University of Nebraska - Lincoln
DigitalCommons@University of Nebraska - Lincoln

Zea E-Books Collection Zea E-Books

12-17-2022

Stories

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps

Roxanne Harde , editor

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.unl.edu/zeabook

b Part of the American Popular Culture Commons, Literature in English, North America Commons, and

the Women's Studies Commons

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Zea E-Books at DigitalCommons@University of
Nebraska - Lincoln. It has been accepted for inclusion in Zea E-Books Collection by an authorized administrator of
DigitalCommons@University of Nebraska - Lincoln.


https://digitalcommons.unl.edu/
https://digitalcommons.unl.edu/zeabook
https://digitalcommons.unl.edu/zea
https://digitalcommons.unl.edu/zeabook?utm_source=digitalcommons.unl.edu%2Fzeabook%2F135&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/443?utm_source=digitalcommons.unl.edu%2Fzeabook%2F135&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/458?utm_source=digitalcommons.unl.edu%2Fzeabook%2F135&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/561?utm_source=digitalcommons.unl.edu%2Fzeabook%2F135&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages

Stories

ELizABETH STUART PHELPS

EDITED WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY ROXANNE HARDE




Today, Elizabeth Stuart Phelps (1844-1911) is best known for a handful of her novels:
The Gates Ajar (1868), The Silent Partner (1871), and The Story of Avis (1877). During
her life, however, the short story was a hugely popular genre in which she was fully
invested and where she made a good deal of her living. Stories were her earliest and
latest publications, and they were work that she both enjoyed and employed to greater
ends. From 1864 to her death in 1911, she published almost one hundred and fifty short
stories in the leading periodicals of the day. This collection makes available some of
those stories, an important and engaging part of her oeuvre that previously has been all
but ignored. Phelps saw her narratives as vehicles through which she could reform her
society, and her artistic and political vision is both original and transformative.
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INTRODUCTION

There is one form of fiction which, | think, is imperfectly understoodtogents and
critics, to which, as it happens, | have given some speciatiatieand is therefore
peculiarly interesting to me. | mean the short story.

Elizabeth Stuart Phelp€hapters from a Life266.

“A story is a story, however large,” Elizabeth Stuart Phelps writes at the beginning of the second
installment of her serialized short story, “The Girl Who Could Not Write a Composition” (1871).
Before finishing this tale about a successful young businesswomahadheen labelled a
dunce at school, Phelps’s narrator continues, “And this is the rest of it; and no more wonderful,
after all, than truth is apt to e With the first sentence, Phelps seems to be contradicting

heself, suggesting that a story is only a story, something entertaining imately unimportant.
However, that story can also be large enough to be very important. When she segues into “the

rest of it,” she further suggests that a mere narrative, something as trivial as a short story
published in a children’s periodical, can hold a world of meaning. A well-told story, engaging
though it might be, Phelps suggests, might also offer useful truths aldngsantertainment
value.

Today, Elizabeth Stuart Phelps is best known for a handful of helsndte Gates Ajaf1868),
The Silent Partne(1871),andThe Story of Avigl877), all in contemporary editions. During
her life, however, the short story was hugely popular and a genre in vieietes fully

invested. Henry Vedder, Phelps’s earliest biographer, praised her abilities for both humorous

and serious narrative, and suggested that WinéeGates Ajawas outgrown by an audience that
no longer needed it, her stories woutdér be, for “she peoples her books with persons whom it
is good to know. Her knowledge of human nature is respectably wide and deep.].kndalse
her New England well; she knows the dialect, the customs, theok#ys thinking, the spiritual
needsof the Yankee, especially the Yankee girl and woman” (193). Phelps made a good deal of
her living writing short stories; they were her earliest and lgtgslications. Moreover, they
were work that she both enjoyed and employed to greater ends. Everckesdieeveled in
telling a good story, she saw her narratives as vehicles through stt@adould reform her
society. In short, they might be just stories, but they told truths that codle lgei readers to
better their world.

This collection makes available some of those stories, an impartdrengaging part of her
oeuvre that previously has been all but ignored. These narratives represent the range of Phelps’s
work. From 1864 to her death in 1911, she published almost one hundred and fifstsiest
in the leading periodicals of the day, venues suchhasindependena Christian and political
weekly; Our Young Folk&indSt. Nicholaspopular children’s magazines; The Atlantic Monthly
a prestigious literary journal; and popular venues suéfugser’s and Woman’s Home
Companion Her voice in these pieces is somewhat conventional, but her artéspoktcal
vision is original and transformative. Her work is remarkabietéoversatility as she engages
with the leading questions and narrative forms of her day irestthrat range from romanticism
and the gothic to realism and regionalism. She tells adventuressitwrgside romances that
work to undermine Tennyson’s Arthurian tales. She offers stories of the darkest sides of the



Introduction

human condition alongside ghost stories told for a laugh or a thrill. Stes\ior children with
confidence in their wisdom and humanity. She returns throughout her caceastder the
spirits that haunted her grandfather’s house, and she writes local color stories that bring alive the
Massachusetts coast. She examines the construction of gender ,ideasitylinities as well as
femininities. She engages with the question of what makes a hdrshe keeps the Civil War
in the cultural purnédw. Readers in this new millennium will be enlightened by Phelps’s stories
about an increasingly distant culture. As readers today are confronted with Phelps’s fictional
examinations of bias and the status quo alongside her critical demithen culture, they may
reconsider the pervasiveness of social influence and how prejudices aragietpeT hey most
certainly will be entertained.

LiFE AND CAREER

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps presents a paradox to today’s readers. She often conforms to the
conventions of American society in the postbellum period esesa offers startlingly original
critiques of that society. She is both in her time and aheid ldér narrative voice is that of the
traditional, sentimental “lady author,” but that voice describes progressive reforms. Throughout
her long career, she offered a radical vision that engaged with and conjoinedie@oéstions
that most deeply concerned America after the Civil War: the qurestireligion in an
increasingly secular society, awntdhat was popularly known as “the woman question.” Early in
1871, she wrote in her essay “The Higher Claim,” published in the Independent‘it is no figure

of speech to say that the ‘woman question’ is the most tremendous question God has ever asked

the world since he asked, ‘What think ye of Christ? On Calvary?’” (1). She wrote about her
investment in “the Woman Cause” to poet John Greenleaf Whittier, and she exhorted George

Eliot, another correspondent, to become more concerned with religdonith wanen’s issues.
Unhappy with and constricted by her Congregational upbringing, Phelps rewroteitwdr, ch
revisioning the ministry in essays and fiction. Although she never used the term “feminist”—the
term was not in common currency in her life— Phelps nevertheless was an important part of
first-wave feminism in the United States, as she argued for increaseti@uaca career
opportunities for women in essays, and revised their lives in nawetlshert stories to suit her
own liberated vision. In joining the suffrage, temperance, and anti-vimseanovements and
writing those agendas in several genres, she combined her feminist st deals in reform
and literary work.

However, for all of her radical and redemptive visions, Phelps was a womafolakaeed social
conventions. She believed a woman artist could not combine marriagaraad an idea that
informs one of her finest novelShe Story of Avidut she entered what would be an
unsatisfying marriage in 1888 even as she continued to support her household. WHhile deep
committed to equality among all people, the bigotries of her culteepanto her writing. Her
various biases, such as her prejudice against immigrants, reflect andgterpedse of her own
upper-middle/professional class. By redeeming the fallen wonfation and poetry, she
followed the example of Jesus, but she tended to kill off more of her redi@eagelalenes than
she left alive. She advocated for dress reform but could not commit tdutreated dress worn
by the leading suffragists; she considered the bloomer fit only for speaxttivities. She waged
war on the pervasive social domestic ideal of the “Angel in the House,” but she continued to rely
on the affective and sentimental tropes associated with that kée&r continued reliance on the
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sentimental explains in part why Phelps had a progressively decliridgrship in the final
years of her long career, and why her work has been only sporadicallylecitvsly taken up
by scholars in the last several decades. However, enough readers haaleldézengage with
her creativity and vision to see six of her major novels back intq privdre they have stayed.
These novels, three of them featuring female protagonists motiteaditional roles of doctor,
artist, and social reformer, and three of them concerning Phelps’s original view of the afterlife,
are socially relevant and engaging, but somewhat less intense andlcantbah her short
fiction.

Phelps considered her novels and biographies her more important work, blstost@lued her
short fiction as meaningful literature. Throughout her memoirs and begiwith its title,
Chapters from a Lif€1896), Elizabeth Stuart Phelps emphasizes the literariness of her life. She
was born in Boston on 31 August 1844 to two authors: Elizabeth (Wooster) Stelmg Rrote
the best-selling Sunnyside series and other domestic novels; Rever¢indPhedps taught at
Andover Theological Seminary and published many theological textdpsPhens up their
influence by commenting that it was “impossible to be their daughter and not to have something
to say, and a pen to say it” (15). Phelps was baptized Mary Gray, after a close friend of her
mother’s, but sometime between her mother’s death when she was eight and the publication of
her first story when she was thirteen, Phelps took her mother’s name and soon followed in her
footsteps. Phelps notes that her mother’s publishers likely wished that their author was not a
professor’s wife and a mother, but instead free to “send copy as fast as it is wanted,” and she
centered her own life on her career, working to send copy as fastaswanted (15).

Phelps began to send that copy when still a teenager. Her first storiowlealouth s
Companiona leading children’s periodical to which she contributed with some regularity
throughout her life. She suggests that the event marked her comingasfageung woman
more than the advent of a literary career. That event caméevifirst published story for
adults. The story, “A Sacrifice Consumed,” appeared in the January 1864 issue of Harper’s
Magazine Phelps discusses it both in its social context, the Civil War, atte &ginning of
her literary career. Noting that after it was acogpiiee “wrote with a distinct purpose and . . .
quite steadily,” Phelps describes writing her stories, the editors that accepted them, and the
periodicals that published thei@l{aptersl9). She built and maintained good working
relationships with the important literary figures and organizawdtise day, and her stories
regularly appeared in the leading periodicals.

Phelps’s steady writing produced a large body of work, almost sixty books by the time of her
death at age sixty-six. Although she suffered from chronic healthtmmns and was often an
invalid, she worked on stories steadily throughout her career. Sheublshed novels, essays,
poems, and a several nonfiction books, including biographies of her fathersaisdChrist.
Moreover, she always wrote for both children and adults. After her motlkheiefather
remarried, first her mother’s sister, Mary Stuart, in 1854, and then after her death from
tuberculosis, Mary Ann Johnson, in 1858. The latter marriage produced tworsah®m
Phelps based the hero of her Trotty books. She also wrote theTignand Gypsy Breynton
series at almost the same time she worked on her first novel for dthdt§ates Ajaf1868).
Outsold in the nineteenth century only by Harriet Beecher Stowe’s Uncle Tom’s Cabin, the novel
was translated into several languages, and it gave Phelps finangmdnddace. Vedder notes
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thatThe Gates Ajahad twenty printings sell out its first year and “the book was on every table,
and its discussion was on eyéip” (187). Phelps used its profits to build a home in Gloucester,
MS. She followed it with two sequeBgyond the Gatg4883) andlhe Gates Betwedn887).

During the peak years of her career, Phelps worked tirelessly as anandtan advocate for
social change. Her various causesiffrage, temperance, dress reform, labor reform, education
and economic independence for women, and against viviseetoamnd their way into her

writing for children and adults. While she preferred the retiring life of a writeenvealled

upon she did not shy away from public life. In 1876, Phelps was the first worteatire at
Boston University, on George Eliot for a series titled “Representative Modern Fiction,” and in

the early years of the twentieth century, she gave two anti-vivisesddresses to the
Massachusetts State Legislature. Other aspects of hethbifegrandfather’s encounters with a
poltergeist and the spiritualist movement more generally, hemceatipoor health and
invalidism—were also subjects of her writing.

Throughout her life, Phelps’s friends and correspondents were leading literary figures, such as
Harriet Beecher Stowe, George Eliot, John Greenleaf Whittier, and Annie Fiélds. S
maintained a lively and affectionate, and sometimes combative, refapamish her publishers
and editors, particularly Henry Houghton. She contributed to liteauges and projects,
including the first collaborative novelhe Whole Family1908). In 1888, Phelps married a
literary man, Herbert Dickinson Ward, a journalist seventeen yeaisriior. Together they co-
authored two Biblical romances in 1890 and 1891. Their marriage was not pastibabpy as
Phelps suffered from increasing ill-health; her productivity aness#creased, and their income
became less than adequate. Phelps died 28 January 1911 in Newton Centery MS. wdek,
Comradeq1911), was published posthumously.

THE STORIES SHIFTING REALITIES

Phelps continued to write short stories and novels into the tweoéietbry, and if her
popularity waned it was not because she allowed her work to bedonoeisly dated. She
stayed abreast of the times and was especially fond of new technolugus&l a typewriter
early on, and she wrote stories that featured telepbymetors and automobiles: “A Chariot of
Fire” (1909) might be the first short story about stealing cars and hit-and-run accidents. Her
decreasing popularity can be attributed to many causes. The American public’s growing distaste
for the sentimental meant a decrease in readership. Further, Phelpsecbtdinuite about
social and cultural trends that were no longer trendy, like spigtnahnd in the face of an
increasingly secular public, Phelps continued to hold her Christiamreigenda front and
center. The reading public may have moved on at the turn of the twentieth century, but today’s
various movements for social and environmental responsibility areatdatiremoved from
those of Phelps. The twenty-eight stories in this collection,echivem the nearly one hundred
and fifty that Phelps published, represent the breadth of her work in terarseaind topic.
They are stories for today’s readers and reformers. Elizabeth Stuart Phelps tells a good story,
still, and the things that matter to her do (or should) matter to us.

In her early years, she often published anonymously, and until her marriageidished her
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work as Elizabeth Stuart Phelps or, occasionally, E. S. P. After hdag® she added Ward to
her full name, most of the time. The stories in this cotbectiave all been attributed to Phelps,
through her signature or scholarship. Except for the Arthurian stories, “Margaret Bronson” and
“Since I Died,” these stories have not been reprinted in contemporary editions. | have grouped
the stories into eight thematic chapters, each of which begingawititroduction that will orient
readers to its themes and concerns, and to its social milieu. ofigs sire annotated to further
clarify the cultural and historical references they make agdrel A comprehensive
bibliography at the end of the book lists all cited and consulted sourcemubkedntroduction
and notes. All of the stories were transcribed from their originadgbiesl publications, which |
identify in the notes. | have corrected only obvious typographicatisgiand have neither
modernized spelling nor punctuation.



CHAPTERONE

“A STORY IS A STORY HOWEVER LARGE’:
WRITING FORCHILDREN

How June Found Massa Linkum
Bobbit’s Hotel
One Way to Get an Education
The Girl Who Could Not Write a Composition
Mary Elizabeth



INTRODUCTION

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps purposefully downplayed her work as a writer of children’s literature. In
Chapters from a Lifeshe describes her first publication of fiction for adults, “A Sacrifice
Consumed” in Harper’s Magazine (1864), as “the beginning of what authors are accustomed to
call their ‘literary career’” (74). Although her memoirs are very much about her role as a literary
woman, she could not completely ignore the many stories, novels,sayd etie wrote for
young people. She discusses “these tales of piety and of mischief, of war and of home, of babies
and of army nurses, of tomboys, and of girls whbthleir mending and obeyed their mothers” as
pleasurable for their variety and for “a considerable dash of fun” (82). Phelps also notes that this
work was lucrative: the publisher of the Gypsy Breynton series paid héwuodeed and fifty
dollars for eah of the four novels, a sum she “accepted with incredible gratitude” (85). She
clearly appreciated the pleasure and profit that came from thiseven as she agreed with the
general societal consensus that literature for children was not resiydre.

Her ambivalence about her role as an author for children notwithsgarithelps was an
important figure in this genre. Alongside notable authors like Mark TwaldrLauisa May
Alcott, she contributed to all the major children’s periodicals, from the weekly story papeFrhe
Youth’s Companion to the monthly journal®ur Young FolkendSt. Nicholas Moreover, she
wrote for children with purposes similar to those with which she wootadults, as she argued
that “the province of the artist is to portray life as it is; and life is moral responsibility” (Chapters
263). Thus she tells stories meant to entertain, but also to enlighten, chddskowtthem their
society’s failures and encourage them to reform and rejuvenate their world. Through her

youthful protagonists, Phelps addresses diverse social issues, such aswrilgl gnd
homelessness, slavery, and careers for girls. She constructs highijuialdand appealing
children, like Bobbit and Mary Elizabeth in the stories below, who, witkeer having been
taught about Christ, offer visions of a different society in the@cament of Christ-like
selflessness. With the young African American June, Phelps offdiglavho knows only
enslavement and suffering but consistently chooses freedom and lovequgheg mteresting
protagonists of “One Way to Get an Education” and “The Girl Who Could Not Write a
Composition” call into question social attitudes about class and education, and about gender and
the marketplace.

These narratives are as good to read now as they were when their ydienges waited
impatiently for the new issue of “the paper” to arrive in the mail. However, they were also
stories that called into question the social status quo of clasiergend race. Where early
social workers and Phelps’s contemporaries tended to blame the poor for their lot, Phelps
recognized the role that social conditions played in turning poverty icitugness. She wrote
hardworking poor and street children while Jane Addams noted the misbehavior ciitdrem
and found it “possible to establish a connection between the lack of public recreation and the
vicious excitements and trivial amusements which become their substitutes” (107). Addams also
lamented that when such children earnedghey, they “felt themselves free to spend it as they
choose in the mist of vice deliberately disguised as pleasure” (5-6). Where Addams suggested
that poor children turn to trouble with ease, Charles Loring Brace waversdreseeing street
children as optimistic sights and as eyesores. After a lengthy descapti@deprivations
suffered by homeless boys, Brace notes “Yet, with all this, a more light-hearted youngster than

10



the streeboy is not to be found” (98), but he also points out that “One of the eye-sores which
used to trouble me was the condition of the city behind Trinity Churéten@nd often have |
walked through Greenwich and Washington Streets, or the narrow lathesopfarter, watching
the ragged, wild children flitting about” (215). Social historian Robert Bremmer details the
prevalence of such children in Phelps’s society: “The children of greatest concern to reformers

and city officials were homeless, vagrant boys and girls. . . . In 1863, estimties alimbers
ranged asigh as 6,000 in Boston and 30,000 in New York™” (87). Phelps seems fully aware of

the number of children at risk; she was often in Boston and saw thdmargelf. And Phelps
was clearly ahead of her time: like Bremmer she saw homeless ohakleereason for concern,
rather than the public nuisances and potential perpetrators tlggrterally well-meaning Brace
and Addams found.

In her sympathy for these unfortunates, Phelps finds a literary voids thah sentimental and
powerful. Maria Carla Sanchez suggests that in the nineteentinGesgntimentality informs
writing by reformers and storytellers alike, and “provides the language for their social work,

work which invariably broaches questions of cultural representations and women’s control of
them” (95). Phelps’s sentimental strategies engender sympathy for the suffering even as they
insist that her readers feel responsible for easing that suffénrfge stories that follow, Phelps
constructs representations of children for her youthful readers and thevetaitsad along with
them. She offers models of sympathy that call into question cultuigas.concerning
children, models that ask her readers to both identify with these doggebtagonists and to
recognize differences. Most of all, as she writes them asstitegesubjects with personalities
and histories we want to know, Elizabeth Stuart Phelps compelss¢admgage with
individuals like June, Bobbit, Jake, Jemima, and Mary Elizabeth ifollbgving stories for
children.

THE STORIES
“How June Found Massa Linkum” appeared in Our Young Folk§May 1868): 272-79, and
Sunday Afternoo6 (May 1868). In 1868, the story was also reprinted as a picture book by
Boston: Ticknor and Fields.
“Bobbit’s Hotel” appeared in Our Young Folk$ (Aug. 1870): 482-87.
“One Way to Get an Education” appeared in The Youth’s Companion 11 May 1871 (44.10): 1.

“The Girl Who Could Not Write a Composition” was published in Our Young Folks7 (Aug-
Sep. 1871): 467-69, 540-44.

“Mary Elizabeth” appeared in St. Nicholas/ (Feb. 1880): 316-19. Phelps anthologized it in her
collectionFourteen to OnéBoston: Houghton, 1891: 371-80).

11



How JUNE FOUND M ASSA LINKUM

June laid down her knives upon the scrubbing-
board, and stole softly out into the yard.
Madame Joilet was taking a nap up stairs, and, for a few -l -
minutes at least, the coast seemed to be quite clear. g E N

Who was June? and who was Madame Jéilet? ;

June was a little girl who had lived in Richmond
ever since she could remember, who had never been
outside of the city boundaries, and who had a vague ideeit
that the North lay just above the Chickahominy and the | oI »
Gulf of Mexico about a mile below the James. She could - : —
not tell A from Z, nor the figure 1 from 40; and whenever |23
Madame Joilet made those funny little curves and dots ang
blots with pen and ink, in drawing up her bills to send in to
lodgers up stairs, June considered that she was moved
thereto by witches. Her authority for this theory lay ina |
charming old woman across the way, who had one tooth,
and wore a yellow cap, and used to tell her ghost stories.
sometimes in the evening.

Somebody asked June once how old she was.

“’Spect I’s a hundred,—dunno,” she said gravely. Exactly how old she was nobody
knew. She was not tall enough to be more than seven, but her faceenths liice of a little
old woman. It was a queer little face, with thick lips and low fardhand great mournful eyes.
There was something strange about these eyes. Whenever they looked alymeertied to cry
right out, as if they had a voice. But no one in Richmond cared dtaiutNobody cared about
June at all. When she was unhappy, no one asked what was the matteshevlaeas hungry, or
cold, or frightened, Madame Joilet laughed at her, and when she was sickasher. If she
broke a teacup, or spilled a mug of coffee, she had her ears boxed or was shutuibie a
dark cellar, where the rats were as large as kittens. If she tried tolsilegimher sorrowful,
smothered way, over her work, Madame Joilet shook her for making so much noisesihe
stopped she scolded her for being sulky. Nothing that she could do ever happengghto be
everything was sure to be wrong. She had not half enough to eat, nor bgli ¢mevear. What
was worse than that, she had nobody to kiss, and nobody to kis®bedy to love her and pet
her; nobody in all the wide world to care whether she lived or dieéperchi-starved kitten
that lived in the wood-shed. For June was black, and a slave; andetimisiwoman, Madam
Joilet, was her mistress.

Exactly what was the use of living under such circumstances Jurrecoene: clearly
see. She cherished a secret notion that, if she could fincayidive all dug out somewhere in a

[ AN

1 Given her status as June’s jailer, Madame Joilet’s name may be a pun on the famous
Joliet Penitentiary founded in 1858. In the period following Emancipaticed fsack children,
particularly those orphaned, were often held as slaves or solslantry, or pressed into
apprenticeships that amountedlavery. The Freedmen’s Bureau was formed to respond to the
needs of these refugees, and built orphanages in Richmond, Atlantaasndll.



“A story is a story, however large”: Writing for Children

clover-field, she would creep in and hide there. Madame Joilet could ddteirthen. People
who lived in graves were not supposed to be hungry; and, if it were evedsthegl never
shivered. That they could not be beaten was a natural consequeacsglibere was so much
earth between, that you would n’t feel. The only objection would be leaving Hungry. Hungry
was the kitten June had named it so because it was black. Sheitled tat everything black
was hungry, in the nature of things.

That there had been a war, June had gathered from old Creline, who tdidshe g
stories?> What it was all about she did not know. Madame Joilet said terrini¢sgicalled
Yankees, were coming down to eat up all the little black girRBichmond. Creline said that the
Yankees were the Messiah’s people, and were coming to set the negroes free. Who the Messiah
was June did not know; but she had heard vague legends from CrelindiofezldAfrican
princes, who lived in great free forests, and sailed on sparkling rivers in bgaiisiteid bark,
and she thought that he must be one of them.

Now, this morning, Creline had whispered mysteriously to June, asestieiprthe street
to sell some eggs for Madame Joilet, that Massa Linkum was comingthatay® June knew
nothing about Massa Linkum, and nothing about those grand, immortal words of Hishatiic
made every slave in Richmond free; it had never entered Madame Joilet’s plan that she would
know. No one can tell, reasoned Madame, what notions the little nigger wilkge finds it
out. She might even ask for wages, or take a notion to learn to read,aovay, or something.
June saw no one; she kept her prudently in the house. TeMber'hon, impossible!

But June had heard the beautiful news this morning, like all the nelsfuae was glad,
though she had not the slightest idea why. So, while her mistressfelgsaskeep up stairs, she
had stolen out to watch for the wonderful sighthe mysterious sight that every one was waiting
to see.

She was standing there on tiptoe on the fence, in her littledafygss, with black kitten
in her arms, when a great crowd turned a corner, and up a cloud of dust, and swept wgt.the stre
There were armed soldiers with glittering uniforms, and there were flagg,f§nd merry
voices shouting and blessings distinct upon the air. There were los@fidasky faces
upturned, and wet with happy tears. There were angry faces, too, scoasingifmdows, and
lurking in dark corneré.

It swept on, and it swept up, and June stood still, and held her breath emdeszw, in
the midst of it all, a tall man dressed in black. He had a thin, wicike $ad-eyed and kindly and
quiet, and he was bowing and smiling to the people on either side.

“God bress yer, Massa Linkum, God bress yer!” shouted the happy voices; and then there
was a chorus of wild hurrahs, and June laughed outright for glee aaduigdther little thin voice

and cried, “Bress yer, Massa Linkum!” with the rest, and knew no more than the kitty what she
did it in.

2 Phelps uses a certain amount of dialect in this and other stories; Grdiledy a
version of Caroline or Coraline.

3 Massa Linkum is the president whose leadership led to the Civil War-(18%&) and
the Emancipation Proclamation (1863).

4 Phelps’s story of June seems inspired in part by Abraham Lincoln’s historic visit to
Richmond on 4 April 1865; his walk through the streets on with a hwgedof emancipated
slaves was depicted widely in the press and postbellum American acblribivas shot ten days
later and died on 15 April 1865.
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The great man turned, and saw June standing alone in the sunlightydigawing her
ragged dress, her little black shoulders just reaching to the top of theHenweade-open,
mournful eyes, and the kitten squeezed in her arms. And he looked gt @, so kindly!
And gave her a smile all to herselfpne of his rare smiles, with a bit of a quiver inHgnd
bowed, and was gone.

“Take me ’long wid yer, Massa Linkum, Massa Linkum!” called poor June, faintly. But
no one heard her; and the crowd swept on, and June’s voice broke into a cry, and the hot tears
came, and she laid her face down on Hungry to hide them. You séédyanlde, no one had
ever looked so at poor June before.

“June, June, come here!” called a sharp voice from the house. But June was sobbing so
hard that she did not hear.

“Venez ici—vite, vite! June! Voila! The little nigger will be the death of me. She tears
my heart. Juneyite, I say!”®

June started, and jumped down from the fence, and ran into the htugeeat
frightened eyes.

“I just did n’t mean to, noways, missus. I want to see Massa Linkum, an’ he look at me,
an’ I done forgot eberything. O missus, don’ beat me dis yere time, an’ I’ll neber—*

But Madame Joilet interrupted her with a box on the ear, and dragged her up stairs.
There was a terribllook on Madame’s face. Just what happened up stairs, I have not the heart
to tell you.

That night, June was crouched, sobbing and bruised and bleeding, behind #re kitch
stove, when Creline came in on an errand for her mistress. Madamevasilebliged to leave
the room for a few moments, and the two were alone together. Junedcoatvieom behind the
stove.

“I see him,—I see Massa Linkum, Creline.”

“De Lord bress him foreber 'n” eber. Amen!” exclaimed Creline fervently throwing up
her old thin hands.

June crept a little nearer, and looked all around the room to $eedibors were shut.

“Creline, what’s he done gone come down here fur? Am he de Messiah?”

“Bress yer soul, chile! don’ ye know better 'n datar?”

“Don’ know nuffin,” said June, sullenly. “Neber knows nuffin; ’spects I neber’s gwine
to. Can’ go out in de road to fine out,—she beat me. Can’ ask nuffin,—she jest gib me a push
down cellar. O Creline, der’s sechrats down dar nows-dar is!”

“Yer poor critter!” said Creline, with great contempt for her ignorance. “Why, Massa
Linkum, eberybody knows ’bout he! He’s done gone made we free,—whole heap on we.”

“Free!” echoed June, with puzzled eyes.

“Laws, yes, chile; ’pears like yer’s drefful stupid. Yer don’ b’long—" Creline lowered
her voice to a mysterious whisper, and looked carefully at the claseg-d‘yer don’ b’long to
Missus Jolly no more dan she b’long to you, an dat’s de trufe now, ’case Massa Linkum say so,
—@God bress him.”

Just then Madame Joilet came back.

“What’s that you’re talking about?” she said sharply.

“June was jes’ sayin’ what a heap she tink ob you, missus,” said Creline, with a grave
face.

5Venez ici-vite, vitet “Come here! Quickly, quickly!”
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June lay awake a long time that night, thinking about Massa Linkum, anatigeriul
news Creline had brought, and wondering when Madame Joilet would tell helh¢haas free.

But many days passed, and Madame said nothing about it. Creline’s son had left his
master and gone North. Creline herself had asked and obtained scanty forkheA \ble
black boy across the street had been sentenced to receive twentgHegflar some trifling
fault, and they had just begun to beat him in the yard, when a Unioercffepped up and
stopped them. A little girl, not a quarter of a mile away, whose Jame had often heard, had
just found her father, who had been sold away from her years ago, and leashtiwoRichmond
with the Yankee soldiers. But nothing had happened to June. Everythingmeshin the old
days before Massa Linkum came. She washed dishes, and scrubbed knives, and sketged ba
of wood, so heavy that she tottered under their weight, and was scolded if steddsoppuch
as a shaving on the floor; she swept the rooms with a broom three times sshallveas, and
had her ears boxed because she could not get the dust up with such tiny handgkethando
scrubbed and ran on errands from morning to night, till her feet achealt shiéhcried out with
the pain. She was whipped and scolded and threatened and frightened andjs$ia&sshe
had been ever since she could remember. She was kept shut up like a pri$enkouse, with
Madame Joilet’s cold gray eyes forever on her, and her sharp voice forever in her ear. And still
not a word was said about Massa Linkum and the beautiful freedbadhgven to all such as
little June, and not a word did June dare to say.

But Juneghought Madame Joilet could not help that. If Madame had known just what
June was thinking, she would have tried hard to help it.

Well, so the days passed, and the weeks, and still Madame said not a wordl; shrel sti
whipped and scolded and shook, and June worked and cried, and nothing happened. But June
had not done all her thinking for nothing.

One night Creline was going by the house, when June called to her softly ttlieugh
fence.

“Creline!”

“What’s de matter?” said Creline, who was in a great hurry.

“I’s gwine to fine Massa Linkum,—don’ yer tell nobody.”

“Laws a massy, what a young un dat ar chile is!” said Creline, thinking that June had just
waked up from a dream, and forthwith forgetting all about her.

Madame Joilet always locked June into her room, which was nothing lnsed wiith a
window in it, and a heap of rags for a bed. On this particular night she thmkeytas usual,
and then went to her own room at the other end of the house, wheresséeowaoundly asleep.

About eleven o’clock, when all the house was still, the window of June’s closet softly
opened. There was a roofed door-way just underneath it, with an old grape-\isreutnaing
up one side of it. A little dark figure stepped out timidly on the narsbe@ep roof, clinging with
its hands to keep its balance, and then down upon the trellis, whiedpih to crawl slowly
down. The old wood creaked and groaned and trembled, and the little figuréettemd stood
still. If it should give way, and fall crashing to the ground!

She stood a minute looking down; then she took a slow, carefutlstepanother, and
another, hand under hand upon the bars. The trellis creaked and shook leed txatat held
on, and June held on, and dropped softly down, gasping and terrified at whatistene, all in
a little heap on the grass below.

She lay there a moment perfectly still. She could not catch her latdagt, and she
trembled so that she could not move.
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Then she crept along on tiptoe to the wood-shed. She ran a great pekimgathe
wood-shed door, for the hinges were rusty, and it creaked with a terrible noisdurigmy was
in there. She could not go without Hungry. She went in, and callefhintavhisper. The
kitten knew her, dark as it was, and ran out from the wood-pile wityfa mew, to rub itself
against her dress.

“We’s gwine to fine Massa Linkum, you an’ me, bof two togeder,” said June.

“Pur! pur-r-r!” said Hungry, as if she were quite content; and June took her up in her
arms, and laughed softly. How happy they would be, she and Hungry! and howLlihksisa
would smile and wonder when saw them coming in! and how Madame Joillet inmt and
scold!

She went out of the wood-shed and out of the yard, hushing the sofoladngh lips, and
holding her breath as she passed under her mistress’s window. She had heard Creline say that
Massa Linkum had gone back to the North; so she walked up the sitdetealy, and then she
turned aside into the vacant squares and unpaved roads, and so out into {hvehg&lso one
could see her.

It was very still and very dark. The great trees stood up like giaritsag#s sky, and
the wind howled hoarsely through them. It made June think of the blaguifithat she had
seen rushing with horrible yells to the swamps, where hunted slavesidmg.

“I reckon ’t ain’t on’y little ways, Hungry,” she said with a shiver; “we’ll git dar *fore
long. Don’ be ’fraid.”

“Pur! pur-r-r!” said Hungry, nestling her head in warmly under June’s arm.

“’Spect you lub me, Hungry;—’spect you does!”

And then June laughed out softly once more. What would Massa Lirdgto the
kitty? Had he ever seen such a kitty as that in all his life?

So she folded her arms tightly over Hungry’s soft fur, and trudged away into the woods.
She began to sing a little as she walked, in that sorrowful, smotvesethat made Madame
Joilet angry. Ah, that was all over now! There would be no more scolding atidgy&o more
tired days, no more terrible nights spent in the dark and lonely cellarpreogoing to bed
without her supper, and crying herself to sleep. Massa Linkum would neateindéreso. She
never once doubted, in that foolish little trusting heart of hershthwould be glad to see her,
and Hungry too. Why should she? Was there any one in all the world who hadl $ockiepoor
little June?

So one and away, deep into the woods and swamps, she trudged cheeriig sanhs
low to Hungry, and Hungry purred to her. The night passed on and the stars gretivepal
woods deepened and thickened, the swamps were cold and wet, the brambles $wateats
and feet.

“It’s jes’ ober here little ways, Hungry,”—trying to laugh. “We’ll fine him purty soon.

I’s terrible an’—sleepy, Hungry.”

She sat down then on a heap of leaves to rest, and laid her head dovinerugrom, and
Hungry mewed a little, and curled up in her neck. The next she knew, the@swhiwing. She
jumped up frightened and puzzled, and then she remembered where she was, andthiegan to
of breakfast. But there were no berries but the poisonous dog-wood, and nahitmbed seen
but leaves and grass and bushes. Hungry snapped up a few grasshoppers and looked tongingly a
an unattainable squirrel, who was flying from tree-top to tree-top; tlegrwtnt slowly on.

About noon they came to a bit of a brook. June scooped up the water in heahdnds
Hungry lapped it with her pink tongue. But there was no dinner to be foundpaigin of
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Massa Linkum; the sun was like a great ball of fire above the tregaiogpghe child grew faint
and weak.

“I did n’t ’spect it was so fur,” groaned poor June. “But don’ yer be ’feared now,

Hungry. *Pears like we’ll fine him bery soon.”

The sun went down, and the twilight came. No supper, and no sign of MakgaL
yet. Nothing but the great forest and the swamps and the darkening shadowdamgl the
hungry night. June lay down once more on the damp ground where the poisoakes hid in
the bushes, and hugged Hungry with her weak little arms, and tried to speak out bravely: “We’ll
fine him, Hungry, sure, taorrer. He’ll jes’ open de door an’ let us right in, he will; an’ he’ll
hab breakfas’ all ready an’ waitin’, ’pears like he’ll hab a dish ob milk up in de corner for you
now,—tink o’ dat ar, Hungry!” and then the poor little voice that tried to be so brave broke down
into a great sob. “Ef1 on’y jes’ had one little mouthful now, Hungryt-on’y one!”

So another night passed, and another morning came. A faint noise wokegduher
uneasy sleep, when the sun was hardly up. It was Hungry, purring loudly at herpdampA
young robin lay quivering between her paws. She was tossing it tocandHrcurves and
springs of delight. She laid the poor creature down by June’s face, looking proudly from June to
it, saying as plainly as words could say, “Here’s a fine breakfast. I got it on purpose for you.
Why don’t you eat, for pity’s sake? There are plenty more where this came from!”

But June turned away her eyes and moaned; and Hungry, in great perpledé@yyvaya
with the robin herself.

Presently June crawled feebly to her feet, and pushed on throuigitathieles. The
kitten, purring in her arms, looked so happy and contented with her breaktattet child cried
out at the sight as if in sudden pain.

“O, I tought we’d git dar *fore now, an’ I tought he’d jes’ be so glad to see us!”—and
then presntly, “He jes’ look so kinder smilin’ right out ob his eyes, Hungry!”

A bitter wind blew from the east that day, and before noon the rain wiag falteary
and chilly and sharp. It soaked June’s feet and ragged dress, and pelted in her face. The wind
blew against her, and whirled about her, and tossed her to anesfre,was such a little thing,
and so weak now and faint.

Just as early twilight fell from the leaden sky, and the shad@gan to skulk under the
bushes, and the birds gathered to their nests with sleepy twitter pgleel toiver a little stone,
fell weakly to the ground, and lay still. She had not the strength to et feet again.

But somehow June felt neither troubled nor afraid. She lay there with heptacaed
to the pelting rain, watching it patter from leaf to leaf, listgrimthe chirp of the birds in the
nests, listening to the crying of the wind. She liked the sound. Stediadnotion that it was
like an old camp-meeting hymn that she had heard Creline sing sosetghe never
understood the words, but the music came back like a dream. She wondered ifiNlassa
ever heard it. She thoughe looked like it.She should like to lie there all night and listen to it;
and then in the morning they would go on and find ki, the morning; it would come very
soon.

The twilight deepened, and the night came on. The rain fell fagtetha sharp wind
cried aloud.

“It’s—bery cold,” said June, sleepily, and turned her face over to hide it on the kitten’s
warm, sof fur. “Goo’ night, Hungry. We’ll git dar to-morrer. We’s mos’ dar, Hungry.”

Hungry curled up close to her cold, wet chedkungry did not care how black it was
with a happy answering mew; but June said nothing more.
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The rain fell faster, and the sharp wind cried aloud. The kitten woke frap,and
purred for her to stir and speak; but June said nothing more.

Still the rain fell, and the wind cried; and the long night and thrensémd the darkness
passed, and the morning came.

Hungry stirred undeJune’s arm, and licked her face, and mewed piteously at her ear.

But June’s arm lay still, and June said no word.

Somewhere, in a land where there was never slave and neversnistiese there were
no more hungry days and frightened nights, little June was laughihg sofi had found some
one to love her at last.

And so she did not find Massa Linkum after all?

Ah!l—who would have guessed it? To that place where June had gone, wheaeethere
no masters and no slaves, he had gone before her.

And don’t I suppose his was the first face she saw, as she passed through the storm and
the night to the waiting, beautiful place? And don’t I suppose he smiled as he had smiled before,
and led her gently to that other Face, that thorn-crowned Faahjaf poor little June had
known nothing in all her life? Of course | do.
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BoBBIT’SHOTEL

A little fellow, not much higher than a yard-stick, stunted andlstd like a dwarf pear-
tree; as dirty as the mud under his feet; as ragged as the Coliseureadperat gale; with little
restless, grimy hands; with little restless, snapping eyes; vittleaestless, hungry mouth
bare feet (or nearly-he wore some holes with a little shoe to them), bare hands, bare knees
sticking through his trousers, a hat without a +im, boy without a bed;-that was Bobbit.

It was six o’clock of a January night, and storming too. Bobbit was standing—never
mind the name of the streebut he was standing at the foot of it (it was in Boston), in a little
snow-drift, up to his knees. The sleet went down his neck, and up his skrav@sto the holes
in his trousers, and into the holes with a little shoe on theminiy in a fringe on his old hat, and
swung to and fro like the fringe which ladies wear headed with gulipceeupon their cloaks.
Bobbit thought of that, looking out from behind the little icicles;had seen a great many
handsome cloaks that day; it was whatdlé&d a “handsome day”’; something was going on at
the Music Hall, | believe, and the streets had been as full of pretty thsinge aky was of
sunlight, till the clouds and the sleet came up. For there is a greater differémestreets than
you would ever suspect, unless you should belong to them, and have nothing to do but watch
them like Bobbit. They have their “scrub-days” and their dress-days, like you or me or anybody
else but Bobbit, whose whole little life had been a “scrub-day,” from beginning to end;-and
neither you nor | nor anybody else but just Bobbit himself can knowpdase, what that may
mean.

“It’s a brick of a night to have supper,” said Bobbit, standing in the snow-drift,—"“a
brick.”

Bobbit talked slang, to be sure, never having enjoyed the benefits of what we call
“liberal education”; yet I am not sure, after all, that a Harvard graduate would have understood
Bobbit if he had stood in the snow-drift and heard what he said. In ¢actyguld have to know
that Bobbit did not have a supper every night, to understandgettier. And even then | do not
think you would understand it, unless you were to go without your supper twoenights—
or even one-yourself.

Tuesday Bobbit had a dinner; Monday he picked up quite a breakfast; te-denytal
have had a dinner and a supper too, it had been so stormy; there had been a good many
gentlemen afraid to leave their horses; Bobbit had learned énagnelxperience to tell by the
color of a horse, or by his hoofs or his ears, whether he would be restesigén storm. He
had earned ten cents since noon holding cream-colored horses with biesk anad five for a
little mouse-colored mare just shaved.

Bobbit carried half his snowrift into a baker’s shop with him. His eyes twinkled a little
like the feathers of a shuttlecock when you play fast. Wag émamugh to justify any one in
feeling like a shuttlecock to have three days’ living in his pocket? For you see five cents would
buy you two little rolls and a doughnuaid to live for two days on ten cents’ worth of baked
beans, why, nothing could be easier; especially if you saved your tsraceintook your beans
hot to-morrow noon.

Now when Bobbit had got into the baker’s shop and bought his doughnut, he saw two
little Irish boys looking in at the baker’s window.

“That’s a pity!” said Bobbit; for the two little boys stood quite still, flattening their noses
on the glass; they had ragged hats and holes in their shoes, and they atsodw-drift as
Bobbit had done. Now when two little boys will stand still in theal of a sleet-storm to look



Bobbit’s Hotel

in at a baker’s window, it generally means that they do it for good reasons; and Bobbit had done

it so many times himself, that he looked very wise when he said, “That’s a pity.” He looked at
his doughnut too, then at the window, then at the doughnut; so, back mdg$dne would if he
had been dodging a Haymarket Square policeman.

“I will take three doughnuts,” said he to the baker, with a little gulp, “and three cest
worth more of bread. Now I’ve got three cents left. Won’t you just hand over a few cold
beans?”

So the baker gave him the bread and the doughnuts and the cold beans, anchBwbbi
out into the drift.

“Halloo,” said he.

“’Loo,” said the Irish boys both together.

“Got any grub?” asked Bobbit. This was pointed, if not elegant, you see.

“Nery,” said the Irish boys with equal emphasis.

“Belong to anybody?” continued Bobbit.

“Not much.”

“Anywheres to put up?”

“You bet not!”

“| live in a hotel,” said Bobbit, with an air.

“Oh!” said the boys.

“I take in folks,” continued Bobbit, magnificently, “once in a while; free grettis. I’ll
lodge you and board you till mornin’. You just hold your tongue and look spry. Then tag after.”

There was a little smell of cold beans and hot doughnuts all abouit.Bdble Irish boys
followed him like two little dogs, asking no questions; they held teads out, and licked their
lips.

Bobbit wound in and out like a crochet-needle through loops otstré&ée two boys
“looked spry” and “tagged after.” Bobbit did not speak; he kept his eyes on stray policemen and
his hat over his eyes.

“It’s better’n the lock-up,” he said once over his shoulder. “On fair nights it’s nobody’s
business. When it comes to drifts and sech, them chaps with brass buttornbdieeyes
peeled. Took me up once last winter fur roostin’ in a barrel. I was a gone goose fur fifteen days.
Take it in general, I’'m independent in my way of life—hold on there! That’s the railroad.

There’s a ditch the off side of you! It’s skeery travellin’ fur a stranger. But we’ve got about
there.”

“About there” was quite out of the loops of streets, out of the netted alleys, out of the
knotted lanes that tied the great city in. The three children hadenexhdff upon the windy,
oozy Charlestown flats, where there was an ugly purple mist, and mublastisumber and old
boots and ash heaps and wrecks of things.

“There’s my hotel,” said Bobbit at last.

The Irish boys looked;-north, east, south, westJooked again and looked hard. They
saw nothing but an old wall of an old burned building that hid them aftitite the road, and the
road from them, a pile of bare bleached timber, and an old locomotive boitgr,amd half
buried in a heap of rubbish. But the cold beans and the doughnuts were in Bobbit’s pockets, and
faith in Bobbit was in their hearts.

“Now,” said Bobbit, with an amazing chuckle for a boy who was going to give to-
morrow’s dinner to another boy, “you walk right along as ef you was going to walk a mile, and
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when you see I’ve doven—dive!” The next they knew after that, Bobbit had “doven” into the old
engine boiler, and they after him.

“There now!” said Bobbit, grandly, “what do you think of this fur a cheap hotel?”

The storm seemed all at once to have stopped; the great curve oféhsinatlit out;
only a dim, dull roar, like that of distant machinery or fire or Fslams, sounded about them.
Bobbit pulled up an old hogshead top against the open mouth of the baslenatthe it very
dark, but almost warm, in the hotel. The little Irish boys feluad with their hands , and found
that there were dry leaves, salt hay, and pieces of a worn-out samejket perhaps-
underneath them.

“Mattrass, bedclo’es, carpet, sofy, all to order, and all to once, gentlemen,” said Bobbit.
“Fust-class furniture irmy hotel! Hold ora spell till I turn on the gas.” All in a minute a
wonderful thing happened. A little pink candle blazed up and burneat] & old nut-socket
for a candlestick; it stood quite firm and shone distinctly on the eahdoughnuts.

“Gener’lly speaking, I can eat in the dark,” said Bobbit, “but when it comes to company |
can’t.”

The fact was that Bobbit had just six matches and this little penkycpndle put away
under a corner of his hotel “sofy”” on purpose for “company.” Nobody knows now—I wish that
somebody did-how much “company” Bobbit had entertained in his hotel.

“It does n’t burn not so long as it might,” said Bobbit, with a jerk at the penny candle.
“Better fall to while you can see the way to your mouth.”

So they “fell to”; and the Irish boys ate up the beans, to begin with; but Bobbit did not
say anything about tarorrow’s dinner.

“Got any names to you?” said he, as they broke the last doughnut into three pieces and
ate it slowly, to make it last as long as the candle did.

“Not many to tell on,” said the larger of the little guests with his mouth full. “The
woman as we run beggin’ fur till she was took up fur dhrink last summer, she called us Harum
and Scarum jest. I’'m Harum. He’s Scarum.”?

“I’ve heerd worse names ’n that, I’m sure,” said Bobbit, politely.

By and by the doughnut was all gone, and the candle too. Bobbit bl¢hedast pink
spark, and it grew very dark in the hotel.

“Kind o’ chilly too,” said the little landlord. “Chillier’n common. The storm must have
riz. Sometimes it blows in. But ’t ain’t often I can’t keep most cumf’t’ble in my rear soot of
rooms. You just crawl in fur’s you can go, and stick yer feet into them old jacket sleeves.
There’ll be one apiece fur both on ye. Them’s my foot-muffs. | takea sight o’ heat out on ’em.
A chap as | lodged here last month, as went to the sshipofur loafin’, he left it to me to
‘settle my bill,” says he. Itook it very well of that chap. He was sick here a week and two days.
But I did n’t ax fur his jacket. Itold him we’d charge it till his ship come in. But you see it
turned out as he come into the ship. You crawl over, there! them’s my fust-class apartments.
Cumf’t’ble?”

“Some? said Harum.

“I hain’t been so warrm, not since the last thaw, at all, at all,” said Scarum, sleepily.
Indeed, Scarum was sound asleep by the time he had said it; and Harastegpdy the time

! Generallythe phrase “harum-scarum” means to act irresponsibly or recklessly. One
wonders who Phelps considered as acting in such a way, the children or thevplaoeets
them homeless.
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that Scarum was. They curled up in the scBagl-boy’s jacket, like two little puppies, with
their heads under their arms and their mouths open. In fact, they seematdeafrenore like
little dogs than they did like little boys. But Bobbit did not thinkrotthey were very much
like all his lodgers.

“Babies,” he said to himself, twisting himself together to keep warm, “Jest babies. Now,
I’d like to know what *ud ha’ become o’ them two this night, ef I did n’t happen to keep hotel.
Wh-e<ew!”

This night was growing quite cold enough to emphasize. Bobbit was auitjased it
grew so cold. You see he was usesl¢eping in the “first class rooms,” over under the jacket
and the hay. Right here in the lips of the boiler it was icy agtd Whe wind puffed in at the
cracks where the hogshead top did not fit; it seemed as if the hotetiveeving in great breaths,
like an animal, into its iron lungs. The sleet, too, shot in littadsides of it, cutting and cold;
Bobbit’s hands bled where it struck them; but it was so dark that he did not know it.

“The wind’s the wrong way,” said Bobbit, “my front door’1l be down afore morning.
Heigh—o!—Harum?”

Harum was asleep.

“Scarum?”

Scarum was asleep.

“Warm as toast,” said Bobbit, feeling of them. “Wonder ef they could spare me the
jacket.”

But after some thought he concluded not to take the jacket. Thewémiscreaming
horribly, overhead, this side, that side, all about, and the wind stiitbng way. If the front
door should go down the jacket would not be any too much for his littlersadge

“I won’t ask fur’t,” said Bobbit, with a little grim smile. “I brung ’em in here. I won’t ax
fur the jacket.”

So he did not ask for the jacket, and by and by the door went down.

“Seems to me I never knew sech a night; not so much like notched knives,” said poor
Bobbit; for the boiler gaped cruelly and drew in long breaths of the stormhimonThe snow
swept in, and the wind; the sleet crusted over his bleeding fingers hizdhair. It was very
dark; often, when the wind was the wrong way, and that front door went tievoould see stars
through the rusty gums of the creaturéhe boiler seemed more like a creature than like a hotel
after all, sometimes;-but now it opened into blank blackness and noise.

It was very, very cold. Bobbit had been very cold before, but never so dbid.asle
looked over athe “best soot” where his little lodgers lay, and thought how warm it must be in
there. He kept the edge of the storm from the little boys, youts#rjdk and broke upon his
own poor little freezing flesh. If he could change places with HamdnScarum! If he could
only change places for a little while!

But Bobbit shook his head hard at himself.

“That’s one way to keep a hotel! Put folks into yer front entries and freeze ’em afore
mornin’!”

But it was bitter cold! Bobbit felt bitten and gnawed all over.

“I should ha’ liked the—jacket,—but I won’t. No, I won’t,” said Bobbit. He put his head
down upon his arm; the snow had drifted in high and soft; his arm andacisMeait down into
it, like a cold cushion.

“I’ll have a white pillar-case ahtny rate,” said Bobbit, slowly, wondering why he did n’t
laugh at his own joke. “And I won’t—no, I won’t—they was company. And sech babies. Folks
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as keeps hotels must putufvith—onconvenience. It’s somethin’ to hev a white-pillar-case of
yer own—now.”

The little hotel-keeper sunk lower and lower into his whiteiptase. The hotel door
gaped steadily. All the front entry filled with snow. There was sdsuow, that the boiler
choked and gaped no longer to the black night. Instead, it grew dully whiteaamd so the
little lodgers in the best rooms thought, when they waked eaehugthonce in the night, by
trying to get their four feet into one of the jacket sleeves. Théadoaut to Bobbit, but he lay
quite still in the front entry, and made no answer. So they thoughtbmfortable they were,
and went to sleep again.

Now, in the morning, there was a great noise inside the boiler, andeolas, for that
matter. For Bobbit’s hotel was drifted and drowned almost out of sight and breath by the piling
snow; and Bobbit’s little lodgers, when they found it out, whined and whooped till a policeman
and a butcher and two shovels came to dig them out.

“Puppies,” said the policeman, letting sunlight in, “froze up here over night. “A batch of
pup—Hal—loo!”

For his shovel struck hard on something, and it was not a puppy. It was eheoliél-
keeper on his white pillow-case, asleep and cold; so sound asleep atdi sloat neither the
policeman nor the butcher nor Harum nor Scarum could wake him, though theieridabst
for an hour.

“He give them other young uns the warmth of the whole freezing concern!” said the
policeman, talking very fast. “That’s what I call g-r-i-t!”

Harum and Scarum called it a pity. They did not know what else ti.call

“A norful pity,” said Harum, as they were marched off to the Little Wanderer’s Home.

“Where’s he gone to?” whispered Scarum, looking frightened.

“Purrgetorry, mebbe,” suggested Harum.

“Will he kape hotel in Purrgetorry?” asked Scarum, after a very little very stupid thought.

“It’s the praste as knows. Idoant,” said Harum.

Now Scarum was thinking a very curious thing. “If he kapes hotel in Purrgetorry,” said
Scarum to himself, “I hope they’ll give him tree cumf’t’bles, and coald beans every day, jist.”
But he did not think about it long enough to say it; and he would n’t have known how to say it, if
he had. Besides, that is the end of the story.
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NuMnDEy 1o

ONE WAY TO GET AN EDUCATION

voruxs xhiv,

“Is marm, the doctor, in?”!

| suppose that will be one of the
disadvantages- for a little while—of
being both a doctor and a “marm.”

there is a woman
town—in the good
coming, “Is doctor
naturally and

comes now on old Dr.
across the street.

By-and-by, when
physician in every
time surely

in?” will come as
respectfully as it
Blueill’s steps,

Though now | think of it, | do not
know but the little fellow intended rather
an unusual exhibition of

ONE WAY TO OXT AN IDUQCATION.

confidence in my
than a masculine and satiric fling at my sex.

However that may be, “Marm, the doctor,” preparing attenuations of aconite in the little
back office, laid down her bottle of tincture, promptly, and went to the door.

Did | say a little fellow? It waa verylittle fellow. By a stretch of imagination you might
have said that the tip end of the tip-top lock of his ragged hairs reached tmthHendb. His
clothes were as ragged as his hair, and were covered with lint and dust.

professional capacity,

“Why, Bob!” said I. Bob was an old friend and patient; | had sewed up two broken heads

for him, and taken him through scarlet fever, mumps and measles.

“’Taint me,” said Bob. “It’s Jake. He’s got smashed into the mills, and boss sent me after
ye. Golly! You’d ought to seen him. I seen him. Jammed his finger clean off into the gearing.”

I had my hat and rubber-boots on before Bob had finished his message, stadedoff
together at a fast walk, splashing through the spring mud.

1 While Phelps continued to discuss the need for female physiciaes \work, her most
extending writing on the topic occurs in the nawelctor Zay(1882), a novel about a radical
homeopathic practitioner; Marm the doctor also seems to follow this scho@dine.

2 Aconite, from the ranunculaceae/buttercup family, also knowmaakshood or
wolfsbane, is a homeopathic remedy commonly used to cure sore #mddesvers through the
nineteenth-century and today. Through the nineteenth century, acagiteebest available
treatment for diphtheria because of its ability to relieve dwmat and reduce fever (P8
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“Poor Jake!” I said, between the splashes; not that | had the least idea who Jake was, but
that | knew any Jake must be a poor Jake, who had lost a finger in the gearing.

“I tell you,” said Bob, in his confidential way—for his size, Bob has the most confidential
manner of any gentleman of my acquaietn‘I tell you! I don’t call him none of yer ‘poor
Jakes!””

“That’s a pity,” said marm, the doctor, abstractedly.

“No, ’taint, neither,” said Bob, the confident, stoutly. “It’s my’pinion them chaps puts
their fingers into the gearing a puppuss.”

“What”” Marm, the doctor, suddenly attentive.

“Yes, sir!” said Bob, mysteriously. “That’s my ’pinion, marm. They puts their fingers in
a puppuss.”

“But what could possibly”—

“To git out. They puts in their fingers and then theyputs out. Jim Shanks he done it. He
loafed three weeks ’fore he healed over. He done it just in skatin’-time, and he had a pair 0’ new
rockers, Christmas, that he hadn’t tried. And | think,” said Bob, with an injured air, “it’s mighty
hard on chaps as has to stay to work industriddswas a doctor, I’d take a hatchet to Jake.

There! there’s where he lives—Ilittle yaller house ’tother side the road. That’s his mar to the door,
hollerin’ behind her apron. I hope ye’ll make Jake holler!”

With this charitable wish Bob splashed back to his work, andaskptl over to the little
yellow house where Jake’s i

13

mar” stood “hollerin’.

She stopped when | came up, and took me in to see my patient, dryingheasehe
went.

My patient stood up straight in the middle of the room. It was a queepigtient. He
was white to the lips, and covered with blood, and he trembled all ovepavithlike a little hurt
dog; but he did not cry out nor speak.

“Sit down,” said I.

J&e obeyed, very reluctantly.

“He haint set down before,” said his mother. “I couldn’t make him. He jest stood there
and stood there. O, the Lord have mercy!”

For Jake when he sat down, sank down; sank a little morte arire; then doubled up
and fell,—or would have fallen. | caught him half way to the floor.

“An’ he’s fented!” cried his mother. And of course he had.

“I knew I should,” said the boy, as soon as he opened his eyes, “if [ set down.”

When Jake opened his eyes | looked into them. They were odd littleseyback far in
his head, black as jet, and as restless as a star behind a cloud on mig¥éihdy/hen they looked
at me they snapped. Jake had an odd mouth, too, twisted like a qadle-ro

“Very well,” said I, when Jake and I had looked at each other. “Where’s that hand? Hold
it out, Jake!”

Jake held it out.

All the “marm” in me had the heart-ache at sight of that hand. It was such a little hand to
put knives and forceps into, without so much as saying poor fellow! But ddKehad
understood each other, when | looked into his little snapping eyes. iiledsta be doctored, not
to be “marmed.” The less fuss the better, for Jake. I might as well throw scalding water at his
hand as to say poor Jake! He was quite contented with “Hold it out!”

So he held out the little grimy, bloody hand. | put in the probe; Jakénshsnapping
eyes. | took it out; Jake shut his twisted mouth. | laid thel kdaawn gently.
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“Well?” said Jake, with his eyes still shut.

“You’ve done a bad thing by that middle finger, I suppose you know, Jake.”

“Wrenched her right off.” Jake nodded. “I should ha’ lost my arm, if I hadn’t. She jest
twisted off, and snapped. Bob Smart picked it up. I seen him.”

“But you see,” said the doctor, “you haven’t broken it at the joint. I must amputate the
finger at the second joint.”

Jake nodded again.

“I’m sorry,” said the marm, in spite of the doctor.

“Don’t you talk,” said Jake. “Jest jab away!”

The marm held her tongue and the doctor jabbed away.

Jake’s snapping eyes went quite behind a cloud, and Jake’s twisted mouth turned very
white. But Jake never winced nor cried out.

“I’m glad it is the left hand,” said I, as I took the last stitch in the last bandage.

“So be 1,” said Jake.

“It was a fortunate chance,” said I.

But Jake said nothing.

“And I wonder that you did not lose the arm,” I said, another day, when I was dressing
the mangled finger.

But Jake said nothing.

And another day, cheerily, “Never mind, Jake! Very likely you will do twice as much
with three fingers as you would with four.”

But Jake said nothing at all.

One day Bob, the confidential, met and stopped me just starting to segtheyid
patients in the new parigh.

“Boy—on—behind!” shouted Bob, with an air of communicating a great secret, hidden
from the world at large, but especially revealed to his petsadainerring insight. “Boy—on—
be-hi-i-ind!”

Sure enough. There was a boy on behindt a very unusual sight, | must admit, on
marm, the doctor’s buggy—a boy with a mouth like a cable-rope, and eyes like stars on a cloudy
night, and three fingers on the left hand.

“Dear me, Jake!” said I, for I had not seen Jake for some weeks. “Hand all right?”

“All right,” said Jake.

“Quite healed?”

“Yes, marm,” said Jake.

“Where are you going?”

“Nowheres partikerlar.”

“What did you want on behind my buggy?”

“Not much, partikerlar.”

“Anything to say to me?”

“Nothing partikerlar.”

“Suppose you jump in and ride to the new parish, and say it, then?”

Jake supposed.

3 Phelps subtly connects homeopathy to her narrator; in the late 1800sedippatients
were eight times more likely to die from regular medical pcadhan they were from
homeopathy according the Cambridge World History of Human Dise&3f
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“I’m kinder muddy.”

“Soam [.”

Jake jumped in.

| touched up Dolly, for | was already latout my morning’s calls, and Jake and I flew
fast over the freckled face of the still, new parish woods. For someenie rode quite silently.
Jake ran the hand with the little grimy stump through the arm-rekeaide of the buggy, and
drew clouds enough over his eyes to have blown up a shower. To be surevéskamon
behind my buggy without his reasons; but, to be sure, there should be no fuss madeskebdut J
he had anything “partikelar” to say, he should say it. It was his turn to “jab away.”

“See here,” said Jake, just as the diphtheria houses struck into sight, “see here, you see.”

“Yes,” I said, I saw. “What was it?”

“Mar’s goin’ to send me to school, you see.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow.”

“For how long?”

“Three months.”

“That’s very nice,” said 1.

“Yes,” said Jake, “that’s very nice.”

“I thought,” said Jake, after a moment’s pause, “you’d like to know it.”

Now that, I think, was one of the advantages of being both a doctor and a “marm.” Of
course | was glad to know it, very glad; but not so glad as Jake himsaliybgeans.

“No,” said Jake, gravely, like a grown man, “no, not so glad as I be.”

“You think more of going to school than most boys, I suspect, Jake?”

Jake must have thought more of something than most boys. He saigit strthe
carriage, and began to tremble.

“See here. It’s jest like this. Now see here. It seems to me as ef I didn’t get an eddication,
| should—should be sech a fool!” said poor Jake. “It seems to me as ef I must have an
eddicationany way They would’t send me.” Jake broke off, abruptly. “Mar’s got scairt, now.
I’'m goin’ for three months. I thought ye’d like to know it.”

But Jake’s little grimy, mangled hand trembled in the rest; he turned such a twisted face
up to me that | could not untie a strand of it. It was all a knot.saband looked at Jake, and
Jake sat and looked at me.

“I’ve ben to work sence I was *most eight year old,” said Jake.

