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CATHARINE MARIA SEDGWICK

During the first half of the nineteenth century,
Miss Sedgwick would doubtless have been con-
sidered the queen of American letters, but, in the
opinion of her friends, the beauty of her char-
acter surpassed the merit of her books. In
1871, Miss Mary E. Dewey, her life-long neigh-
bor, edited a volume of Miss Sedgwick’s letters,
mostly to members of her family, in compliance
with the desire of those who knew and loved her,
“ that some printed memorial should exist of a
life so beautiful and delightful in itself, and so
beneficent in its influence upon others.” Truly
a “ life beautiful in itself and beneficent in its in-
fluence,”™ the reader will say, as he lays down
this tender volume.

Catharine Maria Sedgwick was born at
Stockbridge, Mass., in 1789, the first year of the
presidency of George Washington. She was a
descendant from Robert Sedgwick, major-gen-
eral under Cromwell, and governor of Jamaica.
Her father, Theodore Sedgwick, was a country
boy, born in 1746, upon a barren farm in one of
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the hill-towns of Connecticut. Here the family
opened a country store, then added a tavern,
and with the combined industries of farm, store
and tavern, Theodore, most fortunate of the
sons if not the favorite, was sent to Yale college,
where he remained, until, in the last year of his
course, he managed to get himself expelled. He
began the study of theology, his daughter sug-
gests, in a moment of contrition over expulsion
from college, but soon turned to the law for
which he had singular aptitude. He could not
have gone far in his legal career when, before
the age of twenty-one, he married a beautiful
girl whose memory he always tenderly cherished,
as well he might considering his part in the
tragedy of her early death. He had taken
small pox, had been duly quarantined and dis-
charged but his young wife combed out the
tangles of his matted hair, caught the disease,
and died, within a year after marriage.
Marriage was necessary in those days, his
daughter suggests, and the year of conventional
widowhood having expired, Mr. Sedgwick, then
at the age of twenty-three, married Miss Pa-
mela Dwight, the mother of his four sons, all
successful lawyers, and his three daughters, all
exemplary women. The second Mrs. Sedgwick
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was presumably 'more ‘beautiful than the first;
certainly she was more celebrated. She is im-
mortalized by her portrait in Griswold’s *“ Amer-
ican Court,” and by a few complimentary lines
in Mrs. Ellet’s “ Queens of American Society.”

Theodore Sedgwick rose to distinction by his
energies and talents but, as we have seen, he
was of sufficiently humble origin, which could
not have been greatly redeemed by expulsion
from college; while at the age of twenty-three,
that must have been his chief exploit. Social
lines were very firmly drawn in that old colonial
society, before the plough of the Revolution
went through it, and there was no more aristo-
cratic family than the Dwights, in Western
Massachusetts.

Madame Quincy gives an account of a visit,
in her girlhood, paid to the mother of Miss
Pamela, Madame Dwight, in her  mansion-
house,” and says that her husband, Brig.-Gen.
Joseph Dwight, was  one of the leading men of
Massachusetts in his day.” Madame Dwight
was presumably not inferior to her husband.
She was daughter of Col. Williams, of Wil-
liamstown, who commanded a brigade in the old
French War, and whose son founded Williams
College. A daughter of Madame Dwight,
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older''than 'Pamela, married Mark Hopkins, “ a
distinguished lawyer of his time,” says Madame
Quincy, and grandfather of Rev. Mark Hop-
kins, D.D., perhaps the most illustrious presi-
dent of the college founded by Madame
Dwight’s family.

The intermarriage of the Williamses,
Dwights, and Hopkinses formed a fine, aristo-
cratic circle, into which the Sedgwicks were not
very cordially welcomed. ¢ My mother’s fam-
ily (of this,” says Mrs. Sedgwick, “I have
rather an indefinite impression than any knowl-
edge) objeeted to my father on the score of
family, they priding themselves on their gentle
blood; but as he afterwards rose far beyond
their highest water-mark, the objection was
cast into oblivion by those who made it.”

A few years after this marriage, the war of
the Revolution began. Mr. Sedgwick entered
the army, served as an officer under Washing-
ton, whose acquaintance and favor he enjoyed,
and from that time, for forty years until his
death, he was in public life, in positions of re-
sponsibility and honor. He was member of
the Continental Congress, member of the House
of Representatives, Speaker of the House, Sen-
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ator from''Massachusetts, 'and, at his death,
judge of the Massachusetts Supreme Court.
Judge Sedgwick was a staunch Federalist
and, in spite of the fact that he himself was not
born in the purple, he shared the common Fed-
eralist contempt for the masses. I remember
my father,” says Miss Sedgwick, ¢ one of the
kindest-hearted men and most observant of the
rights of all beneath him, habitually spoke of
the people as ¢ Jacobins,’ ¢sans-culottes,” and
¢ miscreants.” He — and this I speak as a type
of the Federalist party — dreaded every up-
ward step they made, regarding their elevation
as a depression, in proportion to their ascension,
of the intelligence and virtue of the country.”
“He was born too soon,” says his daughter
apologetically, “to relish the freedoms of de-
mocracy, and I have seen his brow lower when a
free and easy mechanic came to the front door,
and upon one occasion, I remember his turning
off the east steps (I am sure not kicking, but the
demonstration was unequivocal) a grown up lad
who kept his hat on after being told to remove
it.” In these days one would hardly tell him to
remove it, let alone hustling him off the steps.
The incident shows how far education, pros-
perity, wealth, and forty years of public life
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had'transformed -the' father of Miss Sedgwick
from the country boy of a hill-farm in Connect-
icut. More to our present purpose, the apolo-
getic way in which Miss Sedgwick speaks of
these high-bred prejudices of her father, shows
that she does not share them. ¢ The Federal-
ists,” she says, *stood upright, and their feet
firmly planted on the rock of aristocracy but
that rock was bedded in the sands, or rather was
a boulder from the Old World, and the tide of
democracy was surely and swiftly undermining
it'”

When this was written, Miss Sedgwick had
made the discovery that, while the Federalists
had the better * education, intellectual and
moral,” the “ democrats had among them much
native sagacity ” and an earnest ¢ determina-
tion to work out the theories of the government.”
She is writing to her niece: ¢ All this my dear
Alice, as you may suppose, is an after-thought.
Then I entered fully, and with the faith and
ignorance of childhood, into the prejudices of
the time.” Those prejudices must have been
far behind her when her first story was written,
“ A New England Tale,” in which it happens,
inadvertently we may believe, all the worst
knaves are blue-blooded and at least most of the
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decent persons are poor_and humble. Later we
shall see her slumming in New York like a Sister
of Charity, ¢saving those that are lost, a field
of labor toward which her Federalist education
scarcely led.

She could have learned some condescension
and humanity from her mother who, in spite of
her fine birth, seems to have been modest and
retiring to a degree. She was very reluctant
to have her husband embark upon a public ca-
reer; had, her daughter says, “ No sympathy
with what is called honor and distinction ”; and
wrote her husband a letter of protest which is
worth quoting if only to show how a well-
trained wife would write her doting husband
something more than a century ago: “ Pardon
me, my dearest Mr. Sedgwick, if I beg you once
more to think over the matter before you em-
bark in public business. I grant that the ¢ call
of our country,” the ¢voice of fame,” and the
¢ Honorable’ and ¢ Right-Honorable,” are high
sounding words. ¢ They play around the head,
but they come not near the heart.’” However,
if he decides for a public career, she will submit:
¢ Submission is my duty, and however hard, I
will try to practice what reason teaches me I am
under obligation to do.” That address, “my

[71
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dearest//Mr. [ S8edgwick,’?  from a wife a dozen
years after marriage, shows a becoming degree
of respect.

We may be sure that this gentle mother would
have encouraged no silly notions of social dis-
tinctions in the minds of her children. Even
Mr. Sedgwick seems to have had a softer and
more human side to his nature than we have yet
seen, Miss Sedgwick enjoys repeating a story
which she heard from a then * venerable mis-
sionary.” The son of the village shoemaker,
his first upward step was as boy-of-all-work of
the clerk of courts. He had driven his master to
the court session in dignified silence, broken on
arrival by a curt order to take in the trunk.
“As he set it down in the entry,” says Miss
Sedgwiok, *“ my father, then judge of the Su-
preme Judicial Court, was coming down stairs,
bringing his trunk himself. He set it down,
accosted the boy most kindly, and gave him his
cordial hand. The lad’s feelings, chilled by his
maater’s haughtiness, at once melted, and took
an impression of my father’s kindness that was
never effaced.”

The individual is so much a creature of his
environment, that I must carry these details a
little farther. Forty years in public life, Judge
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Sedgwick had an extended acquaintance and, ac-
cording to the custom of the time, kept open
house. “ When I remember,” says Miss Sedg-
wick, * how often the great gate swung open for
the entrance of traveling vehicles, the old man-
sion seems to me much more like an hostelrie of
the olden time than the quiet house it now is.
My father’s hospitality was unbounded. It ex-
tended from the gentleman in his coach, chaise,
or on horseback, according to his means or ne-
cessities, to the poor, lame beggar that would
sit half the night roasting at the kitchen fire
with the negro servants. My father was in
some sort the chieftain of his family, and his
home was their resort and resting-place. Uncles
and aunts always found a welcome there ; cousins
wintered and summered with us. Thus hospi-
tality was an element in our education. It
elicited our faculties of doing and suffering. It
smothered the love and habit of minor com-
forts and petty physical indulgences that be-
long to a higher state of civilization and gen-
erate selfishness, and it made regard for others,
and small sacrifices for them, a habit.”

Just one word more about this home, the like
of which it would be hard to find in our gen-
eration: “ No bickering or dissention was ever
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permitted, Love/ was|the habit, the life of the
household rather than the law.— A querulous
tone, a complaint, a slight word of dissention,
was met by that awful frown of my father’s.
Jove’s thunder was to a pagan believer but as a
summer day’s drifting cloud to it. It was not
so dreadful because it portended punishment,—
it was punishment; it was a token of suspension
of the approbation and love that were our life.”

These passages have a twofold value. They
tell us in what school Miss Sedgwick was edu-
cated, and they give us a specimen of her lit-
erary style. Language is to her a supple in-
strument, and she makes the reader see what she
undertakes to relate.

Judge Sedgwick died in Boston, in 1813, when
Miss Sedgwick was twenty-three. The bio-
graphical Dictionaries say he was a member of
Dr. Channing’s church. As Miss Sedgwick re-
lates the facts, he had long desired to * make a
public profession of religion,” but had been
deterred because he could not conscientiously join
the church of his family, in Stockbridge, with
its Calvinistic confession, and was too tender of
the feelings of his pastor to join another,— * un-
worthy motives,” says Miss Sedgwick. Briefly
stated, he now sent for Dr. Channing and re-
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ceived from'him''thé’communion. Later, Miss
Sedgwick followed him into the Unitarian fel-
lowship. She, and two distinguished brothers,
were among the founders of the first Unitarian
church in New York city.

Miss Dewey calls her volume “ The Life and
Letters ” of Miss Sedgwick, but the Life is very
scantily written. She has given us a picture
rather than a biography. Indeed, to write a bi-
ography of Miss Sedgwick is no easy task,
there was so much of worth in her character and
so little of dramatic incident in her career. In-
dependent in her circumstances, exempt from
struggle for existence or for social position,
unambitious for literary fame and surprised at
its coming, unmarried and yet domestic in tastes
and habits, at home in any one of the six house-
holds of her married brothers and sisters, she
lived for seventy-seven years as a favored guest
at the table of fortune. She saw things happen
to others, but they did not happen to her. It
was with her as with Whittier’s sweet Quakeress:

¢ For all her quiet life flowed on
As meadow streamlets flow,
Where fresher green reveals alone
The noiseless ways they go.”
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Of \her)outward career, Miss Dewey truly
says: “ No striking incidents, no remarkable oc-
currences will be found in it, but the gradual un-
folding and ripening amid congenial surround-
ings of a true and beautiful soul, a clear and re-
fined intellect, and a singularly sympathetic so-
cial nature. She was born eighty years ago®
—this was written in 1871,— when the atmos-
phere was still electric with the storm in which
we took our place among the nations, and, pass-
ing her childhood in the seclusion of a New Eng-
land valley, while yet her family was linked to
the great world without by ties both political
and social, early and deep foundations were laid
in her character of patriotism, religious feeling,
love of nature, and strong attachment to home,
and to those who made it what it was. And
when in later life, she took her place among the
acknowledged leaders of literature and society,
these remained the central features of her char-
acter, and around them gathered all the grace-
ful culture, the active philanthropy, the social
accomplishment, which made her presence a joy
wherever it came.”

It is not singular if she began her existence at
a somewhat advanced stage. She was quite sure
she remembered incidents that took place before
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she was two yearsiold. ~(She remembered a din-
ner party at which Miss Susan Morton, after-
ward Madame Quincy, was present, and to which
her father and her brother, Theodore, came
from Philadelphia. If you are anxious to know
what incidents of such an event would fix them-
selves in the mind of a child of two, they were
these: She made her first attempt to say “ Theo-
dore,” and “ Philadelphia,” and she tried her
baby trick of biting her glass, for which she had
doubtless been reproved, and watched its effect
upon her father. I recall perfectly the feel-
ing with which I turned my eye to him, expect-
ing to see that brow cloud with displeasure, but
it was smooth as love could make it. That con-
sciousness, that glance, that assurance, remained
stamped indelibly.”

¢ Education in the common sense,” says Miss
Sedgwick, “ I had next to none.” For schools,
she fared like other children in Stockbridge,
with the difference that her father was “ab-
sorbed in political life, her mother, in Catharine’s
youth an invalid, died early, and no one, she
says, “dictated my studies or overlooked my
progress. I remember feeling an intense ambi-
tion to be at the head of my, class, and generally
being there. Our minds were not weakened by
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too much study ; reading, spelling, and Dwight’s
geography were the only paths of knowledge
into which we were led;” to which accomplish-
ments she adds as an after-thought, grammar
and arithmetic.

Nevertheless, when in 1838, six of the Sedg-
wick family travelled together through France
and Italy, doing much of those sunny lands on
foot, Miss Sedgwick was interpreter for the
party in both countries, apparently easy mis-
tress of their respective languages. It is re-
markable what fine culture seems to have been
attainable by a New England child born more
than a hundred years ago, when Harvard and
Yale were, as we are told, mere High Schools,
and Radcliffe and Wellesley were not even
dreamed of. Instead of Radcliffe or Wellesley,
Miss Sedgwick attended a boarding school in
Albany, at the age of thirteen and, at the age
of fifteen, another in Boston, the latter for six
months, and the former could not have been
more than two years. Both, according to her,
gave her great social advantages, and did little
for her scholarship. Miss Bell, the head of the
Albany school, * rose late, was half the time out
of the school, and did very little when in it.”

Miss Paine’s school in Boston, let us hope,

[14]
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was better; but I was at the most susceptible
age. My father’s numerous friends in Boston
opened their doors to me. I was attractive in
my appearance ”— she is writing this to a niece
and it is probably all true —* and, from always
associating on equal terms with those much older
than myself, I had a mental maturity rather
striking, and with an ignorance of the world, a
romantic enthusiasm, an aptitude at admiring
and loving that altogether made me an object
of general interest. I was admired and flat-
tered. Harry and Robert were then resident
graduates at Cambridge. They were too inex-
perienced to perceive the mistake I was making;
they were naturally pleased with the attentions
I was receiving. The winter passed away in a
series of bewildering gayeties. I had talent
enough to be liked by my teachers, and good
nature to secure their good will. I gave them
very little trouble in any way. When I came
home from Boston I felt the deepest mortification
at my waste of time and money, though my
father never said one word to me on the sub-
ject. For the only time in my life I rose early
to read French, and in a few wecks learned more
by myself than I had acquired all winter.”

It will be seen that she had the ability to study

[15]
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without a-teacher, and that is an art which,
with time at one’s disposal and the stimulus at
hand, assures education. Intellectual stimulus
was preciscly what her home furnished. “I was
reared in an atmosphere of high intelligence.
My father had uncommon mental vigor. So
had my brothers. Their daily habits and pur-
suits and plcasures, were intellectual, and I nat-
urally imbibed from them a kindred taste.
Their talk was not of beeves, nor of making
money ; that now universal passion had not en-
tered into men and possessed them as it does
now, or if it had, it was not in the sanctuary of
our homey,— there the money-changers did not
come.”

The more we know of her home life, the less
wonder we have at her mental development.
She says that “at the age of eight, my father,
whenever he was at home, kept me up and at his
side till nine o'clock in the evening, to listen to
him while he read aloud to the family Hume,
or Shaksperey, or Don Quirote, or Hudibras.
Certainly I did net understand them, but some
ghanes of oclestial hight reached my soul, and
U caught from his magmetic sympathy some
chevation of feeling. and that love of reading
which has boen to we am oduvcation™ A
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modern girlis | liable (tonervous prostration
without being kept up till nine on such juvenile
literature as Hume and Shakspere at the age
of eight; but Miss Sedgwick was a country girl
who, in youth, lived out of doors and romped
Iike a boy and, at the age of fifty, led a party
of young nieces through France, Switzerland, '
and Italy, much of the way on foot and always -
at their head. Always fortune’s favorite, she
enjoyed among other things remarkably good
health.

She thinks she was ten years old when she
read Rollin’s Ancient History, spending the
noon intermission, when of course she ought to
have been at play, out of sight under her desk,
where she “ read, and munched, and forgot my-
self in Cyrus’s greatness.”

A winter in New York, where she afterward
spent so much of her time, was her first absence
from home. She had a married sister there
whose husband was in government employ, and
her oldest brother was there studying law.
She was eleven years old; the date was 1801;
and her business in New York seems to have
been to attend a French Dancing School of
which at that era there was but one in the city.
She saw her first play, and used to dry the still

[17]
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damp newspaper,-in her eagerness to read the
theatre announcements. She also experienced
a very severe humiliation. She, with her
brother, Theodore, attended a large dinner
party at the house of a friend of her father.
“ Our host asked me, the only stranger guest,
which part of a huge turkey, in which he had
put his carving fork, I would take. I knew
only one point of manners for such occasions,
dear Alice,— that I must specify some part,
and as ill luck would have it, the side-bone came
first into my head, and ¢ Side-bone, sir,” I said.
‘Oh what a lecture I got when we got home, the
wretched little chit that compelled a gentleman
to cut up a whole turkey to serve her! I cried
myself to sleep that night.” It was too bad
to spoil that dinner party for the little girl.
Her mother died when Miss Sedgwick was
seventeen; her father when she was twenty-
three. All her brothers and sisters were mar-
ried and living, three of them in New York
city, one in Albany, and one, her youngest
brother, in Lenox. With this brother in Len-
ox, Miss Sedgwick for many happy years, had
her home, at least her summer home, having
five rooms in an annex to his house built for her,
into which she gathered her household goods

[18]
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and where\\she! | dispensed’| hospitality to her
friends. For many years, New York city was
generally her winter home.

Theoretically, we have arrived with this
maiden at the age of twenty-three, but we must
go back and read from one or two early letters.
She is ten years old when, under date of 1800,
she writes her father: “ My dear papa,— Last
week I received a letter from you which gave
me inexpressible pleasure.” This is the child’s
prattle of a girl of ten summers. She writes
very circumspectly for her years of a new
brother-in-law: “I see—indeed I think I
see in Mr. Watson everything that is amiable.
I am very much pleased with him; indeed we all
are.” The following is dated 1801, when she
i8 eleven: “You say in your last letters that
the time will soon come when you will take leave
of Congress forever. That day shall I, in my
own mind, celebrate forever; yes, as long as I
live I shall reflect upon the dear time when my
dear papa left a public life to live in a retired
one with his dear wife and children; then you
will have the pleasure to think, when you quit
the doors of the House, that you are going to
join your family forever; but, my dear papa,
I cannot feel as you will when looking back on

[19]
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your past/life'in' Conigress.'| You will remember
how much you have exerted yourself in order to
save your country.”

There was something in the relations of this
Sedgwick family, not perhaps without parallel,
but very beautiful. These brothers and sisters
write to each other like lovers. To her brother
Robert, Miss Sedgwick writes, “ I have just fin-
ished, my dear brother, the second perusal of
your kind letter received to-day. . . . F
do love my brothers with perfect devotedness,
and they are such brothers as may put gladness
into a sister’s spirit. . . . Never, my dear
Robert, did brother and sister have a more am-
ple experience of the purity of love, and the
sweet exchange of offices of kindness that binds
hearts indissolubly together.”

There are three letters from Robert Sedg-
wick to show how he reciprocated this affection.
He says: “I can never be sufficiently grateful
to my Maker for having given me such a sister.
If T had no other sin to answer for than that of
being so unworthy of her as I am, it would be
more than I can bear, and yet when I read your
letters I almost think that I am what I should
be. I know I have a strong aspiration to be
such, and I am sure they make me better as well

[20]
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as happier”' ' Again, Che C'says: ¢ Thanks,
thanks — how cold a word, my dearest Kate, in
return for your heart-cheering letter! It came
to me in the midst of my Nol Pros., special
verdicts, depositions, protests, business corres-
pondence, &tc., like a visitant from the skies.
Indeed, my dearest Kate, you miay laugh at me
if you will for saying so, but there is something
about your influence over me which seems to
have shuffled off this mortal coil of earthiness;
to be unmixed with anything that remains to be
perfected; to be perfectly spiritualized, and yet
to retain its contact with every part of its sub-
ject. . . . Lest I should talk foolishly on
this subject, I will dismiss it, only begging you
not to forget how your letters cheer, rejoice,
elevate, renovate me.”

Here is a love-letter from Theodore, her eld-
est brother: “ Having this moment perused
your letter the third time, I could not help giv-
ing you an answer to it, though there be noth-
ing in it interrogative. Nor was it meant to be
tender or sentimental, or learned, but like all
your letters, it is so sweet, so excellent, so
natural, so much without art, and yet so much
beyond art, that, old, cold, selfish, unthankful
as I am, the tears are in my eyes, and I thank

[ 2]



DAUGHTERS OF THE PURITANS

God that T'have such‘a. sister’’’ Let us revenge
ourselves upon these brother and sister lovers
by saying that perhaps they did not feel any
more than some other people, only they had a
habit of expressing their feelings. If that was
all, we cannot deny that the habit was very
beautiful.

Why did Miss Sedgwick never marry?
We are not distinctly told ; but she did not need
to, with such lovers in her own family. Be-
sides, how could she find any one, in her eyes,
equal to those brothers, and how could she
marry any one of lower merit? “I am satis-
fied,” she writes, “ by long and delightful ex-
perience, that I can never love any body better
than my brothers. I have no expectation of
ever finding their equal in worth and attraction,
therefore — do not be alarmed; I am not on the
verge of a vow of celebacy, nor have I the
slightest intention of adding any rash resolu-
tions to the ghosts of those that have been
frightened to death by the terrors of maiden
life; but therefore — I shall never change my
condition until I change my mind.” This is at
the age of twenty-three.

Later in life, after many changes had come,
she seems to have wished she had not been so

[22]
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very hard to/suit.) Fifteen yesars roll away, dur-
ing which we see one suitor after another, dis-
missed, when she writes in a journal not to be
read in her life-time, “ It is difficult for one
who began life as I did, the primary object of
affection to many, to come by degrees to be first
to none, and still to have my love remain in its
full strength, and craving such returns as have
no substitute. . . . It is the necessity of a
solitary condition, an unnatural state. . . .
From my own experience I would not advise
any one to remain unmarried, for my experience
has been a singularly happy one. My feelings
have never been embittered by those slights and
taunts that the repulsive and neglected have to
endure; there has been no period of my life to
the present moment when I might not have al-
lied myself respectably, and to those sincerely
attached to me. . . . I have troops of
friends, some devotedly attached to me, and yet
the result of this very happy experience is that
there is no substitute for those blessings which
Providence has placed first, and ordained that
they shall be purchased at the dearest sacrifice.”
Those who have paid the price and purchased
the blessings may have the satisfaction of
knowing that, according to Miss Sedgwick’s

[23]
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mature opinionythey| have chosen the better
part.
We might call this statement the Confes-
sions of an Old Maid who might have done
better. She closes her testimony with an ac-
knowledgment that she “ought to be grateful
-and humble,” and the “hope, through the
grace of God, to rise more above the world, to
attain a higher and happier state of feeling, to
order my house for that better world where self
may lose something of its engrossing power.”
This religious attitude was not unusual, nor
merely conventional and unmeaning. All the
Sedgwick family seem to have been constitu-
tionally religious. The mother was almost
painfully meek in her protest against her
husband’s embarking upon a public career;
Mr. Sedgwick has been deterred from joining
a church only by some impossible articles of
puritan divinity, but cannot die happy until he
has received the communion from Dr. Chan-
ning; “both my sisters were very religious,”
says Miss Sedgwick; while the letters I have
quoted from two of her brothers, young lawyers
and men of the world, have the devoutness of
the psalms. I can never be sufficiently grate-
ful to my Maker for having given me such a
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sister,” says'Robert; .and’|'Theodore: * selfish,
unthankful as I am, the tears are in my eyes,
and I thank God that I have such a sister.”
Of course one can use a religious dialect with-
out meaning much by it, but these Sedgwicks
were cultivated people, who thought for them-
selves, and did not speak cant to each other.

Since it was a religious impulse that turned
Miss Sedgwick’s mind to literature, it is worth
while to follow the, thread of her. spiritual his-
tory. This was written at the age of twenty
when she was looking for a religious experience
that never came, and would have considered her-
self one of the wicked: “ On no subject would I
voluntarily be guilty of hypocricy, and on that
which involves all the importance of our exis-
tence I should shrink from the slightest insin-
cerity. You misunderstood my last letter. I
exposed to you a state of mind and feeling pro-
duced, not by religious impressions, but by the
convictions of reason.” Of course  reason”
was no proper organ of religion; but besides
this defect, her interest in serious things was
liable to interruption “ by the cares and pleas-
ures of the world” and, perhaps worst of all,
“T have not a fixed belief on some of the most
material points of our religion.” One does not
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see how a/person)inCthis/state of mind should
have anything to call “our religion.” She
seems to have advanced much further in a letter
to her brother Robert, three years later: “I
long to see you give your testimony of your ac-
ceptance of the forgiving love of your Master.
« « « God grant, in his infinite mercy,
that we may all touch the garment of our
Savior’s righteousness and be made whole.”
The editor of these letters tells us that Miss
Sedgwick is now a member of Dr. Mason’s
church in New York city, having joined at the
_age of twenty, or soon after the letter in which
she says she is not satisfied on certain points of
doctrine. Dr. Mason is described as an un-
diluted Calvinist, ¢ who then was the most con-
spicuous pulpit orator in the country — a man
confident in his faith and bold to audacity.”
Miss Sedgwick stands the strong meat of Cal-
vinism ten years, when we have this letter. I
presume you saw the letter I wrote Susan, in
which I said that I did not think I should go to
Dr. Mason’s Church again. . . . You
know, my dear Frances, that I never adopted
some of the articles of the creed of that church
and some of those upon which the doctor is
fond of expatiating, and which appear to me

[26]



CATHARINE MARIA SEDGWICK

both unscriptural’and very'unprofitable, and, I
think, very demoralizing.”

What perhaps stimulated the zeal of Dr. Ma-
son to insist upon doctrines always objectionable
to Miss Sedgwick, was an attempt then being
made to establish a Unitarian church in New
York city. She has not joined in the move-
ment, but does not know but it may come to
that. It is a critical moment in Miss Sedg-
wick’s history, and it happened at this time she
went to hear Dr. Mason’s farewell sermon.
“ As usual,” she says, “he gave the rational
Christians an anathema. He said they had fel-
lowship with the devil: no, he would not slander
the devil, they were worse, etc.” Very possibly
this preaching had its proper effect upon many
hearers, and they gave the rational Chris-
tians” a wide berth, but it precipitated Miss
Sedgwick into their ranks. She was not then
a thorough-going Unitarian, saying,  there
are some of your articles of unbelief that I am
not Protestant enough to subscribe to ”; a little
more gentleness on the part of Dr. Mason could
have kept her, but she could not stand “ what
seems to me,” she says, “ a gross violation of the
religion of the Redeemer, and an insult to a
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large body/of/ Christiansentitled to respect and
affection.”

She joined the tabooed circle in 1821, and
wrote from Stockbridge, “ Some of my friends
here have, as I learn, been a little troubled, but
after the crime of confessed Unitarianism, noth-
ing can surprise them ’; she longs to look upon a
Christian minister who does not regard her as
“a heathen and a publican.” An aunt, very
fond of her, said to her, one day as they were
parting, * Come and see me as often as you can,
dear, for you know, after this world we shall
never meet again.”

These religious tribulations incited her to
write a short story, after the parable of the
Pharisee and the Publican, to contrast two
kinds of religion, of one of which she had seen
more than was good. The story was to appear
as a tract, but it outgrew the dimensions of a
tract, and was published as a book under the
title of “ A New England Tale” It is not a
masterpiece of literature but, like all of Miss
Sedgwick’s works, it contains some fine delinea-
tions of character and vivid descriptions of
local scenery. It can be read to-day with inter-
est and pleasure. As a dramatic presentation
of the self-righteous and the meek, in a New
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England country/ townoola century ago, it is
very effective. “ Mrs. Wilson” is perhaps a
more stony heart than was common among the
¢ chosen vessels of the Lord,’ but so the Phari-
see in the parable may have been a trifle exag-
gerated. The advantage of this kind of
writing is that you do not miss the point of the
story.

Miss Dewey says The New England Tale
gave Miss Sedgwick an * immediate position in
the world of American literature.” Her
brother Theodore wrote, * It exceeds all my ex-
pectations, fond and flattering as they were”;
her brother Harry, “I think, dear Kate, that
your destiny is fixed. As you are such a Bible-
ist, I only say don’t put your light under a
bushel.” That the book did not fall still-born
is evident when he says further, “The orthodox
do all they can to put it down.” On the other
hand, her publisher wanted to print a cheap
edition of 8,000 copies for missionary purposes.
I should like to see that done to-day by some
zealous liberal-minded publisher.

