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I

UT of the swift scores of pictures of her that pass

through my memory I choose one that is most
herself. I take this one. Here she stands in the
American garden she has made in the dark heart of a
Chinese city on the Yangtze River. She is in the bloom
of her maturity, a strong, very straight figure, of a
beautiful free carriage, standing in the full, hot sun-
shine of summer. She is not tall, nor very short, and
she stands sturdily upon her feet. There is a trowel in
her hand; she has been digging in her garden. Itisa
good, strong hand that holds the trowel, a firm brown
hand not too whitely well kept, and bearing evidence
of many kinds of labour. But it is shapely in spite of
this, and the fingers are unexpectedly pointed and
delicate at the tips.

The tropical sun beats down on her but she holds her

- head up to it, unafraid, and her eyes are open and clear
to it, hazel-brown eyes, gold-flecked, under dark brows,
“very direct in their gaze and set in short, thick, black
lashes. At this time in her life one did not stop to see
whether she was beautiful or not. One was caught and
held with the vigour and the strength of life in her face,
a straight nose not too small and with a good wide
space between the eyes, a mobile mouth, very expres-
sive and changeful, its lips not too thinly cut, a small,
firm, well shaped chin and beautiful neck and shoulders.
: : I :




THE EXILE

The sun falls hotly upon her hair. It is thick and soft
and curls about her face. In colour it is a warm chest-
nut, except where she has swept it up from her temples
and there, above her low, broad forehead, it shows two
wings of white, and where it is heaped upon her head
in a great full knot the white mingles again and again
in the strands. ‘ ,
Strange strong figure there in that American garden
she has made in the dark heart of a Chinese city! She
could pass for none other than an American, although
the foreign sun has burned her skin browner than is its
nature. A lounging Chinese gardener leans against a
bamboo that is one of a cluster near her, his blue cotton
coat and trousers girdled loosely at his waist, a wide
hat made of bamboo splits upon his shaven crown.
But neither bamboo nor gardener can make her
exotic. She is quite herself. Indeed, he has had little
to do with that garden of hers, beyond carrying buckets
of water for its watering. It is she who has planted

o “Armerican flowers there, wallflowers and bachelors’

~ buttons and hollyhocks against the enclosing brick wall
of the compound. It is she who has coaxed the grass
“to grow smooth and clipped under the trees and has set
a bed of English violets against the foot of the veranda.
Over the ugly, angular lines of the mission house she
has persuaded a Virginia creeper to climb, and it has
covered two sides already. At one end of the long

veranda a white rose hangs heavy with bloom, and if
you go near it she will call you sharply away, for there

|is a turtle dove’s nest there and she is guarding it as
, G ; ; ,
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'~ THE EXILE

zealously as the mother bird guards it. Once I saw her
angry—and she can be angry often—because that
lounging gardener robbed the nest, and she poured out
on him a torrent of well-articulated Chinese, and he
skulked astonished from her presence. Then in a
passionate pity she turned to the fluttering mother
bird and her voice fell until one would not have said it
was the same voice, and she coaxed the mother bird
and twisted the rose branches this way and that and
picked up the despoiled nest and put it tenderly back,
and sorrowfully and angrily she gathered the broken
eggshells together and buried them. And who more
joyous than she when the mother bird laid four more -
small eggs in the replaced nest.

‘Now that was good and brave of her!’ the woman

* cried, her eyes flashing.

But this picture of her in the American garden she
made in a strange country is not the beginning. It
does not explain her, nor how, for ever American as
she was, she came to be making the garden in China,
if, indeed, she can ever be explained. Nevertheless,
the beginning at least must be told. 4

Her family sprang from sturdy, well-to-do, indepen-
dent Dutch stock. Her grandfather had been a thriving
merchant in the city of Utrecht in Holland. In that
day of hand labour he was accounted rich, for he owned -
a factory that employed a hundred artisans, and there
he made cabinet furniture from imported woods. Out
of that factory, doubtless, came many of the desks of
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THE EXILE

rosewood and the inlaid tables and mahogany pieces
of that time.
This Dutchman, Mynheer Stulting, had a passion for
~ fine workmanship and the perfection of detail. He was
thrifty, too, and he laid up his money until it was con-
sidered that he had a fortune. He lived with his family
in the typical city house of Utrecht, compact, comfort-
able, roomy, and full of solid, beautiful furniture, all
of it neat and clean beyond imagination. He was
essentially a city man, but he had his garden, a square
garden at the back of the house, where he experimented,
in a small way, with tulips and bulbs, and here he satin
the evening over his long pipe and his goblet of wine.
On the Sabbath day, which he held unalterably the
Lord’s day, he and his wife and their son, the youngest
and the last at home, went to church. It would not
have occurred to them to do otherwise, for among the
three hundred souls who made up that church there
was none to whom it was more important than to
Mynheer Stulting, and he gave to it generously. He
had a big voice, and in church it rolled out of his short,
thick throat, leading the psalms he loved to sing. His
son, a slight slender lad, stood beside him always, sing-
ing also. He was shorter than his father and much
more slender in build, and meticulous in his garb. On
the other side was his mother, large, soft, kindly, mur-
muring the tune of the psalm gently, her mind never quite
detached from the immense Sunday dinner now warm
in the porcelain oven of the stove in her spotless kitchen.
Therewas religion in that church ofa Sundaymorning.

