today!'

"Yes," she said, languidly.

"I want you to go to see Mrs. Campbell. This is the

day for her beef-tea, and she will be looking out for one

of us."

"You must not ask me to go today' Helen answered.

"I think I must, dear. When other springs of comfort

dry up, there is one always left to us. And that, as mother

often said, is usefulness."

"I do try to be useful," she said.

"Yes, you are very kind to me and to the children. If

you were my own sister you could not do more. But these

little duties do not relieve that aching void in your heart

which yearns so for relief."

"No," she said, quickly, "I have no such yearning. I

just want to settle down as I am now"

"Yes, I suppose that is the natural tendency of sorrow.

But there is great significance in the prayer for a heart at

leisure from itself, to soothe and sympathize.'

"
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"Oh, Katy!" she said, "you dont know, you can't know,

how I feel. Until James began to love me so I did not know

there was such a love as that in the world. You know our

family is different from yours. And it is so delightful to be

loved. Or rather it was!"

"Don't say was," I said. "You know we all love you

dearly, dearly."

"Yes, but not as James did!"

"That is true. It was foolish ofme to expect to console

you by such suggestions. But to get back to Mrs. Campbell.

She will sympathize with you, if you will let her, as very

few can, for she has lost both husband and children."

"Ah, but she had a husband for a time, at least. It is not

as if he were snatched away before they had lived together."

If anybody else had said this I would have felt that it

was out of mere perverseness. But dear little Helen is not

perverse; she is simply overburdened with sorrow.

"I grant that your disappointment was greater than

hers," I went on. "But the affliction was not. Every day that

a husband and wife walk hand in hand together upon earth

makes of the two more and more one flesh. The selfish el-

ement which at first formed so large a part of their attrac-

tion to each other disappears, and the union becomes so

pure and beautifiil as to form a fitting type of the union of

Christ and His church (Ephesians 5:22-33). There is noth-

ing else on earth like it."

Helen sighed.

"I find it hard to believe," she said, "there can be
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anything more delicious than the months in which James

and I were so happy together."

"Suffering together would have brought you even

nearer," I replied. "Dear Helen, I am very sorry for you; I

hope you feel that, even when, according to my deficiency,

I fall into arguments, as if one could argue a sorrow away!"

"You are so happy' she answered. "Ernest loves you so

dearly, and is so proud of you, and you have such lovely

children! I ought not to expect you to sympathize perfectly

with my loneliness."

"Yes, I am happy' I said, after a pause; "but you must

admit, dear, that I have had my sorrows, too. Until you be-

come a mothei yourself, you cannot comprehend what a

mother can suffer, not merely for herself, in losing her chil-

dren, but in seeing their sufferings. I think I may say ofmy

happiness that it rests on something higher and deeper

than even Ernest and my children."

"And what is that?"

"The will of God, the sweet will of God. IfHe should

take them all away, I might still possess a peace which

would flow on forever. I know this partly from my own

experience and partiy from that of others. Mrs. Campbell

says that the three months that followed the death of her

first child were the happiest she had ever known. Mrs.

Wentworth, whose husband was snatched from her almost

without warning, and while using expressions of affection

for her such as a lover addresses to his bride, said to me,

with tears rolling down her cheeks, yet with a smile,
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'I thank my God and Saviour that He has not forgotten

and passed me by, but has counted me worthy to bear this

sorrow for His sake.'And listen to this passage from the life

of Wesley,^^ which I happened upon this morning:

"He visited one of his disciples, who was ill in bed,

and after having buried seven ofher family in six months,

had just heard that the eighth, her husband, whom she

dearly loved, had been cast away at sea. *I asked her,* he

says, Uo you not fret at any of these things?' She says, with

a lovely smile, 'Oh, no! how can I fret at anything which is

the will of God? Let Him take all beside. He has given me

Himself. I love, I praise Him every moment.'

"

"Yes," Helen objected, "I can imagine people saying

such things in moments of excitement; but afterwards, they

have hours of awful agony

'

"They have 'hours of awful agony,' of course. God's

grace does not harden our hearts, and make them invin-

cible against suffering, like coats of armor. They can all say,

'Out of the depths have I cried unto Thee' (Psalm 130:1),

and it is they alone who have been down into the depths,

and had rich experience ofwhat God could be to His chil-

dren there, who can utter such testimonials to His honor, as

those I have just repeated."

"Katy?" Helen inquired, "do you always submit to

God's will?"

"In great things I do," I said. "What grieves me is that

I am constantly forgetting to recognize God's hand in the

little every-day trials of life, and instead of receiving them
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as from Him, find fault with the instruments by which He

sends them. I can give up my child, my only brother, my

darling mother without a word; but to receive every tire-

some visitor as sent expressly and directly to weary me by

the Master Himself; to meet every negligence on the part of

the servants as His choice for me at the moment; to be sat-

isfied and patient when Ernest gets particularly absorbed

in his books, because my Father sees that little discipline

suitable for me at the time; all this I have not fully learned."

"All you say discourages me," said Helen, in a tone of

deep dejection. "Such perfection was only meant for a few

favored ones, and I do not dare so much as to aim at it. I

am perfectly sure that I must be satisfied with the low state

of grace I am in now and always have been."

She was about to leave me, but I caught her hand as

she attempted to pass me, and made one more attempt to

reach her poor, weary soul.

"But are you satisfied, dear Helen?" I asked, as tenderly

as I would speak to a little sick child. "Surely you crave

happiness, as every human soul does!"

"Yes, I crave it," she replied, "but God has taken it

from me."

"He has taken away your earthly happiness, I know,

but only to convince you what better things He has in store

for you. Let me read you a letter which Dr. Cabot wrote me

many years ago, but which has been an almost constant

inspiration to me ever since."

She sat down, resumed her work again, and listened
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to the letter in silence. As I came to its last sentence the

three children rushed in from school, at least the boys did,

and threw themselves upon me like men assaulting a fort. I

have formed the habit of giving myself entirely to them at

the proper moment, and now entered into their frolicsome

mood as joyously as if I had never known a sorrow or lost

an hour*s sleep. At last they went off to their playroom, and

Una settled down by my side to amuse Daisy, when Helen

began again.

"I would like to read that letter myself," she said,

"Meanwhile I want to ask you one question. What are you

made of that you can turn from one thing to another like

lightning? Talking one moment as if life depended on

your every word, and then frisking about with those wild

boys as ifyou were a child yourself?"

I saw Una look up curiously, to hear my answer, as I

replied,

"I have always aimed at this flexibility. I think a

mother, especially, must learn to enter into the happy

moods of her children at the very moment when her own

heart is sad. And it may be as religious an act for her to

romp with them at that time as to pray with them at

others"

Helen now went away to her room with Dr. Cabofs

letter, which I silently prayed might bless her as it has

blessed me. And then a weary, disheartened mood came

over me that made me feel that all I had been saying to her

was but as sounding brass and a tinkling cymbal, since my
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life and my professions did not correspond. To this point

my consciousness ofimperfection has made me hesitate to

say much to Helen. Why are we so afraid of those who live

under the same roof with us? It must be the conviction that

those who daily see us acting in a petty, selfish, trifling way,

must find it hard to conceive that our prayers and our de-

sires take a wider and higher aim. Dear little Helen! May

the ice once broken remain broken forever.



Helen returned Dr. Cabot s letter in silence this morn-

ing, but, directly after breakfast, set forth to visit Mrs.

Campbell, with the little bottle of beef-tea in her hands,

which ought to have gone yesterday. I had a busy day be-

fore me; the usual Saturday baking and Sunday dinner to

oversee, the children's lessons for tomorrow to superintend

and hear them repeat, their clean clothes to lay out, and a

basket of stockings to mend. My mind was somewhat dis-

tracted with these cares, and I found it a little difficult to

keep on with my morning devotions in spite of them. But

I have learned, at least, to face and fight such distractions,

instead of running away from them as I used to do. My
faith in prayer, my resort to it, becomes more and more the

foundation ofmy life, and I believe, with one wiser and

better than myself, that nothing but prayer stands between

my soul and the best gifts of God; in other words, that I

can and shall get what I ask for.

I went down into the kitchen, put on my large baking

apron, and began my labors; of course the door-bell rang.
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and a poor woman was announced. It is very sweet to fol-

low Fenelons^"^ counsel and give oneself to Christ in all

these interruptions; but this time I said, "Oh, dear!" before

I thought. Then I wished I hadn t, and went up, with a

cheerful face, at any rate, to my unwelcome visitor, who

proved to be one ofmy aggravating poor folks— a great

giant of a woman, in perfect health, and with a husband to

support her if he will. I told her that I could do no more

for her; she answered me rudely, and kept on urging her

claims. I felt ruffled; why should my time be thus frittered

away, I asked myself. At last she went off, abusing me in a

way that chilled my heart. I could only beg God to forgive

her, and return to my work, which I had hardly resumed

when Mrs. Embury sent for a pattern I had promised to

lend her. Off came my apron, and up two pairs of stairs I

ran; after a long search it came to light. Work resumed;

door-bell again. Aunty wanted the children to come to an

early dinner. Going to Aunty s is next to going to Paradise

to them. Everything was now hurry and flurry; I tried to

be patient, and not to fret their temper by undue attention

to nails, ears, and other susceptible parts of the human

frame, but after it was all over, and I had kissed all the

sweet, dear faces goodbye, and returned to the kitchen, I felt

sure that I had not been the perfect mother I want to be in

all these littie emergencies— yes, far from it. Bridget had

let the milk I was going to use boil over, and finally burn

up. I was annoyed and irritated, and already tired, and did

not see how I was to get more, as Mary was cleaning the

silver (to be sure, there is not much of it), and had other
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extra Saturday work to do. I thought Bridget might offer to

run to the corner for it, though it isn t her business, but she

is not obliging, and seemed as sulky as if I had burned the

milk, not she. "After all," I said to myself, "what does it sig-

nify, if Ernest gets no dessert? It isn't good for him, and how

much precious time is wasted over just this one thing?

However, I reflected, that arbitrarily refusing to indulge

him in this respect is not exactly my mission as his wife;

he is perfectly healthy, and likes his little luxuries as well

as other people do. So I humbled my pride and asked

Bridget to go for the milk, which she did, in a lofty way of

her own. While she was gone the marketing came home, and

I had everything to dispose of Ernest had sent home some

apples, which plainly meant, "I want some apple pie, Katy"

I looked nervously at the clock, and undertook to gratify

him. Mary came down, crying, to say that her mother, who

lived in Brooklyn, was very sick; could she go to see her? I

looked at the clock once more; told her she could go, of

course, as soon as lunch was over; this involved my doing

all her absence left undone.

At last I got through with the kitchen, the Sunday

dinner being well under way, and ran upstairs to put away

the host of little garments the children had left when they

took their flight, and to make myselfpresentable at lunch.

Then I began to be uneasy lest Ernest should not be punc-

tual, and Mary be delayed; but he came just as the clock

struck one. I ran joyfully to meet him, very glad now that I

had something good to give him. We had just gotten

through lunch, and I was opening my mouth to tell Mary
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she could go, when the doorbell rang once more, and Mrs.

Fry, of Jersey City, was announced. I told Mary to wait till

I found whether she had eaten lunch or not; no, she

hadn't; had come to town to see friends off, was half fam-

ished, and would I do her the favor, etc., etc. She had a

fashionable young lady with her, a stranger to me, as well as

a Miss Somebody else, from Albany, whose name I did not

catch. I apologized for having finished lunch. Mrs. Fry said

all they wanted was a cup of tea and a bit ofbread and but-

ter, nothing else, dear; now dorft put yourself out.

"Now be bright and animated, and like yourself^' she

whispered, "for I have brought these girls here on purpose

to hear you talk, and they are prepared to fall in love with

you on the spot."

This speech sufficed to shut my mouth.