The New England Tale appeared in 1822,
when Cooper had only published * Precaution »
and * The Spy.” In 1824, Miss Sedgwick pub-
lished “ Redwood,” of which a second edition was
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called for the same yearand which was repub-
lished in England and translated into French.
It reached distinction in the character of De-
borah Lenox, of which Miss Edgworth said,
“It is to America what Scott’s characters are
to Scotland, valuable as original pictures.”
Redwood was reviewed by Bryant in the North
American, in an article which, he says, was up
to that time his *“most ambitious attempt in
prose.”  Hope Leslie” appeared in 1827. It
was so much better than its predecessors, said
the Westminster Review, that one would not
suppose it by the same hand. Sismondi, the
Swiss historian, wrote the author a letter of
thanks and commendation, which was followed
by a life-long friendship between these two au-
thors. Mrs. Child, then Miss Francis and the
author of ¢ Hobomok” and “ The Rebels,”
wrote her that she had nearly completed a story
on Capt. John Smith which now she will not dare
to print, but she surrenders with less reluctance,
she says, * for I love my conqueror.” *Is not
that beautiful?” says Miss Sedgwick. ¢ Bet-
ter to write and to feel such a sentiment than to
indite volumes.”

“ Clarence ” was published in 1830, and I am .
glad to say, she sold the rights to the first edi-
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tion for $1,200, before the|critics got hold of it.
The scene is laid in New York and in high life,
The story, said the North American Review, is
“ improbable ” but not “dull.” Miss Dewey
says, “ It is the most romantic and at the same
time the wittiest of her novels,” but Bryant says
it has been the least read. “ The Linwoods, or
Sixty Years Since in America,” appeared in
1885, and Bryant called it “ a charming tale of
home life, thought by many to be the best of
her novels properly so called.”

If Miss Sedgwick had written none of these
more elaborate works, she would deserve a per-
manent place in our literature for a consider-
able library of short stories, among which I
should name “ A Berkshire Tradition,” a pa-
thetic tale of the Revolution; “ The White
Scarf,” a romantic story of Medizval France;
“ Fanny McDermot,” a study of conventional
morality ; “ Home,” of which the Westminster
Review said, “ We wish this book was in the
hands of every mechanic in England ”; ¢ The
Poor Rich Man and the Rich Poor Man” of
which Joseph Curtis, the philanthropist, said,
“in all his experiences he had never known so
much good fruit from the publication of any
book  ; and, not least, * Live and let Live: or
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domestic | service | illustrated,”?, of which Dr.
Channing wrote, “ I cannot, without violence to
my feelings, refrain from expressing to you the
great gratification with which I have read your
¢ Live and let Live.) Thousands will be better
and happier for it. . . . Your three last
books, I trust, form an era in our literature.”

This was high praise, considering that there
was then no higher literary authority in Amer-
ica than Dr. Channing. .However, a message
from Chief Justice Marshall, through Judge
Story, belongs with it: ¢ Tell her I have read
with great pleasure everything she has written,
and wish she would write more.” She had
gained an enviable position in literature and she
had done a great deal of useful work during the
fifteen years since the timid appearance of “ A
New England Tale,” but she seems to have re-
garded her books as simply a * by-product”:
¢ My author existence has always secemed some-
thing accidental, extraneous, and independent
of my inner self. My books have been a pleas-
ant occupation and excitement in my life.
. « . But they constitute no portion of
my happiness — that is, of such as I derive
from the dearest reclations of life. When I
feel that my writings have made any one hap-
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pier or better, I feel an-emotion of gratitude to
Him who has made me the medium of any bless-
ing to my fellow creatures.”

In 1839, Miss Sedgwick went to Europe in
company with her brother Robert, and other
relatives. 'The party was abroad two years
and, on its return, Miss Sedgwick collected her
European letters and published them in two
volumes. They give one a view of Europe as
seen by an intelligent observer still in the first
half of the last century. She breakfasted with
Rogers, the banker and poet, with whom she met
Macaulay whose conversation was to her “rich
and delightful. Some might think he talks too
much; but none, except from their own impa-
tient vanity, could wish it were less.”” She had
tea at Carlyle’s, found him * simple, natural
and kindly, his conversation as picturesque as
his writings.” She “had an amusing evening
at Mr. Hallam’s >’; he made her * quite forget
he was the sage of the ¢ Middle Ages.’” At
Hallam’s she met Sydney Smith who was “in
the wvein, and we saw him, I believe, to advan-
tage. His wit is not, as I expected, a succes-
sion of brilliant explosions but a sparkling
stream of humor.”

I'n Geneva, she visited her friends, the Sis-
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mondis, and in Tunin received a call from Silvio
Pellico, martyr to Italian liberty.  He is of
low stature and slightly made, a sort of etching
of a man with delicate and symmetrical features,
just enough body to gravitate and keep the
spirit from its natural upward flight — a more
shadowy Dr. Channing.”

Soon after Miss Sedgwick’s return from Eu-
rope, she became connected with the Women’s
Prison Association of New York City, of which
from 1848 to 1863 she was president. An ex-
tract from one letter must suffice to suggest
the nature of her activities in connection with
this and kindred philanthropies: * It is now just
ten, and I have come up from the City Hall,
in whose dismal St. Giles precincts I have been
to see a colored ragged school. . . . My
Sundays are not days of rest. . . . My whole
soul is sickened; and to-day when I went to
church filled with people in their fine summer
clothes, and heard a magnificent sermon from
Dr. Dewey, and thought of the streets and dens
through which I had just walked, I could have
cried out, Why are ye here? ”

A fellow-member of the Prison Association,
who often accompanied her on her visits to hos-
pitals and prisons, “especially the Tombs,
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Blackwell’s; and| (Randall’s’ Island,” says, *In
her visitations, she was called upon to kneel at
the bedside of the sick and dying. The sweet-
ness of her spirit, and the delicacy of her na-
ture, felt by all who came within her atmos-
phere, seemed to move the unfortunate to ask
this office of her, and it was never asked in
vain.”

Always a philanthropist, Miss Sedgwick was
not a “reformer in the technical sense; that
is, she did not enlist in the * movements > of
her generation, for Temperance, or Anti-Slav-
ery, or Woman’s Rights. She shrunk from the
excesses of the * crusaders,” but she was never
slow in striking a blow in a good cause.
% Uncle Tom’s Cabin ” was published in 1852,
but its indictment of slavery is not more com-
plete than Miss Sedgwick made in “ Redwood,”
her second novel, twenty-five years before. A
planter’s boy sees a slave starved to famishing
and then whipped to death. It hurt his boy
heart, but he afterward became hardened to
+such necessary severity and he tells the story to
a fellow planter with apologies for his youthful
sentimentality. Does “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin”
show more clearly the two curses of slavery:
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cruelty to the slaye and demoralization to the
master? :

She sympathized with the abolitionists in
their purpose but not always with their meth-
ods: “The great event of the past week has
been the visit of the little apostle of Abolitionism
— Lucy Stone.” This was in 1849 when Mrs.
Stone was thirty-one. ¢ She has one of the
very sweetest voices I ever heard, a readiness of
speech and grace that furnish the external
qualifications of an orator — a lovely counten-
ance too — and the intensity, entire forgetful-
ness and the divine calmness that fit her to
speak in the great cause she has undertaken.”
But in spite of this evident sympathy with the
purpose of the Abolitionists, Miss Sedgwick
declined to attend a meeting of the Anti-Slav-
ery Society, saying: “ It seemed to me that so
much had been intemperately said, so much
rashly urged, on the death of that noble mar-
tyr, John Brown, by the Abolitionists, that it
was not right to appear among them as one of
them.”

Not even Lucy Stone, however, could have
felt more horror at the institution of slavery.
The Compromise Measures of 1850 made her
shudder: “ my hands are cold as ice; the blood
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has curdled/in/my) hearts that word compromise
has a bad savor when truth and right are in
question.” When the Civil War came, in her
seventieth year, she had “an intense desire to
live to see the conclusion of the struggle,” but
could not conjecture “how peace and good
neighborhood are ever to follow from this bitter
hate.” It is delightful to see the gallantry of
some of our men, who are repeating the heroic
deeds that seemed fast receding to fabulous
times.” Some of these young heroes were very
near to her. Maj. William Dwight Sedgwick,
who fell on the bloody field of Antietam was her
nephew, Gen. John Sedgwick, killed at the battle
of Spottsylvania, was her cousin.

As she was not in the Anti-Slavery crusade,
so she was not in the Woman’s Rights crusade.
She wished women to have a larger sphere, and
she did much to enlarge the sphere of her sex,
but it was by taking it and making it, rather
than by talking about it. * Your might must
be your right,” she says in a chapter on The
Rights of Women, in “ Means and Ends.”
Voting did not seem to her a function suited to
women: “I cannot believe it was ever intended
that women should lead armies, harangue in
halls of legislation, bustle up to ballot-boxes, or
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sit onVjudicial Ctribunals” The gentle Lucy
Stone would. not have considered this argument
conclusive, but it satisfied Miss Sedgwick.

In 1857, after a silence of twenty-two years,
in which only short stories and one or two bi-
ographies came from her hand, she published
another two-volume novel entitled, * Married or
Single.” It is perhaps her best work; at least
it has been so considered by many readers.
She was then sixty-seven and, though she had
ten more years to live, they were years of de-
clining power. These last years were spent at
the home of her favorite niece, Mrs. William
Minot, Jr., in West Roxbury, Mass., and there
tenderly and reverently cared for, she died in
1867.

Bryant, who was her life-long friend, and
who, at her instance wrote some of his hymns,
gives this estimate of her character: *“ Admir-
able as was her literary life, her home life was
more 803 and beautiful as were the examples set
forth in her writings, her own example was, if
possible, still more beautiful. Her unerring
sense of rectitude, her love of truth, her ready
sympathy, her active and cheerful beneficence,
her winning and gracious manners, the perfec-
tion of high breeding, make up a character, the
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idea of whichy asiit)rests)in any mind, I would
not exchange for anything in her own interest-
ing works of fiction.”

[89]
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Of all the saints in the calendar of the Church
there is no name more worthy of the honor than
that of Mary Lovell Ware. The college of
cardinals, which confers the degree of sainthood
for the veneration of faithful Catholics, will
never recognize her merits and encircle her
head with a halo, but when the list of Protes-
tant saints is made up, the name of Mary L.
Ware will be in it, and among the first half
dozen on the scroll.

The writer was a student in the Divinity
School at Cambridge when a classmate com-
mended to him the Memoirs of Mrs. Ware as one
of the few model biographies. It was a book
not laid down in the course of study; its reading
was postponed for that convenient season for
which one waits so long; but he made a mental
note of the * Memoirs of Mary L. Ware,”” which
many years did not efface. 'There is a book one
must read, he said to himself, if he would die
happy.

Mrs. Ware’s maiden name was Pickard. To
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the end of /'her’ days)wher 'she put herself in a
pillory as she often did, she called herself by her
maiden name. ¢ That,” she would say, * was
Mary Pickard.” I infer that she thought
Mary Pickard had been a very bad girl.

Her mother’s name was Lovell,— Mary Lov-
ell, — granddaughter of *“ Master Lovell,” long
known as a classical teacher in colonial Boston,
and daughter of James Lovell, an active Revol-
utionist, & prominent member of the Contin-
ental Congress and, from the end of the war
to his death, Naval officer in the Boston Custom
House. Mr. Lovell had eight sons, one of
whom was a successful London merchant, and
one daughter, who remained with her parents
until at twenty-five she married Mr. Pickard
and who, when her little girl was five years old
returned, as perhaps an only daughter should,
to take care of her parents in their old age..
So it happened that the childhood of Mrs.
Ware was passed at her grandfather Lovell’s,
in Pearl St., Boston, then an eligible place of
residence.

Mr. Pickard was an Englishman by birth,
and a merchant with business connections in
London and Boston, between which cities, for a
time, his residence alternated. Not much is
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said of him/'in'the Memoirs, beyond the fact
that he was an Episcopalian with strong at-
tachment to the forms of his church, as an
Englishman might be expected to be.

Of Mrs. Pickard we learn more. She is said
to have possessed a vigorous mind, to have been
well educated and a fine conversationalist, with
a commanding figure, benignant countenance,
and dignified demeanor, so that one said of her,
¢ She seems to have been born for an empress.”
Like her husband she was an Episcopalian
though, according to the Memoirs, less strenu-
ously Episcopalian than Mr. Pickard. She
had been reared in a different school. Her
father,— Mr. James Lovell — we are told, was
a free-thinker, or as the Memoirs put it,
“had adopted some infidel principles.” and
¢ treated religion with little respect in his fam-
ily.” The “infidels ” of that day were gener-
ally good men, only they were not orthodox.
Jefferson, Madison, Franklin and Washington
were such infidels. After Channing’s day, this
kind of man here in New England was absorbed
by the Unitarian movement, and, as a separate
class, disappeared. Mrs. Pickard was bred in
this school and she appears never to have for-
gotten her home training. ¢ She was unosten-
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tatious and/charitable,” (saysian early friend,
“and her whole life was an exhibition of the
ascendency of principle over mere taste and
feeling.”

Her religious attitude becomes interesting,
because in an exceptional degree, she formed her
remarkable daughter,— who was an only child
and until the age of thirteen had no teacher
except this forceful and level-headed mother.

With these antecedents, Mary Lovell Pickard
was born In Boston, October 2, 1798, John
Adams being then President. In 1802, Mary
having passed her third summer, Mr. Pickard’s
business called him to London, where he resided
with his family two years, so that the child’s
fifth birthday was duly celebrated in mid-ocean
on the homeward voyage. In a letter of Mrs.
Pickard, written during this London residence,
she says, *“ Mr. Pickard is even more anxious
than I to go home. Mary is the only contented
one. She is happy all the time.” There is so
much that is sad in this record that, before we
have done, the reader will be glad the little girl
had at least a bright and sunny childhood to re-
member. It appears she did remember it. It
may not be remarkable, but it is interesting, that
the experiences of this early London life,— be-
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tween her thixd andfifth year;>— made an indeli-
ble impressiop upon her, so that twenty years
later when she was again in England, much to
her own delight, she “ recognized her old London
home and other objects with which she was
then familiar.”

A lady who was a fellow passenger of the
Pickards on their homeward voyage was struck
by the gentle management of the mother and
the easy docility of the child. To say, “ It will
make me unhappy if you do that,” was an ex-
treme exercise of maternal authority, to which
the child yielded unresisting obedience. This,
of course, is told to the credit of the child, but
the merit, probably belongs to the mother.
Doubtless we could all have such children if we
were that kind of a parent. A little tact, un-
failing gentleness, and an infinite self control:
with these, it would seem one may smile and
kiss a child into an angel.

On arriving in Boston, Mrs. Pickard took her
family to her father’s, where she remained until
her death, and where, we read, * with parents
and grandparents, Mary found a home whose
blessings filled her heart.” Being an only
child, with four elderly persons, Mary was
likely to be too much petted or too much fret-
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ted. We, arel(glad to know that she was not
fretted or over-trained. In a letter of retro-
spect, she writes, “ For many years a word of
blame never reached my ears.” An early friend
of the family writes, “It has been said that
Mary was much indulged ; and I believe it may
be said so with truth. But she was not in-
dulged in idleness, selfishness, and rudeness; she
was indulged in healthful sports, in pleasant
excursions, and in companionship with other
children.”

Everything went smoothly with her until the
age of ten when, rather earlier than most
children, she discovered her conscience: * At ten
years of age I waked up to a sense of the danger
of the state of indulgence in which I was liv-
ing ”; but let us hope the crisis was not acute.
It does not seem to have been. According to the
testimony of her first teacher, she was simply
precocious morally, but not at all morbid. Her
school was at Hingham, whither she was sent
at the age of thirteen. The teacher says that
with her “ devotedness to the highest objects
and purposcs of our existence, she was one of
the most lively and playful girls among her
companions, and a great favorite with them
all.”?
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There \seems | to (haveObeeri) really no cloud
upon her existence up to this point,— the age
of thirteen. I have had a reason for dwelling
upon this charming period of her childhood,
untroubled by a cloud, because from this date
until her death, the hand of God seems to have
been very heavy upon her, afflictions fell upon
her like rain, and it required a brave spirit to
carry the burdens appointed for her to bear.
Happily, she had a brave spirit, did not know
that her life was hard, “ gloried in tribula-
tion,” like St. Paul, and was never more cheer-
ful or thankful than when she was herself an
invalid, with an invalid husband to be cared
for like a baby, seven children to be clothed and
fed, and not enough money at the year’s end
to square accounts. Ruskin tells of a servant
who had served his mother faithfully fifty-seven
years. “She had,” he says, “a natural gift
and specialty for doing disagreeable things;
above all, the service of the sick-room; so that
she was never quite in her glory unless some of
us were ill.” It will be seen further on that
these were only a part of the accomplishments
of Mrs. Ware. It is fortunate if a woman is
so made that her spirits rise as her troubles
thicken, but the reader of the story will be
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thankful that her life was not all a battle, that
her childhood was more than ordinarily serene
and sunny, and that not for a dozen years at
least, did she have to be a heroine in order to
be happy.

Mary had been in Hingham about half a
year, enjoying her school-girl life, when her
mother was taken ill, fatally ill as it proved,
and the child, then at the age of thirteen, was
called home and installed in the sick-room as
nurse. This was the beginning of sorrow.
The mother lingered through the winter and
died in the following May. There remained of
the family, the grandparents, one son of fine
talents, but of unfortunate habits, and her
father, “broken in spirits and in fortune,
clinging to his only child with doting and de-
pendent affection.” We can see that it could
not have been a cheerful home for a young
girl of thirteen. Some thirty years later, she
wrote to one of her children, I think I have
felt the want all my life of a more cheerful home
in my early childhood, a fuller participation in
the pleasures and ¢follies” of youth.” I put
this reflection here, because it does not apply
to the years preceding the loss of her mother
while it exactly fits the period that now follows.

[ 50 ]



MARY LOVELL WARE

The yeat/following her mother’s death, Mary
attended a girl’s school in Boston. A passage
from a letter written at this period will show
something of her quality. It is dated Febru-
ary 27, 1813, when she was fourteen and a few
months. Besides, she had been at school, six
months at a time, a total of about one year.
She had been mentioning two or three novels,
and then discourses as follows: *“ Novels are
generally supposed to be improper books for
young people, as they take up the time which
ought to be employed in more useful pursuits;
which is certainly very true; but as a recreation
to the mind, such books as these cannot possibly
do any hurt, as they are good moral lessons.
Indeed, I think there is scarcely any book from
which some good may not be derived; though it
cannot be expected that any young person has
judgment enough to leave all the bad and take
only the good, when there is a great proportion
of the former.” Perhaps I am wrong in think-
ing this an exhibition of remarkable reflection
and expression in a girl well under fifteen,
whether she had been at school or otherwise.
Mrs. Ware was always a wonderful letter-
writer, though, if we take her word for it, she
had little of her mother’s gift as a conversa-
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tionalist:/\\It 'seems_to) have been a life-long
habit to see the old year out and the new year
in, spending the quiet hours in writing letters to
her friends. In one of these anniversary let-
ters, written when she was fifteen, she says, “ I
defy anyone to tell from my appearance that
I have not everything to make me happy. I
have much and am happy. My little trials are
essential to my happiness.” In that last sen-
tence we have the entire woman. Her trials
were always, as she thought, essential to her
happiness.

On this principle, her next twelve years ought
to have been very happy, since they were suffi-
ciently full of tribulation. The two years fol-
lowing her mother’s death, passed in the lonely
home in Boston, were naturally depressing.
Besides, she was born for religion, and the ex-
perience through which she had passed had cre-
ated a great hunger in her soul,. Trinity
Church, into which she had been baptized, had
not yet passed through the hands of Phillips
Brooks, and its ministrations, admirable as they
are for the ordinary child, were inadequate for
the wants of a thoughtful girl like Mary Pick-
ard. The final effect was, she says, to throw
her more upon herself and to compel her to
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seek, “ by/reading, meditation and prayer, to
find that knowledge and stimulus to virtue
which I failed to find in the ministrations of
the Sabbath.”

At this critical period, she returned to the
school at Hingham, which she had left two years
before, and there, in the Third Church, then
presided over by Rev. Henry Colman, one of
the fathers of the Unitarian heresy, she found
peace and satisfaction to her spirit. Ten years
later, she spent a week in Hingham, visiting
friends and reviving, as she says, the memory
of the “first awakening of my mind to high
and holy thoughts and resolves.” The crisis
which, elsewhere, we read of at the age of ten,
was a subordinate affair. This Hingham ex-
perience, at the age of sixteen, was really the
moral event in her history.

As hers was a type of religion,— she would
have said ¢ piety ”,—a blend of reason and
sentiment, peculiar to the Unitarianism of that
generation, hardly to be found in any household
of faith to-day, we must let her disclose her
inner consciousness. One Saturday morning,
she writes a long letter to one of her teachers
saying that she feels it a duty and a privilege
“to be a member of the Church of Christ,”
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but she'fedrs 'she"doés' not 'understand what the
relation implies, and says, *“ Tell me if you
should consider it a violation of the sacredness
of the institution, to think I might with im-
punity be a member of it. I am well aware of
the condemnation denounced on those who par-
take unworthily.” She refers to the Lord’s
Supper. It is to be hoped that her teacher
knew enough to give the simple explanation of
that dark saying of the apostle about eating
unworthily. At all events, she connected her-
self with the church, received the communion,
and was very happy. * From the moment I
had decided what to do, not a feeling arose
which I could wish to suppress; conscious of
pure motives, all within was calm, and I won-
dered how I could for a moment hesitate. They
were feelings I never before experienced, and
for once I realized that it is only when we are
at peace with ourselves that we can enjoy true
happiness. . . . I could not sleep, and
actually laid awake all night out of pure hap-
piness.”

After a few months, sooner than she expected,
she returns to Boston and sits under the minis-
trations of Dr. Channing, to her an object of
veneration. She writes that her heart is too
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full for utterance:O% It will mot surprise you
that Mr. Channing’s sermons are the cause; but
no account that I could give could convey any
idea of them. You have heard some of the same
class; they so entirely absorb the feelings as to
render the mind incapable of action, and con-
sequently leave on the memory at times no dis-
tinct impression.” I should like to quote all
she says of Channing, both as a revelation of
him, and of herself. She heard him read the
psalm, “ What shall I render unto God for all
his mercies?” and says, *“ The ascription of
praise which followed was more truly sublime
than anything I ever heard or read.” It must
have been an event,—it certainly was for
her,—to listen to one of Dr. Channing’s
prayers: “It seems often to me, while in the
hour of prayer I give myself up to the thought
of heaven, as though I had in reality left the
world, and was enjoying what is promised to
the Christian. I fear, however, these feelings
are too often delusive; we substitute the love of
holiness for the actual possession.”

There her sanity comes in to check her emo-
tionalism. She is reflecting upon another ex-
perience with Dr. Channing when she comes
very, near making a criticism upon him. She
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tells us,that| she,does not-ymean him; he is ex-
cepted from these remarks, but she says,
“ There are few occasions which will authorize
a minister to excite the feelings of an audience
in a very great degree, and none which can
make it allowable for him to rest in mere ex-
citement.” To complete the portraiture of
her soul, I will take a passage from a letter
written at the age of twenty-five, when death has
at last stripped her of all her family, “ I believe
that all events that befall us are exactly such as
are best adapted to improve us; and I find in a
perfect confidence in the wisdom and love which I
know directs them, a source of peace which no
other thing can give; and in the difficulty which
I find in acting upon this belief I see a weak-
ness of nature, which those very trials are de-
signed to assist us in overcoming, and which
trial alone can conquer.”

Mary Pickards were not common even in that
generation, but this creed was then common,
and this blend of reason and religious feeling,
fearlessly called * piety,” was characteristic of
Channing, her teacher, and of Henry Ware,
afterward her husband. It was the real
“ Channing Unitarianism.” Pity there is no
more of it.
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Mary was sixteenyears, old,—to be exact,
sixteen and a half; the serene and beautiful
faith of Channing had done its perfect work
upon her; and she was now ready for whatever
fate, or as she would have said, Providence,
might choose to send. It sent the business fail-
ure of Mr. Pickard, in which not only his own
fortune was swept away but also the estate of
Mr. Lovell was involved. Upon the knowledge
of this disaster, Mary wrote a cheerful letter,
in which she said: I should be sorry to think
you consider me so weak as to bend under a
change of fortune to which all are liable.”
Certainly she will not bend, but she is obliged
to quit school and return to the shattered home.

Before the summer was over, her grandfather,
Mr. Lovell, died; whether the end was hastened
by the financial embarrassments in which Mr.
Pickard had involved him, is not said. Mrs.
Lovell, the grandmother, followed her husband
in two years,— for Mary, two years of assidu-
ous nursing and tender care. Perhaps one sen-
tence from a letter at this time will assist us
in picturing her in this exacting service. She
says that she is leading a monotonous existence,
that her animal spirits are not sufficient for both
duty and solitude, “And when evening closes,
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and my beloved charge islaid-peacefully to rest,
excitement ceases, and I am thrown on myself
for pleasure.”

With the death of the grandmother, the
home was broken up, and Mary, trying to help
her father do a little business without capital,
went to New York city as his commercial agent.
Her letters to her father are “ almost exclusively
business letters,” and he on his part gives her
¢ directions for the sale and purchase, not only
of muslins and moreens, but also of skins, salt-
petre, and the like.”

Details of this period of her career are not
abundant in the Memoirs, and the death of her
father, in 1823, put an end to her business ap-
prenticeship.

Apparently, she was not entirely destitute.
At the time of his disaster, her father wrote,
“ As we calculated you would, after some time,
have enough to support yourself, without men-
tal or bodily exertion.” That is, presumably,
after the settlement of her grandfather’s estate.
As her biographer says, “ Every member of her
own family had gone, and she had smoothed
the passage of everyone.” But she had many
friends, and one is tempted to say, Pity she

[ 58]



MARYLOVELL WARE

could not''have! settled ‘down'in cozy quarters
and made herself comfortable.

Indeed she did make a fair start. She joined
a couple of friends, going abroad in search of
health, for a visit to England. She had rela-
tives on the Lovell side, in comfortable circum-
stances near London, and an aunt om her
father’s side, in the north of England, in
straightened circumstances. She resolved to
make the acquaintance of all these relatives.

The party arrived in Liverpool in April,
1824, and for a year and a half, during which
their headquarters were in London, Paris was
visited, Southern England and Wales were ex-
plored, and finally the Lovell relatives were
visited and found to have good hearts and open
arms. For these eighteen months, Mary Pick-
ard’s friends could have wished her no more de-
lightful existence. She had tea with Mrs. Bar-
bauld, heard Irving, then the famous London
preacher, and saw other interesting persons and
charming things in England. There is ma-
terial for a very interesting chapter upon this
delightful experience. It was followed by a
drama of misery and horror, in which she was
both spectator and actor, when young and old
died around her as if smitten by pestilence, and
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her own vigorous constitution was irreparably
broken.

This episode was vastly more interesting to
her than the pleasant commonplace of travel, and
much more in keeping with what seems to have
been her destiny. In the autumn of her second
year abroad, she went to discover her aunt, sis-
ter of Mr. Pickard, in Yorkshire. The writer
of the Memoirs says that this visit * forms the
most remarkable and in some respects the most
interesting and important chapter of her life.”
She found her aunt much better than she ex-
pected, nearly overpowered with joy to see her,
living in a little two story cottage of four rooms,
which far exceeded anything she ever saw for
neatness. 'The village bore the peculiarly Eng-
lish name of Osmotherly, and was the most prim-
itive place she had ever been in. The inhabi-
tants were all of one class and that the poorer
class of laborers, ignorant as possible, but simple
and sociable. Terrible to relate, smallpox, ty-
phus fever, and whooping cough were at that
moment epidemic in that village.

It will be impossible to put the situation be-
fore us more briefly than by quoting a passage
from one of her letters: “My aunt’s two
daughters are married and live in this village;
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one of them, with three children, has a husband
at the point of death with a fever; his brother
died yesterday of smallpox, and two of her chil-
dren have the whooping-cough; added to this,
their whole dependence is upon their own exer-
tions, which are of course entirely stopped now.
« « « You may suppose, under such a state
of things, I shall find enough to do.”

The death of the husband, whom of course
Miss Pickard nursed through his illness, is re-
ported in the next letter, which contains also
this characteristic statement, ¢ It seems to me
that posts of difficulty are my appointed lot and
my element, for I do feel lighter and happier
when I have difficulties to overcome. Could you
look in upon me you would think it impossible
that I could be even tolerably comfortable, and
yet I am cheerful, and get along as easily as
possible, and am in truth happy.”

Evidently, all we can do with such a person
is to congratulate her over the most terrible ex-
periences. In a letter five days later, the baby
dies of whooping-cough, and in her arms; a
fortnight later, the mother dies of typhus fever;
within another month, two boys, now orphans,
are down with the same fever at once, and one

of them dies. In the space of eight weeks, she
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saw five persons)of cone) family buried, and four
of them she had nursed. By this time, the aunt
was ill, and Miss Pickard nursed her to con-
valescence.