4



THE EXILE

The pastor braced himself to it, a tall, lean WhIp“
of a figure, his eyes burning, his voice sonorous. To

* him there was at times a challenge well-nigh unbearable ey
~ in the eyes of these three hundred souls who gathered

without fail to hear him; fine, straight, level eyes,

thinking, tranquil, hungering, critical. They knew well

whether a man had been with God or not when he pre-
pared his sermon. They expected solid meat, food for

the brain, strength for the spirit. This he gave to them

without sparing himself.

Then came the time, brief enough in history, of reh—
gious intolerance in Holland, and the burden of this
intolerance fell upon these worshippers. On the Sunday
following the issuance of the edict which took from them
their freedom of worship, these three hundred met
again, not this time to listen to their pastor, but totalk
together of what they must do. As the quiet talk waxed
fuller, it became evident that onething at least was clear; -
these men and women would brook no interference with

‘their religious liberty. It was Mynheer Stultingwhoat e
the end rose heavily to his feet and reared back his thick
neck and flashed his dark, heavy-lidded eyes over the

group. His great voice came forth like a trumpet call.
‘As for me and my house,’ he cried, ‘we will serve the

Lord! If we cannot serve Him in our own country,' :

then will we leave our country!’ ‘
- He paused and gazed piercingly about h1m Well

they all knew there was not one of them who had more e

to lose than he, the goodly merchant’ He paused and
then he shouted sonorously, , ,

5
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‘Let us go forth! Who will go?’

Quick as a dart of flame the white-haired pastor
stood up, smiling in a sort of ecstasy. A score of young
men sprang to their feet, their lips pressed together in
straight lines, their eyes shining. Slowly the older men
followed. They had more to lose: established busi-
nesses, thriving concerns, houses and lands. Last of
all the women rose, a young woman here and there
following with her eyes the leap of a lad to his feet and
then, not too soon after, rising shyly. Last of all the
mothers rose, holding little children pressed against
them, their eyes troubled and frightened and greatly
bewildered. At the end the three hundred souls stood,
and their pastor, seeing them, felt the tears upon his
- cheeks for triumph that of such was his kingdom. He
lifted his arms to pray and they fell upon their knees
under the power of his look, and such prayer as went
up filled the church with its force and presence. These
were to go forth, fersaking all for the sake of God and
liberty.

Of such stuff was this American woman made.

When the deep emotion of the day was over no whit

- of the determination passed. Mynheer with his solid
~Dutch thrift sold his factory at a good prxce and reahzed

upon all he owned.

Nor would he make it too hard for his wife. She
wept as she went about the house, but she wept softly
~and with her face turned away, for she would not do

- anything to move her husband away from his duty, nor
6 : :
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did she indeed doubt that he knew far better than she

what was God’s will. She who was always busy at
roasting and washing and cleaning and superintending
the maidservants had little time to think of God, and
she must leave it to her husband. Besides, it took so
long for her to spell out a few verses in the Book that
she trusted to his reading the Scriptures morning and
night, and it was a grief to her that even so in the
morning her mind would of its own accord wander to
the kaffee cake and to the sausage when she would fain
have listened to the Good Word, and at night it was
more shame still that do what she would she often fell
asleep at prayer so that her husband had to awaken
her and lift her from her knees. This made her humble,
and the more humble because he never reproached her
but only said in his big, kind way,
‘Now, mygood Huldah, howtired you are,aren’t you?’
‘Ach, Johann,” she always replied contritely, ‘I want
truly to hear the Good Word and why cannot I listen?’
Therefore if he said they must go she was sure they.
must, but he was not too hard upon her, and he let her
take the things she loved most, and they packed huge
boxes of feather beds and blue and white dishes and
silver and what furniture they needed.

The two older sons were married and had their homes

to break up, too, for they were all in the same church,
but at Mynheer Stulting’s house there was left Her-
manus, the youngest son, who held himself so stiff and
straight in his youth. He had not been put to the trade
as the others had, for he was born late in hlS “mothea: s
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life after the death of several children, and he was
delicate. Moreover, when he grew to manhood there
was enough and to spare in the prosperous house, and
the lad was proud and sensitive and filled with the love
of beauty, and his father and mother let him choose
what he wanted to learn for a trade. He chose then
to learn the craft of a jeweller, because he loved the
colour and touch of jewels, and he learned how to make
and to repair watches, for he was fascinated with the
instant and delicate precision of their fairy machinery.