Mary had to get ready for these unexpected guests,

whose appetites proved equal to a raid on a good many

things besides bread and butter. Mrs. Fry said, after she had

devoured nearly half a loaf of cake, that she would really

try to eat a morsel more, which Ernest remarked, drily, was

a great triumph of mind over matter. As they talked and

laughed and ate leisurely on, Mary stood looking the pic-

ture of despair. At last I gave her a glance that said she

might go, when a new visitor was announced— Mrs.

Winthrop, from Brooklyn, one of Ernest s patients a few

years ago, when she lived here. She professed herself

greatly indebted to him, and said she had come at this

hour because she could make sure of seeing him. I tried to

excuse him, as I knew he would be thankful to have me
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do, but no, see him she must ; he was her "pet doctor," he

had such "sweet, bedside manners," and "I am such a favor-

ite with him, you know!"

Ernest did not receive his "favorite" with any special

warmth; but invited her out to lunch and chivalrously led

her to the table we had just left. Just like a man! Poor Mary!

she had to fly around and get up what she could; Mrs.

Winthrop devoted herself to Ernest with a persistent ignor-

ing of me that I thought rude and unwomanly. She asked

if he had read a certain book; he had not; she then said,"!

need not ask, then, if Mrs. Elliott has done so? These

charming dishes, which she gets up so nicely, must absorb

all her time.""Of course," replied Ernest. "But she contrives

to read the reports of all the murders, ofwhich the news-

papers are ftill."

Mrs. Winthrop took this speech literally, drew away

her skirts from me, looked at me through her eye-glass, and

said, "Yes?" At last she departed. Helen came home, and

Mary went. I gave Helen an account ofmy morning; she

laughed heartily, and it did me good to hear that musical

sound once more.

"It is nearly five o'clock," I said, as we at last had re-

stored everything to order, "and this whole day has been

frittered away in the most insignificant trifles. It isn t living

to live so. Who is the better for my being in the world

since six o'clock this morning?"

"I am for one," she said, kissing my hot cheeks; "and

you have given a great deal ofpleasure to several persons.

Your and Ernest s hospitality is always graceftil. I admire it
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in you both; and this is one of the little ways, not to be

despised, of giving real enjoyment." It was nice of her to say

that; it quite refreshed me.

At the dinner table Ernest complimented me on my

good housekeeping.

"I was proud ofmy little wife at lunch," he said.

"And yet you said that outrageous thing about my
reading about nothing but murders!" I said.

"Oh, well, you understood it," he said, laughingly.

"But that dreadful Mrs. Winthrop took it literally"

"What do we care for Mrs. Winthrop?" he returned.

"Ifyou could have seen the contrast between you two in

my eyes!"

After all, one must take life as it comes; its homely

details are so mixed up with its sweet charities, and loves,

and friendships that one is forced to believe that God has

joined them together, and does not desire that they should

be put asunder. It is something wonderftil that my husband

has been satisfied with his wife and his home today; that

does me good.

A stormy day and the children home from school,

and no little frolicking and laughing going on. It must be

delightful to feel healthy and strong while one s children

are young, there is so much to do for them. / do it, but no

one can tell the eftbrt it costs me. What a contrast there is

between their vitality and the weariness under which I suf-

fer! When their noise became intolerable, I proposed to
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read to them; of course they made ten times as much

clamor of pleasure and of course they leaned on me,

ground their elbows into my lap, and tired me all out. As I

sat with this precious little group about me, Ernest opened

the door, looked in, gravely and without a word, and in-

stantly disappeared. I felt uneasy and asked him, this

evening, why he looked so. Was I indulging the children

too much, or what was it? He took me into his arms

and said:

"My precious wife, why will you torment yourselfwith

such fancies? My very heart was yearning over you at that

moment, as it did the first time I saw you surrounded by

your little class at Sunday-school, years ago, and I was ask-

ing myselfwhy God had given me such a wife, and my
children such a mother."

Oh, I am glad I have gotten this written down! I will

read it over when the sense ofmy deficiencies overwhelms

me, while I ask God why He has given me such a patient,

forbearing husband.

This has been a sad day for our church. Dear Dr. Cabot

has gone to his eternal home, and left us as sheep without

a shepherd.

His death was sudden at the last, and found us all

unprepared for it. But my tears ofsorrow are mingled with

tears of joy. His heart had long been in heaven, he was

ready to go at a moment s warning; never was a soul so

constantly and joyously on the wing as his. Poor Mrs.
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Cabot! She is left very desolate, for all their children are

married and settled at a distance. But she bears this sorrow

like one who has long felt herself a pilgrim and a stranger

on earth. How strange that we ever forget that we are

all such!

The desolate pilgrimage was not long. Dear Mrs. Cabot

was this day laid away by the side ofher beloved husband,

and it is delightful to think of them as not divided by

death, but united by it in a complete and eternal union.

I never saw a husband and wife more tenderly

attached to each other, and this is a beautiful close to their

long and happy married life. I find it hard not to wish and

pray that I may as speedily follow my precious husband,

should God call him away first. But it is not for me

to choose.

How I shall miss these faithful friends, who, from my

youth up, have been my stay and my staff in the house of

my pilgrimage! Almost all the disappointments and sor-

rows ofmy life have had their Christian sympathy, particu-

larly the daily, wasting solicitude concerning my darling

Una, for they too watched for years and years, loving our

delicate little flower, and saw it fade and die. Only those

who have suffered thus can appreciate the heart-soreness

through which, no matter how outwardly cheerful I may

be, I am always passing. But what then! Have I not ten

thousand times made this my prayer, that in the words of

Leighton,"my will might become identical with God s will."
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And shall He not take me at my word? Just as I was

writing these words, my canary burst forth with a song so

joyous that a song was put also into my mouth. Something

seemed to say, this captive sings in his cage because it has

never known liberty, and cannot regret a lost freedom. So

the soul ofmy child, limited by the restrictions of a feeble

body, never having known the gladness of exuberant

health, may sing songs that will enliven and cheer. Yes, and

does sing them! What should we do without her gentle,

loving presence, whose frailty calls forth our most tender

affections and whose sweet face makes sunshine in the

shadiest places! I am sure that the boys are truly blessed by

having a sister always at home to welcome them, and that

their best manliness is appealed to by her helplessness.

What this child is to me I cannot tell. And yet, if the

skillful and kind Gardener should choose to house this

delicate plant before frosts come, should I dare to

complain?





Miss Clifford came to lunch with us on Wednesday.

Her remarkable restoration to health has attracted a good

deal of attention, and has given Ernest a certain reputation

which does not come amiss to him. Not that he is ambi-

tious; a more unworldly man does not live; but his extreme

reserve and modesty have obscured the light that is now

beginning to shine.We all enjoyed Miss Clifford s visit. She

is one of the freshest, most original creatures I ever met

with, and kept us all laughing with her quaint speeches,

long after every particle of lunch had disappeared from the

table. But this changeable nature turns to the serious side

of life with marvelous ease and swiftness, as perhaps all

sound ones ought to do. I took her up to my room where

my work-basket was, and Helen followed, with hers.

"I have brought something to read to you, dear Mrs.

Elliott," Miss Clifford began, the moment we had seated

ourselves, "which I have just lighted upon, and I am sure

you will like.A nobleman writes to Fenelon asking certain
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questions, and a part of these questions, with the replies, I

want to enjoy with you, since they cover a good deal of the

ground we have often discussed together":

7.— How shall I offer my purely insignificant actions

to God; such as walks, visits made and received, dress, little

proprieties, such as washing the hands, etc., the reading of

books of history, business with which I am charged for my

friends, other amusements, such as shopping, having clothes

made, and furniture. I want to have some sort ofprayer, or

method ofoffering each of these things to God.

Reply— The most insignificant actions cease to be such,

and become good as soon as one performs them with the

intention of conforming ones self in them to the will of God.

They are often better and purer than certain actions which

appear more virtuous: first, because they are less ofour own

choice and more in the order ofProvidence when one is obliged

to perform them; second, because they are simpler and less

exposed to vain self-gratification; third, because ifoneyields

to them with moderation, onefinds in them more ofdeath to

one's inclinations than in certain acts offervor in which self-

love mingles; andfinally, because these little occasions occur

morefrequently, andfurnish a secret occasionfor continually

making every moment profitable.

It is not necessary to make great efforts nor acts ofgreat

reflection, in order to offer what are called insignificant ac-

tions. It is enough to lift the soul one instant to God, to make,

a simple offering of it. Everything which God wishes us to do,

and which enters into the course ofoccupation suitable to our

position, can and ought to be offered to God; nothing is un-

worthy ofHim but sin. Whenyoufeel that an action cannot

be offered to God, conclude that it is not appropriate for a

Christian; it is at least necessary to suspect it, and seek light
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concerning it. I would not have a special prayer for each of

these things, the elevation of the heart at the moment is

sufficient.

Asfor visits, commissions and the like, as there is dan-

ger offollowing one's own taste too much, I would add to this

elevating of the heart a prayerfor grace to moderate myself

and use precaution.

II.— In prayer I cannot keep my mindfixed on God, or

I have intervals of time when it drifts elsewhere, and it is

often distractedfor a long time before Iperceive it. I want to

find some means of becoming its master

Reply— Fidelity in following the rules that have been

givenyou, and in recallingyour mind every timeyou perceive

its distractions withpatience and humility;you deserve noth-

ing better Is it surprising that recollection is difficult to a man

so long dissipated andfarfrom God?

III.— I wish to know ifit is best to record, in myjournal,

thefaults and the sins I have committed, in order not to run

the risk offorgetting them. I excite in myselfto repentancefor

myfaults as much as I can; but I have neverfelt any real grief

on account of them. When I examine myself at night, I see

personsfar more perfect than Iam complain ofmore sin; but

as for me, I seek, andfind nothing; and yet it is impossible

there should not be many points on which to pleadfor par-

don every day ofmy life.

Reply— You should examine yourself every night, but

simply and briefly. In the disposition to which God has brought

you, you will not voluntarily commit any considerablefault

without remembering and reproachingyourselffor it. As to

little faults, scarcely perceived, even ifyou sometimes forget

them, this need not makeyou uneasy.
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As to lively griefon account ofyour sins, it is not neces-

sary God gives it when it pleases Him. True and essential

conversion ofthe heart consists in a full will to sacrifice all to

God. What I call 'full will" is a fixed immovable disposition

of the will to resume none of the voluntary affections which

may alter the purity ofthe love to God and to abandon itself

to all the crosses which it willperhaps be necessary to bear, in

order to accomplish the will ofGod always and in all things.

As to sorrow for sin, when one has it, one ought to return

thanksfor it; when one perceives it to be lacking, one should

humble ones selfpeacefully before God without trying to ex-

cite it by vain efforts.

Youfind inyour self-examinationfewerfaults than per-

sons more advanced and more perfect do; it is becauseyour

interior light is still feeble. It will increase, and the view of

your infidelities will increase in proportion. It suffices, with-

out makingyourself uneasy, to try to befaithful to the degree

of lightyou possess, and to instructyourselfby reading and

meditation. It will not do to try to obstruct the grace that

belongs to a more advanced period. It would only serve to

trouble and discourageyou, and even to exhaustyou by con-

tinual anxiety; the time that should be spent in loving God

would begiven toforced returns uponyourself, which secretly

nourish self-love.

IV.— In my prayers my mind has difficulty in finding

anything to say to God. My heart is not in it, or it is inacces-

sible to the thoughts ofmy mind.

Reply— It is not necessary to say much to God.