“Poor little fellow!”

“An’ I alwers begged to go to school, and mar never sent me sence. I’'m twelve years old
next month, marm.”

“Poor little fellow!”

“I'won’t bea poor little fellow!” The clouds in the little factory boy’s eyes broke
suddenly, and the stars of a kind of manhood which we do not see every datgriedar out,
came out and shone alter his twisted face. “I won’t be a poor little fellow all my life! See if I
do!”

“I’m sure you won’t,” said L.

“Well, then,” said Jake, “I’ll get out now and walk home.”

But he stopped, half over the wheel.

“Three months is a great deal, don’t you think it is?”

“A great deal,” said I.
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Jake jumped over the wheel.

“Mebbe they’ll give me the year out. Shouldn’t you think they might?”

“I should think they might, indeed,” said I.

Jake stood still and washed his feet in a little mud-puddle, whoe dut and tied Dolly
to the first diphtheria post.

“See here,” said Jake, again.

| think that was the first time that | really had seen.

Jake looked up. In an instant | knew that | had cut the knot of tleethitited face. Jake
looked up, and Jake trembled so that he could scarcely stand in the mud-puddle.

“I did it—marm—I did it a puppuss!”

“Q, Jake!”

“I thought they’d let me out. 1did it—O, | did-—I did it a puppussl put my finger inl
meant toLook here! Don’t you tell. I THOUGHT YOU’D LIKE TO KNOW.”

Of course it was a dreadful thing to do! And of course neither Jake noid want
another boy to do it! But of courseor at least | thought seit was too much of a story to be
thrown away.
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THE GIRL WHO CouLb NoTWRITE A COMPOSITION
Part I.

“Try again, Jemima,” said the principal, patiently.

The principal spoke seerypatiently, that Jemima did not feel at all encouraged to try
again. If she had spoken pleasantly or hopefully or cheerfuigaly or even angrily, it would
have been more inspiriting. But so very, very patiently!

Jemima sighed.

“I’ve tried again so many times!” she said. And this was true. So many times that the
principal had whispered to the first assistant, and the first agdstd whispered to the second
assistant, and the Latin department suspected, and the girls therhadlzegun to understand,
that Jem Jasper could not write a composition.

Poor little Jem! Only sixteen years old, and a thousand miles awayné&ofather, as
homesick as a lost canary, stranded for a year in this awful Massdts boarding-school,
where the Juniors studied Greek and the Seniors talked of applying atsémiaed could n’t
write a composition!

Jem was not exactly a dunce either. She stood very well in algethneadly enjoyed
her natural philosophy. At book-keeping she did no worse, perhaps adittér, than most
girls. In the gymnasium she had taken a prize. She had a sunrfyddked face, too, with red
hair that she was n’t ashamed of, and red cheeks that she could n’t have been ashamed of if she
had tried; and people liked her, in a way. Her teachers were sloaiddse, and the girls were
not apt to laugh at her. But not to be able to write a composition malsghere the Seniors
talked of applying at Amherst!

The lecturer on style bore with her for one term. Then he handed her and her
compositions over to the principal. The principal had been patiemthertfor another term.
Now she had grown seery patient that she sat perplexed.

“I don’t know what to do with you,” she slowly said.

“I wish you would n’t do anything with me,” said Jem, doggedly.

The principal frowned a little, thinking this was impertinent imJéhen she smiled a
little, and concluded that it was only stupid.

“Father’ll think I’m a fool,” said Jem. “And I don’t think I am, do you?”

The principal smiled and hesitated.

“I don’t feellike a fool,” continued Jem, candidly.

“Not even when you’re told to write a composition?”” smiled the principal.

“No,” said Jem, boldly. “I don’t feel like a fool when I’m asked to write a composition.
| feel as if | were in prison, argbing to be hung.”

The principal shook her patient head, and only smiled the more.

One day a learned lady called on the principal. She was tioe eflihe Wednesday
Evening Early Visitor, and a very learned lady indeed.

“What shall | do with that git?”” asked the principal.

“Turn her over to me,” said the learned lady.

“You can’t get a composition out of her that is fit to be read.”

“We’ll see.”

“But it’s impossible. Look these over and judge for yourself.”
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The principal threw down on her deskackage of poor little Jem’s compositions, and
the editor of the Wednesday Evening Early Visitor pitilessly reau teeery one.

This happened so long ago that | have only been able to procure a few.

They ran like this—

THE GREEKS
The Greeks were a very warlike people. Socrates was a Greek,\wad Bomer. The
Peloponnesian War was long and bloody, and is one to be rememberednveheimall be no
more.
A large blot)

QUEEN ELIZABETH.

Queen Elizabeth died in 1603. Macaulay sais]603 the great Queen died.” That is a
great deal better way to say it, | know. She wore a ruff, and killed somebtudgk it was
Leicester. | cannot think of anything else to say about her.

Many tears)

MIRTHFULNESS
Mirthfulness is one of the most remarkable traits of the humeart.
An abrupt stop

“Nevertheless,” said the learned lady, less confidently, “I’ll try her.”

The learned lady tried her, in awful earnest. Jem had never dé&ggdsbefore.
ClassicaDictionaries, and English Grammars, Russell’s Speakers, and Parker’s Outlines,
Somebody’s Elements (but what they were elements of, poor Jem has never discovered to this
day), and Somebody Else’s Young Author piled in bulwarks on Jem’s study-table. Patiently,
aspiringly, bitterly, tearfully, despairingly, Jem attacked them. The lady chose her “subjects.”

She chose her own subjects. “Outlines” and “plans” and “skeletons,” and “suggestions” were
given to her. She made outlines and plans and skeletons and suggési@mawvn. She wrote
poetry. She tried blank verse, and the metres of Horace. She wrote epeadlties of nature,
and the price of coal. She tried her hand at romance and essays. She effected “abstracts” of
sermons, and “abridgments” of history, and “topics” of all varieties. The Editor of Wednesday
Evening Early Visitor was very faithful with hervery.

But one day Jem brought her a composition on Icarus. Poor Jem had anigttaind
studied all day, upset three ink-bottles, and spoiled one dress; the bafwi&tonaries and
elements danced before her dizzy eyes in a hopeless mass of-ramtbthis was the
composition on Icarus.

ICARUS.
Icarus was the son of Daedalus. They fled from Minos. Icarus made wings of wetx, whi
melted. He fell into the Midsummer Night’s Dream, and the lovely and accomplished Una
carried him and her father Anchises upon her shoulders, through the siegg.of

1 Queen Elizabeth | reigned over England and Ireland from 1558 until heridd#h3.
Robert Dudley, the Earl of Leicester, was a suitor to Elizabeth. Howeseems that the
reference may be to th&%Eai of Essex, as Elizabeth had him beheaded in February 1601.
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The Editor of the Wednesday Evening Early Visitor read this, and tlerawause.

“I think,” said the Editor of the Wednesday Evening Early Visitor, then, “that we will not
meet again next week. | thinkthat it may be as well-Miss Jasper, for you to surrender the
effort to master the art of composition.”

Poor little Miss Jaspéwsurrendered” heartily. The principal, not at all patiently,
informed her that she was grieved to feel, but feel she did, that it woulte best for her to
pursue her studies in the seminary beyond the close of the-ténat,perhaps a retired Western
life would be more calculated to improve her mindnd that she had written to her father to
that effect. Atthat,Jem’s heart broke.

“What is your father?”” asked some sympathetic girls in a little crowd about her.

“Furniture,” sobbed Jem. “And poor, almost—and I’ve cost him so much—and there’s a
boy yet to come after meand it seems as if I could n’t bo—bear it to go home afufool!”

Jem did not wait for the end of the term, so they tell me, nor fatdparture of the
letter. She burned her compositions, tipped over the bulwark of eleipacked her trunks, and
went home. Her father was making a coffin, when she walked, dusty and wretrhduef
long journey, into the shop.

“What did you come home for?” said he.

“Because I’m a dunce,” said she.

“Have you told your mother?” said he.

“Yes,” said she.

“What did she say?” asked the furniture-dealer, after a silence.

“It’s no matter, sir, if you please,” said the poor little dunce, after another. For her
mother was a sickly woman, not a very happy one, and sometitodsll the truth—a cross
one. She was mortified and surprised, and Jem was mortified and tired, ancewhaieome
home she had had in the house, | suspect she found that in the shopecaement.

“Well, well,” said her father, taking up his hammer again. “Never mind. Just run and get
me those nails on the low shelf, will you? and never mind!”

But he said to himself, “So my poor little girl is stupid, is she? I’ll see if I can’t make one
place for her where she’ll forget it.”

So it happened that Jem, after she left off writing compositions, asad tn and out of
the shop so much. In consequence, two things came about. She did indeednefgnget
the composition on Icarus. And there will be another chapterful of her.

Part II.

“Jem has sent to Chicago for a declining-chair!”

“What?”

“A declining-chair. | heard her. Yes, | didfoubet. Jem has sent to Chicago for a
declining<hair.”

Poppet climbed to the top of the Magee stove (the fire happened fetyuiosbe low),
and sat there triumphant. Poppet’s mother was resting on the mending-basket, and she dhiere
amazed.

If Jem had been a boy, she might have stripped the city of Cha€#éigastock of
“declining-chairs,” and neither Poppet nor his mother, nor the world at large, would have given a
second thought to it. But she was n’t. And Poppet and his mother and the world at large have
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given several thoughts to it before now. Indeed, they have given so manytshiouigthat Jem
has got into the newspapers. But that is no reason why she should not get into the “Young

Folks” do not, I think I may venture to affirm, always read the newspapers; and in the next place

| have colected some particulars about Jem with which neither the newspapers nor the “Y oung
Folks” are acquainted.?

It was about an hour before Poppet came home to his mother that Jem haletagm
down, and locked herself into the store to cry over it. She laidagaey board across a barrel,
and tearfully drew her fingers through the gilt shade of the neatetiers till their shine went
out before her blinded eyes and

H JASPER.
Furniture Warerooms.

went into sudden mourning as deep as her own bombazine dress.

She had taken the sign down in a fit of impatient grief atrfike vexation. It seemed to
her as if there were a kind of positive personal wickedness in ¢fmat $o hold up its bare face
to the world just the same as ever, and persist that H. Jasper kepirElvéirerooms, when
O poor father! poor father! And there the bold-faced sign was drenchedrginvérian a flood
of tears.

It was just a week that morning since he died. The funeral was oventlus ground
was stamped over the last piece of furniture that H. Jasper wouldvewethe house was swept,
the sick-room aired and dreadfully fresh. Relations in light mourmaaiggone to their own
happy homes, her mother had taken to the mending-basket and untottuéted stockings,
and Poppet had played his first game of marbleslf frightened to death, too, because he
laughed in the course of-#with an Irish boy in the street.

Nobody but Jem had come to the store. Nobody, not even Jem, knew what was
become of the store. Nobody, least of all Jem, knew what wasamieeof herself.

“What becomes of me becomes of us all,” she said to herself,—and she said it, | must
own, at the funeral. “I’m father now.”

It did not seem to her that she had had any time to cry tiloshked herself in with that
sign; the funeral, and the relations in light mourning, and Rpppd her mother had kept her so
busy. So for a little while she sat and cried on the sign.

Nobody but Jem knew what comfort she and her father had taken in the shapthati
false persisting sign. How she had run on the errands, and held the ot kaal the
bindings, and chosen the chintz, and measured the mouldings, and sawed the legs, and e
helped to cover the lounges. How he hadértan of her and said, “What ought to let a J. into
the old shingle, Jem;‘H. & J.” Or Jasper and Daughter—eh?” How he had told her that she
knew how to strike a nail, and had an eye for a foot-rule, and hung anastaell as he did;

2 Phelps seems to be punning here on the children’s magazine, Our Young Folksthat
published this story but would not publish her companion pieces “Unhappy Girls” (The
Independen27 July 1871hnd “A Talk to the Girls” (The Independert January 1872). In those
essays, she insists that young women be educated and trained to unuertadtional and
more profitable employment.
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and he hoped that Poppet, when he got through college, would be ha#frasidow the
mention of college reminded her faintly of Icarus, but very faintly, &edasas sure that it did
not remind him, and that made her very happy. What a help she had beenaod how
pleasant life had been! How suddenly and awfully help and pleasure stoppaaythaveek
ago! How drearily and darkly her two happy years came down with thegold si

Ah, welll Ah, well! Jem wiped up the sign and her eyes together. Thislwewuer do.
She had cried ten minutes by the clock, and she could spare the tigenb longer. Something
must be done. H. Jasper had left no will, his furniture, an ailing wife, Popped, @aughter
eighteen years old who could not write a composition.

“What will they do?” said all the relations in light mourning, after they had got home. “If
Jemima had only been a boy!”

“What shallI do?” repeated Jem, dabbing the sign quite dry. “If I had only been a boy!”

“Let—Jem—look after—the stock.” Although she was n’t a boy, the last thing that her
father had faintly said was this. It had seemed very unnatural tel#t®ns in light mourning.
There was an uncle who expected to be executor, and a first cousin who talkedch@fdoyi
himself. But it had seemed so natural to Jem that she had not even offestenehey to the
uncle, and whatever appropriate masculine disturbance of the “estate” the law might require by
and by, nobody was ready just now to trouble little Jem, wishinghibatere a boy, in the old
store, over the old sign.

Somebody did trouble her, however. It was a customer, at the locked door.

“Come 1n,” said Jem.

“I would if I could,” said the customer through the key-hole.

“O, I forgot,” said Jem, jumping, and let him in.

“Where’s your father?” said the customer. He was a loud man, just in from the prairies
somewhere, and “has not heard,” thought Jem.

She thought it aloud in her confusion, and the loud man, in his confusicloygabn
one end of the sign, and brought the other end and the truth togetimst hgahead at once.

“You don’t say! Beg pardon. What did he die of? So you’re runnin’ the business? Well,
I’ve come to get a reclining-chair for my wife. One of these big ones, you know, that tip back
into last week. Expensive, I s’pose, but you see she’s got bad in her back, and nothin’ ’11 do for
her but one of them chairs. Thought I’d step in this mornin’ and prize one. Up stairs? I’ll go
right along up. Beg pardon I’m sure! What did you say he died of?”

Jem did not say. In fact she did not say anything. Something in the loud man’s long
speech had set her thinking suddenly and sharply. She followed him quite up stiéarsm
before she remembered to tell him that they had not a reclining-chlagr stare, but one shop-
worn sample. By that time she had thought hard. “Runnin’ the business herself, was she?”

Why! For a moment she lost her breath. The next, before she knew iacsbaith to the loud
man, “I can get you such a chair as you want, sir, in three days. We have to send to Chicago for
them, and I can’t promise it before that; but I can meet your order in three days,”— had said it,

and could n’t help it now.

“Prompt?” said the loud man.

“Yes, sir.”

“I want a plenty of springs, mind, and good horskair stuffing, and a latch that won’t get
out of order.”

“Yes, sir.” Jem took down the orders in her note-book, fast.

“And some kind of a green cover,—like this.”
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“You want rep, sir. Blue-green? or yellow?”

“I’1l leave that to you, I guess,” said the customer, hesitating. “Yellow” went into the
note-book.

“You’ll get me a first-class chair, will you?-in three days, prompt?”

“I certainly will,” said Jem.

“What will you charge me?”

“Forty dollars.”

“Whe—ew! You mean to make something out of me, if pea girl! That’s too much.”

“That’s the price of your order, sir,” said Jem, firmly, looking as much like business as a
little red-haired, red-cheeked, freckled girl, with tears on her facé] possibly look. “I can
give you a smaller size, with inferior stuffing, for thirty.”

“My wife’s pretty considerable size herself,” mused the customer. “She might break
through on thirty, might n’t she now?”

“I’m afraid she might,” said Jem, demurely.

“I’ll go forty on it, I guess, and do the thing ship-shape,” concluded the customer.

The first thing that Jem did, when the customer had gone, was to gotsitgighd hang
up the sign again; and as she stood on the ladder in the sun the giltnafuiheng letters
revived, and winked at her shrewdly, with a certain relieved comfortable qisucio as people
have been known to wear in a change from crape to lilac on a faterESanday. Jem could not
help laughing in spite of herselfthen wished her father could see-iand so cried again.

However, she did not cry too hard to prevent her going to the express office atitimc
the order for her reclining-chair; and by the time that she had donertthigpahome, her eyes
were quite dry, and very bright. She walked right into the sitidog:, and said, “I am going to
carry on the business myself.”

“Jemima Jasper!—"

“I am going to carry on the business myself,” repeated Jemima Jasper. Her mother fell
through the mending-basket, and Poppet tipped over the stove. ldseedeen as if, with that
single and simple remark of hers, all the ordinary world fell thraughtipped over. The
relations in light mourning expostulated. Everybody expostulated. é>eople, called, called
again, set messages, were shocked, were sure it would n’t do, entreated, threatened, argued,
urged;—made as much commotion over that one poor little girl’s sending to Chicago for that
“declining-chair,” as if she had proclaimed war against the Czar of Russia on her own
responsibility and resources.

They said, “Why did n’t she let her uncle sell out the stock for her?”

“Why did n’t she take in plain sewing?”

“Or she could teach a few little children at home.”

“It would be so much more suitable!”

“Yes, and womanly and ladykke, and all that.”

“She would never make a cent, you know.”

“Mrs. Jasper shouldn’t indulge that girl so.”

And to crown all, “What a pity she could n’t wait till Poppet was large enough to support
her!”

But Jem showed a firm little fretkd face to everybody, and stoutly said, “I understand
the furniture business. I don’t understand anything else. I am just as well able to support the
family as if [ were n’t a girl, and I mean to do it. It would please father, and it pleases me. Just
let me alone and see.”
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* * * * *

A story is a story, however large. And this is the rest of it; andore wonderful, after
all, than truth is apt to be.

One day, some years after those five stars overhead, the editokddnesday Evening
Early Visitor, travelling at the West with her friend the princigéépped into a furniture store in
a brisk little town in lllinois, to buy a bracket.

The ladies were waited upon by rather a small boy, who stood behind the eatinte
ceremonious and important air. He looked so small, so ceremonious, argbstaint) that the
ladies hesitated, and asked, “Can we see one of the firm?”

“The firm is busy in the counting-room just now,” said the boy, grandly. “She has let the
clerk off on a holiday, and | tend after schooltg= What would you like, ma’am?”

“Poppet,” said a bright, busy voice at this moment, “just run over to the freight depot and
tell Carter to hurry up those lounges. Be as quick as you can. I will wait on the ladies.”

With that, Poppet jumped over the counter, and “the firm” walked leisurely round behind
it. She was a dignified young lady, with freckles and red hair. She seemedety beisy, and
brought out her pretty stock of brackets without any more than tlesbgtance at her
customers’ faces. But her customers gave many sharp glances at hers.

“Something so familiar to me about that young lady!” mused the editor of the Early
Visitor in an aside whisper. At the door, with her bracket under her aentyusted and looked
back—but confusedly; in the street she stopped to examine the sign. Ithaaslsome new
sign, and read

H. &J. JASPER.
Furniture.

“Jasper—Jasper,” said the editor, thoughtfully. “Do you remember that stupid little Miss
Jasper you used to have at school? That young lady reminds me of hegmadzironder if it
can be—I mean to ask at the hotel.”

“Jemima Jasper—yes,” said the clerk of the hotel, “that’s the name. Smart girl too. Very
smart girl. Carried on her father’s business after he died. Keeps the old gentleman’s name on
along with hers, toe;-did you notice? Curious thing! Yes, that’s a smart girl.”

Did she support the family and educate that boy? the editor would lketwv. The
clerk laughed a saucy clerk’s laugh.

“Shouldn’t wonder if she did! Madam, folks say that girl is worth fifty thousand dollars
if she’s worth a cent!”

Miss Jasper came out of the counting-room to watch the customersevitrecket walk
up the street. She, too, looked confused. It seemed to her as if Icarus hadtheetore. She
felt suddenly very inky and stupid. The brackets on the counter turnely mista bulwark of
“Elements,” and the two ladies in the street had a hazy air as if they had fallen into the
Midsummer Nght’s Dream.

When they turned to look back at the sign, the furniture dealer sudderdyl si8ihe
would have enjoyed calling them baelyould have enjoyed it very much.

But Poppet and Carter were in sight with the lounges, and business wasd)uside
could not wait—no, not even for the editor of the Wednesday Evening Early Visitor.
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MARY ELIZABETH
(HER TRUE TEMPERANCESTORY)

Mary Elizabeth was a little girl with a long name. She was poonvabesick, she was
ragged, she was dirty, she was cold, she was hungry, she was frighten&édd 8béhome, she
had no mother, she had no father, she had no sister, she had no grandmotteekjteerd She
had no supper, she had had no dinner, she had had no breakfast. She had no sladeso she
hood, she had no mittens, she had no flannels. She had no place to gogcaydmohre
whether she went or not. In fact, Mary Elizabeth had not much of anythirgshott pink
calico dress, a little red cotton-and-wool shawl, and her long name. 8#s&leshe had a pair
of old rubbers, too large for her. They flopped on the pavement as she walked.

She was walking up Washington street in Boston. It was late aftdrmoon of a bitter
January day. Already the lamplighters were coming with their loregpahd gas-lights began
to flash upon the graynesseither day nor nightthrough which the child watched the people
moving dimly, with a wonder in her heart. This wonder was as confused as thghtati-
which the crowd hurried by.

“God made so many people,” thought Mary Elizabeth, “he must have made so many
suppers. Seems as if there’d ought to been one for one extra little girl.”

But she thought this in a gentle way: very gently for a girl who had ng shodlannels,
no hood, no home, no mother, no dinner, no bed, no supper. She was a venytiiggitd liAll
girls who had n’t anything were not like Mary Elizabeth. She roomed with a girl out toward
Charlestown who was different. That girl’s name was Jo. They slept in a box that an Irish
woman let them have in an old shed. The shed was too cold for her cow, and she couldn’t use it;
so she told Jo and Mary Elizabeth that they might have it asawelbt. Mary Elizabeth thought
her very kind. There was this difference between Jo and Mary Elzatle¢n Jo was hungry,
she stole; when Mary Elizabeth was hungry, she begged.

On the night of which | speak, she begged hard. It is very wrong to bed,kmewal It
is wrong to give to beggars, we all know, too; we have been told so a great masy 8till, if |
had been as hungry as Mary Elizabeth, | presume | should have beggedhetheMV/should
have given her anything if | had been on Washington street that Januatr\hoig can | tell?

At any rate, nobody did. Some told her to go to the Orphans’ Home.! Some said: “Ask
the police.” Some people shook their heads, and more people did nothing at all. One lady told
her to go to the St. Priscilla and Aquila Society, and Mary Elizabeth said: “Thank you, ma’am,”
politely.? She had never heard of Aquila and Priscilla. She thought they mustdesmeoi.
Another lady bade her go to an Office and be Registend Mary Elizabeth said: “Ma’am?”2

Phelps refers to the New England Home for Little Wanderers hwias founded in
Boston in 1865 and has been in operation under various agencies since then

2Priscilla and Aquila were Hebrews contemporary to Paul. They emdgr@a(Corinth
when Claudius forced all Jews to leave Rome, and worked with Plwirtd the Christian
church. There is no record of a children’s aid society in their names.

3Phelps refers tthe Boston Children’s Aid Society, which was founded in 1861 and later
absorbed into the Boston Children’s Aid Association and is now part of Boston Childn’s
Services.
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So now she was shuffling up Washington stre¢tnight say flopping up Washington
street—in the old rubbers, and the pink dress and red shawl, not knowing exactliovdaoat
next; peeping into people’s faces, timidly looking away from them; hesitating; heart-sickpr a
very little girl can be very heart-siek;colder, she thought, every minute, and hungrier each hour
than she was the hour before. Poor Mary Elizabeth!

Poor Mary Elizabeth left Washington street at last, where badgyhad homes and
suppers without one extra one to spare for a little girl, and turned intotalsight, showy
street, where stood a great hotel. Everybody in Boston knows, and a gnggieople out of
Boston know, that hotel; in fact, they know it so well that | wilt mention the name of it,
because it was against the rules of the house for beggars to be adntisetaps the
proprietor would not like it if | told how this one especial ditdeggar got into his well-
conducted house. Indeed, precisely how she got in nobody knows. Whetiheortiieeper
was away, or busy, or sick, or careless, or whether the head-waiterdatittg-room door was
so tall that he could n’t see so short a beggar, or whether the clerk at the desk was so noisy that
he could n’t hear so still a beggar, or however it was, Mary Elizabeth did get in,—by the door-
keeper, past the head-waiter under the shadow of the-clevier the smooth, slippery marble
floor. The child crept on. She came to the office door, and stood still. She lmakend her
with wide eyes. She had never seen a place like that. Lightedlaser it, many and bright.
Gentlemen sat in it smoking and reading. They were all warm. Not onenofldloked as if he
had had no dinner, and no breakfast, and no supper.

“How many extra suppers,” thought the little girl, “it must ha’ taken to feed em all.” She
pronounced it “extry.” “How many extry suppers! I guess may be there’ll be one for me in
here.”

There was a little noise, a very little one, strange to the warghtpwell-ordered room.
It was not the rattling of the “Boston Advertiser,” or the “Transcript,” or the “Post”; it was not
the slight raprapping of a cigar stump, as the ashes fell from some one’s white hands; nobody
coughed, and nobody swore. It was a different sound. It was the soundldfrabber, much
too large, flopping on the marble floor. Several gentlemen glanced abwrewell-shod and
well-brushed feet, then up and around the room.

Mary Elizabeth stood in the middle of it, in her pink calico dreskrad-plaid shawl.
The shawl was tied over her head, and about her neck with a ragged tippktokStersery
funny and round behind, like the wooden women in the Noah’s Ark. Her bare feet showed in the
old rubbers. She began to shuffle about the room, holding out one purplalitle h

One or two of the gentlemen laughed; some frowned; more did nothatigraost did
not notice, or did not seem to notice, the child. One said:

“What’s the matter, here?”

Mary Elizabeth flopped on. She went from one to another, less timidiyd of
desperation had taken possession of her. The odors from the dining-roernmcafrstrong, hot
coffee, and strange, roast meats. Mary Elizabeth though of Jo. It seemedie was so
hungry that, if she could not get a supper, she should jump up and run, and rusarabou
snatch something, and steal, like Jo. She held out her hand, but only said:

“I’'m hungry!”

A gentleman called her. He was tleatleman who had asked, “What’s the matter,
here?” He called her in behind his “New Y ork Times,” which was big enough to hide three of
Mary Elizabeth, and when he saw that nobody was looking, he gave wercfit piece, in a
hurry, as if he had done a sin, and quickly said:
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"’

“There, there, child! go, now, go

Then he began to read the “Times” quite hard and fast and to look severe, as one does
who never gives anything to beggars, as a matter of principle.

But nobody else gave anything to Mary Elizabeth. She shuffled frono@mether,
hopelessly. Every gentleman shook his head. One called for a wadtérhier out. This
frightened her, and she stood still.

Over by a window, in a lonely corner of the great room, a young masitting, apart
from the others. Mary Elizabeth had seen that young man when sloarfims in, but he had not
seen her. He had not seen anything nor anybody. He sat with his elbtvestable, and his
face buried in his arms. He was a well-dressed young man, with brown, twailindlary
Elizabeth wondered why he looked so miserable, and why he sat alondho&diat, perhaps, if
he were n’t so happy as the other gentlemen, he would be more sorry for cold and hungry girls.
She hesitated, then flopped along, and directly up to him.

One or two gentlemen laid down their papers and watched this; thieg smd nodded
at each other. The child did not see them, to wonder why. She went up, andhautchepon
the young man’s arm.

He started. The brown, curly head lifted itself from the shelterscdirimis; a young face
looked sharply at the beggar-girla beautiful young face it might have been. It was haggard
now, and dreadful to look at;bloated, and badly marked with the unmistakable marks of a
wicked weeks debauch. He roughly said:—

“What do you want?”

“I’m hungry,” said Mary Elizabeth.

“I can’t help that. Go away.”

“I have n’t had anything to eat for a whole day—a whole day?” repeated the child.

Her lip quivered. But she spoke distinctly. Her voice sounded through the @oen
gentleman after another had laid down his paper or his pipe. Several wahmgtis little
scene.

“Go away!” repeated the young man, irritably. “Don’t bother me. | haven’t had anything
to eat forthreedays!”

His face went down into his arms again. Mary Elizabeth st@oohgtat the brown,
curling hair. She stood perfectly still for some moments. She evideaslgweatly puzzled.
She walked away a little distance, then stopped, and thought it over.

And now, paper after paper, and pipe after cigar went down. Every gentleman in the
room began to look on. The young man, with the beautiful brown curls, ssidaded,
disgraced, and hidden face, was not stiller than the rest. The little figineepimk calico, and
the red shawl, and big rubbers stood for a moment silent among them all. Térecevaie to
take her out, but the gentlemen motioned him away.

Mary Elizabeth turned her five-cent piece over and over slowhtgiirpurple hand. Her
hand shook. The tears came. The smell of the dinner from the dining-rooreayeny and
strong. The child put the piece of money to her lips as if she could hawveite#tten turned,
and, without further hesitation, went back. She touched the young-orathe bright curls, this
time—with her trembling little hand.

The room was so still now, that what she said rang out to the corridog thieewaiters
stood, with the clerk behind looking over the desk to see.

“I’m sorry you are so hungry. If you have n’t had anything for three days, you must be
hungrier than me. I’ve got five cents. A gentleman gave it to me. [ wish you would take it. I’ve
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only goneoneday. You can get some supper with it,-andaybe—l—can get some,
somewheres! I wish you’d please to take it!”

Mary Elizabeth stood quite still, holding out her five-cent piecee di¢h not understand
the sound and the stir that went all over the bright room. She did nbesseme of the
gentlemen coughed and wiped their spectacles. She did not know why the brownforels be
her came up with such a start, nor why the young man’s wasted face flushed red and hot with
noble shame.

She did not in the least understand why he flung the five-cent piecghgtable, and
snatching her in his arms held her fast, and hid his face on hetisplavl and sobbed. Nor did
she know what could be the reason that nobody seemed amused to see thimgenylebut
that the gentleman who had given her the money came up, and some more cati¢hgy, a
gathered round, and she in the midst of them, and they all spoke kimdiljyeayoung man with
the bad face that might have been so beautiful, stood up, still clithey, and said aloud:

“She’s shamed me before you all, and she’s shamed me to myself! I’ll learn a lesson
from this beggar, so help me God!”

So then, he took the child upon his knee, and the gentlemen came up tafidtére
young man asked her what was her name.

“Mary Elizabeth, sir.”

“Names used to mean things—in the Bible—when | was as little as you. | read the Bible
then. Does Mary Elizabeth mean Angel of Rebuke?”*

“Sir?’

“Where do you live, Mary Elizabeth?”

“Nowhere, sir.”

“Where do you sleep?”

“In Mrs. O’Flynn’s shed, sir. It’s too cold for the cows. She’s so kind, she lets us stay.”

“Whom do you stay with?”

“Nobody, only Jo.”

“Is Jo your brother?”

“No, sir. Jois a girl. T have n’t got only Jo.”

“What does Jo do for a living?”

“She—gets it, sir.”®

“And what do you do?”

“I beg. It’s better than to—qget it, sir, | thnk.”

“Where’s your mother?”

“Dead.”

“What did she die of?”

“Drink, sir,” said Mary Elizabeth, in her distinct and gentle tone.

“Ah,—well. And your father?”

“He is dead. He died in prison.”

“What sent him to prison?”

“There are no such angels in the Bible, but George MacDonald’s Miss Horn rises up like
an “angle of rebuke” in Chapter 67 of his novel Malcolm, serialized inLippincott’s Magazine of
Popular Literature and Sciendks (Jan. 1875): 76.

5 Jo likely “gets” her living through prostitution, a trade easier to ply in the period than
thievery.
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“Drink, sir.”

“Oh!”

“I had a brother once,” continued Mary Elizabeth, who grew quite eloquent with so large
an audience, “but he died, too.”

“What did he die of?”

“Drink, sir,” said the child cheerfully. “I dowant my supper,” she added, after a pause,
speaking in a whisper, as if to Jo or to herself, “and Jo ’ll be wondering for me.”

“Wait, then,” said the young man; “I’ll see if | can’t beg enough to get you your supper.”

“I thoughtthere must be an extope among so many folks!” cried Mary Elizabeth; for
now, she thought, she should get back her five cents.

Sure enough; the young man put the five cents into his hat, to begin™agim he took
out his purse, and put in something that made less noise than therfiyg@iere, and something
more, and more and more. Then he passed around the great room, walkingtetldlily, and
the gentleman who gave the five cents and all the gentlemen put something into the young man’s
hat.

So when he came back to the table, he emptied the hat and countemhée and truly,
it was forty dollars.

“Forty dollars?

Mary Elizabeth looked frightened. She did not understand.

“It’s yours,” said the young man. “Now, come to supper. But see! this gentleman who
gave you the five-cent piece shall take care of the money for you. Yorws#mrm. He’s got a
wife, too. But we’ll come to supper, now.”

“Yes, yes,” said the gentleman, coming up. “She knows all about every orphan in this
city, | believe. She’ll know what ought to be done with yofike 'l take care of you.”

“But Jo will wonder,” said Mary Elizabeth, loyally. “I can’t leave Jo. And I must go
back and thank Mrs. O’Flynn for the shed.”

“Oh, yes, yes; we’ll fix all that,” said the gentleman, “and Jo, too. A little girl with forty
dollars need n’t sleep in a cow-shed. But don’t you want your supper?”’

“Why, yes,” said Mary Elizabeth; “I do.”

So the young man took her by the hand, and the gentleman whose wifalkakout
what to do with orphans took her by the other hand, and one or two emdtengen followed,
and they all went out into the dining-room, and put Mary Elizalethchair at a marble table,
and asked her what she wanted for supper.

Mary Elizabeth said that a little dry toast and a cup of milk woaldidely. So all the
gentlemen laughed. And she wondered why.

And the young man with the brown curls laughed, too, and began to loekappy.
But he ordered chicken, and cranberry sauce, and mashed potatoes, gndruieils, and
butter, and tomatoes, and an ice cream, and a cup of tea, and nuts, asdaraiscake, and
custard, and apples, and grapes, and Mary Elizabeth sat in her pink dres stmalvl, and ate
the whole; and why it did n’t kill her nobody knows; but it did n’t.

The young man with the face that might have been beautifligt might yet be, one
would have thought, who had seen him thestood watching the little girl.

“She’s preached me a better sermon,” he said, below his breath; “better than all the
ministers | ever heard in all the churches. May God bless her! | wighwieee a thousand like
her in this selfish world!”

And when | heard about it, | wished so, too.
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And this is the end of Mary Elizabeth’s true Temperance Story.
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CHAPTERTWO

“A FACT WHICHI| THINK MR. TENNYSON HAS OMITTED’:
WRITING UNDER THEINFLUENCE

The Lady of Shalott
The Christmas of Sir Galahad
The True Story of Guenever



INTRODUCTION

In 1832, British Poet Laureate Alfred, Lord Tennyson published his ballad “The Lady of

Shalott,” the narrative of the Lady Elaine who died for a curse and a glance at Sir Lancelot.

Over a period of fifty years, from 1833 to 1888, Tennyson published his epiclgdpksrof the
King. Its twelve books tell the stories of Arthur and his knights and ladige court. This
work, combined with the rest of his prodigious output, made Tennysendsiepopular poet of
the age. His work “occupied significant space on the bookshelves of almost every family of
readers in England and the United States” (Christ 1109). Tennyson’s influence was equally
pervasive. The artists and writers comprising the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhoalttuhmework
and the work that influenced Tennysefir Thomas Malory’s Morte D’arthur (1470)—to create
scenes of tragic ladies in paint and verse. In short, Victorian thglad America were steadily
exposed to these stories.

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps felt this influence deeply and @refennyson’s portrayals of Arthur
and Guenever, the Lady of Shallot and her longed-for knight, and Sir Galahad dor dicti
poetry. However, her tales are far darker and more subversive. Instead thg eaat, her
settings are the tenements and homes of the working poor; instead @frldridslies in their
finery, she writes protagonists in poor clothes, protagonists who are nessthetoic. As
Jennifer Gehrman points out, “Phelps uses the mythic inhabitants of Camelot as heuristic devices
to move her audience of middle- and upper-class readers to see tsenh#amedy, and
fundamental humanity of individuals they might otherwise ignore or reject” (123). In addition to
drawing on and renovating Tennyson’s influence in terms of class, Phelps reworks the Arthurian
legends into considerations of gender roles and inequalities. Thes stbArthur generally
focus on men and were generally written by men. In Phelps’s versions, women become the

central characters. As Alan Lupack suggestsnen “by virtue of being outside the mainstream
of Arthurian tradition, have been more inclined to radical reinterpoetnd innovative
reworkings of it” (4). Phelps is one of those innovators. In the stories that follow, stieydes
the fanciful image of womanhood created by Tennyson, his precursors, andpmaigées, and
she replaces it with a realistic depiction of woman’s suffering caused by a patriarchal system that
restricted and impoverished them. Instead of one-dimensionakhé&o®le and male,
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps peoples her version of Camelot withredized women and men and
the facts which she feels Tennyson omitted: a little lady cung@dvwerty and alcoholism, a
beleaguered working-class knight, and a queen with a toothache rathetdhan a

THE STORIES
“The Lady of Shallot” appeared in The Independer@ July 1871: 1. Phelps later collected it in
Sealed Order¢Boston: Houghton, Osgood and Company, 1879). It has been reprinted in Alan
and Barbara Tepa Lupack’s Arthurian Literature by WomeriNew York : Garland Pub., 1999).

“The Christmas of Sir Galahad” was first published in The Independent Dec. 1871: 1, and later
reprinted in the Lupack anthology.
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“The True Story of Guenever” was originally published in The Independerit5 June 1876: 2-4.
Phelps included it isealed OrdersMore recently, it has been reprinted in Mike Ahsley’s The
Camelot Chronicles: Heroic Adventures from the Time of King AriiRew York: Carrol &
Graf, 1992), and the Lupack anthology.
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THE LADY OF SHALOTT

It is not generally known that the Lady of Shalott lived last summen attic, at the east
end of South Street.

The wee-est, thinnest, whitest little lady! And yet the brighsttiest, and all, such a
smiling little lady!

If you had held her up by the windewfor she could not hold up herselshe would
have hung like a porcelain transparency in your hands. And if you idadasing her gently
down, and giving the tears a smart dash, that they should not fall on her lifted face, “Poor child!”
the Lady of Shalott would have said, “Oh, don’t!” and smiled. And you would have smiled
yourself, for very surprise that she should outdo you; and betweemdhkdre would have been
so much smiling done that one would have fairly thought that it wakgdtdiél thing to live last
summer in an attic at the east end of South Street.

This perhaps was the more natural in the Lady of Shalott becaubkadimever lived
anywhere else.

When the Lady of Shalott was five years old, her mother threw her thorgrsne day,
by mistake, instead of the whisky-jug.

This is a fact which I think Mr. Tennyson has omitted to mentidrisipoent

They picked the Lady of Shalott up and put her on the bed; and there #ioenldlyat
day until last summer, unless, as | said, somebody had occasion to fseahtesnsparency.

The mother and the jug both went down the stairs together a few yearsiadt never
came up at al-and that was a great convenience, for the Lady of Shalott’s palace in the attic
was not large, and they took up much unnecessary room.

Since that the Lady of Shalott had lived with her sister, Sary Jane

Sary Jane made nankeen vests, at sixteen and three-quarterdoezss’a

Sary Jane had red hair, and crooked shoulders, and a voice so much likapwdich
she sometimes set on the stairs that the Lady of Shalott edéahstell which was which until
she had thought about it a little while. When there was a rat caught, she was apt to ask, “What?”
and when Sary Jane spoke she more often than not said, “There’s another!”

Her crooked shoulders Sary Jane had acquired from sitting under thettnepalace
to sew. That physiological problem was simple. There was not room enailgyhtine eaves to
sit straight.

Sary Jane’s red hair was the result of sitting in the sun on July noons under those eaves,
to see to thread her needle. There was no question about that. Vief Badlott had settled it
in her own mind, past dispute. Sary Jane’s hair had been—what was it? brown? once. Sary Jane
was slowly taking fire. Who would not, to sit in the sun in that paladeofly matter of
surprise to the Lady of Shalott was that the palace itself didmakes Sometimes, when Sary

! Elaine of Astolat, or Elaine the Fair, of the Arthurian legends became “The Lady of
Shalott” (1832, 1842) in the ballad by Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892). Widely popular
through the nineteenth-century, the poem remains a classroontddaueday.

2 Nankeen is coarse cotton fabric, originally manufactured in the Nguakea of China,
usually yellowish in color from the variety of cotton, a cheagp serviceable cloth used for
laborers’ clothing.



The Lady of Shalott

Jane hit the rafters, she was sure that she saw sparks.

As for Sary Jane’s voice, when one knew that she made nankeen vests at sixteen and
three-quarter cents a dozémat was a matter of no surprise. It never surprised the Lady of
Shalott.

But Sary Jane was very cross; there was no denying that; very cross.

And the palace. Let me tell you about the palace. It measured jugOli2ét. It would
have been 7 feet pesif there had been a post in the middle of it. From the center it sloped
away to the windows, where Sary Jane had just room enough to sitdrouder the eaves at
work. There were two windows and a loose sculttle to the palacescuitike let in the snow in
winter and the sun in summer, and the rain and wind at all times. It was @gliMersion to the
Lady of Shalott to see how many different ways of doing a disagre&atdeseemed to be
practicable to that scuttle. Besides the bed on which the Lady of t9ag)dhere was a stove in
the palace, two chairs, a very ragged rag-mat, a shelf, with two natgps@nd plates upon it,
one pewter teaspoon, and a looking-glass. On washing-days Sary Jdee clpon the chair
and hung her clothes out through the scuttle on the roof; or elsenshdittke rope from one of
the windows to the other for a drying-rope. It would have been moréetexaave said on
washing-nights; for Sary Jane always did her washing after dark. Tloa reas evident. If the
rest of us were in the habit of wearing all the clothes we had, like &aey Uhave little doubt
that we should do the same.

I should mention that there was no sink in the Lady of Shalott’s palace; no water. There
was a dirty hydrant in the yard, four flights below, which supplied the b&a&halott and all her
neighbors. The Lady of Shalott kept her coal under the bed; her flpouna at a time, in a
paper parcel, on the shelf, with the teacups and the pewter spoon. If she had angling els
keep, it went out through the palace scuttle and lay on the roof. The Lady of Shalott’s palace
opened directly upon a precipice. The lessor of the house calledyhteofistairs. When Sary
Jane went up and down, she went sideways to preserve her balance. There apigers b
the precipice. The entry was dark. Some dozen or twenty of the LatigloftS neighbors
patronized the precipice, and about once a week a baby patronizedttbp,ratstead. Once,
when there was a fire-alarm, the precipice was very serviceable. Bmenaand an old man
went over. With one exception (she was eighteen, and could bear a brokebhaatlg they
will not, I am informed, go over again.

The Lady of Shalott paid one dollar a week for the rent of her palace.

But then there was a looking-glass in the palace. | think | noticednitingt on the slope
of therafters, just opposite the Lady of Shalott’s window—for she considered that her window at
which Sary Jane did not make nankeen vests at sixteen and thresqgoemts a dozen.

Now, because the looking-glass was opposite the window at whigld&ae dichot
make vests, and because the rafters sloped, and because the bed lay &leesttbe looking-
glass and the window, the Lady of Shalott was happy. And becaulse,datient heart that is a
seeker after happiness “the little more, and how much it is!” (and the little less, what worlds
away!) the Lady of Shalott was proud as well as hapffe looking-glass measured in inches
10 by 6. | think that the Lady of Shalott would have experienced rather adbonartification
than of envy if she had known that there was a mirror in a housequsidathe corner
measuring almost as many feet. But that was one of the advantages ohéeiadyt of Shalott.

3 This quotation is from the “By the Fire-Side” section of Men and Wome(iL855) by
Robert Browning (1812-1899).
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“A fact which I think Mr. Tennyson has omitted”’: Writing under the Influence

She never parsed life in the comparative degree.

| suppose that one mustthe Lady of Shalott to understand what comfort there may be
in a 10 by 6 inch looking-glass. All the world came for the Lady of Sthiatat her little
looking-glass—the joy of it, the anguish of it, the hope and fear of it, the haalthhurt—10 by
6 inches of it exactly.

“It is next best to not having been thrown down-stairs yourself!” said the Lady of Shalott.

To tell the truth, it sometimes occurred to her that there was atomyrabout the world.
A garret window like her own, for instance, would fill her sighghe did not tip the glass a little.
Children sat in it, and did not play. They made lean faces at her. Theyoeked in for the
day, and were hungry. She could not help knowing how hungry they wdrgo dipped the
glass. Then there was the trap-door in the sidewalk. She becars®waltatired of that trap-
door. Seven people lived under the sidewalk; and when they liftedaanchet the trap,
coming in and out, they reminded her of something which Sary Jane beuginde, when she
was a very little child, at Christmas timdong ago, when rents were cheaper and flour low. It
was a monkey, with whiskers and a calico jacket, who jumped out of a boxtéheover was
lifted; and then you crushed him down and hasped him in. Sometimes shd thiahshe had
never had that monkey, he was so much like the people coming in andlzeisafewalk.

In fact, there was a monotony about all the people in the Lady of Shalott’s looking-glass.
If their faces were not dirty, their hands were. If they had hats, thetywiiout shoes. If they
did not sit in the sun with their heads on their knees, they lay imtidewith their heads on a
jug.

“Their faces look blue!” she said to Sary Jane.

“No wonder!” snapped Sary Jane.

“Why?” asked the Lady of Shalott.

“Wonder is we ain’t all dead!” barked Sary Jane.

“But we ain’t, you know,” said the Lady of Shalott, after some thought.

The people in the Lady of Shalott’s glass died, however, sometimes—often in the
summer; more often last summer, when the attic smoked continaiadlyshe mistook Sary
Jane’s voice for the rat-trap every day.

The people were jostled into pine boxes (in the glass), and canagd(im the glass) by
twilight, in a cart. Three of the monkeys from the spring-box in thewslk went, in one week,
out into foul, purple twilight, away from the looking-glass, in carts.

“I’m glad of that, poor things!” said the Lady of Shalott, for she had always felt a kind of
sorrow for the monkeys. Principally, | think, because they had ns.glas

When the monkeys had gone, the sickly twilight folded itself up, oeesphing-box,
into great feathers, like the feathers of a wing. That was pieashe Lady of Shalott could
almost put out her fingers and stroke it, it hung so near, and w#saspand gathered such a
peacefulness into the looking-glass.

“Sary Jane, dear, it’s very pleasant,” said the Lady of Shalott. Sary Jane said, it was very
dangerous, the Lord knew, and bit her threads off.

“And, Sary Jane, dear!” added the Lady of Shalott, “I see so many other pleasant things.”

“The more fool you!” said Sary Jane.

But she wondered about it that day over her tenth nankeen vest. What, fpfeexam
couldthe Lady of Shalott see?

“Waves!” said the Lady of Shalott, suddenly, as if she had been asked the question. Sary
Jane jumped. She said, “Nonsense!” For the Lady of Shalott had only seen the little wash-tub
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The Lady of Shalott

full of dingy water on Sunday nights, and the dirty little hydramti{e glass) spouting dingy
jets. She would not have known a wave if she had seen it.

“But I see waves,” said the Lady of Shalott. She felt sure of it. They ran up and down
across the glass. They had green faces and gray hair. They threw baa&ritigjrlike cool
people resting, and it seemed unaccountable, at the east end oft&aitlast summer, that
anything, anywhere, if only a wave in a looking-glass, could be cool ortatBesides this, they
kept their faces clean. Therefore the Lady of Shalott took pleaswatching them run up and
down across the glass. That a thing could be clean, and green, and whie)yass a wonder
than cool and rest last summer in South street.

“Sary Jane, dear,” said the Lady of Shalott, one day, “how hot is it up here?”

“Hot as Hell!” said Sary Jane.

“I thought it was a little warm,” said the Lady of Shalott. “Sary Jane, dear? Isn’t the yard
down there a little—dirty?”

Sary Jane put down her needles and looked out of the blazingebéindindow. It had
always been a subject of satisfaction to Sary Jane somewhere dowrhbelean shoulders and
in the very teeth of the rat-trap that the Lady of Shalotidcoat see out of that window. So she
winked at the window, as if she would caution it to hold its burning tongdesaad never a
word.

“Sary Jane, dear,” said the Lady of Shalott, once more, “had you ever thought that
perhaps | was a litleweaker—than | was—once?”

“I guess you can stand it if [ can!” said the rat-trap.

“Oh, yes, dear,” said the Lady of Shalott. “I can stand it if you can.”

“Well, then!” said Sary Jane. But she sat and winked at the bald window, and the
window held its burning tongue.

It grew hot in South street. It grew very hot in South street. The leanerhih the attic
opposite fell sick, and sat no longer in thendow making faces, in the Lady of Shalott’s glass.

Two more monkeys from the spring-box were carried away one ugigttivih a cart.
The purple wing that hung over the spring-box lifted to let then pasisthen fell, as if it had
brushed them away.

“It has such a soft color!” said the Lady of Shalott, smiling.

“So has night-shade!” said Sary Jane.

One day a beautiful thing happened. One can scarcely understand hauifaltiking
could happen at the east end of South Street. The Lady of Shalott hetssit éntirely
understand.

“It is all the glass,” she said.

She was lying very still when she said it. She had folded her handb, wére hot, to
keep them quiet, too. She had closed her eyes, which ached, to clgsbeglare of the noon.
At once she opened them, and said:

“It is the glass.”

Sary Jane stood in the glass. Now Sary Jane, she well knew, wash@otaom that
noon. She had gone out to see what she could find for dinner. She had five cemd tmspe
dinner. Yet Sary Jane stood in the glass. And in the glass, ah! what éub#&ang!

“Flowers!” cried the Lady of Shalott aloud. But she had never seen flowers. But neither
had she seen waves. So she said, “They come as the waves come.” And knew them and lay
smiling. Ah! what a beautiful, beautiful thing!

Sary Jane’s hair was fiery and tumbled (in the glass), as if she had walked fast and far.
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Sary Jane (in the glass) was winking, as she had winked at the blaadaywyas if she said to
what she held iher arms, Don’t tell! And in her arms (in the glass), where the waves were—
oh! beautiful, beautiful! The Lady of Shalott lay whispering: “Beautiful, beautiful!” She did not
know what else to do. She dared not stir. Sary Jane’s lean arms (in the glass) were full of silver
bells; they hung out of a soft green shadow, like a church towerntiugled to and fro; when
they shook, they shook out sweetness.

“Will they ring?” asked the Lady of Shalott of the little glass.

| doubt, in my own mind, if you or I, being in South street, and seeihgaf the valley
(in a 10 by 6 inch looking-glass) for the very first time, would have askedrssible a question.

“Try ’em and see,” said the looking-glass. Was it the looking-glass? Or the rat-trap? Or
was it—

Oh, the beautiful thing! That the glass should have nothing to dotyaifter all! That
Sary Jane, in flesh and blood, and tumbled hair, and trembling, lean aroid, thad and
shake an armful of church towers and silver bells down into the &&8lyalott’s little puzzled
face and burning hands!

And that the Lady of Shalott should think that she must have got ingget® herself, by
a blunder—as the only explanation possible of such a beautiful thing!

“No, it isn’t glass-dreams,” said Sary Jane, winking at the church towers, where they
made a solemn green shadow against the Lady of Shalott’s bent cheek. “Smell ’em and see!

You can *most stand the yard with them round. Smell ’em and see! It ain’t the glass; it’s the
Flower Charity.”*

“The what?” asked the Lady of Shalott, slowly.

“The Flower Charity. Heaven bless it!”

“Heaven bless it!” said the Lady of Shalott. But she said nothing more.

She laid her cheek over into the shadow of the green church towers. “And there’ll be
more,” said Sary Jane, hunting for her wax. “There’ll be more, whenever I can call for ’em—
bless it!”

“Heaven bless it!” said the Lady of Shalott again.

“But I only got a lemon for dinner,” said Sary Jane.

“Heaven bless it!” said the Lady of Shalott, with her face hidden under the church towers.
But I don’t think that she meant the lemon, though Sary Jane did.

“They doring,” said the Lady of Shalott, by and by. She drew the tip of her thin fingers
across the tip of the tiny bells. “I thought they would.”

“Humph!” said Sary Jane, squeezing her lemon under her work-box. “I never see your
beat for glassireams. What do they say? Come, now!”

Now the Lady of Shalott knew very well what they said. VerywBlit she only drew
the tips of her poor fingers over the tips of the silver bells. Clever niirvdas not necessary to

4 The “Flower Mission” is described in the “Home and Society” column of Scribner’s
Monthly8 (July 1874): 371 as a charitable mission originating in Boston and opeyated b
women’s church organizations. The columnist exhorts every beneficent society to take part: “let
the sweetest offerings of Nature be brought to those who cannot seek fasltherms
Following Phelps, William Dean Howells take a more criticalwad these charities in his novel
The Minister’s Charge (1885), where idle women are ridiculed for bringing flowers instead of
more lasting help.
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tell Sary Jane.

But it grew hot in South street. It grew very hot in South streetn tveFlower Charity
(bless it!) could not sweeten the dreadfulness of that yard. Even tHe g above the
springbox fell heavily upon the Lady of Shalott’s strained eyes, across the glass. Even the gray-
haired waves ceased running up and down and throwing back their hands befibreyieat
still, in heaps upon a blistering beach, and grasped for breath. The Laclaif Bérself
gasped sometimes, in watching them.

One day she said: “There’s a man in them.”

“A whatin which?” buzzed Sary Jane. “Oh! There’s a man across the yard, I suppose
you mean. Among them young ones, yondewish he’d stop em throwing stones, plague on
’em! See him, don’t you?”

“I don’t see the children,” said the Lady of Shalott, a little troubled. Her glass had shown
her so many things strangely since the days grew hot. “But I see a man, and he walks upon
waves. See, see!”

The Lady of Shalott tried to pull herself upon the elbow of hec@aight-dress, to see.

“That’s one of them Hospital doctors,” said Sary Jane, looking out of the blazing
window. “I’ve seen him round before. Don’t know what business he’s got down here; but I’ve
seen him. He’s talkin’ to them boys now, about the stones. There! He’d better! If they don’t
look out, they’1l hit"—

“Oh the glass! the glass!

The Hospital Doctor stood still; so did Sary Jane, half risen frenchair; so did the
very South Street boys, gaping in the gutter, with their hands full of stesash a cry rang out
from the palace window.

“Oh, the glass! the glass! the glass!

In a twinkling the South-street boys were at the mercy of the Strett-police; and the
Hospital Doctor, bounding over a beachful of shattered, scattered wiek, @it of breath,
beside the Lady of Shalott’s bed.

“Oh the little less and what worlds away.”

The Lady of Shalott lay quite still in her little brown calimight-gown—{[I cannot learn,
by the way, that Bulfinch’s studious and in general trustworthy researchers have put him in
possession of this point. Indeed, | feel justified in asserting thaBMIfinch never so much as
intimatedthat the Lady of Shalott wore a brown calico night-dresthg Lady of Shalott lay
quite still, and her lips turned blgde.

“Are you very much hurt? Where were you struck? I heard the cry, and came. Can you
tell me where the blow was?”

But then the Doctor saw the glass, broken and blown in a thousand glitterikg spa
across the palace floor; and then the Lady of Shalott gave hitie dlite smile.

“It’s not me. Never mind. I wish it was. I’d rather it was me than the glass. Oh, my
glass! My glass! But never mind. Isuppose there’ll be some other—pleasant thing.”

“Were you so fond of the glass?”” asked the Doctor, taking one of the two chairs that Sary
Jane brought him, and looking sorrowfully about the rod¥hat other “pleasant thing” could
even the Lady of Shalott discover in that room last summer, atshershof South street?

“How long have you lain here?” asked the sorrowful Doctor, suddenly.

> Thomas Bulfinch (1797-1867) tellsvarsion of the story in the “Age of Fable” (1855)
volume ofBulfinch’s Mythology (18551863).

50



“A fact which I think Mr. Tennyson has omitted”’: Writing under the Influence

“Since I can remember, sir,” said the Lady of Shalott, with that blue smile. “But then I
have always had my glass.”

“Ah!” said the Doctor, “the Lady of Shalott!”

“Sir?” said the Lady of Shalott.

“Where is the pain?” asked the Doctor, gently, with his finger on the Lady of Shalott’s
pulse.

The Lady of Shalott touched the shoulders of her brown calico-dighs, smiling.

“And what did you see in your glass?” asked the Doctor, once more, stooping to examine
“the pain.”

The Lady of Shalott tried to tell him, but felt confused; so many stridmggs had been
in the glass since it grew hot. So she only said that there were walvagarple wing, and that
they were broken now, and lay upon the floor.

“Purple wings?” asked the Doctor.

“Over the sidewalk,” nodded the Lady of Shalott. “It comes up at night.”

“Oh!” said the Doctor, “the malaria. No wonder!”

“And what about the waves?” asked the Doctor, talking while he touched and tried the
little brown calico shoulders. “I have a little girl of my own down by the waves this summer.
She—I supposels is no older than you!”

“I am seventeen, sir,” said the Lady of Shalott. “Do they have green faces and white
hair? Does she see them run up and down? | never saw any waves, sir, batrthogass. |
am very glad to know that your little girl i/ the waves.”

“Where you ought to be,” said the Doctor, half under his breath. “It is cruel, cruel!”

“What is cruel?” asked the Lady of Shalott, looking up into the Doctor’s face.

The little brown calico nightiress swam suddenly before the Doctor’s eyes. He got up
and walked across the room. As he walked he stepped upon the pieces of the hesken gl

“Oh, don’t!” cried the Lady of Shalott. But then she thought that perhaps she had hurt
the Doctor’s feelings; so she smiled, and said, “Never mind.”

“Her case could be cured,” said the Doctor, still under his breath, to Sary Jane. “The case
could be cured yet. It is cruel!”

“Sir,” said Sary Jane—she lifted her sharp face sharply out of billows of nankeen-vests
“it may be because I make vests at sixteen and three-quarter cents a dozen, sir; but | say before
God there’s somethingruelsomewheresLook at her. Look at me. Look at them stairs. Just
see that scuttle, will you? Just feel the sun in t’ these windows. Look at the rent we pay for this
’ere oven. What do you ’spose the merkiry is up here? Look at them pisen fogs arisin’ out over
the sidewalk. Look at the dead as have died in the Devil in this $tieetdek. The look out
here!”

Sary Jane drew the Doctor to the blazing, blindless window, auhich the Lady of
Shalott had never looked.

“Now talk of curin’ her!” said Sary Jane.

The Doctor turned away from the window, with a sudden white face.

“The Board of Health—"

“Don’t talk to meabout the Board of Health!” said Sary Jane.

“I"11 talk to them” said the Doctor. “I did not know matters were so bad. They shall be
attended to directly. Tarorrow I leave town”—he stopped, looking down at the Lady of
Shalott, thinking of the little lady by the waves, whom he would see toemphardly knowing
what to say. “But something shall be done at once. Meantime, there’s the Hospital.”
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“She tried Horspital long ago,” said Sary Jane. “They said they couldn’t do nothing.
What’s the use? Don’t bother her. Let her be.”

“Yes, let me be,” said the Lady of Shalott, faintly. “The glass is broken.”

“But something must be done!” urged the Doctor, hurrying away. “I will attend to the
matter directly, directly.”

He spoke in a busy doctor’s busy way. Undoubtedly he thought that he should attend to
the matter directly.

“You have flowers here, I see.” He lifted, in hurrying away, a spray of lilies that lay
upon the bed, freshly sent to the Lady of Shalott that morning.

“They ring,” said the Lady of Shalott, softly. “Can you hear? ‘Bless—it! Bless—it!” Ah,
yes, they ring!”

“Bless what?”’ asked the Doctor, half out of the door.

“The Flower Charity,” said the Lady of Shalott.

“Amen” said the Doctor. “But I’ll attend to it directly.” And he was quite out of the
door, and the door was shut.

“Sary Jane, dear?” said the Lady of Shalott, a few minutes after.

“Well!” said Sary Jane.

“The glass is broken,” said the Lady of Shalott.

“Should think I might know that!” said Sary Jane, who was down upon her knees
sweeping shining pieces away into a paste-board dust-pan.

“Sary Jane, dear?” said the Lady of Shalott again.

“Dear, dear!” echoed Sary Jane, tossing purple feathers out of the window and seeming,
to the eyes of the Lady of Shalott, to have the spray of greerswaea her hands‘There they
go!”

“Yes, there they go!” said the Lady of Shalott. But she said no more till night.

It was a hot night for South street. It was a very hot night for esethStreet. The lean
children in the attic opposite cried savagely, like lean cubs. The nmofrkkay the spring-box
came out and sat upon the lid for air. Dirty people lay around ittyehgidrant; and the purple
wing stretched itself a little in a quiet way, to cover them.

“Sary Jane, dear?” said the Lady of Shalott, at night. “The glass is broken. And, Sary
Jane, dear, | am afraid:dn ' stand it as well as you can.”

Sary Jane gave the Lady of Shalott a sharp look, and put away her needtserShe
came to the bed.

“It isn’t time to stop sewing, is it?”” asked the Lady of Shalott, in faint surprise. Sary Jane
only gave her sharp looks and said:

“Nonsense! That man will be back again yet. He’ll look after ye, maybe. Nonsense!”

“Yes,” said the Lady of Shalott, “he will come back again. But my glass is broken.”

“Nonsense!” said Sary Jane. But she did not go back to her sewing. She sat down on the
edge of the bed, by the Lady of Shalott; and it grew dark.

“Perhaps they 1l do something about the yards; who knows?” said Sary Jane.

“But my glass is broken,” said the Lady of Shalott.

“Sary Jane, dear!” said the Lady of Shalott, when it had grown quite, quite dark. “He is
walking on the waves.”

“Nonsense!” said Sary Jane. For it was quite, quite dark.

“Sary Jane, dear!” said the Lady of Shalott. “Not that man. But thereis a man, and he is
walking on the waves.”
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The Lady of Shalott raised herself upon her calico night-dresssl&he looked at the
wall where the 10 by 6 inch looking-glass had hung.

“Sary Jane, dear!” said the Lady of Shalott. “I am glad that girl is down by the waves. |
am very glad. But the glass is broken.”

Two days after, the Board of Health at the foot of the precipice wiiclessor called a
flight of stairs, the one which led into the Lady of Shalott’s palace, were met and stopped by
another board.