Hermanus was on the whole a son surprising from
these stocky, thrifty parents. Standing between them
in the church pew, or mingling with his sturdy brothers
and their wives and children, he seemed alien from
them in some way, small and slight and dreaming as he
was, great only in his pride and independence, so that
not one of them thwarted him if it could be helped.

- Moreover, he was better educated than the others, for
he had demanded to be tanght many things. He spoke
« several languages and he wrote music and verse and he
was clever with his pencil and with pen and ink and
drew exquisitely. He had besides these gifts a beautiful
singing voice and an ear trembling and keen for true
_pitch. Early in his life others had recognized this gift,
“#and when he was scarcely more than a boy he held
the tuning fork in the church and set the tune for the
psalms.

Of the stuff of this lad, delicate, flaming, proud,
loving beauty to passion, was this American woman
made also, for he was her father.

8
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THE EXILE

Sometimes the younger son was sent on journeys to
other places for Mynheer Stulting, and this he loved.
He would flaunt himself a little when he was away, and
he bought a gay waistcoat in Amsterdam, or a high silk
stock, and he delighted to wear his linen spotless and
was fastidious in his perfumes and in the cut of his
coat. Nevertheless, he could always be trusted, even
had he not taken with him a faithful servant, for that
very fastidiousness kept him from the crude sins of
young men, that and his intense pride in himself.

When Mynheer was finishing the business of his
house preparatory to leaving his country there were
certain houses that owed him money, for the retail
shops of many cities were glad to buy the perfected
pieces of furniture he made, each piece scrutinized by
him and many polished finally by his own hands. So
he sent his son and he said, ‘Hermanus, go to Amster-
dam one more time and this time see yourself the head
of this house and clear up all accounts. Tell him I
leave my country that I may be free, and it is the end -
and the beginning.’

The owner of this house to which Mynheer sent h15 e
son was a Frenchman of Huguenot blood, who had
inherited monies from his father, and Hermanus had :
been to see him before and there he had met the young
daughter. Each time he had been more deeply fasci-
nated by the tiny dark-eyed maid, lighter and more
fragile than the fair Dutch girls he knew, and short as
he was, she was scarcely above his shoulder. Neverthe- "
less, so strict were the customs of the country that thiey S
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had never talked together alone, although the last three
times they had met they had looked at each other and
their eyes had melted together, and he knew that one
day more must be said between them.

Now he knew he was seeing her for the last time.
She sat with her little, dark, curly head bent over her
embroidery frame, demure and silent, as he delivered
his father’s message, and when she heard that he was
to go to a foreign country, she looked up, panting a
little, and he saw her put her hand upon her breast.
Suddenly and in that instant the fluttering warm excite-
ment in his own breast that he had scarcely called love
grew and spread and well-nigh choked him and he
knew he must have this small French maid. Then
stammering and flushed and aching with pride and fear
he asked the father’s permission to pay his addresses
to the daughter. The old man instantly sent his
daughter from the room and his black eyebrows darted
over his forehead, his eyes opening and shutting and
his shoulders shrugging and fingers waving, and he was
astonished at what had happened. Nevertheless, he
would not say yes or no, for he knew the young man'’s
father was wealthy, and so he temporized and spoke of
an arrangement later.

‘But I am going far from my country,” said Her-
manus steadily, suddenly bold. ‘It must be at once.’
AD, then, it was impossible, the darting eyebrows and
fluttering eyelids proclaimed, and Hermanus turned
haughtily away, his heart beating wildly under his still
breast and proud face.
I0




THE EXILE

When he reached the street he could have wept for
all his pride, and he stumbled along the cobbled street
to his hotel, blind because he could not see for his
tears. He could not delay his departure beyond that
night, since the business was finished. Then, in-
credibly, he heard soft steps running behind him, and
there behind him she was, her hair muffled in a little
lace shawl, and she seized his arm and poured out words
upon him. Was he going away? Ah—to America?
Ah—so far as that? Ah—it was very far! And her
eyes dropped suddenly, pretty, frank, child-like eyes,
brown, flecked with gold. Hermanus looked at her in
despair. Somehow into this moment must be crowded
months of slow and courteous courtship. His Dutch
directness came to his aid. He said plainly, ‘Will you
have me for your husband?’
~ She looked up at him then, swiftly and frankly.