Oftentimes one does not speak much to afriend whom one is

delighted to see; one looks at him with pleasure; one speaks

certain short words to him which are mere expressions of

feeling. The mind has no part in them, or next to none; one

keeps repeating the same words. It is not so much a variety of
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thoughts that one seeks in intercourse with afriend, as a cer-

tain repose and correspondence of heart. It is thus we are

with God, who does not despise being our most tender, most

cordial, mostfamiliar, most intimatefriend. A word, a sigh, a

sentiment, says all to God; it is not always necessary to have

transports of conscious tenderness; a will all naked and dry,

without life, without vivacity, withoutpleasure, is often purest

in the sight of God. In closing, it is necessary to content ones

selfwith giving to Him whatHe gives it to give, afervent heart

when it isfervent, a heartfirm andfaithful in its barrenness,

when He deprives it of conscious fervor. It does not always

depend onyou tofeel; but it is necessary to wish tofeel. Leave

it to God to choose to make you feel sometimes, in order to

sustain your weakness and infancy in Christian life; some-

times weaningyoufrom that sweet and consoling sentiment

which is the milk ofbabes, in order to humble you, to make

you grow, and to make you robust in the violent exercise of

faith, by causing you to eat the bread of the strong in the

sweat ofyour brow. Wouldyou only love God according as He

will make you take pleasure in loving Him? You would be

loving your own tenderness and feeling, fancying that you

were loving God. Even while receiving sensible gifts, prepare

yourself by pure faith for the time when you might be de-

prived of them; and you will suddenly succumb ifyou had

only relied on such support.

I forgot to speak of some practices which may, at the

beginning,promote the remembrance ofthe offeringone ought

to make to God, of all the ordinary acts of the day.

1. Form the resolution to do so, every morning and call

yourselfto account inyour self-examination at night.

2. Make no resolutions butforgood reasons, eitherfrom

propriety or the necessity ofrelaxing the mind, etc. Thus, in

accustoming one's self to retrench the useless little by little,

one accustoms one's self to offer what is notproper to curtail.
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3. Renew one's self in this disposition whenever one is

alone, in order to be betterprepared to remember it when in

company.

4. Whenever one surprises ones selfin too great a waste-

fulness, or in speaking too freely of his neighbor, let him col-

lect himselfand offer to God all the rest ofthe conversation.

5. Toflee, with confidence, to God, to act according to His

will, when one enters company, or engages in some occupa-

tion which may cause one tofall into temptation. The sight of

danger ought to warn of the need there is to lift the heart

toward Him by one who may be preservedfrom it!'

We both thanked her as she finished reading, and I

begged her to lend me the volume that I might make the

above copy.

I hope I have gained some valuable hints from this

letter, and that I shall see more plainly than ever that it is a

religion of principle that God wants from us, not one of

mere feeling.

Helen remarked that she was most struck by the asser-

tion that one cannot forestall the graces that belong to a

more advanced period. She said she had assumed that she

ought to experience all that the most mature Christian did,

and that it comforted her to think of God as doing this

work for her, making repentance, for instance, a free gift, not

a conquest to be won for ones self.

Miss Clifford said that the whole idea of giving one's

self to God in such little daily acts as visiting, shopping,

and the like, was entirely new to her.
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"But imagine," she went on, her beautiful face lighted

up with enthusiasm, "what a blessed life that must be,

when the base things of this world, and things that are de-

spised, are so many links to the invisible world, and to the

things God has chosen!"

"In other words," I said, "the top of the ladder that

rests on earth reaches to heaven, and we may ascend it as

the angels did in Jacobs dream" (Genesis 28:12).

"And descend too, as they did," Helen put in, despon-

dently.

"Now you shall not speak in that tone," cried Miss

Clifford. "Let us look at the bright side of life, and believe

that God means us to be always ascending, always getting

nearer to Himself, always learning something new about

Him, always loving Him better and better. To be sure, our

souls are sick, and of themselves can't keep ever on the

wing,' but I have had some delightful thoughts of late from

just hearing the title of a book, *God s method with the

maladies of the soul.' It gives one such a conception of the

seeming ills of life; to think ofHim as our Physician, the

ills all remedies the deprivations only a wholesome course

for our good, the losses all gains. Why, as I study this indi-

vidual case, and that, see how patiently and persistently He

tries now this remedy, now that, and how infallibly He

cures the souls that submit to His remedies, I love Him so!

I love Him so! And I am so astonished that we are restless

under His unerring hand! Think how He has dealt with
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me. My soul was sick unto death, sick with worldliness, and

self-pleasing and folly. There was only one way of making

me listen to reason, and that was just the way He took. He

snatched me right out of the world and shut me up in one

room, crippled, helpless, and alone, and set me to thinking,

thinking, thinking, till I saw the emptiness and shallow-

ness of all in which I had hitherto been involved. And

then He sent you and your mother to show me the reality

of life, and to reveal to me my invisible, unknown Physi-

cian. Can I love Him with halfmy heart? Can I be asking

questions as to how much I am to pay towards the debt I

owe Him?"

By this time Helen's work had fallen from her hands

and tears were in her eyes.

"How I thank you," she said sofdy,"for what you have

said. You have interpreted life to me! You have given me a

new conception ofmy God and Saviour!"

Miss Clifford seemed quenched and humbled by

these words; her enthusiasm faded away and she looked at

Helen with a disapproving demeanor as she replied: "Don't

say that! I never felt so unfit for anything but to sit at the

feet of Christ's disciples and learn of them."

Yet I, so many years one of those disciples, had been

sitting at her feet, and had learned of her. Never had I so

realized the magnitude of the work to be done in this

world, nor the power and goodness ofHim who has un-

dertaken to do it all. I was glad to be alone, to walk my
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room singing praises to Him for every instance in which, as

my Physician, He had "disappointed my hope and defeated

my joy' and given me to drink of the cup of sorrow and

bereavement

I read to Ernest the extract from Fenelon which has

made such an impression on me.

"Every business man, in fact every man leading an

active life, ought to read that," he said. "We would have a

new order of things as the result. Instead of fancying that

our ordinary daily work was one thing and our religion

quite another thing, we would transform our acts ofdrudg-

ery into acts of worship. Instead of going to prayer-meet-

ings to get into a good frame,' we would live in a good

frame from morning till night, from night till morning, and

prayer and praise would be only another form for express-

ing the love and faith and obedience we had been exercis-

ing amidst all the various pressures of business."

"I only wish I had understood this years ago," I said.

"I have made prayer too much of a luxury, and have often

inwardly chafed and fretted when the care ofmy children

at times, made it utterly impossible to leave them for

private devotion— when they have been sick, for instance,

or in other similar emergencies. I reasoned this way: 'Here

is a special demand on my patience, and I am naturally

impatient. I must have time to go away and entreat the Lord
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to equip me for this conflict.' But I see now that the simple

act of cheerful acceptance of the duty imposed and the so-

lace and support withdrawn would have united me more

fully to Christ than the highest enjoyment of His presence

in prayer could."

"Yes, every act of obedience is an act of worship,"

he said.

"But why don't we learn that sooner? Why do we

waste our lives before we learn how to live?"

"I am not sure," he returned, "that we do not learn as

fast as we are willing to learn. God does not force instruc-

tion upon us, but when we say, as Luther^^ did, *More light.

Lord, more light,' the light comes."

I questioned myself after he had gone as to whether

this could be true of me. Is there not in my heart some

secret reluctance to know the truth, lest that knowledge

should call to a higher and a holier life than I have

yet lived?

I went to see Mrs. Campbell a few days ago, and

found, to my great joy, that Helen had just been there, and

that they had had a long and earnest conversation together.

Mrs. Campbell's health has failed a good deal of late, and it

is not likely that we shall have her with us much longer.

Her every look and word is precious to me when I think of

her as one who is so soon to enter the unseen world, and

see our Saviour, and be welcomed home by Him. If it is so
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delightful to be with those who are on the way to heaven,

what would it be to have fellowship with one who had

come from that glorious place, and could tell us what it is!

She spoke freely about death, and said Ernest had

promised to take complete charge ofher fimeral, and to see

that she was buried by the side of her husband.

"You see, my dear," she added, with a smile, "though I

am expecting to be so soon a saint in heaven, I am a hu-

man being still, with human weaknesses. What can it really

matter where this weary old body is laid away, when I have

done with it, and gone and left it forever? And yet I am

leaving directions about its disposal!" I said I was glad that

she was still human, but that I did not think it a weakness

to take thought for the abode in which her soul had dwelt

so long. I saw that she was tired and was just preparing to

leave, but she held me and would not let me go.

"Yes, I am tired," she said, "but what of that? It is only

a question of days now, and all my tired feelings will be

over. Then I shall be as young and as fresh as ever, and

shall have strength to praise and to love God as I cannot do

now. But before I go I want once more to tell you how good

He is, how blessed it is to suffer with Him, how infinitely

happy He has made me in the very hottest heat of the fur-

nace. It will strengthen you in your trials to recall this my

dying testimony. There is no wilderness so dreary but that

His love can illuminate it; no desolation so desolate but that

He can sweeten it. I know what I am saying. It is no delu-

sion. I believe that the highest, purest happiness is known
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only to those who have learned Christ in sick-rooms, in

poverty, in painful suspense and anxiety, amid hardships,

and at the open grave."

Yes, the radiant face, worn by sickness and suffering,

but radiant still, said in language yet more unspeakably

impressive,

"To learn Christ, this is life!"

I came into the busy and noisy streets as one de-

scending from the mount, and on reaching home found

my darling Una very ill in Ernest s arms. She had fallen,

and injured her head. How I had prayed that God would

temper the wind to this shorn lamb, and now she had had

such a fall! We watched over her till far into the night,

scarcely speaking to each other, but I know by the way in

which Ernest held my hand clasped in his that her pre-

cious life was in danger. He consented at last to lie down,

but Helen stayed with me. What a night it was! God only

knows what the human heart can experience in a space of

time that men call hours. I went over all the past history of

the child, recalling all her sweet looks and words, and my

own secret complaints at the delicate health that has cut

her off from so many of the pleasures that belong to her

age. And the more I thought, the more I clung to her, on

whom, frail as she is, I was beginning to lean, and whose

influence in our home I could not think of losing without

a shudder. Alas, my faith seemed, for a time, to flee, and I

could see just what a poor, weak human being is without it

But before da)dight crept into my room light from on high
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streamed into my heart, and I gave even this, my ewe-lamb,

away, as my free-will offering to God. Could I refrise Him

my child because she was the very apple of my eye? No

indeed, then, but let me give to Him, not what I value least,

but what I prize and delight in most. Could I not endure

heart-sickness for Him who had given His only Son for

me! And just as I got to that sweet consent to suffer. He

who had only lifted the rod to test my faith laid it down.

My darling opened her eyes and looked at us intelli-

gently, and with her own loving smile. But I dared not

snatch her and press her to my heart; for her sake I must

be outwardly calm at least.

I am at home with my precious Una, all the rest hav-

ing gone to church. She lies peacefully on the bed, sadly

disfigured, for the time, but Ernest says he apprehends no

danger now, and we are a most happy, a most thankful

household. The children have all been greatly moved by

the events of the last few days, and hover about their sister

with great sympathy and tenderness. Where she fell from,

or how she fell, no one knows; she remembers nothing

about it herself, and it will always remain a mystery.

This is the second time that this beloved child has

been returned to us after we had given her away to God.

And as the giving cost us ten-fold more now than it

did when she was a feeble baby, so we receive her now as a

fresh gift from our loving Father s hand, with ten-fold
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delight. Ah, we have no excuse for not giving ourselves en-

tirely to Hiin. He has revealed Himself to us in so many

sorrows, and in so many joys; revealed Himself as He does

not do unto the world!



A£2^^Cc<^L^t^^^ ^^

This has been a Sunday to be held in long remem-

brance. We were summoned early this morning to Mrs.

Campbell, and have seen her joyful release from the fetters

that have bound her so long. Her loss to me is irreparable.

But I can truly thank God that one more "tired traveler"

has had a sweet "welcome home." I can minister no longer

to her bodily wants, and listen to her counsels no more, but

she has entered as an inspiration into my life, and through

all eternity I shall bless God that He gave me that faithful,

praying friend. How little they know who languish in what

seem useless sick-rooms, or amid the restrictions of frail

health, w^at work they do for Christ by the power of saintly

living, and by even fragmentary prayers.