“Thisone’s got the right of way, gentlemen!” said something at the brink of the precipice,
which sounded so much like a rat-trap that the Board of Health looked dawstibgt at its
individual and collective feet, to see if they were in danger, and datda, instinct stir a step.

The board which had the right of way was a pine board, and the Lady oft &hadot it,
in her little brown calico nighéress, with Sary Jane’s old shawl across her feet. The Flower
Charity (Heaven bless it!) had half-covered the old shawl with sil#s, land solemn green
shadows, like the shadows of church towers. And it was a comfarbte that these were the
only bells which tolled for the Lady of Shalott, and that no other tisinadow fell upon her
burial.

“Gentlemen,” said the Hospital Doctor, “we’re too late, I see. But you’d better go on.”

The gentlemen of the Board of Health went on; and the Lady of Sialot on.

The Lady of Shalott went out into the cart that had carried aveaypntimkeys from the
spring-box, and the purple wing lifted to let her pass; and fell agaihjtdad brushed her
away.

The Board of Health went up the precipice, and stood by the window out df thikic
Lady of Shalott had never looked.

They sent orders to the scavenger, and orders to the Water Boardyameimp other
orders nobody knows; and they sprinkled themselves with camphor, aneleghtetheir ways.

And the board that had the right of way went its way, too. And Saryidlidee up the
shawl, which she could not afford to lose, and came home, and mademeaegiseat sixteen
and three-quarter cents a dozen in the window out of which thedf&tyalott had never
looked.
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When a fancy, fashioned neither after the inductive nor the deductitedset
attributable neither to natural selection nor to protoplasm, déditgbno law of contradiction
nor of excluded middle, presents itself to the public acquaintance now#dspt, as we all
know, to receive rather a sorry welcome. And when, after the sadly tardyehgof the Lady
of Shalott, in South street, one of those remarkable rumors, credenkihdsiat once a danger
and a delight, stole about town, it stole on tiptoe, looking over itsldgromeanwhile at corners
with one soft sly eye on the police and another on the daily press, tantdes glance at the
fashionable churches, and a tender shudder at the shadow of the “Institute,” and its beautiful
finger at its lips—making thus slow progress, and, for every warmhearted faith which it shook by
the outstretched hand, leaving two doubts to close ranks behind it.

Such as it is, however, and for what it may mean, this is the whispgoulld be found,
So it is said, had we the eyes that see or the ears that hear eith@r sigands of such a matter,
that certain of the old romances which we have been accustomed to efjaishad and fated
for all time are, in fact, re-enacting and repeating themselvesauiitiidity amounting almost
to stealth, in the chilling and alien climate of our modern civiliratthat steam has not
scorched out valor, nor the telegraph overtaken chivalry, nor universalgauéxtinguished
loyalty; that the golden years did not go dumbly to their graves, as we arréovtoimk; that they
have arisen, like Lazarus, with their chin-cloths on, acquaintedtiiiths unlawful to utter-
reserved, still visitors, shunned and strahdeis breathed that there somewhere walks the earth
to-day the Blameless King; it is hinted that there somewhers ti@geMismated Queen; it has
been said that at times the Vanished Knights of the Round Table gajbtitelr in strange guise,
to stranger conclave; that a student familiar with their story wouldetiepwzzled should he
stumble upon them; that Sir Percivale has been seen in a Penisyglval-mine; that Bohort
was discovered in New York one day, in a bricklayer’s apron, with a trowel in his hand; that
Isoude the Fair was all but identified in a hospital at WashingtonglthenWar of the
Rebellion; that Launcelot, penitent and pale, may be heard, if one idwstate as to trace him,
in the form of a certain street preacher, but little known, who gaithdasvored men and women
about him in an unsavory part of the town at the decline of the $afiganoon; that Guinevere
is rumored to spend much time alone in a chamber looking toward the mgesged in keeping
a certain watch which has been set her, for a peril and a promise whtdmrinows; that
Arthur himself filled a post of high official importance at Washiamghot long ago, and,
escaping identification through two terms’ service, disappeared suddenly and mysteriously from
public life; that, in short, a Romance never died, nor ever will, bujusiged to be the only
immortal thing on earth, save the soul of man.

As much as this, in common with a few others, so far favored, | had hebfdrgotten,
till chance threw the whole chain of pretty dreams before me, by lagsmuénlink around my
very hands. As much as this | found myself compelled to recall witk than common
thoughtfulness when I came face to face with Sir Galahad at a butcher’s stall, last Christmas
morning.

LIn the Gospel of John, Jesus raised Lazarus from the dead. Phelps inclucks bibl
references through this story, from both the Old Testament, rievisaac, and the New,
Christmas, Lazarus and the Sangreal.
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Did you ever know a lost knight to be found until a woman tracked hsnmt? therefore,
surprising that if it had not been for Rebecca Rock, Sir Galahad Holt wawtdescaped
recognition completely, and the modest number of men and women nottealdimithe secret of
the discovery have gone the hungrier and the sadder for the loss?

It was always a matter of deep scientific speculation to Rebeatav®ty, when she
came to town to find work in the neck-tie factory, she showe lshosen lodgings in the second
back corner of 16 2 Primrose Court. She would say: “If I had hit on the western side!” or, “If I
had been able to pay the rent of that room opposite the factory!” or, “How near I came to settling
on the little south attic of 17!”

And she sat and musedampait with a puzzled face. If, indeed! What an “If” it was!

Such an If as there would have been in the world if that other Rebadd¢aken the wrong road
and missed of meeting Isaac in the desert at the set of the sunyerhi&é lost her way in the
shrubbery of Eden, and just happened not to find Adam till nobody knbess!w

Perhaps, too, such an If as there would have been if Heloise had oee¢o gchool to
Abelard, or Di Rimini had never seen her lover’s face?? The world would have lost a grand
temptation. So much as that, Rebecca Rock, cutting “foundation” into strips for the public neck,
eleven hours a day, confusedly felt; but she had never heard of Heloideslatad been
obliged to sit beside Francesca Di Rimini in the necktie factoryvelwd have shrunk in the
wounded wonder of a snow-drift from a foot-mark.

How long it was before Galahad Holt, coming home from the orgaoryeat seven
o’clock to his solitary ground-floor lodging at 16 %2, noticed the tall woman in the blanket shawl,
who came a little later and passed his door in going up-stairs;dmgwbefore a sense of
anything more than tallness and a shawl occurred to him; how soon ¢edrtbe outline of her
arm when the shawl fell from it, as she laid her large, strong handtipdanisters; when he
first observed the regular, calm echo which her step left upon the crotinsg\when first he
met her carrying a pail of water from the Court, and instead lnfidemoved to carry it for her,
only thought how evenly she carried it for herself; when first she @railsuddenly observing
him; when first he gravely said good-morning; when first he gravely joined they chanced
upon the same side of the street in passing to and fro from awkfirst he gravely learned to
discuss with her the fall in wages, and the wind we had on Saturdaysehe coal, and the
sunset there would be to-night; and when first he gravely came th&t&ind and fuel, sun
and pay-day were no longer common matters for the common world imgoemse, but a
heritage of his and her discovery, ownership, and wealth, is not sdguaaown.

Strictly speaking, he himself knew accurately nothing. He worked, hbeaséept; he
shut himself into his lonely lodging (it was so singular, saichallGourt, in Sir Galahad to board
himself!); suns rose and set; she smiled and came and went; but he kimesthydisbdthing.
Nothing till, once upon a Sunday afternoon, he followed her to a litleiom church they knew,
sat on a wooden bench and watched her sing; but left in the midtile diarus, and went
abruptly home. He shut and locked the door; he stood still in the noifile room.

“God bless her!” he said aloud. But he sat down and covered his face with his grimy,
princely hands, and flushed as if he had done her a deadly wrong.

’Heloise (1101-1162) was an insightful scholar, although she is best known ilbiciber
relationship with scholastic philosopher Peter Abélard. Francesca DiiRiirad in 13"
century Italy and was murdered by her betrothed when she was discowenedamaaffair with
his brother.
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Had he the right to take a woman into his swept and garnished heartpeg enough to
bless her in God’s name and let her go? “It would turn to curses,” said Sir Galahad, “upon us
both. I will na bless her.” Now he turned his head, at this, and saw her coming up the Court. “I
will not, will not!” said Sir Galahad. But all his soul rose up and went to meet her, and laid his
hands upon her head in benediction. And when Sir Galahad felt wihgeIf that this was so,
he fell upon his knees, and there remained till midnight. And in the ngphe arose with a
countenance as calm as ever knight wore in love or death or victdryeant away in his blue
overalls to work, with his dinner-pail upon his arm, and nodded grav&ghecca; but smiled
little and spoke less.

And so the Lady Rebecca, grieved and puzzled in her heart, would have droppedra
two upon her foundation strips, but for a heat upon her cheeks that burnecedritieim all the
day; and so at night, being feverish and wakeful, and, stepping dowhenBotrt at an early
hour for fresh water, she came suddenly upon a woman clambering into Sir Galahad’s low
window.

So she dropped her pail, and, in the icy swash that fell aboutehesdedown to catch
her breath.

There, in the mud-puddle which the chilly water made, Sir Galahad foundtimey, s
when he had shut his window, had turned the key in his door, hadoatdn@nd had stopped and
stood beside her.

“That’s my wife, Rebecca, I’ve just locked in, in there,” said Sir Galahad, standing in the
starlight. “Will you come to the window and take a look at her?”

“I’d rather not,” said Rebecca from her mud-puddle; but she rose, and shook the spatter
from her clothes.

“Very well,” said Galahad.

“You never told me,” said Rebecca, picking up her pail, “that you had a wife, Sir
Galahad!” “I never thought of it till yesterday,” said Galahad. “I ought to have. I ask your
pardon, Miss Rebecca. She’s crazy.”

“Oh!” said the Lady Rebecca, stretching out her strong, large hand; but she drew it back
and hid it in her shawl.

“And takes opium,” said Galahad Holt, patiently, “and is up to pretty much everything.

It’s going on six year now sence she left me. But she keeps a coming on me unexpected. The
ground floor’s saved a deal of talk and shame, I think; don’t you? I thought I’d best keep house
for her, all things taken in’t the count; don’t you? Sometimes I think she’ll slick herself up a

little and stay. But in a dayr two she’s off. She’s got the Old Un in her head to-night,” said
Galahad.

“It’s very hard; it’s very, very hard!” Rebecca moaned.

“Rebecca Rock,” said Sir Galahad, solemnly, “it’s a curious place and time to say it; but |
think there’ll never come a better—"

“Oh! No,” said Rebecca.

“And I may as well out with it, my girl, first as last, and once for all, and tell you how, if
you’d been my wife, instead of her, I couldn’t have loved you truer nor more single in my heart
than I love you in the sight @fod and these here stars this wretched night. And I’m a married
man!”

“Oh! yes, yes!” said Rebecca.

“But I’'m a married man,” said he.

“People unmarry,” said she.
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She looked in a frightened way about the Court, at the stars, at the pumpnatithe
puddle; she gasped and thrust her hand out, but drew it back within her shandlaSad3lid
not touch it.

“I suppose,” said Sir Galahad, very slowly, “as I could get divorced from Merry Ann.

I’ve thought 0’t. I thought 0’t yesterday a long while. But it seems to me as if I’d better not.

She’d be a coming back, ye see. Anyways, she’d be a living on this living arth. We might be
meeting her face to face most any day. It seems to me, Rebecdawas ibgin Natur for me to
marry any woman while Merry Ann’s a living creetur. How does it seem to you?”

“Galahad Holt,” said Rebecca, “I’m not so good as you, and I’'m very fond of you.”

“For God’s sake, don’t tell me o’t!” cried Sir Galahad.

“Well, I won’t,” said Rebecca.

“For, if it’s agin Natur,” said Sir Galahad, lifting his face to the stars above Primrose
Court, “it’s agin God. And rather than beagin them two I’d be on’t the safe side, it seems to
me.”

“Very well,” said Rebecca.

“So I think we’ll wait,” said Sir Galahad, taking off his hat and holding out his hand.

“Is the safe side always the right side, Galahad?” asked Rebecca.

“I don’t exactly know,” said Sir Galahad, with a puzzled face.

“Nor I,” said Rebecca; “but I think we’ll wait.”

“Some folks wouldn’t,” said Sir Galahad. “But I don’t see as that makes any odds.”

“No,” said Rebecca. So they shook hands, while Sir Galahad stood with his hat off
beneath the stars; and the Lady Rebecca picked up her pail from thmuduld; and went up-
stairs; and Sir Galahad went to the grocer’s to get a little tea for his wife; and the world ran on as
if nothing had happened.

Now the world had been running on quite as if nothing would ever happenfag&ur
years, when Sir Galahad’s Christmas came. And the Lady Rebecca had walked alone to the
neck-tie factory; and Galahad had kept house on the ground floor; beddaehad lain sick of a
deadly fever, and Sir Galahad had lost six months’ wages in a strike; and the man’s face had
grown gaunt, and the woman’s old, and his had pinched and hers had paled:—yet their hands had
never met since they stood by the pump in the starlight; nor had Sir Galahad’s knightly foot once
crossed the croaking stairs which bore the regular, calm feet of tigeRiedncca to the solitary
second back corner of 16 ¥2; nor had he said, God bless her! when shetheriitkat church,
lest, indeed, his whole soul should rise up perforce, and choose cursing fiogdessdeath for
life.

And if Di Rimini had worked beside Rebecca at the neck-tie fgcsbe would have
learned a royal lesson. And Abelard might well have sat ae#teof Galahad, making organs
with his grimy hands. And if Eve or Isaac had wandered intéirstefloor front, or second back
corner of 16 %2, on a lonesome, rainy evening, they would have wept for pity, éedl fom
blessing, and mused much.

Now, it was on a rainy evening, with melting snow upon the ground and meltitgy chil
upon the wind, that the Lady Rebecca, crooked and crouching by her fitdedat darning
stockings for Sir Galahada questionable exercise of taste, we must admit. She had not even
offered to embroider him a banner, nor to net him a silken favor, nor to fongech as a scarf
for the next tournament to be held in Primrose Court. She had only said: “Will it be proper?”’

And he said: “Ask the landlady.” And the landlady had said: “Law, yes!” And Rebecca had said:

57



The Christmas of Sir Galahad

“Bring all you have.” And Sir Galahad said: “I haven’t got but two pairs to my name.” And so
here she was, crouching and darning and crooked, by her little lamp, wherkastarded the
door of the second back corner of 16 %2 till it shook for fright to its sunken hingethealLady
Rebecca shook for sympathy till she opened the door, and shook on her owmt aden she
had.

For Sir Galahad Holt stood in the door, erect and pale.

“I did not hear you on the stairs!” gasped the Lady Rebecca.

“I couldn’t come up them stairs in my boots someway,” said Sir Galahad, very huskily.
Now the Lady Rebecca did not altogether understand in her own mind wiatl&had meant;
but she saw that his feet lay bare and white upon her threskalde, indeed, poor man! she
had his stockings-and a fancy as of patient pilgrims came to her, and a dream of holydgroun
But she said:

“Did you come to get the stockings?” But Sir Galahad answered solemnly:

“Did you think I’d cross the stairway till I came for you? Merry Ann’s down below,
Rebecca. Will you be afraid to stepwh with me?”

Where would Rebecca have been afraid to step with him? She followedwimthe
stairs, which would have croaked, it seemed, but could not, beneath Sir Galahad’s solemn,
shining feet.

Merry Ann was below, indeedat length upon Sir Galahadfloor, before the cook-
stove, a sickening, silent heap. A little shawl was tied about lael; had her face was hidden
on her arm.

“I but just come in and found her,” said Sir Galahad, in his commonplace, unromantic
way; “and I thought I’d tell you what had happened, Rebecca, before the coroner was called. |
don’t think it was a fit. She’d walked a distance, I can’t but think, and hoped to have catched a
look at me. Poor Merry Ann!”

“Poor Merry Ann!” said Rebecca Rock, with all her heart. She had fallen on her knees
beside the dead, and had dropped her face into her hands.

“And now Rebecca,” said Sir Galahad. “Now Rebecca—"" But when he saw her on her
knees he dropped beside her and said no more. And when the landlady tragelid not ask
her if it were proper; but she said “Law, yes!” as if they had, and turned her face away.

“And now, Rebecca,” said Sir Galahad again—"“now the grave is covered decent, and the
room is swept, and the storm is over, and I’ve waited four years for you honest, in the sight of
God and the stars o’ Heaven, and Christmas comes o’ Monday—"

“Very well,” said Rebecca.

“I don’t seem,” said Sir Galahad, “to have the words I thought I had to say, my girl. I’d
got so used waiting; hadn’t you? I do not rightly see my way to take it natural and safe. | think
I’d not like, nor dare, my dear, to have it any other day than Christmas Day; would you?”

| was glad there was no wind on Christmas, and that the snow leegdrifer from a
little, laughing storm; and that the sun brooded with golden wings in timed3e Court; and that
the town was full of holly; and that the Lady Rebecca had a spray dénmyher large, firm
hand, when she walked with Sir Galahad to the minister’s front door.

And when | met Sir Galahad at the meat-stall, buying steak for dimuksaav the eyes
and smile he carried in the sight of God and Christmas Day, | bethoegtittime records of the
Spotless Knight; how hetried, stainless, and alonaevas found worthy to be the guardian
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(“pure in thought and word and deed”) of the blessed cup from which our Lord drank the last
wine which should touch his lips till he drank it new in the kingdditihe Father; how his
mortal eyes beheld it, palled in red samite, treasured by “a great fellowship of angels”; how his
mortal hand laid hold of it and Heaven, and his mortal name grew tbddg thing upon the
lips of men forever; and how since then “was there never one so hardy as to say that he had seen
the Sangreal on earth any more.”?

“Sir Galahad,” said I, “you have found the Sangreal, and I have found you!”

But he, smiling, shook his head.

“I don’t feel altogether sure. It seems to me a man don’t know what he’s found till he’s
learned to bear his happiness as he bore his longing for’t, and his waiting, and his loss. But |
can’t help hoping, somehow, that I'm fit to be married on a Christmas Day.”

3 Samite was a rich silk fabric worn in the Middle Ages, and was tioe® interwoven
with gold.
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THE TRUE STORY OF GUENEVER

In all the wide, dim, dead, old world of story, there is to me no wraith pitgeusly
pursuant than the wraith of Guenever. No other voice has in it the rimgeef Barmonies so
intricately bejangled; no other face turns to us eyes of sudhdui entreaty from slow descents
of despair; no other figure, majestic though in ruins, carries througi gveined muscle and
tense nerve and full artery, so magnetic a consciousness of ffireaddts deserved humiliation
and the height of its lost privilege. One pauses as before an aniilemr, before the nature of
this miserable lady. A nature wrought, it is plain, of the finsugs, since it not only won but
returned the love of the blameless king. One follows her young yearbatsiti breath. We see
a delicate, high-strung, impulsive creature, a trifle mismatedaoldess, unimpulsive man. We
shudder to discover in her, before she discovers it for or in herself, thaiy laggwen herself to
Arthur, she yet has not given all; that there arises now anotherrgeéxatence hitherto
unknown, unsuspecteda character groping, unstable, unable, a wandering wind, a mist of
darkness, a chaos, over which Arthur has no empire, of which he has nolvanspe, and of
which she—whether of Nature or of training who shall judgef?as long since discrowned
herself the Queen. Guenever is unbalanced, crude, primeval woman. She mostke at
passionately wooed and peremptorily ruled; and in wooing or in rulimg thest be no
despondencies or declines. There are no soundings to be found in heresaphlotiing, as
long as the mariner cares to go on striking for them. At his pehirfehold his plummet lightly
or weary of the sweet toil taken in the measure of it. At hi§ ped at hers.

To Arthur love is a state, not a process; an atmosphere, not a stadgusance, not a
hope; a fact, not an ideal. He is serene, reflective, a statesrharQugEen is intense, ill-
educated, idle. Undreamed of by the one, unsuspected by the other, theyparb
Ungoverned, how shall Guenever govern herself? Misinterpreted, valedhdfar upon the
sunlit moor, a speck against the pure horizon, Launcelotridésnt, subtle, swift, as Fate rides
ever....

Poor Guenever! After all, poor Guenever! Song and story, life and aieaslo cruel to
awoman. To Launcelot, repentant, is given in later life the best lfinupon earth for a
penitent man-a spotless son. To Launcelot is reserved the aureola of thabiatsrhood
from which spang the finder of the Holy Grael, “pure in thought and word and deed.” To
Guenever is given the convent and solitary expiation. To Guenever disgiifesegrel despair.
Prone upon the convent floor, our fancy leaves her, kissing Arthur’s kingly and forgiving, but
departing feet, half dead for joy because he bids her hope that in @meotld—in which she
has not sinned-those spotless feet may yet return to her, her true and stronger soulaeturn
him; but neither in this world-never in this. Poor soul' Erring, weak, unclean; but for that, and
that, and that, poor soul! poor soul! | can never bear to leave hemuhen the convent floor. |
rebel against the story. | am sure the half of it was never told us. lbmtist Arthur went
back some autumn day and brought her gravely honmaudtbe that penitence and patience and
acquired purity shall some time win the respect and confidence of méeyagteive the
respect and confidence of God. It must be that at some distant but approactsomdtyngof
the tenderness of divine stainlessness shall creep into the in$tmrhan imperfectness and a
repentant sinner become to human estimates an object sorrowfllingppat appealing,
sacred, and sweet.

Who can capture the where, the how, the wherefore of a train of fancy feause |
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thought of Guenever that | heard the story? Or because | heard thihatorghought of
Guenever? My washwoman told it, coming in that bitter day at twiigttsitting by the open
fire, as | had bidden her, for rest and warmth. What stshéénow of the Bulfinch and Ellis
and Tennyson and Dunlop, that had fallen from my lap upon the cridket tget, that she
should sit, with hands across her draggled knees, and tell me sugy?a Gtowere Bulfinch and
the rest untouched upon the library shelves till after she had told it?h&Yllee legend drew me
to the fact, or the fact impelled me to the legend? Indeed, wiwdshknow? It is enough that

| heard the story. She told it in her way. |, for lack of her fine, dajistec manner, must tell it
in my own.

Queen Guenever had the toothache. Few people can look pretty with theheotfihe
cheeks of royalty itself will swell, and princely eyelids redden, andrdqudéips assume contours
as unaesthetic as the kitchmaids’, beneath affliction so plebeian. But Guenever looked pretty.

She abandoned herself to misery, to begin with, in such a reyabfa And, by the way,
we may notice that in nothing does blood tell more sharply than eniherance of suffering.
There is a vague monotony in the processes of wearing pleasure. Happy peogie @wech
alike. In the great republic of joy we find tremendous and humiliagimgld. When we lift our
heads to bear thgeat crown of pain all the “points” of the soul begin to make themselves
manifest at once.

Guenever yielded herself to this vulgar agony with a beautifuégiroShe had protested,
indeed, all winter, for that tooth had ached all winter; had never eleehdr husband of it till
yesterday. She had flung herself upon the little crocheted crigkbelsitting-room fire, with
her slender, tightly-sleeved arm upon the chintz-covered rocking-chaineaedect, firm head
upon her arm. Into the palm of the other hand the offending cheek teat,ird into its nest;
with a tender, caressing, nestling movement, as if that tiny hand of ée¥she only object in
the world to which Guenever did not scorn to say how sorry she was foif.h@itse color of
her cheeks was high but fine. Her ey&Suenever, as we all know, had brown eyes, more soft
than dark—were as dry as they were iridescent. Other women might cry for the todtha@the
the curves of the exhausted attitude she had chosen, had in them thaibgwlefiance of a
hard surrender to a power stronger than herself, with which certain wosgetrevery alien
influence, from a needle-prick to a heartbreak. She wore a whage apd a white ribbon
against a dress of a soft dark brown color; and the chintz of the happy cha,stiffasd
elbows held her beautiful outline, was of black and gold, with birds of isaradthe pattern.
There was a stove, with little sliding doors, in Guenever’s sitting-room. Arthur thought it did not
use so very much more wood to open the doors, and was far healthietly $ecliked to see
Guenever in the bird-of-paradise chair, with the moody firelight upon heheblaad never said
So-it was not Arthur’s “way.” Launcelot, now, for instance, had said something to that effect
several times.

Launcelot, as all scholars of romantic fiction know, was the yourglayer to whom
Arthur and Guenever had rented the spare room when the hard times eamgaud-natured,
merry, inoffensive lodger as one could ask for, and quite an addition, nolweamdbefore the
little sliding doors of the open stove, of a sober evening, when she and Aditeudwil, as
Guenever had said. To tell the truth, Arthur was often dull of late, witiabeing out of work
so much and the foot he lamed with a rusty nail. King Arthur, it is useapgto add, was a
master carpenter.

King Arthur came limping in that evening, and found the beautiful, protesiglding
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figure in the black and golden chair. The Queen did not turn as heica®ae gets so used to
one’s husband! And the heavy, uneven step he left upon the floor jarred upon her aching nerves.
Launcelot, when he had come, about an hour since, to inquire how shieagtdounded down
the stairs as merrily as a school-boy, as lightly as a hare, and turned htb/Keigt a-tip-toe as
he crossed the room to say how sorry he felt for her; to stamtkedeer in the moody light, to
gaze intently down upon her, then to ask why Arthur was not yet at homender were she
lonely; to say he liked the ribbon at her throat; to say he likechdréd things; to say it quite
unmanned him when he saw her suffer; to start as if he would say ni@ne &md turn as if he
would have touched her, and fly as if he dared not, and out into thedmgtewindy, mad
March night. For the wind blew that night! To the last night oflife Queen Guenever will not
forget the way it blew!

“Take some Drops,” said Arthur. What a calm, prosaic, tiresome manner Arthur had of
putting things! Some Drops, indeed! There was nothing Guenever wanted toheksared,
in fact, tobetaken; to be caught and gathered to her husband’s safe, broad breast; to be held
against his faithful heart; to be fondled and crooned over and cuddled. Sdehawe her
aching head imprisoned in his healthy hands. And if he should thkigstthe agonizing cheek,
asshewould kiss a woman’s cheek if she loved her and she had the toothache? But Arthur never
thought! Men were so dull at things. Only women knew how to take care ahotiger. Only
women knew the infinite fine languages of love. A man was tender vehdrotight of it, in a
blunt, broad way.

There might be men. One judged somewhat from voices; and a tenderkaiagen
forgive her! Though he spoke with the tongues of all angels, and the ofadlispheres, and
the tenderness of all loves, what was any man’s mortal voice to her—a queen, the wife of Arthur,
blameless king of men?

The wife of Arthur started from the old chair whereon the birds of paradiseedean the
uneven firelight to be fluttering to and fro. The fine color on herlchbad deepened painfully,
and she lifted her crowned head with a haughty motion towards her husband’s face.

“I’m sure I’d try the Drops,” repeated Arthur.

“I’ll have it out!” snapped Guenever. “I don’t believe a word of its being neuralgia. I’ll
have them all out, despite him!”*

Guenever referred to the court dentist.

“T’ll have them out and make a fright of myself once for all, and go mumbling round. 1
doubt if anybody would find it made any difference to anybody how anybody looked.”

It cannot be denied that there was a certain remote vaguenessemifuik. King
Arthur, who was of a metaphysical temperament, sighed. He was sorry faredba-3o sorry
that he went and set the supper-table, to save her from the draughiskdtheven in the royal
pantry that mad March night. He loved the Quesn much that he would have been a happy
man to sit in the bird-of-paradise rockingair and kiss that flushing, aching, sweet cheek of
hers till supper-time tomorrow, if that would help her. But he supposed, lfashthe toothache,
she wouldn’t want to be touched. He knew he shouldn’t. So, not knowing what else to do, he
just limped royally about and got the supper, like a dear old dull kihg ass.

1 Guenever’s dentist has diagnosed trigeminal neuralgia, a syndrome of paroxysmal
excruciating, unilateral facial pain, which was and still is incoreptetnderstood. The
prescription of “drops” was either for a mineral-salt based homeopathic remedy or for a
painkiller with the same opiate base as the laudanum Launcelot hangs
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If Queen Guenever appreciated this little kingly attention, who can sag¥i€&ded
herself with a heavy sigh once more to the arms of the chintz reckang and ached in silence.
Her face throbbed in time to the pulses of the wind. What a wind it ivasemed to come
from immense and awful distances, gathering slow forces asljtifut fleeing with a
compressed, rebellious roar, like quick blood chained within the tissues ghtyraitery,
beating to and fro as it rushed to fill the heart of the black anddawight.

It throbbed so resoundingly against the palace windows thateps of Launcelot,
blending with it, did not strike the Queen’s ears till he stood beside her, in the safe, sweet
firelight. Arthur, setting the supper-table, had heard the knightly knockidddrbtheir friend
and lodger enter (as King Arthur bade him always) with radiant, guileless eyes

Sir Launcelot had a little bottle in his hand. € been to the druggist’s. There was a
druggist to the King just around the corner from the palace.

“It’s laudanum,” said Launcelot. “I got it for your tooth. I wish you’d try it. I couldn’t
bear to see you suffer.”

“I’m half afraid to have Guenever take laudanum,” said Arthur, coming up. “It takes
such a mite of anything to influence my wife. The doctor says irisdrm@es. | know he
wouldn’t give her laudanum when her arm was hurt. But it’s just as good in you, Sir Launcelot.”

Guenever thought it very good in him. She lifted her flushed and timgpldxe to tell
him so; but, in point of fact, she told him nothing. For something in Sir Launcelot’s eyes, the
wife of Arthur could not speak.

She motioned him to put the bottle on the shelf, and signified by a géghire peculiar
to hersel—a little motion of the shoulders, as tender as it was imperitws will that he should
leave her.

Now Launcelot, we see, was plainly sorry for Guenever. Was itatifigting tenderer
than sorrow that she had seen within his knightly eyes? Only Gueniharer know; for
Arthur, on his knees upon the crocheted cricket before the palace fire asasg@raham
bread.

Guenever, on her knees before the rocking-chair, sat very still. Her®asft byes,
wide open, almost touched the cool, smooth chintz where the birds of pavadistying on a
pall-black sky. It seemed to her strained vision, sitting so, thairdheflew from her as she
looked at them, and vanished; and that the black sky alone wasHhefeyé&s that watched the
golden birds departing were fair and still, like the eyes of children just awake. It was a child’s
mouth, as innocent and fair, that Guenever lifted just that minute suddexriytw, with a
quick, unqueenly, appealing smile.

“Kiss me, dear?” said Guenever, somewhat disconnectedly.

“Why, yes!” said Arthur.

He wasn’t able to follow the train of thought exactly. It was never clear to him why
Guenever should want to be kissed precisely inttuglle of a slice of toast. And the graham
bread was burned. But he kissed the Queen, and they had supper; and he ateshesbur
himself, and said nothing about it. That, too, was one of Arthur’s “ways.”

“Only,” said Guenever, as the King contentedly finished the last black crust, “I wish the
wind would stop.”

“What’s the trouble with the wind?” asked Arthur. “I thought it was well enough.”

“It must be well enough,” said the Queen, and she shook her little white fist at the
window. “It shallbe well enough!”

For the pulse of the wind ran wildly against the palace as Guenasgespeaking, and
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throbbed and bounded and beat, as if the heart of the mad March nigdhtoneak.

All this was long, long, long ago. How long Guenever can never tell. Dag&swe
months—few or many, swift or slow-of that she cannot answer. Passion takes no count of
time; peril marks not hours or minutes; wrong makes its own calemdhmisery has solar
systems peculiar to itself. It seemed to her years, it seenmed bours, according to her tossed,
tormented mood.

It is in the nature of all passionate and uncontrolled emotion to preyamgoneaken the
forces of reflective power, as much as it is in the nature of comtreffetion to strengthen
them. Guenever found in herself a marked instance of this law.nmedgde her sometimes that
she knew as little of her own story as she did of that of any erring soul at the world’s width from
her. It seemed to her that her very memory had yielded invihg bf it, like the memory of a
person in whose brain insidious disease had begun to fasten itselfbtl®casid so sure had
been the disease which gnawed at the Queen’s heart that she discovered with a helpless terror—
not unlike that one might feel in whom a cancerous process haddmgeand undetected
working—that her whole nature was lowering its tone in sympathy with her $peminess.
She seemed suddenly to have become, or to feel herself to haveehecpoisoned thing.

We may wonder, does not the sense of -gudt the sensitiveness to, but denseof
guilt—come often as a sharp and sudden experience? Queen Guenever, at leastddlbst
it. Distinctly, as if it and she were alone in the universe, she caadkl tine awful moment when
it came to her. Vivid as a blood-red rocket shot against her stormy skgndhsent whirred and
glared before her.

It was a fierce and windy night, like that in which she had the aobth when she and
the King had eaten such a happy supper of burnt toastdfewas burnt, too, although she
wouldn’t have said so for the world, since the King had got so tired and warm about it). How
happy they had been that night! Sir Launcelot did not come afjamsupper, dimly feeling,
despite the laudanum, that the Queen had dismissed him for the evenirgnd$éhur had the
evening to themselves. It was the first evening they had been atpibdr for a long time.
Arthur sat in the chintz rocking-chair. He held her in his lap. He coedfdwr poor cheek with
his huge, warm hand. His shining, kingly eyes looked down on her like star$ieaven. He
said:

“If it wasn’t for your tooth, little woman, how happy we would be.”

And Guenever had laughed and said: “What’s a toothache? I’'m content, if you are.”

And then they laughed together, and the golden birds upon the old chaieheatide flit and
sing before her; and brighter and sweeter, as they watched her, glimmered Arthur’s guileless
eyes.

The stars were fallen now; the heavens were black; the birds ofgearexdi flown; the
wind was abroad mightily and cold; there was snow upon the ground; aaddshauncelot
were fleeing through it and weeping as they fled.

Guenever, at least, was weeping. All the confusion of the miseratde ahd processes
which had led her to this hour had cleared away, murky clouds from a lurid sky. Sudgenly, b
revelation awful as some that might shock a soul upon the day of deehknew that she was
no longer a bewildered or a pitiable, but an evil creature.

A gossip in the street, an old neighbor who used to borrow eggs bbBdespoken in her
hearing, as she and Launcelot passed swiftly through the dark, unesthgtithe corner of the
Palace Court, and had said:
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“Guenever has fled with Launcelot. The Queen has left the King. All the world will
know it by tomorrow.”

These words fell upon the Queen’s ear distinctly. They tolled after her through the bitter
air. She fled a few steps, and stopped.

“Launcelot!” she cried, “what have we done? Why are we here? Let me go home! Oh!
what have I done?”

She threw out her arms with that tender, imperious gesture ef-hewse imperious than
tender now—which Launcelot knew so well.

Strange! Oh! strange and horrible! How came it to be thus with Hew came she to
be alone with Launcelot in the blinding nighthe Queen fled from the King? Guenever false to
Arthur?

Guenever, pausing in the cruel storm, looked backward at her footsteps ilirige fa
snow. Her look was fixed and frightened as a child’s. Her memory seemed to her like snow of
all that must have led her to this hour.

She knew not what had brought her hither, nor the way by which she cameia$Sh
creature awakened from a moral catalepsy. With the blessed inoptiteeProdigal, old as
Earth’s error, sweet as Heaven’s forgiveness, she turned and cried: “I repent! Irepent! I will go
home to my husband, before it is too late!”

“It is too late!” said a bitter voice beside her. “It is too late already for repentance,

Guenever.”

Was it Launcelot who spoke, or the deadly wind that shrieked in pdssidgGuenever
could never say. A sickening terror took possession of her. She feérlgdreart grow cold, as
she stood and watched her foot-prints, on which the snow was falling wifdstnd

It was a desolate spot in which she and Launcelot stood. They tiduk Iséfe, sweet
signs of holy human lives and loves behind them. They were quite alonaefand windy
moor stretched from them to a far forest, on which a horror of great dadewsgd to hang.
Behind them, in the deserted distance, gleamed the palace lights. Wagarthe Queen saw, or
fancied that she saw, the shadow of the King, moving sadly to and frostte drawn curtain,
from behind which the birds of paradise had fled forever.

From palace to wilderness her footsteps lay black in the falling snevehégazed, the
increasing storm drifted, and here and there they blurred and whitened @wvegraniost to
sight.

So she, too, would whiten over her erring way. Man was not more merbaesNature.

“I will retrace them all!” cried Guenever.

“You can never retrace the first of them,” said again bitterly beside her Launcelot or the
deathly wind. “Man is more merciless than Nature. There is no way back for you to the palace
steps. In all the kingdom there is no soul to bid you welcome, shouldare return. The
Queen can never come to her throne again.”

“I seek no throne!” wailed Guenever. “I ask for no crown! All I want is to go back and
to be clean. I’ll crawl on my knees to the palace, if [ may be clean.”

But again said sneeringly to her that voice, which was either of eltrar of the wind:

“Too late! too late! too late! You can never be clean! You can never be clean!”

“Launcelot,” said Guenever, rallying sharply and making, as it seemed, a mighty effort to
collect control over the emotion which was mastering-Hérauncelot, there is some mistake
about this. | never meant to do wrong. | never said | would leaveitige Khere is some
mistake. Perhaps I have been dreaming or have been ill. Let me go home at once to the King

',’
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“There is no mistake,” said once more the voice, which seemed neither of Launcelot nor
of the wind, but yet akin to both; “and you are not dreaming and you can never return to the
King. The thing that is done is done. Sorrow and longing are dead to help gony &nd
repentance are feeble friends. Neither man nor Nature can wash away a stain.”

“God is more merciful!” cried Guenever, in the tense, shrill voice of agony, stung beyond
endurance. It seemed to her that nature could bear no more. It sedraethat she had never
before this moment received so much as an intellectual perceptiangdittiness of guilt. Now
mind and heart, soul and body throbbed with the throes of it. She qljisbeestruggled, she
rebelled with the accumulated fervors and horrors of years of innocencd.sBernied to her as
if the soil of sin eat into her like caustic, before whose efféetsrtost compassionate or skillful
surgeon is powerless. She writhed with her recoil from it. She sh@nktfwith terror
proportioned to her sense of helplessness and stain.

“They who are only afflicted know nothing of misery!” moaned Guenever. “There iS n0O
misery but guilt!”

She flung herself down in the storm upon the snow.

“God loves!” cried Guenever. “Christ died! I will be clean!”

It seemed then suddenly to the kneeling woman that He whose tabtoad were
broken for tempted souls appeared to seek her out across the desolatedhmaddanivhose
stainless lips were first to touch the cup of the Holy Grael wHigioar souls should after Him
go seeking up and down upon the earth, stood in the pure white snow, and, smiling, spoke to h

“Though your sin3 he said, “are scarlet, they shall be white.

He pointed, as he spoke, across the distance; past the safe, smesbhmen and
women, toward the palace gates. It seemed to Guenever that he spokedgaid:an

“Return!”

“Through those black footsteps?” sobbed the Queen, more sad than glad, more frightened
than the rest.

But when she looked again, behold! each black and bitter trace was goneh &cnoss
them all, fair, pure, still, reposed the stainless snow. She could notdimd though she would.
They were blotted out by Nature, as they were forgiven of God. Alas! Ifatagh were but half
as compassionate or kind. If Arthur

She groveled on the ground where the sacred feet, which now had vanishéérfrom
stood. Wretched woman that she Wagho should deliver her from this bondage to her life’s
great, human, holy love? If Arthur would but open the door for her in the $sande, where
the palace windows shone; if he would take a single step towavthieee she kneeled within
the wilderness; if he would but loiter toward her where that Other hadwititysand speak one
word of quiet to her where He had sung her songs of joy! But the palace dooutvagish
King took no step toward the wilderness. The King was mute as death and coldvas Wwikite
soul. On Arthur’s throne was never more a place for Guenever.

Guenever, within the desert, stretched her arms out blindly acrosstieel bbotprints to
the palace lights.

Oh! Arthur. Oh! Arthur, ArthurArthur....

“Why, Pussy!” said Arthur. “What’s the matter?”

However unqueenly, Pussy was one of the royal pet names.

“My little woman! Guenever! My darling! Why do you call me so?”

Why did she call him indeed? Why call for anything? Why ask or nelea@? In his
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great arms he held her. To his true breast he folded her. Safe in hige kiveltered her. From
the Heaven the stars of his eyes looked down on her. As those may loolaldhomiieaven
whose anguished soul had thought to wake in Hell, looked Guenever. ShisWwasored wife.
There was no Launcelot, no wilderness. The soul which the King hadedomith his royal
love was clean, was clean, was clean!

She hid her scarlet face upon his honest heart and seemed to muétdrirsgpatbout
“dreams.” It was all that she could say. There are dreams that are epdibds in

“But it wasn’t a dream, you see,” said Arthur. “We’ve had a scare over you, Guenever.
You took the laudanum, after all.”

“Launcelot’s laudanum! Indeed, no! Itook the Drops, as I told you, Arthur.”

“The bottles stood together on the shelf, and you made the blunder,” said Arthur,
anxiously. “We think you must have taken a tremendous dose. I’ve sent Launcelot for the
Doctor. And Nabby Jones, she was in to borrow eggs, and she sa@alitibhire would be
good for yol? She just went home to get it. But I’ve been frightened about you, Guenever,”
said Arthur. Arthur spoke in his own grave and repressed manner. But he wadeelfipa
lips, as the Queen crept, sobbing, up to touch them, trembled.

“Well, well,” he said, “we won’t talk about it now.” Guenever did not want to talk. She
wished Nabby Jones would stay away, with her camphire. She wished Lawwmdbbnever
come. Upon her husband’s heart she lay. Within her husband’s eyes the safe home fire-light
shown. Across the old chintz chair the birds of paradise were fluttetangifids gone wild with
joy.

Without, the wind had lulled, the storm had ceased, and throughethiees in the
windows had sifted tiny drifts of cool, clean snow.

And this, know all men henceforth by these presents, is the true storymév@u¢he
Queen.

2 Camphire is whitish translucent crystalline volatile substance, bhatpogemically to
the vegetable oils, and having a bitter aromatic taste and g stnaracteristic smell: it is used
in pharmacy as a numbing agent and had an early reputation as dmaxhsagc to counter
venereal disease.
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CHAPTER THREE

“I WENT, | SAW, | CONQUERED’: REWRITING THE CHURCH

A Woman’s Pulpit
Saint Caligula
The Reverend Malachi Matthew
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INTRODUCTION

If the nineteenth-century saw a good deal of tension surroundingsimgesecularization of
what had been a Puritan theocradgnsions between science and religion, industrialization and
community, capitalism and pietyElizabeth Stuart Phelps was not the least bit fraught about
what she believed. Ann Douglas suggests that increased industoalzatised an economic
shift that altered women’s place in society that saw them barred from enfranchisement, from
professions, including medicine, where they had long been importarntas/es, and
occupations where they had formerly worked, and increased seatitar saw similar
disestablishment among the clergy: “By the middle of the nineteenth century the northeastern
well-bred woman was ‘disestablished’ as surely as her clerical peers” (48). Douglas argues that
women relied on the qualities that disempowered them (piety saemi, timidity, and disdain
for competition), which led to consequences we feel today, such as theypa&toen with
glamour, melodrama, and consumption. However, many of them found power iaitheas
they envisioned a fair economic system, sexual equality and just sociati. Vislsquez notes
women’s pervasive moral influence as the predominant churchgoers: “converted women were
thus empowered as mediators between God and society in ways thatraant” (94). Rona
Privett points out that “for women religion had become, in a way, a source of power within
women’s private sphere” (8).

However, Phelps found empowerment in her faith that she brought tthiegthivate and public
spheres. In her memoir, she notes that growing up in a seminary tohendsighter of a
theologian only gave her ideologies a solid foundation: “I was taught that God is Love, and that
Christ His Son is our Saviour; that the important thing in life wagtthat kind of woman for
which there is really, I find, no better word than Christian” (55). Given her focus on being both
Christian and female, it comes as no surprise that her first renovatimetohe and dogma
comes in the first story in this chapter, “A Woman’s Pulpit,” a story that uses playfulness and
humor to underscore the seriousness of its subject. Further, just@mnskructs a female
protagonist who follows Antoinette Brown, ordained by the Congregational Cimui&3, into
the ministry, Phelps also envisioned other changes in the church. Thegescbaem grounded
in the Social Gospel movement, a movement of religious progressivasmosie up during the
Civil War and remained powerful well into the twentieth century. “According to the social
gospeJ’ notes Susan Curtis, “every Christian had a dual obligation: to himself and to sacidsy
a result, the Social Gospel provided the foundation for social and dattioems designed to
eliminate poverty, disease, filth, and immorality” (2). One of the early leaders of this movement,
Reverend Edwards Park, taught at Andover Seminary with Phelps’s father and taught her Bible
lessons. She writes that during those Tuesday evenings, “we were taught Professor Park’s
theology” (Chapters67). Social Gospel theology rose up out of the need to affirm the goodness
and purpose of life in the face of the tragedy of war. Phelps recdghizeneed. However,
while much of her writing was meant to enact Social Gospel reform (dwign driving the
movement was “What would Jesus do?”), she also saw that the doctrines and dogma of the
church did little that was truly Christian. Like the language @fahlpit, her rhetoric, imbued
with warmth and humor, is designed to persuade and reform, and sheftdtera sharp critique
of the pulpit itself. In the following stories about Jerusha Bangs, ReveraladiMatthew,

and the young theologian who narrates “Saint Caligula,” Phelps asks pointed questions about
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traditional and dogmatic concepts, about how we judge others, andvwdiaiut means to be
Christian.

THE STORIES

“A Woman’s Pulpit” first appeared in the Atlantic Monthly26 (July 1870): 11-22, and was
reprinted inSealed Order¢Boston: Houghton, Osgood and Company, 1879: 177-200).

“Saint Caligula” appeared in The Independer Dec. 1878: 3-5, and Phelps later included it in
Sealed Order¢Boston: Houghton, Osgood and Company, 1879).

“The Reverend Malachi Matthew” was published in The Independer80 Nov. 1882: 26-8; it was
anthologized irfFourteen to OnéBoston: Houghton, Mifflin and Co., 1896).
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A WOMAN’SPULPIT

| fell to regretting to-day, for the first time in my life, thatrhan old maid; for this
reason: | have a very serious, long, religious story to tell, &mdlamatrimonial quarrel would
have been such a vivacious, succinct, and secular means of introducing it

But when I said, one day last winter, “I want some change,” it was only Madchen who
suggested, “Wait for specie payment.”*

And when I said, for I felt sentimental, and it was Sunday too, “I will offer myself as a
missionary in Boston,” I received no more discouraging reply than, “I think I see you! You’d
walk in and ask if anything could be done for their souls to-day@ ifAhey said No, you’d turn
around and come out!”

And when [ urged, “The country heathen requires less courage; I will offer myself in
New Vealshire,” I was met by no louder lion than the insinuation, “Perhaps I meant to turn
Universalist, then?”?

“Maidchen!” said I, “you know better!”

“Yes,” said Méadchen.

“And you know I could preach as well as anybody!”

“Yes,” said Madchen.

“Well!” said 1.

“Well!” said Madchen.

So that was all that was said about it. For Madchen is a wanthminds her own
business.

It should be borne in mind, that I am a woman “myself, Mr. Copperfull,” and that the
following correspondence, now for the first time given to the public, wasdiagly finished
and filed, before Madchen ever saw or thought ®f it.

This statement is not at all to the point of my purpose, further tiaait imay have, as |
suppose, some near or remote bearings, movable on springs to demand, upon the business
abilities—by which, as nearly as I can make out, is meant the power of holding one’s tongue—of
the coming woman, and that | am under stress of oath never to allow@tuofiy to escape
me, of strewing my garments in the way of her distant, royal feet.

“To be sparing,” as has been said, “of prefatory, that is to say, of condemnatory
remarking,” I append at once an accurate vellum copy of the valuable corresperaenc
question.

1 Specie payment is payment in hard cash; the term gained currenayttieriPanic of
1819, America’s first major financial crisis, when banks could no longer give specie payment.

2 Madchen refers to the growing Universalist church, which affirms thheifullness of
time all souls will be released from the penalties of sin andressto God. It grew out of
Calvinism in both England and America, and was the centre of a growitrgwensy in
Phelps’s lifetime in New England. Universalism was clearly at odds wiéhQalvinist doctrine
of predestination held by the orthodox Congregational church. From véryedhe
Universalist church allowed women to preach.

3 In David Copperfield1850) by Chdes Dickens (1812-1870), Mrs. Crupp refers to the
title character as Mr. Copperfull.



A Woman’s Pulpit

HERCULES February 28, 18-

SECRETARY OF THENEW VEALSHIRE HOME MISSIONARY SOCIETY.

REVEREND AND DEAR SIR:—I am desirous of occupying one of your vacant posts of
ministerial service: place and time entirely at your disposain het a college graduate, nor
have | yet applied for license to preach. | am, however, | believepsisegsor of a fair
education, and of some slight experience in usefulness of a kind akat teftich | seek under
your auspices, as well as of an interest in the neglected portiorswoERgland, whicloughtto
warrant me success in an attempt to serve their religious welfare

For confirmation of these statements | will refer you, if you likghe Rev. Dr. Dagon of
Dagonsville, and to Professor Tacitus of Sparta.

An answer at your earliest convenience, informing me if you are dispmsedept my
services, and giving me details of terms and times, will oblige,

Yours respectfully,
J.W.BANGS.

HAaRMONY, N. V., March 5, 18-.
J.W.BANGS, ESqQ.

My DEAR SIR:—Your lack of collegiate education is an objection to your filling oh
our stations, but not an insurmountable one. 1 like your letter, andciimeahto think favorably
of the question of accepting your services. | should probably send you aredarathHills,
and in March. We pay six dollars a week and “found.” Will this be satisfactory? Let me hear
from you again.

Truly yours,
Z.Z.ZANGROW,
Sect. N.V.H.M.S.

P.S. | have been too busy as yet to pursue your recommendations, but have notdoubt tha
they are satisfactory.

HERCULES March 9, 18-.
REV. DR. ZANGROW.
DEAR SIR:—Yours of the 8 is at hand. Terms are satisfactory. | neglected to mention in
my last that | am a woman. Yours truly,
FERUSHAW. BANGS.

HaRMONY, N.V., March 9, 18.
JERUSHAW. BANGS.
DEAR MADAM :(—You have played me an admirable joke. Regret that | have no time to
return it.
Yours very sincerely,
Z.Z. ZANGROW, Sect.

HERCULES March 11",
DEAR SIR:—I was never more in earnest in my life.
Yours,
J.W. B\NGS.
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HARMONY, March 14",
DEAR MADAM :—I am sorry to hear it.
Yours,

Z.Z. ZANGROW.

HERCULES March15, 18—.
REV. DR. ZANGROW.

My DEAR SIR:—After begging your pardon for encroaching again upon your time and
patience, permit me to inquire if you are not conscious of some-shigéatwill call it by its
mildest possible cognomeninconsistency in your recent correspondence with me? By your
own showing, | am individually and concretely qualified for the businegaeastion; | am
generally and abstractly beyond its serious recognition. As an educated@m@hristian, |
am capable, by the word that goeth forth out of my mouth, of savingedlshire Mountain
soul. As an educated American Christian woman, | am remanded piatizeand the crochet-
needle to the Hercules parlor soul.

You will—or you would, if it fell to your lot-send me under the feminine truce flag of
“teacher” into Virginia to speak on Sabbath mornings to a promiscuous audience of a thousand
negroes: you forbid me to manage a score of WMib@nataineers. Mr. Spurgeon’s famous lady
parishioner may preach to a “Sabbath-school class” of seven hundred men: you would deny her
the scanty hearing of your mission puldits.

My dear sir, to crack a hard argument, you have, in the words of Sir Williahogical,
“mistaken the associations of thought for the connections of existence.”® If you will appoint me
a brief meeting at your own convenience in your own office in Harmony|lIrgitaonly be very
much in debt to your courtesy, but | shall convince you that you oughtdarsmto New
Vealshire.

Meantime | am

Sincerely yours,
J.W. B\NGS.

HARMONY, March 18, 18-.

MY DEAR MISSBANGS:—You are probably aware that, while it is not uncommon in the
Universalist pulpit to find the female preacher, she is a specimamwity quite foreign to
Orthodox ecclesiastical society.

I will confess to you, however (since you are determined to have youwayy), that |
have expressed in our hurried correspondence rather a denominational and pabiéssicaan
individual opinion.

I can give you fifteen minutes on Tuesday next at twelve o’clock in my office, No. 41
Columbia Street.

It will at least give me pleasure to make your personal acquaintahether | am able or
not to gratify your enthusiastic and somewhat eccentric request.

4 Charles Haddon Spurgeon (1834-1892) was a charismatic English Baptist mihister w
encouraged women to evangelize.
5 Sir William the logical is Sir William Hamilton (1788-1865), a Scotfigtiosopher.
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| am, my dear madam,
Cordially yours,
Z .Z. ZANGROW, Sect.

| went, | saw, | conquered. | stayed fifteen minutes, just. | talkelyévwof them. The
secretary sat and drummed meditatively upon the table for the otber tHe was a thin man in
a white cravat. Two or three other thin men in white cravats caagel was about to leave.
The secretary whispered to them; they whispered to the secretargnthélye secretary looked
at me. Somebody shook his head: somebody else shook his head. Theyselcoehming,
smiled. Drumming and smiling, he bowed me out, merely remarking that dstear from him
in the course of a few days.

In the course of a few days | heard from him. | have since acquvaglLia suspicion,
which did not dawn at the time upon my broadest imagination, thatdretesy sent me into
New Vealshire as a private, personal, metaphysical speculation upon tla@ woestion, and
that the New Vealshire Home Missionary Society would sooner havengetat heaven.

However that may be, | received from the secretary the following:

HARMONY, N. V., March 23, 18-.
DEAR MISSBANGS:—I propose to send you as soon as possible to the town of Storm,
New Vealshire, to occupy on trial, for a few weeks, a small chorghunministered to, nearly
extinct. You will be met at the station by a person of the name of Dobbthsphom | shall
make all necessary arrangements for your board and introduction.
When can you go?
Yours, etc.,
Z. Z. ZANGROW, Sect.

HERCULES March24,

18—.
My DEAR DR. ZANGROW.—I| can go to-morrow.
Yours, etc.,
J. W. BanGs.

A telegram from the secretary, however, generously allowed me three days “to pack.” If
| had been less kindly entreated at his hands, | should have thétgrto pack but my wounded
dignity. lalwaystravel in a bag. Did he expect me to preach out a Saratoga trunkful of
flounces? | explosively demanded of Madchen?

“He is a man,” said Médchen, soothingly, “and he has n’t behaved in the least like one.
Don’t be hard upon him.”

| relented so far as to pack a lace collar and an extra paper of fiailp@dchen
suggested my best bonnet. | am sorry to say that | locked her out obthe r

For the benefit of any of my sex who may feel induced to follow in mteos, | will
here remark that | packed one dress, Barnes on Matthew, Olshausemetiniisg else, a
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Tischendorff Testament, Médchen’s little English Bible, Jeremy Taylor (Selections), and my
rubber boots$. Also, that my bag was of the large, square species, which gapes from ear to ear.

“It is n’t here,” said Méadchen, patiently, as I locked the valise.

“Médchen,” said I, severely, “if you mean my Florentine, I am perfectly aware of it. I am
going to preach in black ties;always!”

“Storm!” said Méadchen, concisely. As that was precisely what [ was doing, to the best of
my abilities, | regarded Madchen confusedly, till | saw the Pathfindbeoknees, her elbows
on the Pathfinder, and her chin in her hahds.

“It is n’t here,” repeated Méadchen, “nor anything nearer to it than Whirlwind. That’s in
the eastern part of Connecticut.”

| think the essentially feminine fancy will before this have dwelt uperfact that the
secretary’s letter was not, to say the least of it, opulent in directions for reaching the village of
Storm. | do not think mine is an essentially feminine fancy. | amthig@ever had occurred to
me.

When it comes to Railway Guides, | am not, nor did | ever profess ttrdreg-gninded.
When | trace, never so patiently, the express to Kamtschatka, | aut tetthe Himalaya
Saturday-night accommodation. If | aim at a morning call in the Hiyaald am morally sure to
be landed on the southern peak of Patagonia. Méadchen, you understaddeaxiher card in
the Himalayas, if she had to make the mountains when she got there.

So, when Méadchen closed the Pathfinder with a snap of despair, | accedtat he
without the wildest dream of disputing it, simply remarking that perhaps tlteicimn would
know.

“Undoubtedly,” said Maddchen, with her scientific smile. “Tell him you are going to see
Mr. Dobbin of NewVealshire. He cannot fail to set you down at his back door.”

He did, or nearly. If I cannot travel on paper, I can on iron. Although in the Pathfinder’s
index | am bewildered, routedpn est inventys'a woman and an idiot,” I can master the patois
of brakemen and the hearts of conductors with unerring®ehsm sure I don’t know how I got
to Storm, and when I got there I was sure I did n’t know how I was to get back again; but the fact
remains that | got there. | repeat it with emphasis. | beg edlgeci call the masculine
attention to it. I desire the future historian of “Woman in the Sacred Desk,” as he playfully
skims the surface of antiquated opposition to this then long-ettablphase of civilization, to
make a note of it, that theveasa woman, and she at the disadvantage of a pioneer, who got
there.

Before proceeding to a minute account of my clerical histotyouls like to observe, for
the edification of the curious as well as for the instruction of tlitative, that | labored under

6 American theologian Albert Barnes (1798-1870) wrote a series of inteipnstaf
book of the Bible; hi?Notes on the New Testamaotd more than a million volumes by 1871.
Olshausen is German theologian Hermann Olshausen (1796-1839), whpegistized in New
Testament exegesis. The Tischendorff Testament came fronaGéiblical scholar Konstantin
von Tischendorf (1815-1874), who discovered the Sinaitic Codex in his seaecmBmuscript
of the New Testamentm dmpublished an edition of it in 1862. Médchen’s little English Bible:
is likely the King James authorized version of 1611. Jeremy Taylor (1613-1667) Wwagleh
clergyman; his selected works were published through the first pad oirteteenth-century.

" The Pathfinder was a series of atlases published by Collins.

8 non est inventusot to be found.
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the disadvantage of ministering to two separate and distinsheariwhich it was as impossible
to reconcile as hot coals and parched corn. These were the ParisindRtéad Parish Ideal. At
their first proximity to each other, my ideal parish hopped in the popper of my startled
imagination, and, as nearly as | can testify, continued in activemtdtithe popper was full.

Let us, then, in the first place, briefly consider (you will bear, | am suderuihe
circumstances, with my “porochial” style)

The Parish Ideal

It was “in the wilderness astray,” but it abounded in fresh meat and canned vegetables.

Its inhabitants were heathen, of a cultivated turn of mind. pfi@mdunities were infinite, its
demands delicately considerate; its temper was amiable, its exqeengantine. It numbered a
score or so of souls, women and children for the most part; with a feyltdidl old men, whose
white hairs would go down in sorrow to the grave, should they miskeiafternoon of life, the
protecting shade of my ministrations. | collected my flock in some rude émena barn
perhaps, or antiquated school-housbkalf exposed to the fury of the elements, wholly
picturesque and poetical. Among them, but not of them, at a littke pabbably, with a tallow
candle, | sat and talked, as the brooks run, as the clouds fly, as waves boedklysas
befitted a kind of New Vealshirenversazioneeloquently, as would Wesley, as would
Whitfield, as would Chalmers, Spurgeon, Beecher.

Royally, but modestly, | ruled their stormy hearts. (N.B. No pun intended.) Their rude
lives opened, paved with golden glories, to my magic touch. Heartd) wiaisculine wooing
would but have intrenched in their shells of ignorance and sin, bowed, cetdgaed chained to
their own well-being and the glory of Geebr their minister—by my woman’s fingers. I lived
among them as their idol, and diedbr | would die in their service-as their saint. Madchen
might stay at home and make calls. For me, | had found the arena wortiiypo$sibilities,
and solely created for my happiness.

| wish to say just here, that, according to the best information Wit command,
there was nothing particularly uncommon, certainly nothing particulbdyecteristic of my sex,
in this mentapas seuthrough with I tripped. | suspect that | was no more interested ialinys
and as much interested in my parishioners, as most young clergymen. sffed @mistry is a
very poor business investment, but an excellent intellectual one. Your@yastgr must take
care of his own horse, dress his daughter in her rich relations’ cast-off clothing, and never be
able to buy the new Encyclopaedia, as well at the end of twenty geaf two. But he bounds
from his recitation-room into a position of unquestioned and unquekt@aticial authority
and public importance, in two months. No other profession offers himdvasitage. To be
sure, no other profession enfolds the tremendous struggles and triumphs, serving amgjcrow
of the Christian minister-a struggle and service which no patent business motive can touch at
arm’s length; a triumph and crown which it is impossible to estimate by the tests of the bar, the

9 John Wesley (1703-1791) was an English evangelist who, with his brother Charles,
founded Methodism. George Whitefield (1714-1770) another English evangalisiedged
found Methodism. Thomas Chalmers (1780-1847) was a Scottish theologian andrraimdst
founder of the Free Church of Scotland. Lyman Beecher (1775-1863) was an American
Presbyterian minister and the father of clergyman Henry Ward Beacti@uthor Harriet
Beecher Stowe, who was Phelps’s mentor early in her career.
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bench, the lecture-room. But as it is perfectly well known that this ziveeyes never read on
Sundays, and that the introduction of any but “week-day holiness” into it would be the ruin of it,
| refrain from pursuing my subject in any of its finer, inner lights, sscyoa can bear, you
know, after church, very comfortably; and have only to bespeak your patemoy delay in
introducing you to

The Parish Real

I arrived there on Saturday night, at the end of the day, a ten miles’ stage-ride, and a final
patch of crooked railway, in a snow-storm. Somebody who lectures has kereaiescribed
the unique sensations of hunting in a railway station for a “committee” who never saw you, and
whom you never saw. He should tell you how I found Mr. Dobbin, for | am surenbtal
found myself landed in a snow-driftl suppose there was a platform under it, but | never got so
far—with three other women. The three women had on waterproofs; | reagvaterproof.
There were four men and a half, as nearly as | could judge, in sloucketbte seen in or
about the little crazy station. One man, one of the whole ones, veketd official of some
kind; the other two were lounging against the station walls, maksmittoon of my snow-drift;
the half-man was standing with his hands in his pockets.

“Was you lookin’ for anybody in partikkelar?” said one of the waterproofs, thoughtfully,
or curiously, as | stood dismally regarding the prospect.

“Thank you. Yes. Can you tell me if Mr. Do—"

“obbins,” said the half-man at this juncture, “Bangs?”

“Yes, sir.”

“New parson?”

“Yes, sir.”

“That’s the talk!” said Mr. Dobbins. “Step right round here, ma’am!”