This campaign had lasted three months, and
she left the scene of combat with a clear con-
science. She was allowed a breathing spell of
a month in which to visit some pleasant friends
and recuperate her strength, when we find her
back in Osmotherly again nursing her aunt. It
was the end of December and she was the only
servant in the house. Before this ordeal was
over, she was taken ill herself, and had to be put
to bed and nursed. In crossing a room, a cramp
took her; she fell on the floor, lay all night in
the cold, calling in vain for assistance. She did
not finally escape from these terrible scenes until
the end of January, five months from the time
she entered them,

Miss Pickard returned to Boston after an ab-
sence of about two yecars and a half, during
which time, as one of her friends wrote her,
“ You have passed such trying scenes, have so
narrowly escaped, and done more, much more,
than almost any body ever did before.” She
went away a dear school-girl friend and a
valued acquaintance; she was welcomed home as
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a martyr fit to/be canonized; and was received
as a conquering heroine.

In a letter dated from Gretna Green, where
so many run-away lovers have been made happy,
she playfully reflects upon the possibilities of her
visit, if only she had a lover, and concludes that
she “ must submit to single blessedness a little
longer.” Our sympathies would have been less
taxed if she had submitted to single blessedness
to the end. Why could .she not now be quiet,
let well enough alone, and make herself com-
fortable? Destiny had apparently ordered
things for her quite differently. One cannot
avoid his destiny, and it was her destiny to
marry, and marriage was to bring her great hap-
piness, tempered by great sorrows.

The man who was to share her happiness and
her sorrows was Rev. Henry Ware, Jr., then the
almost idolized minister of the Second Church,
in Boston. Mr. Ware was the son of another
Henry Ware, professor of theology at Harvard,
whose election to the chair of theology in 1806
opened the great Unitarian controversy. Two
sons of Professor Ware entered the ministry,
Henry and William, the latter the first Unitarian
minister settled in New York city. Rev. John
F. Ware, well remembered as pastor of Arling-
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ton St. Church in/Boston; was the son of Henry,
so that for more than half a century, the name
of Ware was a great factor in Unitarian his-
tory.

After Dr. Channing, Henry Ware was per-
haps the most popular preacher in any Boston
pulpit. One sermon preached by him on a New
Year’s eve, upon the Duty of Improvement, be-
came memorable. In spite of a violent snow
storm, the church was filled to overflowing,
a delegation coming from Cambridge. Of this
sermon, a hearer said: ‘ No words from mortal
lips ever affected me like those.” There was
a difference between Unitarian preaching then
and now. That famous sermon closed like
this: “I charge you, as in the presence of
God, who sces and will judge you,— in the name
of Jesus Christ, who beseeches you to come to
him and live,— by all your hopes of happiness
and life,—I charge you let not this gear die,
and leave you impenitent. Do not dare to utter
defiance in its decaying hours. But, in the still-
ness of its awful midnight, prostrate yourselves
penitently before your Maker; and let the morn-
ing sun rise upon you, thoughtful and serious
men.” One does not see how the so-called
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¢ Evangelicals’. could have quarreled with that
preaching.

Mr. Ware had been in his parish nine years,
his age was thirty-two, he was in the prime of
life, and at the climax of his power and his
popularity. Three years before, he had been
left a widower with three young children, one of
whom became Rev. John F. Ware. That these
two intensely religious natures, that of Mary
Pickard and that of Henry Ware, should have
been drawn together is not singular. In writ-
ing to his sister, Mr. Ware speaks tenderly of
his late wife and says, “ I have sought for the
best mother to her children, and the best I have
found.” Late in life, one of these children said,
¢ Surely God never gave a boy such a mother
or a man such a friend.”

Miss Pickard engaged to be a very docile
wife. ¢ Instead of the self-dependent self-gov-
erned being you have known me,” she writes to
a friend, “ I have learned to look to another for
guidance and happiness.” She is “ as happy as
mortal can be.” Indeed it was almost too much
for earth. “ It has made me,” she says, ¢ more
willing to leave the world and enjoy the happi-
ness of heaven than I ever thought I should be.
Strange that a thing from which of all others,
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I should haye expected the very opposite effect,
should have done this.”

The year following the marriage of these
saintly lovers,— one can call them nothing less,
— was one of exceeding happiness and of im-
mense activity to both. It is not said, but we
can see that each must have been a tonic to the
other. Considerate persons felt a scruple about
taking any of the time of their pastor’s wife.
¢ Mrs. Ware,” said one, *“ at home and abroad,
is the busiest woman of my acquaintance,” and
others felt that way. Before the year ended,
Mrs. Ware had a boy baby of her own to in-
crease her occupations and her happiness. It
lived a few bright years, long enough to become
a very attractive child and to give a severe
wrench to her heart when it left her. This ex-
perience scems to have a certain fitness in a life
in which every joy was to bring sorrow and
every sorrow, by sheer will, was to be turned to
joy.

Of Mr. Ware, it is said that this first year
“ was one of the most active and also, to all
human appearance, one of the most successful of
his ministry.” He put more work into his ser-
mons, gave increased attention to the details of
his parish, dclivered a course of lectures, and
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undertook other/ enterprizes; some) of which are
specified ; and, during a temporary absence of
Mrs. Ware, wrote her that he had hoped he had
turned over a new leaf, “ but by foolish degrees,
I have got back to all my accustomed careless-
ness and waste of powers, and am doing nothing
in proportion to what I ought to do.”

But man is mortal, and there is a limit to hu-
man endurance. Mr. Ware could not lash him-
sclf into greater activity; but he was in good
condition to be ill. In a journey from North-
ampton, he was prostrated by inflammation of
the lungs, with hemorrhages, and after several
weeks, Mrs. Ware, herself far from well, went
to him and finally brought him home. This
was the beginning of what became a very regular
annual experience. I met a lady who was
brought up on the Memoirs of Mary L. Ware,
and who briefly put what had impressed her
most, in this way: She said, “ It seemed as
though Mr. Ware was always going off on a
journey for his health, and that Mrs. Ware was
always going after him to bring him home”; if
we remember this statement, and add the fact
that these calls came more than once when Mrs.
Ware was on the sick list herself, we shall be
able greatly to shorten our history.
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This was the end of Mr: Ware’s parish work.
He was nursed through the winter and, in early
spring, Mrs. Ware left her baby and took her
invalid husband abroad, in pursuit of health,
spending a year and a half in England, Holland,
Switzerland, and Italy. It was, she afterward
said, the most trying period of her life. Mr.
Ware alternated between being fairly comforta-
ble and very miserable, so that these Memoirs say
“ He enjoyed much, but suffered more.” Still
the travels would be interesting if we had time
to follow them.

Near the close of the first year abroad, Mrs.
Woare’s second child was born in Rome, and, al-
though this was as she would have said, * provi-
dential,” never was a child less needed in a fam-
ily. Mrs. Ware had then two babies on her
hands, and of these, her invalid husband was the
greater care. In the following August, Mrs.
Ware arrived in Boston with her double charge,
and had the happiness to know that Mr. Ware
was somewhat better in health than when he left
home, a year and a half before.

His parish, during his absence, had been in
the care of a colleague, no other than the Rev.
Ralph Waldo Emerson. If you remember the
New Year’s Eve sermon of Mr. Ware, it will be
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evident that'he must have left behind him a very
conservative parish, and you will not be surprised
that in about four years, Mr. Emerson found his
chains intolerable.

~ Mr. Ware had been invited to a professorship
in the Harvard Divinity School, and it was to
this and not to his parish that he returned. For
the steady, one might say monotonous, duties
of his professorship, Mr. Ware’s health was
generally sufficient. The lecture room did not
exact the several hundred parish calls then de-
manded by a large city church, nor the exhaust-
ing effort which Mr. Ware and Dr. Channing
put into the delivery of a sermon; and the lec-
tures, once prepared, could be delivered and re-
delivered from year to year. Real leisure was
impossible to one of Mr. Ware’s temperament,
but here was a life of comparative leisure; and
for Mrs. Ware, who shared all the joys and sor-
rows of her husband, the twelve years that fol-
Jow brought a settled existence and very much
bhappiness. Neither her own health nor that of
her husband was ever very firm, and there was
always a great emptiness in the family purse,
but with Mrs. Ware, these were, as with Paul,
“light afflictions” which were but for a mo-
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ment, and she 'did_not’let them disturb her hap-
piness.

Impossible as it may seem, they contributed
to her happiness. She made them contribute to
it. She says in a letter of 1881, “ Of my win-
ter’s sickness I cannot write; it contained a long
life of enjoyment, and what I hoped would be
profitable thought and reflection.” She repeats
this statement to another correspondent, and
says, with apparent regret, that the illness did
not bring her “ to that cheerful willingness to
resign my life, after which I strove.” You can-
not send this woman any trial which she will not
welcome, because she wants to be made to want to
go to heaven, and she is as yet not quite ready
for it.

Mr. Ware has been dangerously ill, and of
course she could not spare herself for heaven
until he recovered, but this trial did something
quite as good for her: “ My husband’s danger
renewed the so oft repeated testimony that
strength is ever at hand for those who need it,
gave me another exercise of trust in that mighty
arm which can save to the uttermost, and in its
result is a new causc for gratitude to Him who
has so abundantly blessed me all the days of my
life.” It is good to sce what the old-fashioned
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doctrine that'God really is,'and is good, did for
one who actually believed.

That first baby, whom she left behind when
she went abroad with her invalid husband, died
in 1831 ; the mother fainted when the last breath
left the little body ; but this is the way she writes
of it: “I have always looked upon the death
of children rather as a subject of joy than sor-
row, and have been perplexed at seeing so many,
who would bear what seemed to me much harder
trials with firmness, so completely overwhelmed
by this, as is frequently the case.”

After that, one is almost ashamed to mention
the trifle that the income of this family was very
small. Mr. Ware, after 1834 Dr. Ware, held a
new professorship, the endowment of which was
yet mostly imaginary. The social demands took
no account of the family income ; the unexpected
guest always dropping in; at certain times, it is
said, “ shoals of visitors ”; and the larder always
a little scantily furnished. If one wants to
know how one ought to live under such circum-
stances, here is your shining example. ¢ There
were no apologies at that table,” we are told.
“If unexpected guests were not always filled,
they were never annoyed, nor suffered to think
much about it.” I remember,” says a guest,
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¢ the wonder I'felt' at“her‘humility and dignity
in welcoming to her table on some occasion a
troop of accidental guests, when she had almost
nothing to offer but her hospitality. The ab-
sence of all apologies and of all mortification,
the ease and cheerfulness of the conversation,
which became the only feast, gave me a lesson
never forgotten, although never learned.”

The problem of dress was as simple to Mrs.
Ware as was the entertainment of her guests.
¢ As to her attire,” says an intimate friend, ¢ we
should say no one thought of it at all, because of
its simplicity, and because of her ease of man-
ners and dignity of character. Yet the impres-
sion is qualified, though in one view confirmed,
by hearing that, in a new place of residence,
so plain was her appearance on all occasions, the
villagers suspected her of reserving her fine
clothes for some better class.” There are
those who might consider these circumstances,
very sore privations. What Mrs. Ware says
of them is, “I have not & word of complaint
to make. We are far better provided for than
is necessary to our happiness.” I am persuaded
that this is an immensely wholesome example and
that more of this kind of woman is needed to
mother the children of our generation. In a
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letter to one of'her'daughters, she' says she has
great sympathy with the struggles of young
people, that she had struggles too and learned
her lessons young, that she found very early in
life that her own position was not in the least
affected by these externals, “ I soon began to
look upon my oft-turned dress with something
like pride, certainly with great complacency;
and to see in that and all other marks of my
mother’s prudence and consistency, only so many.
proofs of her dignity and self-respect,— the
dignity and self-respect which grew out of her
Jjust estimate of the true and the right in her-
self and in the world.”

We have seen enough of this woman to dis-
cover that she could not be made unhappy, and
also to discover why. It was because her na-
ture was so large and strong and fine. Some-
times she thinks Dr. Ware would be better and
happier in a parish, ¢ But I have no care about
the future other than that which one must have,
—a desire to fulfil the duties which it may
bring.” Surely that is being,

¢ Self-poised and independent still
On this world’s varying good or ill.”

In 1842, Dr. Ware’s health became so much
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impaired/that 'Mrs. ‘Ware/entertains an unful-
filled desire. It is to get away from Cambridge,
which had become so dear to them all. “I
scruple not to say that a ten-foot house, and
bread and water diet, with a sense of rest to him,
would be a luxury.” The family removed to
Framingham, where Dr. Ware died, a year later.
Whatever tribulations might be in store for Mrs.
Ware, anxiety on his account was not to be one
of them.

Death came on Friday; on Sunday, Mrs.
Ware attended church with all her family, and
the occasion must have been more trying for the
minister who preached to her than for herself.
A short service was held that Sunday evening at
six, and ¢ Then,” she says, ¢ John and I brought
dear father’s body to Cambridge in our own
carriage; we could not feel willing to let stran-
gers do anything in connection with him which
we could do ourselves.” Think of that dark,
silent lonely ride from Framingham to Cam-
bridge! But here was a woman who did not
spare herself, and did not ask what somebody
would think of her doings.

After this event, the Memoirs tell us that a
gentleman in Milton gave her a very earnest in-
vitation to go there and take the instruction of
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three little children in’connection-with her own.
In this occupation she spent six years of great
outward comfort and usefulness. There is much
in these years, or in the letters of these years, of
great interest and moral beauty. Even with
young children to leave, she speaks of death as
serenely as she would of going to Boston. “I
do not feel that I am essential to my children. I
do not feel that I am competent to train them.”

Of her last illness, one of her children wrote,
“ Never did a sick room have less of the odor
of sickness than that. It was the brightest spot
on earth.” “ Come with a smile,” she said to a
friend whom she had summoned for a last fare-
well, and so went this remarkable and exception-
ally noble woman.
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In the second quarter of the nineteenth century,
few names in American literature were more con-
spicuous than that of Lydia Maria Child, and
among those few, if we except that of Miss
Sedgwick, there was certainly no woman’s name.
Speaking with that studied reserve which be-
came its dignity, the North American Reciew
said of her: “ We are not sure that any woman
of our country could outrank Mrs. Child. This
lady has been before the public as an author
with much success. And she well deserves it,
for in all her works, nothing can be found which
does not commend itself by its tone of healthy
morality and good sense. Few female writers
if any have done more or better things for our
literatare in the lighter or graver departments.”

Mrs. Child began her literary career in 1824
with “ Hobomok, a Tale of Early Times,” and
she closed it with a volume of biography, en-
titled “ Good Wives,” in 1871. Between these
two dates, covering forty-seven years, her publi-
cations extended to more than thirty titles, and
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include, stories, poems, biographies, studies in
history, in household economics, in politics, and
in religion. * Her books,” says Col. Higginson,
“ never seemed to repeat each other and belonged
to almost as many different departments as there
are volumes”; and while writing so much, he
adds, ¢ she wrote better than most of her con-
temporaries.”

If she had not done many things so well, she
would still have the distinction of having done
several things the first time they were ever done
at all. It has been claimed that she edited the
first American magazine for children, wrote the
first novel of puritan times, published the first
American Anti-Slavery book, and compiled the
first treatise upon what is now known as * Com-
parative Religions,” a science not then named,
but now a department in every school of the-
ology.

Mrs. Child’s maiden name was Francis, and
under that name she won her first fame. She
was born in Medford, Mass., Feb. 11, 1802.
Her father, Convers Francis, is said to have been
a worthy and substantial citizen, a baker by
trade, and the author of the ¢ Medford Crack-
ers,” in their day second only in popularity to
“ Medford Rum.” He was a man of strong
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character)//great [industry,) uncommon love of
reading, zealous anti-slavery convictions, gener- -
ous and hospitable. All these traits were re-
peated in his famous daughter. It was the cus-
tom of Mr. Francis, on the evening before
Thanksgiving to gather in his dependents and
humble friends to the number of twenty or
thirty, and feast them on chicken pie, dough-
nuts and other edibles, sending them home with
provisions for a further festival, including
“ turnovers  for the children. Col. Higginson,
who had the incident from Mrs. Child, intimates
that in this experience she may have discovered
how much more blessed it is to give than to re-
ceive. Certainly, in later life, she believed and
practiced this doctrine like a devotee.

Mrs. Child began to climb the hill of knowl-
edge under the instruction of a maiden lady
known as “ Ma’am Betty,” who kept school in
her bedroom which was never in order, drank
from the nose of her tea-kettle, chewed tobacco
and much of it, and was shy to a degree said
to have been * supernatural,” but she knew the
way to the hearts of children, who were very
fond of her and regularly carried her a Sunday
dinner. After “ Ma’am Betty,” Mrs. Child at-

[81]



DAUGHTERS OF THE PURITANS

tended/the publicischoolsiin Medford and had a
year at a Medford private seminary.

These opportunities for education were cut off
at the age of twelve apparently by some change
in the family fortunes which compelled the re-
moval of Maria to Norridgewock, Maine, on the
borders of the great northern wilderness, where
a married sister was living. An influence to
which she gave chief credit for her intellectual
development and which was not wholly cut off by
this removal was that of Convers Francis,
her favorite brother, next older than herself,
afterward minister in Watertown, and professor
in the Divinity School of Harvard University.
In later life, Dr. Francis was an encyclopedia
of information and scholarship, very liberal in
his views for the time. Theodore Parker used to
head pages in his journal with, “ Questions to
ask Dr. Francis.”

Dr. Francis began to prepare for college when
Mrs. Child was nine years old. Naturally the
little girl wanted to read the books which her
brother read, and sometimes he seems to have
instructed her and sometimes he tantalized her,
but always he stimulated her. Years afterward
she wrote him gratefully, “ To your early in-
fluence, by conversation, letters, and example I
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owe it that'my busy energies took a literary di-
rection at all.”

Norridgewock, her home from her twelfth to
her eighteenth year, was and is a very pretty
country village, at that era the residence of some
very cultivated families, but hardly an educa-
tional center. As we hear nothing of schools
either there or elsewhere we are led to suppose
that this twelve year old girl had finished her edu-
cation. If she lacked opportunities for culture,
she carried with her a desire for it, which is half
the battle, and she had the intellectual stimulus of
letters from her brother then in college, who
seems to have presided over her reading. What
we know of her life at this period is told in her
letters to this brother.

The first of these letters which the editors let
us see was written at the age of fifteen. “I
have,” she says, “ been busily engaged reading .
Paradise Lost. Homer hurricd me along with
rapid impetuosity; every passion that he por-
trayed I felt; I loved, hated, and resented just
as he inspired me. But when I read Milton I
felt elevated  above this visible, diurnal sphere.’
I could not but admire such astonishing grand-
eur of description, such heavenly sublimity of
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style.// Much/asI admire Milton, I must con-
fess that Homer is a much greater favorite.”

It is not strange that a studious brother in
college would take interest in a sister who at
the age of fifteen could write him with so much
intelligence and enthusiasm of her reading.
The next letter is two years later when she has
been reading Scott. She likes Meg Merrilies,
Dina Vernon, Annot Lyle, and Helen Mac
Gregor. She hopes she may yet read Virgil in
his own tongue, and adds, “ I usually spend an
hour after I retire for the night in reading Gib-
bon’s Roman Empire. The pomp of his style at
first displeased me, but I think him an able his-
torian.”

This is from a girl of seventeen living on the
edge of the northern wilderness, and she is also
reading Shakspere. “ What a vigorous grasp
of intellect,” she says, ¢ what a glow of imagina-
tion he must have possessed, but when his fancy
drops a little, how apt he is to make low attempts
at wit, and introduce a forced play upon words.”
She is also reading the Spectator, and does not
think Addison so good a writer as Johnson,
though a more polished one.

What she was doing with her ever busy hands
during this period we are not told, but her in-
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tellectual life ran on in these ‘channels until she
reaches the age of eighteen, when she is en-
gaged to teach a school in Gardiner, Maine, an
event which makes her very happy. “I cannot
talk about books,” she writes, *“ nor anything
else until I tell you the good news, that I leave
Norridgewock as soon as the travelling is toler-
able and take a school in Gardiner.” It is the
terrible month of March, for country roads in
the far north, “ the saddest of the year.” She
wishes her brother were as happy as she is,
though, “ All T expect is that, if I am industri-
ous and prudent, I shall be independent.”

At the conclusion of her school, she took up
her residence with her brother in Watertown,
Mass., where one year before, he had been set-
tled as minister of the first parish. Here a new
career opened before her. Whittier says that in
her Norridgewock period, when she first read
Waverly at the house of her physician, she laid
down the book in great excitement, exclaiming,
“ Why cannot I write a novel?” Apparently,
she did not undertake the enterprise for two
years or more. In 1824, one Sunday after
morning service, in her brother’s study, she read
an article in the North American Review, in
which it was pointed out that there were great
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possibilitics’ .of 'romance inlearly American his-
tory. Before the afternoon service, she had
written the first chapter of a novel which was
published anonymously the same year, under the
title of * Hobomok : a Tale of Early Times.”

A scarch through half a dozen Antique Book
stores in Boston for a copy of this timid literary
venture I have found to be fruitless, except for
the information that there is sometimes a stray
copy in stock, and that its present value is about
three dollars. It is sufficient distinction that it
was the first attempt to extract a romantic cle-
ment from early New England history, Its
reception by the public was flattering to a young
author., The DBoston Athensum sent her a
ticket granting the privileges of its library., 8o
great and perhaps unexpected had been its sue-
cess that for several years, Mrs. Child’s books
bore the signature, “ By the author of Hobo-
mok.” Even “ The Frugal Housewife” was
“ By the author of Hobomok.”

In 1825, the author of Hobomok published her
second novel, entitled, * The Rebels: a Tale of
the Revolution.” It is a volume of about 300
pages, and is still very readable. It ran rapidly
through several editions, and very much in-
creased the reputation of the author of Hobo-
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mok. The work |contains/ an imaginary speech
of James Otis, in which it is said, “ England
might as well dam up the Nile with bulrushes as
to fetter the step of Freedom, more proud and
firm in this youthful land than where she treads
the sequestred glens of Scotland or couches her-
self among the magnificent mountains of Swit-
zerland.” This supposed speech of Otis soon
found its way into the School Readers of the
day, as a genuine utterance of the Revolutionary
patriot, and as such Col. Higginson says he
memorized and declaimed it, in his youth.

This literary success was achieved at the age
of twenty-three, and the same year Miss Francis
opened a private school in Watertown, which she
continued three years, until her marriage gave
her other occupations. In 1826, she started The
Juvenile Miscellany, as already mentioned, said -
to be the first magazine expressly for children,
in this country. In it, first appeared many of
her charming stories afterward gathered up in
little volumes entitled, ¢ Flowers for Children.”

In 1828, she was married to Mr. David Lee
Child, then 84 years of age, eight years older
than herself. Whittier describes him as & young
and able lawyer, a member of the Massachusetts
legislature, and editor of the Massachusetis

[87]



DAUGHTERS OF THE PURITANS

Journal,,, Mr.: Child graduated at Harvard in
1817 in the class with George Bancroft, Caleb
Cushing, George B. Emerson, and Samuel J.
May. Between 1818 and 1824, he was in our
diplomatic service abroad under Hon. Alexander
Everett, at that time, Chargé d’Affaires in the
Netherlands. On his return to America, Mr.
Child studied law in Watertown where, at the
house of a mutual friend, he met Miss Lydia
Maria Francis. She herself reports this inter-
esting event under date of Dec. 2, 1824. “ Mr.
Child dined with us in Watertown. He pos-
sesses the rich fund of an intelligent traveller,
without the slightest tinge of a traveller’s van-
ity. Spoke of the tardy improvement of the
useful arts in Spain and Italy.,” Nearly two
months pass, when we have this record: ¢ Jan,
26, 1825. Saw Mr. Child at Mr. Curtis’s. He
is the most gallant man that has lived since the
sixteenth century and needs nothing but helmet,
shield, and chain-armor to make him a complete
knight of chivalry.” Not all the meetings are
recorded, for, some weeks later,  March 8,” we
have this entry,  One among the many delight-
ful evenings spent with Mr. Child. I do not
know which to admire most, the vigor of his
understanding or the ready sparkle of his wit.”

[ 88]



LYDIA MARIA CHILD

There can be no doubt) that she thoroughly
enjoyed these interviews, and we shall have to
discount the statement of any observer who
gathered a different impression. Mr. George
Ticknor Curtis, at whose home some of these in-
terviews took place, was a boy of twelve, and
may have taken the play of wit between the
parties too seriously. He says, “ At first Miss
Francis did not like Mr. Child. Their inter-
course was mostly banter and mutual criticism.
Observers said, ¢ Those two people will end in
marrying.” Miss Francis was not a beautiful
girl in the ordinary sense, but her complexion
was good, her eyes were bright, her mouth ex-
pressive and her teeth fine. She had a great
deal of wit, liked to use it, and did use it upon
Mr. Child who was a frequent visitor; but her
deportment was always maidenly and lady-like.”

The engagement happened in this wise. Mr.
Child had been admitted to the bar and had
opened an office in Boston. One evening about
nine o’clock he rode out to Watertown on horse-
back and called at the Curtises’ where Miss Fran-
cis then was. “My mother, who believed the
denouement had come,” says Mr. Curtis, * re-
tired to her chamber. Mr. Child pressed his suit
earnestly. Ten o’clock came, then eleven, then
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twelve. The, horse grew  impatient and Mr.
Child went out once or twice to pacify him, and
returned. At last, just as the clock was strik-
ing one, he went. Miss Francis rushed into my
mother’s room and told her she was engaged to
Mr. Child.”

There are indications in this communication
that Mr. Curtis did not himself greatly admire
Mr. Child and would not have married him, but
he concedes that, *“ Beyond all doubt, Mrs. Child
was perfectly happy in her relations with him,
through their long life.” After their marriage,
he says, they went to housekeeping in a * very
small house in Boston,” where Mr. Curtis, then
a youth of sixteen, visited them and partook of
a simple, frugal dinner which the lady cooked
and served with her own hands, and to which
Mr. Child returned from his office, * cheery and
breezy,” and we may hope the vivacity of the
host may have made up for the frugality of the
entertainment.

In “ Letters from New York,” written to the
Boston Courier, she speaks tenderly of her Bos-
ton home which she calls * Cottage-Place ” and
declares it the dearest spot on earth. I assume
it was this “ very small house ” where she began
her marricd life, where she dined the fastidious
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Mr. Curtis; and | where sheseems to have spent
eight or nine happy years. Her marriage
brought her great happiness. A friend says,
“ The domestic happiness of Mr. and Mrs. Child
seemed to me perfect. Their sympathies, their
admiration of all things good, and their hearty
hatred of all things mean and evil, were in entire
unison. Mr. Child shared his wife’s enthusiasms
and was very proud of her. Their affection,
never paraded, was always manifest.” After
Mr. Child’s death, Mrs. Child said, ‘I believe a
future life would be of small value to me, if I
were not united to him.”

Mr. Child was a man of fine intellect, with
studious tastes and habits, but there is too much
reason to believe that his genius did not lie in the
management of practical life. Details of busi-
ness were apparently out of his sphere. “It
was like cutting stones with a razor,” says one
who knew him. “He was a visionary,” says
another, “ who always saw a pot of gold at the
foot of the rainbow.” This was a kind of de-
fect which, though it cost her dear, Mrs. Child,
of all persons, could most easily forgive. One
great success he achieved: that was in winning
and keeping the heart of :Mrs. Child. Their
married life seems to have been one long honey-
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moon; 6 I| always depended,” she says, * upon
his richly stored mind, which was able and ready
to furnish needed information on any subject.
He was my walking dictionary of many lan-
guages, and my universal encyclopedia. In his
old age, he was as affectionate and devoted as
when the lover of my youth; nay, he manifested
even more tenderness. He was often singing,

¢ There’s nothing half so sweet in life
As love’s old dream.’

~ Very often, when he passed me, he would lay his
hand softly on my head and murmur ¢ Carum
Caput’ . . . He never would see anything
but the bright side of my character. He al-
ways insisted upon thinking that whatever I
said was the wisest and whatever I did was the
best.”

In the anti-slavery conflict, Mr. Child’s name
was among the earliest, and at the beginning of
the controversy, few were more prominent. In
1832, he published in Boston a series of articles
upon slavery and the slave-trade; in 1836, an-
other series upon the same subject, in Phila-
delphia; in 1837, an elaborate memoir upon the
subject for an anti-slavery society in France,
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and an ableVarticleCinl aLondon Review. 1t is
said that the speeches of John Quincy Adams
in Congress were greatly indebted to the writ-
ings of Mr. Child, both for facts and argu-
ments.

Such, briefly, is the man with whom Mrs.
Child is to spend forty-five years of her useful
and happy life. In 1829, the year after her
marriage, she put her twelve months of experi-
ence and reflection into a book entitled, * The
Frugal Housewife.” “No false pride,” she
says, “ or foolish ambition to appear as well as
others, should induce a person to live a cent be-
yond the income of which he is assured.”  We
shall never be free from embarrassment until we
cease to be ashamed of industry and economy.”
“The earlier children are taught to turn their
faculties to some account the better for them
and for their parents.” ¢ A child of six years
is old enough to be made useful and should be
taught to consider every day lost in which some
little thing has not been done to assist others.”
We are told that a child can be taught to braid
straw for his hats or to make feather fans; the
objection to which would be that a modern
mother would not let a child wear that kind of
hat nor carry the fan.
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The following| will'be interesting if not valu-
able: * Cheap as stockings are, it is good econ-
omy to knit them; knit hose wear twice as long
as woven ; and they can be done at odd moments
of time which would not be otherwise employed.”
What an age that must have been when one had
time enough and to spare! Other suggestions
are quite as curious. 'The book is * dedicated to
those who are not ashamed of economy.” ¢ The
writer,” she says, ¢ has no apology to offer for
this little book of economical hints, except her
deep conviction that such a book is needed. In
this case, renown is out of the question; and
ridicule is a matter of indifference.”