Before her words fade out ofmy memory I want to

write down, from hasty notes made at the time, her answer

to some of the last questions I asked her on earth. She had

always enjoyed intervals of comparative ease, and it was in

one of these that I asked her what she conceived to be the
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characteristics of an advanced state of grace. She replied,"!

think that the mature Christian is always, at all times, and

in all circumstances, what he was in his best moments in

the progressive stages of his life. There were seasons, all

along his journey, when he loved God supremely; when he

embraced the cross joyfully and penitently; when he held

intimate communion with Christ, and loved his neighbor

as himself. But he was always in terror, lest under the force

of temptation, all this should give place to deadness and

dullness, when he should chafe and rebel in the hour of

trial, and judge his fellow-man with a harsh and bitter

judgment, and give way to angry, passionate emotions. But

these fluctuations cease, after a time, to disturb his peace.

Love to Christ becomes the abiding, inmost principle ofhis

life; he loves Him rather for what He is than for what He

has done or will do for him individually, and God's honor

becomes so dear to him that he feels personally wounded

when that is called in question. And the will of God be-

comes so dear to him that he loves it best when it 'triumphs

at his cost.'

"

"Once he only prayed at set times and seasons, and

idolized good frames and fervent emotions. Now he prays

without ceasing, and whether on the mount or down in the

depths depends wholly upon his Saviour.

"His old self-confidence has now given place to child-

like humility that will not let him take a step alone, and

the sweet peace that is now habitual to him, combined with

the sense of his own imperfections, fills him with love to
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his fellow-man. He hears and believes and hopes and en-

dures all things and thinks no evil. The tones of his voice,

the very expression of his countenance, become changed,

love now controlling where human passions held sway. In

short, he is not only a new creature in Jesus Christ, but the

habitual and blessed consciousness is that this is so."

These words were spoken deliberately and with

reflection.

"You have described my mother, just as she was from

the moment her only son, the last of six, was taken from

her," I said, at last. "I never before quite understood how

that final sorrow weaned her, so to say, from herself, and

made her life all love to God and all love to man. But I see

it now. Dear Mrs. Campbell, pray for me that I may yet wear

her mantle!"

She smiled with a significance that said she had

already done so, and then we parted— parted that she might

end her pilgrimage and go to her rest— parted that I might

pursue mine, I know not how long, nor amid how many

cares and sorrows, nor with vs^at weariness and heart-sick-

ness— parted to meet again in the presence ofHim we love,

with those who have come out of great tribulation, whose

robes have been made \Au.te in the blood of the Lamb, and

who are before the throne ofGod, and serve Him day and

night in His temple, to hunger no more, neither thirst any

more, for the Lamb vsdiich is in the midst ofthe throne shall

lead them into living fountains ofwaters; and God shall wipe

away all tears from their eyes (Revelation 7:14-17).
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We were talking of Mrs. Campbell, and of her blessed

life and blessed death. Helen said it discouraged and

troubled her to see and hear such things.

"The last time I saw her when she was able to con-

verse," said she, "I told her that when I reflected on my lack

of submission to God s will, I doubted whether I really

could be His child. She said, in her gentle, sweet way:

" *Would you venture to resist His will, ifyou could?

Would you really have your dear James back again in this

world, if you could?'

"

"
*I would, I certainly would,' I said.

"She returned, *I sometimes find it a help, when dull

and cramped in my devotions, to say to myself: Suppose

Christ should now appear before you, and you could see

Him as He appeared to His disciples on earth, what would

you say to Him? This brings Him near, and I say what I

would say ifHe were visibly present. I do the same when a

new sorrow threatens me. I imagine my Redeemer as com-

ing personally to say to me, "For your sake I am a man of

sorrows and acquainted with grief; now for My sake give

me this child, bear this burden, submit to this loss," Can I

refiise Him? Now, dear. He has really come thus to you, and

asked you to show your love to Him, your faith in Him, by

giving Him the most precious ofyour treasures. IfHe were

here at this moment, and offered to restore it to you, would

you dare to say, "Yea, Lord, I know, far better than Thou

dost, what is good for him and good for me; I will have
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him return to me, cost what it may; in this world of uncer-

tainties and disappointments I shall be sure ofhappiness in

his society, and he wiU enjoy more here on earth with me

than he could enjoy in the companionship of saints and

angels and of the Lord Himself in heaven," Could you dare

to say this?' Oh, Katy, what straits she drove me into! No, I

could not dare to say that!"

"Then, my darling little sister!" I cried, "you will give

up this struggle? You will let God do what He will with

His own?"

"I have to let Him," she replied; "but I submit because

I must"

I looked at her gentle, pure face as she uttered these

words, and could only marvel at the strong will that had

no expression there.

"Tell me," she said, "do you think a real Christian can

feel as I do? For my part I doubt it. I doubt everything."

"Doubt everything, but believe in Christ," I said. "Sup-

pose, for argument s sake, you are not a Christian. You can

become one now." The color rose in her lovely face; she

clasped her hands together in a sort of ecstasy.

"7es"she said,"! can."

At last God had sent her the word she wanted.

Helen came to breakfast this morning in a simple

wWte dress. I had no time to tell the children not to allude

to it, so they began in chorus: "Why, Aunty Helen! you



362 / Elizabeth Prentiss

have put on a white dress!"

"Why, Aunty, how strange you look!"

"Hurrah! if she don t look like other folks!"

She bore it all with her usual gentleness; or rather

with a positive sweetness that captivated them as her nega-

tive patience had never done. I said nothing to her, nor did

she to me till late in the day, when she came to me,

and said:

"Katy, God taught you what to say. All these years I

have been tormenting myself with doubts as to whether I

could be His child while so unable to say. Thy will be done.

If you had said, *Why, yes, you must be His child, for you

professed yourself one a long time ago, and ever since have

lived like one,' I would have remained as wretched as ever.

As it is, a mountain has been rolled off my heart. Yes, if I

was not His child yesterday, I can become one today; if I

did not love Him then, I can begin now."

I do not doubt that she was His child, yesterday, and

last year, and years ago. But let her think what she pleases.

A new life is opening before her; I believe it is to be a life

of entire devotion to God, and that out ofher sorrow there

shall spring up a wondrous joy.

Ernest spent Sunday with us, and I have just driven

him to the station, and seen him safely off. Things have

prospered with us to such a degree that he has been ex-

travagant enough to give me the use, for the summer, of a

beautiful little pony and an antiquated vehicle, and I have
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learned to drive. To be sure I broke one of the shafts of the

poor old thing the first time I ventured forth alone, and the

other day nearly upset my cargo of children in a pond

where I was silly enough to undertake to water my horse.

But Ernest, as usual, had patience with me, and begged me

to spend as much time as possible in driving about with

the children. It is a new experience, and I enjoy it quite as

much as he hoped I would. Helen is not with us; she has

spent the whole summer with Martha; for Martha, poor

thing, is suffering terribly firom rheumatism and is almost

entirely helpless. I am so sorry for her, after so many years

of vigorous health, how hard it must be to endure this

pain. With this drawback, we have had a delightful sum-

mer; not one sick day, nor one sick night. With no baby to

keep me awake, I sleep straight through, as Raymond says,

and wake in the morning refreshed and cheerful. We shall

have to go home soon; how cruel it seems to bring up

children in a great city! Yet what can be done about it?

Wherever there are men and women there must be chil-

dren; what a howling wilderness either city or country

would be without them!

The only drawback on my felicity is the separation

from Ernest, which become more painful every year to us

both. God has blessed our married life; it has had it waves

and its billows, but, thanks be unto Him, it has at last

settled down into a calm sea of untroubled peace. While I

was secretly upbraiding my dear husband for giving so

much attention to his profession as to neglect me and my
children, he was becoming, every day, more the ideal of a
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physician, cool, calm, thoughtful, studious, ready to sacrifice

his life at any moment in the interests of humanity. How

often I have mistaken his preoccupied air for indifference;

how many times I have inwardly accused him of coldness,

when his whole heart and soul were filled with the grave

problem of life, aye, and of death likewise.

But we understand each other now, and I am sure that

God dealt wisely and kindly with us when He brought to-

gether two such opposite natures. No man ofmy vehement

nature could have borne with me as Ernest has done, and if

he had married a woman as calm, as undemonstrative as

himselfwhat a strange home his would have been for the

nurture of little children? But the heart was in him, and

only wanted to be awakened, and my life has called forth

music from his. Ah, there are no partings and meetings

now that leave discords in the remembrance, no neglected

birthdays, no forgotten courtesies. It is beautiful to see the

thoughtfiil brow relax in the presence ofwife and children,

and to know that ours is, at last, the happy home I so long

sighed for. Is the change all in Ernest? Is it not possible that

I have grown more reasonable, less childish and aggravating?

We are at a farmhouse. Everything is plain, but neat

and nice. I asked Mrs. Brown, our hostess, the other day, if

she did not envy me my four little pets; she smiled, said

they were the best children she ever saw, and that it was fine

to have a family if you have means to start them in the

world; for her part, she lived firom hand to mouth as it was,

and was sure she could never stand the worry and care of a

house full ofyoung ones.
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"But the worry and care is only half the story' I said.

"The other half is pure joy and delight."

"Perhaps so, to people that are well-to-do," she replied;

"but to poor folks, driven to death as we are, its another

thing. I was telling him yesterday what a merq^ it was that

there weren't any young ones around to get under my feet,

and I could take city boarders, and help work off the

mortgage on the farm."

"And what did your husband say to that?"

"Well, he said we were young and hearty, and there

was not such a great hurry about the mortgage, and that

he'd give his right hand to have a couple of boys like

yours."

"WeU?"

"Why, I said, supposing we had a couple of boys,

they wouldn't be like yours, dressed to look genteel and to

have their genteel ways; but a pair of wild colts, into every-

thing, tearing their clothes off their backs, and wasting

money faster than we could earn. He said, 'twasn't the

clothes, 'twas the flesh and blood he wanted, and 'twasn't

no use to argufy about it; a man that hadn't got any chil-

dren wasn't mor'n half a man. *Well,' says I, ^supposing you

had a pack of 'em, what have you got to give 'em?' 'Jest ex-

actly what my father and mother gave me,' says he; *two

hands to earn their bread with, and a welcome you could

have heard from Dan to Beersheba.^^'

"

"I like to hear that!" I said. "And I hope many such

welcomes will resound in this house. Suppose money does

come in while little goes out; suppose you get possession of
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the whole farm; what then? Who will enjoy it with you?

Who will you leave it to when you die? And in your old

age who will care for you?"

"You seem awful earnest," she said.

"Yes, I am in earnest. I want to see little children

adorning every home, as flowers adorn every meadow and

every wayside. I want to see them welcomed to the

homes they enter, to see their parents grow less and less

selfish, and more and more loving, because they have come.

I want to see God s precious gifts accepted, not frowned

upon and refused."

Mr. Brown came in, so I could say no more. But my

heart warmed towards him, as I looked at his firank, good-

humored face, and I would have been glad to give him the

right hand of fellowship. As it was, I could only say a word

or two about the beauty of his farm, and the scenery of this

whole region.

"Yes," he said, gratified that I appreciated his fields

and groves, "it is an awfully pretty laying farm. Part of it

was her father s, and part of it was my father s; there ain't

another like it in the country. As to the scenery, I don't

know as I ever looked at it; city folks talk a good deal about

it, but they ve nothing to do but look around." Walter came

trotting in on two bare, white feet, and with his shoes in

his hand. He had had his nap, felt as bright and firesh as he

looked rosy, and I did not wonder at Mr. Brown's snatching

him up and clasping his sunburnt arms about the little

fellow, and pressing him against the warm heart that

yearned for nestlings of its own.
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Home again, and full of the thousand cares that follow

the summer and precede the winter. But let mothers and

wives fret as they will, they enjoy these labors of love, and

would feel lost without them. For what amount of leisure,

ease, and comfort would I exchange husband and children

and this busy home?