“Right round here,” brought us up against an old buggy sleigh, and an old horse with
patient ears. “Hold on a spell,” said Mr. Dobbins, “I’ll put ye in.”

Now Mr. Dobbins was not, as | have intimated, a large man. Whetheréaegtaally a
dwarf, or whether he only got so far and stopped, | never satisfactedtydred. But at all
events, | could have “put” Mr. Dobbins into anything twice as comfortably as | could support the
reversal of the process; to say nothing of the fact that the ascenemfraisinot at most a
superhuman undertaking. However, not wishing to wound his feelings, | sedbtoitthe
situation, and Mr. Dobbins handed me in and tucked me up, with consumiheatégal
mention this circumstance, not because | was prepared for, or expectedanddeénin my
ministerial capacity, any peculiar deference to my sex, but becausedicative of the
treatment which, throughout my ministerial experience, | received.

“Comfortable?” asked Mr. Dobbins after a pause, as we turned our faces eastward,
towards a lonely landscape of billowy gray and white, and in the jaws of the storm; *“’cause
there’s four miles and three quarters of this. Tough for a lady.”

| assured him that | was quite comfortable and that if the weatherteweggh for a lady, |
was too.

“You don’t!” said Mr. Dobbins.

Another pause followed, after which Mr. Dobbins delivered himself of thenfmig:—

“Been at the trade long?”

“Of preaching? Not long.”
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“Did n’t expect it, you know” (confidentially). “Not such a young un. Never thought on
4

Not feeling called upon to make any reply to this, | made nowewarbraved in silence
the great gulps of mountain wind that well nigh swept the buggy sleigh over.

“Nor so good lookin’, neither,” said Mr. Dobbins, when we had ridden perhaps half a
mile.

This was discouraging. A vision of Madchen scientifically smilinghefRev. Dr. Z. Z.
Zangrow dubiously drumming, of the New Vealshire Home Missionary §aghetking its head,
drifted distinctly by me, in the wild white whirlpool over Mr. Dobbins’s hat.

Were my professional prospects to be gnawed at the roots by a dispeosati
Providence for which | was, it would be admitted by the most prejudiced, tia Iaast
accountable? Were the Universalist clergywomen never young and “good lookin’?”

| did not ask Mr. Dobbins the question, but his next burst of eloquence strucktathwa
thus:—

“Had ’em here in spots, ye see; Spiritooalist and sech. There’s them as thinks ’t ain’t
scriptooral in women folks to hev a hand in the business, noway. Then ag’in there’s them as
feels very like the chap whose wife took to beatin’ of him; ‘It amuses her, and it don’t hurt me.’
Howsomever, there’s them as jest as lieves go to meetin’ as not, when there’s nothin’ else goin’
on. Last one brought her baby, and hesbhnd he sat with his head ag’in the door, and held it.”

To these consoling observations Mr. Dobbins added, | believe, but two iotktezs
course of our four miles and three quarters’ drive; these were equally cheering:—

“S’pose you know you’re ticketed to Samphiry’s?”

| was obliged to admit that | had never so much as heard a rumerefistence of
Samphiry.

“Cousin of mine,” explained Mr. Dobbins, “on the mother’s side. Children got the
mumps down to her place. Six on’em.”

It will be readilyinferred that Mr. Dobbins dropped me in the drifts about Samphiry’s
front door in a subdued state of mind. Samphiry greeted me with a sad smile. Shétleas
yellow woman in a red calico apron. Six children, in various picturesquessibtje disease
which Mr. Dobbins had specified, hung about her.

“Law me, child!” said Samphiry, when she had got me in by the fire, taken my dripping
hat and cloak, and turned me full in the dying daylight and living firelight. “Why, I don’t believe
you’re two year older than Mary Ann!”

Mary Ann, an overgrown child of perhaps seventeen, in short dresses thufobehind,
sat with her mouth open, and looked at me during the expression of this enmpuragi
comparison.

| assumed my severest ministerial gravity and silence, but my hesasinkang.

| had salt pork and barley bread for supper, and went to bed in a room wheeestioedc
on my hair all night, where | wrapped it around my throat as a preventivehoheria. | was
prepared for hardship, however, and bore these little physical inconvenagely; but when
one of Mary Ann’s brothers, somewhere in the extremely small editions, cried aloud from
midnight to five A.M., and Samphiry apologized for the disturbance thienmerning on this
wise—“Hope you was n’t kept awake last night, I’'m sure. They generally cry for a night or two
before they get through with it. If you’d been a man-minister now, I don’t s’pose I should have
dared to undertake the keep of you, with mumps in the house; but it’s so different with a woman;
she’s got so much more fellow-feeling for babies; I thought you would n’t mind!”—I confess
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that my heart dropped “deeper than did ever plummet sound.”*® For about ten minutes | would
rather have been in Hercules making calls than in New Vealshirehprgahe Gospel.

| was aroused from this brief state of despair, however, by the rememlofang now
near-approaching professional duties; and after a hot breakfast (afr&adinol barley bread), |
retired to my icy room to prepaney mind appropriately for my morning’s discourse.

The storm had bent and broken since early dawn. The sun and the snow wimkigd bli
at each other. The great hills lifted haughty heads out of wrapsofeeand gold. Outlines in
black and gray of awful fissures and caverns gaped through the mass bfwekdt which they
held. Little shy, soft clouds fled over these, frightened, one thought; nowemd tiow of
ragged black teeth snapped them up; | could see them struggle and sink. A#htble wore
relentless, the beauty or the power of the sight, it were diffibolbsing. But I, preparing to
preach my first sermon, and feeling in myself (I hope) the stillnessnaaithess of the very
valley of humiliation, did not try to choose. | could only stand yatwimdow and softly say,
“Before the mountains were brought forth, THOU art.”!

| do not know whether Mary Ann heard me, but when she appeared at thatithisisy
“shaving-water,” and blushed scarlet, transfixed in the middle of the room, with her mouth open,
to beg pardon for the mistake, but “she’d got kinder used to it with the last minister, and never
thought till she opened the door and see my crinoline on the chair!” I continued, with a gentle
enthusiasm:-

“That is a grand sight, my dear, over there. It ought to make one very good, | think, to
live in the face of such hills as those.”

“I want to know!” said Mary Ann, coming and gaping over my shoulder. “Why, I get as
used to “em as [ do to washing-day!”

| had decided upon extempore preaching as best adapted to the needs ofimig prob
audience, and, with my icy hands in the warm “‘shaving-water” and my eyes on the icy hills, was
doing some rambling thinking about the Lord’s messages and messengers,—a subject which the
color and dazzle of the morning had touched highly to my fancy; but wiogdémrough my
slicing of introduction, firstly, secondly, a, b, ¢, d, and conclusion, if the ruraitent in which
we should worship possessed a dinner-bell, or a gong, or anything of that sort;outhiche
used as summons to assemble, and if it were not quite time to ésautid, when Mary Ann
introduced herself upon the scene again, to signify that Mr. Dobbins awajtpttasure down-
stairs. Somewhat confused by this sudden announcement, | seized mynBibig hat, and
presented myself promptly but palpitating.

“Morning,” said Mr. Dobbins, with a pleasant smile. “Rested yet?”

| thanked him, and was quite rested.

“You don’t!” said Mr. Dobbins. “Wal, you see I come over to say that meetin’ ’s gin up
for to-day.”

“Given up!”

“Wal, yes. Ye see there’s such a heft of snow, and no paths broke, and seein’ it was a gal
as was goin’ to preach, me and the other deacon we thought she’d get her feet wet, or suthin’,
and so we ’greed we would n’t ring the bell! Thought ye’d be glad to be let off, after travelin’ all
day yesterday, too!”

| looked at Mr. Dobbins. Mr. Dobbins looked at me. There was a pause.

10 FromThe TempegB8.3.25) by William Shakespeare (1564-1616)
11 psalms 90.2.
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“Will your paths be broken out by night?” I asked, with a terrible effort at self-control.

“Wal, yes. In spots; yes; middlin” well.”

“Will my audience be afraid of wetting their feet, after the paths are broken?”

“Bless you, no!” said Mr. Dobbins, staring, “they’re used to ’t.”

“Then you will please to appoint an evening service, and ring your bell at half past six
precisely. |shall be there, and shall preach, if there is no one Béxton to hear me. And
next Sabbath you will oblige me by proceeding with the regular servibasever the weather,
without the least anziy for my feet.”

“If you was n’t a minister, [ should say you was spunky,” said Mr. Dobbins, thoughtfully.
He regarded me for some moments with disturbed interest, blindly suspltads®mebody was
offended, but whether pastor or parishioner he could not make out. Hellvaslsitided, when
he took to his hat, and I to my “own sweet thoughts.”

This incident vitally affected my programme for the day. It was hangybut it was
stimulative. There was the inspiration of the rack about it. aRmusof the stake was upon
mel? | could die, but | would not surrender. | would gain the respect of my pamsgjon
whether—well, yes—whether | gained their souls or not; | am not ashamed to say it noly, part
because of the true, single gnawing hurfgensefulness for usefulness’ sake, and for higher
than usefulness’ sake, which came to me afterwards, and which, you remember, is all left out for
the Sunday magazines, partly because the acquisition of my people’s respect was a necessary
antecedent to that of their salvation.

So by help of a fire which | cajoled from Samphiry, and the sgawister which was
warmer than the fire, | contrived to employ the remainder of the Saiobatitting my first
sermon upon paper.

The bell rang, as | had directed, at half past six. It did not occur to heetahe that it
sounded less like a dinner-gong than a church-bell of average size and bé#fyedtand my
sermon were both quite ready for it, and | tramped off bravely (in my rubbes) badh Mary
Ann as my guide, through the drifted and drifting paths. Once more, for the bemayitsei, |
may be permitted to mention that | wore a very plain street suitokfsio crimps a white
collar of linen, and a black tie; and that | retained my outside garreeloose sack-in the
pulpit.t3

“Here we are,” said Mary Ann, as I floundered up half blinded from the depths of a three-
feet drift. Here we were indeed. If Mary Ann had not been with meuldthave sat down in
the drift, and—no, | do not think | should have cried, but | should have gasped a \ithy.
should have been horribly unprepared for the sight of a commodious winitdactvith a
steeple, and a belfry and stone steps, and people going up the stepatastHall and the
stove-pipe hat, the reader who had ever tried to patronize an Amerdeastisss, or give orders
to an American servant, or asked an American mechanic ieseaseewspaper, must explain.
The citizens of Storm might be heathen, but they were Yankees; whatould be said?
Sentence a Yankee into the Desert of Sahara for life, and out of the “sandwiches there” he would
contrive means to live like “other folks.”

12 |n this case, thanimusis the spirit or temper of the thing, rather than the soul of
person.

13 There were no crimps, or curls, in her hair. “Sack” is the term used in the period for a
cloak-like outer garment, usually with a hood.
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However, | did not sit down in the drift, but went on, with meetiogse and worshipers
all in an unnatural light like stereoscopic figures, and sandowhe pulpit; a course of conduct
which had at least one advantagé saved me a cold.

Mr. Dobbins, it should be noted, met me at the church door, and conducted me, with
much respect, up the pulpit stairs. When he left me, | removed my hiatr@mthed my
beating heart behind a hymn-book.

It will be understood that, while | was not unpracticed in Sabbath-stdailing,
mission prayeimmeeting exhortation, “remarks” at sewing-schools, and other like avenues of
religious influence, of the kind considered suitable for my sex, | had negaged in anything
which could be denominated public speech; and that, when the cleaottaedgell hushed
suddenly, and the pause on the faces of my audietiee may have been forty of them
warned me that my hour had come, | was in no wise more ready ta thegtany Miss A, B,
or C, who would be content to employ life in making sofa-pillows, but would ibe sgfe from
putting it to theoutré purpose of making sermons.

So | got through my introductory exercises with a grim desperaind made haste to
my sermon. Once with the manuscript in my hands, | drew breath. Onog fasked my
audience fairly in the eye, | was prepared to conquer or be conquetediiniie should be no
half-way work between us. So | held up my head and did my best.

The criticism of that sermon would be, I suspect, a choice morning’s work for any
professor of homiletics in the country. Its divisions were numeaiadsstartling; its introduction
occurred just where | thought it would sound best, and its conclusion wasealdjo the clock. |
reasoned of righteousness and judgment to come, in learned phrase.gyrhedlimetaphysics,
exegesis and zodlogy, poetry and botany, were impressed liberalitg ipgmes. | quoted Sir
William Hamilton, Strauss, Aristotle, in liberal allowantel toyed with the names of
Schleiermacher and Copernicidsl played battledoor and shuttlecock with “views” of Hegel
and Hobbed® As nearly as | can recollect, that sermon was a hash of literatfive syllables,
with a seasoning of astronomy and Adam.

| had the satisfaction of knowing, when | read as modestly, reverantlyas much like
an unanointed church-member as | knew how, a biblical benediction, andvesagi@n on the
pulpit cushions, that if | had not preached the Gospel, | had at least subdakdrtiiegoing
population of Storm.

Certain rough-looking fellows, upon whom | had had my eye since theyinamtnere
were several of them, grimy and glum, with keen eyes; men who read Tom yairwould

14 Hamilton (1788-1856) was a Scottish philosopher and civil historian who waly wide
influential in the period. David Friedrich Strauss (1808-1874) was a Germangiagolaote a
controversial but influential life of Christ, translated by Georgetkil 1846. Greek philosopher
Aristotle (384-322 BC), like Hamilton and Strauss, wrote metaphysical pphass that are
likely the basis of Jerusha’s sermon.

15 Friedrich Ernst Schleiermacher (1768-18334) was a German theologian and
philosopher; Nicolas Copernicus (1473-1543) was the Polish astronomer who fourdéd mo
astronomy.

16 Battledoor and shuttlecock are the playing components for badminton, cebgdhe
racquet and bird. Georg Wilhelm Hegel (1770-1831) was the last of the Germast ideal
philosophers; Thomas Hobbes (1588-1679) was an English political philosopher.
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say, and had come in “to see the fun,”—while | must admit that they neither wept nor prayed,
left the house in a respectful, stupid way that was encouraging.

“You gin it to us!” said Mr. Dobbins, enthusiastically. “Folks is all upsot about ye. That
there was an eloquent discourse, marm. Why, they don’t see but ye know jest as much as if ye
was n’t a woman!”

And when | touchd Mary Ann upon the shoulder to bring her home, | found her sitting
motionless, not quite strangled stiff. She had made such a cavern of herdnounth my
impassioned peroration, that an irreligious boy somewhere within goodaal snapped an
India-rubber ball into it, which had unfortunately stuck.

Before night, I had reason to feel assured from many sources that I had “made a hit” in
my corner of New Vealshire. But before night | had locked myselfti@aool and dark, and
said, as was said of the Charge of the Six Hundred: “It is magnificent; but it is not war!”*8

But this is where the Sunday part of my story comes in again, saf ihisconsequence
to us. Suffice it to say that | immediately appointed a litteypr-meeting, very much after the
manner of the ideal service, for the following Wednesday night, in the sbbosé, with a little
table, and a tallow candle, too. The night was clear, and the ro&edpathe men who read
Tom Paine were there. There were some old people present who livddvaliking distance of
the church. There were a few young mothers with very quiet childrerccéeded in partially
ventilating the room, and chanced on a couple of familiar hymmeeetled only a quiet voice to
fill and command the quiet place. | felt very much like a womaneaunough like a lady, a
little, I hope, like a Christian too. Like the old Greek sages, I “was not in haste to speak; I said
only that which I had resolved to say.” The people listened to me, and prayed as if they felt the
better for it. My meeting was full of success and my heart of hope.

Arrived at this point in my narrative, | feel myself in strong pgithy with the famous
historian of Old Mother Morey. For, when “my story’s just begun,” why, “now my story’s
done.”*®

“Ce n’est pas la victoire, mais le combat,” which is as suitable for autobiographical
material, as to “make the happiness of noble hearts.”

From the time of that little Wednesday-evening meeting my lifetanm was a triumph
and a joy, in all the better meanings that triumph and joy can holdpelglyle respected me first
and loved me afterwards. | taught them a little, and they taught metaga¢al brightened a
few weeks of their dulled, drowsy, dejected life: they will gild yeansioie.

| desire especially to record that all sense of personal embarragsmdantongruity to
the work rapidly left me. My people at once never rememberedearat forgot that | was a

17 Tom Paine was the philosopher of the American Revolution, Thomas(Ra8#
1809) was born in England.

18 During the Crimean War (1854-1856), confused orders led to six hundred cavalry
charging a Russian artillery where over three-quarters of them died. Tenoypsoarized the
event in “The Charge of the Light Brigade” (1854). French general Pierre Bosquet said, “It is
magnificent, but it is nowar” in response to the event.

19 This is from “Old Mother Morey,” a nursery rhyme that Jerusha quotes almost in its
entirety.
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woman. The rudest of the readers of the “Age of Reason” tipped his hat to me, and read “Ecce
Homo” to gratify me, and after that, the Gospel of John to gratify hint8elf.

Every Sabbath morning | read a plain-spoken but carefully writterosemrhich cost
me perhaps three days of brain-labor. Every Sabbath afternoon | talkedaofdthisat,
according to the weather and the audience. Every Wednesday sagl kthe school-house,
behind the little table and the tallow candle, with the old peapdtethe young mothers, and the
hush, and the familiar hymns, and lines of hungry faces down befoletadde my heart ache
at one look and bound at the next. It used to seem to me that themeunaid rather starved
than fed them. They were pinched, compressed, shut-down, shut-in facteeirAbssibilities
and developments of evil were those of the dwarf, not of the giant. \iidreylike the poor little
Chinese monsters, molded from birth in pitchers and vases; all theesrand contortions of
life they filled, stupidly. Whether it was because, as Mary Ann said, they “got as used to the
mountains as they did to washidgy,” and the process of blunting to one grandeur dulled them
to all others, | can only conjecture; but of this my New Vealshire experieonvinced me: the
temptations to evil of the city of Paris will bear no comparison teettod the grandest solitude
that God ever made. It is in repression, not in extension, that ther dditigease lies to an
immortal life. No risks equal those of ignorance. Daniel Websteranayay not escape the
moral shipwrecks of life, but what chance has an idiot besidehim?

“It’s enough to make a man wish he’d been born a horse in a treadmill and done with it!”
said Happen to me one day. Happen was a poor fellow on whom I made my first “parish call”;
and | made a great many between Sunday and Sunday. He lived fiveuhidshe village, at
the end of an inexpressible mountain road, in a gully which lifted &a@igurple face to the
great Harmonia Range. | made, with difficulty, a riding-skirt out of miewpaoof, and three
miles an hour out d¥ir. Dobbins’s horse, and got to him.

The road crawled up a hill into his little low broken shanty, and theppetl. Here he
had “farmed it, man and boy,” till the smoke of Virginia battles puffed over the hills into his
straightforward brown young eyes.

“So I up and into it, marm, two years on’t tough; then back again to my hoe and my wife
and my baby, to say nothing of the old ladyou see her through the door there, bedridden this
dozen year,—and never a grain of salt too much for our porridgenltel ye, when one day I’'m
out to cut and chop, ten mile deep in the furreston’ too,—and first I know I’m hit and down
with the trunk of a great hickory lyin’ smash! along this here leg. Suffer? Well; it was a day and
a half before they found me; and another half day afore the nighest,daat see, over to East
Storm. Well, mebbe he did his best by me, but mebbe he did n’t know no more how to set a
bone nor you do. He vowed there was n’t no fracture there. Fracture! it was a jelly before his
eyes. So he ties it up and leaves a tumbler of suthin’, and off. Mortified? Yes. Been here ever
since—on this sofy—yes. Likely to be here-bless you, yes! My wife she tends the farm and
the baby and the old lady and me. Sometimes we have two nusglaml again we don’t.

When you come to think as your nighest neighbor’s five mile off, and that in winter-time,—why,
| can see, a lookin from my sofy, six feet of snow drifted across thatitbad to town,—and
nought but one woman in gunshot of you, able to stir for you if you starve;ywhyeel,

20 The Age of Reas@h795) was one of Paine’s major works. “Ecce Homo,” behold the
man, is a phrase from Pontius Pilate’s speech in John 19.5.

21 Daniel Webster (1782-1852) was an orator and statesman, who tended to support
established institutions throughout his career in Americatigglincluding slavery.
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sometimes, now, marm, beggin’ your pardon, you feel like hell! There’s summer-folks in their
kerridges comes riding by to see them hilland kind enough to me some of ’em is, I’1l say that
for ’em,—and | har ’em chatterin’ among themselves, about ‘the grand sight!” says they. ‘The
d—d sight,’ says I; for I lie on my sofy and look over their heads, marm, at things they never
see—lines and bars like over Harmonia red-hot and criss-cross like pris@s githich comes
mebbe of layin’ and lookin’ so long, and fanciful. They say I’d stand a chance to the hospital to
New York or Boston, mebbe. I hain’t gin it up yet. I’ve hopes to go and try my luck some day.
But | suppose it costs a sight. And my wiflee’s set her heart on the leg’s coming to of itself,
and so we hang along. Sometimes folks send me down books and magazines dke. sl
got short o’reading this winter and read the Bible through; every word, from ‘In the beginning’
to ‘Amen.’ It’s quite a pretty little storypook, too. True? I don’t know about that. Most stories
set up to be true. 1s’pose if [ was a parson, and a woman into the bargain, I should think so.”

Among my other parochial discoveries | learned one day, to my ergegdiprise, that
Samphiry—who had been reticent on her family affair&as the widow of one of my
predecessors. She had married him when she was young and pretty, angdenyasd
ambitious;—“Fond of his book, my dear,” she said, as if she had been talking of some dead
child, “but slow in speech, like Aaron of old. And three hundred and fifty dollars was tight
living for a family like ours. And his heart ran out, and his people, antbentaig sermons, too.
So the salary kept a-dropping off, twenty-fidlars at a time, and he could n’t take a
newspaper, besides selling the library mostly for doctor’s bills. And so he grew old and sick and
took to farming here, without the salary, and baptized babies and prayedWwitbllss free and
willing, and never bore anybody a grudge. So he died year before last, ané kalfei turned
out to bury him. But that did n’t help it any, and I know you’d never guess me to be a minister’s
widow, as well as you do, my dear. I’m all washed out and flattened in. And I can’t educate my
children, one of them. If you’ll believe it, I don’t know enough to tell when they talk bad
grammar half the time, and I’d about as lieves they’d eat with their knives as not. If they get
anything to eat, it’s all I’ve got heart to care. I’ve got an aunt down in Massachusetts, but it’s
such a piece of work to get there. So I suppose we shall live and die here, and I don’t know but
it’s just as well.”

What a life it was! | felt so young, so crude, so blessed and bewilderde be#hat |
gave out that night, at evening prayers, and asked Samphiry to “lead” for herself and me. But I
felt no older, no more finished, no less blessed or bewildered, whéadlu®ne so.

| should not neglect to mention that | conducted several funerdks Wwhas in Storm. |
did not know how, but | knew how to be sorry, which seemed to answer the sames patpos
least they sought me out for the object from far and near. On orgarctavas visited by a
distant neighbor, with the request that | would bury his wife. | happenkenow that the dead
woman had been once a member of the Methodist church in East Storm, atosevas alive,
active, and a man.

“Would it not be more suitable,” I therefore suggested, “at least more agreeable to the
feelings of Brother Hand, if you were to ask him to conduct either the whalgart of the
service?”

“Waal, ye see, marm,” urged the widower, “the cops was partikelar sot on hevin’ you,
and as long as | promised her afore she drawed her last that you should ttumbusiness, |
think we’d better perceed without any reference to Brother Hand. I’ve been thinking of it over,
and I come to the conclusion that he could n’t take offense on so slight on occasion!
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I had ministered “on trial” to the people of Storm, undisturbed by Rev. Dr. Zangrow,
who, | suspect, was in private communication of some sort with Mr. Dgldbma month,—a
month of pouting, spring weather, and long, lazy walks for thinking, and brisk, brightfor
doing; of growing quite fond of salt pork and barley bread; of calling on ailidaken women,
and hunting up neglected girls, and keeping one eye on my Tom Ranusf of preaching and
practicing, of hoping and doubting, of struggling and succeeding, of finding anydrel hands
and head as full as life could hold; of feeling that there was a plaogefo the earnest world,
and that | was in my place; of feeling thankful every day laour that my womanhood and my
work had hit and fitted; of a great many other things which | have agreéa mention here;-
when, one day the stage brought me a letter which—+an:

HERCULES April 28, 18-.
MY DEAR:—I have the measles.
MADCHEN.

Did ever a woman try to do anything, that some of the children did not hameetses?

| felt that fate was stronger than I. | bowed my head submigsamd packed my valise
shockingly. Some of the people came in a little knot that night to salytiyooThe woman cried
and the men shook hands hard. It was very pleasant and very heantprddkit a dismal
foreboding that, once in the clutches of Hercules and Madchen, | shaeldsee their dull, dear
faces again. | left my sorrow and my Jeremy Taylor for Happen, and my ruddierfér
Samphiry. |tucked the lace calkend the spare paper of hairpins into Mary Ann’s upper
drawer. I begged Mr. Dobbins’s acceptance of Barnes on Matthew, with the request that he
would start a Sunday school.

In the gray of the early morning the patient horse trotted me over, glitietied valise
and heavy heart, to the crazy station. When | turned my head for alfaoewat my parish,
the awful hills were crossed with Happen’s red-hot bars, and Mary Ann, with her mouth open,
stood in her mother’s crumbling door.
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The first time | saw Caligula, | remember, my cigars had given out.

| was, it is needless to add, a smoker; Caligula was a member ofist Baptch. | was
in the combative phase of experience; Caligula was in the acgoiedovas, perhaps | may
venture to say, of a speculative nature; Caligula of an incurious aves tiventy six; Caligula
was sixtytwo. I was reading “Hopkins on Original Sin”; Caligula was blacking my boots. | was
a junior in the Theological School of Harmouth University; Caligula Wwagltvinity sweep. |
was white; Caligula was black.

To say that Caligula and | had never met before, would be inaccufaeéeve | had
been in Harmouth ten days. Ten times, therefore, | must infer thgulaatad been a visitor in
No. 2, West Depravity Hall. Ten times he must have stepped in slipperéitysafifoot across
my smoke-beclouded threshold. Ten times he must have dusted those Ip#iseointo the
waste-basket, and put the English Bible conspicuously on top oféeeschaum. Ten times he
must have essayed to produce order in that awful bedroom, out of whicWitlythe utmost
possible speed every morning, thinking it the discreeter part of valay lomikt behind. Ten
times—yes, it must be he who had ten times washed the soap-dish and forgolitgiit; ten
times made unpardonable dust with that particular kind of a broom, patented yvérsiiyi
purposes, which can’t go into corners, but leaves a circular mark to show how clean the middle
of the room is. He it was, then, who had ten times blacked my ungradefst but until this
day | mention | am not quite sure that | had even bestowed upon Caligudach share of my
valuable mental processes as could be philosophically calledattent

That day—it was Friday, and rainedl put my amber mounted pipe upon the askew little
thin red cloth of the unsteady library table (one of the fellows had wehitleg short), and,
without raising my eyes from “Hopkins,” said leisurely:

“Oh! Here, if you please. I want an errand done down-town.”

“Yes, Mist’ Hub.”

“My name is Hubbard,” I said, putting down the book. “I wonder, by the way, what
yours is.”

“I didn’t supposed you’d done forgot, Mist’ Hub,” said the negro, gently.

| closed the book and regarded him.

“Why, Caligula! Is this you?”

“Yes, Mist’ Hub.”

“You were round senior year, in college, a week or so. Somewhere the end of the term,
wasn’t it?”

“I had you three month, Mist” Hub,” said Caligula, slowly. “I tought you’d done
remembered. You was very good to me. I had you ole weskits, Mist” Hub; an’ de neckties you
trew in. I didn’t supposed you’d done forgot, sar.”3

1 The more famous Caligula was Roman Emperor Gaius Julius Caesar Augustus
Germanicus, who was commonly called Caligula. He reigned from 37-41 C.E. andhis ofte
described as an insane tyrant.

2 Hubbard is likely reading a work by theologian Ezekiel Hopkins ((1634-158@),
Doctrine of the Two Covenants, wherein the Nature of Original Sin is at Large Explained
(A712).

3 Caligula means Hubbard’s castoff waistcoats, or vests.
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| have said that this was the first time | saw Caligula. The visualrpaiveestudent in
Harmouth College (not too much restricted in income, let us say, amd aotuunpopular
temperament) during the last three months of senior year is a more limié=d faculty. Could
it be expected to focus distinctly upon a Negro sweep of temporary hastdnynobtrusive
habits?

My “Original Sin” dropped with a resounding thwack upon the floor. Caligula picked it
up. He stood bowing and cringing. | looked at him silently. A little gaay, spare, bent, bald,
black as the French boots which stood shining upon the pine shelf somebodyh@yas
perhaps?) had obligingly put up for them behind the bedroom door. A little, obsegui
uninteresting man, of an enslaved nature, | thought, flattering myselitbegudicial nicety of
my perceptions; a creature without even the crude conditions ofredisomance, of poetry,
which now and then attach to select specimens of his rudimentary Gsmtle, perhaps, with
the grotesque sarcasm of that name ofdis/erset all possible gravity in one’s appreciation of
the fact; gentle, silent, and commonplace. Oh! yes, and clean. @aligslitolerably clean, and
his forehead was heavily lined. He wore small round earrings too. Nextdimoald know
Caligul. He “wouldn’t supposed I done forgot” again. My cheeks burned at the gentlemanly
rebuke.

“I stand corrected, Caligula,” I said. “You have better manners than I. Come and shake
hands. But I don’t know why you should remember me out of so many fellows.”

“It was the weskits partly, Mist” Hub,” said Caligula, thoughtfully. “But, ye see, some de
young men dey yank a man’s earrings—an’ old man’s earrings,” added Caligula, with dignity—
“dat a doctor said would cure me of weak eyes, sar. You neber tetched ’em, Mist’ Hub.”

“Glad if I didn’t, Caligula!” said I, hastily thinking what a narrow escape it was, if |
hadn’t. “But you needn’t have been at any trouble to remember the waistcoats. And now |
remember that you used to get tobacco for me beforentlseme cigars for Dobbins’s.”

“Yes, sar. [ know. Iremember de sort I done used to got for you at Dobbins’s. I’ll go at
once, sar,” said Caligula, gravely. He did not approve of smoking. He gave it up when he was
immersed, and he always used to: &\l go at once, sar.” I began to recall these incidents in
Caligula’s history.

Caligula turned, as he went out that day, standing in the doorwaygbthwehich (1 had
front corner, ground floor) | could see the wet graveled walk and the raingbéaimfirm
October grass.

“Dar’s one reason, sar, I remember you, Mist’ Hub. When Mari come home wid de
wash”—

“Mari?”

“Mari is my wife, sar. I tought you’d done remember Mari. She washed for you for two
years, sar, Mari.”

“Caligula,” said I, decidedly, “I have been in Germany for two years, studying biology.”

“Sar?”

“And when a man studies biology in Germany for so long a time, Caligula, it is difficult
for him to keep all his American acquaintances as distinctly in mind as he would like. Don’t you
see? Biology preoccupies the memory to a curious extent.”

“Yes, Mist’ Hub.” A look of awe stole over Caligula’s humble, listening face.

“But, really I think, Caligula—yes, I do think that [ remember Mari. Short, wasn’t she?”

“Tall, sar. Mari is tall of her size and well put togeder.”

“Yes, I mean—rather tall. Just tall enough to be gdodking, and somewhat slim?”
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“She’s pretty stout,” said Caligula, patiently; “pretty stout of her weight, an’ lighter
complected than I, sar. She’s handsome to see, Mari. An’ she had one twenty-five a dozen for
starched, sar; she did up so well.”

“Now I am surel remember her,” I continued, enthusiastically. “A handsome woman,
stout and short-"

“Tall, sar.”

“Stout and tall I mean, who asked one twenty-five for starched things. | remember
perfectly. An admirable woman. But what was it I did about Mari, Caligula?”

“Some de young men chaff at her,” said Caligula, with reviving spirit, “seein’ she was a
washwoman and-black. Dar was some roomseskiould n’t go nigh, sar. She’s sperited in her
feelin’s, Mari. She used to send me to their rooms. Mist’ Hub, I tank you, sar. Youtreat my
wife like a lady.” Caligula drew himself up. He had put on his hat; but took it off again, and
bowed gravely to me, standing in the rain, before he shut the door.

Some of the fellows were in when Caligula came back with cigamedded at him
kindly, with a vague sense of gaining experience in the pastoral work. I said, “Did you get very
wet, Caligula?” with that unconscious condescension we fall into, especially in thenpeesé
witnesses, toward a person to whom we have been kind. | think | haddsaref asking
further questions about Mari, with the purpose of drawing him out, for theagnieent of my
visitors. But the sweep checked my advances with an indefinablencetiaed dignity of
manner. | let him go, in silence. It suddenly seemed to me thatshethar an old man to be
going out in the rain to get cigars for us.

We were preparing for a debate in our Seminary Literary Society thitvibe fellows
and I. I remember that I had the affirmative on the question, “Is it desirable to have a Celibate
Clergy?”

“I hope your wife is well,” I said one morning to Caligula. I spoke with something of a
society air in my anxiety, newly acquired, to avoid the twang of patronageed, | think | put
the question rather gayly, like a man exchanging the compliments of a New Year’s call.

Caligula was cleaning my coat. He had the ammonia bottle, and widb@ss cramped
finger was rubbing the spot spattered by the turtle soup at dinner. He didwediately
answer me. When he did, he said:

“Powerful strong ammony, sar, dis yere.” He lifted his eyes—the melancholy eyes of his
race. | foundnyself unexpectedly face to face with an old man’s difficult and impressive tears.

“She’s well, sar; yes. Mari is well, tank God. She’s peart an’ well. An’ so’s de chillen.
They’re powerful peart chillen, sar.”

“I have some washing, if she wants it,” I said, with the irrelevance of perplexity.

“Tank you, sar. She don’t take in now.”

“Why, what’s the matter?”

It takes the bluntness and the boldness of youth (and | had both)sioclisguestions.
Caligula put down the ammonia bottle and slowly folded the coatdaéosaid:

“Mist’ Hub, sar, Mari’s out with me.”

“Outwith you, Caligula?”

“She’s been out with me, sar, dis two years. She’s powerful sperited woman, Mari.

Mist’ Hub, sar, my wife hain’t spoke to me for two whole years.”

He bowed as he said this, crouching a little. It is not easy to puwords the effect the
motion had upon me; as if the creature must apologize to another ¥@rysorrows. | was
young and a theological student. | knew little about sorrow. Buit tioféhe bottom of my
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untaught, untried heart that | was in the presence of a profound affilidéiology offered no
assistance for such emergencies. “Original Sin” gave me no suggestion. I ran over the main
points in my paper on the “Celibate Clergy,” without avail. In simple desperation, | said:

“Caligula, I beg your pardon.”

“Tank you, sar,” said Caligula. He was at work more on the turtle spot, rubbing meekly,
with bent, bald head. As he rubbed his earrings shook.

“I did not know you had domestic troubles. | did not mean to intrude upon them-oy
careless questions.”

“No, sar. Tank you, sar.”

There was a silence.

“You’d been kind to her, of course, Caligula?” I ventured, breaking it at last.

“I tried to be, Mist’ Hub,” said Caligula, gently. “She’s a powerful sperited woman,
Mari,” he added, slowly. “She can’t stand much. We disagreed, sar, bout de doctrine of
Immersion. Mari took to the "Piscopals, to St. John’s. A powerful aristocratical church, St.
John’s, Mist’ Hub; s’ported mainly by head waiters an’ barbers, sar. Mari an’ me, we disagreed
on Immersion an’ "Postolical Succession. I tried to be kind to her; but she hain’t spoke to me for
two years. [ don’t wish to find no fault with Mari; but its hard, someways, to git ’long, sar. She
won’t take in nor go out, sar, to earn nothing. Nor yet she won’t cook, sar, an’ tend up at home.
She hain’t lifted a finger to do for me for nigh two years, sar. She do for de chillen, sar; but she
neber do for me.”

“But do you support, do you take care of her, under the circumstances, Caligula?”

“Sartainly, sar. She has a claim upon me for s’port. She’s my wife. She has de legal
claim. Is’ports ’em all, sar, de same as if Immersion hadn’t come between us. It comes a mite
hard; but I don’t wish to find no fault with Mari.”

“You’re too good to her!” I said, hotly.

Caligula lifted his head. “She is my wife, sar,” he answered, simply.

“You’re too good to her, all the same, Caligula.”

“So she says, Mist” Hub. It’s that she’s most high sperited about. She says it makes her
heaps ob trubble in the way of gitten’ the divose.”

“Divorce! Does she want a divorce?”

“Yes, Mist’ Hub, sar. She’s been tryin’ for de divose dis year while past. Mebbe she’ll
git it, sar, de lawyer done saysd be sorry,” said Caligula, sighing. “But de Lord understan’s
de matter. He’s de best lawyer | know, sar. You see, Mist’ Hub, sar, I’ve sorter put de case in
his han’s. He knows Mari. He must kinder see what a powerful fine woman she is, settin’
"Postolical Succession out the account, and them high sperits he giv’ her. A handsome woman,
too,” pursued the sweep, straightening. His eye flashed with marital pride; but across his dark
and heavy jaw there passed the pinched look peculiar to those speciesals$ arhio suffer
without outcry.

| did not understand the expression, being, as | say, but twenty-six. BRldrktood that
| did not understand it, and sat before Caligula awed and silent. Who WwaslIshould
comfort, instruct, or edify my Negro sweep? Love? | had thought figdele once or twice,
in summer vacations; when the moon was on the river; when thghintitiuched the sea; when
the wind blew soft hair against my face; when the scent of flowersinayy; when people in
parlbrs sang love songs without the lamps; when it was not imcumbent to reduce one’s visions of
domestic life upon a rural clerical income to the coherence of an ilmte@hgagement.
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The black brute, it seemed, could love a woman, in his own way. Wetl avtay it
was.

Christianity? | had chosen the sacred profession, whose peculiarcpies to define
for other men their duty to God and man; to inspect their motives; to jodgeobnduct; to
prescribe their principles; to be their leader through the subtle padligelicate intoxications of
a spiritual consecration.

Suppose | prated of resignation, of self-denial, of purity, of integrithis negro Baptist,
building my fire there, crouched, patient, kneeling on the seminary floet! !

| looked at the man with a peculiar interest, | remember, as if héxaer seen a Christian
before; as if | had discovered the type of character. My heart said: “Caligula, teach me”

| was still young enough not to ask for the other side of a starappeealed to my
sympathies; and it was not until I happened to lunch one day with Mari’s lawyer—a professor in
the Harmouth Law School, | regret to be obliged te-sthat it occurred to me what a shock it
would be to discover in my St. Caligula some ordinary domestic tyihcertain habits,
temper, or purse-strings, from whom the protective marriage laws of theglatate would be
richly justified in freeing that handsome, high-spirited, but long-suieiémale, Mari.

| measured my escape by my sensations when Burrage said, carelessly:

“You have a phenomenon up at Depravity Hall, in the shape of your sweep; one of the
best husbands | ever knew in my life. Eh? Oh! yes, the divorce. | think belable to get the
woman the divorce from himShould have got it last year if he’s neglected her or showed
temper. She’ll make it incompatibility, I think—under the present laws. Curious case. The
worse she acts the better he treats her. He’s hard pushed, poor chap. Very curious case. Why,
confound it! the fellow seems to love the womaddys he promised to, when they got mariied!

Having neither experience nor wisdom with which to help Caligula, | offeredie
only trifles at my command-money and reverence. He accepted both, without remarks. He
seemed to be suffering from an attack of dumb gratitude. But next week laeemppéeh a new
broom. | am not versed in the natural history of brooms; but | suppose hiaigedeen
rectangular in shape, for the corners of my bedroom were clean from yHatelgermore.

Being very much occupied about this time with my debate orelit®ate clergy, with the
lectures on Predestination, some Hebrew roots on which I had “got sat down” in the class-room,
and a few other matters of importance, | think, as nearly as fiecall, that | had little or no
conversation with Caligula for several weeks.

One day he hung about, after his work was done, with that pitiable lbeas reading
Baur on the “Fourth Gospel,” I remember. Caligula seemed at a large remove from the
argument. | was tense with zeal for the honor of the tender evangel, affditeeothis
colored brother seemed unimportant beside the literary history oisttipld whom Jesus loved.

Caligula said: “Busy, Mist’ Hub?”

“Why, yes, Caligula; rather, just now. Anything wanted?”

“No, sar; tank you, sar.”

He moved away. His hands came together at the lean finger-tipa suttmissive
motion.

“Caligula! Come back!”

“Yes, sar; tank you, sar.”

“You had something to say to me. What troubles you? What has Mari done now?”

“Nothing, sar, of no great consequence; but the divose.”

“Oh! The divorce.”
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“She done got the divose, sar—she an’ de chillen. I didn’t s’posed she’d done get a
divose for de chillen. She’s took ’em with her, sar. She’s gone to Tennysee, Mari has. Dey’s all
gone, sar. I’'m lef’ to myself, sar; tank you, sar. Ithought I’d give you information of the fac’.
That’s all . . .Mist” Hub, the pail needs fillin’ fresh. I call the water turned a mite sour. I will fill
it. I’ll go at once, sar.”

| was too much of a novice in human experience to be equable reatyént of human
confidence, and remember to have suffered many keen alternationbngf &®ut Caligula; but
from this time | think he advanced upon my interest with sad aadysteroads. | did not call in
the fellows to see him now. | could not, somehow. Caligula did noecemwnuch with the
rest; or, if he did, it was on a superficial plane, carefully confined to thechtdacking,
brooms, and coal, of soap or towels, of the weather or the wages. Thersemas @pposite-
the ablest man in the seminary, and reported to be of a singulgitiysdmature, interested in
the higher life. But Caligula had never mentioned Mari to this good manthasight more
about it, | became at first awed, then humbled, by the confidence of ¢éep.sw

| remember saying, one day:

“Caligula, I’'m a young fellow, and can’t understand your troubles, I know. But I’d like
to have you know I’'m downright sorry for them and for you! | hope Mari is ashamed of herself
before now!”

Caligula lifted his melancholy eyes to answer me: but spoke with dijficaringing out
his patient “Tank you, sar,” without his usual distinctness.

“I’d take it kindly, Mist” Hub,” he added, “bein’ you’ve been so good, sar, if you’d speak
regardfully of my wife. Don’t s’pose she done understood how lonesome it would make it,
gettin’ de divose for de chillen too. She was sech a handsome woman,” sighing, “and so high
sperited I don’t sweep up no grudgin’ feelin’s against my wife.”

It was the second term of middle year. The examinations on Federahipeiadsdam
were past. The snow had melted from the University Green; the ice was breakiney
Harmouth River; great freshets were gathering their forces. Our sgmimalows stood open.
Caligula’s coal fires burned low. The Professor had got along as far as Justification by Faith.
Sparrows twittered in the bare seminary elms. Spring was coming.

So, it seemed, was Caligula, with a definite haste in his shufflipg $teeard it far down
the stairs that day, and listened idly over the notes on Eternal Puntstamdethe Natural Man.

The year had come and gone, leaving Caligula as it found-hipatient, melanchyl
man, with slavish inborn manners and grand acquired Christian eyes. Chadigulaased to talk
of his domestic afflictions. He honored me by a silent assumption of mmyadkry.

This day | have in mind, he presented a remarkable, though perfetiniable
appearance. We call it transfiguration in white people. He came directly side, and said:

“Mist’ Hub, sar, I done got a letter from her. I got a letter from my wife.”

“She is not your wife!” I exclaimed, thoughtlessly. I was angry for Caligula. | do not
know but | was angry with him. | should have relished a touch of masceneet in this long-
suffering and long-loving creature. Caligula waved away my words with argedtmuch
dignity.

“She writes to say, sar—"

“What business has she to write to you at all?”

“It is in reply,” said Caligula, with a good deal of manner. “I wrote de fust letter. Dis is
in reply.”
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“Oh! you’ve been writing to her, have you?”

It is as unsafe, we find, for a superior nature to assume that it habeabdte confidence
of the inferior as it would be to establish an elective affinity between the “walrus and the
carpenter” (with whose attempt to walk “hand in hand” a contemporary humorist has made us all
familiar).#

What else had Caligula done, pray, which he had not condescended tardoatento
me?

“I wrote to her,” pursued Caligula, with increasing independence, in a tone which,
however, lost none of its gentle and appealing character. “I wrote that I had bout made up my
mine, sar, to go thousekeepin’ again. 1’d live alone too long. I should marry somebody, sar, as
de law allow, an’ go to keepin’ house dis yere season. So I told her I’d give her de fust chance.”

“Hem! You did, did you?”

“Yes, sar. Ididn’t cringe to her, sar. She’s high-sperited herself. | jest told her, in a
high-sperited way, how it was. She could do jest as she done pleased. But I told her I’d give her
de fust chance.”

“And what—under these unusual circumstaneetd the lady say?”

“She say she’d come, and be tankful, sar. But | must send a hundred and fifty dollars to
get her and de chillen on from Nashville.”

“It is a large sum, Caligula.”

“A large sum, sar,” repeated Caligula, cheerfully. “But she says she’s done glad to get
home again and behave likéady, sar. She says she’s had a very dull time in Nashville, sa.
expect she would,” added Caligula, modestly.

Justification by faith was struggling with the natural man intiglel husband at that
moment. Anybody but St. Caligula would have s&idold her so!”

“And how,” I asked, submissively, “do you expect to raise one hundred and fifty dollars,
Caligula?”

“The Lord will provide!” said Caligula, religiously. ‘I’ve laid up a trifle—jest a trifle,
sar—sence she got de divose. | laid up against things took a turn in disohresar. | neber
wanted to marry no other woman. Mari was my wife. | expect she done cokn®lme. |
ain’t gwine to let a matter like a hunderd and fifty dollars come between me an’ my wife, sar.”

Caligula stood confidingly-child-like, serene and sweet. But out of the dark mirror of
his face, as out of the Claude Lorraine, illuminated landscapes, loottddiaded me. The
Negro sweep was a radiant creature.

| yielded the case without a murmur. We took up a subscription in DepraWity THie
theological professor himself subscribed five dollars, at the close fafrh@us lecture on
Imputed Sin. The exegetical chair was generous. The homiletic departméyntikiaded a
paper. Several of the fellowstplown a Sunday’s preaching. One of them was supplying a
mission pulpit at two dollars and seventy-five cents a Sabbath. &dhyes | had made up the
amount necessary to reinstate Caligula in the perils andebsysés of domestic life. He
requested me to write the letter which should explain to the absethiefgirofound mysteries of
money orders, railway routes, the divorce laws, and his own unconditiogakeness and
unswerving attachment, especially urging me to “make it cI’ar ’bout de money an’ de feelin’s”
involved in the complicated case. Humbly I did my best in both p&t&gadding, | must

4A reference to Lewis Carroll’s “The Walrus and the Carpenter,” which was published in
1872 inThrough the Looking-Glass and What Alice Found There
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confess, one or two pungent suggestions in postscript form and on my pegspoasibility,
which Caligula did not see, but | am glad to remember that Mari did.

| sent the letter. And the freshets came; and the coal-firégdiee out; and the elms
began to breathe; and the class got their thr@&hs’ license; and the Greek department had us
all to tea, six at a time; and the spring budded and burst. And one afternguiecGaélked in,
at an unwonted hour, and said:

“I’ve had a telegram from my wife. She’d like to have me meet her an’ de chillen at
Forty-second Street Station, in New York,mosrow. I’ll go at once, sar.”

Two days after, as | stood plaintively blacking my own boots and thollghtiondering
how Caligula managed to get the sheet on the bed so it would turmevsanket, my sweep
reappeared. He had on a new pair of earrings, very bright. He wore fresh kid gédveslth
ripped across the thumb. He held his gray head loftily. He said:

“Mist’ Hub, sar, we’d take it very kind, me an” Mari, if you’d step over to de house this
evening, sar, and read the service, sar. We’re gwine to be married again, Mari an’ me. Dar’s de
Baptis’ minister coulddo it. But I told Mari to have the aristocratical clergyman to St. John’s, if
she done want him. But, Mist’ Hub, sar, she say she take it very kind if you would condescend
to come yourself, and no sectarian diffunces to be considered onalgegeeful and glorious
occasion.”
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One chilly November day, toward five o’clock in the afternoon, a crowd of people poured
from the First Church of Pepperville. The deacons were all outgthe Society was there in
force; the Dorcas Relief was thoroughly represented; the Town MisEsvegre every one of
them present; the Sunday-school teachers were on the ground etnmaassethe officers of
the Ancient and Honorable Experiment for the Suppression of Intemperargetava man and
a woman, on the spot; scarcely a church member in good and regulangtzmdd be found
who had absented himself from this occasion. In fact, sundry persooshdfud, if irregular,
standing in the First Churehnot to mention a sprinkling of the world’s people—including two
reporters, a horse-jockey, one editor, some mill-girls out onke s&ridown-town &r-keeper,
and a drunkard, were in the meeting-house that afternoon.

It was a white meeting-house with green blinds. The blinds were taken lodf Winhter,
to save the paint. This economical process being under way, but as yqileteamhthe time &
refer to, the church presented to the irreverent somewhat the aspect efdhie personage well
known to the nursery, who appeared in public with “one shoe off and one shoe on.” In fact, the
youngest son of the oldest deacon had disgraced himself and the famhigyitgtly singing, on
a high key, outside the graveyard windows, in full hearing o&titkence, this very refrain, with
the classic addition about my son John, with which we are all familiar.

There were two air-tight stoves in the megthouse, with black funnels, as long and as
narrow as theology, running the length of the building. There were firethrttese stoves.

All the windows were closed. The double windows, however, adfufrhish the casuistical
mind with, at least, one proof of the benevolence of the Creator, weretrmt.yVentilators, the
First Church would have you understand, were not in vogue when the First @lagrblilt. It
had yet to be learned that the apostles used ventilators, tneledrly Fathers were dependent
upon oxygen. Nothing so fresh as fresh air need be expected of PeppersilChurch and
Society. We were conservative and cautious. If carbonic acid gas wasngoguth €or our
sainted ancestors, it was good enough for us. If they raised Christiana/by could not we?

Besides, the senior deacon had to wear a skull-cap, as it was; tiveopillars were bald,
but wouldh’t own it; the super intendent’s wife was of what is known in Pepperville as “a chilly
disposition,” and the heaviest pew-owner kept his own domestic thermometer at 82°.

The exercises in the church on this November day (it was a Tuesday ofl wpezk)
had begun at nine o’clock in the morning. There had been an interval of an hour for a cold
collation in the vestry, between twelve and one. The “performance” (as the bar-tender called it,
but was corrected by the horse-jockey, who prefecnedis) had begun again at one. For seven
mortal hours all Pepperville, in its best clothes, had sat betweantthosir-tights, anxious,
intent, intense. It was now five o’clock, and Pepperville was let loose.

There were the young men, the very young men, the boys, awkwardhrapihe long
flight of wooden steps which they gazed at sadly, as he who was preveritedebyf public
opinion from whittling them. There were the young men compaeg kalert young
impressions; nodding sharply; laughing, not always pleasantly; reeegstimoss is to a
northeaster; growing as silently as the young oak; the future fathtiies great Church or future
victims of the great world, swarming in and out of Pepperville meeting-houlmesiness hours,
as who hath a President to elect, or a felon to try, or a raee.to s



“I went, I saw, I conquered”: Rewriting the Church

There were women, oh! the women! grave and gay, saint and sinner, maidteor m
black silk and alpaca, in groups, in twos, alone, manned and manlets;infpasilent,
whispering, tearful, giggling, stern. O my sisters, to whom the sweeatneslight of the earth
are intrusted, what monster or what marvel came ye out for to seeg thiasgven hours idle
here on ironing-day?

There were the pillarsHeaven guide the pillarstthe solid, tax-paying, anxious
brethren, with the furrowed brows, with the bent shoulders, with the rabfeclvercoats, with
the whole Denomination at their backs, not to say at their heels. Theyeaméey walked
decorously and spoke under breath, as at a funeral; they conversed ciatiffdeith the
important men who constituted the rearguard of this agitated army.

These important men were strangers chiefly, the guests of Peppandilie the First
Church; better-looking than the deacons, better-dressed than the pillars, wesegraetinar
than the members; clearly an imported article, but clerical, whollys rEarguard composed a
familiar and fearful body known in ecclesiastical communities as a “counsel,” a “consul,” a
“caounsl,” or even as a council.

This Council, which had met (on ironing-day, as might have been expecdtesisax) to
honor Pepperville by its presence and advice, at five o’clock that afternoon presented a grave
appearance.

Its brow was dark, its eyes were bright, its lips compressed, itss@ieee. Now and
then it slipped up on the life-long ministerial habit of joking, and forgetfjtbut for the most
part it remembered itself very well, and comported itself wighgloom which was evidently felt
to hang over the occasion.

It discoursed plaintively, in low tones, as it joggled slowly ddkenaisle behind the
dispersing crowd. Occasionally it wiped a furtive eye. Sometimesnitleéd a sacred hand.
Whether it was a council in affliction or a council on the war-pah a question which a neutral
observer would have not been able immediately to decide; but W&t no common council,
met under no common circumstances, was not to be doubted.

Slowly out of the First Church, down between the air-tights, otiteofed-hot audience-
room, through the draughty, wheezy little entry, down the woodes,stet of the carbonic acid
gas into the fresh air, wriggled all Pepperville as best it migthte maids, the matrons, the
youths, the deacons, the pillars, the rumseller, the reporter, the horse-jbekeyl)-girls, and
the drunkard; and the Council solemnly bringing up their+eas, if to guide a flock of steers
that had been driven into a narrow street, got frightened by a dog ea@gumping fences. As
the crowd reached the air, the hum of voices rose to something inteipgerniie was in
subdued hysterics.

At a wide distance from the gesticulating, arguing, angry crowd, fandéhe Council,
far behind the deacons, and out of the way of everybody, there stolly sitamh the fast-
darkening aisle the object of this mad excitement.

It was a tall, young man; a very young man. His hair was light and hagrm was
long and lank; he stooped; his best coat was shiny on seams. He wadevanddzad a scared
look. He walked weakly and tottered once or twice.

He was (or would have been) the Reverend Malachi Matthew.

He was the pastor (non-elect) of the First Church in Pepperville. The@omy man
was not “sound.” The Council had refused to ordain him.
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As he crawled feeling his way down the aisle, a woman crept aumeodf the pews. It
was now almost dark where she sat. She was a little woman. Sha klaok alpaca suit and
straw bonnet, and a pair of new kid gloves, too large for hands plainly uouedt. She was
a very gentle, rather a pretty little woman, and she crept up to him wignagesture of
comfort.

“Well, Mary?” said the poor young man.

“Never mind, dear,” said Mary.

She put her arm through his and closed her two hands together over it.

“I had to be honest, Mary. I couldn’t help it. Could I?”

“I didn’t understand it all,” sobbed Mary; “but I am sure you were right.”

Both were thinking what neither dared to say, as they walked, a littlpasetfraam the
others, down the broad aisle together, through the gathering gloom oftteenfatging church.
What next?

Three years in the academy, four at college, two teaching school,rthiheeseminary;
all he had, long since gone; all he could borrow well nigh takesryenerve of soul and body
strained to hold out till the first call; in debt and in doubt andisgrace. What next?

Married just out of college, when they thought he would teach a tigiokfor life;
drawn by the morbid New England conscience into the ministry “from a sense of Christian
duty”, fighting his way with a wife and three babies about him, inch by inch through the
theological school: counting the months, adjusting the days to a dime’s expenses more or less,
till he should be a man again and free to go to wefide this; forthis!

They had lived it all over in the space of time it took therréovl down that broad aisle
from the pulpit platform to the wheezy entryhose years in the little tenements, such as were
reserved for the washwomen and the poor students in the Seminary towsnhetstudied with
cotton in his ears, to deaden the sound of the baby’s crying; when they went without meats and
fires and flannels and doctors and books, and when he preached in missioescfartio
dollars and a half a Sunday once in a while; those years when thejahaed and contrived
and given each other slow drops of precious courage, and hungered and shiverdetaed sic
and never despaired-for Christ’s sake,” they called it; to “preach the Gospel,” they used to
say—those yearsvhen they had sat together spending over and again the first quarter’s salary
from “their parish” that was to be; so much, first, for the debt; so much for an enclyclopadia; this
for a coat for him to preach in; that for a Winter cloak for her to lhieain, since it would never
do for a minister’s wife to wear the blanket shawl; that, perhaps, for a baby-carriage, to save her
strength. Oh! those years.

And now, what next?

They only clung to each other; there was nothing to say. Once he Ipatteand in the
dark, when it closed about his shaking arm.

Pepperville, on the church-steps and out in the keen November air, suagetfito.

Poor little Mr. Malachi Matthew had doubts as to the final and eternalsitigpoof the
impenitent, immediately upon the incident of death. He had berrenwugh to say so. For
seven mortal hours this modest young fellow, who desired to preach sbel®b6Christ, had
been badgered and cross-questioned, with his whole history of self-denmal hehiand
professional ruin before him, his wife watching him from the front,gesvbabies and his
creditors awaiting him. He had been raked fore and aft by all the dedinatehad a lodgement
in all the heads of all the Coune#Predestination, Justification, Foreknowledge Absolute, Total
Depravity, the Trinity, Vicarious Atonement, Verbal and Plenary Inspiratiogefeation,
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Sanctification, and Botheration,and he had come out of them all like a scholar and a Puritan,
with a clear head, good sense, and the calm, dogmatic assurance tbeviiichbeen trained.
Some of the questions which were asked him were of interest as ecclesiastical curiosities: “Did

the Son exist cordinate with and yet subordinate to the Father?” “Were the three Persons in the
Trinity separate as qualities, or as natures?” “Was the first sin of a child an infinite fact requiring

an infinite punishment and involving an infinite atonement?” “Did an impenitent person ever

pray?” “Could a man become regenerate without waiting for the compelling action of the Holy
Spirit?” “Were the audience in Pepperville First Church responsible for the guilt of Adam?”

So far the candidate triumphantly remained, hopping about in thegadisieve. Up
to that point they could not strain him through. He was well versdtthreae important
particulars. He had the tongue of the ready. So far as these vitasmagte, he was fully
gualified to preach the Gospel of the Nazarene. Nobody put to himsanydening questions.
Nobody asked him for his views on the great modern theories aboutigaupeintemperance.
No one wanted to know how he thought a Christian minister oughtticettgeggar, or cure a
drunkard, or save a castaway.

Not one of these pious and learned gentlemen had inquired wivaulkdo with a
young forger; how he would manage a tempted girl; how he would handisipatied boy; how
he would inculcate purity among little children; how he would trgzrdoned prisoner; what
were his views on the relation of working-people to their employens he would amuse the
young people of his parish on Winter evenings; how he should tregaaiEm, politics, the
great charities, the refining arts, and domestic duties in his pulpit.

At length, as the subject of Eschatology comes last on the theadlbgiting-list, poor
young Mr. Malachi Matthew reached the point where he missed his “Reverend” and his parish,
and where Pepperville began to surge. Did the candidate believe in theedottin
Everlasting Punishment? Did he explicitly hold that the impenitenlamned at death, without
further or second probation, and that opportunity for salvation ends witkféRis |

The candidate gazed at the lynx-eyed Council, glanced at the breathlessea(lkis
first people, who had chosen and loved him), looked once at his wife, tradugétabies,
thought of his creditors-hesitated for the space of one of those conflicts an instant broad, but
deep as eternity, in which young preachers have sold their-sthda manfully held up his
head, and, in a modest but distinct voice, said he did not know.

Then the hounds were let loose upon him. This was at eleven o’clock in the morning.

From midday till twilight the keener heresy-hunters, in a Codariked for its Orthodoxy,
chased the poor fellow hither and yon. He would not lie. He really did not kHewelt it to

be possible that the limits of the Almighty’s loving kindness might exceed the wisdom of even

the soundest theological education. He experienced doubt as torhignass at his present age
and stage of training, to pass final judgment upon a matter of such fumdagravity and one
upon which the wise and devout were at present more than usually in doeegjepinion. He
even admitted that he thought it possible that death did not finailip éxery unready, sinful
soul that appeared before its Eternal Father for judgment. He hadwddmf his own poor
fellow, by which he had expected to give ecclesiastical satisfattinrihey muddled it all out of
him or rolled it away from under him, like the mule on which we Haorge-thieves in our good

Total Depravity is the belief that, because of the Fall of Man, mankimasiaved to sin.
Verbal and Plenary Inspiratianfer to the Bible’s infallibility, as they involve the belief that the
Bible was divinely inspired.
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Western States, and so left him to his professional death. Heanedtli~—neither hedged, nor
equivocated, nor retracted; and the Council dissolved, leaving him brasmddtkeetic, without
a pulpit, and the First Church in an uproar without a pastor.

Now, it so chanced that nothing worse than this, short of eternal damitsilf, could
well have happened to Pepperville First Church and Society. Thgpalster, a man beloved by
many and respected by all, had resigned, accused of unsoundnesstionafdahe parish. For
two years before he left them, Pepperville had been torn from end toyehe Nature of
think it was Predestination. For two years thereafter the parish hagpdsteness, searching the
ecclesiastical battle-field for a talented, eloquent, healthy, maseetdman, anxious to preach
the Gospel on a small salary, not requiring a year in Europe to start, @&pable of originating
a revival the first Winter, and filling the house on stormy Sundays. Thesearmguis, even to
the revival, had been so well met, during his candidacy, by Mr. Malachinéathat the people
had found themselves already zealously, even affectionatelyaddid their chosen pastor.
Therefore, Pepperville had received a blow. Therefore, Pepperville surged, as | say.

“The laxity of the present day presents many subtle devices,” observed the oldest member
of the Council. He wore a huge collar and white choker, into which he sakhafhad spoke,
with the air of a man who said: “My sacred office! Respect it, and do not hit me as hard as you
would a secular man.”

“It seems to me, Dr. Croaker,” said one of the younger brethren, crushing on his soft felt
hat, and feeling with rather a worldly air for the ends of his musté&ah¥eemed to me the man
was more muddled than anything else. | suppose we all have our litHéespeservations.
These things have to be taken for substance of decfi’s a bad mess, anyhow.”

“If he had only paid more attention, Brother Smart, to my question about the nature of
duration,” chimed in earnestly an honest, plain brother, from a rural parish, “it seemed to me he
could have extricated himself. There was a nice psychological peret thtried to help him.
He wouldn’t see it. I was sorry for him.”

“It 1s better as it 1s, Brother Hearty,” said Dr. Croaker. “It is time that we made a stand—
made a stand. The young man represents a fatal weakness in our mediegyt Therenust
be some examples mademight as well be he as another. God’s word is not to be trifled with.”