“Yes, I will,” she said. '

‘Then they planned quickly. She was alone in the
house except for her old father and the housekeeper—
her mother was long dead—yes, she could escape easily
enough. Yes, she could meet him in half an hour and
they could take the carriage then. Yes, she was quite
sure—it was not new to her—she had told herself that
if he asked for her she would have him. She would go
to his parents—to America. '

Hermanus stood waiting for her in that quiet, twisted
street, in a fever of love and fear, not unmixed with
embarrassment, and sooner than she had said she came
- running to him again in her little bonnet and cloak. He
II




THE EXILE

took her to his hotel where his manservant await,ed‘
“him, and in spite of that Phlegmatic man’s horror, the

determined and indomitable.

This power for passion and lovewent alsointo the mak-
ing of the American Woman, for these were her Parents.

The congregation could not leave Utrecht as quickly

after the marriage of Hermanus to his little French
maid, and gave time also for the birth of Hermanus’s
son, whom they named Cornelius, and so when the hour
came for departure, there were three generations of the
Stulting family to sail away from their country.
Three hundred souls, then, with their pastor at their
head, sailed across the Atlantic Ocean. They chartered
a ship to carry them all together, and upon it they

lived quietly, facing the unknown future steadily,
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But to Hermanus and his wife it was a time of love

and exaltation. It meant little to them that the old

French father had sent word that although he forgave
his daughter he did not wish her to come home again.

‘How could I go home, anyway?’ she cried gaily
when she heard of it. ‘Besides, I have never loved him.
- He is a cruel old man. Ah, ’Ermanus!’ : ‘

Hermanus was enchanted the more because she could
never pronounce his name except with the soft French
elision of its consonants. Where they were going he
scarcely knew. He trusted to his father in this as in
everything. Meanwhile here was his love beside him,
and here their little son.

Once upon the American shores their difficulties
began. They were not a sentimental people, and they
thought more now about practical questions of how to
live than they did of the impulse that had moved them
to liberty. It was well, for the people in New York
were greedy and clever, and when the shipload of
thrifty Dutch merchants and artisans sailed into har-
bour they were fair prey, and these prosperous-looking
Dutchmen had to hand out gold pieces for the slightest
necessary service.

But they bore this with fortitude and proceeded at
once to land in Pennsylvania they had bought on
paper. When they reached there this land proved to
be entirely swamp and fitted for nothing, and there
was no hope of farming it. It had been the wish of all
to settle together in one spot where they could establish
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THE EXILE

homes and business and church in a unit. There were
those who were discouraged and turned back to the
towns, to which they were more used. Mynheer
Stulting was not one of these. He stood up on the wet,
boggy land as he had stood in the church, and he called
to those who would follow him and their pastor and
they would buy more land to the south with what was -
left of their gold and thus stay together. Out of the
less than three hundred, more than a hundred stood
up silently to follow him. Land was then bought in
Virginia and they went there, grimly and in sorrow of
heart and homesickness. But the land this time was
good, a high, level, fertile plain set among encircling
mountains. Yet how strange and hard it was to these
city-bred men and women, accustomed to the busy ease
of living in the wealthy Dutch city, and knowing
nothing of farming and country life even in their own
small, compact, well-cultivated country! Here there
were wild mountains all about them and upon the land
where they must live stood great forests. A little
English settlement was near, but the Indians marched
around them and through their land, and these, while
fortunately not actively hostile, were frightening and
savage to see.

Nevertheless, the Dutch were stout-hearted, and they
bartered what they could for hatchets and axes and
knives, and they hacked down trees, following such
instructions as were given them by the English. Each
family built a crude cabin of logs for itself and then they
joined together and built a larger one for a church.

14
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On the first Sunday in this church, where the pews
were felled logs with the bark still on, and the pulpit
a great stump, these people met together under an alien
sky, which now they must make their own, to worship
the God for whom they had left so much. Many of
their number moved on again in those first two years,
for the difficulties and deprivations of the life had been

‘too much for the older ones and the more delicate of

the city-bred folk, and of those who stood up to praise
God there were only between fifty and sixty, and many
of these, though they praised, had tears running down
their cheeks. But their pastor was still there, a figure
wraith-like and pitiably aged, but mdomltable still.
Within the next year he also died.

What work had to be done in those first years! They
had to clear fields and plant crops to feed themselves.

* The trees were chopped down first and hauled away

with chains pulled by horses and men together, and the
stumps were left standing until the more pressing work

‘of seed planting and harvesting was finished. Then
 during the winters the great stumps were dug about
- and chains attached again and with deep groaning and

heaving men and horses wrenched them from the earth.

- Set on one side these stumps made the first fences the
people had. But it was agonizing labour. Soon one

would never have known there was a city-bred man
among them except for Hermanus. His slight figure
was too slender to be of much value where brawn was
needed, and he maintained in spite of everything his

fastidious, slightly dandified air. Even here in the

15
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wilderness he tinkered at his craft, and people who had
watches and clocks brought them to him sometimes
from long distances.