Martha is better, and Helen has come back to us. I

don t know how we have lived without her so long. Her life

seems necessary to the completion of every one of ours.

Some others have fancied it necessary to the completion of

theirs, but she has not agreed with them. We are glad

enough to keep her, and yet I hope the day will come when

she, so worthy of it, will taste the sweet joys of wifehood

and motherhood.

It is not always so easy to practice, as it is to preach. I

can see in my wisdom forty reasons for having four chil-

dren and no more. The comfort of sleeping in peace, of

having a little time to read, and to keep on with my music;

strength with which to look after Ernests poor people when

they are sick; and, to tell the truth, strength to be bright and

fresh and lovable to him— all these little joys have been

growing ever precious to me, and now I must give them

up. I want to do it cheerfully and without a frown. But I

find I love to have my own way, and that at the very mo-

ment I was asking God to appoint my work for me, I was

secretly marking it out for myself. It is mortifying to find
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my will less in harmony with His than I thought it was,

and that I want to prescribe to Him how I shall spend the

time, and the health and the strength which are His, not

mine. But I will not rest till this struggle is over; till I can

say with a smile, "Not my will! Not my will! But Thine!"

We have been, this winter, one of the happiest fami-

lies on earth. Our love to each other, Ernest s and mine,

though not perfect— nothing on earth is— has grown less

selfish, more Christ-like; it has been sanctified by prayer

and by the sorrows we have borne together. Then the chil-

dren have been healthy and happy, and the source of al-

most unmitigated joy and comfort. And Helens presence

in this home, her sisterly affection, her patience with the

children and her influence over them, is a benediction for

which I cannot be thankful enough. How delightful it is to

have a sister! I think it is not often the case that true sisters

have such perfect Christian sympathy with each other as we

have. Ever since the day she ceased to torment herselfwith

the fear that she was not a child of God, and laid aside the

somber garments she had worn so long, she has had a

peace that has hardly known a cloud. She says, in a note

written to me about the time:

''I wantyou to know, my darling sister, that the despon-

dency that made my affliction so hard to hear fled before

those words ofyours, which, as I have already toldyou, God

taughtyou to speak. I do not know whether I was really His

child, at the time, or not. I had certainly had an experience

very differentfrom yours; prayer had never been much more

to me than a duty; and I had neverfelt the sweetness of that

harmony between God and the human soul that I now know
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can take away all the bitterness from the cup of sorrow. I

knew— who can help knowing it that reads God's word?—
that He required submissionfrom His children and that His

children gave it, no matter what it cost. The Bible is full of

beautiful expressions of it; so are our hymns; so are the writ-

ten lives ofallgood men andgood women; and I have seen it

in you, my dear Katy, at the very momentyou were accusing

yourself of the lack of it. Entire oneness of the will with the

Divine Will seem to me to be the law and the gospel of the

Christian life; and this evidence ofa renewed nature Ifound

lacking in myself At any moment during the three years fol-

lowing Jamess death I would have snatched him away from

God, ifI could; I was miserably lonely and desolate without

him, not merely because he had been so much to me, but

because his loss revealed to me the distance between Christ

and my soul All I could do was to go on praying, year after

year, in a dreary, hopeless way, that I might learn to say, as

David did, 'Iopened not my mouth because Thou didst if (Ps.

39:9). When you suggested that instead of trying to find out

whether Ihad loved God I should begin to love Him now, light

broke in upon my soul; Igave myselfto Him that instant and

as soon as I couldget away by myselfIfell upon my knees and

gave myself up to the sense of His sovereignty for the first

time in my life. Then, too, I looked at my light affliction,' and

at the 'weight ofglory (2nd Cor. 4: 1 7) side by side, and thanked

Him that through the one He had revealed to me the other

Katy, Iknow the human heart is deceitful above all things, but

I think it would be a dishonor to God to doubt that He then

revealed Himself to me as He does not do to the world, and

that the sweet peace I then found in yielding to Him will be

more or less mine so long as I live. Oh, if all sufferers could

learn what I have learned! that every broken heart could be

healed as mine has been healed! My precious sister, cannot

we make this one part of our mission on earth, to pray for

every sorrow-stricken soul, and whenever we have influence
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over such, to lead it to honor God by instant obedience to His

willy whatever that may be? I have dishonored Him byyears

of rebellious, carefully-nursed sorrow; I want to honor Him

now byyears of resignation and grateful joy"

Reading this letter over in my present mood has done

me good. More beautiful faith in God than Helens I have

never seen; let me have it, too. May this prayer, which, under

the inspiration ofthe moment, I can offer without a misgiv-

ing, become the habitual, deep-seated desire ofmy soul:

"Bring into captivity every thought to the obedience of

Christ. Take what I cannot give— my hearty bodyy

thoughts, timCy abilities, moneyy healthy strength, nights,

days, youthy age, and spend them in Thy service, O my

crucified Master, RedeemeVy God. Oh, let not these he mere

words! Whom have I in heaven but Thee?And there is no

one upon the earth that I desire in comparison to Thee.

My heart is athirstfor Godyfor the living God. When shall

I come and appear before God?"



I have just written to Mrs. Brown to knowwhether she

will take us for the rest of the summer.A certain little man,

not a very old little man, either, has kept us in town till now.

Since he has come, we are all very glad of him, though he

came on his own invitation, brought no wardrobe with him,

does not pay for his board, never speaks a word, takes no no-

tice of us, and wants more waiting on than any one else in

the house. The children are full ofdelicious curiosity about

him, and overwhelm him with presents ofthe most hetero-

geneous character.

We got there this afternoon, bag and baggage. I had

not said a word to Mrs. Brown about the addition to our

family circle, knowing she had plenty of room, and as we

alighted from the carriage, I snatched my baby from his

nurse s arms and ran gayly up the walk with him in mine.

"If this splendid fellow doesn't convert her nothing will," I
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said to myself. At that instant what should I see but Mrs.

Brown, running to meet me with a boy in her arms exactly

like Mr. Brown, only not quite six feet long, and not yet

sun-burnt

"There!" I cried, holding up my little old man.

"There!" said she, holding up hers.

We laughed till we cried; she took my baby and I took

hers; after looking at him I liked mine better than ever; af-

ter looking at mine she was perfectly satisfied with hers.

We got into the house at last; that is to say, we moth-

ers did; the children darted through it and out of the door

that led to the fields and woods, and vanished in the twin-

kling of an eye.

Mrs. Brown had always been a pretty woman, with

bright eyes, shining, well-kept hair, and a color in her

cheeks like the rose which had given its name to her farm.

But there was now a new beauty in her face; the mysterious

and sacred sufferings and joys of maternity had given it

thought and feeling.

"I had no idea I would be so fond of a baby' she said,

kissing it, whenever she stopped to put in a comma; "but I

don't know how I ever got along without one. He s off at

work nearly the whole day, and when I had gotten

through with mine, and had put on my afternoon dress,

and was ready to sit down, you can't think how lonesome it

was. But now, by the time I am dressed, baby is ready to go

out to get the air; he knows the minute he sees me bring

out his little hat that he is going to see his father, and he's
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awful fond of his father. Though that isnt so strange, either,

for his father's awful fond of him. All his little ways are so

pretty, and he never cries unless hes hungry or tired. Tell

mother a pretty story now; yes, mother hears, bless his little

heart!"

Then when Mr. Brown came home to his supper, his

face was a sight to see, as he caught sight ofme at my open

window, and came to it with the child s white arms cling-

ing to his neck, looking as happy and as bashful as a girl.

"You see she must needs go to quartering this bounc-

ing young one on to me," he said, "as if I didn t have to

work hard enough before. Well, maybe he'll get his feed off

the farm; we'll see what we can do."

"Mamma," Una whispered, as he went offwith his fac-

simile, to kiss it rapturously, behind a woodpile, "do you

think Mrs. Brown's baby very pretty?"

Which was so mild a way of suggesting the fact of

the case, that I kissed her without trying to hide my
amusement

After being cooped up in town so large a part of the

summer, the children are nearly wild with delight at being

in the country once more. Even our timid Una skips about

with a buoyancy I have never seen in her; she never has her

ill turns when out of the city, and I wish, for her sake, that

we could always live here. As to Raymond and Walter, I

never pretend to see them except at their meals and their
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bedtime; they just live out of doors, following the men at

their work, asking all sorts of absurd questions, which Mr.

Brown reports to me every night, with shouts of delighted

laughter. Two gay and gladsome boys they are; really good

without being priggish; I don t think I could stand that.

People ask me how it happens that my children are all so

promptly obedient and so happy. As if it were by chance

that some parents have such children, or chance that some

have not! I am afraid it is only too true, as some one has

remarked, that *this is the age of obedient parents !'^^ What

then will be the future of their children? How can they

yield to God who have never been taught to yield to hu-

man authority? And how well fitted will they be to rule

their own households who have never learned to rule

themselves?

This has been one of those cold, dismal, rainy days

which are not infrequent during the month ofAugust. So

the children have been obliged to give up the open air, of

which they are so fond, and fall back upon what entertain-

ment could be found within the house. I have read to

them the little journal I kept during the whole life of the

brother I am not willing they should forget. His quaint and

perceptive sayings were delicious to them; the history of

his first steps, and his first words sounded to them like a

fairy tale. And the story of his last steps, his last words on

earth, had for them such a tender charm, that there was a

cry of disappointment from them all, when I closed the
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litde book, and told them we would have to wait till we

got to heaven before we could know anything more about

his precious life.

How thankful I am that I kept this journal, and that I

have almost as charming ones about most ofmy other

children! What I speedily forgot amid the pressure of cares

and ofnew events is safely written down, and will be the

source of endless pleasure to them long after the hand that

wrote has ceased from its labors, and lies inactive and at

rest. Ah, it is a blessed thing to be a mother!

This baby ofmine is certainly the sweetest and best I

ever had. I feel an inexpressible tenderness for it which I

cannot quite explain to myself, for I have loved them all

dearly, most dearly. Perhaps it is so with all mothers; per-

haps they all grow more loving, more forbearing, more pa-

tient as they grow older, and yearn over these helpless little

ones with an ever-increasing, yet chastened delight. One

cannot help sheltering their tender infancy, who will so

soon pass forth to fight the battle of life, each one waging

an invisible warfare against invisible foes. How thankfully

we would fight it for them, ifwe might!

The mornings and evenings are very cool now, while

in the middle of the day it is quite hot. Ernest comes to see

us very often, under the pretense that he can t trust me
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with so young a baby! He is so tender and thoughtful, and

spoils me so, that this world is very bright to me; I am a

little jealous of it; I don t want to be so happy in Ernest, or

in my children, as to forget for one instant that I am a pil-

grim and a stranger on earth.

There is no danger that I shall. Ernest suddenly made

his appearance tonight, and in a great burst of distress quite

unlike anything I ever saw in him, revealed to me that he

had been feeling the greatest anxiety about me ever since

the baby came. It is all nonsense. I cough, to be sure; but

that it is obviously due to the varying temperature we al-

ways have at this season. I shall get over it as soon as we get

home, I dare say.

But suppose I should not; what then? Could I leave

this precious little flock, uncared for, untended? Have I

faith to believe that ifGod calls me away from them, it will

be in love to them? I do not know. The thought of getting

away from the sin that still so easily besets me, is very de-

lightftil, and I have enjoyed so many, many such foretastes

of the bliss ofheaven that I know I should be happy there;

but then, my children, all ofthem under twelve years old!

I will not choose, I dare not.

My married life has been a beautifiil one. It is true that

sin and folly, and sickness and sorrow, have marred its per-

fection, but it has been adorned by a love which has never

faltered.My faults have never alienated Ernest; his faults, for

like other human beings he has them, have never overcome
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my love to him. This has been the gift ofGod in answer to

our constant prayer, that whatever other bereavement we

might have to suffer, we might never be bereft of this bene-

diction. It has been the glad secret of a happy marriage, and

I wish I could teach it to every human being who enters

upon a state that must bring with it the depth ofmisery, or

life's most sacred and mysterious joy.