“It struck me,” interposed one of the Society (a brisk manufacturer, who rented a front
pew, but did not “profess”)—it struck me that was precisely what Mr. Matthew thought. As
nearly as the profane mind could grasp what you were up to, he claimed tRéti¢heft so
much room for a difference of opinion on this point that it was not bsssililke to play too sharp
a game with the text. That’s what I took him to mean.”

“Sir,” said Dr. Croaker, solemnly, “I am sorry for the disappointment of the First Church;
but you may thank the Lord that you have been warned in time. Great dandghaxe
threatened your youth if such laxity were allowed to creep into thepfdid, under the very
banner of the Shepherd.” He sheltered himself under his choker and turned ponderously away.

“Calls that argument, does he? Humph!” said the manufacturer to the prosperous retail
grocer, who was walking sadly by his side.

“Never saw a shepherd with a banner myself,” said the grocer; “but perhaps he has.

There’s no telling what that stock and dickey are capable of. Now, we’ve got to begin this row
all over again. Four years more ofeit,? There won’t be any too much piety left in this parish
by the time we get a man.”

“It is very strange,” the oldest deacon was saying to the youngest minister. “The young
man has preached for us nearly a year, off and on. We never discoveiracaimy such
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unsoundness of views as you have. If he held such reprehensibieedoeas it is plain he
doos, | supposehe never preached *em in thispulpit. It’s all noos to us. It’s a great pity; for
we’re in a demoralized condition, spiritooally and financially. I don’t know what in—"the
deacon recollected himself in time, drew himself up sharply, and segaidly “what in the
world is going to become of us?”

By this time the shriller voices of the women became audible.

“I do declare, I'm awful sorry for his wife.”

“Well, if she’s married a heretic, she’d better have read her Bible where it says about
being yoked to unbelievers.”

“She’s kind of pretty. Two rows of something would have improved that alpaca.”

“Yes; we’d have fixed her up after they came. She might have had one of Jordan &
Marsh’s ready-made suits at a darnation party.”

This profane suggestion came from a dressy young girl, whose eyes brimimed wi
something for which Pepperville gave scanty overflow room.

“Well, she split one of her gloves. | saw-t-across the thumb.”

“She did it wringing her hands together, under her overskirt, out of sight, after she saw it
was going against him.”

“Is that so? How do you know?”

“I saw her. My! how pale he was. It’s a shame.”

“It seems to meas if he’d played a kind of game on us, not allowing that he was so
unsound all this while.”

“He’s never preached one damnation sermon since he came, come to think of it.”

“That was our look-out,” interposed the dressy young lady. “If we wanted damnation, we
ought to have put it in the bargain. A little more He#; sir, or another candidate.”

“Mary Eliza!” said a matron, sternly, “if you were pious yourself, you would not swear
like that. It’s very unladylike, besides.”

“I put it to anybody if that isn’t the upshot of it?”” said Mary Eliza. “There’s Jim. Ask
him.”

The young fellow who approached, laying down his cigar and doffing hisob&ed
rather earnesth-for a young fellow—at the pretty girl.

“Miss Mary, can you make out what theywantit to be true for? I can’t.”

“They take on about it as if they did; that’s a fact,” said Mary Eliza. “One would think—
if it could be made out any other wayhey’d be glad of it. But,” more softly, “it’s too much for
us, Jim. Maybetrue, for all we know. Why, yes, I don’t know but I’ll walk a little way. I must
get home to supper. How’s your pony, Jim? What was it she had? Blind stages, or whooping
cough? I forget.”

“And he did set so agreeable on this parish!” continued the matron who had rebuked
Mary Eliza. “His sermon on affliction I never heard the beat of. It was a beautiful discourse.
Mis’ Penny and old Mis’ Drowsy, they cried most through the whole of it. There’s few young
men could have had such testimony to theiods. And Mary Eliza’s youngest sister has taken
an interest ever since he’s been here. For my part, I liked him first-rate and | always had
supposedve were LED. But it seems we wasn’t.”

“I liked him myself,” courageously uprose another voice, the feeling plainly creeping,
like a slow tide, in favor of the rejected heretic. “He had such a way with him. He’s the first
minister we’ve had here my Tom would look at. He said he liked his stories, and he said the
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chap was honest. It was disrespectful to Tom; but he-d@lcalled him a chap! You know
boys will be”—

“I don’t see that he was any such terrible sight of a heretic, after all. Do you, Miss
Teazer?”

“Why, no,” plaintively from Miss Teazer, a maiden lady, with perplexed eyes and
assured molit “Why, no. He didn’t say everybody would be saved. Did he? It was only
heathen and- let me see-heathen, idiots-and what was the other?”

“Women, perhaps,” suggested Mary Eliza, lingering to laugh back across her pretty
shoulder.

“I don’t think it was women,” said Miss Teaser, with an air of great mental acumen.
Somebody suggested “babies.” Mary Eliza observed that it was all the same. The chatter uprose
again more vehemently, if not more coherently.

“After the tea-fights and coffee-scrapes and dgpulls andthe sacred tableaux, us
women have gone through to raise his salary to nine hundred doltarsy fart, | think a lot of
men hadn’t ought to sit and vote our minister away from us. Now, [ s’pose we’ve got it all to do
over again. My doctds forbid me ever taking a table again. Jenny says she wishes Rebecca at
the Well had never been born. She caught her bronchitis out of the lemonade, you know.”

“Oh! Mrs. Banner, have you heard about the fight in the Reform Club?”

“Why, I heard they’d fit; but, there, I’ve been so busy getting ready for this Consul, I
haven’t been able to "tend up to the Reform Club very well.”

“Nor I haven’t, either. I heard Job Jacobs had broken.”

“So did I; but he was out to-day. It’s a shame.”

“Soitis. They need a lot of looking after. | wish we had more time. Oh! Miss Teaser, |
believe Molly McGilp is in your class. Can you tell me the facts ath@itstory, you know,
that’s going the rounds about her? I said I wouldn’t believe it till I knew it, you know.”

“I haven’t seen Molly, lately,” said Miss Teaser. “She was n’t at Sunday-school, and we
have been so extremely busy. You know we entertdimedlergymen at our house. There was
a good deal of cake to bake, and | always make the sausages mysaihfocsasions. We sent
something to the church, too. It has been a very busy season. I hope I haven’t neglected Molly.

I shall hunt her up this week.”

“How long do you suppose this eternal punishment lasts, anyway?”

“There’s Mr. Bowker. Let’s ask him. Men know things.”

“Well, I don’t know. Seems to me they didn’t know any too much to-day. Mr. Matthew
lost his breath when they asked him if he would send a Five Points thief to Heaven.”

“Is that SO?’

“Yes, 'n I thought shewould faint when they tripped him up so on Gohenna and that
Greek word. But I guess she ain’t the fainting kind. Thank you, Mr. Bowker. It is rather a
heavy shawl. We were just going to ask you how long eternal punisheadigtlasts. We
thought you’d know.”

As Mr. and Mrs. Malachi Matthew came out of the church, looking about thadiytim
they found themselves close upon a little group which seemed alnsettagsart as they were,
from the members of Pepperville First Church and the Reverend Councilmyesiér its
Orthodoxy on that unfortunate day.

This group was composed of a few mill-girls, the rumseller, the drunkaitdhea horse-
jockey, who were all in excellent spirits. One of the reporters stadadmaff, writing on the
top of his hat. The editor lingered behind the Reverend Mr. Smart and Mr. Hedrigpked
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back nodding, not unkindly, at the heretic minister. After a moment’s hesitation, this gentleman

came back and shook hands with the disgraced man, and said he wouttl deagigest of his
views for The Watch-Tower of Zigiut that he was late to his train and must hasten away. This
attracted the attention of Brother Hearty to the forlorn positiadhefwo poor young people,

and he turned to speak to them. One or two women of the parish, cousbyars. Drowsy,

who found such comfort in weeping over the sermon on Affliction, als@raadf they would
address the beloved pastor, who had taught them such deadly doctrine for dhaartheir
knowing it. But some one was before them all. It was a well-dressed, sedspedsnan, with a
large gold watch-guard and a large, cold eye. He tipped his hat to the yourgpesat

intimated that he had a word to say to him.

“Are you in concern, my brother?” asked Mr. Malachi Matthew, flushing a little with
pleasure at this appeal.

“Why, no,” said the man, “it’s no concern of mine. That’s a fact. It’s your concern, |
know. All I’'m after is just to say I like your grit.”

“Thank you, my friend,” said the minister, a little embarrassed.

“I ain’t your friend. Don’t you mistake. I ain’t pious. Isell rum. I don’t drink myself.

It’s a nasty habit. Keeps you poor. I never drink. But Isell. Isell to Job Jacobs here. I'll own

it. It’s ruined him. He went to hear you one spell. Give me the cold shoulder for a month. 1
was glad of it. Job and me was boys together, and I wouldn’t mind if you did sober Job. But
what | come to say is, | like your pluck. | heard you preach thggegeamce discourse of yours.
It cost me several customersor a time; but I liked it. You attend to your business. I ’tend to
mine. According to your views, I’m one of them that’ll go to the place they haul you up for
knowing nothin’ about it, never having had a personal experience; but I can’t help that. May be
such a place for aught I say. Ishouldn’t wonder. I ain’t pious, but I like your grit.”

“Like em myself,” said the drunkard, solemnly. He stood beside the rumseller in a
friendly manner.

“Oh, Job!” said Mr. Malachi Matthew, “do I see you intoxicated again? And in church
t00?”

“Come to hear ’em pitch in ter yer,” said Job. “Sorry yer goin’. Giv’ yer my ’and.

Club’s busted. Reform if yer stay.”

“Come, come, Job,” said the rumseller, a little abashed; for a crowd was gathering. He
put his arm through Job’s and they walked unsteadily away. Mr. and Mrs. Malachi Matthew
looked sadly after them; but Brother Hearty came up, and some of the sisidt® amo young
people shook hands with them, and exchanged a few confused words. Theyrwéredsand
wished to be alone. They looked about, still timidly, and walked as if aincedfttheir next
step.

The horse-jockey lingered behind, with the mill-girls; more espg®iéh one mill-girl,
who wore a red feather and bead trimming. One of the others said:

“Molly McGilp, Bob wants you.”

“I want to know!” said Molly. A little stir while they stood there attracted their attention.
One of the Sunday-school teachers, a conscientious girl, was colleetimgathtclass in the
vestry for half an hour’s rehearsal for the Christmas concert. They met on Tuesdays, just before
tea, for this commendable purpose. The conscientious girl wasreerya-night, with her
seven hours’ session at the Council, and collected her flock with difficulty. As soon as the doors
were shut, they began at once to sing. The conscientious girl playiedtthenent known as a
cabinet organ. The children shrilly sang:
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“Jesus loves me, that I know,
For the Bible tells me so!”

“Hear that,” said Bob.

“Molly’s graduated from the Sunday-school,” said one of the girls. “She wasn’t sound.”

“You needn’t have saidit, Meg,” said Molly, in a low voice. She looked down the dark
street where the drunkard, now deserted by the rumseller, reeled away aldme bétid of the
road a shadowy figure or figures watched for him. It looked like a ghost of awlooiding the
hand of a ghastly child.

“Poor Job!” said the girl. “I’m sorry for Job.”

The little voices from the vestry sang out, with gathering ferce:

“Jesus loves me, that I know.”

“He took a shine to the new parson for a while,” said Molly. “And while they kept that
Reform Club going he kept real straight. The women petted him at first; iyopdse they got
tired of him. That Club’s about broke up. There’s nothing going on in Pepperville but heresy
these days. Seems they’re so anxious we shall be damned in the next world they haven’t time to
notice what we do in this.”

“I don’t know’s that’s exactly fair, Molly,” said the quietest of the girls. “Some of ’em
mean well.”

“Oh! yes, we all mean well,” said Molly wearily. “Here’s Bob. He means well. Don’t
you, Bob?”

She flung him a bitter look; but, softening, her fine, dark eyes wanderedtblewtreet.

“There’s Job’s wife, waiting for him. And the young one. See! She’s got him by the
arm. How she begs! Asking him to go home. Cruel they-amen! Poor Betty! Job used to be
a handsome fellow.”

She broke into wild singing; a snatch of a chorus that the girls liklbdaaned from
loom to loom, with passionate power, on dark Winter afternoons:

“Let us live, let us live,
While we can.

Where is the soul
Of a man?

Find out for yourself;
By and by

To-morrow, to-morrow
We de.”

One of Molly’s companions took up the refrain, and the horse-jockey struck in on the
bass in the last line; but the Sunday class in the vestry wentyboeiveand strong athwart the
factory song, the children’s voices grew:

“Lord, thou hast here thy ninety-and-nine;
Are they not enough for thee?
But the shepherd made answer: ‘This of mine
Has wandered away from me!’”
The conflict of these two discordant strains flung itself far in teardNovember air; and many
of the good people going home from the meeting-house heard the soundgaret] listening
or commenting idly among themselves; how faithful Lucy was wethckass; how rude the mill-
girls were growing since the strike; and what was the point Dr. Croaker mauletlad
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difference between restoration and annihilation? and, if a man were tmadyent until the
Holy Spirit—
“But none of the ransomed ever knew
How dark was the night that the Lord passed through,
Till he found the sheep that was lost!”
Sang the little voices in the vestry.

“Come, Molly,” said the horse-jockey, after a moment’s hesitation. “Have an oyster
supper?”

“I don’t know as I will to-night, Bob,” said the girl. The others had moved away. The
young man and the young woman stood by themselves in the shadow of tHark@amd
deserted church. Molly looked up once at the height of the white, dumb buildinge In th
darkness it seemed to frown.

“I go to the desert to find my sheep,”
sang once more the unconscious children.

“Come, Molly.”

She shook her head, and, putting out one hand, she even gently motiomediim

The Sunday-school hymns stopped. The conscientious girl closed the catpame The
children flocked out. Lucy locked the vestry door. Her class clung &leouas she walked
away. Their steps grew fainter. The voices of the crowd returning fromotimecChad now
quite died away. These good people were all well in their respectabls,megaring to eat
their respectable suppers and respectably have family prayers. Mr. and Mr$i Miatibew
were sitting side by side, quite silent, aboard the evening train. Thelngstied rumseller
vividly described the afternoon’s events across his counter, as he recommended “Bitters” to a
boy who feared to find whiskey too much for him. Job Jacobs struck out ratdeattihe man
who spoke slightingly of the parson, and, getting knocked down and more than tranabligd
on, was sent home, looking badly enough, to his wife. She was listenihcae with a light
in her hand. A sickly child followed her. The baby was crying. The houseald and there
seemed to have been no supper.

“Poor Job!” she said, as they brought him in.

“It’s blamed ghastly here by the graveyard,” said Bob, after a long silence. “Ain’t you
tired of it, Moll?”

“Go home without me—this once, Bob.”

“Molly, come!”

“I wonder how high that spire goes!” said Molly coldly. She was looking up, infinitely
up, beyond the fine, vanishing point that the spire made against the sky, amsiagghd3ut it
tired her eyes to do this. She turned away and put her hand through the young fellow’s arm. She
did not talk as they walked down the lighted street, and Bob hummed tbwey fsang until she
joined him, faintly, louder, clearer, strong at last:

“Let us live, let us live
While we can.
Where is the soul
Of a man?”
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“THE YOUNG WOMAN’S ACCOUNT’: WRITING WOMEN’S SEXUALITY

Magdalene
At Bay
Doherty



INTRODUCTION

Sexuality, particularly female sexuality, was one of the modtlpnaatic concerns of the
nineteenth century. The imperatives of Victorian morality indiste hard attitudes and harsher
judgments about any sexual act outside of marriage, but those actsatiseis, and their
outcomes were to be kept hidden.The Dangerous Classes of New Y@&72) Charles
Loring Brace depicts, in this description of sexuality among the poomomly held social
codes and beliefs about sexual sins and female sexuality:
It has often seemed to me one of the most dark arrangements of thiarsmgpd that a
female child of the poor should be permitted to start on its immzatekr with almost
every influence about it degrading, its inherited tendenciesvtredéming toward
indulgence of passion, its examples all of crime or lust, itelowture awake long
before its higher, and then that it should be allowed to soil and detgaaeili before the
maturity of reason, and beyond all human possibility of cleansing!

For there is no reality in the sentimental assertion that thelseraaf the lad
are as degrading as those of the girl. The instinct of the female idonenel the
preservation of purity, and therefore her fall is deeper. (115-16)

Not only were girls and women seen as further fallen, they were geneeflyas unredeemable
once they had fallen. In a study of female sexuality in the periddrikiss Ellen Dubois and
Linda Gordon contend that while “the ‘fallen woman’ was always viewed as a direct victim, not
only of male dominance in general, but of kidnapping, sexual imprisonmewugtgiar and/or
seduction,” emphasis on her victimization prevented her “transcending a sexual morality

dividing women into the good and the bad” (9). Furthermore, any woman, regardless of her
background, or whether or not she had come from Brace’s “dangerous classes” or a home of
wealth and standing, once fallen, was considered a prostitute. Dubois and Gordon discuss “the
common understanding that once a womanshaautside of marriage she was ‘ruined,” and
would become a prostitute sooner or later. . . . once ‘used’ by a man, women became free game
for that entire sex” (10). In the story of Ellen Doherty, included below, the gruff policeman-
narrator notes how quickly the girl went from innocent to damned. teesppearance of
sexual promiscuity ruined reputations and, as Phelps depitissitory “At Bay,” also in this
chapter, just a hint of promiscuity had the potential to leaversop friendless and homeless.

Faced with these social codes and with stated desire“thdiekind of woman for which there is
really, | find, no better word than Christidrglizabeth Stuart Phelps began to write about the
fallen woman early in her caree€lfapters55). In this work she follows the example of
Victorian poet Christina Rossetti who critiqued that misogingocial structures that created
the fallen woman even as she worked to restore these womdhhionfianity in her writing and
her benevolent work. Begiimg with the story “Magdalene” in 1865, Phelps depicted these
characters as Magdalenes, degraded women who were somehow nearest itts{@ladsof
forever fallen. Furthermore, in calling them Magdalene and its derigsaf\relps overtly drew
attention to the fact that she followed the example of Jesus immedgpdegraded and outcast
women and girls. Aside from the several stories Phelps w&haiet the fallen woman, including
those below, her early novidedged In(1879) tells the story of an impavghed and degraded
girl who is redeemed, first by other women into a happy and productivardethen by Jesus at
her death. Renovating cultural views of the fallen woman was a rathei tattieataking for
women reformers and for reform writers like Phelps. While there weliereapvements to
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address the problematic consequences of sexudlilyexample the American Female Moral
Reform Society was formed in 1834 and renamed the American Female Guadety B
1849—the matter received much wider attention later in the century. Catl@imion suggests
that the Civil War might be one reason that women rejected conventiales cbpropriety to
help their fallen sisters. “War produces cultural shifts so dramatic that sexual attitudes, mores,
and morality undergo sea changes when nations are under siege,” Clinton notes, and after the

war, “the more women demanded a presence on the public platform during this era—the social
housekeeping of the settlement house movement, the evangelicaloetive temperance
crusade, and the growth and development of women’s higher education—the more frenzied
campaigns for social and sexual control grew” (61, 73). These campaigns and organizations
tended to use the language of moral reform and they may,dg ¢adaders, seem
condescending. However, Dubois and Gordon argue that nineteanity women’s reform
work on prostitution was part of the development of feminism as we krioday. They
suggest that those respectable women who risked reaching euwtmen stigmatized as
whores,” declared a female collectivity “that transcended class and moralistic divisions. The
attitudes that we today perceive as a patronizing desire to ‘help,” were initially a challenge to the
punitive and woman-hating moralitiyat made sexual ‘ruin’ a permanent and irredeemable
condition for women” (14). While Phelps often has her fallen women die at the end of their
stories, they are never depicted as irredeemable. In her hands] mislbeeing damned to a life
of suffering and an eternity in hell, Nixy kedged In Maggie, Martie, and Ellen in the stories
below, and Phelps’s other fallen women, are recast as prodigals, wayward but not fallen, and
ready to be brought back into the sight of love.

THE STORIES
“Magdalene” was first published in Hours at Homel (Sep. 1865): 448-58. It was later reprinted
under the title “One of the Elect” in Men, Women, and GhogBoston: Fields, Osgood & Co.,
1869).
“At Bay” appeared in Harper’s New Monthly Magazine 34 (May 1867): 780-87.

“Doherty” first appeared in The Independer29 Nov. 1877: 1-2, and was reprintedSiealed
Orders(Boston: Houghton, Osgood and Company, 1879).
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“DowN, Muff! down!”

Muff obeyed; he tookiis paws off from his master’s shoulders with an injured look in his
great mute eyes, and consoled himself by growling at the cow. Mr. Ryckspdtan stop to a
series of gymnastic exercises commenced between them, by throwing the creature’s hay down
upon her horns; then he watered his horse, fed the sheep, took a lookeatsthend closed all
the doors tightly; for the night was cold, so cold that he shivered, even undgretizbottle-
green coat of his: he was not a young man.

“Pretty cold night, Muff!” Muff was not blest with a forgiving disposition; he maintained
a dignified silence. But his master did not feel the slight. Something, peheapsid, made
him careless of the dog to-night.

The house was warm, at least; the light streamed far out oftthekiwindow, down
almost to the orchard. He passed across it, showing his figure atbttl@ng, and the flutter of
gray hair from under his hat; then into the house. His wife was busied thhe room, a pleasant
room for a kitchen, with the cleanest of polished floors and whitenésstdabe cheeriest of
fires, the home-like faces of blue and white china peeping throughodet dioor; a few books
upon a little shelf, with an old Bible among them; the cosey rockiag-tirat always stood by
the fire, and a plant or two in the south window. He came in, stampitigeashow; Muff
crawled behind the stove, and gave himself up to a fit of metaphysics.

“Cold, Amos?”

“Of course. What else should I be, woman?”

His wife made no reply. His unusual impatience only saddened her kjles &he was
one of those women who would have borne a life-long oppression with lijpsn Amos Ryck
was not an unkind husband, but it was not his way to be tender; the years wihichiteaed his
har had brought him stern experiences: life was to him a battle, h=ohalways that about a
combatant. But he loved her.

“Most ready to sit down, Martha?”” he said at last, more gently.

“In a minute, Amos.”

She finished some bit of evening work, her step soft about the room. Thereshep
the low rocking-chair with its covering of faded crimson chintz, abhd®an by her husband.

She did this without noise; she did not sit too near to him; she tookrgaits annoy
him by any feminine bustle over her work; she chose her knitting, as being ahoal/t his
fancy; then she looked up timidly into his face. But there was a freigit to be sure, but still
a frown, upon it, neither did he speak. Some gloomy, perhaps some bitter treldghehman.
A reflection of it might have struck across her, as she turned her heag her eyes upon the
coals.

The light on her face showed it pale; the lines on her mouth dezper than any time
had worn for her husband; her hair as gray as his, though he was alreadyagrave, middle
age, when the little wife-hardly past her sixteenth birthdayxome to the farm with him.

Perhaps it is these silent womespiritless, timid souls, like this orewho have, after
all, the greatest capacity for suffering. You might have thought so, iigdwvatched her.
Some infinite mourning looked out of her mute brown eyes. In thefokeling of her hands
there was a sort of stifled cry, as one whose abiding place is in ey @athe Shadow.
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A monotonous sob of the wind broke at the corners of the house; in the silsneen
the two, it was distinctly heardartha Ryck’s face paled a little.

“I wish—" She tried to laugh. “Amos, it cries just like a baby.”

“Nonsense!”

Her husband rose impatiently, and walked to the window. He was nottgifaamcies;
all his life was ruled and squared up to a creed. Yet | doubt if he liked the sbthat wind
much better than the woman. He thrummed upon the window-sill, then tinangdysaway.

“There’s a storm up, a cold one too.”

“It stormed when—"

But Mrs. Ryck did not finish her sentence. Her husband, coming back tatitipped
over a stook—a little thing it was, fit only for a child; a bit of dingy carpet c@ebit: once it had
been bright.

“Martha, what do you keep this about for? It’s always in the way!” setting it up angrily
against the wall.

“I won’t, if you’d rather not, Amos.”

The farmer took up an almanac, and counted out the time when the minister’s salary and
the butcher’s bill were due; it gave occasion for making no reply.

“Amos!” she said at last. He put down his book.

“Amos, do you remember what day it is?”

“I’m not likely to forget.” His face darkened.

“Amos,” again, more timidly, “do you suppose we shall ever find out?”

“How can I tell?”

“Ever know anything,—just a little?”

“We know enough, Martha.”

“Amos! Amos!” Her voice rising to a bitter cry, “we don’t know enough! God’s the
only one that knows enough. He knows whether she’s alive, and if she’s dead he knows, and
where she is; if there was ever any hope, and if her mether

“Hope, Martha, for her!”

She had been looking into the fire, her attitude unchanged, herweantsg one into the
other. She roused at that, something in her face as if one flared a Bgdtdepon the dead.

“What ails you, Amos? You’re her father; you loved her when she was a little, innocent
child.”

When she was a child, and innocenyes. Thatwas long ago. He stopped to walk
across the room, and sat down, his face twitching nervously. But he hawgrtotsay,-not one
word to the patient woman watching him there in the firelight, nofamieve of the child who
had climbed upon his knee and kissed him in that very room, who had plage that little
faded cricketand wound her arms about the mother’s neck, sitting just so, as she sat now. Yet
hehadloved her, the pure baby. That stung him. He could not forget it, thougightown
no fathership to the wanderer.

Amos Ryck was a respectable man; he had the reputation of an, ippmestarmer to
maintain. Moreover, he was a deacon in the church. His own life,istésrpurity, could brook
no tenderness toward offenders. His own child was as shut out fréongneness as he
deemed her to be from the forgiveness of his God. Yet you would haverseee look at that
man, that this blow with which he was smitten had cleft hist heats core.
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This was her birthday;-hers whose name had not passed his lips for years. Do you think
he had once forgotten it since its morning? Did not the memibtieought crowd into every
moment? Did they not fill the very prayers in which he besought aaginghGod to avenge him
of all his enemies?

So many times the child had sat there at his feet on this danglaigh some birthday
toy, —he always managed to find her something, a doll or a picture-book; she usetttoxto
thank him, pushing back her curls, her little red lips put up for a kiss. He wagreed of her,
—he and the mother. She was all they hatle only one. He used to call her “God’s dear
blessing,” softly, while his eyes grew dim; she hardly heard him for his breaking voice.

She might have stood there and brought back all those dead birthday sagtid he live
them over. But none could know it; for he did not speak, and the frown knotidyl ola his
forehead. Martha Ryck looked up at last into her husband’s face.

“Amos, if she shouldever come back!” He started, his eyes freezing.

“She won’t! She—"

Would he have said “sheshallnot?”” God only knew.

“Martha, you talk nonsense! It’s just like a woman. We’ve said enough about this. I
suppose He who’s cursed us has got his own reasons for it. We must bear it, and so must she.”

He stood up, stroking his beard nervously, his eyes wandering about theheodith not,
or he could not, look at his wife. Muff, rousing from his slumbers, came uplglezpe taken
some notice of. She used to love the datlpe child; she gave him his name in a frolic one day;
he was always her plagtlow; many a time they had come in and found her asleep with Muff’s
black, shaggy sides for a pillow, and her little pink arms around his Ineckace warm and
bright with some happy dream.

Mr. Ryck had often thought he would sell the creature; but he nevetff@had been a
woman, he would have said he could not. Being a man, he argued that Maffjeag watch-
dog, and worth keeping.

“Always in the way, Muff!” he muttered, looking at the patient black head rubbed against
his knee. He was angry with the dog at that moment; the next hepesaded the brute had
done no wrong. He stooped and patted him. Muff returned to his dreams content.

“Well, Martha,” he said, coming up to her uneasily, “you look tired.”

“Tired? No, I was only thinking, Amos.”

The pallor of her face, its timid eyes and patient mouth, the wholeetfusok of the
woman, struck him freshly. He stooped and kissed her forehead, the sheqs higeface
relaxing a little.

“I did n’t mean to be hard on you, Martha; we both have enough to bear without that, but
it’s best not to talk of what can’t be helped,—you see.”

“Yes.”

“Don’t think anything more about the day; it’s not—it’s not really good for you; you
must cheer up, little woman.”

“Yes, Amos.”

Perhaps his unusual tenderness gave her courage; she stood up, putting batiuadns a
his neck.

“If you’d only try to love her a little, after all, my husband! He would know it; He might
save her for it.”
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Amos Ryck choked, coughed, and said it was the time for prayers. He took eowith th
Bible in which his child’s baby-fingers used to trace their first lessons after his own, and read,
not of her who loved much and was forgiven, but one of the imprecatory P8alms.

When Mrs. Ryck was sure that her husband was asleep that night, stefthp$eom
her bed, un-locked, with a noiseless key, one of her bureau drawers, took sofethimgand
then felt her way down the dark stairs into the kitchen.

She drew a chair up to the fire, wrapped her shawl closely abounhtarnged, with
trembling fingers, the knots of a soft silkken handkerchief in which hesuresiwere folded.

Some baby dresses of purest white; a child’s little pink apron; a pair of tiny shoes, worn
through by pattering feet; and a toy or two all broken, as some enpétile fingers had left
them; she was such a careless baby! Yet they never could scold Fewaysaffected such
pretty surprises, and wide blue-eyed penitence: a bit of a queen shetheataan.

Was it not most kindly ordered by the Infinite Tenderness whidtlpits sorrowing
ones, that into her still hours her child should come so often only aslasgehking pure things
only, touching her mother so like a restful hand, and stealing into arfray

For where was ever grief like this one? Beside this sorrow, death wapputibshe
might have closed her child’s baby-eyes, and seen the lips which had not uttered their first
“Mother!” stilled, and laid her away under the daisies, she would have sat there alone that night,
and thanked Him who had given and taken away.

But this—a wanderer upon the face of the earth,mark, deeper seared than the mark
of Cain, upon the face which she had fondled and kissed within her armsylthe which she
had given life, accursed of God and maip measure this, there is no speech nor language.

Martha Ryck rose at last, took off the covers of the stove, and madih daee which
brightened all the room, and shot its glow far into the street. Shetovidie window to push the
curtain carefully aside, stood a moment looking out into the nighg¢ stdily to the door,
unlocked it, then went upstairs to bed.

The wind, rising suddenly that night, struck sharply through the cityadlibeen cold
enough before, but the threatened storm foreboded that it would be wdbsdoyetmorning.
The people crowded in a warm and brilliant church cast wanderingegldmen the preacher to
the painted windows, beyond which the night lay darkly, thought of the ride inartuse,
cushioned carriages, and shivered.

So did a woman outside, stopping just by the door, and looking in at the faunghed
sacred shelter. Such a temperature was not the best medicine for that deergh &he had
just crawled out of the garret, where she had lain sick, very sick efeksy

Passing the door of the Temple which reared its massive frontitadrg) windows out
of the darkness of the street, her ear was caught by the faint, mufflede@omie anthem the
choir were singing. She drew the hood of her cloak over her face, turneleistasidow of the
steps, and, standing so, listened. Why, she hardly knew. Perhaps it wesdhentreaty of the
music, for her dulled ear had never grown deaf to it; or perhaps a membng fg a shadow,
of other places and other times, in which the hymns of God’s church had not been strange to her.
She caught the words at last, brokenly. They were of some one who was edvoWalended!
she held her breath, listening curiously. The wind shrieking past drownezsthenly the

53 Imprecatory Psalms are those which include prayers for God to curse the psalmist’s
enemies.
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swelling of the organ murmured above it. She stole up the granite steps hustléatentrance.
No one was there to see her, and she went on tiptoe to the muffled doog pettear to it, her
hair falling over her face. It was some plaintive minor air they were hgpagsad as a dying
wail, and as sweet as a mother’s lullaby.

“But He was wounded; He was wounded for our transgression; He was bruised for our
iniquities.”

Then, growing slower and more faint, a single voice took up the strain, mlbynft
clearly, with a hush in it as if one sang on Calvary.

“Yet we hid, as it were, our faces from Him. He was despised, and we esteemed him
not.”

Well; He only knows what it spoke to the woman, who listened keatiguilty face
hidden in her hair; how it drew her like a call to join the throngwmashipped him.

“I’d like to hear the rest,” she muttered to herself. “I wonder what it is about.”

A child came down from the gallery just then, a ragged boy, who, like hédraelf,
wandered in from the street.

“Hilloa, Meg!” he said, laughing, “yougoing to meeting? That’s a good joke!” If she
had heard him, she would have turned away. But her hand was on the latidgrthed swung
upon its noiseless hinges; the pealing organ drowned his voice. Sheardtsat down in an
empty slip close by the door, looking about her for the moment in a sdrilditb wonder. The
church was a blaze of light and color. One perceived a mist of gayly dressés] pesut
flutter of fans, and faint, sweet perfumes below; the velvet-cushioned, @uidipale, scholarly
outlines of the preacher’s face above; the warmth of rainbow-tinted glass; the wreathed and
massive carving of oaken cornice; the glitter of gas-light frohoagand prisms, and the silence
of the dome beyond.

The brightness struck sharply against the woman sitting there aloneacdeeemed to
grow grayer and harder in it. The very hush of that princely sanctuangddwoken by her
polluted presence. True, she kept afar off; she did not so much as lift ygéeo deaven; she
had but stolen in to hear the chanted words that were meant for émaanme and the comfort of
the pure, bright worshipperssinners, to be sure, in their way; but then, Christ diethfem
This tabernacle, to which they had brought their purple and gold and skartes praise, was
not meant for such as Meg, you know.

But she had come into it, nevertheless. If He had called her theidsta know it.
She only sat and listened to the chanting, forgetting what shdosgetting to wonder if there
were one of all that reverent throng who would be willing to sit and worship deside

The singing ended at last, and the pale preacher began his sermon. Bul kiatgcdre
for that; she could not understand it. She crouched down in the cotherpew, her hood
drawn far over her face, repeating to herself now and then, mechaag#lseemed, the words
of the chant.

“Wounded—for our transgressions; and bruised,”—muttering, after a while;-“Yet we
hid our faces.” Bruised and wounded! The sound of words attracted her; she said them over and
over. She knew who He was. Many years ago she had heard of him; it was a deesinadni
then; she had almost forgotten it. Was it true? And was he perhaps,there a little chance it
meant, he was bruised for herfor her? She began to wonder dimly, still muttering the
sorrowful words down in her corner, where no one could hear her.

| wonder if He heard them. Do you think he did? For when the sermon was emtled, a
the choir sang again;still of him, and how he called the heavy-laden, and how he kepwms
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rest for them, she said;for was she not very weary and heavy-laden with her-sissf?
crouching down in her corner, “That’s me. I guess itis. I’ll find out.”

She fixed her eyes upon the preacher, thinking, in her stunted, childish atdye tinew
so much, so many things she did not understand, that surely he could,te8He should like to
have it to think about; she would ask him. She rose instinctivigythe audience to receive his
blessing, then waited in her hooded cloak, like some dark and evil thinggahe brilliant
crowd. The door opening, as they began to pass out by her, swept in sucbfeaahabs
brought back a spasm of coughing. She stood quivering under it, her fdaeitivihe pain.
The crowd began to look at her curiously, to nod and whisper among thesnselve

The sexton stepped up nervously; he knew who she was. “Meg, you’d better go. What
are you standing here for?”

She flung him a look out of her hard, defiant eyes; she made no answer. Aleigidg
to her mother’s hand, looked up as she went by, pity and fear in her great wondering eyes.
“Mother, see that poor woman; she’s hungry or cold!”

The little one put her hand over the slip, pulling at Meg’s cloak. “What’s the matter with
you? Whydon’t you go home?”

“Bertha, child, are you crazy?” Her mother caught her quickly away. “Don’t touch that
woman!”

Meg heard it.

Standing, a moment after, just at the edge of the aisle, a ladyn elaldet, brushed
against her, then gathered her costly garments with a hand ringedzatidgdwith diamonds,
shrinking as if she had touched some accursed thing, and sweeping by.

Meg’s eyes froze at that. This was the sanctuary, these the worshippers of Him who was
bruised. His message could not be for her. It would be of no use to findoowitha; of no use
to tell him how she loathed herself and her life; that she wantaubtie about the Rest, and
about that heavy-laden one. His followers would not brook the veryrfaftteer dress against
their pure garments. They were like him; he could have nothing to sayhtasgbe.

She turned to go out. Through the open door she saw the night atatrine \&/ithin
was the silent dome, and the organ-hymn still swelling up to it.

It was still of the wounded that they sang. Meg listened, lingenechéd the preacher
on the arm as he came by.

“I want to ask you a question.”

He started at the sight of her, or more perhaps at the sharphess/aice.

“Why, why, who are you?”

“I’'m Meg. You don’t know me. Iain’t fit for your fine Christian people to touch; they
won’t let their little children speak to me.”

“Well?” he said, nervously, for she paused.

“Well? You’re a preacher. I want to know about Him they’ve been singing of. I came in
to hear the singing. I like it.”

“I—I don’t quite understand you,” began the minister. “You surely have heard of Jesus
Christ.”

“Yes,” her eyes softened, “somebody used to tell me; it was mother; we lived in the
country. I was n’t what [ am now. I want to know if he can put me back again. What if | should
tell him I was going to be different? Would he hear me, do you suppose?”

Somehow the preacher’s scholarly self-possession failed him. He felt ill at ease, standing
there with the woman’s fixed black eyes upon him.
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“Why, yes; he always forgives a repentant sinner.”

“Repentant sinner.” She repeated the words musingly. “I don’t understand all these
things. I’ve forgotten most all about it. I want to know. Could n’t I come in some way with
childrenand be learnt ’em? I would n’t make any trouble.”

There was something almost like a child in her voice just then, alsiesiraest and as
pure. The preacher took out his handkerchief and wiped his face; thearged'his hat
awkwardly from hand to hand.

“Why, why, really, we have not provision in our Sabbath school for cases like this: we
have been meaning to establish an institution of a missionary cmabattéhe funds cannot be
raised just yet. I am sorry; [ don’t know but—"

“It’s no matter!”

Meg turned sharply away, her hands dropping lifelessly; she moved towambthe d
They were alone now in the church, they two.

The minister’s pale cheek flushed; he stepped after her.

“Young woman!”

She stopped, her face turned from him.

“I will send you to some of the city missionaries, or I will go with you to the Penitent’s
Retreat. | should like to help you—¥

He would have exhorted her to reform as kindly as he knew how; hedelntortable at
letting her go so; he remembered just then who washed the fest\asiier with her tears. But
she would not listen. She turned from him, and out into tenssome cry on her lips;it
might have been:-

“There ain’t nobody to help me. I wasgoing to be better!”

She sank down on the snow outside, exhausted by the racking couphivehair had
again brought on.

The sexton found her there in the shadow, when he locked the clomsh

“Meg! you here? What ails you?”

“Dying, I suppose!”

The sight of her touched the man, she lying there alone in the badiwgered,
hesitated, thought of his own warm home, looked at her again. If alyrigsnad should save the
creature;—he had heard of such things. Well? But how could he take her into his addpect
home? What would people saythe sexton of the Temple! He had a little wife there too, pure
as the snow upon the ground to-night. Could he bring them under the same roof?

“Meg!” he said, speaking in his nervous way, though kindly, “you will die here. I’ll call
the police and let #in take you where it’s warmer.”

But she crawled to her feet again.

“No you won’t!”

She walked away as fast as she was able, till she found a s@lgda/n by the water,
where no one could see her. There she stood a moment irresolute, looked up e cbgimt
as if searching for the sky, then sank upon her knees down in the silenbbade timber.

Perhaps she was half-frightened at the act, for she knelt so a memthenit speaking.
There she began to mutter: “Maybe he won’t drive me off; if they did, maybe he won’t. I should
just like to tell him, anyway!”

So she folded her hands, as she had folded them once at her mother’s knee.

“O Lord! I'm tired of being Meg I should like to be something else!”
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Then she rose, crossed the bridge, and on past the thinning houses, wdiityng fee
through the snow that drifted against her feet.

She did not know why she was there, or where she was going. She repeateéd softly
herself now and then the words uttered down in the shade of thertiher brain dulled by the
cold, faint, floating dreams stealing into them.

Meg! tired of being Meg! She was n’t always that. It was another name, a pretty name
she thought, with a childish smileMaggie. They always call her that. She used to play about
among the clover-blossoms and buttercups then; the pure little chilsledrto kiss her; nobody
hooted after her in the street, or drove her out of church, or lefil lsdorze out in the snow,—
Maggid

Perhaps, too, some vague thought came to her of the mournful, uncopsofhecy of
the name, as the touch of the sacred water upon her baby-brow hddtsedlagdalene.

She stopped a moment, weakened by her toiling against the wind, threav léfdd, the
better to catch her laboring breath, and standing so, looked backc#ytlis lights glimmering
white and pale, through the falling snow.

Her face was a piteous sight just then. Do you think the haugbttiget pure, fair
women in yonder treasured homes could have loathed her as she loaseddahthat moment?

Yet it might have been a face as fair and pure as theirs; kisseshafrrand husband
might have warmed those drawn and hueless lips; they might havel pnayehappy prayers,
every night and morning, to God. nlight have beenYou would almost have thought he had
meant it should be so, if you had looked into her eyes sometipeshaps when she was on her
knees by the timber; or when she listened to the chant, crouching aghitahghe church.

Well, it was only that it might have been. Life could have no plesbiessed change for
her, you know. Society had no place for it, though she sought it cgrefthitears. Who of all
God’s happy children that he had kept for sin would have gone to her and said, “My sister, his
love holds room for you and me”; have touched her with her woman’s hand, held out to her her
woman’s help, and blessed her with her woman’s prayers and tears?

Do you think Meg knew the answer? Had she not learned it well, in serefering
years? Had she not read it in every blast of this bitter night, outvhitdh she had come to find
a helper, when all the happy world passed by her, on the other side?

She stood there, looking at the glittering of the city, then off intglivam where the
path lay through the snow. Some struggled was in her face.

“Home! home and mother! She don’t want me,—nobody wants me. I’d better go back.”

The storm was beating upon her. But, looking from the city to the drifted pdtbaak
from the lonely path to the lighted city, she did not stir.

“I should like to see it, just to look in the window, a little,—it would n’t hurt ’em any.
Nobody ’d know.”

She turned, walking slowly where the snow lay pure and untrodden. On, @htadfs
the town, where the fields were still; thinking only as she went, that nabodigd know;—
nobody would know. She would see the old home out in the dark; she cenldavgood-by to
it quite aloud, and they would n’t hear her, or come and drive her away. And then

She looked around where the great shadows lay upon the fields, felt kenugeof her
limbs, her failing breath, and smiled. Not Meg’s smile; a very quiet smile, with a little quiver in
it. She would find a still place under the trees somewhere; the snow wandr her quite out of
sight before morning;-the pure, white snow. She would be only Maggie then.
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The road, like some familiar dream, would at last into the village. Dbevetreet where
her childish feet had pattered in their playing, by the old town pumpewt@eming home from
school, she used to drink the cool, clear water on summer noons, she-passiht shadow.
She might have been the ghost of some dead life, so moveless wahe3ta stopped at last,
looking about her.

“Where? I most forget.”

Turning out from the road, she found a brook half hidden under the brariches
dripping tree,—frozen now; only a black glare of ice, where she pushed away thevationer
foot. It might have been a still, green place in summer, with banks of amabbirds singing
overhead. Some faint color flushed all her face; she did not heaicias aropping from the
lonely tree.

“Yes,”—she began to talk softly to herself;this is it. The first time I ever saw him, he
stood over there under the tree. Let me see; was n’t I crossing the brook? Yes, I was crossing
the brook; on the stones. I had a pink dress. Ilooked in the glass when I went home,” brushing
her soft hair out of her eyes. “Did I look pretty? I can’t remember. It’s a great while ago.”

She came back into the street after that, languidly, for the snow lpgrdeehe wind,
too, had chilled her more than she knew. The sleet was frozen upon her hitetdage. She
tried to draw her cloak more closely about her, but her hands refused ta Haliet itooked at
them curiously.

“Numb? How much farther, I wonder?”

It was not long before she came to it. The house stood up silenty migiiit. A single
light glimmered far out upon the garden. Her eye caught it eagerlyfol®iveed it down,
across the orchard, and the little plats where the flowers used td gotlo&t morning and pick
them for her mother-a whole apronful, purple, and pink, and white, with dewdrops on them.
She was fit to touch them then. Her mother used to smile when slghbtbem in. Her
mother! Nobody ever smiled so since. Did she know it? Did she ever wonddraghat¢come
of her;—the little girl who used to kiss her? Did she ever want to see l@r2tines, when she
prayed up in the old bedroom, did she remember her daughter who had sinned, or guess that she
was tired of it all, and how no one in all the wide world would hel@ her

She was sleeping there now. And the father. She was afraid to see hioultheend
her away, if he knew she had come out in the snow to look atdheme. She wondered if her
mother would.

She opened the gate, and went in. The house was very still. So wasdirend the
gleam of light that lay golden on the snow. The numbness oblgridegan to steal over her
brain. She thought at moments, as she crawled up the path upon her hands anddmstes,
could no longer walk-that she was dreaming some pleasant dream; that the door would open,
and her mother come out to meet her. Attracted like a child by the bribad light, she
followed it over and through a piling drift. It led her to the windoleve the curtain was
pushed aside. She managed to reach the blind, and so stand up a moment, @hydaaking
in, the glow from the fire sharp on her face. Then she sank downhgsndw by the door.

Lying so, her face turned up against it, her stiffened lips kissing thieluenb,
unanswering wood, a thought came to her. She remembered the day. For seyearkabe
had not thought of it.

A spasm crossed her face, her hands falling clinched. Who wfashom it was
written, that better were it for the man if he had never been born? Of Magdaiore vile than
Judas, what should be said?
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Yet it was hard, | think, to fall so upon the very threshelslp near the quiet, peaceful
room, with the warmth, and light, and rest; to stay all night in threnstweith eyes turned to that
dead, pitiless sky, without one look into her mother’s face, without one kiss, or gentle touch, or
blessing, and die so, looking up! No one to hold her hand and look into heamyd®war her
say she was sorrysorry for it all! That they should find her there in the morning, whegn h
poor, dead face could not see if she were forgiven!

“I should like to go in,” sobbing, with the first tears of many years upon her cheek, —
weak, pitiful tears, like a child’s,—*just in out of the cold!”

Some sudden strength fell on her after that. She reached up, fumbling fatch. It
opened at her first touch; the door swung wide into the silent house.

She crawled in then, into the kitchen where the fire was, and¢kang-chair; the plants
in the window, and the faded cricket upon the hearth; the dog, too, roasedtif nap behind
the stove. He began to growl at her, his eyes on fire.

“Muff!” she smiled weakly, stretching out her hand. He did not know her,—he was
fierce with strangers. “Muff! don’t you know me? I’'m Maggie; there, there, Muff, good
fellow!”

She crept up to him fearlessly, putting both her arms about hisineclway she had of
soothing him when she was his playfellow. The creatures’s low growl died away. He submitted
to her touch, doubtfully at first, then he crouched on the floor édwd wagging his talil,
wetting her face with his huge tongue.

“Muff, youknow me, you old fellow! I’m sorry, Muff, I am,—I wish we could go out
and play together again. I’'m very tired, Muff.”

She laid her head upon the dog, just as she used to long ago, creeping lp firear A
smile broke all over her face, at Muff’s short, happy bark.

“He don’t turn me off; he don’t know; he thinks I’'m nobody but Maggie.”

How long she lay so, she did not know. It might have been minutes, it nagghbken
hours; her eyes wandering all about the room, growing brighter too, aner cléaey would
know now that she had come back; that she wanted to see them; thatl sinawled into the old
room to die; that Muff had not forgotten her. Perhgeshapsthey would look at her not
unkindly, and cry over her just a little, for the sake of the child they taslede.

Martha Ryck, coming in at last, found her with her long haimiglbver her face, her
arms still about the dog, lying there in the firelight.

The woman’s eyelids fluttered for an instant, her lips moving dryly; but she made no
sound. She came up, knelt upon the floor, pushed Muff gently away, and took her child’s head
upon her lap.

“Maggie!”

She opened her eyes and looked up.

“Mother’s glad to see you, Maggie.”

The girl tried to smile, her face all quivering.

“Mother, I—I wanted you. I thought I was n’t fit.”

Her mother stooped and kissed her lipthe polluted, purple lips, that trembled so.

“I thought you would come back to me, my daughter. I’ve watched for you a great
while.”

She smiled at that, pushing away her falling hair.

“Mother, I’'m so sorry.”

“Yes, Maggie.”

116



“The young woman’s account”: Writing Women’s Sexuality

“And, oh!” she threw out her arms; “O, I’m so tired, I’'m so tired!”

Her mother raised her, laying her head upon her shoulder.

“Mother ’ll rest you, Maggie,” soothing her, as if she sang again her first lullaby, when
she came to her, the little pure bab¥yer only one.

“Mother,” once more, “the door was unlocked.”

“It has been unlocked every night for seven years, my child.”

She closed her eyes after that, some stupor creeping over her, inesfeathe firelight
softening and melting, with the old child-look coming into them. Looking up at lesgawv
another face bending over her, a face in which grief had worn sternthees were tears in the
eyes, and some recent struggle quivering out of it.

“Father, I did n’t mean to come in,—I did n’t really; but I was so cold. Don’t send me
off, father! Icould n’t walk so far,—I shall be out of your way in a little while;the cough—"

“l send you away, Maggie?l might have done it once; God forgive me! He sent you
back, my daughtef-I thank him.”

A darkness swept over both faces then; she did not even hear Muff’s whining cry at her
ear.

“Mother,” at last, the light of the room coming back, “there’s Somebody who was
wounded. I guess I’'m going to find him. Will he forget it all?”

“All, Maggie.”

For what did He tell the sin-laden woman who came to him once, aed wair look into
his face? Was ever soul so foul and crimson-stained that rek motuinake it pure and white?
Does he not linger till his locks are wet with the dews of nighlisten for the first, faint call of
any wanderer crying to him in the dark?

So He came to Maggie. So he called her by her raiagdalene, most precious to
him; whom he had bought with a great price; for whom, with groanings thattdamntiered, he
had pleaded with his Father: Magdalene, chosen from all eternity,galen in the hollow of
his hand, to stand near him before the throne, to look with feaglessreo his face, to touch
him with her happy tears among his sinless ones forever.

And think you that then, any should scorn the woman whom the higlofn®he,
beholding, did thus love? Who could lay anything to the charge of hi® elec

Perhaps he told her all this, in the pauses of the storm, for saméttier face
transfigured it.

"Mother, it's all over now. I think | shall be your little girl ag&din

And so, with a smile, she went to Him. The light flashed broader andérmjhbut the
room, and on the dead face ther@ever Meg's again. A strong man, bowed over it, was
weeping. Muff moaned out his brute sorrow where the still hand touched him

But Martha Ryck, kneeling down beside her only child, gave thanks to God.
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(I had intended to tell the story myself; but the young woman’s account is so much more
to the point than another could be that | send her MS. justelkiittb my hands, only
premising that it seems to me worth the readirg.)

| will tell you about it as well as | can, since you ask mehoygh it frightens me to
think of showing it to any one who knows how to write books; and | do hapevill excuse all
mistakes, and remember that I can’t tell things in a fine way, but only just as they happened. Of
course you will not have it printed as it is, but will write it oatigself, and fix it up in some
pretty way.

| do not wonder so much at your wanting to make a story out of Médirtised to seem
like a story to me as it went along. | often think when | havstied a novel, or a story in a
magazine or newspapeiand | have read a good many this winter that Dan has brought-home
that it is strange why the people who make them up can not find something say. It seems
to me as if | knew a good many lives that | could put right into a bbb&nly had the words,
and make somebody feel glad or sorry, or help them or track thenthdduyou know, I don’t
know any thing about it. | read a story ongéwas a good while agecalled “Paul Blecker.” 1
saw in a paper that it was written by a lady who had written something called “Life in the Iron
Mills.”®* | never saw that, nor any thing mof hers, and I don’t know who she is. I wish I
could find her out and thank her for having written that story. ttanyu feel as if she knew all
about you, and were sorry for you; and as if she thought nobody was too gooruoeducated,
or too worn-out with washing-days, and all the things that do not souhdramd in books, to
be written about. | think of it often now, since | have had the care amg wfdhe children here
at home. It makes me love her, and it makes me respeestranger as she is, and so very far
above and beyond any thing that | can ever be in this world or another.

To think that | have troubled you with all this, when | ought teeHaegun at once with
Martie!

It is nothing of a story after all, when you come to it; so vanpk and short. | suppose
it means more to me because slasMartie. But | can not help hoping that, after you have
altered it all over, so that it is fit to print, it may make soawbthink a little about us poor
country girls who go into the cities, homesick and unprotected,daviork. Perhaps they could
make it a bit easier or safer for us; and then very likely they couldn’t. But it does you good—at
least it does me-just tobe thought about. Sometimes [ used to see it in a lady’s eyes in the
street, or in a horsear—just a look, and she would go, and | would never see her again; but
when | was in bed at night | remembered it. | have heard Martie sagrtie

You see, one does feel so lonely! | remember just how hard it was\ddaorme; and
Dan had already found me my place at Inkman, Tipes, & Co.’s, so that the way was smoothed

54Life in the Iron Mills” was written by Rebecca Harding Davis, a writer whose work
marked the transition from romanticism to realism in Americd,vaas published iAtlantic
Monthlyin April 1861. Her short story “Paul Blecker” was published in 1863. Phelps later paid
further tribute to Davis in her article “Stories that Stay,” in which she described the effect
Davis’s novella had on her own work: “One could never say again that one did not understand.
The claims of toil and suffering upon ease had assumed a new form” (Century Magazin&9
(1910): 120.
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out for me at the beginning better than ever it was for Martie. But &lD#racould do never
made it an easy way. | suppose | am one of hundreds like me, who tuerctods for work; we
start all about alike; we end terribly unlike.

You know how large the family is, and that father and Dan, though teytwo as
industrious and steady men as could be found at Long Meadow, had hard waonlakihg the
two ends meet. In fact, they didn’t always meet; and it was when I found that out that I began to
think a little for myself at night, when we were in bed and Mary Ann loa@ ¢o sleep; Mary
Ann always did go to sleep first.

I had been wektducated for a farmer’s daughter, as we counted education in Long
Meadow. They had a hard pull to get me through the High School, for it wathaftear had
begun, and hard times; but mother was determined | should do it; so | gradndtezhcamy
composition with the rest, and came home for father and Dan to suppothalbivas by any
means idle, for | took the heaviest baking and daioyk right off mother’s hands, and helped
about the children’s sewing. If she could not have got along without me it would have been all
very well, and | should have felt, and so would father, that | wdg @ntributing to the
household expenses. But Mary Ann was growing large enough to help her abcuirthing
after school, and to mend the boys’ mittens very well; so | felt as if | should be better away. |
respected myself more and | felt happier as soon as | had made uainy @o.

| always learn a new thing easily. | had no trouble with sgtéing after the first week
or two, and never repented my decision. It is not so respectable, aglthgees, to work in a
printing-office as to teach, and mother wanted me to take the dssthiobl. But | had rather go
into a factory or do washing than to drudge in a hot school-room for thneledd a year. As to
respectability, | told mother | would make my own, independeoftimy business, or | would go
without.

But after all it was a little rough when the time came to seepy. Mothemwouldcry
behind her apron, and father coughed, and Dan winked, and the children pulledrhgldrets
so, and looked so pink and pretty! Then the old sitting-room and the kitchehgacat aind the
cows, and the horses, and the sunshine through the window-gladse aladhlias nodding out in
the front-yard with the frost on themwhy, I don’t suppose I could tell you how leaving them
seemed like leaving a part of myself, nor how | cried after Dan had puntonthe car and given
me my check and gone off.

I don’t suppose you would care to hear if I did tell you—not about that long, lonesome
journey, and how long and lonesome the city seemed when | steppgetbdbe rattling streets,
in the strange nise and hurry and dirt, nor how long and lonesome the time that | rayshst,
shut out from the red maples, and the sky, and the great wide fields gfssmbMay-flowers,
and clover-smells, and stiliness, and sweetness, and home, and mothgispkakl of it
because it made me feel, remembering all about it, so sorry foreMarti

| was a great deahbore sorry for her than I was for myself, just because she hadn’t what I
had to brave. The night that she came to our hedi$®arded with Mrs. M‘Cracken—I thought
that she had the most homesick face | ever saw. The room which sheyagddewould not be
vacant for three daysit was Josie Sewell’s, and Josie was going home sick; so Mrs. M‘Cracken
asked, Would I let her sleep with me for a night or two? I don’t generally like to sleep with
strangers, but | had the queerest feeling about her, as if | wanted tovdgllokiss away that
homesickness out of her face; so | said Yes most willingly. Thoaddg sure, it would not
have made much difference if I hadn’t been willing, for Mrs. M‘Cracken scolded so if she did
not have her way that the boarders all gave in to her.

119



At Bay

| took Martie up stairs with me to take off her bonnet, and she thanked nalgl It
say any more, so | came down again. She looked so shy and uncomforiablehaeltame in to
supper that | wished | had waited for her. The table was fullfmonters we were almost all of
us, except two seamstresses, two machine-girls, and one young stonebaasbBent. We
used to call him Davie, because he was such a pleasant-spokendeltowilling to do a good
turn for every body. It was a pretty name, and it seemed to suithtogh he was a great
stoutly-built man over six feet.

I remember that Job Rice happened to be punctual to supper that night, dedohsted
Martie the butter (Mrs. M‘Cracken, by the way, did manage to get the worst butter that ever |
tasted in my life).

Sue Cummings whispered to me, looking over at Martie as we sat down, thassie wa
homely as a hedgfence. Now I don’t think that any body but Sue would ever have thought of
calling Martha Saunders homely. She was not exactly pretty either, bugrtkialg was
prettier, it seemed to me, than Sue. Sue had black hair and brigks ¢be, and was called a
very good-looking girl.

Martie was the palest woman that | ever saw, | beligust cut like a little sad statue out
of marble. I never saw a tinge of color in her face but twice in all the years I’ve known her. Her
hair grew low on her forehead, and she had large-etle=sy were gray eyes, set far apart. She
had large hands, even larger than mifier she had done rougher werlbut white, like her
face, and warm. She took up things in a strong, firm way, like a man. | nevbesaold her
teacup with her little finger sticking out, like Sue. I noticed thésegs when she sat down
opposite me full in the light. It gives me a cold, uncomfogdeéling looking back so far. |
wish | had been the only one that noticed; yet not exactlettiar, come to think of it.

| went up stairs with her after supper, and helped her put away her things, @&mdlypres
got up the courage to ask her if she were coming in at Inkman & Tipes’s. She said yes; that they
had just given her Josie Sewell’s place; that she hoped she should not be slow at learning the
trade; and was it very hard to understand? | offered to teacHitikr @ nooning, and she
turned her sweet gray eyes on me to thank me in such-a-m@yody but Martie ever had such a
way. | believe | loved her from that minute.

“You came from the country?” I said by-and-by.

“Yes.”

“Far?”

“About twenty miles.”

“I wonder if you are as homesick as [ was,” I said as gently as I knew how. “You have a
home, I suppose?”

She was standing by the pine wardrobe, hanging up one of her blacls di&ksehung it
up and buttoned the wardrobe door, and began to fold her shawl. | thought st g@ag to
answer me.

“I hada home,” she said at last.

She began to undress very fast without looking at me, and | feltlibdtbetter not ask
her any more questions. | sat up after she was in bed to read a-chaptber made me
promise always to read my chapteand the light, where | had put it on the wash-stand, shone
down against her face. | was reading somewhere in the geneatoglabvasn 't very
interesting, and | could not keep my eyes off from*drhave seen little children often since |

55 Sarah refers to the then widespread practice of reading a chapter frBibl¢hevery
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have been in New York lost in the streets at twilight on a rainy day. Martie’s face that night
reminded me of them. | wanted to throw down my Bible and comfort handiprg with her;
but I did not dare to.

I hope you will not laugh at me for making so much fuss over a homediekag Sue
did. At any rate I believe you would have done just what I did if you had been there. And I’'m
sure I didn’t do very much. I only kissed her, that was all. After I was in bed and the lamp was
out, and we had lain still a while, | only stooped over and kissed her anfioth her eyes.

| was afraid she would be angry with me, but | really could not helpnt iAstead of
being angry with me what do you suppose she did? Why, she threw hexeumsny neck and
broke out crying in the strangest way:

“It’s so long,” she said, “it’s so long since any body kissed me!”

She sobbed the words over and over in her odd, dry way without any tdeskeawould
never c&ch her breath; and I was so taken by surprise, and I didn’t know what to do, so I just
held her there and let her say it over, “It’s so long—so long!”

Well, I suppose you know how short a time it takes for girls to@gianted when they
like each other. One hour is just as good as one year. So you will not bsesunani laugh-I
shouldn’t wonder if you did laugh a little though-to hear that before we went to sleep she knew
all about me, and | knew all about her; and | felt almost ashratthome with her as | did with
Mary Ann. When the time came for her to take Josie’s room [ wouldn’t hear of it, so we
arranged with Mrs. M‘Cracken to keep her with me.

She told me all about the home thatlbeen, and how it was broken-ufburied,” she
called it now. Her mother had been dead a great many years, and thisthetlwothers went
next—there was consumption, | believe, both sides of the famalyd last of all her father. He
had been a shoemaker, comfortably off and kind-hearted, and he had sersicheiot, and done
every thing for her, and been every thing to her. She kept house for limuilis sick; then she
used to bind shoes all day and half the night, sitting by his bed and watzckeg it he wanted
any thing. He had a little laid uput it soon went for doctor’s bills, and so she supported them
both and kept him in comforts to the last; and he died whiledsekigsing her good-nightied
with his lips on her cheek.

After that the place grew so lonely to-heand the grave was right in sight every day as
she went to work-and she said it seemed as if siastget away. But she did not know where
to go, and she had nobody to tell her; so she staid on, till one ateeka sudden, the
Corporation failed. They had been crowding on hands at very highwaggst dollars a week
to good workers-running a venture against a rival Company, and, without any warning, the
whole thing fell flat, turning five hundred hands out of work.