Goethe made poems of his chagrins; Mrs.
Child in this instance utilized her privations and
forced economies to make a book ; and a wonder-
fully successful book it was. She was not wrong
in supposing it would meet a want. During
the next seven years, it went through twenty
editions, or three editions a year; in 1855, it had
reached its thirty-third edition, averaging little
short of one edition a year for thirty-six years.
Surely this was a result which made a year of
economical living in a * very small house » worth
while.

“The Frugal Housewife” was a true
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“ mother’s book;” . althoughOanother and later
volume was so named. “ The Mother’s Book
was nearly as successful as ¢ The Frugal House-
wife,” and went through eight American edi-
tions, twelve English, and one German. The
success of these books gave Mrs. Child a good
income, and she hardly needed to be the “ frugal
housewife ” she had been before.

A check soon came to her prosperity. In
18381, she met Garrison and, being inflammable,
caught fire from his anti-slavery zeal, and be-
came one of his earliest and staunchest disciples.
The free use of the Athenszum library which
had been graciously extended to her ten years
before, now enabled her to study the subject
of slavery in all its aspects, historical, legal,
theoretical, and practical and, in 1833, she em-
bodied the results of her investigations in a book
entitled, “ An Appeal in behalf of the class of
Americans called Africans.” The material is
chiefly drawn from Southern sources, the statute
books of Southern states, the columns of South-
ern newspapers, and the statements and opin-
ions of Southern public men. It is an effective
book to read even now when one is in a mood to
rose-color the old-time plantation life and
doubtful whether anything could be worse than
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the prescnt condition of the negro in the South.

The book had two kinds of effect. It brought
upon Mrs. Child the incontinent wrath of all
persons who, for any reason, thought that the
only thing to do with slavery was to let it alone.
“ A lawyer, afterward attorney-general,” a de-
scription that fits Caleb Cushing, is said to have
used tongs to throw the obnoxious book out of
the window ; the Athengum withdrew from Mrs.
Child the privileges of its library; former
friends dropped her acquaintance; Boston so-
cicty shut its doors upon her; the sale of her
books fell off; subscriptions to her Juwenile
Miscellany were discontinued ; and the magazine
died after a successful life of eight years; and
Mrs. Child found that she had ventured upon
a costly experiment. This consequence she had
anticipated and it had for her no terrors. 1
am fully aware,” she says in her preface, * of
the unpopularity of the task I have undertaken;
but though I expect ridicule, I do not fear it.
e« « .« Should it be the means of advancing
even one single hour the inevitable progress of
truth and justice, I would not exchange the con-
sciousness for all Rothschild’s wealth or Sir Wal-
ter’s fame.”

Of coursc a book of such cvident significance
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and power would have liad another effect ; by his
own acknowledgement, it brought Dr. Channing
into the anti-slavery crusade, and he published
a book upon slavery in 1835; it led Dr. John
G. Palfry, who had inherited a plantation in
Louisiana, to emancipate his slaves; and, as he
has more than once said, it changed the course
of Col. T. W. Higginson’s life and made him
an abolitionist. “ As it was the first anti-
slavery work ever printed in America in book
form, so,” says Col. Higginson, “ I have always
thought it the ablest.” Whittier says, “ It is
no exaggeration to say that no man or woman
at that period rendered more substantial service
to the cause of freedom, or made such a ¢ great
renunciation ’ in doing it.”

Turning from the real world, which was be-
coming too hard for her, Mrs. Child took refuge
in dreamland and wrote ¢ Philothea: a story of
Ancient Greece,” published in 1835. Critics
have objected that this delightful romance is
not an exact reproduction of Greek life, but is
Hamlet a reproduction of anything that ever
happened in Denmark, or Browning’s Saul of
anything that could have happened in Judea, a
thousand years before Christ? To Lowell,
Mrs. Child was and remained * Philothea.”
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Higginson gays that the lines in which Lowell
describes her in the “ Fable for Critics,” are
the one passage of pure poetry it contains, and
at the same time the most charming sketch ever
made of Mrs. Child.

¢ There comes Philothea, her face all aglow;

She has just been dividing some poor creature’s
woe,

And can’t tell which pleases her most — to re-
lieve

His want, or his story to hear and believe.

No doubt against many deep griefs she prevails,

For her ear is the refuge of destitute tales;

She knows well that silence is sorrow’s best food,

And that talking draws off from the heart its bad
blood.”

In 1836, Mr. Child went abroad to study the
Beet Sugar industry in France, Holland, and
Germany and, after an absence of a year and
a half, returned to engage in Beet Sugar Farm-
ing at Northampton, Mass. He received a sil-
ver medal for raw and refined sugar at the Ex-
hibition of the Massachusetts Charitable Me-
chanics Association in 1839, and a premium of
$100 from the Massachusetts Agricultural so-
cicty the same year. He published a well writ-
ten and cdifying book upon “ Beet Sugar,” giv-

[98]



LYDIA MARIA CHILD

ing the results of hisinvestigations and experi-
ments. It was an enterprise of great promise,
but has taken half a century, in this country,
to become a profitable industry.

Mrs. Child’s letters from 1838 to 1841 are
dated from Northampton, where she is assist-
ing to work out the “ Beet Sugar ” experiment.
It would have been a rather grinding experi-
ence to any one with less cheerfulness than Mrs,
Child. She writes, June 9, 1838, “ A month
elapsed before I stepped into the woods which
were all around me blooming with flowers. I
did not go to Mr. Dwight’s ordination, nor have
I yet been to meeting. He has been to see me
however, and though I left my work in the midst
and sat down with a dirty gown and hands some-
what grimmed, we were high in the blue in fif-
teen minutes.”” Mr. Dwight was Rev. John S.
Dwight, Brook Farmer, and editor of Dwight’s
Journal of Music.

Half of her published letters are addressed
to Mr. or Mrs. Francis G. Shaw, parents of Col.
Robert G. Shaw. Here is one in 1840, to Mr.
Shaw, after she had made a trip to Boston. It
will be interesting as presenting a new aspect of
Mrs. Child’s nature:  The only thing, except
meeting dear friends, that attracted me to Bos-
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ton was\the exhibitiomof statuary. . . . I
am ashamed to say how deeply I am charmed
with sculpture: ashamed because it seems like
- affectation in one who has had such limited op-
portunity to become acquainted with the arts.
I have a little figure of a caryatid which acts
upon my spirit like a magician’s spell. . . .
Many a time this hard summer, I have laid down
my dish-cloth or broom and gone to refresh my
spirit by gazing on it a few minutes. It speaks
to me. It says glorious things. In summer E
place flowers before it; and I have laid a gar-
land of acorns and amaranths at its feet. I da
love every little bit of real sculpture.”

Her other artistic passion was music, quite
out of her reach at this period; but happily,
she loved birds and flowers, both of which a
Beet Sugar Farm in the Connecticut Valley
made possiblee A family of swallows made
their nest in her woodshed, husband and wife
dividing the labors of construction, nursing,
and even of incubation, though the male bird
did not have the same skill and grace as the
lady, in placing his feet and wings. Mrs.
Child gives a pretty account of this incident in
a letter to one of her little friends, and says,
“It seems as if I could watch them forever.”
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Later, in one of her/letters to the Boston Cour-
ier, she gives a more complete account of the
episode. Her observations convinced her that
birds have to be taught to fly, as a child is *
taught to walk.

When birds and flowers went, she had the
autumn foliage, and she managed to say a new
thing about it: it is * color taking its fond and
bright farewell of form —like the imagina-
tion giving a deeper, richer, and warmer glow
to old familiar truths before the winter of ra-
tionalism comes and places trunk and branches
in naked outline against the cold, clear sky.”

Whether she had been living hitherto in a
¢ rent ”” we are not told, but in a letter of Febru-
ary 8, 1841, she informs us that she is about to.
move to a farm on which “is a sort of a
shanty with two rooms and a garret. We ex-
pect to whitewash it, build a new woodshed, and
live there next year. I shall keep no help, and
there will be room for David and me. I intend
to half bury it in flowers.”

There is nothing fascinating in sordid de-
tails, but Mrs. Child in the midst of sordid
details, is glorious. A month before this last
letter, her brother, Prof. Francis, had written
her apparently wishing her more congenial cir-
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cumstancesy we hiave only. her reply, from which
it appears her father is under her care. She
declines her brother’s sympathy, and wonders
that he can suppose “ the deadening drudgery
of the world ” can imprison a soul in its caverns.
¢ It is not merely an eloquent phrase,” she says,
“but a distinct truth that the outward has no
power over us but that which we voluntarily
give it. It is not I who drudge; it is merely
the case that contains me. I defy all the pow-
ers of earth and hell to make me scour floors
and feed pigs, if I choose meanwhile to be off
conversing with angels. . . . If I can in
quietude and cheerfulness forego my own
pleasures and relinquish my tastes, to admin-
ister to my father’s daily comfort, I seem to
those who live in shadows to be cooking food
and mixing medicines, but I am in fact making
divine works of art which will reveal to me their
fair proportions in the far eternity.” Besides
this consolation, she says, “ Another means of
keeping my soul fresh is my intense love of
nature. Another help, perhaps stronger than
either of the two, is domestic love.”

Her Northampton life was nearer an end
than she supposed when she wrote these letters;
she did not spend the next year in the little
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farm house \withy %/twoCrooms .and a garret”;
on May 27th, she dates a letter from New York
city, where she has gone reluctantly to edit the
Anti-Slavery Standard. She had been trans-
lated from the sphere of * cooking food and
mixing medicines” to congenial literary occu-
pations; she had, let us hope, a salary sufficient
for her urgent necessities; her home was in the
family of the eminent Quaker philanthropist,
Isaac T. Hopper, who received her as a daugh-
ter, and whose kindness she repaid by writing
his biography. However the venture might
come out, we would think her life could not well
be harder or less attractive than it had been,
drudging in a dilapidated farm house, and we
are glad she is well out of it. Strange to say,
she did not take our view of the situation. We
have already seen how independent she was of
external circumstances. In a letter referred
to, dated May 27, she chides a friend for
writing accounts of her outward life: * What
do I care whether you live in one room or six?
I want to know what your spirit is doing.
What are you thinking, feeling, and reading?
« « « My task here is irksome enough.
Your father will tell you that it was not zeal
for the cause, but love for my husband, which
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brought me hither; - But since it was necessary
for me to leave home to be earning somewhat,
I am thankful that my work is for the anti-
slavery cause. I have agreed to stay one
year. I hope I shall then be able to return to
my husband and rural home, which is humble
enough, yet very satisfactory to me. Should
the Standard be continued, and my editing
generally desired, perhaps I could make an ar-
rangement to send articles from Northampton.
At all events, I trust the weary separation from
my husband is not to last more than a year.
If T am to be away from him, I could not be
more happily situated than in Friend Hopper’s
family. They treat me the same as a daughter
and a sister.” i

The Anti-Slavery Standard was a new en-
terprise; its editorship was offered to Mr. and
Mrs. Childs jointly; Col. Higginson says that
Mr. Child declined because of ill health; another
authority, that he was still infatuated with his
Beet Sugar, of which Mrs. Child had had more
than enough; it appears from her letter that
neither of them dreamed of abandoning the
Sugar industry; if the enterprise was folly,
they were happily united in the folly.

However, of the two, the Anti-Slavery
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Standard was the|| more| successful enterprise,
and at the end of the two years, Mr. Child
closed out his Beet Sugar business and joined
Mrs. Child in editing the paper. Mrs. Child
edited the Standard eight years, six of which
were in conjunction with Mr. Child. They
were successful editors; they gave the Standard
a high literary character, and made it accept-
able to people of taste and culture who, what-
ever their sympathy with anti-slavery, were
often repelled by the unpolished manners of Mr.
Garrison’s paper, The Liberator.

Something of her life outside the Standard
office, something of the things she saw and
heard and enjoyed, during these eight years,
can be gathered from her occasional letters to
the Boston Courier. They are interesting
still; they will always be of interest to one who
cares to know old New York, as it was sixty
years ago, or from 1840 onward. That they
were appreciated then is evident from the fact
that, collected and published in two volumes in
1844, eleven editions were called for during the
next eight years. Col. Higginson considers .
these eight years in New York the most inter-
esting and satisfactory of Mrs. Child’s life.

Though we have room for few incidents of this
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period, there isione too charming to be omitted.
A friend went to a flower merchant on Broad-
way to buy a bunch of violets for Mrs. Child’s
birthday. Incidentally, the lady mentioned
Mrs. Child; she may have ordered the flowers
sent to her house. When the lady came to
pay for them, the florist said, “ I cannot take
pay for flowers intended for her. She is a
stranger to me, but she has given my wife and
children so many flowers in her writings, that
I will never take money of her.” Another
pretty incident is this: an unknown friend or
admirer always sent Mrs. Child the earliest
wild flowers of spring and the latest in autumn.

I have said that one of her passions was
music, which happily she now has opportunities
to gratify.  As for amusements,” she says,
 music is the only thing that excites me. . . .
I have a chronic insanity with regard to music.
It is the only Pegasus which now carries me far
up into the blue. Thank God for this blessing
of mine.” I should be glad if I had room for
her account of an evening under the weird spell
of Ole Bull. Her moral sense was keener than
her ssthetic, but her ssthetic sense was for
keener than that of the average mortal.
Sometimes she felt, as Paul would have said,
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“in a strait/betwixt)two >y in 1847 she writes
Mr. Francis G. Shaw: “ I am now wholly in the
dispensation of art, and therefore theologians
and reformers jar upon me.” Reformer as she
was and will be remembered, she was easily
drawn into the dispensation of art; and nature
was always with her, so much so that Col. Hig-
ginson says, “ She always seemed to be talking
radicalism in a greenhouse.”

Mr. and Mrs. Child retired from the Stand-
ard in 1849. Her next letters are dated from
Newton, Mass. Her father was living upon a
small place—a house and garden-—in the
neighboring town of Wayland, beautifully
situated, facing Sudbury Hill, with the broad
expanse of the river meadows between.
Thither Mrs. Child went to take care of him
from 1852 to 1856, when he died, leaving the
charming little home to her. There are many
traditions of her mode of life in Wayland, but
her own account is the best: ¢ In 1852, we made
our humble home in Wayland, Mass., where we
spent twenty-two pleasant years, entirely alone,
without any domestic, mutually serving each
other and depending upon each other for intel-
lectual companionship.” If the memory of
Wayland people is correct, Mr. Child was not
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with her miichi (duringthe four years that her
father lived. Her father was old and feeble and
Mr. Child had not the serene patience of his
wife. Life ran more easily when Mr. Child was
away. Whatever other period in the life of
Mrs. Child may have been the most satisfactory,
this must have been the most trying.

Under date of March 28, 1856, happily the
last year of this sort of widowhood, she writes:
¢ This winter has been the loneliest of my life.
If you knew my situation you would pronounce
it uncndurable. I should have thought so my-
sclf if I had had a foreshadowing of it a few
years ago. But the human mind can get accli-
mated to anything. What with constant occu-
pation and a happy consciousness of sustaining
and cheering my poor old father in his descent
to the grave, I am almost always in a state of
screne contentment. In summer, my once ex-
travagant love of beauty satisfies itself in
watching the birds, the insects, and the flowers in
my little patch of a garden.” She has no
room for her vases, engravings, and other
pretty things; she keeps them in a chest, and
she says. “ when birds and flowers are gone, I
sometimes take them out as a child does its
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playthings, and/sit |dowmn/in thecsunshine with
them, dreaming over them.”

We need not think of her spending much
time dreaming over her little hoard of artistic
treasures. Her real business in this world is
writing the history of all religions, or * The
Progress of Religious Ideas in Successive Ages.”
It was a work begun in New York, as early as
1848, finished in Wayland in 1855, published
in three large octavo volumes and, whatever its
merits or success, was the greatest literary
labor of her life.

Under date of July 14, 1848, she writes to
Dr. Francis: “ My book getsslowlyon. . . .
I am going to tell the plain, unvarnished truth,
as clearly as I can understand it, and let
Christians and Infidels, Orthodox and Unitari-
ans, Catholics, Protestants, and Swedenborgians
growl as they like. They will growl if they
notice it at all: for each will want his own
theory favored, and the only thing I have con-
scientiously aimed at is not to favor any theory
at all” She may have failed in scientific
method ; but here is a scientific spirit. “ In her
religious speculations,” says Whittier, * Mrs.
Child moved in the very van.” In Wayland, she
considered herself a parishioner of Dr. Edmund
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H. Sears; \whom|she/calls, * our minister,” but
she was somewhat in advance of Dr. Sears.
Her opinions were much nearer akin to those of
Theodore Parker. Only a Unitarian of that
type could perhaps at this early period have
conceived the history of religion as an evolution
of one and the same spiritual element  through
successive ages.”

She had not much time to dream over her
chest of artistic treasures when the assault of
Preston S. Brooks upon Senator Sumner called
her to battle of such force and point that Dr.
William H. Furness said, it was worth having
Sumner’s head broken.

When death released her from the care of her
father, she took ¢ Bleeding Kansas” under her
charge. She writes letters to the newspapers;
she sits up till eleven o’clock, “ stitching as fast
as my fingers could go,” making garments for
the Kansas immigrants; she “stirs up the
Wayland women to make garments for Kan-
sas ”’; she sends off Mr. Child to make speeches
for Kansas; and then she writes him in this
manner: “ How melancholy I felt when you
went off in the morning darkness. It seemed
as if everything about me was tumbling down;
as if I were never to have a nest and a mate any
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more.”  Surely/the rest)|of thisletter was not
written for us to read: “ Good, kind, mag-
nanimous soul, how I love you. How I long
to say over the old prayer again every night.
It almost made me cry to see how carefully
you had arranged everything for my comfort
before you went; so much kindling stuff split
up and the bricks piled up to protect my
flowers.” Here is love in a cottage. This life
is not all prosaic.

Old anti-slavery friends came to see her and
among them Charles Sumner, in 1857, spent a
couple of hours with her, and left his photo-
graph; she met Henry Wilson at the anti-slavery
fair and talked with him an *hour or so.”
Whittier says, ‘“Men like Charles Sumner,
Henry Wilson, Salmon P. Chase, and Governor
Andrew availed themselves of her foresight and
sound judgment of men and measures.”

When John Brown was wounded and taken
prisoner at Harper’s Ferry, nothing was more
in character for Mrs. Child than to offer her
services as his nurse. She wrote him under
cover of a letter to Gov. Wise, of Virginia.
The arrival of Mrs. Brown, made Mrs. Child’s
attendance unnecessary, but the incident led to
a lively correspondence between Mrs. Child and
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Gov. Wisey in)iwhichoMrsi) Senator Mason, of
Virginia, joined. Neither of her distinguished
correspondents possessed the literary skill of
Mrs. Child. The entire correspondence was
collected in a pamphlet of which 800,000 copies
were sold. On a visit to Whittier at Ames-
bury, a delegation from a Republican politi-
cal meeting called upon her, saying they
wanted to see the woman who  poured hot
shot into Gov. Wise.”

In 1863, after saying that she is * childish

enough to talk to the picture of a baby that is
being washed,” she writes her friend, Mrs.
Shaw, “ But you must not suppose that I live
for amusement. On the contrary I work like
a beaver the whole time. Just now I am mak-
ing a hood for a poor neighbor; last week I was
making flannels for the hospital; odd minutes
are filled up ravelling lint; every string that I
can get sight of I pull for poor Sambo. I
write to the T'ribune about him; I write to the
Transcript about him; I write to private indi-
viduals about him; and I write to the President
and members of Congress about him; I write to
Western Virginia and Missouri about him; and
I get the articles published too. This shows
what progress the cause of freedom is making.”
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Not everything went tocher mind however. If
we think there has been a falling from grace in
the public life of our generation, it may do us
good to read what she says in 1863 :  This war
has furnished many instances of individual no-
bility, but our national record is mean.”

In 1864, she published ¢ Looking Toward
Sunset,” a book designed to “ present old peo-
ple with something wholly cheerful.” The en-
tire edition was exhausted during the holiday
season; 4,000 copies were sold and more called
for. All her profits on the book, she devoted
to the freedmen, sending ‘$400 as a first in-
stalment. Not only that, but she prepared a
volume called “ The Freedman’s Book,” which
she printed at an expense of $600, and distrib-
uted among the freedmen 1200 copies at her
own cost. She once sent Wendell Phillips a
check of $100 for the freedmen, and when he
protested that it was more than she could af-
ford, she consented to * think it over.” The
next day, she made her contribution $200.
She contributed $20 a year to the American
Missionary Association toward the support of
a teacher for the freedmen, and $50 a year to
the Anti-Slavery Society. A lady wished,
through Mr. Phillips, to give Mrs. Child sev-

[ 118 ]



DAUGHTERS OF THE PURITANS

eral thousanddellars,for her comfort. Mrs.
Child declined the favor, but was persuaded to
accept it, and then scrupulously gave away the
cntire income in charity. It is evident she
might have made herself very comfortable, if
it had not given her so much more pleasure to
make someone else comfortable.

Her dress, as neat and clean as that of a
Quakeress, was quite as plain and far from the
latest style. A stranger meeting her in a stage
coach mistook her for a servant until she began
to talk. “ Who is that woman who dresses like
a peasant, and speaks like a scholar? ” he asked
on leaving the coach. Naturally, it was
thought Mrs. Child did not know how to
dress, or, more likely, did not care for pretty
things. “ You accuse me,” she writes to Miss
Lucy Osgood,  you accuse me of being indif-
ferent to externals, whereas the common charge
is that I think too much of beauty, and say too
much about it. I myself think it one of my
greatest weaknesses. A handsome man, woman
or child can always make a pack-horse of me.
My next neighbor’s little boy has me com-
pletely under his thumb, merely by virtue of
his beautiful eyes and sweet voice.” There
was one before her of whom it was said, ¢ He
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denied himself} and took upihis cross.” It was
also said of him, ¢ Though he was rich, yet for
our sakes he became poor.” He never had a
truer disciple than Mrs. Child.

Not that she ever talked of ¢ crosses.” ¢ But
why use the word sacrifice? ” she asks. I never
was conscious of any sacrifice.” What she
gained in moral discipline or a new life, she
says, was always worth more than the cost. She
used an envelope twice, Wendell Phillips says;
she never used a whole sheet of paper when half
of one would do; she outdid poverty in her
economies, and then gave money as if she had
thousands. I seldom have a passing wish for
enlarging my income except for the sake of
doing more for others. My wants are very few
and simple.”

In 1867, Mrs. Child published “ A Romance
of the Republic,” a pathetic story, but fas-
cinating, and admirably written; in 1878, ap-
peared a book of choice selections, entitled,
 Aspirations of the World ”’; and in 1871, a
volume of short biographies, entitled * Good
Wives,” and dedicated, to Mr. Child: “ To my
husband, this book is affectionately inscribed,
by one who, through every vicissitude, has
found in his kindness and worth, her purest
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happiness/and most (constant incentive to duty.”

Mr. Child died in 1874 at the age of eighty,
and Mrs. Child followed him in 1880, at the age
of seventy-eight. After her death, a small vol-
ume of her letters was published, of which the
reader will wish there were more. Less than a
month before her death, she wrote to a friend
a list of benevolent enterprises she has in mind
and says, ¢ Ob, it is such a luxury to be able to
give without being afraid. I try not to be
Quixotic, but I want to rain down blessings on
all the world, in token of thankfulness for the
blessings that have been rained down upon me.”

It is too late to make amends for omissions
in this paper, but it would be unjust to Mrs.
Child to forget her life-long devotion to the in-
terests of her own sex. In 1832, a year before
her * Appeal in behalf of that class of Ameri-
cans called Africans,”— eleven years before the
appearance of Margaret Fuller’s “ Woman in
the Nineteenth Century,” Mrs. Child published
“ A History of the Condition of Women in all
ages and nations,” showing her disposition to
begin every inquiry with a survey of the facts,
and also that the “ woman question” was the
first to awaken her interest. Her greatest con-
tribution to the advancement of women was

[ 116 ]



LYDIA MARIA CHILD

herself ; that is,/hér/own @chievements. To the
same purpose were her biographies of famous
women: “ Memoirs of Mme. de Stael and Mme.
Roland? in 1847, and sketches of * Good
Wives ? in 1871. Whittier says, she always be-
lieved in woman’s right to the ballot, as certain-
ly he did, calling it “ the greatest social reform
of the age.” In one letter to Senator Sumner,
she directly argues the question: “ I reduce the
argument,” she says, “ to very simple elements.
I pay taxes for property of my own earning,
and I do not believe in ¢ taxation without rep-
resentation.’” Again: “I am a human being
- and every human being has a right to a voice in
the laws which claim authority to tax him, to
imprison him, or to hang him.”

A light humor illuminates this argument.
Humor was one of her saving qualities which,
as Whittier says, “ kept her philanthropy free
from any taint of fanaticism.” It contributed
greatly to her cheerfulness. Of her fame, she
says playfully: “ In a literary point of view I
know I have only a local reputation, done in
water colors.”

Could anything have been better said than
this of the New England April or even May:
¢ What a misnomer in our climate to call this

[ 117 ]



DAUGHTERS OF THE PURITANS

season/Spring{ very much like calling Calvin-
ism religion.” Nothing could have been keener
than certain points scored in her reply to Mrs.
Senator Mason. Mrs. Mason, remembering
with approving conscience her own ministries
in the slave cabins caring for poor mothers
with young babies, asks Mrs. Child, in triumph,
if she goes among the poor to render such ser-
vices. Mrs. Child replies that she has never
known mothers under such circumstances to be
neglected, “and here at the North,” said she,
“ after we have helped the mothers, we do not
sell the babies.” After Gen. Grant’s election to
the Presidency, a procession with a band from
Boston, marched to her house and gave her a
serenade. She says that she joined in the hur-
rahs “like the strong-minded woman that I am.
The fact is, I forgot half the time whether I be-
longed to the stronger or weaker sex.”
Whether she belonged to the stronger or weaker
sex, is still something of a problem. Sensible
men would be willing to receive her, should
women ever refuse to acknowledge her.

Wendell Phillips paid her an appreciative
tribute, at her funeral. * There were,” he said,
“all the charms and graceful elements which
we call feminine, united with a masculine grasp
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and vigor; sound judgmentand great breadth;
large common sense and capacity for every-
day usefulness, endurance, foresight, strength,
and skill.” The address is given in full in the
volume of ¢ Letters.” There is also a fine
poem by Whittier for the same occasion:

¢ Than thine was never turned a fonder heart
To nature and to art;

Yet loving beauty, thou couldst pass it by,
And for the poor deny
Thyself . . .”

The volume contains a poetical tribute of an
earlier date, by Eliza Scudder, of which Mrs.
Child said, “ I never was so touched and pleased
by any tribute in my life. I cried over the
verses and I smiled over them.” I will close
this paper with Miss Scudder’s last stanza:

“ So apt to know, so wise to guide,
So tender to redress,—
O, friend with whom such charms abide,
How can I love thee less? ”
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The career of Dorothy Dix is a romance of
philanthropy which the world can ill afford to
forget. It has been said of her, and it is still
said, that she was  the most useful and dis-
tinguished woman America has yet produced.”
It is the opinion of Mr. Tiffany, her biog-
rapher, that as the founder of institutions of
mercy, she “has simply no peer in the annals
of Protestantism.” To find her parallel one
must go to the calendar of the Catholic saints,
— St. Theresa, of Spain, or Santa Chiara, of
Assisi, “Why then,” he asks, do the “ ma-
jority of the present generation know little or
nothing of so remarkable a story!” Till his bi-
ography appeared, it might have been answered
that the story had never been told; now, we
should have to say that, with a thousand de-
mands upon our time, it has not been read.
Dorothea Lynde Dix — born February 11,
1802 — was the daughter of Joseph Dix and
_granddaughter of the more eminent Dr. Elijah
Dix, of Worcester, later of Boston, Mass. Dr.
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Dix was/born/in(Watertown, Mass., in 1747.
At the age of seventeen, he became the office
boy of Dr. John Green, an eminent physician
in Worcester, Mass., and later, a student of
medicine. After five years, in 1770, he began
to practice as physician and surgeon in Wor-
cester where he formed a partnership with Dr.
Sylvester Gardner. It must have been a fav-
orable time for young doctors since in 1771, a
year after he began to practice, he married
Dorothy Lynde, of Charlestown, Mass., for
whom her little granddaughter was named.
Mrs. Dix seems to have been a woman of great
decision of character, and no less precision of
thought and action, two traits which reap-
peared conspicuously in our great philan-
thropist.

Certain qualities of Dr. Dix are also said to
have reappeared in his granddaughter. He
was self-reliant, aggressive, uncompromising,
public-spirited, and sturdily honest. To his
enterprise, Worcester owed its first shade trees,
planted by him, when shade trees were con-
sidered great folly, and also the Boston and
Worcester turnpike, when mud roads were
thought to be divinely appointed thorough-
fares. His integrity is shown by an incident
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which also/throws)light upon/the conditions of
a troubled period. His partner, Dr. Gardner,
made the grave mistake of taking the royal
side in the controversies that preceded the Revo-
lution, and Worcester became as hot for him as
Richmond or Charleston was for a Union man
in 1861. Dr. Gardner disappeared, leaving
his effects behind him. After the war, Dr. Dix
made a voyage to England and honorably set-
tled accounts with his former partner.

It was like the enterprising Dr. Dix that he
turned this creditable act to his financial advan-
tage. On his return to America he brought
with him a stock of medical books, surgical in-
struments, and chemical apparatus, and became
a dealer in physician’s supplies, while continu-
ing the practice of his profession. His busi-
ness prospering, in 1795 he removed to Boston
for a larger field, where he opened a drug store
near Faneuil Hall and established chemical
works in South Boston. Successful as physi-
cian, druggist and manufacturer, he soon had
money to invest. Maine, with its timber lands,
was the Eldorado of that era, and Dr. Dix
bought thousands of acres in its wilderness,
where Dixfield in the west, and Dixmont in the
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casty townships once owned by him, preserve I
name and memory.