Ernest has let me stay here to see the autumnal foliage

in its ravishing beauty for the first, perhaps for the last,

time. The woods and fields and groves are lighting up my

very soul! It seems as if autumn had caught the inspiration

and the glow of summer, had hidden its floral beauty, its

gorgeous sunsets and its bow of promise in its heart of

hearts, and was now flashing it forth upon the world with

a lavish and opulent hand. I can hardly tear myself away,

and return to the prose of city life. But Ernest has come for

us, and is eager to get us home before colder weather. I

laugh at his anxiety about his old wife.Why need he fancy

that this trifling cough is not to give way as it often has

done before? Dear Ernest! I never knew that he loved me so.

Ernest s fear that he had let me stay too long in the

country does not seem to be justified. We went so late that

I wanted to indulge the children by staying late. So we

have only just gotten home. I feel about as healthy as

usual; it is true I have a littie soreness around the chest, but
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it does not signify anything.

I never was so happy in my husband and children, in

other words, in my home as I am now. Life looks very at-

tractive. I am glad that I am going to get well.

But Ernest watches me carefully, and wants me, as a

precautionary measure, to give up music, writing, sewing

and painting— the very things that occupy me!— and lead

an idle, useless life, for a time. I cannot refuse what he asks

so tenderly, and as a personal favor to himself Yet I should

like to fill the few remaining pages ofmy Journal; I never

like to leave things incomplete.

I wrote that seven years ago, little dreaming how

long it would be before I would use a pen. Seven happy

years ago!

I suppose that some who have known what my out-

ward life has been during this period would think ofme as

a mere object of pity. There has certainly been suffering

and deprivation enough to justify the sympathy ofmy dear

husband and children, and the large circle of friends who

have rallied about us. How little we knew we had so many

precious ones!

God has dealt very tenderly with me. I was not

stricken down by sudden disease, nor were the things I

delighted in all taken away at once. There was a gradual

loss of strength and gradual increase of suffering, and it

was only by degrees that I was asked to give up the
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employments in which I delighted, my household duties,

my visits to the sick and suffering, the society ofbeloved

friends. Perhaps Ernest perceived and felt my deprivations

sooner than I did; his sympathy always seemed to out-run

my disappointments. When I compare him, as he is now,

with what he was w4ien I first knew him, I bless God for all

the precious lessons He has taught him at my cost. There is

a tenacity and persistence about his love for me that has

made these years almost as wearisome to him as they have

been to me. As for myself, if I had been told what I was to

learn through these lengthy sufferings, I am afraid I would

have shrunk back in terror, and so have lost all the sweet

lessons God proposed to teach me. As it is. He has led me

on, step by step, answering my prayers in His own way; I

cannot bear to have a single human being doubt that it has

been a perfect way. I love and adore it just as it is.

Perhaps the suspense has been one of the most trying

features ofmy case. Just as I have unclasped my hand from

my dear Ernest s; just as I have let go ofmy almost frantic

hold ofmy darling children; just as heaven opened before

me, and I fancied my weariness over and my wanderings

done; just then almost every alarming symptom would dis-

appear, and life recall me from the threshold of heaven it-

self Thus I have been emptied from vessel to vessel, till I

have learned that he only is truly happy who has no longer

a choice of his own, and lies passive in God*s hand.

Even now no one can foretell the issue of this sickness.

We live a day at a time, not knowing what shall be on the
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morrow. But whether I live or die, my happiness is secure,

and so, I believe, is that ofmy beloved ones. This is a true

picture of our home:

A sick-room full of the suffering that ravages the

body, but cannot touch the soul. A worn, wasting mother

ministered unto by a devoted, saintly husband and by un-

selfish. Christian children. Some of the peace ofGod, ifnot

all of it, shines in every face, is heard in every tone. It is a

home that typifies and foreshadows the home that is

perfect and eternal.

Our dear Helen has been given us for this emergency.

Is it not strange that seeing our domestic life would have

awakened in her some yearnings for a home and a heart

and children of her own. She has said that there was a

weary point in her life when she made up her mind that

she was never to know these joys. But she accepted her lot

gracefiilly. I do not know any other word that describes so

well the beautifiil ofiering she made ofher life, first to God,

and then to us. He accepted it, and has given her all the

cares and responsibilities ofdomestic life, without the tran-

scendent joys that sustain the wife and the mother. She has

been all in all to our children, and God has been all in all

to her. And she is happy in His service and in our love.

It took me nearly two weeks to write the above, at in-

tervals, as my strength allowed. Ernest has consented to my

finishing this volume, ofwhich so few pages yet remain.
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And he let me see a dear old friend who came all the way

from my native town to see me— Dr. Eaton, our family

physician as long as I could remember. He is of an advanced

age, but frill of vigor, his eye bright, and with a healthfril

glow on his cheek. But he says he is waiting and longing

for his summons home. About that home we had a delight-

ful talk together that did my very heart good. Then he

made me tell him about this long sickness and the years of

frail health and some of the sorrows through which I had

toiled.

"Ah, these lovely children are explained now^' he said.

"Do you really think," I asked, "that it has been good

for my children to have a feeble, aJGElicted mother?"

"Yes, I really think so. A disciplined mother— disci-

plined children."

This comforting thought is one of the last drops in a

cup of contentment already frill.

.^ ^^^

Another Sunday, and all are at church except my dar-

ling Una, who keeps watch over her mother. These Sun-

days, when I have had them each alone in turn, have been

blessed days to them and to me. Surely this is some com-

pensation for what they lose in me of health and vigor. I

know the state of each soul as far as it can be known, and

have every reason to believe that my children all love my

Saviour and are trying to live for Him. I have learned, at

last, not to despise the day of small things, to cherish the
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most tender blossom, and to expect my dear ones to be im-

perfect before they become perfect Christians.

Una is a sweet, composed young girl, now eighteen

years old, and w^at can I say more of the love her brothers

bear to her, than this: they never tease her. She has long

ceased asking why she must have delicate health when so

many others of her age are full of physical life and vigor,

but stands in her lot and place, doing -whdX she can, suffer-

ing what she must, with a meekness that makes her lovely

in my eyes, and that I am sure unites her closely to Christ

It was Raymond s turn to stay with me today. He

opened his heart to me more freely than he had ever done

before.

"Mamma," he began, "if papa is willing, I have made

up my mind— that is to say if I ever get decently good

—

to go on a mission."

I said, playfully: "And mammals consent is not to be

asked?"

"No," he said, getting hold of what there is left ofmy

hand, "I know you wouldn't say a word. Don t you remem-

ber telling me once, when I was a Utde boy, that I might go

and be welcome?"

"And don t you remember'' I returned, "that you cried

for joy, and then relieved your mind still farther, by walking

on your hands, with your feet in the air?"

We both laughed heartily, at this remembrance, and
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then I said: "My dear boy, you know your father s plan

for you?"

"Yes, I know he expects me to study with him, and

take his place in the world."

"And it is a very important place."

His countenance fell, as he fancied I was not entering

heartily into his wishes.

"Dear Raymond," I went on, "I gave you to God long

before you gave yourself to Him. IfHe can make you use-

ful in your own, or in other lands, I bless His name.

Whether I live to see you a man, or not, I hope you will

work in the Lord s vineyard wherever He calls. I never

asked anything for you but usefulness, in all my prayers for

you; never once. His eyes filled with tears; he kissed me,

and walked away to the window, to compose himself. My
poor, dear, lovable, loving boy! He has all his mother s trials

and struggles to contend with; but what does it matter if

they bring him the same peace?

Everybody wonders to see me once more interested in

my long-closed Journal, and becoming able to see the dear

fi-iends fi*om whom I have been, in a measure, cut off. We

cannot ask the meaning of this remarkable increase of

strength.

I have no wish to choose. But I have come to the last

page ofmy Journal, and living or dying, shall write in this

volume no more. It closes upon a life ofmuch childishness
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and great sinfulness, whose record makes me blush with

shame, but I no longer need to relieve my heart with seek-

ing sympathy in its unconscious pages, nor do I believe it

good to go on analyzing it as I have done. I have had large

experiences ofboth joy and sorrow; I have seen the naked-

ness and the emptiness, and I have seen the beauty and

sweetness of life. What I have to say now, let me say to

Jesus. What time and strength I used to spend in writing

here, let me now spend in praying for all men, for all suf-

ferers, for all who are out of the way, for all whom I love.

And their name is Legion, for I love everybody.

Yes, I love everybody! That crowning joy has come to

me at last. Christ is in my soul; He is mine; I am as con-

scious of it as that my husband and children are mine; and

His Spirit flows forth from mine in the calm peace of a

river, wiiose banks are green with grass, and glad with flow-

ers. If I die it will be to leave a wearied and worn body, and

a sinftil soul, to go joyfuUy to be with Christ, to be weary

and to sin no more. If I live, I shall find much blessed work

to do for Him. So living or dying, I shall be the Lord's.

But I wish, oh, how earnestly, that whether I go or

stay, I could inspire some lives with the joy that is now

mine. For many years I have been rich in faith; rich in an

unfaltering confidence that I was beloved ofmy God and

Saviour. But something was missing; I was always groping

for a mysterious grace the lack of which made me often

sorrowftil in the very midst ofmy most sacred joy, imper-

fect when I most longed for perfection. It was that personal
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love to Christ ofwhich my precious mother so often spoke

to me, \^Wch she often urged me to seek upon my knees. If

I had known then, as I know now, what this priceless trea-

sure could be to a sinftil human soul, I would have sold all

that I had to buy the field in which it lay hidden. But not

till I was shut up to prayer and to the study of God s word

by the loss of earthly joys, sickness destroying the flavor of

them all, did I begin to penetrate the mystery that is

learned under the cross. And wondrous as it is, how simple

is this mystery! To love Christ, and to know that I love

Him— this is all!

And when I entered upon the sacred yet oft-times

homely duties of married life, if this love had been mine,

how would that life have been transfigured! The petty

faults ofmy husband under v^ch I chafed would not have

moved me; I would have welcomed Martha and her father

to my home and made them happy there; I would have

had no conflicts with my servants, shown no irritability to

my children. For it would not have been I who spoke and

acted, but Christ who lived in me.

Alas! I have had less than seven years in which to

atone for a sinfijl, wasted past, and to live a new and a

Christ-like life. If I am to have yet more, thanks be to Him

who has given me the victory, that Life will be Love. Not

the love that rests merely in the contemplation and

adoration of its object; but the love that gladdens, sweetens

and comforts other lives. To this end let me close with

these words:
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O gift ofgifts! O grace offaith!

My God! how can it be

That ThoUy who hast discerning love,

Shouldstgive that gift to me?

How many hearts thou mightst have had

More innocent than mine!

How many souls more worthyfar

Ofthat sweet touch ofThine?

Ahy grace! into unlikeliest hearts

It is thy boast to come;

The glory of Thy light tofind

In darkest spots a home.

Oh, happy happy that I am!

If thou canst be, O faith.

The treasure that thou art in life.

What wilt thou be in death?^^

{Dear reader, as you conclude this book, ask yourself if

this gift ofgifts is yours. Mayyou be led to step heavenward

as the day draws near to the glorious return ofJesus Christ,

the Lord ofheaven and earth.}
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1 Thomas a Kempis (1380- 1471),was a German mystic,whose

writings were lovedby Mrs. Prentiss. In the memoirs ofEdward Payson,

the author's beloved father, the following excerpt of a letter to a young

pastor describes his deep affection for the devotional writings of

Thomas: "The books which I have found most useful to me are

(Jonathan) Edwards' Works, (David) Brainerd's Life, (John) Newton's

Letters, (John) Owens' Treatises on Indwelling Sin, Mortification ofSin

in Believers, and Psalm 130 [seeVolume 6 of Owen's writings by Banner

of Truth Trust] and Thomas a Kempis' Imitation of Christ, especially

translated by Payne. If you have never read Thomas a Kempis, I beg

you to acquire it. Some things you will not like; but, for spirituality and

weanedness from the world, I know of nothing equal to it." (The

Complete Works ofEdward PaysonyVol. 1 , p. 25 1 , Sprinkle Publications)

.