Martie took the next train for New York. She came in in the dadkcafd as | did, only
she had not a place provided in which to lay her head, and she did noa Kaosvin all the
great, strange city. She wandered about for two or three days trying to fikdawa sleeping at
a miserable little lodging-house that she came aerasglace, she said afterward, to which she
felt that no respectable girl ought to go. But what could she do? Moneyrtbdi@hotel she
had not, and apply to the police she dared not; she said she was afraid thatuldearrest her
as a vagrant. Martie always had dreadful notions of the police; and $ ddndahat matter.

night. The goal was to read both Testaments in their entirety evaary @&nealogies occur in
several chapters throughout, but as these are “the” genealogies, she likely refers to the important
first set in Genesis or those in Matthew that trace David’s bloodline to Jesus.
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They act, and I don’t know but they must act, so different to a poor girl in a calico dress from
what they do to the ladies who want to be helped across the mudadvizry.

Perhaps there may be a place somewhere in the city where taeatalof country girls
until they can take care of themsekeSm sure there ought to be—but if there is, I don’t know
where; nor did Martie. Dan told me that there is such a place in Bostonthed&arge of
some Catholic women. | thinkdh must be very good women, and I don’t say any thing against
them; but | suppose Protestant people must know how much more giklsbinut saying their
prayers and every thing good, when they are homesick and lonely, and Hgwhegstan be
turned and guided. | believe that any body who had cared for and been kind &t first
few days might have madewhy, might have made a Buddhist of her without any trouble at all.

But at last, when she was all worn out and discouraged, she happenext tactoss
Inkman & Tipes; and so Mr. Inkman, who said she looked like a smart girl, toak tieal, and
the foreman told her about Josie Sewell and Mrs. M‘Cracken, and that was the way she came to
me, and-to so much else.

And if T don’t hurry I shall never come to it.

The first day—I think it was the very first day-that Martie went to work, Job Rice came
up when the foreman was looking the other way, and asked me to introdutethemew girl.
Now I never did like Job Riee-not from the first minute | saw him. | did not know much about
him, nor had | any thing against him but his swearing and his face. Adltbes at our table
swore though, except Davie Bent, and I shouldn’t have thought so much of that but for his face.

I can’t explain what was the matter with that either, except that | did not like it. So | did not
want him to speak to Martie, and | said so. Then he said he would gdtabmedse to do i,
and that I was the rudest and most unreasonable girl he ever had seen at Inkman’s. So | thought
perhaps it was rude and unreasonable, and | took him over to Martie at the wing®a.to
blame myself for it afterward; but Martie said that was foolish, fooiild have made no
difference in the end. He walked home with her that day to dinner.

The next noon she begged me to wait for her; and when we were in thehstreellsed
on so fast that | could hardly keep up. But Job could walk faster than wiee glathed upon us,
and fell into step beside her.

“Just what she meant he should do!” said Sue from behind, in her spiteful way. Of
course the other girl heard her.

The next day Martie said she wanted to see Mary Bailey aboutdkepatiern, so Mary
walked the other side. But where there’s a will there’s a way, they say, and Job Rice’s wicked
will found ways enough. He would come upon her suddenly as she waited adtdasiréor me
upon the stairs. He joined us at night, because he said it was too dark for us bmackmlene.
He waited about after supper when she staletlp Mrs. M‘Cracken with the dishes—that went
a little way toward her board, and she could not earn much, you kil@kgethad fairly learned
her trade. He went to church whenever Martie did. He went to Sabbath-gtadolsit in a
class opposite and watch her. He was always asking her at theotgblevith him to the
theatre, or evening-school, or negro minstrels, or something, till hesd/dine poor child half
sick.

Before long they were the talk of the house, and Sue Cummings did h&y bestthat
they should be. The fact was, that Sue had been used to having things her @aamwgyhe
boys, and especially with Job Rice, till Martie came.
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One night Davie Bent met me and walked home with me. Davie didn’t often walk home
with me. Just as we came to the slope he askedweehad been talking about Martigf this
was true that they said about her and Rice? He supposdaidtke him, didn’t she?

| was thinking of something elsesome thought of my own that it was silly to waste time
over—and | did not say much to Martie when | first went up stairs. Prgdewnid her what
Davie said. She turned just as quick, with a little stamp of her foot.

“And you? What did you say to him?”

So I told her what I said: that I knew she didn’t like Job, and that he worried and dogged
her.

“Well, I should like to tell you something else to tell him. No, I suppose it would make it
the worse for me though. | wish Job would let me aloneishhe would let me alone!”

I noticed then how her eyes burreplist like coals at white heat; | never had seen them
look so before.

“Martie,” said I, beginning to wonder, “what is the matter? What did you wish you could
tell Davie? What has happened?”

She was brushing out her hair, and she stopped and threw down her brushhidikla c
burst of vehemence as if her nerves were strung to their tightest:

“Job Rice told me to-night he wanted to marry me, that what he did! He might have
known what | would say, and he might have known what an insuétsitfter I’ve shown him
and shown him how hateful he is to me. He-sdidvouldn’t even tell you what he said. It
seems as if [ couldn’t bear it!”

“You told him?”

“I told him,” she said, slowly—*I told him I would rather be cut to pieces inch by inch!
Explicit, wasn’t it, dear?”

She broke out laughing, but it sounded as if she would much rather cryy-and-by
she hid her face in the pillows a while, and I shouldn’t wonder if she did cry.

“You see he said such things!” she said presently, her voice smothered up in the pillows.
“He said such things to me! Father wouldn’t have let him, father wouldn’t! Oh, Sarah, Sarah!”

| was very sorry for her, though | had to be sorry without half undelsigawhy. But
after that | always felt that Martie was afraid of Job Rice. Somstimused to seem as if she let
him go with her just to hush up words that were on his lips. One day whred tsaid
something that displeased her, she flashed up a little, and told him beédréhas he was a
miserable cowardly villain to treat a girl so. | saw him go tachge, set up something quick in
type, strike it off on a slip of paper, and toss it over to her. A gustdroopen widow blew it
toward me, and I saw the three words: “We will se€’

They did not sound so very dreadful, to be sure; but when Martie readh#iecurious
look, like a lost child, crept all over her face, and never went outdifday, nor could | kiss it
away at night, though | tried as hard as | could.

It was the next week,believe, that we had our little week’s vacation that we had waited
for so long. Business was dull just then, and Mr. Inkman was glad to let us@dk Martie up
to Long Meadow with me, and | verily believe that was one of dppiest weeks the poor girl
ever spent in her life. Mother took her in as if she had been one of us, sed lkes, and cured
her neuralgia, and made her flannel petticoats, and treated her justas rsiee and father used
to pat her on the head when she had read the Almanac to himgseRioor little Martie! Her
eyelids used to tremble a little at that. The children petted heath,d@d as for Danvell,
well! poor fellowl—I don’t mind telling you—I am afraid Dan thought a great deal of Martie;
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but | saw, and he saw, that it never could be; she would never care feirhthmt way, | mean.

| could not understand then why, Dan was so good and handsome. Poor Darght this

winter that he might take a fancy to Jinny Coles; at least | hapdalishe says he does not care
to marry just yet, and Jinny calls him an old bachelor, and so do albtigeNMeadow girls.

Well, Martie went out with me into the sweet spring datisere seemed to be a great
many days to that weekand fed the cows, and looked at the horses, and played with the
chickens, and hunted for May-flowers, and filled her carpet-bag with sed-moss to carry
back; she liked it because it was cool, she said; she used to bury up hertface sit thinking.

“Sarah,” she said, the night before we went back, “I have felt so safehere. Just think if
one could feel safe all the time!”

So to-morrow came, and we had to bid goodby to all the sweetness aanesde and
safety; and the long, lonesome city looked longer and lonesomer than ever.

When wegot back, all drabbled and cold and tired, Mrs. M‘Cracken met me at the door.

“How do you do, Sarah?” said she, in a very high key. “You’ll find your room ready;
and you’ll better take your bag and run right up, and not stand here lettin’ the draught in.—Marthy
Saunders, I’'m sorry to say I haven’t got any room for you”

“Not any room for me!”

Martie turned about and looked at her. It was growing dark fast, and the wnedry
blew up from the street against her.

“No, I hain’t; and, I’'m sorry to say, I never expect to. I’m a respectable widow, | am, and
this ’ere’s a respectable house. I’ve no place for the likes of you!”

Martie just stood and looked at helooked at her with her great, wide-open eyes. |
don’t believe any of those little lost children could have been slower to take in the shameful
words.

I must have said something dreadful to Mrs. M‘Cracken—I believe | told her she lied;
then it occurred to me that that wasn’t polite, so I told her I should like to know what she was
talking about, and whom she was talking about.

“I’m talkin’ about Marthy Saunders,” says she; “and I say girls as behaves shameful and
loses their virtuoos name, and then begs young men to marry ’em, ain’t fit company for me, nor
my boarders! So, Marthy Saundérs] be obleeged to you if you’ll jest step out of the way, for
it’s cold, and I want the door shet!”

Then, for once of the two times, I saw the hot color go shooting all over Martie’s face, up
to her forehead, down to her neck. It blazed for a minute likecd fie¢, and then died down. |
never saw her look so whitel never saw her look so pure and white as she looked when it had
gone.

She opened her lips to speak, but Mrs. M‘Cracken had slammed the door; slammed it so
close upon her that her shawl was caught in the hinge.

The girls were laughing out in the dining-room, where they werengldgrfeits with
Davie Bent. The light twinkled out warmly through the side-glass saone down warmly
from our own room where they had just made things ready for me. Tdry drimd blew up
from the street; the dust whirled about in clouds; two or three pa@uieby in the dark,
hurrying home. Poor little Martie!

Dear me! dear me! To think that [ can’t write about it after all this time without crying!

| broke out into something about Job Rice, and the landlady, andsidwat we do?
And had it all in a jumble of anger and grief and bewilderment; butettt last that Martie

124



“The young woman’s account”: Writing Women’s Sexuality

stood yet, with her shawl shut in the door, perfectly still. | noticenl,that her hand was lifted
solemnly up above her head.

“Martie! Martie! what are you doing?”

“Praying God to settle accounts with him,” she said in a very quiet voice; but a voice no
more like Martie’s than it was like Job’s. “Well, Sarah, good-by. You’d better go in.”

“He just did it for revenge!” I cried out, sobbing. “Poor Martie! poor Martie! And not a
place for you to sleep this night!”

“You’d better go in,” she repeated, in the same strange, quiet way. “You will take cold.
| suppose | an find a place. At least there’s the station-house always for such as us,” with a
laugh. “Good-night, dear!”

But | never could have let her go in that way all alone; and thoughdherdbest to
send me back, | went out with her into the dreary wind to find a shelteeiftread. Something
in her face, as we passed the street-lamp at the corner, set me tigthimkiit must choke and
stifle one to walk on gasping in the cruel wind, leaving one’s good name further behind at every
step. Then I thought of the warm light in our window, and the girls angeDahen | thought
of the good, strong fathershe had often told me how good and strong he-veaxl of the grave
away in the country, and | wondered how he could bear it to be Iyang, thnd shaerg his
only little daughter; and she said he had sheltered her in so witveisPoor, poor little
Martie! Why, | thought till it seemed as if my heart would break &r h

I looked up, I remember, into people’s faces as we passed, wondering why there wasn’t
any body in all the city to help her. | knew there were many good men@ndmwho would
have trusted and cared for her, but we did not know where to find them, and Marsie s¥gsof
strangers. | remember how the lamps flitted and whirled, and how dreggshop windows
looked, as we walked on, still watching the people, face after face, fear@hok; one kind
look would have given me courage to speak. It did seem to me strantfetheduldhelp
noticing us. But nobody did noticend we did not dare to speak. I went once into a jeweler’s,
where | saw through the great plate-glass a pleasant-faced gamtheth gray hair, and | asked
him could he tell me where a poor girl could get a respectable lodgitigefaight? He
answered very pleasantly that the police would tell me best, andutémghtened, and did not
try that again.

There were our employers, you say. Yes, but they did not know nor care much about th
hands out of working hours. Mr. Inkman was a good sort of man; but he would liketlypé&o
trouble himself that time of night about Martie. Besides, he wouldapipliake Mrs.
M*Cracken’s word for the truth, and it might cost Martie her place for him to hear the story. As
for her Sunday-school teacher, why, she would about as soon have thoughtydabgbée
police, for she had never spoken with her except to give her name aret #ms\Bible-
guestions. Besides, we did not know where she lived. So Martie must help herse

We went to boarding-houses till we were tired out. Nobody would tatkaraye girl in
at night. Where had she been last? Mrs. M‘Cracken’s. Had she a recommendation? No. They
were sorry, but the house was full. Good-evening.

I don’t suppose they can be exactly blamed; but it seemed hard. Just such a night as that
was to Martie has sent many of us poor girls right straight to dastrudt did seem hard.

Pretty soon, worn out and in a sort of desperation, she said that she shioadd gmthe
place where she spent her first few days in the city. | thought the palidd be better than
that; but she said no; what could she do in the hands of the police, evg¢hatacter that she had
brought away with her from the door-steps back there? She would gtolthekold place and
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take her chance. It was safe enough, probably, only she was foolismeifl.fat would be
better than to run the risk of worse. So we went, and they took her in.

| would have staid with her, | could not bear to have her there abut she would not
listen to it. She said | should not lose my home and my good nambexsth She begged me so
for her sake to go back that | had to go. She walked a little way \eittillrhwould let her go no
farther. Then | watched her going back alone.

| gave Job Rice a piece of my mind that night, and | stood up for Mariiesalys.
M‘Cracken and the girls. But it was of no use. Sue had been before me to echo every word of
Job’s and a little more. Sue said it was just what she had always expected of her. When | looked
at Sue’s bold, bad face, and thought of that pure white look of Martie’s, I wondered how God
couldlet any body believe one against the other. But | suppose, after all, we do our own
believing; we can not blame Him for it.

Davie Bent came up to me a minute as | stood apart by the windown8ueb had
been talking so that | could not stand it.

“Davie,” said I, between my teeth, “I hope God will ‘settle accounts’ with him fair and
square, for it’s a fiendish lie! It’s a fiendish lie, Davie!”

He opened his kindly, honest eyes wide on me, and a color like a girl’s went over his
face.

“Did you think,” said he, “couldyou think that +-"

Sue came up just then, in her inquisitive way, and he broke off and uteofttbe room.

| did not think to tell Martie of this for several days. It occurred to menwlkled speak
of it, and she looked up, that perhaps she would have liked to hear it before.

“You see, Martie,” said I, “it is plain what he was going to say, though he didn’t finish
his sentence. He believes in you, and I knew he would.”

But she shook her head drearily.

“You don’t know that. He did not say so. He would have said something quite different.
Nobody believes in me. Why shouid?”

With that she turned away to look into a shop-window and said no morestioé tiee
way home.

“Davie wouldn’t be so mean,” I argued. “Davie is true, and fair, and good.” But she
would not talk about it.

She spent two weeks at that place. | never knew till it wasai] not till long after it
was all over, just what she lived through there. How there was a rum-shuop fosttfloor;
how late the hooting and singing used to last; how she sat up nightigfietill two or three
o’clock, unable to sleep for the noise and fear, and trying to muffle her windows, and the crack
under the door, so that she should not hear the words they said and sung.

Her story came to Mr. Inkman’s ears, too, soon enough, and there was talk of dismissing
her; but it finally blew over; she was a valuable compositor, qucktaought, and very
accurate; and Inkman & Tipes did not care so much as they might havebdonh¢he morals of
their hands.

But, take it altogether, those two were as miserable weeks as en@rgirplived. That
lost look, I noticed, settled down into her face, and before theyaverebecame her only look.

One night—it is a little thing to tell, but it hurt me at the timet chanced that she had to
carry proof to some editerI’ve forgotten his name, but he was connected with a Magazine
which Inkman & Tipes printed. The boy whose business it was to carry proobpyevas sick,
and as the errand was right on Martie’s way the foreman asked her to attend to it.
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The editor was at dinnershe told me about it afterwareand she had to wait for him a
few moments in the hall. She was tired and faint, and the jets difjpadazzled her. She
leaned up against the balusters for support, looking around at the carpeted b#dirg, and in
at the open door of the parlors, where glimpses of mirrors and crimsamsudf pictures, and
books, and flameless, hot coal fires showed thréédrknow just how she must have looked,
standing there, homeless and outcast, in the midst of it all.

While she was waiting a young girl about her own-agepretty, delicate creature, with a
rich dress and soft, ringed hanrdsame from somewhere and fluttered into the parlors, looking
like a picture cut out against the flameless fires, and flutteredgaun, softly humming a tune.
Her father met her at the further end of the hall, and Martie, whohnadksout of sight at the
foot of the stairs, heard him say, the words broken up with a laughing kiss:

“Well, Empress Nell! So you insist on dragging your old father out to the concert
tonight? The carriage will be punctual, and | hope you will be likewise. Nait? Oh no, that
doesn’t need to be frizzed over. You look pretty enough already. Be sure and wrap up warmly,
dear; it is a chilly night. J&, where did you leave the young woman? Is she waiting? Oh yes.”

It doesn’t seem so much to tell of, but it came over Martie so—this other girl, sheltered in
by the light and elegance and warmth and love, so watched and protecte@dsgd gind petted
through her happy days and nightand she to be shut out into the cold and dark of the streets,
shut back into her wretched room, home and help and good name-gode¢he grave lying out
far away in the night-it came over her so for the minute that she staggered up against the
balusters, a sick faintness creeping all over her. | believe she raightid courage to tell the
gentleman all about it had he asked her; and | suppose he wouldskadeher had he thought
of it, for she said he had a pleasant face. But he was a busy man and huh#&ethaothe
proofs and opened the door politely for her, and she went slowly out. Héawesbeen struck
by her look, for she heard him say to his pretty daughter as he latchedthe doo

“That poor girl is very pale. Consumptive, probably. Come, Nell, fly away and get
ready!”

At the end of the fortnight Martie had a dress to be cut at little Miss Tripp’s. And little
Miss Tripp—God bless her for #-no sooner had questioned the story all out of her than sh
said: “Martha Saunders, 7'/l stand by you. You just leave that dreadful place and come board
with me.”

So Martie went to little Miss Tripp’s, and I insisted on her letting me go with her. As to
its “hurting my character,” which she argued in her dear, unselfish love, | said, as | had said
about my respectability, | would make my own or go without.

We had been at Miss Tripp’s just a week when the most astounding thing happened.

Martie came in one night with very bright eyes, and said:

“I am going to be married to Job Rice.”

| do not know what | did or said. | am sure | never was so bewildered andicdedbin
my life.

“We shall be married in three weeks,” she said, quietly drawing the curtain and beginning
to take down her hair. “That is about as soon as I can get ready. You needn’t look so at me,
Sarah. Continual dropping wears away the hardest stone, you know. Comegtaandiwant
to go to bed.”

56 Balusters was a common term for staircase banisters.
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I don’t know what it was, but something in her eyes stopped me from reasoning with her.
| tried it once, and after that | gave it up. So, still bewilderedcanfbunded, shocked and
worried and grieved, I yielded silently to Martie’s plans for this horrible wedding. I cut out and
basted and sewed; | bought patterns and tucked muslin; | went about and tduiedral
touched her as if | had been in a nightmare.

Davie Bent had been home to see his mother, and had not heard. The fitstatigat
came back-it was a warm, light spring nighthe and Martie went to walk. | was sitting at my
window thinking about them, when they came home and stopped bypkeastanute to talk. |
remember how warm the air was sweeping up against my cheeks, and I remember how Davie’s
voice sounded so manly and low and still. | did not mean to hear, arahkdjack; but | had
caught one word, and | knewwhat | ought to have known long before; but it is very hard for us
to find things out sometimes.

| did not notice Martie when she first came up; but presently she cadleana turning
round | wondered what had happened.

“Sarah,” she said. She waited a minute after that, and then I saw for the second and last
time the color in her faeesweet, faint color, like a happy child’s. It made her very pretty.

“Sarah, he did believe in me all through.”

“Martie,” said I, very low, “he told you something more than that.”

“Yes.” She turned her head away quickly.

“I wonder what you told him.”

“What should I tell him?” said she, turning back in a sharp way. “I have promised to
marry Job Rice.”

So we neither of us said any more about it.

Martie’s wedding-day came on very fast, and we were very busy. She had spent all her
money over her little outfit; and she could not have taken mors paer her white muslin dress
if she had been going to be Job’s very happy wife; | nevercould think that. It did seem to me as
if | must stop it, and the nearer the time came the more terrgdeimed. But she never called it
terrible. One of the last nights | broke out crying, and asked her lifagheot a word to say to
me about it.

“No,” said she. “Why should I have?”

She had sent a special invitation to Mrs. M‘Cracken, and the girls there, and Sue; and,
strange as it seemed, they all came. We did not have many weddinggavedthem
something to talk aboutWe were all there waiting in Miss Tripp’s little parlor—waiting in the
nightmare, it seemed to mavhen Martie came in with Job. She did not blush or look shy, as
most girls do; she was pretty and white and quiet. | did not see whatherasie quiet. There
was an odd light in her eyes. It reminded me somehow of a look kkawein pictures in the
eyes of hunted creatures that had been driven till they could be driverthey.f

Davie Bent was there, trying to flirt a little with Sue. He was veryavhiifelt sorry for
Davie; sorrier that | did for Martie, or ferwell no matter who!

The minister was a little late, and we were talking when he cametinublied up at
sight of him. He was a tall, fine-looking gentleman, who treated Miss TnigVertie very
politely—almost as politely as if they had been rich and educated latigspoked around the
room with very keen eyes. Martie sent for him because she likedrimerse She had been to
his church several times; she did not go regularly, because it wasdactanh, and she did not
feel at home there.
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Dear me, how | trembled when he began the Marriage Service! And iHdihestoom
was! And how that hunted look in Martie’s eyes grew and brightened into another look—and
that look was stranger yet!

The minister was through with what he had to say to Job; and Jbolhisvitomplacent,
evil smile, had made his responses; and it came Martie’s turn, and you could have heard a pin
drop. | remember how solemnly the words sounded:

“Do you take this man who stands beside you to be your wedded husband?”

He waited for her answer, and it came:

“No! and I never will!” and she flung off Job’s hand as if it had been a serpent, and
stood there quivering.

In an instant every thing was in a hubbulm sure I never saw a minister’s face look
blanker than that minister’s face looked.

“Madam,” said he, with a low bow, “I consider that you have insulted me, and insulted
my profession beyond hope of apology. | wish you geaghing!” and he walked right out of
the room.

Miss Tripp screamed; Sue Cummings tried to faint; Job, purple with passipaddas
breath to speak, and every thing was in an uproar. Above it | saw Martiengtatill and
triumphant; and above it [ was conscious of Davie’s face with a sudden light striking it through
and through.

Job found his voice at last, and he stood and swore at Martie, oatbadilftel never
heard such swearing. She just stood there perfectly still and smiled.h&lwerned upon her
and raised his hand. | believe, woman though she was, he would havéhstrtwkhe floor, but
there was a spring at the other end of the room; the girls made waysgeand Davie just
caught her out of Job’s reach in his great, strong arms, and held her—held her there, before us
all—and she never struggled nor blushed; but the lost look faded out ot@an that minute,
and | never saw it again.

So it was all explained now. She had not meant it so much for revenggh ithavas
revenge enough, and Job desd it, and I’m glad he had it; but she took it as the only way
possible to her to defend herself, and give the lie to hissfantlers. And to think how she had
kept it from every human soul, and planned it so well, and doheraflewing, that Davie never
suspected the truth till it came; and, stranger than that, that shevecimted a breath of it to
me, and | rooming with her all along! | wonder how many girls could bawe it! Nobody
need tell me that a woman can’t keep a secret again!

She sent for Dr— the next day, and explained to him, before Miss Tripp and me, the
whole story. She apologized for the rudeness done to him yesterday; amstid thief thing
that troubled her about the plan was the insult to a clergymait whimw/olved, but she was
driven to it, and she begged his pardon, and hoped he would not judge her harshly.ivelé rece
her apology kindly, and said he wished that he had known how she hadtbetu Hefore; he
should have been glad to help her if he could in silencing the crueladcdrthink he believed,
when he saw her face, that she spoke simple truth. | think he wad engao

Well, and so later in the summer there was another wedding-day. lagagdrom the
hot city and Sue’s gossipy tongue, and away from Job, who was always vowing vengeance, but
has never found his way to wreak it yet. It came with Long Meadowgstialnd flowers, at
home, in our little front-parler-it seemed so strange, you know, that Davie should ever be in my
home—and he looked so proud of Martie, and Martie so content with him! | thi&gtthe
sweetest, stillest wedding that | ever saw. | think it madeenehappy—at least-yes, | think
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it did. It was so pleasant to know that | never should have to cédoe Martie any more.
Happy little Martie!

By-the-way, you may be sure that we sent for little Miss Tripp to camheaad that she
came.

Now, since mother died, and | have been at home keeping-hsus=e there has been so
much to do, and | get tired and cry a little sometimes by myself wieerhiluren have been
naughty or sick-sometimes, when life looks very different from what | used to thiniould
be—from what | suppose all girls think it will be at some time or cthebelieve it does me
good—I’m sure it ought te—to think of Davie’s wife—

(There were one or two words more, but so blotted and blurred by a large rokrithamhar
| struck them out as unintelligible.)
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If you wantto see the inside of a station, you’d ought to have been here last night. It isn’t
often, ma’am, there is a night that would be suitable for you. I don’t think there’s been half a
dozen this winter that I’d want you round if you was my daughter or my sistetbegging your
pardon, ma’am, as the best way I can put it to you to express my meaning and the feeling that a
man has about such things.

Ladies drop in of an errand now and theyou ain’t the first. Curious errands, too. One,
she wanted to circulate a total abstinence pledge; and another, sed tffpay the salary of a
chaplain. She brought a specimen with her. Most | remember of hinaisaviittle chap he
was. Then | remember three coming in a squad to teach the women how stodkings. And
one—but she was youngshe brought a package of tracts, on pink paper. Then we’ve had ’em
bring sandwiches, and hymn-books, and laylocks, and other singular things.

Most of ’em that drop in have that way about ’em as though the officers were a-locking
these folks up here for their own personal gratification. Can’t seem to get it into their heads! I
always like to be polite to ladies, too, myself. Then, another thing. They’re bent on it, these
creeturs ain’t past making over. Want to give ’em old clothes and get ’em work; set ’em up in
little shops, and that. Shops! There isn’t a man here once a month that would set under a roof, if
you’d give him a salary for it.

Why, once we used to give em soup. That was last winter. It didn’t work. We don’t do
it now. But the city had a soup-day here one while, and a fish firm dowtlammtic Wharf said
we might have their heads. So we told the men, if they’d go down and get the heads it would
make their soup so much the rich&on’t you see? Now we couldn’t get a man-jack of ’em to
stir. Not one. They’d rather go without than take the trouble. They’re all so. All of a piece.

And the women-well the women—

Upon my word, | wish yolhadbeen here last night. I’ve been lieutenant in this station
for twelve years, and I don’t think I ever felt as I did last night. It’s puckery kind of work this—
like taking alum on your tongue. After a year or so a man feels himselfrmgizand toughening
up in his feelings. Can’t afford to have feelings down here, more 'n you can afford to stand
round a burning house in cotton clothes. It only scorches you and don’t make any odds to the
house.

Ever see our books? No? Well just you look here, if you please. Justlumepages.
Will you? From there to there. We took in all those in December. In thihrmbbBecember,
1876, we had in this one station two thousand two hundred and fifty-tw@antewomen. Of
course, there’s the usual share of arrests. There’s Mahoney, and Jones, and Sullivan, and Pete
Cartwright, and Julia Henderson right under my finger, all arrests. All drunk. But most of ’em
are vagrancies in the winter time. You see it was pretty cold lasniier, especially nights.
And then we’re careful about our officers. Don’t allow kicking, and no more swearing at em
than circumstances require. These creeturs get such things round amontyésenidey have
a fancy for this station, maybe. I don’t know how that is. We mean to be humane on this corps.
That’s our theory. Some of our officers have a very gentlemanly way. Not thitimkeit
makes much difference. I tell you, madam (you may better understand it at the outset), [ don’t
know what your intentions are, of coursbut ladies come with so many charitable and curious
designs which it seems a pity to disappoint; but | tell you the foldsget into these places are a
hopeless lot. They’re folks without a chance. Most of us have a chance, I reckon, in this world,
some time or nuther; even them poor devils. But by the time they rgethieér chance is as
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dead as John Brown’s body.®” 1 don’t say there’s never an exception. Now, there was that
creetur last night. Maybe if somebody’d taken her in hand several years ago—if a lady with the
way you seem to have(l hope you’ll excuse me, ma’am, but there is a difference in a lady’s
way, such as I think you’d have to be a man to do a pretty rough man’s work, like mine, for
instance, to understand so clearly as you might). | wisheditgst | will confes, that there’d
been a lady here. It did occur to me to go home for my wife. But I bewg my wife into the
station-house.

Here’s the entry—one of the last ones | mean. See!

“D:—Doherty, Ellen. February 20 1877. Vagrancy.” When | get time, i going to
count up how often that woman’s name has been on these books. But it would take a good deal
of time. It’s some years.

I remember very well the first time she came. Don’t know how I happen to. There’s
such a lot of young girls. And pretty ones, too. This one was more thmanady good-
looking—an Irish girl. She had a dark style and was paler than most of em. I think it must have
been five years ago. It was the first time she’d ever been arrested. She took on dreadfully about
it. Shehadn’t begun to drink then. And what she was taken up for had never happened before.

It was the first time, she said. Someways, I remember, I believed her. Seemed as if she’d break
her heart. Hadn’t any folks, she said. Her’n were dead. She cooped up in a little heap in the
corner, on the floor, that night, and sat crying all the night. It wasn’t till nigh morning that the
other women could get a word out of her. If | remember straight, we had @mmoaly rough
lot of women-folks on that nightl wouldn’t have put her in among ’em; but there’s no other
way. | never get quite used to thaghutting up a young thing with an old one.

Well, so she was sent to the House for thirty days; and by and by sbackasgain.
She came of her own accorditthime. Said she couldn’t get anything to do. Seems to me she
said she wanted honest work. They do say it once in a while. And itpvagyacold night.
She came for a place to sleep.

So after that we got pretty well used to her; but mostly after she begwinmk, and alter,
like the rest. It don’t take long. Their own mothers wouldn’t know ’em mostly in three years or
so; less, maybe, as it happens.

Well, yes. Our rule is: come a fortnight and you go. When one comes &ieady
weeks evey night, then it is a case of vagrancy and we can send ’em to the almshouse. But
Doherty, she was pretty careful. She grew smart as she grew worse. If &iegap, it
wasn’t for a long pull. Never knew her in the House at the longest more than three months at a
time. And when she come to lodge, she steered pretty clear of thectaning for a few nights,
you see, and then off again on her own ways. They’re more afraid of the almshouse than they
are of hell, these folks.

So she got to be a pretty old custometways come to this station. I don’t know but
that was my fault. Once I give her a pair of my wife’s shoes. It was one January morning,
twelve below zero. She hadn’t any stockings, only a pair of old rubbers, and her bare feet came
through onto the pavement, and it was pretty icy. | suppose | imagbtlost my place for it.
Eh! Cap’n? But I don’t think Doherty ever told of me.

5*“John Brown’s Body” was the original title of the “Battle Hymn of the Republic.” John
Brown (1800-1859) advocated the abolition of slavery, and was hanged for trynuife a
slave rebellion. He played an important role in sparking the Civil War.
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So you see, ma’am, we’ve all got kind of dependent on her. Should have missed the
creetur, | dare say, she hadn’t come. You get so used to the same thing, you know, much as
you do to your temper or your whiskers. She’d come in, and I’d say: “Well, Doherty, back
again?” And generally I went down myself to see her in the cell. Sometimes I do, with the old
hands. She grew to be a pretty tough case, Doherty did. And yet there wassamathing |
liked about Doherty.

You see she used to sing. Sometimes they do. And once or twice I’ve had a chap here
who could draw portraits of the rest. Scrawl thélwal over, if he wasn’t watched. One of the
worst cases we ever had on these books, his name was Gdffetgr Gaffrey. Killed an
officer, finally, with a horse-shoe. He used to talk Latin when he was drunkparedather
language. | thought it was Dutch; but the chief heard him, and said hedjitegae Greek.
The fellow used to get the rest all ranged round like an audienctheando at it. But generally
they talk religion. It’s more popular.

This Doherty that | speak of, she had a béalutibice. I’'m something of a judge of
music. My wife sings in a choir in a Baptist church. There was a lady meghpere once-
wanted to get some scholars for her Bible-class, she said; and she heaty Siope It was on
one of her sprees. | woutdt have had a lady heard Doherty sing that night, if I’d been in time
to stop it. None of the men are often quite like that. This ladygrgve so faint we had to carry
her away. She didn’t come again. It was early—six o’clock in the morning, too—and she’d
come all the way from the West End to see the women before they wveue |&Ve let them go
at six o’clock. They don’t get in very thick till toward midnight. By one o’clock we’re pretty
full.

Time and again I’ve set up here looking over the books at dead of night, alone along with
an officer or so, and heard the call go up from a man somewhere étw b

“Doherty! Sing us to sleep, Doherty! Sing us to sleep!”

And then Doherty from the women’s cell would hear them, through the wall, and she’d
begin. And the fighting and the swearing and all the horrid noisedvguiét down; and, true
enough, | think they slept. | had a Newfoundland dog that went to sleepmyheife played
the cabinet organ. Sometimes that woman would sing enougiktoyour flesh creep. She’d
lost all her looks by that time. But she never sang so when she was sober. And sometimes she’d
strike up a pretty thing, as clean and sweet as the htughmg-own baby hears, ma’am, from
my own wife’s lips. Sometimes she sang “Auld Lang Syne” or “Home, Sweet Home”; and once
that woman picked up a song called the “Three Fishers.” Maybe you know it. You could hear
her all over this great building:

“For men must work, and women must weep,

“Don’t you ever sing any hymns, Doherty?” I says to her one night—more to see what
she would say, you know. But she looked at me and made me no answer, and passed on.
Doherty never quite lost her ways, like other women, when she wadfhe8smetimes she was
quite manageable and gentle in her ways. That night she did n’t sing at all. Then men kept it up,
off and on, all night: “Is Doherty in to-night?” “Hasn’t Doherty come?” “Sing us to sleep,
Doherty! Sing us to sleep!”

%8 “Three Fishers” is a traditional English folksong, set to music by composers such as
John Hullah and Sir Henry Rowley Bishop, and included by Charles Kingstey collection
Water Babie$1864).
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But she wouln’t open her lips; and when morning came—it was a snowy morning-and
I let her out, she tugged a little, this way, on my sleeve, as she went out, and said: “Good-bye,
Lieutenant,” like a lady. She didn’t show herself again for a long while after that.

This winter she’s come pretty often. In December she come nigh her fortnight’s term;
but she cleared out just in time. Then again this month. It’s been a pretty cold winter, and the
woman seemed sickly. I felt sorry for her. She’d grown unpleasant looking, and she coughed. |
don’t think she had any place of her own this season, anywhere. We couldn’t find out. The
Cap’n and I both felt a kind of interest, you see, she’d been on our books so long. It was only
natural. But I do assure you, ma’am, there is nothing to be done for such a case. Nothing
whatever. [ wouldn’t look like that, if  was you. You can’t help it. Him that permits ’em, He
strikes *em off our books, now and then, into His, madam; and best for Him and them and us, 1
take it, when it happens.

Now, last night, the 23d of February, that woman, she’d just made out her fourteenth
night consecutive; and | had it planned to send her to TewksbdaytdShe’d be warm in the
poor-house, at least, and sure of her rations. Cap’n and I both felt glad of it when we saw her
stagger in. He said: “We’ve got her this time.” And I said: “Here again, Doherty?”

| went up to speak to her, for | felt a little sorry, too, knowing it thadast time. For
you couldn’t understand how familiar their faces grow, nor the kind of feeling that an officer gets
about them, now and then.

There is the entry just as | put it down, after so many times.

“No.31(she came in rather earyyNo.31. D:—Doherty, Ellen. Vagrancy. Si¢kFor
we saw at once thahe was pretty sick. She’d been beating about in the storm. The snow was
all over her. I noticed she had on a clean calico dress. She stood just where you’re standing,
ma’am, while I made the entry. It took the snow some time to melt, for it had sleeted some. She
looked almost as if she was in a white dress, she was so covered. Shehzaddme up neat,
too.

[ thought I"d go and see her in the cell myself. So I went down. She walked very slow
and seemed weak. “Tired, Doherty?” said 1.

“Lieutenant,” said she, “folks used to call me Nell. Nobody called me Doherty till I
begun to come to the policeation. I don’t think anybody called me that till I’d been into the
House,” says she.

Then I said, for I thought I’d pacify her, if I could: “Are you sick toaight, Nell?”

“Oh, my God!” says she—ijust like that. Then she threw up her arms over her head, and
began to sob and take on. But she didn’t swear. She felt too sick, I take it. So we put her in
with the rest, and she got into the corner and sat crying.

It was not till toward midnight that she begun. They didn’t get well in and quieted before
that. But every now and then the men would call: “Sing us to sleep, Doherty! Where is
Doherty? Doherty! Sing us to sleep!”

The storm set in hard toward midnight. It beats heavily here upon the wifidows, as
you see, ma’am; and we get a pretty clean sweep of the wind, on account of the street running to
the wharves. | sent down once to ask how Doherty seemed; but the efficeed that she was
quiet, and he wished the rest were. They’d all set in, men and women, he said, in concert, a-
crying out: “Sing us to sleep, Doherty!”

Pretty soon she began. | could hear her plain above the roaring trthe She
begar—Doherty began-that—that poor—miserable—creetur—she that had once been a woman
like other womanfolks-excuse me, ma’am; but she’s been on our books a good many years.
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And I’ve heard her sing such things! I never looked to be taken by surprise, as Doherty took me.
You’re not surprised very easy, in such a place as this, at anything your fellow-simmers d

But about midnight, when the storm was at its thick and the cetks growing still,
Doherty, she sat up and began to sing a hymn. She sang

“Shall we gather at the river.”>°

My boy sings that at Sunday-school, and my wife, she strikes it upghéhfng on the cabinet
organ every Sunday night. Doherty sang it all through:

“At the margin of the River,
Washing up its silver spray,
We shall walk and worship ever,

All the happy, golden day.”

Those are the words. I thought perhaps you wouldn’t know them. Folks sing them a great deal
in the Baptist church.

Before you could have cocked a pistol it was as quiet as the graveadjtitthis place.
The officers looked at one another. All the men waked up. The women, they goétaget
heap about her. The Cap’n said to me: “Doherty’s singinghymntunes!” I said I thought we’d
go down and see; and down we went.

When we looked in at the giag, I wish, ma’am, you could have seen those men—
ragged, rough, red, drunk. Some of ’em taken in awful crimes. No, I don’t wish you had seen
them. But there they set, as silent as a row of angels on the Judgmextisiening to hear
that woman sig. One and another, they said: “Hush! Hush!” And one fellow said: “I used to
sing that song myself.” He was up for assault and battery. Badly beaten, too, himself, about the
face. He crept along the wall, | noticed, on his knees, to get wheoeiloehear her better.
When she stopped, he hollered out:

“Give us some more, Doherty!”

And the rest said:

“Doherty, give us another psalm-tune!”

But one of the women said:

“Come, Nell! Sing us to sleep with the hymns.”

So then she began again; and ghe it to em, one upon another, fast and clear.
Heaven knows where the creetur learned *em. At some Protestant Sunday-school, maybe, where
she’d wandered in at holidays. They go a good deal, on account of the Christmas presents.

We all got round her therethe men inside and the officers witheutnd listened for
awhile. I don’t think I ever heard her sing so in all my life. Doherty had a fine voice, and no
mistake. If she’d been respectably born, she’d have been a great singer, that woman, I take it;
and folks would have been running to the opera and to concert-halls teehear h

So there she sat and sung. She set up in one corner, with her chin upor$ear
noticed nobody; but stared straight on before her. She sang “Nearer, my God, to Thee,” and
“Depths of Mercy”; and she sung “I heard the voice of Jesus say” and “Love at Home,” and all

59 “Shall We Gather at the River” was composed by Reverend Robert Lowry in 1864 and
published irHappy Voicesn 1865.
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those. And all the men and all the women listened. And I saw the Cap’n draw his hand acrost
his eyes. And I’ll own it was too much for me. | will, indeed.

To see her there, letting out those holy words so trustfully, as you might say, ma’am, as if
she had as much right to em as anybody—that—poor—wretched—Madam, it was enough to
break your heart to hear her. I could n’t help remembering how pretty she had been and young,
and how she took on the first night she ever come to us.

Pretty soon | come away up-stairfor she unmanned me so, before the men; and | set
down here and had it out alone. But while | was setting here | héalidsand one of the Irish
boys called out:

“Give us the one more, Doherty! Then ye can take yer sleep yerself!”—

And then, ma’am, she began, quite low and in a faint voice, and very sweet, and she sung

“Jesus, Lover of my soul.”
She sung it this way, singing louder now and then:

“Let meto Thy bosom fly,
While the billows neamneroll . . .
Hideme O Thou Saviour, hide.”

And in the midst of the verse she stopped. The men called to her, and the women; and the Cap’n
said:

“Give us the rest, Nell!”

| was rather glad he called her Nell just then; for when we gotandering what it all
meant and hushing up the women, ma’am, as best we could, we found her lying turned a little on
her side, with her face against the wall, quite dead.

It doesn’t happen so often, ma’am, that we ever get quite toughened to it. And being a
woman makes it a little different. I wish you’d seen her. Upon my soul, I do. I wish some
woman had been there of a different sort from them about her. We don’t often have a prettier
nor a more modest and more gentle creetur than Doherty was the first nigNgveaw her
here. | wish you could have heard her sing the hymns.
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“THOUSANDS OF PALE WOMEN KMOW”: WRITING WOMEN AND THE CIVIL WAR

A Sacrifice Consumed
My Refugees
Margaret Bronson



Doherty

INTRODUCTION

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps’s Civil War writing began with what she saw: a “country dark with
sorrowing women,” and with what she felt, the loss of a young man who was her friend and

suitor Chapters96). It is telling that when she describes the first stages ottéwaryi career,
she does so in a chapter titled “War-time: First Stories.” The war and writing were indelibly
connected for her; her earliest success, publishing “A Sacrifice Consumed” in Harper’s

Magazine and her greatest success, the best-selling idveGates Ajaf1868) are narratives
shaped by the war. The Civil WEr861-1865) as she notes in her memoirs, “swept up and

filled the scene” (Chapters72). However, the scenes she considered featured women. During
the war, some women found ways to break away from traditional roles foemvand
distinguish themselves in many fields, including medicine anthoerce. As Larry Eggleston
notes, women became nurses and doctors, but also soldiers and spies. &\thitesslio
contribute with her pen, Phelps created female protagonists willing taipialgun and head
into battle, or pick up some bandages and head to the army hospital. Mourniag aaafithose
dealing wih injured loved ones are at the centre of “A Sacrifice Consumed,” included below,

The Gates Ajaand her later noveT he Story of Avigl877). Just as Phelps wroféhe Gates
Ajar to “ameliorate suffering from women who had lost husbands, sons, and fiancés in the Civil
War” (Cognard-Black 117),°A Sacrifice Consumétworks to provide purpose for the deaths,
and, therefore, potentially comfort the grief-stricken.

Forever affected by the loss and suffering it caused, Phelps contmbednfluenced by the war
and its impact on society throughout her career. Henry Vedder natdheh&ates Ajarboldly
attacked problems that the pulpits and theological chairs fearedavedy and while it did not
say the last word on any of them, it did in many cases say what wastpeople the first word
of comfort they had ever heard” (191). Naomi Sofer suggests that Phelps’s decision to bring the
suffering of the war int@he Story of Avis‘points to her engagement with the rhetorical uses of
the war that had become commonplace by 1877. The impulse to cast tisehotr a catalyst
for cultural production and a standard of execution is misguided, Phelps suggest® becaus
masks the true horror and intense suffering revealed in Avis’s vision” (192). The war would
always be for her a site of loss, and her sympathy for its victims is palpable in this chapter’s

stories of a woman in mourning, a woman busy healing, and a womarién bat

THE STORIES

“A Sacrifice Consumed” was published in Harper’s New Monthly Magazin€8 (Jan. 1864): 235-
40.

“My Refugees” appeared in Harper’s New Monthly Magazine 29 (Nov. 1864): 754-63.

“Margaret Bronson” appeared in Harper’s New Monthly Magazine 31 (Sept. 1865): 498-504.
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A low room, scanty but neat furniture, a small stove shooting red beanthengrowing
shadows; a slight, stooping figure at the window, using up the lingeghigor her busy needle.
The fingers, pricked and thin they were, moved with a nervous rapidity, noweangdubhing
away impatiently the stray locks of brown hair that would wawe ripple down on her forehead
in a pretty, girlish way, strangely in contrast with the face that bbekeold and care-worn. A
shrinking mouth and eyes that lookedell, theymighthave power, you would say, after
watching them a while; to-night they were only dull. This was the pictBhe stitched
ceaselessly on a silk robe, vdesichness seemed to laugh at the meagre room and its poorly-
draped occupant. Very fast she sewed, the work must be done to-nighe thdughtless
western light crept away to its home in the hills, and left IShe laid down her sewing, put her
hands to her strained eyes a moment, and sighed wearily. But there wasfoo tese and in a
moment her lamp was burning and her face bent again over her work. Whefinistasi she
tied on her bonnet, folded the costly silk with care, and started totg&hbe turned round,
however, before she blew out her lamp, to glance over the room; it lookeahbdianely: no
voice to speak to her out of the stillness, no kind eyes to pity la@mess.

By one of those sudden surges of feeling which rush upon us when the physigahstre
is overtaxed, the long pent-up suffering that her toil and desolattbmaee burst into a walil.
These constant drudging day$or what were they? To warm, and clothe, and feed herself, and
herself only—to work, eat, sleep, and work again, alone. Waslife? As in a picture the
dragging years came before her, and loomed up in the future mercilessly.

Oh, these hours of dark propheeydterner than the sorrowful Past, more bitter than the
troubled Present, what wonder is it that when their cold hand touches bsnkeasid faint
beneath it? The pale woman bowed her face in her hands and crisdaopty,

“Alone, all alone! No home, no love—always, always! O Christ!”

| think He heard her, for He knew she loved Him. The word seemed to give hettstreng
and the spasm passed away in a few moments. Some thought seenilesl tersivhich she
repelled-a picture of some face perhaps it was, which she ought not to st#eejusiShe put her
pain back, down deep into her heart, to go on with her life and trust to Him.

It was almost dark when she reached the street door; but her errand nurst bend
drawing her veil closely about her face, the seamstress stepped @dlizn the pavements.

I am giving you no sickly sentimentalism when | let you into theesext her moment of
pain. The heart of every woman calls to God out of its own solitudaecinaslife as hers, with a
bitterness He only can fathom. You shall not blame her nor pronouncediertvat she beats
her wings against the prison door and cries for her mate to open the dagegato her. And, |
am sure, the humblest birds can make melody which God loves to hear. dyhbuyifd their
nests among the low grasses and daisies; but perhaps the song istbeeeter it has so far to
rise.

This woman took her loneliness as God-sent, and bore it, for the mipstgadihfully.

He must have some object for her existence; she would work gotdbkem with tireless faith.
This night, as she passed by brightly-lighted houses in her walk, artiestsme groups, like
distant fary pictures, through the windows, the happy mothers’ faces, and little children

climbing on their fathers’ knees—she could not help it, the remembrance of that desolate room
was fresh— she choked and clasped her hands tightly together, then wiping awagrhe



A Sacrifice Consumed

angrily hurried on faster than before. The errand accomplished, héddirnttpe scanty price of
her labor, she turned to go home.

It grew darker. People peered curiously under her bonnet as she passed the shop
windows. One man stopped when he saw her, turned, and followed. She watked dedid
he; she turned a sudden corner, but started and screamed slightly, as shis kégpdehind
her and a hand touched her shoulder.

“Ruth!”

“Oh, John! Mr. John! Ididn’t know it was you.”

“Did | frighten you? | am sorry. | will make up for it now by seeing yde bame, if
you will let me.”

He drew her trembling hand through his arm quietly, and walked on with he

“Why are you out so late?” he asked.

“I had to take back Mrs. Alden’s dress, and it wasn’t finished till dark,” said Ruth; and as
a vision of the lonely room came up again at this she hurried to change the subject.

“Are you just out of the store?” she asked.

“Yes; as I’'m the only clerk, you know, I can not be spared early. I get tired.”

“Do you?” said the seamstress, quickly, with a smothered tenderness. “I am very sorry.”

They were passing a street lamp just then, and the light flelidah her face. You
would hardly have known it for the same that bent over the esase¢edle in the darkening
room. Her cheeks were rosy with exercise and excitement, her eylesihtbintense with
feeling, as her companion turned to look at her.

“Are you sorry?” he said, simply. “I am very glad.”

They walked on in silence a few moments.

“This is a hard life for you,” he said, at length, “and I don’t like to have you out so
evenings. [ wish I could take care of you.”

She made no answer.

“Ruth,” he said, stopping under the shadow of the steps as they reached the house, and
looking down into her eyes with his own honest blue ones, “couldyou love me? Could you let
me take care of you always?”

She did not understand him at first. How should she? She had never kncsvehs
kissed her dead mother long years ago what it was to hear words of loveol&tedp half
frightened into his face. He repeated it slowly, surely. She sdlw it a

“Oh, John, can you want me?’

“I want you to be my wife, Ruth. Why, little woman, don’t look so scared. Y our eyes
are on fire. Tell meHow is it?”

She gave him her hands, her poor, toil-worn hands, and while he graspddshsine
hid her face and cried. A quaint way it was of telling him she loved himhbeytung man
understood it; and when a moment after she raised her head and looked up at hiim theepla
seemed to him beautiful as an angel’s.

Just before he left her he opened his wallet, and took from it a latlofwpaper,
unfolded it, and held up a ring; it was of old-fashioned gold-work, witheage red stone in the
shape of an anchor.

“It was my mother’s wedding-ring,” he said. “I’ve kept it as if it were holy. No woman
has ever touched it or seen it since she died. She would like to have you wear it, Ruth.”
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Ruth took it, kissed it reverently, then handed it back for him to plagen her finger,
looking up with a sort of worship into the manly face, and wondering that he thHoerghbrthy
to wear it.

After he had gone she went up stairs blindly, and stumbled over onefelitvs-
boarders on the landing. The woman looked at the seamstress in anmtazeme

“What’s the matter?” she said. “Why don’t you walk straight? Y our cheeks are so red I
didn’t know you.”

Ruth only smiled in answer, went in to her own room, and shut the doon. tHisdittle
woman did a most unpoetic thing. She sat down on the floor by the stover igd on a
chair, and cried again. | doubt if even John would have understoodebese A wanderer
suddenly finding home; a discord swelling up quickly into unimagined harmonyoio
wonder that when she saw herself and her life so the joy should be tbdanher? The
dreariness was dreary no longer, because away in another such roonwshe kmeught of her.
The loneliness was lonely no longer, for she remembered the soundroickisvhen he told her
he loved her. “He loved her!” She said it over, kissing the quaint ring.

But | shall tell you no more of this. | can not let you into that mdsbnctuary of her
heart—a heart which thirsted like a desert for the water-brooks, and foundathahonce in a
burst of sunshine.

A new world opened to the little seamstress. Her day’s toil seemed short and easy. The
light and air were strangely fresh and beautiful. Her own dwarfed hpdasts- grew green and
blushed into tiny flowers. She bent over them in wonder, and thought ttheyetar bloomed
so before. A bit of chick-weed crept up through the pavement by the doorospedsbne day
and touched it caressingly, thinking it sprang up for her. On her long-walk#le longer,
perhaps, that she might pass John’s store and look through the open door, or step modestly in to
buy a spool of thread-on these walks she watched the gay ladies with their haughtytps a
discontented eyes, and pitied them that they had no such joysaghingking, poor simple heart,
that since those matchless days in Eden no woman was ever so happy. hEmetiemvork
must be carried home at night, John kept his promise to “take care of her.” With her hand upon
his arm, and his cheerful voice in her ear, the dark crowded streetsebdaanorridors of
arching trees, and marble pillars, with low winds, and the song of a nigletingal

One evening she stood before the glass in the little closet whicisstidor a bedroom,
and looking at herself, wondered at the happy face she saw there. She drisssaceywior
John was coming to see her. A dark-braenainewas the best her scanty wardrobe contained,;
it would have been ugly on some women, but it seemed to suit theitfigidfigure perfectlyt®
You would not wish to see her in a brighter dress. The room which servedgaloaskitchen,
and work-room looked less bare and meagre to-night than formerly. She tookauf¥énef
her little cooking-stove, and the ruddy light brightened the dingy taapé softened the sharp
outlines of the furniture, and danced among the leaves of the plantsweimdosv-sill. Among
them was one geranium of a pure pink, which had budded on the day of that nienvaiiab
with John. She loved it for that reason. Coming out from the cdbeestopped to look around
her room; it was pleasant, she thought. She went to the geranium and bérteoderly.
There were several blossoms on the stalk, and she held one up againd tiexsga A thought
struck her as she looked at it. John loved flowers: would he thinkengsilly if she, with her

60 Short for muslin-de-lainale laineis a light textile made of wool.
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pale, pinched face, should wear it? She hesitated, then broke it off camck§tole back to the
glass like a guilty child.

| doubt if | can imagine how shy the little seamstress wastamosimple a thing, how
she took the flower up, then put it down, then looked at her face amdisthbn glanced timidly
around, as if some one were watching her; and finally laid the delicst®ois in the folds of
her hair, and with only a momentary look at herself hurried away frergléiss, shut the door
hard, and stood blushing like a culprit. A quick knock caught her in the afittee blush, and
deepened it.

She formed a pleasant picture, with her face made almost youhg tigttof the flower,
and the rippling of her hair, though these were in strong contrast wigtdbping figure in its
dull dress, and her odd, old-fashioned little ways of greeting John. Perhidnosidiet her
handsome Why shouldn’t he? She was all his own, you know, and loved him.

“I like it,” he said, touching with his finger the flower in her hair. “I want you to wear
some bit of colour oftener; it makes you so pretty, Ruth.”

Her face for the moment, as she turned it up to him, was really gifflisé tired heart
was bewildered with the rest of this new love. She listened to hirmdyeand fancied she had
slipped back through the yearshe wretched, toiling yearsand was playing among the butter-
cups andlaisies at her mother’s door. All happiness, real or imaginary, took, to her, this far-off
likeness. Is there not with all of us some such simple thing which wéasetsnto our ideal
joys? The gleam of a sunsethe lull of a drowsy windthe chime of a distant bella
something which we catch and lose again, but without which our visiormpasfect?

“I brought you a ribbon,” John said; “it’s just this same color. I wanted to make my little
woman look as well as any of them.”

He unfolded a paper and held up a rose-colored neck-tie. With the quickayey-
goods clerk he had chosen the latest style, and rich silk. Ruth labkedmoment without
saying a word: then,

“Oh, John! I’'m too homely for so beautiful a thing.”

“I guess I know best about that,” he said, with a smile, and laid it upon her lap. Her look
was thanks.

“Oh, dear!” she said, in a little restful tone: “I thought every one would always think I
was old and homely; and | though the room would always be lonely and daukd anver have
any one to love me.”

He held out his hand to her; she took it, and crept up to him timidig room seemed
all in a glow of heat and dancing lights; the broken chairs, and patattads, and faded chintz
were bright as the tapestry of a palace. She hid her face and felbdhisttaking her hair.

“Oh, John! John!”

She knew she was never to be tired again; she knew she wasnoeedo be alone.

In a truthful story of such a life as hers you must not expect exaiteon change of
scene. | can give you no whispering winds and deep skies, no wild flowersgangimosses
about this quiet figure. | must show her to you in the little room wheleasishe-God help
theml—must always live, and love, and suffer.

The happy months flew by quickly. Ruth wondered, as she waited one evenlogrip

and thought over the summer, to find that July was drawing to itelgoldse. She wondered
also if all of life would be as brightlooking forward, it dazzled her.
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The soft summer twilight had not yet crept into the room when Joha.cRuth was
sitting by the window. She wore a dress of purple muslin, printed with a eéedjpaty of
white—an extravagance she had indulged in to please John. The pink ribbon, toedveaér
throat. The sunlight, by some strange mistake, had happened to stigeidiark street on its
way to the west, and fell through the window on the little seamstress’s brown hair, and made her
eyes very happy as she turned them toward the opening door. John stopséahamith a
choking in his throat when he saw her.

“You are early,” she said, coming up to him. “I am afraid I shall have to send you back.”
Her smile faded, however, when she saw his face distinctly; it loadedapd sad.

“What is it, John?”

He answered her anxious inquiry by holding her tightly in his @m®ment, and
kissing her forehead. Then he said, “Nothing;” and sat down by her. Ruth began to talk in her
guiet way, and he listened.

“It is so strange,” she said, at length, “to know I have you always to come to. Life is so
happy now.”

To her surprise he did not answer for a moment, then covered his face vidmdiss
She thought she had troubled him in some way, and looked grieved.

“Ruth,” he said, suddenly, “could you get along without me for a while?”

“Without you?

“I mean—I mean, if [ went into the army.”

“Into the army, John!”

“I’ve been thinking a great deal lately,” he said, in a firm but tender voice, “of our brave
soldiers, and I don’t think it’s right to stay at home-I don’t think it’s right. Our country needs
me—ours, yours and mine, Ruthand so I’ve come to you to know if you can let me go.”

She shivered, and dropped her hands in his with a bitter cry. For some mioeitets
spoke. Then he said, in a reverent tone:

“I want to please God in this thing. I think He wishes it.”

“I can’t, I can not give you up, John!”

“Not for the country, Ruth?”

“No one needs you as much as I, how couldI be alone again?”

He took her gently to him as if she had been a child, and they talded &ime in the
twilight. | can not tell you all John said, but his words at last aber. Iltwasa brave heart,
though it was a woman’s. Her face grew calm, and she lifted it to his with a smile.

“You may go.”

“God bless you for this, my darling!”

They looked into each other’s eyes a moment—a long look; his were intense with a love
that could not be uttered, hers were tender, liquid, filled with no vaintyégitepure as those of
a martyr.

So John enlisted and went to camp, but several furloughs were granted him before the
time for departure. Ruth had cheerful words, and a trusting face to meetthiaiways. | do
not think he knew what they cost her, though his whole heart blasséor them. Why should |
linger over the parting? Thousands of pale women know its sacredmés®eal no picture of
that which “entereth within the vail.” It may be months or years since, but still they hear at
nightfall the echo and resho of the low “good-by”—the last sound of a distant stethe death-
like stillness that shall never more be broken.
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It was in August that he went, and her life with its tenfold lonelinesg wn as in the old
days before they were engaged. Only his letters eafmeof love and courage. She would sit
up till late every night, and cramp her already tired fingers to emghem; writing in her timid,
loving way, putting in few words of endearment, except his name. She lovetketthat often,
and sometimes she would kiss it shyly, or drop a tear on it perhap$eantytto wipe it off so
he should not see the mark. It was curious to see her, when she toaklile picture and
looked at it with her large, reverent eyes; and when a distant step wasnhge house she
would start as if guilty, and with burning cheeks hide it away. Yet yaldewt laugh at her.
You would have felt more like crying, perhaps.

As the pile of John’s cheerful letters increased, and still he was safe and perfectly well,
she herself grew more trusting, and began to sing a little at her wotkapBdre would come
home after all.

One night she heard the newsboys’ shout of a great battle, and saw an unusual crowd
around the bulletins. She stopped to read the rumors of the Maryland Wwittlessharp pain at
her heart. But John’s regiment had not drill enough yet to fight; she would not be anxious. Yet
her lips were compressed, and her eyes feverishly bright all day.

Then came the news which stirred the North with glad surpiide victory at Antietam.
The seamstress thanked God for it as heartily as the gladdest; utnevamg she searched the
list of killed and wounded; and every day, as no letter came for her,eshegler, and the lines
of her face sharper with pain. At last she saw Ibhn’s regiment had been in the fight, but
nothing more.

Still the golden days fled away, and the skies were warm and hazy, awvkrtbff
Southern river, but the pale faces turned toward them saw them not.rd$hedng with a
willful merriment, and the gay autumn flowers grew and smiled in sdilha soaked with
human blood. The sparkling hours would pause in their sport to sing no dirge deathand to
pity no mourner.

Ruth waited, and the mornings brightened, and the evenings faded, but the adfitimens
papers, though full for others, brought nothing to her.

One day she sat sewing in her room in the afternoon warmth. The cfocerriage-
wheels without grew less and less; there were no voices about the dstreege, oppressv
stillness fell suddenly about her. She laid down her work and dadsrehands, straining every
nerve to listen for she knew not what.

A step on the stairs, and some one knocked. She said, “Come in,” for she could not rise.

A man entered and touch&d hat respectfully. Ruth recognized him as one of John’s company;
she had seen him at camp.

“Is this Miss Mason?”’

She bowed her head, and pointed to a chair; then clenched her fingersiad it
looking at him with a sort of fierce courage that surprised the man.

“I’ve just come home on furlough to git my arm cured up,” and he pointed to the sling he
wore; “thought mother could do it better than those doctors. Now it’s better, and—and | come to
tell you that—to tell you—well, he’s gone. John Rogers’s gone; he got shot at Antietam on
Wednesday, just two weeks ago, poor fellow!”

She uttered a long, low cry, and pressed her hand to her heart. Themkstre thee
floor, and hid her face in the chair in a crouching, helpless way, moawiimgy\ely.
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The man passed his rough hand over his eyes, and moved uneasily in his chair. “Poor
creetur! she’s hurt pretty bad. Hard work this; rather be under fire any time,” he muttered to
himself.

There was an innate sense of delicacy in the man, coarse lookingas, lvehich
forbade him to speak; he only sat looking at her in a puzzled way, waitihgrfto look up.

She did so at last. Her face was very white; she shed no tears;rbu#isesuch a beseeching
look in her dry eyes, such a crushed, hopeless pressure of her lips as wase giéul

“Tell me about it,” stretching out her hands in a pleading way.

“Why, you see, Miss,” began the man, “he was ’long with Burnside down by the bridge,
in the thick of the fight, when a shot hit him in the breast, anddpgpdd down just by a great
tree that’s nigh the bridge, and lay there pretty nigh three hours, I reckon, afore they could get to
him. When I’d been off the field myself with this ’ere arm a while some one brought him up,
and the surgeolk laid him by me, and says he, ‘Poor fellow! he won’t never get well;” and
when John heard that he just shut his eyes a minute, and I heerd him say, ‘Ruth, Ruth!” I didn’t
quite understand him at first, and thought he was talkin’ about the pain: so I called out and told
him ’twouldn’t last long, and he kinder smiled and said "twarn’t that, ‘but,” said he, ‘it’s Ruth
Mason; and if you get better, as the doctor says you will, when you gotabter how | died
praying for her, and take her back her lettend tell her I’1l love her just the same in the other
world, and that it’s for the country, and God will help her make the sacrifice.” Them’s the very
words, Miss, and after that he didn’t say much, only his mind wandered a bit, and he talked about
a room with flowers in it, and something about a pink ribbon too; teehdd, and they buried
him down by the river, and the boys sorrowed for him, for he was a brave soldiekiadcbae,
and had a pleasant word for every body.”