The house of Dr. Dix in Boston, called t
“Dix Mansion,” was on Washington St., co
ner of Dix Place, then Orange Court. It hi
a large garden behind it, where originated t
Dix pear, once a favorite. Dr. Dix died
1809, when Dorothea was seven years ol
Young as she was, he was among the most viv
of her childhood memories and by far the ples
antest.  She scems to have been a favorite wi
him and it was his declight to take her in }
chaise on his rounds, talking playfully with h
and listening to her childish prattle.

Joscph Dix, the father of Dorothea, is
vaguo and shadowy memory. He seems
have had little of his father’s energy or go
wenne,  Unstable in many of his ways, he lived
wigratory life, “at various spots in Mai
New Hampshire, and Vermont, as well as
Woreester and Boston, Mass.” When Do
then wan born, he was living at Hampde
Maine, adjoining his father’s Dixmont prop
tiva, presumably as his father’s land age
tle probably tired of this occupation because
Interfered  with his  business. His busin
seeum to have been religion. e was a proli
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author of religious literature. | He was a philan-
thropist after his kind, giving his time without
stint to the writing of religious tracts, and
spending his money in publishing them, with
little benefit to the world and much detriment
to his family. In the stitching and pasting of
these tracts, the whole houschold were required
to assist and it was against this irksome task-
work that Dorothea, at the age of twelve, re-
belled, running away from Worcester, where
the family then lived, and finding a refuge with
her grandmother in Boston. Dorothea after-
wards educated her two brothers, one of whom
became a sea captain and the other a Boston
merchant. ’

Dorothea Dix was created by her Maker, but
she was given in a plastic state, first into the
hands of inexorable Madam Dix, and next into
those of the all-pitying Dr. Channing. Mad-
am Dix is described as a fine specimen of the
dignified, precise, conscientious New England
gentlewoman of her generation. Industry,
economy, and above all thoroughness were the
chief articles of her religion, and she instilled
these virtues into the mind of her granddaugh-
ter by the most vigorous discipline. A week
of solitary confinement was among the penal-
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ties inflicted upon (the) hapless child who had
failed to reach the standard of duty prescribed
for her. The standard, with Madam Dix, did
not differ from perfection discernibly. Mr.
Tiffany quotes a lady who in her girlhood, as a
special reward of merit, was allowed to make
an entire shirt under the supervision of Ma-
dam Dix. It was an experience never for-
gotten. No stitch in the entire garment could
be allowed to differ perceptibly from every
other, but the lady spoke of the ordeal with
enthusiastic gratitude, declaring that it had
been a life-long benefit to her to have been com-
pelled to do one piece of work thoroughly well.

“I never knew childhood,” Miss Dix said
pitifully in after life. Certainly with this ex-
acting grandmother, there can be no childhood
as it is understood to-day; but if Dorothea sub-
mits to the rigorous discipline enforced upon
her, she will make a woman of iron fibre who
will flinch from no hardship and will leave no
task undone. Happily she did submit to it.
The alternative would have been to return to
her, half-vagabond father. Too much discip-
line or too little was her destiny. She pre-
ferred to take the medicine in excess, and in the
end was grateful for it.
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Dorothea was/so/apt@ pupil @nd so ambitious
that, at the age of fourteen, she returned to
Worcester and opened a school for small
children, prudently lengthening the skirts and
sleeves of her dress to give dignity and impres-
siveness to her appearance. Half a century
later one of these pupils vividly recalled the
child-teacher, tall of her age, easily blushing,
at once beautiful and imposing in manner, but
inexorably strict in discipline.

Dorothea spent the next four years in Boston
in preparation for a more ambitious undertak-
ing and, in 1821 at the age of nineteen, she
opened a day school in Boston in a small house
belonging to Madam Dix. The school pros-
pered and gradually expanded into a day and
~ boarding school, for which the Dix mansion,
whither the school was removed, furnished con-
venient space. Madam Dix, enfeebled by age
and infirmities, laid down the scepter she had
wielded, and the premises passed virtually into
the hands of Dorothea. Thither came pupils
from “ the most prominent families in Boston »
and other Massachusetts towns, and even from
beyond the limits of the State. There also she
brought her brothers to be educated under her
care and started upon a business career.
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Hardly, had she started her school for the
rich and fortunate before, anticipating her vo-
cation as a philanthropist, she opened another
- for the poor and destitute. A letter is pre-
served in which she pleadingly asks the con-
scientious but perhaps stony Madam Dix for
the loft over the stable for this purpose. “ My
dear grandmother,” she begins, “ Had I the
saint-like eloquence of our minister, I would
employ it in explaining all the motives, and
dwelling on the good, the good to the poor, the
miserable, the idle, the ignorant, which would
follow your giving me permission to use the
barn chamber for a school-room for charitable
and religious purposes.”

The minister with saint-like eloquence was
Dr. Channing. The letter is valuable as show-
ing the source of the flame that had fired her
philanthropic soul. For the finer culture of
the heart she had passed from the hands of
Madam Dix to those of Dr. Channing. The
request for the room was granted and Mr. Tif-
fany tells us that ¢ The little barn-school
proved the nucleus out of which ycars later was
developed the beneficent work of the Warren
Street Chapel, from which as a centre spread
far and wide a new ideal of dealing with child-

[ 180 ]



DOROTHEA LYNDE DIX

hood. There'first/ was interest ' excited in the'
mind of Rev. Charles Barnard, a man of posi-
tive spiritual genius in charming and uplifting
the children of the poor and debased.”

Letters from Miss Dix at this period show
that she had a sensitive nature, easily wrought
upon, now inflamed to action and now melted to
tears. “You say that I weep easily. /I was
early taught to sorrow, to shed tears, and now,
when sudden joy lights up or unexpected
sorrow strikes my heart, I find it difficult
to repress the full and swelling tide of feel-
ing.” She is reading a book of poems and
weeping over it,—“paying my watery tribute
to the genius” of the poet. She longs for
similar talents that she “ might revel in the lux-
ury of those mental visions that must hourly
entrance a spirit that partakes less of earth
than heaven.” It will be remembered that her
father was religious even to folly. Here was
his child, only by judicious training, the stream
was turned into channels of wise beneficence.

With the management of two schools, the
supervision of the household, the care of two
younger brothers, and ministries to her grand-
mother already advanced in years, Miss Dix
was sufficiently occupied, but she found time to
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preparé &/'text-book Cupon /¥ Common Things,”
gathering the material as she wrote. This, her
first attempt at book-making, issued in 1824,
was kept in print forty-five years, and went to
* its sixtieth edition in 1869. It was followed
the next year by “ Hymns for Children” se-
lected and altered, and by a book of devotions
entitled, ‘ Evening Hours.” Lengthening
the day at both ends, “rising before the sun
and going to bed after midnight,” working
while others slept, gave time for these extra
tasks. Nature exacted her usual penalties. In
the third year of this arduous labor, threaten-
ings of lung troubles appeared which, however,
she defied even when “ in conducting her classes
she had to stand with one hand on a desk for
support, and the other pressed hard to her side
as though to repress a hard pain.” Mean-
while she wrote a bosom friend: * There is in
our nature a disposition to indulgence, a secret
desire to escape from labor, which unless hourly
combated will overcome the best faculties of
our minds and paralyse our most useful pow-
ers. . . . I have often entertained a dread
lest I should fall a victim to my besieger, and
that fear has saved me thus far.”

Besides the terror of lapsing into self-indul-
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gence, she was/'stimulated (to' activity by the
care of her brothers, for one of whom she seems
to have felt special anxiety: “ Oh, Annie,” she
writes, “if that child is good, I care not how
humble his pathway in life. It is for him my
soul is filled with bitterness when sickness wastes
me; it is because of him I dread to die.” Was
there no one to advise her that the best care
of her brother would be to care for herself, and
that if she would do more, she must first do less!
Where was Dr. Channing who, more than any
other, was responsible for her intemperate zeal!
It appears that Dr. Channing, * not without
solicitude,” as he writes her, was watching over
his eager disciple. “ Your infirm health,” he
says, “seems to darken your prospect of use-
fulness. But I believe your constitution will
yet be built up, if you will give it a fair chance.
You must learn to give up your plans of use-
fulness as much as those of gratification, to the
will of God.”

Miss Dix abandoned her school apparently
in 1827, after six years of service and at the
age of twenty-five. The following spring and
summer she spent as a governess in the family
of Dr. Channing at his summer home in Rhode
Island. Her duties were light and she lived
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much in''thellopen dir) 'devoting her leisure to
botany in which she was already “no mean
proficient,” and to ‘the marine life of the
beautiful region.” Very pretty letters were
exchanged between her and Dr. Channing at
the termination of the engagement. “ We will -
hear no more of thanks,” he wrote her, * but
your affection for us and our little ones we will
treasure among our most precious blessings.”
He invites her to renew the relations another
year, and so she did.

To avoid the rigors of a New England cli-
mate, Miss Dix, for some years, spent her win-
ters, now in Philadelphia, now in Alexandria,
Va., keeping herself busy with reading “of a
very multifarious kind,— poetry, science, biog-
raphy, and travels,— besides eking out the
scanty means she had laid by from her teaching
by writing stories and compiling floral albums
and books of devotion.” In 1827, she pub-
lished a volume of “Ten Short Stories for
Children ” which went to a second edition in
1832; in 1828, ¢ Meditations for Private
Hours,” which went through several editions;
in 1829, two little books,  The Garland of
Flora,” and ¢ The Pearl, a Christmas Gift.”
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Occasional brief/ engagements) in teaching are
also recorded in this period.

The winter of 1830, she spent with the Chan-
nings on the Island of St. Croix, in the West
Indies, in her old capacity as governess. A
daughter of Dr. Channing gives an interesting
account of the preceptress of whom, first and
last, she had seen so much~ She describes Miss
Dix as tall and dignified, very shy in manner,
strict and inflexible in discipline. “ From her
iron will, it was hopeless to appeal. I think she
was a very accomplished teacher, active and dili-
gent herself, very fond of natural history and
botany. She enjoyed long rambles, always
calling our attention to what was interesting in
the world around us. I hear that some of her
pupils speak of her as irascible. I have no such
remembrance. Fixed as fate we considered
her.”

Miss Dix returned from the West Indies in
the spring, very much improved in health, and
in the autumn, she reopened her school in the
Dix Mansion, with the same high ideals as be-
fore and with such improved methods as experi-
ence had suggested. Pupils came to her again
as of old and she soon had as many attendants
as her space permitted. A feature of the school
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was a\letter-box through (which passed a daily
mail between teacher and pupils and *large
bundles of child-letters of this period * are still
extant, preserved by Miss Dix with scrupulous
care to the end of life. It was a bright child
who wrote as follows: “ I thought I was doing
well until I read your letter, but when you said
that you were rousing to greater energy, all
my satisfaction vanished. For if you are not
satisfied in some measure with yourself and are
going to do more than you have done, I don’t
know what I shall do. You do not go to rest
until midnight and then you rise very early.”
The physician had administered too strong a
tonic for the little patient’s health.

A lady who, at the age of sixteen, attended
this school in 1838, writes of her eminent teacher
as follows: ¢ She fascinated me from the first,
as she had done many of my class before me.
Next to my mother, I thought her the meost
beautiful woman I had ever seen. She was in
the prime of her years, tall and of dignified
carriage, head finely shaped and set, with an
abundance of soft, wavy, brown hair. The
school continued in the full tide of success for
five years, during which time, by hard labor and
close economies, Miss Dix had saved enough to
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secure her fthe indépendence of a modest com-
petence.” This seems a great achievement, but
if one spends nothing for superfluities and does
most of his labor himself, he can lay by his
income, much or little. The appointments of
the school are said to have been very simple, a
long table serving as a desk for study, when
it was not in use for dinner. Only one assistant
is mentioned, who gave instruction -in French
and, perhaps, elementary Latin. Surely Miss
Dix could handle the rest herself. The merit
of the school was not in its elaborate appoint-
ments, but in the personal supervision of its
accomplished mistress. So the miracle was
wrought and at the age of thirty-three, Miss
Dix had achieved a modest competence.

“The undertaking had cost her her health once
before, and now it cost her her.health again.
The old symptoms, a troublesome cough, pain
in the side, and slight hemorrhages, returned .
and, having dragged her frail body through
the winter of 1836, Miss Dix reluctantly
closed her school in the spring and, in obedi-
ence to her physician, went to Europe for
rest, with the intention of spending the summer
in England, the autumn in France, and the win-
ter in Italy. Prostrated by the voyage, she was

[ 187 ]



DAUGHTERS OF THE PURITANS

carried to\a hoteloin Liverpool where she was
put to bed with the forlorn prospect of being
confined to her solitary room for an indefinite
period of convalescence. But again Dr. Chan-
ning befriended her. From him she had re-
ceived letters of introduction, one of which
brought to her side Mr. William Rathbone, a
wealthy merchant of Liverpool and a promi-
nent English Unitarian. Mr. and Mrs. Rath-
bone insisted upon taking her to their home, a
charming residence a few miles out of the city.
Thither she consented to go for a visit of a
few wecks, and there she remained, as an hon-
ored guest tenderly cared for, for eighteen
months. “To the end of her days,” says her
biographer, ¢ this period of eighteen months
stood out in her memory as the jubilee of her
life, the sunnicst, the most restful, and the ten-
derest to her affections of her whole earthly
experience.” She wrote a Boston friend, * You
must imagine me surrounded by every comfort,
sustained by cvery tenderness that can cheer,
blest in the continual kindness of the family
in which Providence has placed me,— 1 with
no claim but those of a common nature.” And
agnin, “ So completely am I adopted into the
circle of loving spirits that I sometimes forget
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I really am/not'to lconsider/the 'bonds transient
in their binding.”

She very much needed these friends and their
tender care. Nine months after her arrival, we
hear of occasional hemorrhages from which she
has been exempt for ten days, the pain in her
side less acute, and her physician has given her
permission to walk about her room. One would
think that her career was practically ended, but,
strange to say, the career which was to make her
famous had not yet begun. From this date,
her convalescence proceeded steadily, and she was
able to enjoy much in the delightful home and
refined social circle in which she found herself.
“ Your remark,” she writes a friend, * that I
probably enjoy more now in social intercourse
than I have ever before done is quite true. Cer-
tainly if I do not improve, it will be through
wilful self-neglect.” Apparently, she was hav-
ing a glimpse of a less prosiac existence than
the grinding routine of a boarding school.
Madam Dix died at the age of ninety-one, leav-
ing her granddaughter, still in Europe, a sub-
stantial legacy, which sensibly increased her lim-
ited resources and, when the time came for ac-
tion, left her free to carry out her great schemes
of benevolence without hampering personal anx-
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ieties. |\ It ought) to preserve the memory of
Madam Dix that she endowed a great philan-
thropist.

In the autumn of 1837, Miss Dix returned to
America, and avoiding the New England cli-
mate, spent the winter in Washington, D. C.,
and its neighborhood. Apparently, it was not
a wholly happy winter, chiefly because of her
vain and tender longings for the paradise she
had left across the sea. The Washington of
1837 seemed raw to her after the cultivated
English home she had discovered. I was not
conscious,” she writes a friend, * that so great
a trial was to meet my return from England till
the whole force of the contrast was laid before
me. . . . I may betoocraving of that rich
gift, the power of sharing with other minds.
I have drunk deeply, long, and Oh, how bliss-
fully, at this fountain in a foreign clime.
Hearts met hearts, minds joined with minds, and
what were the secondary trials of pain to the
enfeebled body when daily was administered the
soul’s medicine and food.” Surely, that Eng-
lish experience was one upon which not every
invalid from these shores could count, but when,
a few years later, Miss Dix returned to England
as a kind of angel of mercy, giving back much
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more than she had| ever received; the Rathbone
family must have been glad that they had be-
friended her in her obscurity and her need.

It was in 1841 at the age of thirty-nine that
the second chapter in the life of Miss Dix be-
gan. Note that she had as little thought that
she was beginning a great career as any one of
us that he will date all his future from some-
thing he has done or experienced to-day. It
happened that Dr. J. T. G. Nichols, so long the
beloved pastor of the Unitarian parish in Saco,
Maine, was then a student of Divinity at Cam-
bridge. . He had engaged to assist in & Sunday
School in the East Cambridge jail, and all the
women, twenty in number, had been assigned to
him. The experience of one session with his
class was enough to convince him that a young
man was very much out of place in that posi-
tion and that a woman, sensible if possible, but
a woman certainly, was necessary. His mother
advised him to consult Miss Dix. Not that her
health would permit her to take the class, but
she could advise. On hearing Mr. Nichols’
statement, Miss Dix deliberated a moment and
then said, “ I will take the class myself.” Mr.
Nichols protested that this was not to be thought
of, in the condition of her health, but we have
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heard'of 'her-iron -will:-*“/Fixed as fate we con-
sidered her,” said one of her pupils; and she
answered Mr. Nichols, “ I shall be there next
Sunday.”

This was the beginning. ¢ After the school
was over,” says Dr. Nichols, “ Miss Dix went
into the jail and found among the prisoners a
few insane persons with whom she talked. She
noticed that there was no stove in their rooms
and no means of proper warmth.” The date
was the twenty-cighth of March and the cli-
mate was New England, from which Miss Dix
had so often had to flce. “ The jailer said that
a fire for them was not needed, and would be
unsafe. Her repeated solicitations were without
success.” The jailer must have thought he was
dealing with a woman, not with destiny. * At
that time the court was in session at Fast Cam-
bridge, and she caused the case to be brought
before it.  Her request was granted. The cold
rooms were warmed. Thus was her great work
commenced.”

Such is Dr. Nichols® brief statement, but the
course of events did not run so smoothly as we
are led to suppose. The case had to be fought
through the newspapers as well as the court, and
here Miss Dix showed the generalship which she
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exhibited onmany|another hard,fought field.
She never went into battle single-handed. She
always managed to have at her side the best
gunners when the real battle began. In the
East Cambridge skirmish, she had Rev. Robert
C. Waterston, Dr. Samuel G. Howe, and Charles
. Sumner. Dr. Howe visited the jail and wrote
an account for the Boston Advertiser. When
this statement was disputed, as it was, Mr. Sum-
ner, who had accompanied Dr. Howe, confirmed
his account and added details of his own. He
said that the inmates * were cramped together in
rooms poorly ventilated and noisome with filth;”
that * in two cages or pens constructed of plank,
within the four stone walls of the same room ”
were confined, and had been for months, a raving
maniac and an interesting young woman whose
mind was so slightly obscured that it seemed
any moment as if the cloud would pass away;
that the whole prison echoed with the blas-
phemies of the poor old woman, while her young
and gentle fellow in suffering seemed to shrink
from her words as from blows;”? that the situa-
tion was hardly less horrid than that of “tying
the living to the dead.”
Where was Miss Dix during this controversy?
Why, she was preparing to investigate every jail
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and almshouse)'in)the)State of Massachusetts.
If this was the way the insane were treated in
the city of Cambridge, in a community distin-
guished for enlightenment and humanity, what
might not be going on in more backward and
less favored localities? Note-book in hand, go-
ing from city to city and from town to town,
Miss Dix devoted the two following years to
answering this question exhaustively. -

Having gathered her facts, she presented
them to the Legislature in a Memorial of thirty-
two octavo pages, the first of a series of seven-
tecn statements and appeals presented to the
legislatures -of different statcs, as far west as
Illinois and as far south as Louisiana. I shall
be obliged,” she said, “to speak with great
plainness and to reveal many things revolting
to the taste, and from which my woman’s nature
shrinks with peculiar scnsitiveness. . . . I
proceed, gentlemen, briefly to call your attention
to the present state of insane persons within
this Commonwealth, in cages, closets, cellars,
stalls, pens, chained, naked, beaten with rods and
lashed into obedience. . . . I give a few il-
lustrations but description fades before reality.”
If we could dismiss the subject by saying she re-
ports instance after instance where men and
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women were /confined)in the almshouses in Massa-
chusetts in such conditions of inhumanity and
neglect as no intelligent farmer would tolerate
for his swine, we could avoid some unpleasant de-
tails; but the statement would be ineffective
because it would seem incredible. At the alms-
house in Danvers, confined in a remote, low, out-
building, she found a young woman, once re-
spectable, industrious and worthy, whose mind
had been deranged by disappointments and
trials. “ There she stood,” says Miss Dix,
“ clinging to or beating upon the bars of her
caged apartment, the contracted size of which
afforded space only for increasing accumula-
tions of filth,—a foul spectacle; there she stood,
with naked arms, dishevelled hair, the unwashed
frame invested with fragments of unclean gar-
ments, the air so extremely offensive, though
ventilation was afforded on all sides but one,
that it was not possible to remain beyond a few
moments without retreating for recovery to the
outward air. Irritation of body, produced by
utter filth and exposure, incited her to the horrid
process of tearing off her skin by inches; her
neck and person were thus disfigured to hideous-
ness. . . . And who protects her,” Miss
Dix suggestively asks,  who protects her,— that
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worse than, Pariah| outcast;—from other wrongs
and blacker outrages!” This question had
more meaning for Miss Dix than we might sup-
pose, for at the almshouse in Worcester she had
found an insane Madonna and her babe: father
unknown.

Fair and beautiful Newton finds a place in this
chapter of dishonor, with a woman chained,
nearly nude, and filthy beyond measure: “ Sick,
horror-struck, and almost incapable of retreat-
ing, I gained the outward air.” A case in
Groton attained infamous celebrity, not because
the shame was without parallel but because the
overseers of the poor tried to discredit the state-
ments of Miss Dix. The fact was that she had
understated the case. Dr. Bell of the McLean
Asylum, confirmed her report and added details.
In an outbuilding at the almshouse, a young
man, slightly deranged but entirely inoffensive,
was confined by a heavy iron collar to which
was attached a chain six feet in length, the
limit of his possible movements. His hands were
fastened together by heavy clavises secured by
iron bolts, There was no window in his dun-
geon, but for ventilation there was an opening,

half the size of a sash, closed in cold weather by
a board shutter. From this cell, he had been
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taken to the/MelLean!(Asylam). where his irons
had been knocked off, his swollen limbs chafed
gently, and finding himself comfortable, he ex-
claimed, “ My good man, I must kiss you.”
He showed no violence, ate at the common table,
slept in the common bed-room, and seemed in
a fair way to recovery when, to save the ex-
pense of three dollars a week for his board and
care, the thrifty Groton officials took him away.
He could be boarded at the alms-house for noth-
ing, and, chained in an outbuilding, he would
not require any care.

We can follow Miss Dix in her career through
a dozen states of this Union, into the British
Provinces, to Scotland and England, thence
across to the Continent, without repeating these
details, if we bear in mind that such as we have
seen was the condition of the pauper insane at
that period. Her memorial was presented by
Dr. S. G. Howe, then happily a member of the
Legislature, and a bill was passed, not without
opposition, but finally passed, enlarging the
asylum at Worcester to accommodate two hun-
dred additional patients. The provision was in-
adequate, but a reform of old abuses had begun.
It was her first victory.

Grateful for what had been accomplished in
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‘\Massachusetts, Miss Dix turned to Rhode Island,
whose borders she had often approached and”
sometimes crossed in her investigations in the
adjoining state. Rhode Island was perhaps not
less civilized than her neighbor, but Rhode
Island furnished the prize case of horrors in the
mistreatment of insanity, a case which in a letter
introducing the discoverer, Mr. Thomas G. Haz~
ard said went beyond anything he supposed to
exist in the civilized world. The case was this:
Abraham Simmons, a man whose name ought to
go on the roll of martyrdom, was confined in the
town of Little Compton, in a cell seven feet
square, stone-built, stone-roofed, and stone-
floored, the entrance double-walled, double-
doored and double-locked, “ excluding both light
and fresh air, and without accommodation of
any description for warming and ventilation.®
When this dungeon was discovered, the walls
were covered by frost a half inch in thickness;
the bed was provided with two comfortables, both
wet and the outer one stifly frozen, or, as Miss
Dix puts it, “ only wet straw to lie upon and a
sheet of ice for his covering.” Lest two locks
should not be enough to hold this dangerous
man, his leg was tethered to the stone floor by
an ox-chain. “ My husband,” said the mis-
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tress, * in'‘winter, sometimes of a morning rakes
out half a bushel of frost, and yet he never
freezes; sometimes he screams dreadfully and
that is the reason we had the double wall and
two doors in place of one; his cries disturb us
in the house.” “ How long has he been here? ”
¢ Oh, above three years.” Nothing in the tra-
ditions of the Bastile could exceed these horrors,
and yet they were not the product of intentional
cruelty, but of unfathomable stupidity.
Disregarding the well-meant warnings of her
attendant that he would kill her, Miss Dix took
his hands, tried to warm them in her own, spoke
to him of liberty, care and kindness, and for
answer ‘ a tear stole over his hollow cheeks, but
no words answered my importunities.” Her
next step was to publish the terrible story in the
Providence Journal, not with a shriek, as might
have been expected and justified, but with the
affected coolness of a naturalist. With grim
humor, she headed her article, ¢ Astonishing Te-
nacity of Life,” as if it had only a scientific
interest for anybody. If you doubted the state-
ments, you might go and see for yourself:
“ Should any persons in this philanthropic age
be disposed from motives of curiosity to visit the
place, they may rest assured that travelling is
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_ considered/quite safein/that part of the country,
however improbable it may seem. The people
of that region profess the Christian religion,
and it is even said that they have adopted some
forms and ceremonies which they call worship.
It is not probable, however, that they address
themselves to poor Simmons’ God.” Their
prayers and his shrieks would make a strange
discord, she thinks, if they entered the ear of
the same deity.

Having reported her discoveries to the men
of science, she next appealed to the men of
wealth. Providence had at that date a multi-
millionaire, by the name of Butler; he left four
millions to his heirs. He had never been known
as a philanthropist; he did not himself suppose
that his heart was susceptible. It is said that
knowing persons smiled when they heard that
Miss Dix intended to appeal to him. Further,
it is said that Mr. Butler, at the interview, in-
geniously diverted the conversation from topics
that threatened to be serious. He apparently
had no thought of giving Miss Dix a penny.
At length she rose with the impressive dignity
so often noted by her pupils and said: * Mr.
Butler, I wish you to hear what I have to say.
I want to bring before you certain facts involv-
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ing terrible suffering to your fellow creatures all
around you,— suffering you can relieve. My
duty will end when I have done this, and with
you will rest all further responsibility.” Mr.
Butler heard her respectfully to the end, and
then asked, “ What do you want me to do?”
¢ Sir,” she said, “ I want you to give $50,000
toward the enlargement of the insane hospital in
this city.” ¢ Madam, I’ll do it,” he said, and
much more of his estate afterward went the same
way.

Three years of devoted study of the problems
of insanity, with limitless opportunities for per-
sonal observation, had given Miss Dix an expert
knowledge of the subject. She had conceived
what an insane asylum should be. Hitherto,
she had been content to enlarge upon founda-
tions already laid; now she would build an asy-
lum herself. She saw, we are told, that such
an institution as she conceived could not be built
by private benevolence, but must have behind
it a legislative appropriation. She chose New
Jersey as the field of her experiment. Quietly,
she entered the state and canvassed its jails and
almshouses, as she had those of Massachusetts
and Rhode Island. Next she digested her facts
in a Memorial to the Legislature. Then, with
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a political shrewdness for which she became cele-
brated, she selected the member, uniting a good
heart with a clear head and persistent will, into
whose hands it should be placed. Much of her
success is said to have been due to her political
sagacity, The superintendent of one of her asy-
lums said, “ She had an insight into character
that was truly marvellous; and I have never
known anyone, man or woman, who bore more
distinctly the mark of intellectuality.” Having
placed her Memorial in the hands of a skilful
tactician, she retired to a room appropriated to
her use by the courtesy of the House, where she
spent her time writing editorials for newspapers,
answering the questions of members, and hold-
ing receptions. “ You cannot imagine,” she
writes a friend, * the labor of conversing and
convincing. Some evenings I had at once twen-
ty gentlemen for three hours’ steady conversa-
tion.” After a campaign of two months the
bill establishing the New Jersey State Lunatic
Asylum was passed, and the necessary money
appropriated for its erection. She was always
partial to this first creation of her energy and
genius. She called it ‘her first child, and
there, forty-five years later, she returned to pass
the last seven years of her life, as in a home, a
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room having\been |gratefully rappropriated to
her use by the trustees of the asylum.

At this date, Dr. S. G. Howe wrote her:
“God grant me to look back upon some three
years of my life with a part of the self-approval
you must feel. I ask no higher fortune. No
one need say to you, Go on! for you have heard
a higher than any human voice, and you will
follow whithersoever it calleth.” Indeed, she
already had much of her future work prepared.
While waiting for the Legislature in New Jer-
sey to take up her bill, she had canvassed Penn-

\sjlvania and had the happiness to see a bill pass
the Legislature of that State founding the Dix-
mont Hospital, her second child, soon after the
birth of her first. The Dixmont Hospital is
the only one of her many children that she would
allow to be even indirectly named for her.
Meanwhile, she had canvassed Kentucky, had
been before the Legislature in Tennessee, and,
seven days after the passage of her bill in New
Jersey, she writes from a steamer near Charles-
ton, S. C., as follows: “I designed using the
spring and summer chiefly in examining the
jails and poorhouses of Indiana and Illinois.
Having successfully completed my mission in
Kentucky, I learned that traveling in those
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States/would| beodifficult,Cif not impossible, for
some weeks to come, on account of mud and
rains. This decided me to examine the prisons
and hospitals of New Orleans, and, returning,
to sce the state i)ri'séi-iswof- Louisiana at Baton
Rouge, of Mississippi at Jackson, of Arkansas at
Little Rock, of Missouri at Jefferson City, and
of Illinois at Alton. . . . I have scen in-
comparably more to approve than to censure in
New Orleans. I took the resolution, being so far
away, of sceing the state institutions of Georgia,
Alabama, and South Carolina. Though this
has proved excessively fatiguing, I rejoice that
I have carried out my purpose.”