2 Henry Martyn (1781-1812) was an Anglican missionary to

India, who translated the New Testament into Hindustani. His Jour-

nals remain among the classics of English devotional literature.

3 Robert PoUok ( 1 798- 1 827) was a gifted Scottish poet.

4 Sit Walter Scott (1771-1832) was a Scottish novelist and poet.

5 To "stanch" is to stop the blood flowing from a wound.

6 Heaven— A World ofLove, by Jonathan Edwards is a beauti-

ful, biblical discussion ofwhat heaven will be like for its inhabitants.

Available through Calvary Press.

7 Consumption was the progressive wasting away ofthe body;

especially that form accompanying pulmonary phthisis and associ-

ated with coughing, spitting up blood, hectic fever, etc. This was very

common in that day.

8 Jeremy Taylor (1613-1667) was anAnglican bishop and writer
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born and educated at Cambridge. His books Holy Living and Holy

Dying are among his most notable works.

9 Richard Baxter (1615-1691) was one of the greatest of the

Puritan divines. His writings continue to touch the hearts of multi-

tudes. Baxter subtitled The Saints Everlasting Rest as A Treatise on the

Blessed State of the Saints, in their Enjoyment of God in Heaven, It is

intended to help us fix our attention upon heavenly realities in the

midst of this perishing world.

10 An aromatic plant common in the south of Europe. It is

related to Lavander, and yields an oil used in medicines and

perfumes.

11 The expression "to be kept in leading strings" means to be

placated or treated as a child, as leading strings is a reference to a

state of infancy, dependence, or to be under the guidance of others.

12 William Potts Dewees ( 1 768-184 1 ) was an American physi-

cian who wrote, Treatise on the Physical and Medical Treatment of

Children in 1825. It became a popular book with parents in the mid-

nineteenth century.

13 Dorcas is the godly woman described in Acts chapter 9

whom the Apostle Peter raised from the dead. She was known for her

good and kind deeds.

14 Blancmange is a white, sweet, pudding-like dessert made

from various ingredients, including cornstarch, gelatine, almond milk,

vanilla, and rum and shaped in a mold. It was a very plain and ordi-

nary dessert of the day.

15 Beef-tea is strong beef broth used especially for the sick.

16 A cudgel is a heavy stick used primarily as a weapon, and "to

take up cudgels for" is to engage in a contest on behalfofsomeone or

something else.

17 A fender is a screen used to prevent coals or sparks from

escaping a fireplace.

18 These words accurately express the deepest longing of the

author, especially seen in her popular hymn, More Love to Thee,

O Christ.
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19 To be "a cumberer of the ground" is to be useless and bur-

densome. This very expression is from the parable of the barren fig

tree in Luke 13:7.

20 The expression "The King of Terrors" is taken from Job

18: 14 where Bildad describes the state ofthe wicked before the grave.

Death is also personified in Scripture in places such as Isaiah 28:15,

Psalm 49:14,15, and Hebrews 2:15.

21 Caroline Fry (1787-1846) was a godly woman who suffered

much. She wrote, among other helpful books, Christ our Example.

22 Jonathan Edwards (1703-1758), was the greatest philoso-

pher and theologian of Americas history. His deep writings had a

profound influence upon Elizabeth Prentiss, and are still gratefully

read today by many Christians.

23 The expression "a pelican in the wilderness" is one of deso-

lation, drawn from Psalm 102:6. Of this imagery Spurgeon says, "a

mournful and even hideous object, the very image of desolation."

(The Treasury of David, Vol. 2)

24 This German phrase—"den Jammer und das Elend der Welt"

is drawn from a popular German story, it means "the misery and the

distress of the world."

25 This is a direct quote from John Bunyans classic work The

Pilgrims Progress. These are the very words which Hopeful spoke to

Christian as they were both crossing The River ofDeath. Our author

was a great lover of this masterpiece of the Christian life, and allu-

sions to it are found scattered throughout this book. In a letter to a

friend she once said,"You ask if I revel in The Pilgrims Progress— Yes,

I do. I think it is an amazing book." One of her greatest pleasures

during her only trip to England was her visit to the grave of "The

Tinker of Bedford", as Bunyan was affectionately known. To obtain a

copy of The Pilgrim's Progress, contact Calvary Press.

26 The phrase "on sufferance" means to merely tolerate

something.

27 The phrase "to take fire" meant to begin to burn with emo-

tion; i.e. to fly into a passion.
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28 Robert Leighton (1611-1 684) was a graduate of Edinburgh

University, and the Archbishop of Glasgow, Scotland. Among his

many devotional writings is the classic commentary on 1st Peter, of

which Spurgeon declared— "We scarcely need to commend this truly

heavenly work... it is a favorite with all spiritual men." Mrs. Prentiss, in

a letter to a dear friend, once wrote: "I am re-reading Archbishop

Leighton on 1st Peter; I wonder if you like it as much as my husband

and I do!" {An Obedient and Patient Faith, available through Calvary

Press Publishing)

29 The Slough of Despond was a pit into which Christian fell

after first setting out for the celestial city in The Pilgrims Progress. It

represents a place of deep discouragement for a weary pilgrim.

30 Providence has been defined as— God s most holy, wise and

powerful preserving and governing all His creatures and all their

actions. One of the finest works on this grand theme is The Mystery of

Providence, by John Flavel.

31 Daniel Wilson (

1

778- 1 858) was an Anglican Bishop in India.

32 This very expression was used by our author describing the

circumstances surrounding her writing of this book. Upon the tragic

death of her dear sister-in-law, she sacrificially cared for her nephew,

Francis. "Many a page of Stepping Heavenward was written with this

child in her arms; and perhaps that is one secret of its power." {More

Love To Thee, p. 237, available through Calvary Press Publishing)

33 John Wesley (1703-1791) was the founder of Methodism,

whose tireless evangelistic labors were centered mainly in Great Brit-

ain and America. Although used by God, some of his methods and

theology were found wanting.

34 Francis Fenelon (1651-1715) was a French mystic. Mrs.

Prentiss found much helpful counsel in his writings, as seen in these

words of her husband: "Her delight in his writings dated back more

than a quarter of a century, and continued, unabated, to the end of

her days. She regarded him with a sort of personal affection and

reverence... What attracted her to Fenelon was not his doctrine of

salvation— she found it better taught by Bunyan and Leighton— it
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was (rather) his marvelous knowledge of the human heart, his keen

insight into the proper workings of nature and grace, his deep spiri-

tual wisdom, and the sweet mystic tone of his piety." (More Love To

Thee, pp. 319f, available through Calvary Press Publishing)

35 Martin Luther (1483-1546), the great German Reformer, was

raised up by the Lord to bring God s people back to a commitment to

the Bible alone as their source of authority, the doctrine known as

Sola Scriptura. The little prayer being quoted sums up his child-like

faith and dependence upon his Heavenly Father for heavenly wis-

dom, in the right interpretation of His all-sufficient Word. It is the

same attitude expressed in Scripture itself in Psalm 119: 18.

36 The phrase "from Dan to Bersheeba" became a proverbial

expression meaning— from one end of a territory to its farthest

extremity. Dan was the northern-most tribe in the land of Israel, and

Beersheba was its southern-most city (see Judges 20:1; 2nd Samuel

24:2; 1st Kings 4:25).

37 The expression "obedient parents" refers to the common

evil of children being in complete control of their parents, as if par-

ents are to be obedient to their children's desires. Contact Calvary

Press to obtain outstanding books on biblical parenting.

38 Fittingly, the words of the hymn which Mrs. Prentiss se-

lected to close this glorious book, were sung at her funeral in August

of 1878 in Dorset, Vermont. The words were written by the English

hymn writer Frederick Faber (1814-1863) whose poems were often

used to comfort and encourage her heart.





By the time Stepping Heavenward first appeared,

Mrs. Prentiss had become known already by her Little

Susys Six Birthdays and other books for children, as also by

The Flower of the Family, and a succession of volumes for

youth ofboth sexes; but in Stepping Heavenward she struck

a higher and stronger note. In this work she aimed to help

and to cheer all her readers, whether old or young, in the

hard struggle of life. She composed the larger part of it in

the winter and spring of 1867-8 while absorbed in caring

for a little motherless nephewwho died shortly after. Refer-

ring especially to this part, she once said to a friend, "Every

word of that book was a prayer, and seemed to come of it-

self. I never knew how it was written, for my heart and

hands were full of something else." On going to Dorset for

the summer she carried the manuscript with her, but in no

mood to finish it. In a letter dated August 3, she said: "I feel

now as if I should never write any more. Book-making
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looks formidable." I begged her to take the story up again,

and two gifted Christian ladies, then sojourning in Dorset,

joined their persuasion to mine. Several years later, one of

them. Miss E. A. Warner, wrote to me:

Do you remember coming into the parlor one morn-

ing where Miss Hannah Lyman and I were sitting by our-

selves, and telling us that your wife was writing a story but

had become so discouraged she threatened to throw it aside

as not worth finishing? "I like it myself!'you added, "it re-

ally seems to me one of the best things she has ever written,

and I am trying to get her to read it to you and see what

you think of it. The next morning she came to our room with

a little green box in her hand, saying, with her merry laugh,

"Now youve got to do penance for your sins, you wicked

women!'* and, sitting down by the window, while we took our

sewing, she began to read to us in manuscript the work which

was destined to touch and strengthen so many hearts—
"which," to use the words of another, "has become a part of

the soul-history of many thousands of Christian women,

young and old, at home and abroad!' It was a rare treat to

listen to it, with comments from her interspersed, some of

them droll and witty, others full ofprofound religious feel-

ing. Now and then, as we queried ifsomething was not im-

probable or unnatural, she would give us bits ofhistoryfrom

her own experience or that ofherfriends, going to show that

stranger things had occurred in real life. I need not say we

insisted on its beingfinished, feeling sure it would do great

good; though I must confess that I do not think either of us,

much as we enjoyed it, was fully aware of its great merits.

She went on with her work, occasionally reading to us what

she had added. In those days she always spoke of it as her

"Katy book," no other title having been given to it. But one

morning she came to the breakfast table with her face all
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lighted up. Tve got a name for my hook!* she exclaimed, "it

came to me while I was lying awake last night. You know

Wordsworth's Stepping Westward? I am going to call it "Step-

ping Heavenward;" don't you like it? I do." We all felt it was

exactly the right name, and she added, "I think I will put in

WordwortHs poem as a preface"

The work was first printed as a serial in "The Advance"

of Chicago. As it drew to a close Mr. J.B.T. Marsh, one of the

editors, wrote to her:

You will notice that the story is completed this week. I

wish it could have continued six months longer I have sev-

eral times been on the point of writingyou to express my

own personal satisfaction and to acquaintyou with the great

unanimity and volume ofpraise of it, which has reached us

from our readers. I do not think anything since the time of

The National Era and Uncle Tom's Cabin has been more

heartily received. We have had hundreds of letters of which

the expression has been: "We quarrel to see who shall have

thefirst reading of the story"! think ifyou should ever come

West my wife would overturn almost any stone for the sake

of welcoming you to the hospitality of our cottage on the

Lake Michigan shore.

When issued in book form its reception surpassed all

expectation. Notwithstanding the favor it met with in "The

Advance," Mrs. Prentiss had still great misgiving about its

success— a misgiving that constantly haunted her while

engaged in writing it. But all doubt on the subject was soon

dispelled. Stepping Heavenward seemed to meet so many

real, deep, inarticulate cravings in such a multitude of

hearts, that the response to it was instant and general.
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Others of Mrs. Prentiss' books were enjoyed, praised,

laughed over; but this one was taken by timid hands into

secret places, pored over by eyes dim with tears, and its les-

son prayed out at many a Jabbok. It was one of those books

which sorrowing women read to each other, and which

lured many a bustling Martha from the fretting ofher care-

cumbered life to ponder the new lesson of rest in toil. It was

one of those books of which people kept a lending copy,

that they might enjoy the uninterrupted companionship of

their own.