Hermanus and his wife and children lived in a log
cabin adjoining that of his parents. The intrepid little
French woman from Paris had made a marvellous
pioneer. Gay in spite of every hardship, fleet of foot
and swift of hand, practical and passionate, she flew
at her tasks, keeping the cabin immaculate, caring for
the babies as they came year by year, three little girls
after Cornelius, and then a son. Then she rested from
" children for a few years.

This small woman never ceased to adore her husband.
To her he was fine, too fine for this life. As for herself, .
she could accept it. One had to cook, to sew, to care
for one’s children; everywhere women had such things
to do, and she could do them here also. She dug
industriously at a patch of garden; she walked ten miles
to the settlement and brought back a setting hen and
six fresh eggs and began a flock. She bemoaned the
fact that there was a pool but no duck eggs—in France
ducks were so nicel Every day she washed a shirt for
her husband and ironed it, a shirt of white cloth that
she had made herself. He did not rise in the morning
before eight, and she took him a cup of chocolate
always before he breakfasted. It did not occur to her
that before he came to the table for his coffee and cakes

she had already done half a day’s work for the family.

She adored him and delighted in his gentlemanly ways
and in his fresh looks and shaven cheeks and in his
16 '
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immaculate white shirt and collar. There was not
another man in the settlement like him.

Perhaps more quickly than any of the more stohd
Dutch women this little French woman learned to
adapt herself to the wilderness and to turn its waste
into a garden, a neat French garden. Here and there
she gathered slips and twigs. It seemed as though
she could never go to any one’s home without coming
back with a root of something tied tenderly in her
kerchief. Her family throve on her vegetables and
chickens and eggs and she coaxed a calf from an English
neighbour in exchange for sewing done, and they had
milk to drink and were among the first to have it.

She was so practical and so gay that one would have
said she made nothing of the wilderness and the labour
she had to do in it. But one day she came home from
her potato patch and at the door of the cabin she
paused a moment to look and see if her baby were safe
as she lay sleeping in the little wooden crib made from
a hollowed log. The baby was asleep, but to the
mother’s horror, a rattlesnake lay across the child,
stretched and at ease, coiling and uncoiling its length
slowly!

The mother leaned faint against the lintel. Her swift
brain told her not to make a sound or movement. But
what if the child should wake or move? She sank
silently upon the doorstep and watched, weak with
fright, and prayed desperately. There she sat, and the
snake lay at ease and uncoiled. The sun rose higher
and soon it would be time for the others to come home

17
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for the noon meal. She prayed on. At last, indifferently,
the snake began to move, and dragging itself along it
slipped over the edge of the crib and upon the earthen
floor and moved towards the crack between two logs.

Then anger filled this small, valiant mother. She
seized the hoe she had in her grasp and she flew at the
surprised snake,striking and beatingand screamingat it.
When Hermanus came in there she lay stretched on the
ground, fainting and weeping beside the mangled snake,
and the child had awakened and was playing peacefully.
It was the first time he had ever seen her weep.

The next child to be born was Carie, and into the
making of this child went the best of her mother’s
maturity, the gaiety, the common sense, the courage
and the adaptability, the passion and the temper of this
small French mother.

The life of the Dutch settlement now began to be
‘built into the life of the American nation. This these
people did consciously and of their own will, although
there were among the older ones some who longed, as
did even Mynheer Stulting at times, for the comfort and
security of his old home. It had been a sad blow to
him when the pastor died in the early years and he
‘was never again satisfied altogether with any who tried
to take his place.

Hardest of all to bear was the word that within six
months after they had left home the government
reversed its policy and gave liberty of worship to its
citizens. If they had only been patient a little longer
all this need not have been, all this bitter labour, these

18
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dead! There were those who blamed Mynheer Stulting 7

now for being too impetuous. He looked at them with
pleading, humbled eyes, stunned for what he had done.

- He whispered from a dry throat, ‘But still it was for

God and liberty!’

Then his good wife came to his aid, and she stood
before his accusers and said in her soft voice, the first
and only time one had ever heard her speak in the
congregation, ‘How then could we have foreseen it?
The good God knows now at least th2t we were willing
to leave all and follow Him. Now He knows us for
what we are. We have proved ourselves. And who
of you gave up more than my man, and what woman
more than I, who had a good house with twelve rooms

~ and a porcelain stove in every room?’

It was true, and no more was said, until Mynheer at
last said resolutely, “To go back is impossible. We can
only go forward. We must build ourselves into this

new nation. Let our children be taught to use the

language of this country, and we ourselves so far as we

are abletolearnit. Let usobey itslaws and become its

citizens, and be no more the citizens of the old country.’ -
And thus they set themselves to do thereafter.

It was the dream of Mynheer that before he died he
would one day have a house like the one he had in
Holland, and he thought if he had it he would forget
more easily his memories. This he felt the more because
he saw his wife yearned for a house, a real house, and
that she never felt at home in the rude log rooms.