Between June 1848 and August 1847, she
states in a letter that she travcled 82,470 miles,
her conveyance being by stcamboat when pos-
sible; otherwise by stage-coach. It is sugges-
tive of the wrecks and dclays she had exper-
ienced with the shattered coaches and mud roads
of the south and west that, as we are told, she
“ made a practice of carrying with her an outfit
of hammer, wrench, nails, screws, a coil of rope,
and straps of stout leather, which under many a
mishap sufficed to put things to rights and en-
able her to pursue her journey.” T have en-
countercd nothing so dangerous as river fords,”
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she writes.///“]! crossed the Yadkin when it was
three-quarters of a mile wide, rough bottom,
often indplaces rapid currents; the water always
up to the carriage bed, and sometimes flowing
in. The horses rested twice on sand-bars. A
few miles beyond the river having just crossed
a deep branch two hundred yards wide, the axle-
tree broke, and away rolled one of the back
. wheels.”

When she said that river. fords were her great-
est danger, she#must have forgotten an en-
counter with a highwayman. She was mak-
ing a stage journey in Michigan, and noticed
with some consternation that the driver carried
a brace of pistols. “To her inquiries he ex-
plained that there had been robberies on the
road. “ Give me the pistols,” she said; “ I will
take care of them.” More in awe of her than
of robbers, the driver reluctantly obeyed. Pass-
ing through a dismal forest the expected hap-
pened. A man seized the horses and demanded
her purse. She made him a little speech, asked if
he was not ashamed, told him her business, and
concluded, “ If you have been unfortunate, are
in distress and in want of money, I will give you
some.” Meanwhile the robber had turned
¢ deathly pale,” and when she had finished, ex-
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claimedy /¢ My God; that voice.” He had once
heard her address the prisoners in the Philadel-
phia penitentiary. He begged her to pass, and
declined to take the money she offered. She in-
sisted, lest he might be again tempted before
he found employment. People obeyed when she
insisted, and he took her gift and disappeared.

Think of the hotel accommodations,— the
tables and beds,— she must have encountered in,
these wild journeys. This is the woman who, a
few years ago, seemed to be dying with hem-
orrhages of the lungs. Did she have no more
of them? Oh, yes; we are assured that “ again
and again she was attacked with hemorrhages
and again and again prostrated by malarial
fever.” A physician said, “ Her system be-
came actually saturated with malaria.” In-
valid as she almost always was, she had left her
foot-prints in most of the states of the Union
and had carried the war into the British Prov-
inces, where she had been the means of establish-
ing three insane hospitals: one in Toronto, one
in Halifax, one at St. John, Newfoundland, be-
sides providing a fleet of life-boats at Sable Is-
land, known as “ The Graveyard of Ships,” off
the coast of Nova Scotia.

In the United States, during these tweclve
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years, she “ promoted’and secured,” to use her
own phrase, the enlargement of three asylums:
at Worcester, Mass., at Providence, R.1., and
at Utica, N. Y., and the establishment of thir-
- teen, one in each of the following states: New
Jersey, Pennsylvania, Indiana, Illinois, Ken-
tucky, Missouri, Tennessee, Mississippi, Louisi-
ana, Alabama, North Carolina, and Maryland,
with the Hospital for Insane Soldiers and Sail-
ors, at Washington, D. C.

In 1850, Miss Dix proposed a larger scheme
of philanthropy than was ever before projected
by any mortal. What is more, but for one man,
she would have carried it out hShe petitioned
Congress to appropriate 12,000,000 acres of
public lands for the benefit of the indigent in-
sane, deaf and dumb, and blind. A bill to that
effect was introduced, watched by her through
two sessions, and finally passed by both Houses.
She was inundated with congratulations from far
and near; but the bill was vetoed on constitu-
tional grounds by President Pierce. The day
for giving away the public lands in sheets had
not come.

The blow seems to have been more than Miss
Dix could endure. She went abroad for change
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and rest.\\ What rest meant to her, she expresses
in a letter to a friend at home:

Lﬂf“ Rest is not quitting the active career:
Rest is the fitting of self to its sphere.”

These lines, borrowed from John S. Dwight
have been, not unnaturally, attributed to her.
She wrote many things perhaps quite as poetical.

Not much of the verse, which came from her
prolific pen, was considered even by herself to
deserve publication, but verse-writing is said to
had been the never-failing diversion of her
leisure hours. Mrs. Caroline A. Xennard
credits her with the following lines which,
though very simple, are quite as good as much
that has been immortalized in our hymn books:

“In the tender, peaceful moonlight,
I am from the world apart,
While a flood of golden glory
Fills alike my room and heart.

As I gaze upon the radiance
Shining on me from afar,

I can almost see beyond it,—
Almost see ¢ the gates ajar.’
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Tender thoughts|arise within me
Of the friends who’ve gone before,
Absent long but not forgotten,
Resting on the other shore.

And my soul is filled with longing
That when done with earth and sin,
I may find the gates wide open
There for me to enter in.”

"Apparently, she wrote her poetry for herself,
as an unskilled musician might play for his own
amusement.

The rest which Miss Dix allowed herself be-
tween September 1854 and September 1856,
was to visit the chief hospitals and prisons in
Europe. Edinburg, the Channel Islands, Paris,
Rome, Naples, Constantinople, Vienna, St.
Petersburg, Stockholm, Copenhagen, Amster-
dam, Brussels, and again Paris and London:
these places mark the course of her two years’
pilgrimage among the prisons and hospitals of
Europe. She found much to admire in this
Jjourney, but sometimes abuses to correct. We
must content ourselves with an incident from
Edinburg, perfectly in character. She found
in that city private insane hospitals, if they
could be dignified by the name, under such con-
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ditions of ymismanagementas shocked even her
experienced nerves. Having reported the facts
to the Lord Provost of Edinburg to no purpose,
she was advised to lay the matter before the
Home Secretary in London. The Provost knew
of this intention and resolved to forestall her by
taking the train for London the next morn-
ing; so little did he know Miss Dix. She
boarded the night train, and was on the spot be-
fore him, had her interview, secured the ap-
pointment of a royal commission and, ulti-
mately the correction of the abuses of which she
had complained.

During the four years that intervened be-
tween her return and the outbreak of the Civil
War, she secms to have travelled over most of
her old ground in this country, and to have ex-
tended her journeys into the new states and ter-
ritorics. At the approach of hostilities, it fell
to Miss Dix to give the President of the Phila-
delphia and Baltimore. Railroad the first infor-
mation of a plot to capture the city of Wash-
ington and to assassinate Mr. Lincoln. Acting
upon this information, Gen. Butler’s Massa-
chusctts troops were sent by boat instead of rail,
and Mr. Lincoln was “sccretly smuggled
through to Washington.”
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By natural selection; Miss Dix(was appointed
Superintendent of Women Nurses in the federal
service, by order of the Secretary of War. In
this capacity she served through the four years’
struggle. In a letter dated December 7, 1864,
she writes: “ I take no hour’s leisure. I think
that since the war, I have taken no day’s fur-
lough.” Her great services were officially rec-
ognized by Edwin M. Stanton, Secretary of
War.

Having served the country as faithfully as
any soldier, during its hour of need, she re-
turned to her former work of promoting and
securing the erection of hospitals and of visit-
ing those before established. In 1877, when
Miss Dix was seventy-five, Dr. Charles F. Fol-
som, of Boston, in a book entitled * Diseases of
the Mind,” said of her: * Her frequent visits to
our institutions of the insane now, and her
searching criticisms, constitute of themselves a
better lunacy commission than would be likely to
be appointed in many of our states.”

She was at that date, however, near the end of
her active labors. In 1881, at the age of
seventy-nine, she retired to the hospital she had
been the means of building in Trenton, N. J.,
and there she remained, tenderly, even rever-
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ently /cared for, until hier death-in 1887, So
passed to her rest and her reward one of the
most remarkable women of her generation.
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At Cambridge, it is still possible to pick up
interesting reminiscences of Longfellow and
Lowell from old neighbors or townsmen, proud
even to have seen these celebrities as familiar
objects upon the street. “ And Margaret Ful-
ler,” you suggest, further to tap the memory of
your venerable friend. He smiles gently and
says, Margaret Fuller was before his time; he
remembers the table-talk of his youth. He re-
members, when she was a girl at dancing-school,
Pipanti stopped his class and said, ¢ Mees Fuller,
Mees Fuller, you sal not be so magnee-fee-cent” ;
he remembers that, being asked if she thought
herself better than any one else, she calmly said,
¢ Yes, I do*; and he remembers that Miss Fuller
having announced that she accepted the universe,
a wit remarked that the universe ought to be
greatly obliged to her.

Margaret Fuller was born in 1810, a year
later than Longfellow, but while Longfellow
lived until 1882, Margaret was lost at sea thirty
years before, in 1850. The last four years of
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her life were'spent“in -Ttdly,'so that American
memories of Margaret must needs go back to
1846. Practically it is traditions of her that
remain, and not memories. As she survives in
tradition, she seems to have been a person of
inordinate vanity, who gave lectures in drawing-
rooms and called them ¢ conversations,” uttered
a commonplace with the authority of an oracle,
and sentimentalized over art, poetry, or religion,
while she seemed to herself, and apparently to
others, to be talking philosophy. She took her-
self in all seriousness as a genius, ran a dazzling
career of a dozen years or so in Cambridge and
Boston, and then her light seems to have gone
out. She came to the surface, with other new-
ness, In the Transcendental era; she was the
priestess of its mysteries; when that movement
ebbed away, her day was over. This is the im-
pression one would gather, if he had only cur-
rent oral traditions of Margaret Fuller.

If with this impression, wishing to get a first-
hand knowledge of his subject, a student were to
read the “ Works of Margaret Fuller”: —
“Life Within and Without,” “ At Home and
Abroad,” ¢ Woman in the Nineteenth Century,”
¢ Art, Literature, and Drama,”— he would be
prepared to find eccentricities of style, straining
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for effect, mystical utterances, attempts at pro-
fundity, and stilted commonplace. He would,
however, find nothing of this sort, or of any sort
of make believe, but simply a writer always in
earnest, always convinced, with a fair English
style, perfectly intelligible, intent upon convey-
ing an idea in the simplest manner and generally
an idea which approves itself to the com-
mon-sense of the reader. There is no bril-
liancy, no ornament, little imagination, and not
a least glimmer of wit. The absence of wit is
remarkable, since in conversation, wit was a
quality for which Margaret was both admired
and feared. But as a writer, Margaret was a
little prosaic,— even her poetry inclined to be
prosaic,— but she is earnest, noble, temperate,
and reasonable. The reader will be convinced
that there was more in the woman than popular
tradition recognizes.

One is confirmed in the conviction that the
legend does her less than justice when he knows
the names and the quality of her friends. No
woman ever had better or more loyal friends
than Margaret Fuller. Ralph Waldo Emerson,
James Freeman Clarke and William Henry
Channing were among them and compiled her
¢ Memoirs,” evidently as a labor of love.
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George Williann Curtis knew her personally, and
called her * a scholar, a critic, a thinker, a queen
of conversation, above all, a person of delicate
insight and sympathy, of the most feminine re-
finement of feeling and of dauntless courage.”
Col. Higginson, a fellow-townsman, who from
youth to manhood, knew Margaret personally,
whose sisters were her intimates, whose family,
as he tells us, was * afterwards closely con-
nected ” with hers by marriage, and who has
studied all the documents and written her biog-
raphy, says she was a “ person whose career is
more interesting, as it seems to me, than that of
any other American of her sex; a woman whose
aims were high and whose services great; one
whose intcllect was uncommon, whose activity
was incessant, whose life, varied, and whose
death, dramatic.”

There still remains the current legend, and a
legend, presumably, has some foundation. If
we attempt to unite the Margaret Fuller of com-
mon tradition with Margaret Fuller as estimated
by her friends, we shall assume that she was not
a wholly balanced character,— that she must
have been a great and noble woman to have had
such friends, but that there may have been in
her some element of foolishness which her
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friends excused/and atcwhich/the/public smiled.

Margaret was the fifth in descent from Lieut.
Thomas Fuller, who came from England in
1638, and who celebrated the event in a poem of
which the first stanza is as follows:

“In thirty-eight I set my foot
On this New England shore;
My thoughts were then to stay one year,
And then remain no more.”

The poetry is on a level with other colonial
poetry of the period.

Timothy Fuller, the grandfather of Mar-
garet, graduated at Harvard College in 1760,
became a clergyman, and was a delegate to the
Massachusetts State Convention which adopted
the Federal Constitution. He had five sons, all
of whom became lawyers. * They were in gen-
eral,” says Col. Higginson, “men of great
energy, pushing, successful, of immense and
varied information, of great self-esteem, and
without a particle of tact.” The evidence is
that Margaret reproduced, in a somewhat exag-
gerated form, all these Fuller characteristics,
good and bad. The saying is quoted from
Horace Mann that if Margaret was unpopular,
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¢ it was because she (probably inherited the dis-
agreeableness of forty Fullers.”

Timothy Fuller, Margaret’s father, was the
oldest of these brothers and, Col. Higginson
says, “the most successful and the most as-
sured.” He graduated at Harvard, second in
his class, in 1801, lived in Cambridge, and rep-
resented the Middlesex district in Congress from
1817 to 1825. He was a * Jeffersonian Demo-
crat” and a personal friend and political sup-
porter of John Quincy Adams. He married
Margaret, the daughter of Major Peter Crane.
Mrs. Fuller was as gentle and unobtrusive as her
stalwart husband was forceful and uncompliant.
She effaced herself even in her own home, was
secn and not heard, though apparently not very
conspicuously seen. She had eight children, of
whom Margaret was the first, and when this busy
mother escaped from the care of the household,
it was to take refuge in her flower garden. A
¢ fair blossom of the white amaranth,” Margaret
calls this mother. The child’s nature took
something from both of her parents, and was
both strong and tender.

Her father assumed the entire charge of
Margaret’s education, setting her studying
Latin at the age of six, not an unusual feat in
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that day for\a\boy, but-hitherto unheard of for
a girl. Her lessons were recited at night, after
Mr. Fuller returned from his office in Boston,
often at a late hour. * High-pressure,” says
Col. Higginson, “ is bad enough for an imagina-
tive and excitable child, but high-pressure by
candle-light is ruinous; yet that was the life she
lived.” The effect of these night lessons was to
leave the child’s brain both tired and excited and
in no condition to sleep. It was considered
singular that she was never ready for bed. She
was hustled off to toss on her pillow, to see hor-
rid visions, to have nightmare, and sometimes to
walk in her sleep. Terrible morning headaches
followed, and Margaret was considered a deli-
cate child. One would like to know what Latin
at six would have done for her, without those
recitations by candle-light.

Mr. Fuller did not consider it important that
a child should have juvenile books and Mar-
garet’s light reading consisted of Shakspere,
Cervantes, and Moliére. She gives an interest-
ing account of her discovery of Shakspere at
the age of eight. Foraging for entertainment
on a dismal winter Sunday afternoon, she took
down a volume of Shakspere and was soon lost
in the adventures and misadventures of Romeo
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and Juliet.// Two hours passed, when the child’s
exceeding quiet attracted attention. ¢ That
is no book for Sunday,” said her father,
“put it away.” Margaret obeyed, but soon
took the book again to follow the fortunes of her
lovers further. This was a fatal indiscretion;
the forbidden volume was again taken from her
and she was sent to bed as a punishment for dis-
obedience.

Meanwhile, the daily lessons to her father or
to a private tutor went on; Virgil, Horace and
Ovid were read in due course, and the study of
Greek was begun. Margaret never forgave her
father for robbing her of a proper childhood
and substituting a premature scholastic educa-
tion. “I certainly do not wish,” she says,
“ that instead of these masters, I had read baby
books, written down to children, but I do wish
that I had read no books at all till later,— that
I had lived with toys and played in the open
air.”

Her early and solitary development entailed
disadvantages which only a very thoughtful
parent could have foreseen. When, later, Mar-
garet was sent to school, she had no companions
in study, being in advance of the girls of her
age, with whom she played, and too young for
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the older set/with whom she) was called to recite.
“ Not only,” she says, “ I was not their school-
mate,- but my book-life and lonely habits had
given a cold aloofness to my whole expression,
and veiled my manner with a hauteur which
turned all hearts away.”

The effects of her training upon her health,
Margaret appears to have exaggerated. She
thought it had  checked her growth, wasted
her constitution,” and would bring her to a
¢ premature grave.” While her lessons to her
father by candle-light continued, there were
sleeplessness, bad dreams, and morning head-
aches, but after this had gone on one year, Mr.
Fuller was elected to Congress, spent most of his
time in Washington, and a private tutor gave
the lessons, presumably at seasonable hours.
No one with a “broken constitution” could
have performed her later literary labors, and
she was not threatened with a “ premature
grave ” when Dr. Frederick Henry Hedge made
her acquaintance in Cambridge society. *“Mar-
garet,” he says, “ was then about thirteen,—a
child in years, but so precocious in her mental
and physical development, that she passed for
eighteen or twenty. Agreeably to this esti-
mate, she had her place in society as a full-
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grown ladyy ||When I)recall her personal ap-
pearance as she was then, and for ten or twelve
years subsequent, I have the idea of a blooming
girl of florid complexion and vigorous health,
with a tendency to robustness of which she was
painfully conscious, and which, with little re-
gard to hygienic principles, she endeavored to
suppress and conceal, thereby preparing for
herself much future suffering.” She had, he
says, “ no pretensions to beauty then, or at any
time,” yet she “ was not plain,” a reproach from
which she was saved “ by her blond and abun-
dant hair, by her excellent teeth, by her spark-
ling, dancing, busy eyes,” and by a “ graceful
and peculiar carriage of her head and neck.”
He adds that “ in conversation she had alrcady,
at that early age, begun to distinguish herself,
and made much the same impression in society
that she did in after years,” but that she had an
excessive “ tendency to sarcasm > which fright-
ened shy young people and made her notor-
iously unpopular with the ladies.

At this period Margaret attended a seminary
for young ladies in Boston. Cambridge was
then, according to Col. Higginson, a vast,
sparsely settled village, containing between two
and three thousand inhabitants. In the Boston
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school, Dr., Hedge, says,‘the inexperienced
country girl was exposed to petty persecutions
from the dashing misses of the city,” and
Margaret paid them off by * indiscriminate
sarcasms.”

Margaret’s next two years were spent at a
boarding school in Groton. Her adventures in
this school are supposed to be narrated in her
dramatic story entitled “ Mariana,” in the vol-
ume called “ Summer on the Lakes.” Mar-
iana at first carried all before her *“by her
love of wild dances and sudden song, her freaks
of passion and wit,” but abusing her privileges,
she is overthrown by her rebellious subjects,
brought to great humiliation, and receives some
needed moral instructions.

At fifteen, Margaret returned to Cambridge
and resumed her private studies, except that,
for a Greek recitation, she attended an academy
in which Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes was then
fitting for college. Her day at this period, as
she gives it, was occupied thus: she rose before
five, walked an hour, and practiced at the piano
till seven: breakfasted and read French till
eight; read Brown’s philosophy, two or three
lectures, till half past nine; went to school and
studied Greek till twelve; recited, went home,
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and practiced till,two; dined ; lounged half an
hour, read two hours in Italian, walked or rode,
and spent her evenings leisurely with music or
friends. Plainly she ought to have been one of
the learned women of her generation.

A school composition of Margaret impressed
her fellow pupil, Dr. Holmes, as he relates, with
a kind of awe. It began loftily with the words,
It is a trite remark,” a phrase which seemed to
the boy very masterful. The girls envied her a
certain queenliness of manner.  We thought,”
says one of them, *that if we could only come
into school in that way, we could know as much
Greek as she did.” She was accustomed to fill
the hood of her cloak with books, swing them
over her shoulder, and march away. “ We
wished,” says this lady, *that our mothers
would let us have hooded cloaks, that we might
carry our books in the same way.”

It is known that Margaret had several love
affairs and, in a later letter, she refers to one
which belongs to this period, and which appears
to have been the first of the series. She meets
her old adorer again at the age of thirty and
writes to a friend who knew of the youthful
episode. He had the same powerful eye, calm
wisdom, refined observation and * the imposing
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maniere d’ etre, which anywhere, would give him
influence among men”; but in herself, she says,
¢ There is scarcely a fibre left of the haughty,
passionate, ambitious child he remembered and
loved.”

Though a precocious girl and in a way fasci-
nating, there is evidence that Margaret was
crude and unformed socially, due perhaps to the
habit of considering her mother as a negligible
quantity. Cambridge ladies preserved an un-
pleasant portrait of the child as she appeared at
a grand reception given by Mr. Fuller to Presi-
dent Adams in 1826,  one of the most elaborate
affairs of the kind,” says Col. Higginson, * that
had occurred in Cambridge since the ante-revo-
lutionary days of the Lechmeres and Vassals.”
Margaret ought to have been dressed by an
artist, but apparently, a girl of sixteen, she was
left to her own devices. She appeared, we are
told, with a low-necked dress badly cut, tightly
laced, her arms held back as if pinioned, her
hair curled all over her head, and she danced
quadrilles very badly. This escapade was not
allowed to repeat itself. Certain kind and
motherly Cambridge ladies took the neglected
child in hand, tamed her rude strength, and sub-
dued her manners. Col. Higginson mentions
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half a dozenofi these excellent ladies, among
them his mother, at whose feet * this studious,
sclf-conscious, overgrown girl > would sit, * cov-
ering her hands with kisses and treasuring every
word.” -

Chief among Margaret’s motherly friends
was Mrs. Eliza Farrar, wife of a Harvard pro-
fessor, an authoress of merit, * of uncommon
character and cultivation, who had lived much in
Europe, and who, with no children of her own,”
became a kind of foster-mother to Margaret.
She had Margaret  constantly at her own
house, reformed her hairdresser, instructed her
dressmaker, and took her to make calls and on
Jjourneys.” Margaret was an apt pupil, and
the good training of these many Cambridge
mothers was apparent when, ten years later, Mr.
Emerson made her acquaintance. ¢ She was
then, as always,” he says, * carefully and be-
comingly dressed, and of lady-like self-posses-
sion.”

The seven ycars in Cambridge, from Mar-
garct’s fifteenth to her twenty-third year,
though uncventful, were, considering merely the
pleasure of existence, the most dclightful of her
life. She was a school-girl as much or as little
as she cared to be; her health, when not over-

[ 178 ]



SARAH MARGARET FULLER OSSOLI

taxed, was/perfect;cher family) though not rich,
were in easy circumstances; her father was dis-
tinguished, having just retired from Congress
after eight years of creditable service; and,
partly perhaps from her father’s distinction,
she had access to the best social circles of Cam-
bridge. “In our evening reunions,” says Dr.
Hedge, “she was always conspicuous by the
brilliancy of her wit, which needed but little
provocation to break forth in exuberant sallies,
that drew around her a knot of listeners, and
made her the central attraction of the hour. -
Rarely did she enter a company in which she
was not a prominent object.” Her conversa-
tional talent “ continued to develop itself in
these years, and was certainly * he thinks, * her
most decided gift. One could form no ade-
quate idea of her ability without hearing her
converse. . . . For some reason or other,
she could never deliver herself in print as she did
with her lips.” Emerson, in perfect agree-
ment with this estimate says, “ Her pen was a
non-conductor.” The reader will not think this
true in her letters, where often the words seem
to palpitate. Doubtless the world had no busi-
ness to see her love letters, but one will find there
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a woman who, if she could speak as she writes,
must have poured herself out in tidal waves.

Dr. Hedge was struck by two traits of Mar-
garet’s character, repeatedly mentioned by
others, but to which it is worth while to have
his testimony. The first was a passionate love
for the beautiful: “ I have never known one who
scemed to derive such satisfaction from beautiful
forms ”; the second was “ her intellectual sin-
cerity. Her judgment took no bribes from her
sex or her sphere, nor from custom, nor tradi-
tion, nor caprice.”

Margaret was ninetecn years old when Dr.
James Freeman Clarke, then a young man in
college, made her acquaintance. “ We both
lived in Cambridge,” he says, * and from that
time until she went to reside in Groton in 1833,
I saw her or heard from her almost every day.
There was a family connection between us, and
we called each other cousins.” Possessing in
a greater degree than any person he ever
knew, the power of magnetizing others, she had
drawn about her a circle of girl friends whom
she entertained and delighted by her exuberant
talent. They came from Boston, Charlestown,
Roxbury, Brookline, and met now at one house
and now at another of these pleasant towns.
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Dr. Hedgealso knows of this) charming circle,
and says, “ she loved to draw these fair girls to
herself, and make them her guests, and was
never so happy as when surrounded in company
by such a bevy.”

With all her social activity, Margaret kept
up her studies at a rate that would be the de-
spair of a young man in college. “ She al-
ready, when I first became acquainted with her,”
says Dr. Clarke, “ had become familiar with the
masterpieces of French, Italian, and Spanish
literature,” and was beginning German, and in
about three months, she was reading with ease
the masterpieces of German literature. Mean-
while, she was keeping up her Greek as a pas-
time, reading over and over the dialogues of
Plato. Still there is time for Mr. Clarke to
walk with her for hours beneath the lindens or in
the garden, or, on a summer’s day to ride with
her on horseback from Cambridge to Newton,—
a day he says, “ all of a piece, in which my elo-
quent companion helped me to understand my
past life and her own.”

We cannot wonder that, at the age of twenty-
three, Margaret reluctantly left Cambridge
where there was so much that she loved, and
went with her family to a farm in Groton where,

[181]



DAUGHTERS OF THE PURITANS

with certainy unpleasant school-girl memories,
there was nothing that she loved at all. In
1833, at the age of sixty-five Mr. Fuller retired
from his law practice and bought an estate in
Groton, with the double purpose of farming his
-lands for income, and, in his leisure, writing a
history of the United States, for which his
public life had been a preparation, and towards
which he had collected much material. Mar-
garet’s most exacting duties were the education
of the younger children, which left her much
time for her favorite studies. She had corres-
pondents by the score; her friends visited her;
Cambridge homes were open to her; and Mrs.
Farrar took her on a delightful journey to New-
port, Hudson River and Trenton Falls. Still
we cannot add the two years in Groton to her
happy period, because she allowed herself to be
intensely miserable. Six years later, in a mo-
ment of penitence, she said of this period, “ Had
I been wise in such matters then as now, how
easy and fair I might have made the whole.”

She fought her homesickness by overwork, so
that Emerson says, * her reading in Groton was
at a rate like Gibbon’s,” and she paid the pen-
alty of her excesses by a serious illness which

threatened to be fatal, and from which perhaps
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she never fully, recovereds) It was some consola-
tion that her father was melted to an unwonted
exhibition of tenderness, and that he said to her
in this mood, “ My dear, I have been thinking
of you in the night, and I cannot remember that
you have any faults. You have defects, of
course, as all mortals have, but I do not know
that you have a single fault.”

Events were soon to make this remark one of
her dearest memories. In a short time, death
separated the father and child, who had been so
much to each other. In 1835, Mr. Fuller fell a
victim to cholera, and died in three days. For
a year or more, Margaret’s heart had been set
upon a visit to Europe for study; the trip had
been promised by her father; it had been ar-
ranged that she should accompany her friends,
the Farrars; but the death of Mr. Fuller dis-
solved this dream, and, in her journal, solemnly
praying that * duty may now be the first object
and self set aside,” she dedicates her strength
to her * mother, brothers, and sister.”” No one
can read the ¢ Memmrs »” without feeling that
she kept her vows.

The estate of Mr. Fuller finally yielded
$2,000 to each of the seven children, much less,
Margaret says, than was anticipated. With
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reason;/ she |wrote, ¢ Life; as I look forward,
presents a scene of struggle and privation only.”
In the winter, at Mrs. Farrar’s, Margaret met
Mr. Emerson;-the summer following she visited
at his house in Concord. There she met Mr. Al-
cott and engaged to teach in his school in
Boston.

Margaret Fuller’s visit at Mr. Emerson’s in
1836 had for her very important consequences.
It was the first of many visits and was the begin-
ning of an intimacy which takes its place among
the most interesting literary friendships in the
history of letters.  To this friendship Col.
Higginson devotes a separate chapter in his
biography of Margaret, and in the * Memoirs,”
under the title of ¢ Visits to Concord,” Mr. Em-
erson gives a charming account of it in more
than a hundred pages.

Mr. Emerson was by no means the stranger
to Margaret that she was to him. She had sat
under his preaching during his pastorate at the
Second Church in Boston, and “ several of his
sermons,” so she wrote to a friend, “ stood apart
in her memory like landmarks in her spiritual
history.” It appears that she had failed to
come to close quarters with this timid apostle.
A year after he left his pulpit, she wrote of him
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as the “ ouly/clergymancof| all possible clergy-
men who eludes my acquaintance.”

When, at length, she was invited to Concord,
it was as Mrs. Emerson’s guest, not as his:  she
came to spend a fortnight with my wife.”
However, at last she was under his roof. “I
still remember,” he says, * the first half hour of
her conversation. . . . Her extreme plain-
ness,— a trick of incessantly opening and shut-
ting her eyelids,— the nasal tone of her voice —
all repelled ; and I said to myself, we shall never
get far. . . . I remember that she made
me laugh more than I liked. . . . She had
an incredible variety of anecdotes, and the read-
iest wit to give an absurd turn to whatever
passed ; and the eyes, which were so plain at first,
soon swam with fun and drolleries, and the very
tides of joy and superabundant life.”