The circulation of Stepping Heavenward was very

large. In this country not less, probably, than a hundred

and fifty thousand copies have been sold; while abroad,

where it was not copyrighted, the sale is estimated to have

reached a much larger number of copies perhaps half a

million. Four leading houses in Great Britain republished

the work. It was translated into German, French, Norwe-

gian, Swedish, Italian, and I know not what other languages.

The German version long ago passed into the sixth edition.

Baron Tauchnitz, the celebrated Leipsic publisher, inserted

it also in his noted Collection ofBritish Authors. In a letter

asking my permission to do so, he praised the work in very

high terms. Indeed, the testimonials to its power and

beauty from beyond the sea were even more striking than

those at home. Men and women known the world over as

scholars and authors or for their high culture, social posi-

tion and leadership in the service of God and humanity,

e^ressed their admiration without stint. One ofthem, said

to have been an eminent German theologian, used this
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language respecting it: "Already many a good, noble gift,

rich in blessing, is come to us from North America; but we

do not hesitate to designate Stepping Heavenward as the

best among all from there which we have ever seen."

An interesting chapter might be written about the

different translations of Stepping Heavenward. I will refer

to one of them, the German version. It was made by an in-

valid lady of Gottingen, and led to a correspondence,

which has not yet ceased. Her letters, overflowing with

grateful affection and giving details respecting the succes-

sive editions of the work, the welcome it received into

thousands ofGerman homes and it great usefrilness, have

been running on now for nearly thirty years.

The Secret of Its Influence

Stepping Heavenward, while deeply religious, is

wholly free from formulas. Every page bears the stamp of

earnest conviction. The tone throughout is honest, sympa-

thetic and ftiU of good cheer. No false or jarring notes are

struck. All is natural and true to life. The "one human

heart" beating in the bosom of the race and, more or less

feebly, in its humblest members, is depicted with a skill, fi-

delity, and gentleness and soothing touch, which could

come only ofdeep personal experience and the keenest ob-

servation. If the lessons taught by the story are at times

painful, they are yet sweet, inspiring and fresh as a summer

breeze. No discouraging, still less gloomy or pessimistic

sentence can be found in the entire volume. Stepping
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Heavenward is its dominant, animating, ever-recurring

thought as well as its aim and name. And this is largely the

secret of its influence. This, too, explains the fact, attested

by innumerable witnesses, that the book is almost equally

adapted and dear to all classes and conditions of readers

who aspire to a life in harmony with the holy will of God.

I say "almost equally adapted and dear;" for I cannot forget

that it was written expressly to give aid and comfort to

women, both young and old— more especially to suffering

wives and mothers— hard-pressed by the terrible cares and

battles of life. If I may judge by the letters in which they

poured out to the author their feelings of grateful love and

admiration Stepping Heavenward was better adapted and

dearer to them than it could possibly be to men. Mrs.

Prentiss used to say, laughingly, that she did not under-

stand men and could not write for them.

The letters referred to came from all parts of this

country, from Europe and even from the ends of the earth;

and they were written by persons belonging to every class

in society. Among them was one which Mrs. Prentiss spe-

cially prized. It was written on coarse, brown grocery paper

by a poor crippled boy in the interior of Pennsylvania and

led to a correspondence that continued for years. The book

was read with equal delight by persons not only of all

classes from a queen to a poor negro woman, but of all na-

tionalities and creed; by Protestants and Roman Catholics,

by Calvinists, Arminians, High Churchmen, Evangelicals,

Quakers and Unitarians. It had that touch of nature which

makes the whole world akin. Thousands of its readers
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appeared to think their own case was described, so plainly

did they see themselves mirrored in its pages. The number

of Katys, Katy s mothers, Marthas, Mrs. Campbells, Dr.

Cabots, Dr. Elliots, both son and father, who were positively

identified as originals ofthese characters, was a marvel. The

questions put to her on this point in letters and conversa-

tion greatly amused Mrs. Prentiss, especially the questions

relating to Katy. She ridiculed the suggestion that she her-

self had sat as the model for Katy. "Everybody is asking

(she wrote to her daughter, then in Germany) if I meant in

Katy to describe myself. The next book I write Til make

my heroine black and everybody will say, 'Oh, there you

are again, black to the life!'

"

Nevertheless, she and Katy were astonishingly

alike. Who that knew her well could fail to see it at every

turn. In depicting Katy she was, unconsciously no doubt,

drawing a most life-like picture of herself As for example

in such passages as this: "Why need I throw my whole

soul into whatever I do? Why can 1 1 make so much as an

apron for little Ernest without the ardor and eagerness of a

soldier marching to battle? I wonder if people ofmy tem-

perament ever get toned down and learn to take life coolly?"

At all events, if there had been no Elizabeth Prentiss I feel

quite sure the Katy oi Stepping Heavenward would have

been impossible.

In planning and writing Stepping Heavenward, she

seemed to have no thought whatever of pecuniary profit or

of reputation. "Even Satan never ventured to suggest that I

write for money' she once said. Nor had literary ambition,
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so far as I could perceive, anything to do with her books.

Once written and published she rarely alluded to them, or

cared to hear them mentioned. "Mr. R. (she wrote to her

daughter in Germany) has sent me a letter from a man in

Nice, whose wife wants to translate Katy into French. I sent

word they might translate it into Hottentot for all me." But

if the message was to the effect that some poor, bed-ridden

old woman, or a sorrow-stricken young mother, had found

comfort in one of her books, it would send a thrill ofjoy

through her whole frame. "Much ofmy experience of life

(she wrote to a friend, not long before her death) has cost

me a great price and I wish to use it for strengthening and

comforting other souls."

If the whole secret of the charm of Stepping Heaven-

ward were told, it would be needftil to point out the liter-

ary, as well as the practical and religious sources of its

power. All through the volume, from the poem of

Wordsworth at its beginning to the hymn of Faber at its

close, one sees constant indications of familiarity with the

best literature. Mrs. Prentiss was not only a great reader,

but, like her father, she possessed a wonderful faculty for

absorbing and assimilating what she read, whether in En-

glish, French or German. Her taste was very broad; and she

could pass from Bunyan, Baxter, Leighton, Fenelon, Tauler

and Tholuck, George Herbert, Keble and Manning, to Sir

Walter Scott, Goethe, Victor Hugo, Dickens, Irving,

Longfellow, Hawthorne and Mrs. Stowe, without the

slightest jar or sense of incongruity. Everything genuine

and truthful; everything that taught her a new lesson in the
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study ofhuman nature, interested her deeply and passed

readily into her own style and thought.

The letters Mrs. Prentiss received thanking her for

Stepping Heavenward, along with those that have reached

me since her death, form a very beautiful tribute to her

memory. One, addressed to her, arrived from London a few

days before her last illness. It was written by a young wife

and mother closely related to two of the most honored

families in England, and sought counsel in regard to a cer-

tain question ofduty that had grown out of special domes-

tic trials. Stepping Heavenward, the writer said, had formed

an era in her religious life; she had read it through^rom

fifty to sixty times; it had its place by the side of her Bible;

and no words could express the good it had done her, or

the comfort she had derived from its pages.

Here is an extract from a letter to me written by a dis-

tinguished Methodist divine of the Northwest:

In a letterfrom my daughter, who is the wife of a mis-

sionary in China, she speaks of sending a part of Sunday

afternoon in reading Stepping Heavenward, and adds, "This

must be at least the twelfth time I have read it through." She

is a cultivated and devout Christian, fully occupied in study-

ing, teaching, translating and a hundred other things; and

yet finds time to read and re-read again and again her fa-

vorite hook.

Here is an extract from a recent letter ofMrs. John R.

Mott, describing a visit to a girls' school in Shanghai:

The school is the only attempt I know of to reach the

daughters ofthe highest classes. The principal is Miss Laura



402 / Elizabeth Prentiss

Haygood, a sister ofBishop Haygood ofthe Southern Meth-

odist Church. The school is Anglo-Chinese, English being a

great attraction in a port. The principal is a very strong,

womanly and Christian character and the conduct of the

school is thoroughly Christian. There were, I think, about

thirty girls in the school when I was there, but it has been

growing rapidly since. They were naturally the most attrac-

tive girls I saw in China. Some of them were beautiful in

person, dress, manners, and, best of all. Christian character

It was such a satisfaction to be able to talk to them in En-

glish. A smile went round when I asked the question as to

their favorite book, aside from the Bible, and the answer,

''Stepping Heavenward" left no doubt on the subject. The

teachers also told me that Stepping Heavenward had a re-

markable influence among them and that they talked and

wrote of it as ofno other book.

Testimonies like these have been so numerous that if

printed they would form a large volume. Here is an extract

from a letter from Old England that comes even while I

am writing:

My mother, who has been staying with me, says that

among the last books she read aloud to myfather was Step-

ping Heavenward, and that they both enjoyed it exceedingly

Your mother wrote it, did she not?"

The father who had just passed away was that admi-

rable Christian man and eminent theologian, Professor A.B.

Bruce of Scotland.

The interest of the Chinese girls in Stepping Heav-

enward surprised me at first not a little, notwithstanding

that,"More Love to Thee, O Christ," as I had been told, was

a special favorite in the native churches. The hymn is so
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simple and so spiritual that is equally adapted to the ex-

pression of religious feeling and aspiration everywhere and

among all races; but the story is occidental, modern and

even American in style of thought, in manners, and in local

coloring. The reason why these bright Chinese girls were

so delighted with it can be found only in the Christ-like

spirit and the deep knowledge of human nature which

mark the book. The inspiration of gospel faith and hope

and love is no more a thing ofplace and race than is sun-

shine, or the air we breath. That is why the New Testament

and the story of the Cross may become as precious, and to

all intents and purposes as intelligible also, to a poor

Hottentot as to the greatest scholar, scientist, philosopher or

theologian in Christendom. The foolishness of God is

wiser than men. Ifwe understood better what penitence,

prayer and saving grace really mean, according to the

Scriptures, we should, perhaps, cease being puzzled to find

such spiritual unity amid the most grotesque and repulsive

diversities ofhuman condition.

It has been to me a solace and joy, ever since the de-

parture of its author, to give away copies of Stepping Heav-

enward far and near, and then to note the happy influence

of the book. Of course every book, even the Bible itself, is

powerless to bring light and strength into an unwilling

soul; but where there is any real interest in religious things,

any sincere desire for spiritual counsel and help, Stepping

Heavenwardy I have found, always brings with it a bene-

diction, especially where relief is most sorely needed. What

Dr. Vincent said in his memorial address more than a score
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ofyears ago, may be said with equal truth today:

/ am sure that hers is, in an eminent degree, the bless-

ing of them that were ready to perish. Weary, overtaxed

mother, misunderstood and unappreciated wives, servants,

pale seamstresses, delicate women forced to live in an at-

mosphere of drunkenness and coarse brutality, widows and

orphans in the bitterness oftheir bereavement, mothers with

their tears dropping over empty cradles— to thousands of

such she was a messengerfrom heaven.

And not only, I may add, to thousands of such was

she a messenger from heaven, but to thousands also wdiose

path in life was full of sunshine and flowers, did she bring

the same message, teaching them that in prosperity as well

as in adversity our supreme felicity is in loving God and

doing his blessed will as He has made it known to us in

Jesus Christ. This lesson of lessons runs, like a golden

thread, through Stepping Heavenward^ and all the rest of

Mrs. Prentiss' writings. It is, indeed, only another version,

varied in form and by story, of the sublime answer given to

the first question in the old Catechism: What is the Chief

End ofMan? Man's ChiefEnd is TO GLORIFYGODAND
TO ENJOYHIM FOREVER,
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