19
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The land they had was rich and the older sons of
Mynheer farmed it well and for some years there was
besides food some money left at the end of the year.
There was plenty of wood, and a small sawmill in the
English settlement, and so Mynheer decided to build
the house he wanted. He planned it and worked on it
eagerly himself, and the sons put in their spare time
on it, and it delighted him to see his good old wife,
who had borne all so patiently in spite of her bewilder-
ment, rejoicing in the house.

There at the edge of the settlement they built it, a
goodly, twelve-room house of wood, with smooth floors
and plastered and papered walls, a city house. The
wood they took from their own lands and such of the
- labour as they could not supply themselves they ex-
changed. But it took a long time to build, more than
two years, and before the house was finished the second
winter fell, the intense, bitter winter of the mountains,
and Mynheer took a chill as he stood and watched the
house being built, and before they knew he was ill,
scarcely, he was ill to death and was gone. In the
same winter his wife, caring nothing now for the house,
faded softly and gently out of life.

These two, passing out of the new country, to one yet
more new to them, looked on their granddaughter, Carie,
in her cradle, although of this she had no memory. But
in her brain and in all her flesh she bore their imprint.

A wave of discouragement passed over the settlement
that winter of 1858. Crops had not been good, and
20
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several of the Dutch men decided to give up farming
and go to some town, into business. The two older
sons of Mynheer were among these and they took their
families and went away. Then there were left only
Hermanus and his family and the unfinished house.

But the little boy who had been born in the old
country was now nearly fifteen years old, and wise and
responsible for his years, and with his help Hermanus
finished the house with such other labour as he could
get, and they moved into it. Carie at this time was
two years old, and her earliest memories were of this
new house and of its big, square, empty rooms.

This home, then, spacious, dignified, beautiful,
fashioned out of the mind of Mynheer, her grandfather,
and finished by the eager young hands of her brother,
went into the making of this American woman.

At this point Carie can begin to tell her own story
as she remembered it, and as she told it to me through
many years after she had gone to China. There was
never any time when she spent long hours at the telling.
She was ever too busy a woman to spend hours at talk.
But looking back over the thirty years in which I knew
her, I find, piecing this to that, a very clear picture
before me of her youth and girlhood in what grew during
those earlier years to be a small town in Virginia, built on
the highfertile plaininthemountains called Little Levels.

Usually on Sunday evenings she would tell me more
than at any other time. There was something about
Sunday to her that made keen her memories of home.
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On Sunday mornings she rose with a look different
from that of other days upon her face. There was less
of purpose and planning and more of peace. Her low,
square brow was smooth and her bright eyes, usually
more sparkling than serene, were tranquil.

Breakfast in the sunny dining-room of the mission
house on Sunday was always cheerful. I remember it
in a mingling of shining white cloth, always a pot of
flowers on the table with the latest opened flowers in
it, hot coffee, southern hot bread, preserves, bacon
and eggs. A yellow Chinese boy darted about the table
to serve, and she directed him a little, her hands busy
among the blue cups and saucers. Occasionally she
looked lovingly out at her garden, always lovingly,
whether it was in bloom, or whether it lay bare under
winter skies.

‘A pretty yard!” she would say.

Sometimes during the meal she would say, ‘A quiet
Sabbath morning always makes me think of home. If
I could only hear a church bell ringing! I remember
how every Sunday morning at home my father marched
to church with his Bible under his arm—straight as an
arrow he was even at eighty!

Church bells—she missed them always, their clear
simplicity ringing out over quiet village homes. Occa-
sionally through the day and often through the night
there came floating up through the bamboos of the
valley below the mission house the deep, sombre sadness
of the temple bell, beating its single, heartbreaking
note. She hated it. To her it spoke of all the shadow
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and mystery and darkness of the Oriental life about her,
and mystery and darkness she hated. When once a
small Christian chapel in the city was dedicated she
could not rest until she had sent back to her home
village and persuaded people to give money for a church
bell, a little, cheerful church bell made in America,
a lively bell that tinkled out its brisk tones along the
Chinese street, as American a greeting as one could
imagine. I have often seen a stately old Chinese
gentleman start as it began to peal out so gaily above
him, and stop and crane his neck to stare at what it
was. There was nothing so quick and clear in the
whole city as that bell. Carie, hearing it on Sunday
mornings, never failed to smile and cry out, ‘Now isn’t
that nice! It sounds like home.’

But it was at the end of Sunday that she would talk
most to us. Twice she had been to church; once in the
morning to service in the Chinese chapel and again in
the afternoon to that pathetic gathering of white men
and women in a land far from home, who came de-
sultorily together to worship the God of their remem-
brance. Both times she played the organ, achieving
miracles of music out of microscopic baby organs.
Every hymn she led, her beautiful, full soprano voice
rising to the very rafters, a gay, lovely voice that
remained big and clear even when her body later was
shrunken to a wisp with illness.