Ruth listened to it all; and still she sat with that dumb, entreatoggjtest the same, only
the lips quivered now.

In a few moments the man rose awkwardly and said he must go, plaeipgakage of
letters on the table. He stopped a moment at the door and looked backinggsita

“The day afore I come,” he said, “I went to find where they’d laid him, and I see a little
blue flower, starrylike, had blowed out close by the grave, and I thought maybe you’d like to
know it.”

Ruth put up her hand to take his, and thanked him in a broken voice. Then haendent
she was alone. She took up her letters and kissed them-tbdy were the last thing John had
held—staggered to the bed, and buried her face in the pillows.

“Oh, my God!” crying out, sharply, “I loved him so; I loved him so!” repeating it over
and over again, as if she would touch infinite mercy by her pleading, to lagkdhler dead from
that far-off heaven where no oneuld need him as much as she did.

So the night came, and she was alone with it.

At last one of the lodgers came in softly and made her a cup of tea.hRuiked her in
the same broken way she had thanked the soldier, but she could not drink it.

“She lay so still,” the woman said afterward, “kind o’ moaning, and the tears running so
fast down hecheeks, and she never wipin’ them off, nor nothin’, and she didn’t touch that tea,
for it came down cold next mornin’.”

Well, how can | tell you of the bitter coming back to life, of the drelays and wakeful
nights, and the lonely evenings when the bent form rocked to and frostilltness—of the
heavy work, and tired fingers, and tears dropping fast on the hand wig®a r
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In her mourning dress, with her sad eyes filled with dark questioningsatientgnouth
and her forehead drawn by pain, she looked ten years older. The freslitd had melted into
a few late, golden days, but even those were gone and the winter was cold. Bheog/wa
future; all her days “read backward;” for what should she live?

There were still hours at night when she called beseechingly to Deatie would not
hear, and passed her by. John had said this was to be a sacrifice, and thatl®Gbdlp/ber: so
her life should be His, to do with as He pleased, and she would bearageously, and love her
country all the more for what it had cost her.

There are heroes who take their lives in their harttieir young, happy lives, all bright
with dreams of an unknown success, and joyous with tender loves, and calmtiaenidat of
musketry, cool amidst the flaming heats, quiet amidst the shriekswifded and dying-face
death with a smile, and we do them honor. But there are martyrs at hueitkes, who give
up more than this. “They empty heart and home of life’s life-love;” who yet go back to their
desolate days from which all the beauty, all the fragrance, all tige lsas departed, and take
them up bravely, working in lowly trust till the Rest comes. On theirpales also the crown
shall glitter.

But Ruth was no philosopher, and she could not always see bhouldibe right—
thinking, you know, that she loved her soldier so; and when she gave him up, afteatdjdv
he do for that proud, beautiful flag that could be worth all this sufferiagd, groping in the
dark, One met her who had himself wept and struggled alone on thelédles Judea for her,
and she was still.

Could He be unkind or unfaithful? Could she not watch with Him one hour?

So she lived very patiently at the foot of the altar where the ashes sécrifice lay, and
knew that God had accepted it for the blessing of her country, henseélohn.
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Dr. Joyce came in while | was giving the Captain his dinner. It wasisbbur for
visiting my ward, so | put down my gruel-spoon and looked up to see what was tke mat

“Can’t you come out and see to this arrival?”” he asked, stopping a few feet in front of me,
with his finger on Tom’s pulse, his hand filled with lemonade for Dick, and his eyes on Harry, so
economical of his time was our little Doctor. In fact, | do not thivd since | came to the
hospital | had succeeded in gaining his undivided attention for a sidgheifiute in working
hours. | regarded this as an insult at first; but discovering at length holwmawdepended on
these fragmentary notes which he took of his patients, | had detriede my diminished head,
and consider myself once for all a lesser light in his presence. Betigheenatural perversity
about me, which in spite of such discipline “still lived.” It was with an instinct for which I do
not hold myself at all accountable that | turned away from him agtprofessional an air as |
could assume, and began ch@kihe gruel down the poor Captain’s throat, as if the safety of the
army depended on its descent therein, while | asked, in my most ubkeetones,

“What is it?”

“Three—a man already gone with typhoid, wife, and a childfugees.”

“Hum! well?”

“I want you to get hold of the woman and feed her up: she’s a mere shadow.”

“And the man?”

Dr. Joyce looked round the ward; so did I. | had one empty bed. A little paiéfay
had left it only yesterday, and gonaevell to a better rest, | trust; for | found a tiny Testament in
his hand when | folded it with the other. It was open, and his finger wap@ayer—one of the
old, old prayers which are always new, that his mother had marked for him. |dad/ddr the
poor, home-sick fellow, and had looked at his empty bed with something éé¢hag with
which one goes into the twilight of a room a friend has left éamdwer. | shrank from the
thought of seeing a stranger there so soon; a very foolish fancy for tahngpse, of course,
but some of these boys had become friends indeed in the long months idthtbcéhem.
Besides this, | had as much work on hand as it seemed to me | adlddtend to without a
little larger allowance of strength than usually falls to the lotaihankind, nurses not excepted.
There was Mrs. Cruppins had four or five empty beds, thougivasthe last person | should
want to go to, to be nursed through a fever; and there was Miss Gilavesudd take three
more as well as not, even if she did go about her work like a martymirgner ward into a
church-vault, with her funereal face and her melancholy aedesting way of sighing over the
men. What if the Doctor did prefer, and very naturally, to call on me? thera ivait to all
things. So when I looked at him | was going to own up to my hidden deprawdtgagrhat No.
2 didn’t want the new-comer.

The Doctor is a discreet man, and can read the signs of the weather.eheegav
generous half of one of his professional glances, and remarked quietlyriows young
sergeant in the corner who had employed the time of my meditatamking a volley of
guestions,

“Yes, half-starved, but thinks only of her husband and child; the infant is moretusad
alive.”

Something rose in my throat and choked me.

“What a heathen!”

“Who? I or the typhoid?”
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“Neither of you,” I responded, curtly; “bring him in here.”

The Doctor went away with the least bit of a smile twitching treers of his mouth. |
felt too humble just then to take any notice of it, so | meeiyrned to the Captain and his
gruel, gave him his powders, tucked him up for a nap, and when Dr. Joyce came back | wa
ready for him.

A number of these refugees had dropped into our hospital since | had éxegathtwo-
thirds of the poor creatures are fit for nothing but a sick-bed by the teyedghch Nashville,
and | supposed | knew what to expect. But the sight | saw struck me dumb. riwkest)
ghost-like figures, their clothes in tatters, covered with mire aratblbeir faces so gaunt that,
looking at them, a chill crept over me, as if | looked on Death.

But this was not a time to grow nervous. | roused myself with a start, asteetbthe
man’s hand to see if it were flesh and blood. In reply to my words of welcome he thanked me in
a feeble sort of way, putting his hand uncertainly to his foreheadyd&®f failing memory, and
leaning heavily against the door. He evidently needed prompt attentiome flewver was far
advanced. While the Doctor led him to the bed | had time to noscghbrt, thickset figure, the
shaggy hair falling about his low forehead, and the eyes tHattsiived honest and kindly,
though they were deep-sunken and burned with fever; the scar af gmmivound in his neck,
and his hands coarse and brown with labor. Before this war had made Hitmewtes, he had
evidently been of the poor of the earth. God’s poor, were they? May we have mercy on all such!

He was far too weak to answer questions. | left him sitting weanilhe side of the bed
for the Doctor to undress, and turned back to the woman. She was standing lveloelest her,
with her baby in her arms, her eyes following every motion of her husband’s.

“Come,” I said, “into my room, and I’ll see what I can do for you.”

“And him?” pointing toward the bed.

“You shall come back and see him.”

She followed me slowly, hushing the walil of her half-starved child,dyimhg nothing to
me. Indeed, she seemed to have hardly life enough left to speakintmezhbly short time she
and the child were washed and dressed in sundry garments of my own, thwbicih they could
not be said to fit in the most perfect manner conceivable, espamigthe baby, had at least the
advantage of being clean. After they were fed and rested, | had for thienfgs critical look at
the woman. Slight, and worn, as the Doctor said, to a shadow; stooping shotddsumptive
chest, and large, work-worn hands; a very pale face, one of st pal/er saw except in death,
with thin, dark hair lying against her temples, where | could see thepyngdé veins, and eyes
which had once been bright black, but now were dulled and sunken. Out of themthese
were raised to mine, came a look so dumb with suffering, so dark with uttéessmss, that |
could not bear to meet it. It never changed. She smiled at me whemghbher baby fresh
milk from the kitchen, or tended the little thing while shelaeself; she thanked me; her thin,
guavering voice grown quite sweet with gratitude, but the dreariness sféhdy look never
varied by so much as a momentary gleam of light or softnessmihded me of a picture | have
somewhere seen, to which the artist had given the rather indefinite title of “Desolate;” but which,
nevertheless, was a spirited thing, and had staid bytme figure of a woman in relief against a
stormy sky; around her a desert beach strewn with wrecks; her cnaim Barkly about her face,
and her eyes turned to the waste of waters: a lonely sea-bird stantethe cliffs, dipping into
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the foam of a chilly, green wave at her feet, and behind the purple line of atbounded her
vision the setting of a blood-red sfin.

Perhaps you smile at my fancy. | think the woman herself might ltaneesib had she
known it. Certainly she would not have comprehended it. She sat, qokigg her baby, her
hands folded over its little fingers, her eyes on its face.

“You have had a hard journey?” I questioned, gently.

“Yes.”

“Was it very long?”

“Yes.”

She looked at me then a moment without speaking. | understood her.

“You do not wish to talk about it now,” I said. “I will not trouble you with any
questions.”

“Thank you.”

She recommenced her low lullaby, and while | stood watching heslsmly knocked at
the door. It was Tim, the errand-boy. He delivered his message after hifagbia,
balancing himself first on one foot, then on the other, regarding me meanvithilhalf-closed
eyes, and giving his bushy head a series of little nods with an aithafrety peculiarly pleasing.

“Davy Brown’s heart’s broke for his dinner, an’ the sargint says his bandages ’s come
off, an’ he wants you double-quick; an’ Pat Mullins he’s ben howlin’ over his arm this hour.”

Being serenely conscious that | had been absent but twenty miaugsdred his
innuendo only by a withering look, closed the door softly, for my ideastoks being rather
vague | was not prepared to state whether the creaking of a latch woutnhetaftthose
infantile choruses | live in such constant terror of or not, so | thauést to be on the safe
side. The hopeful Tim whistled on before me down the stairs, and | aektd my work, with
my heart for the first time deserting my boys, and wandering to my rootitsgrale-faced
occupant.

It was a busy afternoon. Brown must have his dinner, the howling of Pat the
indefatigable must be stopped, and I must go back to the sergeant’s arm. A solitary rebel in the
corner took an hour of my time for his bandages and ablutions, spinninguiitiout
remonstrances and complaints so many, and various, and profaneethatstfong desire to
pull the sheet up over his head, tie it down at the four corners of the bédaaamdhim there to
struggle and stifle and swear at his own sweet will. There was a fawdhunitener-boy, too,
whose eyes asked mutely for help little patient fellow whom | had taken into my heart from
the first day he came to me. | always had to time myself when |avexgdor him, for fear |
should be accused of partiality. Then some one had been awaleratjithbefore, and must be
read into a nap; and then there were letters to be written, and mesdiscimix and choke down
innumerable throats, and windows to open and windows to shut, anddsusitie the matron,
and messages to the doctor, and then at last suppers to get, and supper to eat.

My refugee had found her way down again to her husband. He was tossing he
bed, delirious with the fever. There was little to do for him, however] aaw she was neither
a fussy nor an ignorant nurse, but sat quite still with one arm arouhalnewho slept, and the
other attending to the sick man’s every want; so I let her be. There was a bit of a room next mine,

61 Phelps probably means the painting “Desolation” (1836), the fifth and final panel in
American artist Thomas Cole’s major work, The Course of Empireln it, a lone woman faces
the wreck of a mighty empire.
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which had belonged to a nurse who was off duty, and home last week with gsow Ife
obtained the promise of this for her, and when, at half past ten o’clock, I dragged myself up

stairs, jaded and cross enough, | found her there. | saw her througgethdoor with the light
of my dim lamp falling full on her bent figure and white face. She ldakeat me, silently, her
great dark eyes followed all my motions about the room. It gave me desamacomfortable
feeling that made me turn and look over my shoulder, when | werthiatoloset, or a dark
corner. | began to have serious fears as to the practicabiligepf that night, with nothing but
an unbarred door between me and this ghost of a woman. In fact, | may askweWledge
that | am naturally of a romantic turn of mind, and had anticipatecktital of her adventures in
various forms; as, for example, whether she might be a spy, or a Southermatristdsguise,
and | believe | even speculated upon the possibility of a chadgaa.n

But when | turned again, and saw how wearily she leaned her heatergmand, how
crushed and hopeless was the pressure of her lips, | forgot every thing jpity.mywent up
and touched the hand which lay upon the baby’s hair, and said: “I am so sorry for you!”

She quivered under my touch, and looked up at me, her lips working beseechmeyy.
I don’t know how it was, but she began to talk, and I listened; I forgot that I was tired and sleepy;
my romantic fancies dissolved like the dew. | forgot that shegvesant and poor. | only
knew that she suffered, and sat quite still to hear her story.

The woman’s name was Mary—Mary Rand. | liked the name for her. Do you remember
some one’s saying—Tennyson, | think—of Mary the mourner at Bethany, that her “eyes were
homes ofilent prayer?°6? | thought of this often. Such a cry went up to God out of her mute
look. | thought it must ring through heaven. | never heard froripghef any preacher such a
prayer.

She had lived in the southern part of the State. Her husband had donkfis simgl
business on one of the inferior rivers, getting but a scanty living for aawifdive little ones,
though a more honest one than many of his kind to whom the South cloagsithes of useful
labor. | could see the home in a picture while she talked. A hous&reken roof and low
doorway, half hidden under the great forest trees, which stretched out aatchrgnches over it,
and cradled it so quietly all summer long; the little river thatind among the trees, over which
the sunlight slanted and the wind swept like a merry song; the tidy roiihas tie house, this
stricken mother then so cheery about her work, turning such smilingaeyasl the river which
bore her husband’s boat, or such reverent eyes up to the sky which showed so blue and still
through the vines about the doorway, taking into her heart such Hapmhts of God in the
silence of this home He had given her; the children romping ifothst, or grouped about the
door with the light on their chubby brown faces and tangled curls, ahimgtthe river turn into
molten gold when the sun set, and they waited for the father to comedroomeork, wading
into the water to crowd in his boat for a sail of a few strokes letiggh clinging to him up the
path, and into the house, where supper stood waiting, and the mother too. #e imeal, and
very poor the lowly home, but none the less dear for that. There was santiglotve enough in
it, as there must have always been under the sound of this woman’s voice.

The man had been loyal from the first of the war. This, | suspectecgwiag to the
wife. She had picked up a little learning somewheeaough to spell out her Bible; it was
partly this, but more a certain crude refinement that asserted her supe&anething there
was in this woman’s soul which spoke like a voice out of the darkness of all the circumstance

62 The line is from Chapter 32 of Alfred, Lord Tennyson’s In Memoriam(18331850).
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which hemmed her in, and let you see how pure a soul it was, and whghtthave been if
God had given it light to grow in.

So, of course, she knew her country at once.

“I wasn’t goin’ to hev Stephen settin up agin the kentry,” she said; “and by’n-by he see it
as I did, fur he’s an honest man in his ’pinions is Stephen, an’ he used ter set the children a
hoorayin’ fur the flag ter see which on ’em could holler the loudest.”

Of course a harmless, ignorant fisherman, loving his country in thedsobf a forest,
could not be left long undiscovered and unpunished in this chivalith&m land.

“They found him out at last,” she said. “A whole pack on ’em went at him every time he
went to town with fish, and they didn’t give him no peace; but he never caved in to ’em—not a
mite, an’ the more they worrited him the more he sot up fur the Guv’nmunt; an’ at last it come—
what we’d ben livin’ in fear on a long spell. It was one dark night—I remember how the wind
was howlin’ like among the trees—an’ we heerd on a sudden a yellin’ like a pack o’ hounds
outside the door, an’ it bust open, an’ some officers was there, an’ a gang o’ drunken men behind
em. I knew to once what it meant.

“‘Stephen,’ says I, ‘they’ve drafted yer.” He looked so like a tiger they dursn’t touch him.
His gun was in the corner, and I see him lookin’ at it, so I knew as well as ef he’d telled me what
ter do; but e officers, they’d spied it out, an’ one on em he held me so I couldn’t move, an’
t’others pinted their pistils on Stephen an’ tuk him off; he couldn’t help it no way. It made me
wild-like. I got away from the man as held me with a great leap, an’ got the gun. They was jest
out 0’ the door then, but I could ha’ hit ’em. Stephen turned round an’ see me, and says he:

“Don’t, fur God’s sake, Mary—they’ll murder both on us!” An’ then I couldn’t see his
face fur the dark, an’ I knew he was gone. I fell down by the gun all in a heap on the floor; the
childern was cryin’ an’ kissin’ of me, an’ tuggin’ at my dress, but I never took no notice on ’em.
I heerd the men howlin’ outside, but I never moved. All to once there was a great red light out
the winderan’ I heerd wood cracklin’ an’ smelt smoke in the bedroom, an’ I knew they’d fired
the house. | ketched up the childeftwo in my arms, an” one on my shoulders, an’ two pullin’
at my skirt—an’ run out o’ the door. It seemed as ef a pack o’ wild beasts was out thar in the
burnin’ light. They chased me a ways, till I got to whar the woods was thick an’ dark as pitch;
an’ at last I found they was gone, an’ I dropped down in a thicket like as ef I was dead, hidin’ the
childern under my dress. They miglat Imurdered us all. There was wus things than that done
up the river last week. By’n-by, as nobody come, I durst look round. I heerd the shoutin’ a good
ways off, an’ I see a great light on the sky, an’ knew the house was blazin’ up. After a time it
went out, an’ the hollerin” was fainter, goin’ back ter town. Then ’twas still, only the branches
creaked, an’ I heerd the wind blowin’ over the river. The woods was dead black, an’ I looked up
to the sky, an’ there wasn’t a star to be seen, an’ the great dew dropped down like rain. | huddled
the childern up to me to keep ’em warm ef I could, an’ the little things cried emsels ter sleep.
They was very heavy, an’ cramped my arms till they was stiff, but I didn’t mind; an’ it grew very
cold, but I never thught on’t. I only looked up whar the sky was dark, an’ all night long I was
prayin’ fur my husband.

“When mornin’ come we hid in the darkest place we could find, an’ staid thar tell the sun
was jest over our heads. But nobody come after us¢raovled round an’ found some berries
an’ a brook fur the childern ter drink out of, an’ I had two little ginger-cakes in my pocket, an’
we lived on them all day.

“The next day it were jest the same. I never darin’ ter go back, an’ the childern cryin’ fur
someat ter eat. When night come | were too faint to move, fur alhdfbguv to them. | had
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dropped down on the moss, an” was givin’ up ter die thar, when all to once I heerd a noise in the
bushes, and I says, ‘O God! tuk care on the childern.” ‘Yes,’ says somebody close by; ‘He’s sent
me ter tuk care on ’em;’ and I jumped up with a great scream, fur there was Stephen alive, an’
huggin’ and kissin” of me an’ the children, an’ givin’ us a loaf o’ bread he’d found nigh the old
place as he crep’ along in the thicket ter get a look at the heap o’ ashes that was left. An’ he
telled us how he’d runned from the fellar as ketched him, an’ we’d hide in the woods, an’ all go
North together, whar none on ’em couldn’t touch us.

“An’ I jes’ put both my arms round his neck, an’ I says, ‘Stephen, God’s guv me you
back, an’ I doan’t ask no more. I guess He’ll tuk care on us, an” we’ll go.” I used ter read how
He loved folks as was in trouble; | used ter believenitaybe I was wrong, maybe not. I doan’t
know.”

She stopped a moment, some strange, dark glitter creeping into sierAdigr that they
changed only to grow more stony; and her voice, as she went on with fensteicold and
hard.

“So we tuk up with the woods for a home, an’ *twere all the home we hed fur three
months. We dursn’t go anigh the railroads, an’ we traveled mostly whar the forest was loneliest,
an’ the swamps a-plenty. Thar was cold nights too, when the wind cut into us, an’ the damp
seemed ter choke us like; an’ thar was rainy nights, when we crep’ under the bushes, and
Stephen he allers tuk off his coat ter cover the rest on us, an’ thar were no stoppin’ of him no
way. An’ I’d wake up a-cryin’ in my dream, an’ see his face while he slep’ lookin’ so white with
the cold, an’ the childern shiverin’ all night; an’ I"d lay an’ cry an’ cry, and the rain cried along
with me on the leaves, but it never stopped fur all that. Sometmaésund a shed or a barn
whar folks let us sleep, an” sometimes when thar warn’t no rebel sojers anigh the place they’d let
us in the house.

“But the starvin’ come the wust. Folks give us meals sometime, ef we durst go out into
the road ter hunt up a house. Then, agin, they cussed us, an’ shet the door ’cause we was ‘derned
Yankees,” yer know. Thar was a few as give us a basketful o’ victuals, and it lasted fur a long
spell. When we couldn’t get nothin’, Stephen, he shot rabbits an’ birds, an’ we picked berries,
an’ ketched fish; fur he wouldn’t never steal, that man wouldn’t, ef he was ter die fur it. But
there was days when we hadn’t nothin’, an’ the childern cried an’ teased fur food, an’ I only jes’
sot an’ looked at em, an’ hadn’t nothin’ ter give ’em, only ter hold ’em in my arms, an’ tell ’em
ter fold their little hands an’ say, ‘Our Father.” The poor innocents stopped cryin’ allers, ’cause
they thought He’d throw ‘em down bread from heaven. In course He did give us some’at
mostly, or we’d all a ben under the grass; but He didn’t send enough ter keep the childern. Four
on ’em is dead. He didn’t leave one big enough ter call me mother, or kiss me with its little
comfortin’ ways; there’s nobody left but the baby. I doan’t know why she stood it, when the rest
couldn’t. P’r’aps because I kep’ it under my shawl mostly, an’ it were the warmest of all on us.

“Jack went fust—that was his father’s boy. He tuk fever in them marshes, an’ kinder
wasted afore we knew it. I went out ter hunt up some supper one night, an’ left the boy with
Stephen. After I’d ben a little ways I come back ter say good-by—I didn’t know what fur, only I
couldn’t help it. He was lyin’ in his father’s arms, an’ he says: ‘When you come back with some
supper sing me ter sleep, mother.” So I says, ‘Yes, Jackey,” an’ I leaned over ter kiss him.
‘Goodby, mother,” says he, an’ he put up his little white lips. An’ all th way I heerd it—
‘Goodby, mother.’ It were like as ef the trees kep’ tellin’ it, an’ the birds singin’ it in their nests,
an’ the great blow o’ wind that had come up, cryin’ it over an’ over. I put my hands up to my
ears not ter hear it, an’ I runned out o’ the woods ter get away from it; for we must hev some
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supper, an’ it were safer fur me ter go than Stephen—folks didn’t notice a woman so much. I
found a bit of a house anigh the woods as give me some bread an’ a pail o’ milk—they was
Union folks; an’ I was happy-like, fur Jackey would like the milk, yer know. All the way back |
was thinkin’ as how his eyes would laugh at the sight on’t—pretty eyes they was, Miss, like his
father’s, blue an’ bright like. Thar was a great white moon come up afore I got thar; an’ I see

how the light was down in the holler whar I’d left him like a sheet dropped on the bushes.

Pretty soon I see ’em all—the childern standin’ round all in a heap, an’ Stephen settin’ on the
ground with his face in his hat. My heart kinder stood still all to oncd,kalked along.
Stephen he see me, an’ got up, an’ come up ter me. He didn’t say nothin’; but only jes’ tuk my
hands an’ led me to whar somthin’ lay black an’ still under a tree. An’ I looked down an’ I

called out ‘Jackey! Jackey!’ but he didn’t make no answer, an’ I touched his little face, an’ all to
once I knew he was dead. Ithrew down the milk an’ bread I’d brought so fur for him, an’ I tuk

his poor head in my lap, an’ held tight hold uv his little cold hands. I hadn’t ben thar, yer see,

an’ it come hard ter hev him die without his mother. I promised ter sing him ter sleep, an” now I
were too late—he couldn’t hear me. The moon was very white, and I heerd the childern sobbin’
an Stephen were callin’ uv me an’ kissin’ uv me, but I couldn’t answer him nohow, an’ |

couldn’t cry. I doan’t know much how the night went. I satan’ watched the little shaders from
the leaves comin’ an’ goin’ on the boy’s forehead, an’ thought how they kissed it like, an” how

he wouldn’t never feel me kissin’ him agin. He were sech a pretty boy, yer know, an’ I never
were thar to see him die, an’ I never sung that little song.

“Twarn’t only a week along from this when Stephen he got took. He went fur victuals
an’ didn’t come home. We waited fur him all day an’ he didn’t come, an” we slep’ all night
alone under the trees waitin’ fur him. But when mornin’ come an’ no Stephen, I knew ter once
what it meant, and | war right. Somebody as knew hinkébim an’ ketched him in a yard
whar he was beggin’ our breakfast. The folks was rebels an’ guv him up easy. They tuk him
along—two officers thar was-an’ got a good piece with him; but they hadn’t no han’cuffs an’
was weakly plantation gentlemen. Sobloke away. He knocked one on em down an’ tuk his
gun an’ runned. T’other fellar he fired an’ hit Stephen in the neck; but Stephen is a firs’-rate shot
an’ the fellar dropped down. I doan’t know whether he war hurt bad, but he never chased him
any. Stephen crawled back pretty nigh us, an’ *twas the second day I heerd him groanin’ in the
bushes. He was lyin’ thar all covered with blood when I come up. We got him down in a big
swamp, an’ thar we hid fur a long spell. We hed mostly warm nights while he were sick, an’ no
rain ter speak on; but the damp was like pison fur us all to be a breathin’ on. I nussed him all I
could, ‘twarn’t much in sech a place, an’ I used ter crawl out every night ter find food fur to-
morrer.

“’Twarn’t fur as we’d gone after he’d got so’s to be movin’ afore the twins took sick.
They didn’t stan’ it long, an’ it were better fur ’em, poor things! When I see ’em both pinin’ ter
once, their little hands so poor an” white, an’ heerd ’em moanin’ in my arms, [ were slow
believin’ of it. I thought it were enough to be lonely fur Jackey all the nights an’ days—to be
missin’ of him every year, an’ be cryin’ fur the pretty boy he’d ha’ growed ter be. I never
thought I’d lose no more—I neverthoughton’t. It come ter me one night when the childern hed
ben sinkin’ nigh most the afternoon. We hed stopped with ’em by a little brook whar the bushes
was thick an’ warm. On a sudden Stephen he called out, ‘Mary,’says he, ‘they’re goin’ ter see
Jackey.” Ilooked up into his eyes an’ I says, ‘Stephen, it’ll kill me.” He put his hands up ter his
face an’ I heerd him choke like. ‘Mary,” says he, ‘I can’t comfort yer.” I never see him so afore.
Thar hadn’t never ben a time when he didn’t cheer me up an’ kiss me ef any thin’ vexed me—I
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hadn’t never borne the least uv a trouble alon’ sence we war married. So I knew how it cut inter
his heart to hev the childern took, an’ how selfish it was in me ter forget he loved ’em jes’ the
same as [ did. I shet my lips then an’ never said another word.

“So we sat down ter see ’em die. The sun was settin’ like a great red ball over the
thicket. I remember how I looked round an’ see a sparrow as crep’ into her nest under the grass.
The little ones was chirpin’ at her, an’ she was answerin’ of ’em. I couldn’t bear ter hear ’em no
way. I thought how God was makin’ a little wuthless bird happy, an’ hed forgot me, an *was
takin’ all my little ones away. I wouldn’t never hev ’em in my nest ter sing tu like she. I see
every thing about me that nightreimember a great white rock an’ sand-bank over in the field
standin’ out agin’ the sun, an’ how I thought the brook looked like blood, fur the light were so
red on’t. Isee ’em all—I see ’em over an’ over, an’ yet I doan’t think I tuk my eyes off the
childern.

“Stephen tuk Katie, an’ I held the boy, an’ we sot tergether by the brook an’ see the night
comin’. We never said nothin’ to each other, it wouldn’t do no good. EfI’d spoke once I should
ha’ cried out, so I should ha’ worrited the little dying things. I heerd Stephen prayin’ to himself
over Katie—a sort uv whisperin’ prayer, as ef he didn’t hardly know he was sayin’ uv it; but I
didn’t say none. I never spoke ter God all night—I ders’ent; I might ha’ cursed Him.

“Dick went fust. Katie she held out till nigh mornin’, but I jes’ sot with the boy stone-
cold on my knee, an’ never telled Stephen. Isee him bendin’ over the little thing in his arms, his
face lookin’ so white, even in the dark, an’ I heerd him prayin’, ‘O God! leave one on ’em—
leave one ’em—doan’t take ’em both!” I couldn’t ha’ telled him no way. Katie wore past
speakin’ then; but I could jes’ see her little face from whar I sat. Dick’s hands was close in
mine—I hadn’t never let go sence they growed cold. I see after a while a bit of light shinin’ in
the brook, an’ I knew the stars was out. But I never looked up at the sky. He was thar as had
taken away my childern. He was so fur up. I thought He never cared. Ef He’d forgot me
"twarn’t no use fur me ter be lookin’ at His sky an’ sayin’ over His prayers. So I sat an’ see the
shinin’ in the brook an’ the two little white faces. I heerd Mattie hushin’ the baby ter sleep whar
I’d left her under the bushes. The little thing crep’ up once an’ put her warm fingers on my face
an’ Kissed me.

“I heerd Katie moanin’, an’ I see Stephen holdin’ uv her all night. When the fust mornin’
light come in through the trees we turned an’ looked at one another, an’ they was both dead. We
made ’em two little graves by the brook an’ buried ’em thar. Then we tuk hold uv hands an’
kneeled down on the moss, an’ Stephen he prayed sech a prayer as I never heerd afore. It made
me look up ter the sky fur the fust time an’ see how blue it was, an” how bright the trees was in
the sun, an’ think how they’d be blue an’ bright over the little cold things, jes’ the same when we
was gone, an” how we’d leave “em all alone so fur behind us. Then I cried—oh, how I did cry! |
hadn’t cried afore fur weeks—I got so frozen like—an’ I hain’t dropped a tear sence.

“So we got up an’ stepped over the brook, lookin’ back ter say ‘good-by’ to the little
graves, an’ went on with Mattie an’ the baby. We come ter safer travelin’ soon, an’ found a
house by the road as tuk us in an’ hid us up garret fur a spell. They was good to us, God bless
’em! an’ guv us enought to eat; but all the nussin’ an” warm fires was too late fur Mattie. They
made a bed fur her up in the loft, an’ when the poor little white thing put her arms around me and
cried ter go to to sleep, *cause she was so cold an’ tired, I knew to once what it meant. *Twarn’t
only one sort 0’ sleep as would do her good, so I telled she might, tryin’ ter smile an’ say as how
God would guv her a nice nap. I see her shet her eyes, an’ I crossed her little hands, an’ I telled
God thar warn’t nothin’ left but Stephen an’ the baby, an’ ef He was goin’ ter tuk em He’d
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better do it now while they had a roof to die under. But Stephen p’inted ter the little dead thing
on the bed, an’ asked me ef I’d get to whar she was, sayin’ sech things ter Him as had tuk her
away from sorrer an’ sufferin’, an’ made her a little angel to hum with him forever. So he put

the baby in my arms an’ made me say a prayer over after him—he were allers the best on us
both, Stephen were. It wassl laarned him ter read the Bible, but I didn’t never remember it

like he. He tuk it all to once inter his heart, an’ did what it telled him fur himself an’ me too. 1
keep a doubtin’ an’ a doubtin’, but Stephen he takes it all, Miss, jes’ like a little child. Well, then
we cut off some uv Mattie’s yeller curls, an’ he laid em in my Bible, so when I wanted ter kiss
’em [ had ter kiss it too, yer see, and read the promise which telled me as how I’d never be
forsook.

“After that we found we was suspected of bein’ thar, an’ the folks couldn’t keep us no
longer; so we was off agirus three alone. Then we come across some Union sojers as tuk us
up here in the cars, an’ a chaplain as paid our fare, an’ so we come here this mornin’, Miss.
Stephen he’s clean beat out; but ef God hain’t forgot all about us, an’ he gets well an’ strong,
we’ll go ter work an’ get an honest home. I doan’t know as I can ever call it home, an’ all them
little things as was playin’ round the old place by the river lyin’ cold an’ stiff in the swamps.”

Just then her baby wakened and began to laugh and coo at her inytezayetputting
up its tiny hands to play about her face. There was something soandrtender and full of life
in the touch; | saw the chill melt out of her eyes; | sawliperquiver. | am not ashamed to tell
you what | did. | just went up to her, put both my arms around her neckeahddd on my
shoulder, and began to cry. After a while | found that she was crying toow klkatwas a
mercy to her; so | laid her down on the bed, and knelt down and saidoowellitle short
prayer, to which she seemed to listen. Then | put her baby in her amks)ghi could comfort
her best, shut the door softly, and went out.

Stephen Rand grew very sick. Dr. Joyce began to come away from hdebled&ing
quite grave. Whatever the wife saw in his face she did not comprehergk twredome reason
her own did not reflect it. Every day, early and late, morning and nightyaheeside him,
silent as a shadow, her patient face never turned from his.

The men began to watch for her as she came in each morning. Someg¢ynesuld
pass her baby round from cot to cot for a plaything, or they would send soeng clessage to
her in their hearty, soldier fashion, seeming pleased at her greteifal But as the days went
on, and they saw how the fever was burning in her husband’s eye and cheek, and caught snatches
of the consultations the Doctor and | had over him out in the entryiceddiow often they
hushed their noisy jokes and laughter when they looked over to the man’s corner, and how many
anxious inquiries for our refugees met me every morning.

It puzzled me at first to see how entirely Nature seemed to havesedrtier rules in the
hearts of these two. The man clinging to her, resting so irtreaiggh and love, yet fancying
still in his delirium that he was again her protector in the darafjeheir forest life; taking with
such a childlike trust the truths from the Bible she had taught himderstand, giving them
back to her with a faith as pure as a woman’s; yet withal a brave man, no coward in principle, no
craven in danger.

And for the wife, her face, as | had first seen it, told what she Wésat we mean by the
innate religion of a woman was with her dimmed or missing. Thensaswees whichmustfeel
every wave, and tide, and current that pulses about-thehich must try théowestdeep before
they can anchor. Once bedded, the waters from very depth are stilath®sever stormy, can
not shake that which is sure and steadfast. Far beyond them, in shallcsy seawe little craft
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will have anchored in the sunlight, and we who watch that other ¢ossine surge, and hear the
cry which calls from deep unto deep, perhaps turn away unpitying. Forywbes@ seems a
fairer haven, and they would not enter it.

With just enough intellect to stagger her faith, not enough tot,dbeiintensity of the
life this woman had led had not yet worked out its own fulfillmerdoKing a few steps onward
to what was before her | trembled for her. What chance was God giving rarl?l Mé not
bring the soothing of a little rest into her weary days?

| used to wonder as | looked up often at her from my work, and saw how ghetats
“the same loved, tireless watcher,” how her husband’s eyes followed hers, and his voice called
her, how they clung to one anothethese two from whom God had taken all else but the
knowledge of what they were each to eadlused to wonder how she could bear it to have him
go.

Out of those busy days | have saved many pleasant pictures of her aisfahaisg the
hot air about the bed, watching for all little cares for her husbausthifg her baby, or perhaps
bowing her head, her lips moving as if in prayer. And | thought what it wouldhbge fer such
tender offices no voice would call to her.

Once, | remember, | was busy over the Captain not far from her, anches@uwn
suddenly in answer to her husband’s call.

“Mary, whar’s the baby?”

“Here, Stephen.”

She held up the little thing so that he could see it, her eyleisnp@nd not on the child.
He put up his thin hand and touched its face.

“It’s all we’ve got left, Mary, ain’t it?”

“Hush, Stephen man! Yer too sick ter think on’t now.”

“No. I allers think when I’'m awake the rest is better off. I like ter think who’s tuk em.”

“I doan’t;” in a quick, sharp tone.

“Mary! Mary! yer must. Yer might tempt Him ter do wus things.”

She made no answer, but | could see her thin lips compress suddenly,aakdd hev
the purple veins were swelling on her forehead.

Her husband passed his hand over the baby’s puny face, and then looked up at her.

“Mary, ef I should be took—"

She stopped him in a low, sharp cry, and caught both his hands in hers.

“Stephen, yer won’t,” she said.

A bit of sunlight had fallen across the bed and touched the threejryagpfrom her
dark hair and her deep-set, glowing eyes, down on the sunken face uporothegpitl then on
the little child, who saw it with a bubbling laugh, and put up its hands tb taaolden motes
that floated past.

She caught at it quickly, as if it were a promise.

“Yer’ve ben dreamin’, Stephen,” she said, with a nervous laugh. “The sun’s come ter
wake yer. Why, man, yer most well. T haven’t seen yer luk so naturalike sence you was sick.”

She bent over with a long look into her husband’s eyes, and pressed her lips to his. She
did not notice that a cloud had dimmed the warm light which was theeerbament before, and
that the face which it had for the instant touched with a glow atlhevas pallid again in the
gray of the dull afternoon.

That was some strange contradiction in her natiigs woman with the desolate eyes
and frozen voice-which, while it accepted all life as without hope, for the graves wiach
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closed above it, yet was so blind to the fact that she stood onnkebanother. Clinging so
tenaciously to the one love yet left to-hdeeling so sure that Gambuld not take away her
husband-who could wake her from her dream? Not I, surely. | watched her aswhdasfe
passed-the morning sun, the twilight, the night that fell with such heavg®ha on the
hospital floor—finding her alike with that steady look in her eyes and that finnal krehich
betokened as yet no shade of fear or doubt.

Sometimes | thought a glimpse of what was coming darkened before hendonent.
There was one day when her husband had been in wild delirium all night, andrtlieg had
found him in a state of half stupor. She had stood long beside him, ngatitialmost lifeless
face in silence. | came up, at last, and begged her to go dowheantard with me for a few
moments for a breath of fresh air.

She turned with the quick movement of one in wonder at my question.

“I can’t.”

“But you will be sick yourself if you breathe nothing but this hospital air. Thet@o
will look after your husband; and Tim, you know, calls me if I am needed.”

“I can’t.”

“But if he is worse, and you can not then do any thing for him—"

She caught up her baby, stooped and kissed her husband’s forehead, then followed me
without a word. 1 led her out into the sunlight, and having some littetynio cook for one of
my boys | left her, and went into the kitchen. | could see heugjtr the windows, pacing back
and forth under the two or three stunted trees that grew by the fenceef@nepe ground, the
bit of blue sky above her head, and the fresh morning all about heab@lt her—not shrinking
from her dark, uncheerful figure and bloodless face, but touching theylg@fta blessing.
Back and forth—to and fre—I thought how soon she would walk back and forth, and to and fro
alone in a desert world.

In a few moments | went out to get the other half of my breath oftawas a little yard,
but filled just then with drying clothes, drying pans, Irish maids, and maids @f colo

A pretty mulatto girl stood coquetting with her lover over the fencewakra of little
children were playing in the streeblack and white alike; indeed, one was hardly
distinguishable from the other, for they were all massed in tbk, dieep in the mysteries of
“mud-pies.” I noticed, in fact, that Young Africa had decidedly the advantage as regarded skill
in their culinary operations; and as for strength of lung and fistittieywhite brethren came off
second best. For which | pitied the young gentlemen, and began mentadigrisider the
guestion whether | was an abolitionist. They did not form an unplepisture, however, with
the light on their merry faces and gay dress; and the sound of thpyr laaghter rang like a bell
on the morning air. Close beside me, too, on the steps, a little coal-blgclémmging to one
of our wash-women, lay cooing in the sun, making sundry demonstrationsssdnis and
feet, as if it fought with a whole race of imaginary slaveholders. IMary Rand stoop to kiss
it as she walked, looking at its chubby face and then at the punyti#lehe held nestled under
her shawl. She stopped, too, with a long look at the group of children ingbt bir eyes
shaded with her hand so | could not see them. Then turning, as she resume#, henveath
the happy lovers at the fence. Yet she looked upon them all with the apéthyhieh we recdl
some bright dream. Wasbut a dream; we wake and it is gone. Seeking for it, we find only the
silence of the night. So we sleep no longer, but wait for daybreak. Wal fbit comes. But
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if He who said “Let there be light!” revokes His decree and the darkness lingerghen, also, it is
well.83

Presently the noon hour struck, and the father of the pugilistic baly @itejpps came
home from work, stopping a moment to come in and take up the littlg tAihe mother came
out to meet him.

“Hi, Dan! it am an awfu’ heat for ye to work, dis yere!”

“Hot enuff,” replied Dan; “ye look beat out, little woman.”

He stooped, with one arm still around the baby, and put the other aboethkeo kiss
her. The woman returned the kiss boisterously, but none the less ldantiiat, and looked up
into his face with a hearty, happy laugh. Then they walked away, andttle street together.
It was a little thing; but do you not know that the smallest knivekegaest? | turned toward
the quiet figure which had been pacing back and forth. It was quiet nerlo8be looked up at
me quickly, her whole face quivering. Then she wrung her hands tightly heroksehead,
hurried past me, and into the house.

We had some busy days after this. There were two deaths and a fresi wedapded,
among whom were a number of rebel prisonariom | sent, by-the-way, to Mrs. Cruppins. |
acquit myself of all unholy self-indulgence in this arrangemefelt that | was serving my
country in sending her enemies to the most uncomfortable phackdt command.

After the first gloom caused by the two empty beds and the sight of trefirgg had
passed away, the boys rallied from it into such a programme of jokeausyiddr as quite filled
the day. | began to think they had forgotten their sympathy with our refugelesaa musing
upn the fickleness of human nature while | sat one morning in a nieslidtitude before the
kitchen fire, my sleeves rolled up, my eyes fixed reflectively upon a basinoaf-aoot, and
blessed with the consciousness that my face was slowly but surely turning to “celestial rosy red”
over the coals. While thus occupied | neglected the warning of hafiamlnistle, and was paid
for it by hearing a suppressed snicker behind the door, and feeling the gaze ofytamakr
gray eyes fastened upon me through the crack.

“Cool weather, ain’t it?”

The remark was supposed to be addressed to some invisible infant whdoh Hezr
crawling opportunely about in the same mysterious corner. The agaanted by a scream
which set every one of my nerves on edge.

“Maybe we’d like our picter took,” rejoined the Invisible.

Again the infant assented as before. The assent was followed by theesaits. |
buckled on my armor at this. |took off my arrow-root with a jerk, calleganeninately on the
various maids of the tub and ironing-board about me to go to the resttigenofisical child,
repressed a strong desire to throw my steaming gruel at the eyes behnagkhared marched
up to the offender.

“Tim,” I said, sternly, “is this you?”

“That’s allers ben my "pinion, Miss.”

“What do you wish?”

“Dr. Joyce sent fur you, post haste.”

My desire concerning the arrow-root this time got so far under wayfidhfant that |
saved it and my dignity only by a sudden pull, and the lucky Tim escaped ¥eitihdrops on
his hand. Enough, however, was perhaps as good as a feast, for he grew suddenkyddumb, a

63Genesis 1:3.
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followed me meekly up the stairs, eying the while his reddened finger with a thduasptéct
which gave me the greatest satisfaction.

The Doctor met me with a grave face.

“Well?” I said, stopping short.

“Stephen Rand—he can’t last through the night, unless there is some change I see no
reason to expect.”

“Who’ll tell her?”

“You must.”

“Dr. Joyce,” said I, “I’m no coward, and I never disobey orders; but I wish you’d find me
a few moments to go away and cry first.”

“Why—why, really,” said this good man, whom I puzzled every day by my feminine
developments, “I don’t see how you can be spared just now. There’s the man who came last
night waiting for a fresh bandage; and Jones;-ahdon’t see how there’s time just at present.”

Of course there wasn’t. I knew that very well. I must face duty if it put me in the front
and held me under the guns.

| found the boys quite sober as | passed along finishing all most presskganad
prolonging it, | am afraid, rather more than was necessary; for whigtelct you will combat
my assertion that | was not a coward.

“So he’s going at last!” the Captain said, with a sorrowful glance into the corner. “I—I
call that hard, poor thing!”

The sergeant called softly as | went by,

“Have you told her? If it was my wife—if I was you, I’d rather be under fire than have it
to do!”

“I say, mum”—and Pat, the warm-hearted, was tugging at my sleeve with his one arm
“I say, how long’ll he hold out?”

“Till night.”

“May the Houly Vargin an’ all the Saints have marcy on her!” he ejaculated, fervently.
“She’s sech a poor young critter, shure!”

But the thing that most unmanned me, more than all the anxious queséibnget me
from each bed as | passed aledtpe messages from Jones and Brown, or the condescending
sympathy of the rebelwas the entreaty of my little drummer-boy, who had lain in agotty wi
his wound for many weeks, and was himself marked with the touchtainierring finger that
no human care or love can parry: an orphan child, to whom now | alene mather, and so it
was that even to look at him as he turned his patient face so rantilg pillow brought the
quick tears. Putting up his hand into mine he said, softly,

“Is the Chaplain here?”

The Chaplain was sick that morning, and so | told him.

“Who’ll pray for that man?”

“My boy, he isn’t afraid to die; he needs no chaplain.”

“But his wife; she has such a white, white face!”

| was silent. | could not tell him how she needed praymirrer, better prayers than mine
could be.

“I remember how mother felt when father died,” he said, and spoke no more then, but
turned his face quietly away. | saw that he folded his hands, anddithesecho of a whisper on
his lips.

| went up at last to Mary Rand and touched her shoulder.
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“I want to see you a moment,” I said.

She turned with a look of surpriseéo&ed a moment to touch her husband’s forehead
with her hand, then rose and followed me.

We sat down under a large entry window, quietly. |1 remember how tisé ganlight
played about her worn face, and how the wind blew in gusts up theastditerough the
deserted passage.

“I have something to tell you,” I began.

But there | stopped, held fast by the look in her eyes. Dark, yelt it the depths of
some glowing light; transfixed like one who asks the question on whiudshan eternity. |
caught her hand quickly and held it in both of mine. | could not speakur&erstood the
answer.

“I know”—speaking slowly in a voice that froze mé&l know what yer’ve come ter say.
How long’ll they give him?”

“The Doctor says the crisis must come to-night.”

“To-night.” She repeated the word slowly, like one whose memory is becoming
treacherous. “To-night. Efthere’s a God in heaven I hope He’ll remember He’s takin’ all I’ve
got left—all I’ve got left.”

Her hand lay like ice in mine. She did not hear my words; she dieelany touch
which tried to detain her. She rose and walked slowly back, with aircetep, as if she walked
in the dark.

| found her when | came back in her old seat, in the same atitagget watching, with
the same unfaltering look, a shade paler, the lines about her mouth sharper Mmite, when
she spoke to her husband, clear and low in its love; and there wasarsobbing that might
disturb his last few hours. That was in the morning. Once shargfto go to the kitchen and
feed her baby, but that was all. The broad noon-light struck at lagkesfof gold upon the
floor. | brought up a little dinner, and tried gently to make her eat. Shelwdk ser head,
pushing it away. Through all the hot afternoon she did not seem ® Ineoeyes from her
husband’s face. He was tossing on the bed in frenzy, calling for her, catching at her hand, but
still he did not recognize her.

Her baby slept quietly on her arm. She did not seem to know it, holdirgltamically.
Toward evening it wakened and cried. She paid no heed to it. | went up andet@bi{d
gently from her. Her arm remained in the same position as before. | caunldeneuick, sharp
breathing; but she did not look at me nor speak. | took the little thing awlaipand a negro
girl to care for it, wondering as | went, and felt the clinging handsitainy neck, whether its
warm touch could ever comfort her, and if God would not in mercy take thém bo

The evening came at last. The boys were very quiet, and we sat watcoughtthe
windows the gorgeous hues of purple and gold that were in the sky. The gmneasun
dropped at length behind the hills. The twilight began to creep in at tdewsrand fall heavily
on the hospital floor. It wrapped her figure where she sat, one white, thifidmemtg her
husband, the other lying clenched in her lap, her head bent toward the k&httolihis ravings.
Once, when he had called her name many times, | saw her drop the iy audt; creeping up,
lay her head upon his arm with a long wail.

“Oh, Stephen, it’s me! it’s yer wife, Stephen! I hain’t never left yer. Ef yer’d only kiss
me once!”

Perhaps he understood her, for he put up the hand he held to his h8higput her arm
about his neck and kissed him onemvice—almost fiercely. Then she buried her face in the
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clothes. I could just hear her stifled cry, “Oh, my God! my God! my God!” three times—a cry
that made me tremble. The evening wore away. Stephen Rand lay pantinga&ed now as
the night came on.

| sat watching the forms about his bed and the flickering of théyHdeyhted lamps
above the faces of my boys. Now and then some one called me, and | erghyt &lmeet their
wants. Often | euld hear a groan from some sufferer, or the Captain’s cough, but nearer and
more distinctly Stephen Rand’s labored breathing, and his wife’s low voice soothing his
delirium. Once the little drummer called faintly for some water. | wenbgpve it to him. He
smiled as | left him, looking over to the corner.

“I haven’t forgotten her,” he said. So he turned away, and once more folded his hands.

| came back and sat down again. | could do nothing for him. His wifeugy watched
for every care which now remained. | watched her face, wondering who woula darafort
her when the morning came.

Presently her husband grew more quiet, and fell at last into anysteaer, fitful and
restless at first, but gradually he became quite still. The Doctor, wifinger on the pulse,
looked, | thought, surprised.

Was it stupor, or rest? was it death, or life? The woman’s eyes asked him mutely, but he
could not tell her.

The light fell full upon her where she was crouched on the floor by the belarms in
her husband’s. Her thin hair had fallen down about her neck; her face, with its drawn lips and
hueless cheeks, looked more like death than the one on which she gazed.n# @it heat
seemed to color that at last, and he stirred in his sleep. The Doctor passetihuser the
man’s forehead, and I was sure his face brightened.

“Speak to him,” he said to the wife.

She bent over, with her hair falling about her face so | could ndt see

“Stephen!”

He opened his eyes, and smiled faintly.

“Whar are ye, Mary?”

“Here, Stephen! I’ve tuk yer hand.”

“Yes. Ithought I'd got ter go away, Mary. God’s guv me back ter ye!”

He was quite himself nowweak as an infant, his voice scarcely above a whisper, but
natural in its tone; and the hand which his wife held had grown sofnharsd.

She clasped it tightly, holding it up against her breast, and dropped éepiac the
pillow by his, her hair falling over them both. Her whole slight franas guivering. No one
could see her face. Through the moments that passed before she spokeamet taushed her
hair caressingly, and smiled. At last it came little, low cry, like a penitent child.

“Oh, Stephen! He’s guv yer back, an’ I won’t never say hard things on Him agin! [
thought—I thought, oh, my husband! I thought He’d tuk yer, an’ left me all alone!”

I heard the sergeant’s sobs from the other end of the room; the boys who had sat up in
bed, holding their breath to listen, lay down again and turned their fadeswal; the Doctor
choked; and as for me | ran out of the room, locked myself in up stairs,ieddilce a baby for
fifteen minutes.

When | went to the drummer-boy a while after and touched his foreheatbtl sttthe
chill. His hands were still folded as whendaaght from the orphan’s God a blessing for this
humbled, grateful woman; and even while he asked he stood face to feceassa stranger,
but he took her ir-in to his pure child’s heart!

161



My Refugees

Who can tell what agencies that prayer set at work? Who knows whawetdo the
boy lying so still and with such a smile before her.

162
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| know you are tired enough of tales of war, and that your own dark rresnodithe
sealed record of the nation’s bloody baptism need no fresh reminders. My story does not
concern a battle, but a woman; and how can | help it if she lived ttexs on the border, so
surrounded and hemmed in by conflict and combatants, by scenes of g¢dribash and death,
that they must necessarily interweave themselves with the congrellents of her life? | hardly
know what you would have thought of her if you had seen her standingatbeeson the lawn
in the haze of that sultry June evening. You would have stopped invdiyraarbefore some
striking picture. A woman with a certain regal bearing in the droopihgm$houlders, in the
position of her hands, in the curve of her neck, in the very folds dfistegless black silk dress
and mantle of white crape that fell over-i& graceful woman certainly; a well-poised head held
a little loftily, perhaps; a face somewhat pale contrasted withdinehat was pushed back from
it, and features regular as a statue’s.—A beautiful woman then? That would depend partly on
yourself, partly on her mood. A particular curl in the bright color of her lipsreh of her
eyebrow, a sharp, decided tone about the whole contour of her face, might ateaagdim
always have repelled you. Or, if you had seen her smile as she cdeldf shee chose, as she
did not often, you might wish Murillo could have painted teilhe slant sunbeams were
flecking the grass and the trees above her, touching spots of gold, too, upon kieesarky ou
would have noticed rather her independence of their effect thanelyaadded any thing by it;
the play of light and shade and color did not seem necessary tothenasy women. You
would fancy that she might stand in the dimness of a dungeon unchandkei. In
circumstance-as often through lesser avenues the soul finds vd&g the key to Miss
Bronson’s nature.

People were rather dubious on the subject of a young woman who céstas] pad no
desire to marry, and was not afraid of guerrillas. It was outré, it evinsedntént with her
sphere; it was-it really was—“strong-minded.” Very likely. And you don’t like the word? I
am sorry, for it seems to be appropriate, and | am obliged to useitd $he fitted well into the
life she had led. For a mother, she had only the memory of a kiss od fadeafor childhood
and girlhood, a long, luxurious dream with her own fancies, and the sole compgnimfithat
uncompanionable, silent father, who, dying six months ago, left her agamioerenough of his
own Northern temperament to cool the heats of her Southern lalegelj-ordered plantation,
and a crowd of model slaves moulded after the most sacred pattern of the “institution”—perhaps
because their master was too much of a gentleman to be grosshypenleaps because he
found occasion to pacify within himself certain clamorous mésmf the faith of his fathers.

As to the slaves, Miss Bronson freed them within a month after the oldave her his
last kiss; she would have done it the day after his funeral, esgept respect for him. This
utterly illogical and inconsequent act was doubtless the foundattitve objectionable epithet
aforesaid, which horrified rumor had attached to her. As for the plantatenasied its
business on by herself, with such of the negroes who chose to rentalrewis she could
support; smiled when the neighbours were scandalized that Miss Brémada seduce herself
to such disgraceful poverty; chose neither relative, friend, nor hdsbaoompany, but passed
her days in solitude and the gloom of the old rooms which had such a fasslyimtthem, from

64Murillo: Bartolomé Esteban Murillo (1618-1682) was a Spanish painter famous for his
paintings of the Virgin Mary.
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missing the dead man’s silence. She might have been lonely, for she loved him; or she might
not. No one knew but herself.

The haze had blotted out the golden flecks on her dress and haire andigiint had
fallen heavily, while she stood there watching the west. She begai tat iece back and forth
under the trees, in a peculiar, nervous way she had, which was mdietiké a man than of a
woman, yet not unwomanly nor ungraceful.

A footstep in the street, and a voice at the gate calling her nasasedrher from her
reverie. She turned her head slowly, and stopped her walk.

“Mr. M‘Ginley, I think? It is rather dark.”

“Yes, Miss Bronson.”

She did not advance to meet him or invite him to enter, but stood aadskbd,
watching the sunset, in that statue-like attitude which could not be agyhtli haughty, if she
tried to make it so. Yet | doubt if she knew it. The young man keditan instant, then came in,
and up the graveled walk.

“Am I intruding?”

“Intruding? Oh no.”

“I should be sorry if I were, because—"

“Are you alone?”

It was not Miss Bronson’s custom to interrupt; she was too well-bred; he knew that.

“Yes,” he said.

“It is not safe, I suppose?” she questioned, busied with drawing the crape over her
shoulders.

“Perhaps not; that is a matter of very little consequence, however.”

The shade of bitterness in his tone could not have escaped her, lmakshe notice of
it; she occupied herself in picking a blossom of the scarlet &tufilgpver that trailed over the
trees; then threw it away.

“Won’t you sit down? You may be tired with your walk.”

He thanked her, and refused with some reserve, placing the garden4chair f8he
preferred to stand.

“You do not wear the gray, I see, when you take your strolls,” she said, glancing at the
eagles on his slee¥e. They had been bright once, but were dull with long service now.

“Hardly—not even irthis hospitable town. | prefer, under all circumstances, to carry the
face as well as the heart of loyalty. If I recollect rightly, ided | have never been afraid or
ashamed of this uniform.”

The rough private’s dress formed a strong contrast to the elegance of hers; but it was
more than balanced by something in his deep-set eyes, and a certgungpoésis thin lips;
perhaps a word of Mrs. Browning’s—masterful-would have expressed®t. Some such thought

%Y ou do not wear the gray”: may refer to the practice, during the early years of the war,
of Union officers wearing dress uniforms with gray jackets, discontinued1862 because they
were too often fired upon by their own troops, or, more likely to Union seldiearing a
Confederate uniform as a means of disguising themselves so théyromte somewhat freely
in the south.

%Mrs. Browning is English poet Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-861), who was
extremely popular through the period and a huge influence on Phelps. Beoveting
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as this may have crossed her mind, for she glanced from the uniforio inisimveather-stained
face. Then she looked away. She may have remembered just then the Inawchdelie the
friends he had estranged, the hardships and perils he had borne and bravedhdonkle place
amag his country’s workers. Miss Bronson had many theories of her own concerning sham
patriotism, but she knew the ring of the real coin when she heard it. #netser evidence of
the justice of that unfashionable epithet | have alluded to ieahad been loyal from the fall of
Sumter, and that she had had the courage to say so when occasiorfbffered.

“On the contrary”—with some brightness in her eyeSyou should be proud of it.”

She was kind to think so, he said, and said it wondering if theeeav&ervant on her
plantation to whom she might not have spoken the same words asighacio

“It has seen rough work in its day, Miss Bronson, but we are rather still in camp just now.
Are you notverylonely some of these summer evenings?”’

The abruptness of the question, asked with the look and tone with which he asked it
would have embarrassed many women. To Miss Bronson, question, tone, and los&eatikel
to be no more than any other idle chat. Except for the chill in her, woiheen she said, raising
her eyelids in her slow, haughty way:

“Lonely? Why should I be?”

M*Ginley bit his lip.

“Are not my grounds looking well, Mr. M‘Ginley?” turning, with a polite, careless smile,
which on her face was a mere glitter. “The guerrillas have let me alone so far, except that little
patch of cotton down in the south field, which was of small consequence.”

“I wish they had not touched the south field, Miss Bronson.”

“Why that particularly? it could easily be spared.”

“Because | have pleasant associations with it.”

Sheremembered tee-he knew she did-the days when they had played there as
children, at mimic house-keeping on the mimic plantatitime long, long sunny days bright
with pictures of blossoms and birds and cloudless skies, and weldithkeyed girl who used to
go out among them with him, hand in hand. Shestremember. Yet if she did she gave no
sign. The incredulous arch of her eyebrow, which was her only answeedée sting the
young man. He turned quickly, some sudden flush mounting to his foreheaedsioys slow
walk down the path and faced her.

“Miss Bronson, look at me, if you please.”

She complied, because she chose to; she made it very evidentdlngrwaly reason.
His face just then had a look Miss Bronson was little used to meetimdy, legs to enduring
quietly.

“You doremember.”

She smiled.

“Playing with you in the south field? Oh, yes; I have a good memory.”

“You do notremember it unpleasantly?”

frequently uses the word “masterful,” most notably to describe Romney Leigh in her long poem
Aurora Leigh(1856).

6The Civil War began on 12 April 1981 when Southern forces opened fire on Fort
Sumter, South Carolina.
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“Mr. M‘Ginley, it is somewhat chilly standing still so long.” He turned sharply away
from her and strode down to the gate. She continued her walk as indiffer®ifthothing had
happened to interrupt her.

“Are you going? Well, I wish you a pleasant evening and a safe walk.”

He smiled bitterly.

“A man’s life is the most worthless investment he has, in thess.tifrt&e little
dividends should stop before | see you agdin

He waited, apparently for some expression of interest from her. But thermowa word
or a look. She stood perfectly still, with her eyes on the darkening road.

“In that case I thought I should like to tell you why I left camp to-night. Do you wish to
know?”

“Oh, I’ll leave that to you; if you choose to tell me, you may.”

Again that look which Miss Bronson was not used to enduring. His eyes were; tinefire
compression of his lips seemed absolute-pgerhaps she did not see fit.

“I do choose to tell you. | came to see you; if | had seen you for a moniagrgwin to
yourself, my object would have been gained. | had not expected the horemrfeasation
with you. I am obliged to you for your condescension.”

He waited, before he bade her good-evening, to watch her a moment; witlokha
which on a man’s face shows the crisis of some great agony in the soul—a look which the
accident of his death might well stamp on Miss Bronson’s memory as long as she could
remember any thing. But she had not a word for-himot one. She stood there in her elegant
calm, so near to him that she could hear his sharp, hard breathing, as faisfeanif oceans
rolled between them. He remembered afterward that her silence was unusdat éeenalso a
certain strained repose in the folding of her hands which caught his eyehiblt v the passion
of the moment, served only to work into a wandering fancy of hishthwas trying to move a
block of beautiful marble.

Miss Bronson stood just where he had left her, long after he had gonesl@rstarted,
with a quick motion, as if she would have called him back; thgapstbherself, with a little
scorn in her smile.

She knew this man loved hetoved her even to the peril of his life. Well, what then?
You would have wondered, if you had seen her break sharply into her quiog pa the
graveled walk again; if you had watched her knotted forehead and cold, set lipgutdihewe
wondered whether Robert M‘Ginley, who saw in her a very different woman from that solitary,
self-sufficient figure, was dreaming of a shadow, or if he understoodBvigson better than
she did herself. Back and forth, forth and back she went on her nervéusevaé excitement
in her face serving only to give it a deeper chill. Was M‘Ginley a fool to want such a woman at
his fireside? You, perhaps, would have said so, if you had seen her theayaridrhed away
as you would turn from an iceberg. Some one very candidly told hisathe thing upon one
occasior—a man who prided himself on his translation of women’s faces.