The practical outcome of the visit was an en-
gagement to teach in Mr. Alcott’s school.
Under date of August 2, 1886, Mr. Alcott
writes, “ Emerson called this morning and took
me to Concord to spend the day. At his house,
I met Margaret Fuller. . . . and had some
conversation with her about taking Miss Pea-
body’s place in my school.” That is to say, Mr.
Emerson had in his house a brilliant young lady
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who, by/stress of (circumstances, wanted a situa-
tion; he had a friend in Boston in whose school
there was a vacancy; Mr. Emerson, at some
pains to himself, brought the parties together.
Nor was this the last time that Mr. Emerson be-
friended Margaret.

It appears from Mr. Alcott’s diary that Miss
Fuller began her engagement with January,
that she taught Latin and French at the school,
and French, German, and Italian to private
classes. For a class of beginners, she “ thought
it good success,” she says, ¢ when at the end of
three months, they could read twenty pages of
German at a lesson, and very well.” An ad-
vanced class in German read Goethe’s Hermann
and Dorothea, Goetz von Berlichingen, Iphi-
genia, and the first part of Faust, ¢ three weeks
of thorough study,” she calls it, * as valuable to
me as to them.”

The class in Italian went at an equal pace.
At the same time she had three private pupils,
to one of whom, every day for ten weeks, she
taught Latin “ orally,”— in other words, Latin
conversation. In her leisure, she * translated,
one evening every week, German authors into
English for the gratification of Dr. Channing.”
It is to be hoped that she was paid for this
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service, becausé/sheé |found itCfarCfrom interest-
ing. “It is not very pleasant,” she writes,
 for Dr. Channing takes in subjects more de-
liberately than is conceivable to us feminine
people.”

In the spring of 1837, Margaret accepted an
invitation to teach in a private academy in
Providence, R.I.— four hours a day, at a salary
of $1,000. We are not told how this invitation
came to her, but it is not difficult to detect the
hand of Mr. Emerson. The proprietor of the
school was an admirer of Emerson, so much so
that he brought Emerson from Concord in June
following, to dedicate a mnew school building.
His relation to both parties makes it probable
that Margaret owed her second engagement, as
she did her first, to the good offices of Mr.
Emerson.

She taught in this school with success, two
years, “worshipped by the girls,” it is said,
“but sometimes too sarcastic for the boys.”
The task of teaching, however, was irksome to
her, her mind was in literature; she had from
Mr. Ripley a definite proposition to write a
“Life of Goethe,” a task of which she had
dreamed many years; and she resigned her posi-
tion, and withdrew from the profession of
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school-teachery at thecendoof . 1838. Her life of
Goethe was never written, but it was always
dancing before her eyes and, more than once,
determined her course.

In the following spring, Margaret took a
pleasant house in Jamaica Plain, “ then and per-
haps now,” Col. Higginson says, *the most
rural and attractive suburb of Boston.” Here
she brought her mother and the younger
children. Three years later, she removed with
them to Cambridge, and for the next five years,
she kept the family together, and made a home
for them. In addition to the income of the
estate, she expected to meet her expenses by
giving lessons. Two pupils came with her from
Providence, and other pupils came for recita-
tions, by whom she was paid at the rate of two
dollars an hour.

With these resources the life in Jamaica Plain
began very quietly and pleasantly. To be
quict however was not natural to Margarct.
Besides, she had fallen upon what, intellectually,
were stirring times. It was at the high tide of
the Transcendental movement. William Henry
Channing who, like Margaret, was a part of it,
says, “ the summer of 1839 saw the full dawn of
this strange enthusiasm.” As he briefly defines
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it “ Transcendentalism, as/viewed by its disci-
ples, was a pilgrimage from the idolatrous world
of creeds and rituals to the temple of the living
God in the soul.” Its disciples, says Mr. Chan-
ning,  were pleasantly nick-named the ¢ Like-
minded,’ on the ground that no two were of the
same opinion.”” Of this company, he says,
“ Margaret was a member by the grace of
nature. . . . Men, her superiors in years,
in fame and social position, treated her more
with the frankness due from equal to equal, than
the half condescending deference with which
scholars are wont to adapt themselves to women.
. « . It was evident that they prized her
verdict, respected her criticism, feared her re-
buke, and looked to her as an umpire.” In
speaking, * her opening was deliberate, like the
progress of a massive force gaining its momen-
tum; but as she felt her way, and moving in a
congenial element, the sweep of her speech be-
came grand. The style of her eloquence was
sententious, free from prettiness, direct, vigor-
ous, charged with vitality.”

It was a saying of hers that if she had been a
man, she would have aspired to become an orator,
and it seems probable she would not have aspired
in vain. The natural sequel to the occasional
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discussions of [the summer was the formation of a
class of ladies for Conversation, with Margaret
as the leader. This class contained twenty-five
or thirty ladies, among whom were Mrs. George
Bancroft, Mrs. Lydia Maria Child, Mrs. Horace
Mann, Mrs. Theodore Parker, Mrs. Waldo Em-
erson, Mrs. George Ripley, and Mrs. Josiah
Quincy. The first series of thirteen meetings
was immediately followed by a second series;
they were resumed the next winter and were con-
tinued with unabated interest for five years.
The subjccts considered in these celebrated
Conversations ranged over a very wide field,
from mythology and religion, poetry and art,
to war, ethics, and sociology. If Margaret had
not been brilliant in these assemblics, she would
have fallen short of herself as she has been rep-
resented in the Cambridge drawing-rooms. As
reported by one of the members of the class,
“ Margaret used to come to the conversations
very well dressed and, altogether, looked
sumptuously. She began them with an exor-
dium in which she gave her leading views,”— a
part which she is further said to have man-
aged with great skill and charm, after which she
invited others to join in the discussion. Mr.
Emerson tells us that the apparent sumptuous-
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ness in her attire wasiimaginary; the ¢ effect of
a general impression made by her genius and
mistakenly attributed to some external elegance;
for,” he says, “I have been told by her most
intimate friend, who knew every particular of
her conduct at the time, that there was nothing
of especial expense or splendor in her toilette.”

Mr. Emerson knew a lady “of eminent
powers, previously by no means partial tv Mar-
garet,” who said, on leaving one of these as-
semblies, “ I never heard, read of, or imagined
a conversation at all equal to this we have now
heard.” Many testimonies have been brought
together, in the “ Memoirs,” of the enthusiasm
and admiration created by Margaret in these
Conversations. They were probably her most
brilliant achievements, though, in the nature of
the case, nothing survives of them but the echo
in these recorded memories of participants.

Mr. Emerson says that ¢ the fame of these
conversations ” led to a proposal that Margaret
should undertake an evening class to which gen-
tlemen should be admitted and that he himself
had the pleasure of * assisting at one— the
second — of these soirees.” Margaret * spoke
well — she could not otherwise,— but I remem-
ber that she seemed encumbered, or interrupted,
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by the headinéss or incapacity of the men.” A
lady who attended the entire series, a * true
hand,” he says, reports that  all that depended
on others entirely failed ” and that ¢ even in the
point of erudition, which Margaret did not pro-
fess on the subject, she proved the best informed
of the party.” This testimony is worth some-
thing in answer to the charge that Margaret’s
scholarship was fictitious, that she had a smat-
tering of many things, but knew nothing thor-
oughly. She seems to have compared well with
others, some of whom were considered scholars.
¢ Take her as a whole,” said Mr. Emerson’s in-
formant, ¢ she has the most to bestow on others
by conversation of any person I have ever
known.”

For these services, Margaret seems to have
reccived liberal compensation, though all was so
cordial that she says she never had the feeling of
being “ a paid Corinne.” For the conversations
with ladies and gentlemen, according to Mrs.
Dall who has published her notes of them, the
tickets were $20 each, for the series of ten
evenings.

It appears from his account that Mr. Em-
erson saw much of Margaret during these years
and that she was frequently his guest.  The
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day,” he saysy f§ was mever)long) enough to ex-
haust her opulent memory ; and I, who knew her
intimately for ten years,— from July, 1836, till
August, 1846, when she sailed for Europe,—
never saw her without a surprise at her new
powers.” She was as busy as he, and they sel-
dom met in the forenoon, but “ In the evening,
she came to the library, and many and many a
conversation was there held,” he tells us, * whose
details, if they could be preserved, would justify.
all encomiums. They interested me in every
manner ; — talent, memory, wit, stern introspec-
tion, poetic play, religion, the finest personal
feeling, the aspects of the future, each followed
each in full activity, and left me, I remember,
enriched, and sometimes astonished by the gifts
of my guest.”

She was “ rich in friends,” and wore them  as
a necklace of diamonds about her neck.” ¢ She
was an active and inspiring companion and cor-
respondent, and all the art, the thought and
nobleness of New England seemed, at that mo-
ment, related to her and she to it. She was
everywhere a welcome guest. . . . Her ar-
rival was a holiday, and so was her abode.
. « . all tasks that could be suspended were
put aside to catch the favorable hour, in walk-
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ing, riding, or-boating to-talk with this joyful
guest, who brought wit, anecdotes, love-stories,
tragedies, oracles with her, and, with her broad
relations to so many fine friends, seemed like the
queen of some parliament of love, who carried
the key to all confidences, and to whom every;
question had been finally referred.”

At a later day, when Margaret was in Italy,
reports came back that she was making con-
quests, and having advantageous offers of mar-
riage. Even Mr. Emerson expressed surprise
at these social successes in a strange land, but a
lady said to him, * There is nothing extraordi-
nary in it. Had she been a man, any one of
those fine girls of sixteen, who surrounded her
here, would have married her: they were all in
love with her.”

“ Of personal influence, speaking strictly,—
an efflux, that is, purely of mind and character,”
Mr. Emerson thinks she had more than any
other person he ever knew. Even a recluse like
Hawthorne yielded to this influence. Haw-
thorne was married to Miss Sophia Peabody in
1842, and began housekeeping in the Old Manse
in Concord. The day following their engage-
ment Miss Peabody wrote Miss Fuller address-
ing her “ Dear, most noble Margaret,” and say-
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ing, “I feel that you'are entitled, through our
love and regard to be told directly. . . .
Mr. Hawthorne, last evening, in the midst of his
emotions, so deep and absorbing, after deciding,
said that Margaret can now, when she visits Mr.
Emerson spend part of the time with us.” A
month after the marriage, Hawthorne himself
wrote to Margaret, “ There is nobody to whom
I would more willingly speak my mind, because I
can be certain of being understood.” Evidently
he is not beginning an acquaintance; he already
knows Margaret intimately and respects her
thoroughly. There is no evidence, I believe,
that during her life, he held any different opin-
ion of her.

These facts have become of special interest
because, in Italy, eight years after her death, he
wrote in his Note-Book, that Margaret * had a
strong and coarse nature * and that ¢ she was a
great humbug.” The most reasonable explana-
tion of this change of view is that Margaret was
dead, poor woman, and could not speak for her-
self ; that she had fought with all her might in
an Italian Revolution that had failed ; that hav-
ing failed, she and her party were discredited;
that her enemies survived, and Hawthorne
listened to them. However his later opinions
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may be explained, thel quality of her friends in
America, among whom had been Hawthorne
himself, is evidence that Margaret was not of a
¢ coarse nature,” and it is incredible that a
“ humbug > could have imposed herself for five
years upon those ladies who attended her conver-
sations, not to speak of James Freeman Clarke
who was a fair scholar and Dr. Hedge who was
a very rare scholar.

'~ Margaret had her weaknesses, which her
friends do not conceal. It was a weakness, not
perhaps that she overestimated herself; that
might be pardoned; but that she took no pains
to conceal her high opinion of her abilities and
worth. One likes to see an appearance of mod-
esty, and that little deceit Margaret did not
practice. On the contrary, Mr. Emerson says,
“ Margaret at first astonished and then repelled
us by a complacency that seemed the most as-
sured since the days of Scaligar. . . . In
the coolest way, she said to her friends, ¢ I now
know all the people worth knowing in America,
and I find no intellect comparable to my own.?

It is certain that Margaret occasion-
ally let slip, with all the innocence imaginable,
some phrase betraying the presence of a rather
mountainous ME, in a way to surprise those
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who knew Vher// good)(sense.”.C/Col. Higginson
quotes a saying about the Fullers, that ¢ Their
only peculiarity was that they said openly about
themselves the good and bad things which we
commonly suppress about ourselves and express
only about other people.” The common way is
not more sincere, but it is pleasanter.

In 1840, the second year of Mararet’s Conver-
sations, appeared the first number of The Dial,
a literary magazine of limited circulation, but
destined to a kind of post-mortem immortality.
In 1841, the Community of Brook Farm was es-
tablished. An interesting account of both en-
terprises, and of Margaret’s part in' them, is
given by Mr. Emerson in a paper found in the
tenth volume of his collected Works. In the
preliminary discussions leading to both enter-
prises, Margaret participated. Like Mr. Emer-
son, she did not have unqualified faith in the
Brook Farm experiment and did not join the
community, though she had many friends in it,
was a frequent visitor, and had the honor to sit
for the portrait of “Zenobia” in Mr. Haw-
thorne’s Blithedale Romance.

Her part in The Dial was more prominent.
She edited the first two volumes of the magazine,
being then succeeded by Mr. Emerson, and she
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wrote 'forit' &) paperOentitled “ Man vs. Men:
Woman vs. Women,” afterward expanded and
published in a volume under the title, “ Woman
in the Nineteenth Century,” her second and most
famous book. Her first book, ¢ Summer on the
Lakes,” is an account of a charming journey,
with the family of James Freeman Clarke and
others, by steamboat and farm wagon, as far as
the Mississippi. It was a voyage of discovery,
and her account has permanent historic interest.
In 1844, Margaret accepted an advantageous
offer to become literary editor of the New York
Tribune, a position which she was admirably
qualified to fill. A collection of papers from
The Tribune, under the title of * Literature and
Art,” made up her third book, published in
1846, on the eve of her departure for Europe.
During her residence in New York, she became
greatly interested in philanthropies, especially in
the care of prisoners of her own sex. She
visited the jails and prisons, interviewed the in-
mates, gave them “ conversations,” and wrought
upon them the same miracle which she had so
often performed in refined drawing-rooms.  If
she had been born to large fortune,” said Mr.
Grecley, “ a house of ‘refuge for all female out-
casts desiring to return to the ways of virtue
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would have'been 'one‘of -her' most cherished and
and first realized conceptions.”

Early in her New York residence must also
have occurred that rather mysterious love affair
with the young Hebrew, Mr. Nathan, who seems
first to have charmed her with his music and then
with his heart. After nearly sixty years, the
letters which she wrote him, full of consuming
fire, have at last seen the light. From a passage
in one of them, it would seem that marriage was
not contemplated by either party, that in theory
at least they took no thought of the morrow, the
bliss of the moment being held sufficient. Evi-
dently there was no engagement, but no one can
doubt that on her part there was love. Of
course in this changing world, no such relations
can be maintained for ever, and in the end there
will be an awakening, and then pain..

In 1846, Margaret realized her life-dream and
went to Europe. Destined to a life of adven-
ture, she was accidently separated from her
party, and spent a perilous night on Ben
Lomond, without a particle of shelter, in a
drenching rain, a thrilling account of which she
has written. She visited Carlyle and, for a
wonder, he let her take a share in the conversa-
tion. To Mr. Emerson he wrote, Margaret * is
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very narrow sometimes, but 'she is truly high.™

On her way to Italy, the goal of her ambition,
she visited George Sand and they had such a
meeting as two women of gemins might. She
sailed from Genoa for Naples in February,
1847, and arrived in Rome in May following.
There is much to interest a reader in her Itahan
life, but the one thing which cannot be omitted is
the story of her marriage to the Marquis Ossoli.
Soon after her arrival in Rome, on a visit to St.
Peter’s, Margaret became separated from her
friends, whom she did not again discover at the
place appointed for meeting. A gentleman
seeing her distress, offered to get her a carriage
and, not finding one, walked home with her.
This was the young Marquis Ossoli, and thus
fortuitously the acquaintance began, which was
continued by occasional meetings. The summer
Margaret spent in the north of Italy, and when
she returned to Rome, she took modest apart-
ments in which she received her friends every
Monday evening, and the Marquis came very
regularly.

It was not long however before he confessed
his love for her and asked her hand in marriage.
He was gently rejected, being told that he ought
to marry a younger woman, and that she would
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be his friend''but/not his (wife.C/'He however
persisted, at length won her consent, and they
were privately married in December. I follow
the account of Mrs. William Story, wife of the
artist, then residing in Rome. The old Marquis
Ossoli had recently died, leaving an unsettled
estate, of which his two older sons, both in the
Papal service, were the executors. * Every one
knows,” says Mrs. Story, ¢ that law is subject
to ecclesiastical influence in Rome, and that mar-
riage with a Protestant would be destructive of
all prospect of favorable administration.”

The birth of a child a year later, at Rieti in
the Appenines, whither Margaret had retired,
made secrecy seem more imperative; or, as Mar-
garet said, in order to defend the child * from
the stings of poverty, they were patient waiters
for the restored law of the land.” The Italian
Revolution of 1848 was then in progress. Oss-
oli her husband, was a captain in the Civic
Guard, on duty in Rome, and the letters which
she wrote him at this period of trial, were the
only fragments of her treasures recovered from
the wreck in which she perished.
~ Leaving her babe with his nurse, in April fol-
lowing, she visited Rome and was shut up in the
siege by the French army which had been sent
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to overthrow' the ‘provisional government and
restore the authority of the pope. * Ossoli took
station with his men on the walls of the Vatican
garden where he remained faithfully to the end
of the attack. Margaret had entire charge of
one of the hospitals. . . . I bhave walked
through the wards with her,” says Mrs. Story,
¢ and seen how comforting was her presence to
the poor suffering men. ‘How long will the
Signora stay? ¢When will the Signora come
again?® they eagerly asked. . . . They
raised themselves up on their elbows to get the
last glimpse of her as she was going away.”

In the midst of these dangers, Margaret con-
fided to Mrs. Story the secret of her marriage
and placed in her hands the marriage certificate
and other documents relating to the affair.
These papers were afterward returned to Mar-
garet and were lost in the wreck.

The failure of the Revolution was the financial
ruin of all those who had staked their fortunes
in it. They had much reason to be thankful if
they escaped with their lives. By the interven-
tion of friends, the Ossolis were dealt with very
leniently. Mr. Greenough, the artist, interested
himself in their behalf and procured for them
permission to retire, outside the papal territory,
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to Florence. Ossoli 'even'obtained a small part
of his patrimony.

Except the disappointment and sorrow over
the faded dream of Italian Independence, the
winter at Florence was one of the bright spots in
Margaret’s life. She was proud of her hus-
band’s part in the Revolution: “ I rejoice,” she
says, “in all Ossoli did.” She had her babe
with her and her happiness in husband and child
was perfect: “ My love for Ossoli is most pure
and tender, nor has any one, except my mother
or little children, loved me so genuinely as he
does. . . . Ossoli seems to me more lovely
and good every day; our darling child is well
now, and every day more gay and playful.”

She found pleasant and congenial society: “ I
see the Brownings often,” she says, “ and love
them both more and more as I know them better.
Mr. Browning enriches every hour I spend with
him, and is a most cordial, true, and noble man.
One of my most prized Italian friends, Mar-
chioness Arconati Visconti, of Milan, is passing
the winter here, and I see her almost every day.”
Moreover she was busy with a congenial task.
At the very opening of the struggle for liberty,
she planned to write a history of the eventful
period, and with this purpose, collected material
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for the 'undertaking, and already had a large
part of the work in manuscript. She finished
the writing in Florence, and much value was set
upon it both by herself and by her friends in
Italy. Mrs. Story says, “in the estimation of
most of those who were in Italy at the time, the
loss of Margaret’s history and notes is a great
and irreparable one. No one could have pos-
sessed so many avenues of direct information
from both sides.”

When the spring opened, it was decided to
return to America, partly to negotiate directly
with the publisher, but chiefly because, having
exhausted her resources, Margaret’s pen must
henceforth be the main reliance of the little
family. It is pathetic to know that, after their
passage had been engaged, ¢ letters came which,
had they reached her a week earlier, would prob-
ably have induced them to remain in Italy.”

They sailed, May 17, 1850, in a merchant
vessel, the only other passengers being the baby’s
nurse and Mr. Horace Sumner, a younger
brother of Senator Sumner. After a protracted
and troubled voyage of two months, the vessel
arrived off the coast of New Jersey, on July 18.
The ¢ weather was thick. . . . By nine
p. m. there was a gale, by midnight a hurri-
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cane,” and at/four |0’clock (on'thé) morning of
July 19, the vessel grounded on the shallow
sands of Fire Island. The captain had died of
smallpox on the voyage; his widow, the mate in
command of the vessel, and four seamen reached
the shore; Mr. Sumner and the Ossolis perished.
The cruel part of the tragedy is that it seems
probable every soul on board might have been
saved. . Life-boats, only three miles away, did
not arrive until noon; that is, after eight
precious hours had passed. Moreover, in a
moment of penitence, one of the life-boat crew
said, “ Oh, if we had known that any such per-
sons of importance were on board, we should
have done our best.”

Margaret, the name by which she will always
be known, had passed her fortieth birthday at
sea on this voyage. It seems a short life in
which to have crowded so much and such varied
experience. She had some trials even in her
youth, but for two-thirds of her existence, she
might have been considered a favorite of for-
tune. In later life, she had some battles to
fight, but her triumphs were great enough to
dazzle a person with more modesty than was her
endowment. She suffered in Italy, both for her
child left to strangers in the mountains, and for
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her adopted (country, but they were both causes,
in which for her, suffering was a joy. She did
not desire to survive her husband and child, nor
to leave them behind, and, we may say, happily
they all went together.  Her life seems to me,”
says Col. Higginson, “ on the whole, a trium-
phant rather than a sad one,” and that is a
reasonable verdict, however difficult to render in
the presence of such a tragedy as her untimely
death.
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HARRIET BEECHER STOWE

“Ts this the little woman who made this great
war!?” exclaimed President Lincoln when, in
1862, Mrs. Stowe was introduced to him.
There was but one woman in America to whom
this could have been said without absurdity.
¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin » was so conspicuous a fac-
tor in bringing on the war which abolished
American slavery that to credit these results to
Mrs. Stowe was not fulsome flattery but grace-
ful compliment.

There are two excellent biographies of Mrs.
Stowe, one published in 1889, by her son, Rev.
Charles E. Stowe, and one, in 1897, by Mrs.
Annie Fields. That work will hardly need to
be done again. The object of this sketch is to
study the influences that moulded Mrs. Stowe, to
present the salient features of her career, and,
incidentally, to discover her characteristic quali-
ties. Her fame rests upon her literary achieve-
ments, and these are comparatively well known.
Her literary career can hardly be said to have
begun until the age of forty and, if this were
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mly interest her life had for us, w
hastily over her youth. It will b
ver that her religious development
aturely with her fourth year and e
at consideration or discretion until 1
she became a chronic invalid, gives
agic interest to her earlier years.
18 education may not have been un
have been characteristic of mch
ous life of New England, but girl
upon the problems of their souls at
ur have seldom attained the distin
g their biographies written, so that
* their history.
irriet, the second daughter and seven
'man Beecher and Roxanna Foote, w
itchfield, Conn., June 14, 1811.
three Mrs. Lyman Beechers of who
Foote was the first. The Foot
:opalians, Harriet, sister of Roxann:
[rs. Stowe says, the highest o:
chwomen who in her private heart
ler my father an ordained mi
nna, perhaps not so high-church, 1
wo years against Dr. Beecher’s
her heart and then consented to bec
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Mrs. Beecher/was a refined and cultivated lady
who “read all the new works that were pub-
lished at that day,” numbered painting among
her accomplishments, and whose house “ was full
of little works of ingenuity and taste and skill,
which had been wrought by her hand: pictures
of birds and flowers, done with minutest skill »;
but her greatest charm was a religious nature
full of all gentleness and sweetness. “In no
exigency,” says Dr. Beecher, “ was she taken by
surprise. She was just there, quiet as an angel
above.” There secems to have been but one
thing which this saintly woman with an Episco-
palian education could not do to meet the ex-
pectations of a Congregational parish, and that
was that “in the weekly female prayer-meeting
she could never lead the devotions ”; but from
this duty she seems to have been excused because
of her known sensitiveness and timidity.

Mrs. Beecher died when Harriet was in her
fourth year, but she left an indelible impression
upon her family. Her “ memory met us every-
where,” says Mrs, Stowe; “when father
wished to make an appeal to our hearts which he
knew we could not resist, he spoke of mother.”
It had been the mother’s prayer that her sons, of
whom there were six, should be ministers, and
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ministérs/\they ' (all . Gwerel /1 One incident Mrs,
Stowe remembered which may be supposed to
have set Sunday apart as a day of exceptional
sanctity. It was that ¢ of our all running and
dancing out before her from the nursery to the
sitting-room one Sabbath morning and her
pleasant voice saying after us, ¢ Remember the
Sabbath day to kecp it holy.’” Such early re-
ligious impressions made upon the mind of a
child of four would have faded in other sur-
roundings, but it will be seen that Harriet’s en-
vironment gave no rest to her little soul.

After the death of her mother, the child was
sent to her grandmother Foote’s for a long visit.
There she fell to the charge of her aunt Harriet,
than whom, we are told, “a more energetic
human being never undertook the education of a
child.” According to her views, * little girls were
to be taught to move very gently, to speak softly
and prettily, to say ¢ Yes ma’am’ and ¢No
ma ’am,’ never to tear their clothes, to sew and
knit at regular hours, to go to church on Sunday
and make all the responses, and to come home
and be catechised. I remember those catechis-
ings when she used to place my little cousin
Mary and myself bolt upright at her knee while
black Dinah and Harvey, the bound boy, were
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ranged at arespectful distance behind us. . . .
I became a proficient in the Church catechism
and gave my aunt great satisfaction by the old-
fashioned gravity and steadiness with which I
learned to repeat it.” This early training in
the catechism and the responses bore fruit in
giving Mrs. Stowe a life-long fondness for the
Episcopal service and ultimately in taking her
into the Episcopal Church, of which during her
last thirty years she was a communicant. Har-
riet signalized her fifth year by committing to
memory twenty-seven hymns and “two long
chapters of the Bible,” and even more perhaps,
by accidentally discovering in the attic a dis-
carded volume of the “ Arabian Nights,” with
which, she says, her fortune was made. It was
a much more suitable child’s book, one would
think, than the Church catechism or Watts’s
hymns.

At the age of six Harriet passed to the care of
the second Mrs. Lyman Beecher, formerly Har-
riet Porter, of Portland, Maine, apparently a
lady of great dignity and character. “ We
felt,” says Mrs. Stowe, “a little in awe of her,
as if she were a strange princess rather than our
own mamma ; but her voice was very sweet, her
ways of speaking and moving very graceful, and
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she took us\up inher/lap and let us play with
her beautiful hands which seemed wonderful
things, made of pearl and ornamented with
strange rings.” It appears she was a faithful
mother, though a little severe and repressive.
Henry Ward Beecher said of her: ¢ She did the
office-work of a mother if ever a mother did ”’;
she “ performed to the uttermost her duties, ac-
cording to her ability ”; she * was a woman of
profound veneration rather than of a warm lov-
ing nature. Therefore her prayer was invaria-
bly a prayer of deep yearning reverence. I
remember well the impression which it made on
me. There was a mystic influence about it. A
sort of sympathetic hold it had on me, but still
I always felt when I went to prayer, as though
I were going into a crypt, where the sun was not
allowed to come; and I shrunk from it”> To
complete the portrait of this conscientious lady
who was to have the supervision of Harriet from
her sixth year, the following from a letter of one
of the Beecher children is worth quoting:
¢ Mamma is well and don’t laugh any more than
she did.” Evidently a rather stern and sober-
ing influence had come into the Beecher family.

¢ In her religion,” says Mrs. Stowe, “ she was
distinguished by a most unfaltering Christ-wor-
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ship. . . .\ Had it'not/beenthat Dr. Pay-
son had set up and kept before her a tender,
human, loving Christ, she would have been only
a conscientious bigot. This image; however,
gave softness and warmth to her religious life,
and I have since noticed how her Christ-en-
thusiasm has sprung up in the hearts of all her
children.” This passage is of peculiar interest
as it shows the source of what Mrs. Stowe loves
to call the “ Christ-worship ” which character-
ized the religion of the younger Beechers.
Writing at the age of seventeen, when her soul
was tossing between Scylla and Charybdis, Har-
riet says: “I feel that I love God,— that is,
that I love Christ ; and in 1876, writing of her
brother Henry, she says, “ He and I are Christ-
worshippers, adoring him as the Image of the
Invisible God.” Her son refers us to the
twenty-fourth chapter of the Minister’s Wooing
for a complete presentation of this subject * of
Christ-worship.” Mrs. Stowe speaks of this
belief as a plain departure from ordinary Trini-
tarianism, as a kind of heresy which it has re-
quired some courage to hold. The heresy seems
to have consisted in practically dropping the
first and third persons in the Godhead and ac-
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cepting Christ, as the only God,we know or need
to consider.

As Mrs. Stowe during her adult life was an
invalid, it is interesting to have Mrs. Beecher’s
testimony that, on her arrival, she was met by a
lovely family of children and ¢ with heartfelt
gratitude,” she says, “ I observed how cheerful
and healthy they were.” When Harriet was ten
years of age, she began to attend the Litchfield
‘Academy and was recognized as one of its
brightest pupils. She especially excelled in
writing compositions and, at the age of twelve,
her essay was one of two or three selected to be
read at a school exhibition. After Harriet’s
had been read, Dr. Beecher turned to the teacher
and asked, “Who wrote that composition?”
“Your daughter, Sir,” was the reply. “It
was,” says Mrs. Stowe, “ the proudest moment
of my life.”