On Sunday evenings she sang, too, at her own organ.
It was a gift to her from Cornelius, who was her best
beloved among her brothers and sisters, and who took
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a father’s place with them because Hermanus remained
all his life delicate and one whom they must foster
rather than depend upon as a father. Did I say in the
beginning that I remember her best in her American
garden? I think I remember her as well in the little
square living-room of the mission house, a room she
had made. pretty and American with white curtains
at the windows and fresh flowers and wicker chairs,
sitting at her organ on Sunday evenings, singing. ~ Their
with the dark-tiled Chinese houses pressing against this
American home, amid the shouts of vendors, the cries
of children, the cursings and bawlings of the crowded
street life, she sat and sang old hymns that transported
us miles away across land and sea—‘Nearer, My God, to
Thee’, ‘Abide with Me’, ‘Jesu, Lover of My Soul’.
These and many more she sang, but she never failed
to have in any group of hymns more of the triumphant
ones; indeed the tones of her voice were by nature more
fitted for mirth and for triumph than for sorrow and
we liked best to hear her sing ‘I Know That My
Redeemer Liveth’ and ‘Rejoice, Ye Pure in Heart’.
Such were her favourites. At the end of her life when
she lay dying she turned her head upon her pillow, her
indomitable dark eyes shining in her little emaciated
face, and she could say, ‘Don’t sing anything doleful—
sing the Glory Song over me!’

This clear voice of hers had always a quality of
triumph in it, in spite of all the dark noisy life pressing
about us. True, there were times when she could not
sing at all, and at those times the whole house was
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heavy for us. But when she could sing again, and it
was always soon, in that sweet room which had so little
in it, I was transported back to the village in the Little
Levels, and saw through her eyes the simple nobility
of that early American life.

For when she had sung her heart contented and

eased of its homesickness and quiet, and when we were

held fast in the charm of her singing, she sat besidev
the fire with wus if it were winter and if summer then
out on the long veranda by the garden, and at such
times, bit by bit as she thought to tell us, we saw her
as child and maiden and young wife.

She made us see the big, beautiful house. There
under its roof were her first memories. It was a big
white house, three stories high, she said, and a gesture
of her hand made us see it so. There was a deep, cool
cellar underneath where they kept the shallow pans
of milk and where they churned. There, too, on shelves

- were the round Dutch cheeses and casks of berry and
grape wine. The berries they gathered in. summer,
blackberry and raspberry and elderberry. She broke
off here sometimes to say reminiscently, ‘Every summer
we used to go to the woods and gather those berries.
I remember red raspberries with a sort of silvery dew
on them. When wine was served I chose raspberry

‘wine because it seemed to me it was still silvery and =
more sweet than the rest. My, how my bare legs werev o

scratched by the briars!’ :
She stopped and smiled into the dusk and as she sat

silent we saw the brown-legged little girl, deep 1in the i .
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berry patch, a sunbonnet over her head to protect her
complexion.
‘Not that it did any good,” she always explained. |
“For I was brown as a nut myself, and terribly ashamed
of it until Greta was born and she was even browner and
so they stopped teasing me to tease her. Pretty she was,
though, with her eyes big and black as a young foal’s.’ ,
Later I was to see that house myself, and it was just :
as she had said. There was a big yard in front, fenced
in, with a wide gate in the fence, and one had to get
down from the buggy or the surrey to unlatch it.
There was an enormous old sugar-maple to the left
} and there was a stile under it. Here many a time she
\ led her horse to mount it, but that was when she wasa
young woman and her riding skirt was long and tripped
her when she walked. When she was a little girl she ran
into the meadow and caught a horse by its mane and
leaped onitsback as it ran, her curly dark hairstreaming.
“That lovely freedom,” she used to muse. ‘I just
ache for these little Chinese girls when I remember
myself running and leaping on a horse and dashing
over the little hills and valleys. And to think that they
have only these old muddy water-buffaloes, idling along |
theroads!” Her eyes, swift tospeak, looked out troubled :
over the huddled Chinese roofs beyond the garden wall.
Around the white house that had been her childhood
“home there were wide spaces, and about the doorway
B a flower garden and a flagged path leading to the
square porch that had vines covering its open sides,
and wooden seats in the green shadows. A big white
26
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- door faced one, then, thrown wide in all seasons but
~ winter, and there was a brass knocker on it and above
it a fan-shaped glass window. When I was there the
door stood open and I looked straight into a broad long
hall and out the other end on to a lawn and trees and
phlox beds against a fence and beyond that into the
apple orchard.