“Why, M*Ginley, you haven’t but one eye open. She’s a beautiful woman, but she’d turn
a fellow’s home into Pandemonium. It would be a violation of nature for her to be a wife. She
must be the man, and she’d rule every thing with a rod of iron. To yield one inch of her own will
would be torture to her.”

“I do not think so,” replied M‘Ginley, with a quiet smile. He might still have retained his
opinion, for he was not a man who formed or rejected beliefs lightlyhdwutould not have
smiled if he had seen her once that evening stop there in the darkesmtogvs and clench he
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delicate hands upon her breast with a passion that fitted the hatefrieg defiance in her eyes.
Defiance? Of whom? of what? Perhaps of herself.

You think I am telling you of a woman who belongs only in poetry and romdnce.
assure you that | am not.

It was about an hour after M*Ginley had left her that one of the servants came hurriedly
to the parlor window, near which she was sitting alone in the dark.

“Miss Margaret!”

“Oh, is it you, Dan? You gave Prince the extra quart of meal, as I told you, and sent my
message to the gardener?”

“Yes, Miss Margaret, de work’s all done gone out ob de way for de night. *Tain’t dat ar I
come fur. ’Pears like I knows someting you’d oughter be telled on.”

Something in the negro’s face arrested her attention.

“You may come in, Dan. What is it?”

“Nobody hedn’t oughtet to be hearin’ ob it, Miss Margaret. Der’s no tellin” what might
become ob we all ef dey did.”

“You may close the window, Dan.”

He closed it, and the door. He said then a few words to her scarcedyaldnsper.

She changed coleras much as she ever did.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, clar sure, Miss Margaret. I war huntin’ fur sassafras fur my ole woman—she’s sot
her heart on’t she’s done got de kersumption, an” der warn’t nothin’ for’t but de sassafrasan’
dey come ’long atween de trees—two ob ’em—an’ I heerd every word, an’ I neber breaf till dey
get by, an’ dey don’ see me. Ef dey’d see me—Ilaws! Miss Margaret, [ wouldn’t a’ ben here ter
tell.”

“What was the time to be, Dan?”

“Jes’ ten ’clock, case I heerd ’em name it over affer dey’d got trough.”

Miss Bronson looked at her watch.

“You may lock up well, Dan, and the people can come into the kitchen if they are at all
frightened. There is, however, nothing, I think, to fear. They will haork wnough without
coming into the town. And, Dan, | do not care to be disturbed this evelnivigh to be alone.
Tell Rose and Eliza, if any thing is wanted, to wait till I call them.”

“Yes, Miss Margaret.”

She took off her crape mantle and began to fold it up, while she listehisdr&dreating
footsteps; she smoothed every crease and carefully straightenedgbe f¥here was something
curious in the mechanical action; perhaps an intensity of exaitewhich a word or a cry would
have weakened.

Then she went to her own room, divested her dress of some of its feminine
encumbrances, threw over her shoulders a dark, hooded cloak, examined her revobastezhd |
it. After that she went hurriedly down stairs, out of the door, andhetgtreet.

A great lurid moon glared through the mist that night, and the cloatth#hwind tossed
by it were stained with sullen red. M*‘Ginley watched its rise over the hill where they were
encamped, with some odd fancy about its color and the last long dayitwgheuld set forever.
His face had paled within the last hour. A certain hungry longing regd imto it—that longing
which can not be mistaken, and which is so pitiful to see, eslydaia man, and a man like
Robert M‘Ginley. I do not mean that he would have sought or deliberately chosen Heatfas
too thoroughly soldierly in the warp and woof of his nature for that. Margaoetson could

167



Margaret Bronson

never make a sentimentalist, or that most cowardly of cowaadsuicide—out of him. But
simply that, standing there apart from his comrades and their chesrip-fire talk that night,
with the smothered passion of the reddened moonlight above and aroumddhitine memory of
that one woman’s face for his sole companionship, he may have thought— Well, | fancy death
seemed a pleasant thing and fair to look upon. It had become so fantiiiar itothe life he led;
it so dogged his steps and hedged him in; it talked with him in hisndreand woke with him in
the cool summer dawns; it basked in the glare of the sunlight and larkeel evening shadows;
it and his troubled life hung forever beside him, balanced in the clohacgingle shot. He may
have wondered, as he stood there with his face turned toward thensalenand the group of
pines below it, beyond which her home was hiddée may have wondered a littleve all like
to speculate at times as to what the world will be when we gofdut-whether the sight of his
life-blood would thaw one jot of Miss Bronson’s frozen elegance. Probably its contrast to the
dazzling white of her own folded hands would not be pleasant. ProbabMoskikbeg them to
care for him decently, and bury him out of her sight. Possibly she woutdesaguntry was
making a terrible sacrifice of its young methen go and dress for dinner.

Looking down through the trees where the shades of the valley hungepehéd, his
eye caught at last the outline of a dim form threading its wawdn them. Its motion was
rapid, its path direct to the camp. As it came out into the lightiitleaopening among the oaks,
he saw the flutter of a woman’s dress. He watched it curiously as it began the slow ascent over
fallen trees and stumps and tangled underbrush. It was a dark, hooded figurdhataaleand
erect, with a certain fearless disregard of the obstacles in the p@th,was more natural to a
man than a woman, and gave him for the instant a suspicion of disguidreachery. Just then,
however, the light struck full on a hand raised to push aside a dedd-bawwiender, jeweled
hand, that had an indescribable air of familiarity to him in tregreed repose of its fingers. He
saw also with distinctness her black dress whose trailing folds had betamstmut of reach of
briers and rocks. She came up the slope under a shadow, through a gleamo$iuthen out
upon a projecting rock beside him, where she stood quite still. Her hood leadoféllher face
was full in the light of the camp-fire.

“Miss Bronson!”

“I believe s0.”

“Youhere, and alone!”

“I here and alone, Mr. M*‘Ginley, owing to the little circumstance that I have discovered a
plot to surprise your camp to-night, with a force very conveniently outnungogours, every
man of them thoroughly educated blood-hounds. Their calculationsnielhnber rightly,
comprised the butchery of two-thirds of you at the very lowest estjrtieey attack you on the
east side, at your weak point by the ravine. As to the time,” she coolly took out her watch, “if
they had the virtue gfunctuality they would have been here five minutes ago.”

“You are sure of this?”

“Perfectly, one of my people heard the whole thing discussed in the woods below you
there. You remember Dan, perhaps? he is of a somewhat excitable tenmpevairees to
creating a story of any magnitude, it would be altogether too much of adexhigpintellect. |
think you may expect your visitors at any moment.”

All the soldier flashed into his face; for the moment he forgot h

“Colonel! boys, where’s the Colonel?”
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She watched him as he sprang away from her. If he had seenéhbe faould have
known how much he had heightened her respect for him becadskfbeget her on such an
errand.

It was only for a moment. He was back beside her then; his face lgas pa

“Margaret, it is terrible, you have saved us, but you—"

“I shall do very well. Why not?”

“You don’t know what a hell you have come into—Yyoul” he passed his hand over his
forehead; the great drops stood on it. “My God! if I could get you safe at home—only get you
home!”

She smiled.

“I am not afraid. I should hardly have undertaken this little expedition if I had been
afraid.” A sudden confusion prevented his reply—the sound of the Colonel’s voice, quick
orders, and the men falling into line. Miss Bronson tossed off her ctmbtoak her pistol from
her belt.

“What are you going to do?”

“Fight.”

“Miss Bronson!”

She threw off his hand from hers.

“Why not? I will not hide here in the bushes and die like a coward; no, not even for a
look like that, Mr. M*Ginley. You know I could not go back if I would. See, they are calling
you.”

The quick orders grew impatient; the ranks swept by them. M*Ginley fell into his place
at the end of the line. Miss Bronson stepped beside him. He said but one wadlthifte

“Margaret!”

Her fingers stirred a little on the pistol; her glittering smileygethall over her face. He
knew then that she would have despised him if he had argued the casalghsas another
syllable.

“They are coming,” she said, with a bit of triumph in her smile.

Her face was worth seeing, when the sergeant discovered her, and quietky bedenet
of the ranks.

“If you can tell me any reason, Sir, why I should not fight, I should like to know it.”

“Agin orders, mum.”

“But you are short of men.”

“Beggin’ your pardon, mum, I believe you hain’t a man.”

“What does that matter? I have no more fancy for looking on idle.”

“Can’t help it, mum, sorry to disappoint a lady; but there’s my orders. Wounded and
women-folks andoung uns to the rear. So, if you please mum, you’d better fall out.”

Miss Bronson obeyed in silent disgust. A woman’s will versusmilitary discipline.
Certainly it was a hard case.

A rustling of dead leaves in the ravine, a tramping of many feet,ladfdsayonets on
the brow of the hill; then a vision of dark, exultant faces, a yellearcla thunder that woke all
the echoes sleeping far down the valley; and the quiet camp becattie-&idid.

The deserted fires flashing up broadly, darting rifts of light in througlsrtioke and
horror, showed Miss Bronson standing under the trees. She stood thererfaniites. Then
the fairhaired boy, fighting beside M‘Ginley, fell with a ball through his heart.
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When M‘Ginley turned his head he saw her in the vacant placethe dead boy’s musket
in her hand.

“I prefer to be here,” she said.

Probably military discipline would have had a word to say tlaiesdefeated antagonist,
if it had not been altogether too busy just then in the confusiarcbérge. The picture, bright in
the fitful glare, was one long to be remembergéde woman with her colorless, calm face and
eyes on fire, the shadow of a smile still lingering on her lips, her bkickallen low on her
shoulders, and the fearless aim of the hand so womanly, so dazzliaggigo to its deathly
work.

She fought like a veteran. M‘Ginley, so near to her, knew how her teeth were set, and
could see her breast heave with her sharp, hard breathing. Once she lookethisdaot

“I don’t know much about it; tell me if [ am wrong.”

The tone was a tone in which Margaret Bronson was unused to speaking; hevésard e
cadence of it above the roar of the musketry, and in that hour when shel $edmaee thrown
off her womanhood, he knew that she was nearer to him than ever inléé before. After
that he guided her.

“Aim higher, Margaret.”

“You load in too much of a hurry, Margaret; you gain nothing by it.”

“Margaret, you are out of the ranks.”

So between his own fierce werkand she obeyed him as implicitly as a child.
Throughout the whole he used instinctively the name by whichdedied her when they
played together in the old south field at home. She accepted itiastiasly. | think she liked
it. Possibly it helped her; as to that you could not tell; sherrgailed for an instant; her face
never lost its colorless calm, her eyes their fire, nor her hand itsseaim.

The campfires were dying low into their ashes; the moon’s sullen glare from the tree-
tops $iowed through the billows of smoke a breach in the enemy’s ranks. The lines staggered
and broke on the brow of the hill.

“We have them,” said M‘Ginley, with a grim smile, and fell with the words on his lips.

The ranks closed again and swept on victorious down the slope far intl#yeto
finish their work. But the beautiful woman’s face was not among them.

She knelt down on the ground where he had fallen; his blooedther dress in pitiful
contrast to its silken richness.

“Can you tell me where it is?”

She spoke quietly; if she had had all the knowledge of the surgeons eapdnenans of
saving his life at her command instead of being ignorant and aldhatidesolated place, she
could not have spoken more quietly; you could not have seen that a nerviedrem

“It is nothing—only in my arm, I think,” he said, feebly; “you can get home now,
Margaret—go; don’t stop to think of me.”

“I shall think of you. I intend to save you.”

She looked about her for a moment. At the right a rebel lay dead in tresbus few
yards beyond anotherdead or dying, for he stirred a little. No other human being was ih sigh
The distant camp-fires were out. The moon hung angrily in the misipiar the valley the
noise of the conflict was grawng fainter; M‘Ginley’s hot blood was still staining her dress. Her
sense of utter helplessness was written for an instant onceebizt it was turned away from
him and he did not see it.
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“You must stay here”—she spoke rapidly and decidedlfyou must stay here a little
while. | shall help you into the bushes here out of sight, if thereraggrs round. | will bring
some one that can take care of you. I think I can stop the flowing of this blood before I go.”

He was too weak to remonstrate. She took out her delicate lacdicehemef and tried
to smile.

“If I only had one of Eliza’s cotton ones! It is so much cobweb.”

“Hold on, missis! You mought as well not spile that ere bit of nonsense, and save yerself
the trouble ef bloodyin’ yer pretty hands. I’ve got a little business to do up with that Yankee
sweetheart o’ yourn.”

She sprang up, with her hand on her revolver.

The dying rebel had risen to his feet; there were no signs of death nmdmetiad not
so much as a wound. That he was a man of iron muscle, with brawnpaneds and his
bayonet dripping with blood, she saw; that his face was the face oia $iee felt.

“What’s the matter with yer? Struck dumb? Purty good-looking gal ye are, any ways.
Shall be sorry to skeer yeyt I’'m *bliged to settle up ’counts with that ’ere chap; and you’d
better git out of the way, ef ye ain’t partiklar *bout seein’ it did.”

She stepped out into the open path. M*‘Ginley called her back; but she made no answer.

“You shall not touch him: he is a wounded man.”

“Hoity toity, pretty mistress! We’ll see about that. He killed my boy in th’ fight, he did.
Little chap was drafted in las’ week. He’s lyin’ back thar 'mong the tents. I’ll have my pay fur
that. Didn’t the little fellow lie an’ groan? An’ I’ll see him lie an groan, an’ send him whar he
b’longs: yer mought jes’ as well make up yer mind to’t firs’ as las’. An’ [ wouldn’t screech ef |
was you, "cause it won’t make no odds ter me.”

He laughed, wiping his dripping bayonet on his sleeve. | suppose most wamien w
have fallen on their knees at this crisis, have pleaded and sobbed, withgnls, and made
allusions to his wife or his mother; also to some faint pogyitdrmed his better nature.
Margaret Bronson read the bulitinstinct of revenge in the man’s face too thoroughly for that;
she knew it would be but wasted time, and time was precious.

She stepped up to him, with her fingers clasped on her deathly weapon s atchey
had clasped it all that horrible night.

“Margaret!”

It was M‘Ginley’s anguished voice. She heard it. The man, wiping his bayonet, looked
into her white still face with dull wonder.

“What ye up to? I’m goin’ to work now.”

“You are not going to touch him.”

“That *ere’s purty talk, mistress, when I dropped dead o’ purpose for the chance to run
him through—ve-ry purty talk!”

“Step back there! If you come another step you are a dead man.”

“Should be sorry to fight a gal; have done it, though, fore now; an’ gal or no gal, I’ll put
an eendo the chap. Here, you Yank! it’s time to be a sayin’ your prayers.”

The bayonet gleamed within a yard of Margaret Bronson’s heart.

“Either you or I are dead before you stir,” she said. The red light struck full on her face.

“Margaret! Margaret!”

She quivered a little; but her eyes did not move from the steel thla¢dlgust then in a
moonbeam.
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M‘Ginley, trying to crawl to his feet, fell, repeating her name over feebly. He could not
reach her. She heard him groan. She was very pale, but she stood like a statue

The man laughed; as men will laugh upon a volcano.

“Come, come, my pretty fire-brand; I reckon we’ve had enough of this ’ere play.”

The bayonet flashed; the face darkened; he threw up his arms, and, eatih émat she
heard on still nights for years and years of her life, fell backwanahdgon the rocks.

The Doctor, coming out of the parlor where they had laid M‘Ginley on the couch, found
Miss Bronson washing her hands.

“You’re not at it again! You were doing that very thing when | came out after the
bandages, Miss Bronson.”

She laughed-nervously.

“I don’t know. Was I? I had forgotten it.”

“You are too white; let me feel your pulse. I shouldlike to know how you managed to
get him down here?”

“I believe I came down after Dan and Caesar, didn’t I? Let me think; yes—that was it. |
believe I am a little tired.”

“A baby would give up the ghost with such a pulse; you must have stimulant. Do you
know that you can not stand?”

“Yes, I can; nothing is the matter. I shall do very well.”

But she sat down weakly, and leaned her forehead on her hand.

“You don’t ask how my patient is, Miss Bronson?”

“I supposed you would not wish to be annoyed with questions in a dangerous case.”

“It is not dangerous: it is a severe flesh wound and slight fracture, but with suitable care
there’s no danger about it. He is quiet now—comfortable, he says. He wishes to see you.”

She rose slowly.

“Are you sure?”

“Is it a very impossible supposition when you have saved his life? My dear Miss
Bronson, you are somewhat mazed by your night’s work, surely. I shall insist upon a glass of
brandy.”

“No, you are very good; I would rather not. If you are sure he wishes to see me I will go
m.”

She went in—not as Miss Bronson had ever entered her own parlor before; her step was
faltering, perhaps timid.

“Margaret.”

She came across the room at his call, and stood beside him wittalddoént, her hands
folded tightly into each other. The crimson stains on her rich dres&lleg hair which she
had neglected or forgotten to arrange, and the flutter of her droopildseyeere in sharp
contrast to her usual elegant repose. Yet | think she was not the lestibeBathaps to
Robert M‘Ginley she was not less imperial.

“Margaret,” he said, feebly, “I wanted to see you.”

She sank down on the floor so low that she could look up into lEsdad he saw in her
eyes what he had never seen there befoears.

“Margaret! Why, Margaret!”

A sudden light shone in his pallid face; perhaps it dazzled her; she béegtle

“Are you sureyou wanted to see me?”

“Margaret, look at me.”
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She looked at him.

“I thought”—she trembled in every nerve, this woman who had gone into battl@ wit
smile—*I thought you would not want to see me. I was afraid you would always think of me up
there in the blood and smoke, it seems so terrible now it is over. kewdndhall ever forget
it?”

“You seem to forget that you saved my life,” huskily.

The words stung her somehow.

“I do not want you to be grateful to me.”

She turned away her headhot haughtily, but very humbly; it drooped again so low that
her hair fell over her face.

“Margaret.”

She stirred a little.

“Margaret, I have loved you a great while, but I never loved you as I did to-night.”

She looked up with a quick smile that broke like sunlight all over herfadender,
happy smile like a child’s. She looked up, and simply spoke his name; but Robert M‘Ginley
knew then, and from that hour he never doubted, that she had no wigthosoegear as his
happiness, no joy so sweet as his love.
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CHAPTER SIX

“REPLACE THE OLD BRUTAL HEROISMS: WRITING WOMEN’S ADVENTURES

Mavourneen
Wrecked in Port
The Chief Operator



INTRODUCTION

Throughout her career, Elizabeth Stuart Phelps wrote essays tbddtfoalmassive changes in
women’s rights. She grounds her call for reformed education and career opportunities for
women in her own upbringing, in which, as a professor’s daughter, she was afforded an
exemplary education and used that background to build a career as a seffisyppier.
Phelps wrote to girls and to women in the leading periodiaats she exhorted them to pursue
education and to work at whichever employment they felt calledd@eund profit by. She
asked them to support female ministers and physicians. She catleghoito work for female
suffrage and women’s property rights. She argues that the true woman intended by God will not
be seen until the following conditions, among others, are fulfilled:
When women are admitted to their rightful share in the admin@tratigovernment;
when the state ceases to expend a dollar more for the education of itsgrogsits
girls; when public sentiment not only does not deny to them, but imposashgm, a
standard of intellectual culture not one whit inferior to and in no diféerent from that
imposed upon men; when 2/3rds of the practicing physicians in the world srenyvo
when marriagend motherhood no more complete a woman’s mission to the world than
marriage and fatherhood complete a man’s. (“True,” 1871, 1)
In her fiction, Phelps created these ideal conditions in various waysgten is peopled with
educated women working as physicians and in other nontraditional roleslsSheote essay
after essay calling on women to be brave enough to take their full phetrisociety, to enact
her envisioned reforms in real life.

The stories in this chapter offer brave women so intent on doing theitdaityhéy face death
without flinching. They are stories about women’s adventures, narratives as exciting as Mark
Twain’s adventure stories about boys and as domestic as Louisa May Alcott’s adventure stories
about girls. Like Alcofts, Phelps’s female heroes come to their perils through combinations of
domestic duties and happenstance. Like Alcott’s Jo March, Phelps describes herself as a “very
much of a tomboy . . . far more likely to have been found on the top of amtapelor walking
the length of the seminary fence than writing rhymes” (Chapters20). The young mother in
“Mavourneen,” the stubborn grandmother ‘iWrecked in Port,” and the courageous widow in
“The Chief Operator” are not political activists, but they demonstrate in compellingatrees,
that women have the courage and tenacity to adventure their wayoitt¢cbenes they desire.

THE STORIES
“Mavourneen” appeared in the Christian Watchman and Reflect®2 March 1866: 4.

“Wrecked in Port” first appeared in Hearth and Homel4 September 1872: 710-11. It was
collected in Phelps’s short fiction anthology Sealed Order¢Boston: Houghton, 1879: 114-28).

“The Chief Operator” first appeared in Harper’s New Monthly Magazine 119 (July 1909): 300-

08. It was anthologized in Phelps’s collection The Oath of Allegiance and Other Stories
(Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1909: 353-74).
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MAVOURNEENS8

Every one knew it at the time. Its counterpart happened not marthsvago, and brings
back the memory of the earlier steryiot much of a story, perhaps. It was “only an Irish
woman;” only the wrecking of an emigrant ship with three hundred souls on board, of which this
woman was oné?

She had forgotten that. To her there was one life only upon the sihikinipswhich
the great waves waited and yawned and cried; and that life was netrheiitavas the little
baby’s.

She had her arms folded round him in a curious way, crouched therestertinethe
other end of the ship was settling slowly. Her eyes had a curious look in tieen)itl you
ever see a tiger defending her young?

She stood quite alone. The women were huddled together, as is their fastaoger,
with shrieks and sobs and wringing of hands and noisy prayers; the memetemn their knees
here and there, or, with such rough words of comfort as they knew, looked iet@ethef
women clinging to them, or lashed a child to a plank.

But she was apart and alone. There seemed to be none to care for hewefdera
arms but her own to fold about the child. They two only had come out to fimethéfe of the
beautiful, free “Ameriky;” they two only were waiting together for death.

“It’s as well, maybe,” she muttered, drawing her scanty black dress close about the
child’s face; the spray was washing up so high now.

“Arrah! Kathleen, woman, down on yer knees, an’ be sayin’ yer prayers, for the blissed
Mither save us; but the cap’n says there’s no sail to be seen at all,” said one of the women
between her sobs. Kathleen raised her eyes slowly.

“An’ it’s so, then? I thought maybe the guns would be bringin’ soombody. You see he’s
all I’'ve got.”

The sullen, incessant boom of the gun drowned whatever else she warikhith The
water was rising slowly; the cold spray dashed upon her face.

She sat down a moment weakly, the child strained in her arms tiédt @ut for pain.
Her eyes wandered away from it for the moment, to the groups wherentiugirmaforted wife,
and father was saving child.

68 Mavourneen is an Irish Gaelic term of endearment usually used foeny@wontracted
from mo mhuirnintranslates as my darling. The popular song “Kathleen Mavourneen” was
written by Frederick Nicholls Crouch (1808-1896) around 1837, with lyrics by Louisa
Macartney Crawford (1790-1858).

9 The Irish Potato Famine, known in Ireland as the Great Hunger, peakeatbeit845
and 1855, and devastated the Irish population in the nineteentincehe famine resulted in
mass emigration, and in the antebellum period over a million Iristignants came to the
United States. Most settled where they landed, and by 1850, a quarter qiulaipos of
Boston, New York, and Philadelphia were Irish. This mass exodus by seacoaspanied by
many shipwrecks. Phelps offers no date for the story; therefore, the twswhecmentions
could be any of a large number, including 8teJohnwrecked off the coast of Massachusetts
with the loss of over one hundred lives. Thoreau visited the wregkngiich inspired his essay
“The Shipwreck™ (1855).
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“Dennis would a saved him, maybe; Dennis would.”

She said only that for a while, muttering it over as the great waves yamdecried.
Then she murmured

“Leastways, there’d a ben soombody here to kiss me.”

The boom of the gun, the shriek of the wind and the hungry gasping whiles fitted
into her thought of death. The ignorant, Romish superstitions meant asarherias our
happier faith to you and me. The sweet tenderness of the woman anathbe-love by which
she groped her way to God held a rare charm for her in that hour. Had natgineMéry held
just such a helpless little face within her arms? Had sheesatisthorn-crowned, bleeding,
crucified? Would she not be sorry for Kathleen, sitting there to see hedieabguite alone
without Dennis to help herfar away from the blossoming fields of Kilkenny, where Dennis lay
under the daisiessitting with the sharp spray in her face to feel her baby die?

Not that she put the thought in such words.

“The blessed Mither! Maybe she’ll understand.”

That comprehended to her the whole.

They all had their stories, these men and women crouched there wittieslth crawling
on them. They were all living in those moments experiences just sktlgasand counsellors
of the earth may live in other moments like them. They had littkefoa the solitary woman
who had no one to help her die, or she for them, perhaps. Her thought wasesolshejd
nothing but the boy’s face.

He wakened and cried once, as a high wave broke over the stern.

She began to sing to him softly an old Irish lullaby, with warfdser own now and
then/®

“Mither will go with him, baby-boy. Mavourneen won’t have to go alone. Mavourneen!
Mavourneen!”

That softened her eyes a little. They would slip down into thaisgetwell of the
waves together, and nobody could take him out of her arms to buryTtiere would be no long
living on without him; no day in the wide “Ameriky” into which he should never come.

She turned her face to the stretch of boiling sea, looking out ovehiaw#gue, troubled
wonder in her eyes. If she should find Dennis somewhperhaps. Muttering the next instant a
prayer to be forgiven for the thought.

She watched the water rise after that quietly. Up to the dduoigraippling over her
feet, surging about her arms and the child’s face. The ship was long in parting.

She sang on, and the baby slept. She sang on till the crash carne tnochdler broke
over her head. She sang on with a voice like a bell, low and clear andtswviieetwords of the
old Irish lullaby that the baby loved to hear; and she wennhdoging.

The crash and the thunder; the hiss of the great whirlpool sucking downghthe
groans and cries and arms upraised; the pallid faces flashing downsahtpfind flashing up,
and circling round the whirling gulf, and drawn in and out of sight agéihad all passed like a
dream when one awaketh, and the schooner, coming with its lafedelierhat it could. Of the
three hundred and thirty tossed upon the waves, they drew them up togetlvénglaand the
dead. One woman they found with arms, that the agony of strangulation had naib lecten

0 Phelps implies that “Kathleen Mavourneen” came to America with Irish immigrants.
Little is known about the song’s lyricist, but Crouch, an immigrant Englishman, eventually
became a Confederate supporter.
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unloose, folded about her baby. There were tender faces looking on, and skittethly
hands. What they did, they did quickly; and the child lived and the woman.

She used to think, in her dim way, sitting there upon the deck throeghiimy days,
and crooning the old lullaby, that He meant something by this who hacedrd so. Surely, the
new life to which they were going would bring all she hepémnest work, strong hands,
unshadowed days, long years to watch the boy growing up into his manhtadis must be,
else why were not their’s among the pallid faces floating upturned and still, miles away on the
soft summer sea?

Who cares for the musings of an ignorant Irish woman who coulcenegad nor write?
A woman with rough hands, with rough speech, with uncouth, foreign wattsng beautiful
about her but the mute brown eyes that Dennis loved.

Yet they were not so unlike, perhaps, to yours or mine, after all. They wygyle si
enough—only pictures of the cabin in Kilkenny, with its little garden-patoid the low fence,
and the light on the potato vines, and the old cat purring sleepilyeomooden step. She had a
foolish fancy that she wanted to take the creature with her; Dennis ysatitovhen he came
home from work at night. But they laughed at her, and said there veerty pketter in America.
Ah! well, perhaps—what was there not in America? But Dennis never was there. He had
always meant to go. She never expected to go alone. It was laditliéeaving the old cabin. It
was hard to go away from the daisied grave, left forever alone nidtwn@vone to cry over it a
bit, or say an Ave Maria there sometimes at twilight.

But for the boy’s sake. The boy must grow up in a free country. Dennis always meant it;
he said he should go to school; he should make more of a man thahdris fa

“Arrah! be as much uv a man, Mavourneen, an’ I’ll be askin’ no more of ye,” hiding her
face in the child’s neck with a sob and a smile. The baby would answer as babies will, with the
silly little coo that only mother thinks otherwise than absurd, antil& would pelt him with
her kisses, and look into his eyeblue eyes like the “the fayther’s”—and remember that he was
all her own, and cry softly for very joy.

He bounded all her future; what else had she to make a future? Manyptasams
came to her in the pauses of her singing, of the new land which was to be his and her’s. Dreams
of a tiny house hidden away somewhere under a hill, with a gardehdilgarden in Kilkenny,
and a bit of a white curtain at the window; of sitting out in theskine with the baby in her
arms; of his little feet grown old enough to patter about among therdeasges; of his trudging
off to school with his book under his arm, and spelling out the mystery pfitited letters to
her—he would know so much more than his mither, the little rogue! But mitbeld be just
proud to have it so. Dreams, too, of the taller boy, with the mischief lmiig merry blue
eyes; of the bearded man, who had learned a trade, and voted for President “along with the
gentlemen,” of days like summer days, and an old age ending like a merry song, with the child’s
own boys upon her knee.

For where was ever land like this land to which they were going? Whbeas of
beggary and crime, of hunger, or cold, or starving faces, of wretched dayeonguights,
disease or pain, within its borders? “A shadowy land of Eden, lying dark in purple spheres of
red”—this was America to Kathleen, as to so many of Kathleen’s like."*

! Phelps quotes froffiLocksley Hall” by Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809-1892), but
changes the line froffSummer isles of Eden lying in dark purple spheres of sea” (164).
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And so, with sunny musings on the sunny dock, the days passed, and themights, t
Kathleen, and there fell a great calm, and the ship floated idly oveotheummer sea. There
was no rain and no wind. The water grew scant and impure, and a steakisg dispt in
among the crew. Fétimes at night a heavy burden was dropped slowly over the vessel’s side.

Five times Kathleen listened in the crowded steerage to hedutigepand folded her arms
about her baby in that curious way she Fa@ne morning a wind arose, and a cloud no bigger
than a man’s hand; the ship sped away under full sail, and the child drooped upon her knees.

She sat up on deck with him to get the air, her eyes upon his faéigubemotionless.
She had little to say. Sometimes when they spoke to her she raisehteliowly:

“He’ll git well. It’s all I’ve got, ye see.”

Sometimes too, they could catch the sound of the crooning lulldlogme to hold but
one word. “Mavourneen, Mavourneen,” that only, over and again.

Faster and farther the ship flew under the brave wind. They were making agt time
now. The port would soon be reached, and the wide America, and a shaded roost, & re
life to the child, and the golden future stretching away for him and for he

“Mavourneen, Mavourneen,” sang she, hopefully and clear, in trills, in quavers, in chants,
in low breathings, like a prayer.

Faster and farther, on and away. The wind was fresh, but the child lay still. “Land ho!”
came the cry and a purple distance rose faintly against the hofibtue and green. It
deepened and darkened, and broke into ragged outlines. Lighthouses loomeghtigiad deft,
and lines of reefs frowned high into the air.

“Mavourneen, Mavourneen,” sang the woman, seeing nothing, in merry brave strains that
erded in a dirge, and struggled into merry, brave strains again.

But the wind was gay, though the child lay still, and the harbor stretcitddue and
bright; the fair ship shot into it and over it, and eyes were eager for gvaiimes, and the
beautiful land, the Eden-land, the land that Dennis had chosen fahisrjolded picture after
picture in the morning sunlight.

“Mavourneen, Mavourneen,” sang the woman, and the sailors turned away their faces,
the word had grown to be such a cry.

Some one came up and touched her shoulder.

“It’s no use, you poor creature, don’t you see?”

She looked up with that look like a tiger in her eyes.

“Whisht, noo! It’s slapin’ he is, and he like the singin’.”

They looked on dumbly, and she began once more.

“Mavourneen, Mavourneen,” and all at once the voice stopped utterly.

She turned the little face over to the light, turned it back aiodrn® word.

The boats put off, and skimmed over the shallow water, and grated againkathe w
Eye met eye, hand grasped hand, heart leaped to heart, and therad@re/teds and happy
greetings, and hurryings to treasured homes.

“We’ve got there, Mavourneen,” said the woman quietly, “I guess we’ll get out noo, you
an’ me.”

She rose, with her arms folded over her silent burden, and slowly followeavin cr
and disappeared among them on the wharf.

2 Because one in five steerage passengers died en route, the ships aashying |
immigrants came to be know as “coffin ships.”
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There was no place for Kathleen in all the happy city, no wditimge, no tender eyes,
no voice to speak to her of that little face under her shawl.

Like a drop in an ocean she vanished, a stranger in a strange ldndpmétto take her
in. And what became of her? Who cares to know? Only an Irish gir

Perhaps in some mother’s nursery, where life runs like a story, and the happy children
play, she sits and @sns a lullaby to another woman’s little face, on which the tears drop now
and then. But there is one word it never hears. How shall Kathleen sing the Lord’s song in a
strange land?
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I never set out here to the mouth of the harbor, anchored or becalmed (your line’s taut,
sir!), or similarly or otherwise at my leisure to take a fairisgimwards at the town, but |
wonder what it may be like to go stark, staring mad.

If you’ll haul in a mite faster now, it’ll be better for you, and just as well for the fish.

That’s about it.

I’ve noticed it about our cod, they know when I take gentlemen out, as well as I know
myself. They’ll take advantage of you, if they can, most any day. Maybe it’s a professional
preference, or a political, I’'m sure I couldn’t say. I’d be willing to grant a Gloucester cod his
choice of either, and then admit that he might have a mixed motba@tttom of it’® It’s natural
enough, brought up as they are from infancy on the Fishery Question, evith viore or less
decided and distinct

A little blue you are about the mouth, sir. I’d lay down if [ was you. It’s better for you,
and quite as well for the fish, as | said befare] I’'m used to it, bless you! When it is too rough
for a gentleman outside, and it very often is, I always say: “Just lay down and take it easy, and
leave the cod to me.” He takes as many pound home to his wife come night, I reckon, and
nobody the wisefor it, and who’ll ask questions? Not me, nor yet the cod. How does that go?
There! When there’s a mite less embarrassment between yourself, sir, and your stomach, I’ll
explain to you the feeling | had occasion to mention about thetharbuth, and looking
inwards at the town.

Well—and yet it a’n’t so easy to explain. Most things a’n’t. I’ve told it times enough,
and yet not the whole of it either. There are folks, you know, you catotakd again there are
folks you can’t. There are boarders in the little hall chamber, not to mention names, I would n’t
tell Jib Hancko’s story to, not for a week’s board outright; but a pleasant way, sir, and an honest,
as between man and man, and no complaining of the coffee, and not stadogdsten
recardless because they a’n’t your own, and a kind of forethought for the cabbages if the garden
lays between you and the bathihgise, why, that’s a different thing.

You’ll remember of hearing of the great gale of 1839?” No! You don’t say! It’s a
surprising thing to me how ignorant folks are in the country. Thereoare smart men come
from the country, too.

We were booked for Boston when the great gale of *39 came up. It was the last voyage I
took to Boston. Fact is, | may as well own it was thewvoyage I took anywhere. I wasn’t born

3Gloucester is a city on the east coast of Massachusetts, ol\@apat the top of
deeply sheltered Gloucester Bay. It was a former center of the whadungjry and the site of
Phelps’s summer home.

’4The Fishery Question was an ongoing debate from the late eighteetuity ¢erough
the twentieth between the United States and Great Britain abouteldh¢he right to fish the
Atlantic. It became an especially heated debate through the 1850s.

’The Great Gale of 1839 was a storm along the Massachusetts coast with a nea
shipwreck on which Phelps bases this story. During the storrCatmdridgewas stranded in
the Charles River at Boston when her captain could not find a tughtoat tom into harbor.
The ship slipped her anchors and was nearly destroyed.
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with a reef-knot between my fingers, never boarded a fisfigk that I didn’t feel I’d as lief’s
be boarding my coffin, and that gale made a landlubber of me once for all.

We cleared from Wiscasset, along about the first week, if | emtpthe first week of
December, in the schooner Pansie, with a cargo of lath and piles. dvdbdat fifty thousand
feet of lath aboard. Griggs was our cap’n. He belonged in Wiscasset. He had his mother
aboard. She was an old lady, over seventy year old. He was taking her totBegtend the
winter with her daughter.

“The old lady enjoys it, having these fair blows,” says he one day to Hancko, standing
aft. “She isn’t much of a sailor.”

“Did you ever see a woman that was?” asked Hancko. Jib Hancko was mate.

“Well, I don’t know,” says the cap’n.

“l have,” says I. And so I had. But she wasn’t aboard the Pansie that trip, thank heaven!
and it wasn’t necessary to specify where she was, as I remarked to Jib when he made the inquiry.
She went to the Banks with me once along with her father, who was skighersofiack® You
wouldn’t believe, to see her turning over a griddle-cake or a cruller now, what a sailor she was.
She hauled a catch as big as mine right along any day; the omgjysti@rfailed up on was taking
out the vitals. It was while | was to work to work on the vitalbefmackerel to spare her
tender eyes that | first began to think of her. She was down to Gadéisg a cousin of hers,
when | took that trip to Boston.

The skipper’s mother was a kind of cute old lady to see round. She sat on deck most
every day, mending up Griggs’s shirts. She set the world by Griggs. She used to stop me most
every time | happened round, and say:

“My son’s taking me to Boston to spend the winter with my daughter. He said it
shouldn’t cost me nothing. My daughter’s children have got the whooping-cough, and she
though she’d like to have me come.”

Then the next time | came along she had it-evéyly son’s taking me to Boston. He
said it should n’t cost me nothing. My daughter’s children have got the whooping-cough”—just
the same.

Some of the boys laughed at the old lady; but I couldn’t, some way; she looked so cute,
sitting up there on deck, mending Griggs’s shirts.

Jib Hancko used to play backgammon with her (not that the old womahpdawl
backgammon more’n a monk-fish, but she thought she could, and that amounted to the same
thing, as it does with most of us in most things), and find her knittindleeér her, and set her
up easy with her shawls in the sunny spots among the piles.

Jib set almost as much by the skipper as the old lady did herself. Heiggsl Ié&d run
this coast together, master and mate, some half a dozen yeawntagy were agreeable to one
another’s women-folks; at least Griggs would have been, no doubt, but Jib hadn’t any himself—
not a living woman. He courted a girl once down our way, up to Squam; sheasfasdioff the
rocks at Little Good Harbor, at a picnic, one day; | never heard of any other.

Before the trip was over, I was glad of it, too. I’ve heard that’s where Griggs got the
name of that schooner, but I can’t say. All I know is, that was the given name of the young
woman—Pansie; and she was painted about the time of the funeral. Griggs wes e ol
about such things.

’The Grand Banks, off the coast of Newfoundland/Labrador, are one of the &mdest
richest fisheries in the world.
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I don’t believe you’ll ever see a nicer day, sir, this side of heaven, than I saw aboard the
Pansie on Saturday, thedf December, 1839. It blew from sou’-sou’-west as softly as a
woman singing to a baby. There were clouds, a few of them, of color like noftheat],
curling at the edges like a shell, and the noon warmed up warm as a May-daadveSome of
the boys went in for a swim, it looked so warm. The old lady sat on d#etuther extra
shawls, and the skipper was afraid she’d take cold.

“You’ll be in Boston to-morrow, God willing, mother,” says the skipper (the skipper was
a pious man at times, a Methodist), “and I’d be sorry to take you in all hoarsed up; Keziah would
think I hadn’t taken good care of you.”

Upon this the old lady pipes up again:

“My son will take me into Boston to-morrow. Keziah’s children have got the whooping-
cough, and she thought she’d like to see me!”

| noticed Griggs putting on her shawl for her, and putting on her sbaWwér, half the
afternoon; the old lady dropped it off, and dropped it off; finally, Jib Hancka ¢jtite shingle-
nail and pinned it together for her through the fringe.

It was on towards five o’clock that I saw the mate stand talking in a confidential way
alone in the stern with the skipper. Except when under orders, he way @onidential terms
with Griggs. He nods, and Griggs nods, and Hancko points to the sou’-east, and the skipper nods
again, and walks the deck a bit, and stops to ask the old lady hdeet)eand back again to the
mate; but I couldn’t make head nor tail of them until six o’clock, when we got an order to tack
and put into Gloucester over night.

The captain did n’t like the looks of the sou’-east; thought there was an ugliness, more or
less, in it; may be there was mischief ahead, and maybe there wasn’t; having his mother aboard,
he thought he’d be on the safe side; any way, there was the order: Into Gloucester over night.

We got it round among us, by degrees, as we rounded Eastera-RGintver any
nonsense rounding Eastern Peiand sulky enough we were about it, too. One of the lads had
a young one with the croup in Boston, he’d counted on seeing by Sunday night. Couple of ’em
had ttkets to a dance in a Mariner’s Tavern. Most of ’em wanted liquor. One of ’em—his name
was Ben Bumper-said:

“D—mn the old lady!”

Next minute he lay on deck for it, flat as a griddi&e. He didn’t count on the mate’s
being round when he made the observation.

Jib Hancko was a little man with a squint eye; but when his bloodipvas looked more
like a likeness I’ve seen of Giant Despair, in a book called the Pilgrim’s Progress, than any other
man alive | ever come across.

Well, so we put into port, and anchoreqlist about there; no, a little further to your
right; just beyond that red buoy where you see the very young gentleman’s dory tied to fish, and
the young lady in the red jacket screeching at the bait.

That was about half-past six. It hfséshened up a little, but no more than you’d expect
of any high-spirited December evening. Half a dozen of the lads wanteddegounto Fresh
Water Cove for a lark; but Griggs was obstinate as a mule; he keptddl aboard, and mad as
hornets.

We had neighbors plenty by nine o’clock, but none too many. There’s always shipping
enough runs in for a night’s lodging to Gloucester; always was, even in those days. Griggs
brought the old lady up to see the lights of the HarHoy which we meant the town there, same
as we mean it now-and the twinkle of the shipping, red as blood and green as grass, to
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starboard and to port, while sailing in; and the pale flame-color of trermardéwinging on the
anchored cratft.

But the old lady only said she’d rather her son would take her into Boston, and she was
afraid her daughter’s children would sit up late for her, and that was very bad for children with
the whooping-cough.

It was about midnight that the blow stood-ugbout midnight between the Saturday and
the Sunday of the fourteenth and the fifteenth days of December, 1839.

From that hour until Tuesday morning there was no rest in the rsalewe, nor the
earth beneath, nor the waters under the earth, for the soul nor for theflaoyyof them that go
out in ships and down into the sea along this Massachusetts coast; andltbaygtthat
shouldn’t, being a good citizen, and voting the straight Republican ticket year in and out, it’s the
awfulest, cruelest, coldest coast | ever trusted to the mercy of, loonioe of, or the fellow-
feeling of, from the time | first set foot on ship-board to this day.

If you look over the Eastern Light there you’ll see how it must have struck that sheer wall
of rock on the Fresh Water side.

It struck as straight as arrow from the sou’-east. And as sharp. It was more the
sharpness than the heft at the beginning. It snowed a little, too, in a sleety way; that’s the worry
of'a gale. I’d rather it would rain a deluge.

Howsoever, being at anchor, and in port, we thought no more of itdlayn the
skipper knew his business as well as we did, and to chaff Ben Bumper onléhagriirk of his
concerning the old lady, at spare minutes, until the morning.

All the solemn, roaring, blinding night, the ships came scuddingim épen sea for
shelter. I watched them, being aloft to secure the to’-gallant sail against a wrench of any kind,
with a serious feeling in my mind I couldn’t have found reasons to explain. They were so still
about it, and so many; it occurred to my thoughts towards morninthtéhatvere unusual many,
and the blood-red lanterns that have struck your fancy so, sir, smokihg oficks by my house
of a quiet evening, gave me a notion that was most surprising aboulledocreatures that the
rocks had gored.

When the Sunday morning lifted, the masts were thick as mosquitadiglated
window, all up and down the harbor. The sky was dull as death. Off over the Poipthwplibe
Niles’s woods there, a little palish streak lay, of a sort of salmon color, and with an unpleasant
twitch across it, like a winking man. On account of the swinginge&thooner, and the
swinging of our neighbors, and the slope of the swell before tlse ay&loucester shores
seemed waltzing in a horrid waltz; and what was curious about it, was thesm waltzing to
the time beat by the Sunday church-bells. They rang at half-pasttrimeHarbor, and | could
see folks, like specks, stir through the icy spray to go to meeting. I couldn’t help wondering that
morning if any of them said their prayers for folks at sea. Not thabeked for any mischief at
that hour, and who ever thought to pray for folks in port?

It blew all the morning and it blew all the afternoon.

The skipper came up about dinner-time, and says to the mate:

“I wish I had the old lady ashore to-day.”

But we could have got to China as easy as we could have got-asiuone three or four
boats’-lengths—on to the awful rocks of Fresh Water Cove, that Sunday noon.

Yes, sir, it looks still enough over there now, and green and soft, and larttiy ¢ye;
and the foam against the rocks falls and rises in a pleasanemanuch like the muslin curtain,
| often think, that hangs in our big parlor-window. See how Half-wagkRooms to-day? And
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the purple color that hangs on Norman’s Woe? You should have walked up and down Niles’s
beach and looked at Normiarwoe on that Sunday noon, theMdé December, 1839. They said
it looked like the mouth of the Bottomless Pit; and that the spriadrop like smoke.

By two o’clock they’d begun to go ashore. A brig and two schooners broke there in the
Sunday daylight before our eyes. One smashed to splinters just above. uStewas from
Mount Desert; | forget the name. An old man and his three boys went daould see them
dropping off like flies. You see the rigging froze so, and everything yolhéouglazed over
and slipped up. It blew all the afternoon, and it blew all the evening.

A little to the fore of midnight, the skipper sent Hancko below dfieiotd lady. Jib
brought her up, and they tied her to the mainmast with a tippet she was knittieg for h
daughter’s children, and almost broke her heart. Griggs would have her on deck, and handy.
Heaven nor earth couldn’t tell, he said, what would come next.

“Good God!” says he, “if this goes on, we shall go down at anchor like a baby’s raft!”

To say that that two-hundred-and-fiffynner just swashed, sir, like the chips you’re
throwing in this minute, a’n’t to say anything about it. To say that we couldn’t tell one minute
from another, whether we stood on our keel or our mainmast, a’n’t to give you an idea. To say
how the gale put arms under us, and clutched us in, and then stepped back ae@wfuhst,
over Easter Point, and down with its head, lbmdtedat us, and up with its shoulders and h’isted
us along, dead against the rock, a’n’t to express nor to imply it.

To say that at midnight of that Sunday night, all Hell openedru@tbeicester Harbor, is
to draw upon your imgination, sir; but it’s the best I can do.

Five minutes after twelve, the cry came up:

“We’ve slipped our anchor!”

Five minutes more, and we were on the rocks.

“If we don’t swamp before we’ve time to break,” cries the skipper, “there’s chance for a
rope. Volunteers for a rope, my lads!”

For folks were upon shore from the village, and cries came up, and ieverth¢ sound
cut through the thunder, the Pansie leaped as if she would anstyantbrammed herself
between the teeth of the breakers like a wedge.

We looked at one another, but no man stirred.

Said Ben Bumper, “D—n a rope!”

Said Jib Hancko, slowly, “I guess I’'ll go.”

But the skipper turned round on hinsays he:

“I’d go myself if it wasn’t for the old lady. Anyhow, I won’t send you, Jib. Who’ll hold
ont’ the old lady if I don’t get acrost?”

“I’ll hold ont’ the old lady,” said Jib Hancko, slow as ever; “but I’d rather go myself,
Cap’n Griggs.”

“Hold your tongue!” roars Griggs through the bellow of the blast. “I won’t send you if
nobody goes, Jib Hancko! If I don’t get acrost, you hold ont’ the old lady, will you, Jib?”

“Ay, ay, sir,” says Jib.

“And if I do get acrost, you’ll hold ont’ the old lady, will you, Jib? She’s to come over
first, you understand-do you, Jib?”

“Ay, ay, sir,” says Jib.

With that, the skipper steps up and kisses the old lady, before us all, once beeige c
and once on the other.

“Good-by, mother!” says he.
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But the old lady only wrung her hands and said they’d spoiled Charles Henry’s tippet,
and she was very cold.

Well, so Griggs set off with the rope. It was an ugly job. Twice we thought he’d gone,
and three times we thought he’d gone, and once the mate struck his two fists together so the
blood come from his knuckles.

“The rope’s parted!” says he.

But next minute through the hellish noise we heard the skipper’s voice, and saw, through
the thin and broken shine of lanterns that folks held on shore, that theyapeer, safe and
sound.

Now, would you believe it, sir, that after that, that alehture wouldn’t budge an inch? 1
declare, it makes me feel bad to think of it, to this day.

“Come, mother?” said Jib Hancko, hurrying her up in a gentle way, for we were terribly
strained and mangled, and no time to lose. But she sat and wrung her-haitd<razed by
fright and cold, and crying out:

“My son’s carrying me to Boston to spend the winter with my daughter! He said it
shouldn’t cost me nothing! My daughter’s children have got the whooping-cough!”

Do our best, we couldn’t stir her, hide nor hair.

“Lord A’mighty!” said Jib Hancko. But after that he held his tongue. He went and sat
down by the old lady, and untied her tippet from her, and put his aronsdaher. The cargo
leaped and struck at them, in plunging over. | saw blood upon his head andiawiped it off
with his lee elbow, so the old lady shouldn’t see it. He sat crouched up a little to keep the timber
off from her, | take it, with his head and shoulders-esio.

Well, we went and left them, sir. What else could we do? Ben Bumper wiastthe
Half-way over he cried out and dropped. What he did we never-kmewvether he was struck,
or slipped, or froze, or what it was. Some of the lads said it was for wiguttnei old lady. But |
don’t know. All I know is he just cried out and dropped. Yes, we left ’em, him and the old lady,
sitting side by side. | felt as mean as Lucifer. | called out good-hyrt, and how mean | felt.
But the blast blew his answer the other way. | saw his lips move, dsttthke words. | heard
the old lady, though, as I swung off. You could have heard her in purgatory, if you’d been so
far. She piped up like a weasel:

“My son’s carrying me to Boston! He said it shouldn’t cost me nothing”—

| heard her until | got ashore. Griggsid himself. He was chilled or frozen, or
something of that kind, and in a kind of faint, they said. | was mighty ofl it, | must say. The
old creeture did pipe up so! We stood on the rocks and watched them, well asdiseediiem
through the beating of the blow. | had a feeling as if my eyes beaten in my head. | put both
hands up to hold ’em in. I saw Hancko trying to tic a life-preserver on to the old lady. The other
boys didn’t. But I did. He tried to tie it on, and she sat and wrung her hands. I don’t suppose I
heard her, but I’d have sworn I did, a-piping up:

“He said it shouldn’t cost me nothing!”

Hancko stood up. | saw that. He stood looking straight ahead. | thought he had a gra
look, being at a distance where you missed the squinting of his eyehefstdod so tall, sir, on
that wreck, as tall as | stand to-day, which is six foot three istogkings.

I suppose when a man’s courting his wife he thinks more of such things quite natural; but
I couldn’t help thinking, when | saw Jib Hancko standing there, of that young woman down to
Squam. Ifshe’d been down to Calais visiting a cousin now, it would have seemed a pity. And I
wondered if he thought of it, how he and the Pansie were going down toggtihemselves.
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Next minute there come the awfulest, longest, horridest cry | estenéd to on land or
sea. Whether it was the old lady as she struck water, or whethertii@vakipper coming to and
seeing the Pansie’s head-light out, or whether it was the devils below or the angels above, |
couldn’t tell you to this day.

I don’t think you could understand, sir, unless you’d been through it yourself, what a
feeling it gives a man to fall and slip, slip and fall, clutch and cling,dxop plumb down a wall
of rock like that—all ice beneath you and about yeand squeeze your feet into a little ledge
you know of, and jam your fingers into a little crack above your heady®ahuman creeture
if so be it washes up against you, and see the lath and piles comeitigind€fo see ’em rear
and strike, and topple over, and splinter up like tea-cups, and suck under, and Slip lodar
the noise they made in hitting, and to mistake ’em for human legs and arms, and grab at them,
and lose your balance, and duck your head as they come crashing up. Noogigeta Bundle
of lath carried shoulders over on one awful wave, and find you’d dodged a human body, sir, and
it was banging up against the cliff like sea-weed, before your very eyes.

Well, I dodged him just that way; then | sprang on him, then hiost then | had him, |
couldn’t tell you how—Dby the hair, by the leg, by the collar, all ways, no ways: he wgs ve
slippery. It was a very slippery feeling | had, what with him dedite.

Yes. Oh!yes. They gas up. I wasn’t much hurt myself. I don’t know how it
happened about Hancko. He lay such a dead weight, | suppose.

There was a hole there in the rock. You could see it if we were niglglendlone too
big for a man’s body. They had to pull him through. Twice they had him, and he slipped. He
was awfully jammed.

Well, the Monday morning came at last. | had a feeling alhidiet as if the sun would
never rise again. But Monday morning come like other Monday mornings, &achtolg out
their washing all along the shore.

But it was the awfulest Monday morning, sir, that ever Gloucester knewiheAdhore,
from Pavilion Beach there to Norman’s Woe, was covered with wreck washed up like pebbles on
the beach. All up and down the harbor ruins of boats lay rocking in the winde \Bent to
shore as we did, and cracked on the rocks, dead weight; some got spearé&deakidies; some
drifted off to sea; many of ’em just went down at their anchors, with the lights of the town in
their faces, or swamped before striking the rocks. Fifty craft went tospietieat harbor, and
fifty men went to the bottom before the blow was over.

The harbor lay a solid sheet of foam that day, from end to end. &d@wving such a
white and shining look it made me think about the Sea of Glass we read’ 6f| giought of it
when I saw them drag the bodies up, and the poor fellows’ faces turned up on the snow. And I
wondered if their ghosts were walking up and down the channel in the winteinmalaying
harps. It seemed such freezing work. All along the coast, and in BBayoand off Cape Cod,
it was an awful blow. But Gloucester got the knuckles of it.

The old lady come ashore that morning. We hauled her up and carriatblzelittle
shed there was about there, and covered her over with a bed-quilt befkgppee saw her.

We never found Ben Bumper.

""Sea ¢ Glass: from Revelation 15.2, “And I saw what appeared to be a sea of glass
mixed with fire, and those who had conquered the beast and its image anchthex of its
name, standing beside the sea of glass with harps of God in their hands.”
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The mate come to about dawn; that is to say, as much as Jib Hanakeawidlome to,
this side of the place where the young woman from Squam hasoqdor which, if I’d been a
pious man, I should have thanked the God of Sea and Shore). It wouldn’t have been a pleasant
job for her riding over in the wind four miles that morning, to see the cutadhabout the head,
and the look.

You see the jam was all about the head. We warmed him up, and rubbed him up, and
cheered him up, and Griggs paid the doctor seventy-five cents for feeling ofdaishuu it was
no mortal use. He sat as crazy as a loon in the kitchen of the hotsekwem to, chattering
about that old lady, and saying how he’d held on, until I wished for one he ’d gone to the bottom
with her himself. It seemed to me that would have been an arrangemeh more agreeable to
the young woman from Squa#if she has her preferences in her existing residetican the
present.

Not but what Griggs has paid his board quite regularly, and been to inqoiriehain at
the asylum twice a year then and ever since. And he’s peaceable, too, and very happy in his
mind, they say, and spends his time in whittling little figure-headships, with the name of
Pansie underneath, in purple ink done with a fine steel pen.

We didn’t mean him to get into that shed that morning, but he got in somehow; took us
all by surprise, and at our wit’s end for him.

It was a dreadfully bleak little open shed, and the old lady lookednamonly cold,
even considering the circumstances. Griggs was sitting by her whhath@mmed on his eyes.
Two or three of us were about, standing in the door.

Hancko walks in with his head in its bandages, white and bloodghsttaiGriggs.

“Well, Griggs,” says he, “I held ont’ the old lady.”

“So you did, Jib,” says Griggs, staring.

“I’m glad she looks so comfortable,” says Jib, smiling round the shed. “But I think you’d
better take her where it’s a little warmer, cap’n, when she can be moved. I told you I’d hold on,
Griggs!”

Folks say he sits saying that now, to this very day, “I held on, Cap’n Griggs! I told you
I’d hold on!” over and over to himself, and always smiling round.

Sometimes, when I’m lying off here at the harbor’s throat on a quiet day, I wonder
whether it isn’t better to be Jib Hancke—in a mad-house-holding on and smiling round, than it
is to be me or you, sir, or the most of folks that I’'m acquainted with. When I’m out here by
myself, with the great sea calm below me, and the great sky still alEmyuesometimes think it
is, sir; | think it is with all my heart. But when | get home to my wiid ait down of an
evening, [ a’n’t so sure, and so it goes.
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Except for the noise of the storm the exchange was noticeably quieth Rouracalls
had been few; when they came they tangled and overlapped as ibinwrgeneral cause
affecting particular cases. Men were occupied with facing the weather, gingurome from
it. Many mothers had gone out with umbrellas and little coats to bring chiddeknfrom
school. There was a lull in the demands upon the wire, which for a smallycexcihange was
rather a busy on®. Now and then a drop fell, or a young voice called, “Number?” and between
whiles the girls chattered disjointedly as girls do when theg half a chance; or looked
dismally out upon the rain, from the drowning windows. There wergyiMs) known as Molly
and Mary, and the chief operator, held in respect by them not ordyckmtain power to enforce
official authority, but because she was a married woman; and Molly and Magyatvthe age
when this circumstance appeared of more importance than it exeebelioee or after. The
effect was depleted a little by the fact that Mrs. Raven was a wlidvehe was quite a young
widow, and still attractive-who could have said why? Of beauty she had little or none; but the
eye remained upon and returned to her. The girls thought it was an “air” she had, the fit of a
shirt-waist, the hang of a skirt, the way of braiding her bright hair beloweheé-receiver. An
older or firer observer would have said, “It is her expression.”

This was self-possessed, but gentle; the old-fashioned word modeshaugtgaid it
better than any of the newer feminine adjectives. There was a firmtounee full, irregular lip
which every operator knew and regarded, but her clear eyes, wide and warmt fooral |
natural to plead than to command. Her features, her gestures, her voickscapfba was
without self-assertion. This, one would soon have determined, was naldéfmency in force,
but from the acquisition of a quality which is the essence of foltteugh it may seem at first
to be antagonistic to it. In some way, in some form, life had tnegho disregard herself.
Even the girls perceived that their young chief was not uppermost in hahoughts. They
supposed it was because she was a widow.

It had rained continuously for three days and nights, and the river wésrsand
perturbed. It was not a very broad river in its normal condition, but a degpmhswung upon
a powerful current. Now it had risen and looked unnaturally large; the batiat pbint were
low, and the exchange stood within a hundred feet of the water. This gavk agceeable
outlook, which the chief operator liked in summer, and at which she glanceditlyatéfenever
she could. It was Augustthe scorching August of 1908. She sat at her desk apart from her
staff of two, beside the large, low window. The exchange stood by-taeifooden building,

8 The story is set in an early county telephone exchange. Early darteer, Phelps
wrote several essaysamong them “What Shall They Do?”, Harper’s New Monthly Magazine
35 (Sept. 1867): 519-23that advocated for women to work in even the most traditionally
masculine of fields and professions. Beginning with the Boston Telephspatok in 1878,
telephone operators were mostly single women, with men hired to be payhatars at rural
exchanges. Women were chosen because they had pleasant voiceddabd aaderpaid.
Whether or not Phelps had changed her mind about women’s careers is unclear, but this story
supports social views regarding appropriate work for unmarried or widowednwdatelps is
correct in her description of an operator’s workload; while city operators handled up to 600 calls
an hour, their rural counterparts were rarely busy.



The Chief Operator

well put together; there was a small grocery-store upon the first fleotelephone occupied the
second story; the grocer was an old man, and sometimes walked a paway tloeprotect Mrs.
Raven when she went home to her stepmother’s house, two miles down the desolate riverside, at
half-past nine at night; after that no woman remained in theaegeh and the night operator
came on duty.

The town had the wide spaces and uncertain comforts of the Teffitdihe telephone
was cherished accordingly. It was still treated like a miracle.

Sarah Raven sat at her desk and looked thoughtfully into the stonas toward the
end of the month, and the great drought had broken, only to be renewed in a frencaitéo
passing relief. Meanwhile the dark weather had something of the wtiadt the interruption of
drought always hasfinding one less grateful than one should be because one has become so
accustomed to sunshine that its absence influences the spirits to dmeelefi the season. Mrs.
Raven was tired with the season’s work, and something pale. She was a compact little figure of
a woman; her black skirt and white waist with the black tie at heathwoked like a uniform or
a habit upon her. She sat a trifle averted from the girls, the profile tzdeeand delicate bust
against the long window set in a mist of rain and river. The head«egave a Greek look to
the American working-woman.

More than the sadness of storm was on her that afternoon, and as the iday dasl
increased. She attended listlesslydr duties when the girls called: “Number? What number?”
and her eyes returned to the bloated river. What mattered a creeping teavdrthone could
see? This was August the'28To-morrow would be one of the anniversaries of which people
who know life say that they are “days to be got over.” To-morrow would be-From the pang of
it she tried to forget, and then for the love of it she determined to rememée¢hesn she dashed
forgetting and remembering from her, and whirled upon her revolving-chair.

There was a sudden acceleration of demands upon the exchange. Calls came in f
everywhere—most of them were impatient, and many irritable. Wives were summoning
husbands, and husbands reassuring wives. “The storm is so bad—do get home! The house
shakes, and the river frightens me. Hurry home, Harry; do!”—*“Don’t be anxious, Sue, if I am
late tonight. It’s pretty bad, and hard going. I’ll get there sometime.” Messages rained as hard
as the storm. The drops upon the switchboard clattered fast.

“What number?” asked Molly.

“Chief operator?” called Mary.

“Chief operator,” said Mrs. Raven, instantly.

The wind had mounted in the last half-hour and buffeted the exchange, Wwbathis
the grip of it. The river ran angrily, and took on a frown as the eailigiivof the storm
descended. Between the three sountlfe threat of the water, the onset of the wind, and the
complaining of the rain-it was hard to hear the slender cry of the wire. The girls had ceased to
chatter, and listened sedulously.

The electric bulbs, staring with their indifferent eyes behind theiersiofy shades,
brightened as the room darkened; for