“ Can the immortality of the soul be proved
by the light of Nature?”” was the subject of this
juvenile composition, a strange choice for a girl
of twelve summers; but in this family the re-
ligious climate was tropical, and forced develop-
ment. As might have been expected, she easily
proved that nothing of immortality could be
known by the light of nature. She had been too
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well instructed to think(otherwise. Dr. Beecher
himself had no good opinion of ¢the light of
nature.’ “ They say,” said he, “that every-
body knows about God naturally. A lie. All
such ideas are by teaching.” If Harriet had
taken the other side of her question and argued
as every believer tries to to-day, she would have
deserved some credit for originality. Neverthe-
less the form of her argument is remarkable for
her years, and would not have dishonored Dr.
Beecher’s next sermon. This amazing achieve-
ment of a girl of twelve can be read in the Life
of Mrs. Stowe by her son.

From the Litchfield Academy, Harriet was
sent to the celebrated Female Seminary estab-
lished by her sister Catharine at Hartford, Conn.
She here began the study of Latin and, * at the
end of the first year, made a translation of Ovid
in verse which was read at the final exhibition of
the school.” It was her ambition to be a poet
and she began a play called ¢Cleon, filling
¢ blank book after blank book with this drama.”
Mrs. Fields prints six pages of this poem and
the specimens have more than enough merit to
convince one that the author might have attained
distinction as a poet. Her energetic sister
Catharine however put an end to this innocent
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diversion, (8aying that she must not was
time writing poetry but discipline her mind
Butler’s Analogy. To enforce compl
Harriet was assigned to teach the Analog
class of girls as old as herself, “ being com
to master each chapter just ahead of the «
This occupation, with Latin, French and I
sufficiently protected her from the dissipat
writing poetry.

Harriet remained in the Hartford schc
pupil and teacher, from her thirteenth {
twenty-third year. In her spiritual histor:
was an important period. It may seem th
soul had hitherto not been neglected but :
youth and a sunny nature had kept her fro;
agonies of Christian experience. Now he
had come. No one under the care of the
Puritan, Catharine Beecher, would be su
to forget her eternal interests. Both of
Stowe’s biographers feel the necessity of
ing us acquainted with this masterful

“whose strong, vigorous mind and treme

({3

personality,” says Mr. Stowe, ind
stamped themselves on the sensitive, dr
poetic nature of her younger sister.”

Tt was Catharine’s distinction to have wi
it 1s claimed, the best refutation of Edwar
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the Will ever published."’ She 'was undoubtedly
the most acute and vigorous intellect in the
Beecher family. Like all the members of her
remarkable family, she was intensely religious
and, at the period when Harriet passed to her
care, gloomily religious. It could not have been
otherwise. She had been engaged to marry
Prof. Alexander Fisher, of Yale College, a
young man of great promise. Unhappily, he
was drowned at sea, and she believed his soul was
eternally lost. It is futile to ask why Yale
College should have entrusted a professorship
to a man whom the Lord would send to perdition,
or why Miss Beecher should have loved such an
abandoned character; it is enough to say that
she loved him and that she believed his soul to
be lost; and was it her fault that she could not
be a cheerful companion to a young girl of
thirteen?

As we have seen, Harriet must not fritter
away her time writing plays; she must study
Butler’s Analogy. She must also read Baxter’s
Saints Rest, than which, says Mrs. Stowe, “ no
book ever affected me more powerfully. As I

walked the pavements I wished that they might

sink beneath me if only I might find myself in
heaven.” In this mental condition she went to
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her)hiome inLitchfield to spend her v
One dewy fresh Sunday morning of thai
stood by itself in her memory. I kne
says, “ it was sacramental Sunday, and *
with sadness that when all the good
should take the bread and wine I should
out. I tried hard to think of my sins an
them up; but what with the birds, the
and the brooks that rippled by the way
impossible.” The sermon of Dr. Beecl
unusually sweet and tender and when
pealed to his hearers to trust themselves t
their faithful friend, she says, “ I longec
out I will. Then the awful thought ca
me that I had never had any conviction
sins and consequently could not come t
Happily the inspiration came to her tha
nceded conviction of sin and Jesus were
friend, he would give it to her; she wou
him for the whole, and she went home il
with joy.

When her father returned, she fell ;
arms saying, “ Father, I have given m;
Jesus and he has taken me. “1Is it so
he. “Then has a new flower blossomec
kingdom this day.” This is very swi
beautiful and it shows that Dr. Beeche
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tender heart'/'under!(his CCalvinistic theology.
“If she could have been let alone,” says her
son, “ and taught to ¢ look up and not down, for-
ward and not back, out and not in,’ this religious
experience might have gone on as sweetly and
naturally as the opening of a flower in the
gentle rays of the sun. But unfortunately this
was not possible at a time when self-examination
was carried to an extreme that was calculated to
drive a nervous and sensitive child well-nigh
distracted. First, even her sister Catharine was
afraid that there might be something wrong in
the case of a lamb that had come into the fold
without being first chased all over the lot by the
shepherd: great stress being laid on what was
called being under conviction. Then also the
pastor of the First Church in Hartford, a bosom
friend of Dr. Beecher, looked with melancholy
and suspicious eyes on this unusual and doubtful
path to heaven.”

Briefly stated, these two spiritual guides put
Harriet through a process which brought her to
a sense of sin that must have filled their hearts
with joy. She reached the stage when she wrote
to her brother Edward: “ My whole life is one
continued struggle; I do nothing right. I am
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beset behind, and before, and my sins take away
all my happiness.”

Unfortunately for her, it was at this stage of
Harriet’s religious experience that Dr. Beecher
was called to Boston to stem the rising tide of
Unitarianism, with its easy notions about con~
viction of sin and other cardinal elements of a
true faith. To be thrown into the fervors of a
crusade was just the experience which Harriet’s
heated brain did not need. Her life at this
period was divided between Hartford and Bos-
ton, but her heart went with Dr. Beecher to his
great enterprise in Boston, or, as Mrs. Fields
says, “ This period in Boston was the time when
Harrict felt she drew nearer to her father than
at any other period of her life.”

It will not be necessary to go farther into this
controversy than to show what a cauldron it was
for the family of Dr. Beecher. In his autobiog-
raphy, Dr. Beecher says, “From the time
Unitarianism began to show itsclf in this
country, it was as firc in my bones.” After his
call to Boston, he writes again, “ My mind had
been heating, heating, heating. Now I had a
chance to strike.”® The situation that con-
fronted him in Boston rather inflamed than sub-
ducd his spirit. Let Mrs. Stowe tell the story
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herself. * Calvinism, jor, orthodoxy,” she says,
“ was the despised and persecuted form of faith.
It was the dethroned royal family wandering like
a permitted mendicant in the city where it once
held high court, and Unitarianism reigned in its
stead. All the literary men of Massachusetts
were Unitarians. All the trustees and profes-
sors of {Harvard College were Unitarians. ‘Al
the élite of wealth and fashion crowded Unitar-
ian churches. The judges on the bench were
Unitarian, giving decisions by which the pecu-
liar features of church organization, so carefully
ordained by the Pilgrim Fathers, had been nulli-
fied. The dominant majority entered at once
into possession of churches and church property,
leaving the orthodox minority to go out into
schoolhouses and town halls, and build their
churches as best they could.”

We can hardly suppose that Harriet had read
the decision of the court, or that she deemed it
necessary ; she knew it was wrong by instinct,
and the iron entered her soul. The facts appear
to have been as follows: The old parishes in New
England included a given territory like a school
district or a voting precinct. Members of a
given parish, if they were communicants, formed
themselves into a “church” which was the
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church of that, parish. The court decid
this church always remained the church
parish. Members might withdraw, bu
withdrew as individuals. They could nc
draw the church, not even if they consti
majority.

The correctness of this decision does n
cern us here; it is enough that Dr. ]
thought it wrong and that Harriet tho
wrong. “The effect of all this,” sh
“upon my father’s mind was to keep hi
white heat of enthusiasm. His family -
at this period, departing from the cus
forms of unexcited hours, became often 1
ings of passionate emotion, such as I sha
forget. ¢Come, Lord Jesus,” he wou
‘ here where the bones of the fathers re:
where the crown has been torn from th;
come and recall thy wandering childre
hold thy flock scattered upon the moun
these sheep, what have they done! Gathe
gather them, O good shepherd, for th
stumble upon the dark mountains.””

The fierce heat of this period was to
for a tender plant like Harriet. For h
of mind, even Catharine thought the
home life was not entircly suitable. It
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be better for her,in Hartford.  f¢ Harriet will
have young society here which she cannot have
at home, and I think cheerful and amusing
friends will do much for her.” Catharine had
received a letter from Harriet which, she says,
“ made me feel uneasy,” as well it might. Har-
riet had written her sister: “1I don’t know as
I am fit for anything, and I have thought that I
could wish to die young and let the remembrance
of me and my faults perish in the grave. . . .
Sometimes I could not sleep, and have groaned
and cried till midnight, while in the daytime I
tried to appear cheerful, and succeeded so well
that papa reproved me for laughing so much.”
Life was too serious to permit even an affectation
of gaiety.  The atmosphere of that period,”
says Mrs. Field, “and the terrible arguments of
her father and of her sister Catharine were some-
times more than she could endure.” Her
brother Edward was helpful and comforting.
She thanks him for helping her solve some of
her problems, but the situation was critical: “I
feared that if you left me thus I might return
to the same dark, desolate state in which I had
been all summer. I felt that my immortal in-
terest, my happiness for both worlds, was de-
pending on the turn my feelings might take.”
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Dr, /Beecher was)too much absorbed with his
mission to observe what was going on in his own
family, unless there chanced to be an unexpected
outburst of gaiety. ¢ Every leisure hour was be-
sct by people who came with earnest intention
to express to him those various phases of weary,
restless wandering desire proper to an earnest
people whose traditional faith has been broken
up. . . . Inquirers were constantly coming
with every imaginable theological problem.
« « . he was to be seen all day talking with
whoever would talk. . . . till an hour or
two before the time (of service), when he would
rush up to his study; . . . just as the
last stroke of the bell was dying away, he would
cmerge from the study with his coat very much
awry, come down stairs like a hurricane, stand
impatiently protesting while female hands that
ever lay in wait adjusted his cravat and settled
his collar. . . . and hooking wife or
daughter like a satchel on his arm, away he
would start on such a race through the strcets
as left neither brain nor breath till the church
was gained.” Such, very much abbreviated, is
Mrs. Stowe’s portrait of her father at this
period. It is a good example of her power of
delineation ; but what a life was this for a half
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distracted girl like Harriet! - Much better for
her would have been the old serene, peaceful,
quiet life of Litchfield.

She had several kinds of religious trouble. It
troubled her that in the book of Job, God should
seem “ to have stripped a dependent creature of
all that renders life desirable, and then to have
answered his complaints from the whirlwind,
and, instead of showing mercy and pity, to have
overwhelmed him with a display of his power
and justice.” It troubled her that when she
allowed herself to take a milder view of diety,
“1 feel,” she says, “less fear of God and, in
view of sin, I feel only a sensation of grief.”
This was an alarming decline/. It troubled her
again that she loved literature, whereas she
ought only to care for religion. She writes to
Edward: “You speak of your predilections
for literature being a snare to you. I have

found it so myself.” Evidently, as she has be-

fore said, she was beset behind and before.
What was perhaps worst of all, the heavens
seemed closed to her. Calvinism was pure ag-
nosticism; and she had been educated a Calvin-
ist. There was no ¢ imminent God,’ in all and
through all, for Calvinism; that came in with
Transcendentalism, a form of thought which
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never/seems [to)have touched Mrs. Stowe. She
seems always to have felt, as at this period she
writes Edward, that ¢ still, after all, God is a
. being afar off.” Nevertheless, there was Christ,
- but Christ at this period was also afar off: “1I
feel that I love God,— that is that I love Christ,
— that I find happiness in it, and yet it is not
that kind of comfort which would arise from free
communication of my wants and sorrows to a
friend. I sometimes wish that the Savior were
visibly present in this world, that I might go to
him for a solution of some of my difficulties.”

It will be seen from this passage that Harriet’s
storm-tossed soul was settling down upon Christ
as the nearest approach to God one could gain
in the darkness, and with this she taught herself
to be content. ¢ So, after four years of strug-
gling and suffering,” writes her son, *she re-
turns to the place where she started from as a
child of thirteen. It has been like watching a
ship with straining masts and storm-beaten sails,
buffeted by the waves, making for the harbor,
and coming at last to quiet anchorage.” One
cannot help reflecting how different would have
been her experience in the household of Dr.
Channing ; but Dr. Beecher would sooner have
trusted her in a den of wolves.
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Harriet was' 'seventeen-years 'old when, men-
tally, she reached her quiet anchorage but, phy-
sically as might be expected, it was with a con-
stitution undermined and with health broken.
¢ She had not grown to be a strong woman,”
says Mrs. Fields; ¢ the apparently healthy and '
hearty child had been suffered to think and feel,
to study and starve (as we say), starve for re-
" laxation, until she became a woman of much suf-
fering and many inadequacies of physical life.”
A year or two later Harriet herself writes, “ This
inner world of mine has become worn out and .
untenable,” and again, “ About half my time
I am scarcely alive. . . . I have every-
thing but good health. . . . Thought,
intense emotional thought, has been my disease.”

At the end of six restless and stormy years, in
1832, Dr. Beecher resigned his Boston pastorate
to accept the presidency of Lane Theological
Seminary at Cincinnati, Ohio, Catharine and
Harriet accompanying the family with the pur-
pose of establishing a high grade school for
young women. The plan was successfully car-
ried out, and the * Western Female Institute »
marked a new stage in education west of the
Alleghenies. One of Harriet’s early achieve-
ments at Cincinnati was the publication of a
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teattunk | ia\ grography,) ey | first sttempt at
suthorstip. She made her entry into the field
of smmginative litersture by gaining a prize of
$50 for & story printed in The Western Maga-
sine,

Her connection with the “ Western Female
Inmtitute”” was brief, and the prosecution of a
literary carcer was postponed, by her marriage
in 1886, with Prof. Calvin E. Stowe; or, as she
announces this momentous event: “ about half
an hour more and your old friend, schoolmate,
sinter, ote., will cease to be Hattie Beecher and
chango to nobody knows who,”

"The marricd life of Mrs. Stowe covered a
perlod of fifty ycars and was a conspicuously
lippy one.  Prof, Stowe, who seemed so much
lihe # myth to the general public, was a man
of' grent lonening and keen intelligence, unimag-
inative an he says himself, but richly endowed
with *a ¢ertain broad humor and drollery.”
tlix won tells us that he was  an inimitable mimic
anld stary- teller. No small proportion of Mrs.
Ntowe's suecene us a literary woman is to be at-
tributad to him™  The Sam Lawson stories are
waitd to be a little wore his than hers, being  told
uv they came from Mer. Stowe’s lips with little or
ve altevation™  For her scholarly husband, Mrs.
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Stowe had the highest appreciation and the pret-
tiest way of expressing it: “If you were not
already my dearly loved husband,” she writes
him, “ I should certainly fall in love with you.”
Prof. Stowe could also write a love-letter:
“ There is no woman like you in this wide world.
Who else has so much talent with so little self-
conceit ; so much reputation with so little affec-
tation ; so much literature with so little nonsense;
so much entcrprise with so little extravagance;
so much tongue with so little scold; so much
sweetness with so little softness; so much of so
many things and so little of so many other
things.” If a man’s wife is to have her biog-
raphy written, he will not be sorry that he has
sent her some effusive love-letters.

Fourteen years of Mrs. Stowe’s beautiful mar-
ried life were spent in Cincinnati, with many
vicissitudes of ill-health, some poverty, and the
birth of six children, three sons and three daugh-
ters. One can get some idea both of the happi-
ness and the hardship of that life from her let-
ters. In 1843, seven years after marriage, she
writes, * Our straits for money this year are un-
paralleled even in our annals. Even our bright
and cheery neighbor Allen begins to look blue,
and says $600 is the very most we can hope to
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callect of our sslany, once $1,200.” Again she
writes, * 1 am already half sick from confine-
ment to the house and overwork. If I should
sew every day for a month to come I should
not be ahle to accomplish half of what is to be
done,” There were trials enough during this
period, but her severest affliction came in its last
year, in the losa of an infant son by cholera.
That waa in 1849, when Cincinnati was devas-
tated; when during the months of June, July
and August more than nine thousand persons
died of chalera within three miles of her house,
and among them ahe says, “ My Charley, my
beautiful, loving, gladsome baby, so loving, so
sweet, so full of life and hope and strength.”
In these years, Mrs, Stowe’s life was too full
of domestic care to permit many excursions into
the ficld of literature. In 1848, a collection of
sketches was published by the Harpers under
the title of the © Mayflower.” Occasionally she
contributed a bright little story to a monthly
or an annual.  An amusing account is given of
the writing of one of these stories, by a lady
who volunteered to serve as amanuensis while
Mrs. Stowe dictated, and at the same time super-
vised a mew girl in the kitchen: “You may
now write,” said Mrs. Stowe, ¢ Her lover wept
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with her, nor/dared hecagain) touch the point
so sacredly guarded — (Mina, roll that crust
a little thinner). He spoke in soothing tones.—
(Mina, poke the coals).” ”

These literary efforts, produced under diffi-
culties, inspired Prof. Stowe with great confi-
dence in her genius. He wrote her in 1842,
¢“ My dear, you must be a literary woman. It
is so written in the book of fate.” Again he
writes, “ God has written it in his book that you
must be a literary woman, and who are we that
we should contend against God! You must
therefore make all your calculations to spend the
rest of your life with your pen.” Nevertheless
the next eight years pass as the last six have
passed without apparently bringing the dream
of a literary career nearer fulfilment. With a
few strokes of the pen, Mrs. Stowe draws a pic-
ture of her life at this period: “I was mar-
ried when I was twenty-five years old to a man
rich in Greek and Hebrew and, alas, rich in noth-
ingelse. . . . During long years of strug-
gling with poverty and sickness, and a hot, de-
bilitating climate, my children grew up around
me. The nursery and the kitchen were my prin-
cipal fields of labor. - Some of my friends, pity-
ing my trials, copied and sent a number of little
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sketches/from my pento certain liberally paying
annuals, with my name. With the first money
that I earned in this way I bought a feather
bed! for as I had married into poverty and with-
out a dowry, and as my husband had only a
large library of books and a good deal of learn-
ing, the bed and pillows were thought the most
profitable investment. After this I thought that
I had discovered the philosopher’s stone. So
when a new carpet or mattress was going to be
needed, or when at the close of the year it began
to be evident that my family accounts, like poor
Dora’s, ¢ wouldn’t add up,’ then I used to say
to my faithful friend and factotum Anna, who
shared all my joys and sorrows, ¢ Now, if you
will keep the babies and attend to things in the
house for a day, I’ll write a piece and then we’ll
be out of the scrape.” So I became an author,—
very modest I do assure you.”

The hardships and privations of Mrs. Stowe’s
residence in Cincinnati were more than compen-
sated to her by the opportunity it afforded for
intimate acquaintance with the negro character
and personal observation of the institution of
slavery. Only the breadth of the Ohio river
separated her from Kentucky, a slave State.
While yet a teacher in the Female Institute, she
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spent a vacation uponl 4 Kentucky estate, after-
ward graphically described in ¢ Uncle Tom’s
Cabin ’ as Col. Shelby’s plantation. A compan-
ion upon this visit said, “ Harriet did not scem
to notice anything in particular that happened.
« « .« Afterwards, in reading ¢ Uncle Tom,’
I recognized scene after scene of that visit por-
trayed with the most minute fidelity.” A dozen
years before there were any similar demonstra-
tions in Boston, she witnessed in 1838, pro-
slavery riots in Cincinnati when Birney’s Aboli-
tion press was wrecked and when Henry Ward
Beecher, then a young Cincinnati editor, went
armed to and from his office. She had had in
her service a slave girl whose master was search-
ing the city for her, and whose rescue had been
effected by Prof. Stowe and Henry Ward
Beecher who, * both armed, drove the fugitive,
in a covered wagon, by night, by unfrequented
roads, twelve miles back into the country, and
left her in safety.” This incident was the basis
of “the fugitive’s escape from Tom Loker and
Marks in ¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” ”

Lane Theological Seminary, in which Prof.
Stowe held a chair, had, it is said, * become a
hot-bed of abolition.” Partly for protection,
a colony of negroes had settled about the semi-
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nary, and these( families; says Mrs. Stowe,  be-
came my favorite resort in cases of emergency.
If anyone wishes to have a black face look hand-
some, let them be left as I have been, in feeble
health, in oppressive hot weather, with a sick
baby in arms, and two other ones in the nursery,
and not a servant in the whole house to do a
turn.” “Time would fail me,” writes Mrs.
Stowe, “ to tell you all that I learned incidental-
ly of the slave system in the history of various
slaves who came into my family, and of the un-
derground railroad which, I may say, ran
through our house.”

A New England education alone would not
have given Mrs. Stowe the material to write the
story of “ Uncle Tom.” A youth passed on a

Southern plantation would have made her cal-
lous and indifferent, as it did so many tender-
hearted women. A New England woman of
genius, educated in New England traditions, was
providentially transferred to the heated border
line between freedom and slavery and, during
cighteen years, made to hear a thousand authen-
tic incidents of the patriarchal system from the
victims themselves. Then “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin *
could be written. Perhaps one other element of
preparation ought to be mentioned since Mrs.
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Stowe laid stress upon it herself.;, The woman
who should write * Uncle Tom’s Cabin > needed
to be a mother who had known what it is to have
a child snatched from her arms irrevocably and
without a moment’s notice. It was at her baby’s
¢ dying bed and at his grave that I learned,”
she says, “ what a poor slave mother may feel
when her child is torn away from her. In those
depths of sorrow which seemed to me immeasur-
able, it was my only prayer to God that such
anguish might not be suffered in vain.

I allude to this because I have often felt that
much that is in that book (¢ Uncle Tom’) had
its roots in the awful scenes and bitter sorrows
of that summer.” ,

In 1850, this western life, with its mixture of
sweet and bitter waters, came to an end. The
climate of Cincinnati was unfavorable to' the
health of both Mr. and Mrs. Stowe, and Mr.
Stowe accepted a professorship in Bowdoin Col-
lege, at the small salary of $1,000 a year, de-
clining at the same time an offer from New York
city of $2,300. Why he accepted the smaller
salary is not said. Certainly it assured him his
old felicity, his Master’s blessing upon the poor.
The situation, however, was better than it seems,
as Mrs. Stowe had written enough to have con-
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fidence in her pen, and she purposed to m
family income at least $1,700 by her w
She accomplished much more than thai
shall presently see.

From the car window, as one passes t
Brunswick, Maine, he can see the house 1
Mrs. Stowe passed the three followin
happy years, in which her seventh ch:
born, a son who lived to be her biograph
in which she wrote *“ Uncle Tom’s Cabi
will be remembered that the year 1850 ws
memorable by the enactment of the ¥
Slave Law. How the attempted execu
this law affected Mrs. Stowe can be antic
¢ To me,” she says, it is incredible, a
mournful. I feel as if I should be wil
sink with it, were all this sin and misery
in the sea. . . . I sobbed aloud in ¢
and Mrs. Judge Reeves in another.”

In this mood, Mrs. Stowe received ¢
from Mrs. Edward Beecher saying, ¢ Hz
I could use a pen as you can, I woul
somcthing to make this nation feel what
cursed thing slavery is.” Her children
ber that at the reading of this letter, Mrs
rose from her chair, crushing the letter
hand, and said, “I will write somethi
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will if I live.”,  The fulfilment of this vow was
“ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.”

This story was begun in The National Era, on
June 5, 1851 ; it was announced to run through
three months and it occupied ten. * I could not
control the story,” said Mrs. Stowe; it wrote
itself.” Again, she said, “I the author of
¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin!’ No, indeed. The Lord
himself wrote it, and I was but the humblest in-
strument in his hand.” It has been said that
¢ Uncle Tom’s Cabin* made the crack of the
slave-driver’s whip and the cries of the tortured
blacks ring in every household in the land, till
human hearts could bear it no longer,” and that
it “ made the enforcement of the Fugitive Slave
Law an impossibility.”

It is possible to discuss the question whether
% Uncle Tom’s Cabin ” is a work of art, just as it
is possible to discuss whether the Sermon on the
Mount is a work of art, but not whether the
story was effective, not whether it hit the mark
and accomplished its purpose. Mrs. Stowe’s
story is not so much one story as a dozen; in the
discriminating language of her som, it is “a
series of pictures,” and who will deny that the
scenes are skilfully portrayed!

Mrs. Stowe did not know that she had made
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her fortune; she had not written for money;
nevertheless when the story was republished in
_ a volume, her ten per cent. of the profits brought
her $10,000 in four months. It went to its third
edition in ten days, and one hundred and twenty
editions, or more than 800,000 copies were sold
in this country within one year. This astound-
ing popularity was exceeded in Great Britain.
Not being protected by copyright, eighteen pub-
lishing houses issued editions varying from 6d
to 15s a copy, and in twelve months, more than
a million and a half of copies had been sold in
the British dominions. 'The book was also trans-
lated and published in nineteen European lan-
guages. It was dramatized and brought out
in New York in 1852, and, a year'later it was
_running still. “ Everybody goes,” it was said,
“ night after night and nothing can stop it.” .
" In London, in 1852, it was the attraction at two
theatres. :
What the public thought of the story is evi-
" dent, nor did competent judges dissent.” Long-
fellow said: “ It is one of the greatest triumphs
recorded in literary history, to say nothing of
the higher triumph of its moral effect.” George
Sand said: “ Mrs. Stowe is all instinct ; it is the
very reason that she appears to some to have no
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talent. . .\willcannot saythat she has tal-
ent as one understands it in the world of letters,
but she has genius as humanity feels the need
of it,— the genius of goodness, not that of the
man of letters, but of the saint. . . . In
matters of art, there is but one rule, to paint and
to move.” I give but a paragraph of a paper
which Senator Sumner called “a most remark-
able tribute, such as was hardly ever offered by,
such a genius to any living mortal.”

Apologists for the slave system have declared
that “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin ” is a libel upon the
system. One must do that before he can begin
his apology ; but the remarkable fact is that not
even in the South was the libel detected at the
first. That was an after-thought. Whittier
knew a lady who read the story “ to some twenty,
young ladies, daughters of slave-holders, near
New Orleans and amid the scenes described in
it, and they with one accord pronounced it true.” -
It was not till the sale of the book had run to
over 100,000 copies that a reaction set in and
then, strange to say, the note of warning was. -

ded by that infallible authority upon Amer-
;I.:aﬂ"airs, the London Times. ’

In 1852, the year following the publication

of “ Uncle Tom ” Prof. Stowe accepted a chair
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in the/Theological (Seminary at Andover, and
that village became the home of the family dur-
ing the ten following happy years. In 1853,
Mr. and Mrs. Stowe went to England upon the
invitation of Anti-slavery friends who guaran-
teed and considerably overpaid the expenses of
the trip. * Should Mrs. Stowe conclude to visit
Europe,” wrote Senator Sumner, “ she will have
a triumph.” The prediction was fulfilled. At
Liverpool she is met by friends and breakfasted
with a little company of thirty or forty people;
" at Glasgow, she drinks tea with two thousand;
at Edinburgh there was “ another great tea
party,” and she was presented with a “ national
penny offering consisting of a thousand golden
sovereigns on a magnificent silver salver.” She
had the Highlands yet to see as the guest of the
Duke of Argyll, not to mention London and
Paris. After five months, she sailed from Liver-
pool on her return, and is it any wonder that
she wrote, * Almost sadly as a child might leave
its home, I left the shores of kind, strong Old
England, the mother of us all!*

In 1856, Mrs. Stowe. visited Europe a second
time for the purpose of securing an English
copyright upon “ Dred,” having learned some-
thing of business by her experience with ¢ Uncle
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Tom.” It will/be interesting to/ know that in
England “Dred” was considered the better
story, that 100,000 copies of it were sold there in
four weeks, and that her English publisher issued
it in editions of 125,000 copies each. * After
that,” writes Mrs. Stowe, “ who cares what the
critics say?

She was abroad nearly a year, visiting France,
Switzerland, and Italy, and returned in June,
1857, to experience another sad bereavement.
Her son Henry was a Freshman in Dartmouth
college and, while bathing in the Connecticut
river, he was drowned. This was a severe trial
to Mrs. Stowe and the more so because, what-
ever her religion may have done for her, the
theology in which she had been educated gave no
comfort to her soul. * Distressing doubts as to
Henry’s spiritual state were rudely thrust upon
my soul.” These doubts she was able to master
at least temporarily, by assuming that they were
temptations of the devil, but three years later in
Florence, on a third voyage to Europe, she wrote
her husband, in reply to his allusions to Henry,
¢ Since I have been in Florence, I have been dis-
tressed by inexpressible yearnings for him,—
such sighings and outreachings, with a sense of
utter darkness and separation, not only from him
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but from all spiritual communion with my God.”
It will be interesting to know that relief was
brought her in this painful crisis, by the min-
istrations of spiritualism.

Mrs. Stowe returned in 1860 from her third
visit to Europe to find the country hovering upon
the verge of Civil War. The war brought her
another sore bereavement. At the battle of Get-
tysburg, her son, Capt. Frederick Stowe, was
struck by the fragment of a shell and, though
the wound healed, he never really recovered.
His end was sufficiently tragic. With the hope
of improving his health by a long sea voyage,
he sailed from New York for San Francisco by
way of Cape Horn. That he reached San Fran-
cisco in safety, writes his brother, “is known:
but that is all. No word from him or concerning
him has ever reached the loving hearts that have
waited so anxiously for it, and of his ultimate
fate nothing is known.” Whatever may have
been the ¢ spiritual state” of this son, Mrs.
Stowe had now somewhat modernized her theol-
ogy and could say, “ An endless infliction for
past sins was once the doctrine that we now gen-
erally reject. . . . Of one thing I am sure,
— probation does not end with this life.” To

[