Left and right were the rooms. I tell of them because
long before we ever saw them in the flesh we knew just
how they looked and they stood to us for America.
On the left as one ex:tered was the parlour, a cool, dark
room, furnished in horsehair furniture, book-cases, and
a lovely rosewood centre table. There was a piano,
too, and on the piano violins and a flute. Upon the
walls hung etchings and pen-and-ink drawings of real
beauty that Hermanus had made, and a landscape or
two as well, and over the mantelpiece of carved and
fluted white wood there was a dark oil portrait of
Mynheer Stulting. A flowered carpet covered the whole
floor, and long french windows opened to the garden.

To the right was the room where Hermanus slept
for many years with his wife, only when I saw it the
eldest son, Cornelius, had taken charge of the place
and he and his wife lived in the room, and Hermanus,
a straight-backed, fastidious little old gentleman with
an astonishingly silvery and shining head of white
hair, lived in the room mnext it down the hall, from
whence, if the door were opened, one could hear the
ticking of multitudinous clocks and huge old watches
with which Hermanus was tinkering. Hermanus came
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~out of that room every morning punctually at eight,
although the family breakfasted at seven. When I first
saw him come out thus he was already eighty-seven
years of age, but carefully dressed and very upright in
bearing, and his thick, upstanding white hair was

brushed back from a low, square brow exactly like -

Carie’s. He passed with a courteous, albeit somewhat
- militant, good morning to the dining-room, which was
at the farther end of the hall and looked at one end
into the vegetable garden and along its windowed
length into the orchard. It was a cool, bare room, long
in shape and with a few pieces of beautiful furniture
and an oval table exquisitely carved.

This table explains the delight with which Carie once
seized upon an oval table in an old second-hand shop
in Shanghai. There had been an auction somewhere
the day before, the greasy Chinese proprietor explained,
and he had bought the table from a ship’s captain, an
Englishman, who told him the table was made of teak
wood, shipped from India to England and made into

a table by English workmen. From there the captain

had brought it on his ship to his home in Shanghai,
but when his wife died he sold his goods and so it fell

into the hands of this Chinese dealer, and stood there
in his small dusty shop, gracious and full of distinction,

among heaps of rattan and broken rope furniture and

" old split-bamboo stuff. Carie bought it for a few |
dollars and took it and polished it and doted on it,

and thereafter it followed her about in her travels,
“although sometimes she lived in little upstairs rooms
' 28 '
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where the stairs were so narrow and so twisted the
table could not pass through, and then it was lifted
with ropes and coaxed through a window, swinging
as it came over the narrow Chinese street, to the
astonishment of paralysed traffic in wheelbarrows and
rickshaws below it, and upturned yellow faces. But
all the years I knew Carie she sat at the foot of this
oval table, and I knew why, when I had seen the one
in the dining-room of the big house. By such links had
she bound us bit by bit to her own country. ,
Up the wide stair of that house—mahogany stairs
with a white handrail—there were six big square bed-
rooms, and the front one on the right-hand side was
Carie’s room. It looked out over the smooth wooded
greenness of Little Levels to the distant mountains,
and immediately below it was the flower garden, and
beyond, the big maple. In the room there were deep
closets along one wall, deep enough for the hooped
skirts Carie wore when she was a girl, and a window seat
made into a hat box to hold her scoop bonnets. In
the centre of the room was her bed, wide, white, cool
under its flowered muslin curtains. Upon the walls,
papered with tiny sprays of pink roses and pale green
ferns, were three pictures: a Madonna, very dim and
old in a gilt frame that Hermanus had bought once
in France, a daguerreotype of Carie’s mother, and a
print of a shepherd leading his sheep home in the
evening, over a road winding between low hills. Carie
always loved a shepherd leading his sheep. In her
room in the mission house there was a picture of the
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same theme, cut from a magazine and framed by her
own hands, and above the grave of her little children
she had had carved the shepherd words, ‘He shall carry
the lambs in his bosom’. So this room of hers made
me understand many little touches about that other
house set remote on alien soil.

Upon the floor of this girlhood room there was a
fresh straw-coloured matting and over it a rose-flowered
carpet. In the high windows were seats and there were
ruffled white curtains with rose-coloured loops. There
were two chairs, one a white-painted rocking-chair and
one a ladder-backed straight chair with a reed bottom.
There were a little rosewood dressing-table and a
bureau and above the table an.oval mirror set in a
carved, pale gilt frame. Somewhere there was always
a bowl of flowers, a book open, a piece of sewing in pro-
gress. It was a room indescribably fragrant and simple
and pure. I have put down its details because here it
was she lived her own life, slept, and had her dreams.

On the third floor was the great attic, and the gabled
windows looked over the level, lush meadows. Under
the roof were trunks, small, hard, round-backed trunks
that had come from Holland. There, too, were accumu-
lating piles of Godey Books and Pearson’s Magazines,
and there boxes of old dresses and rags waiting to be
braided into rugs. From the ceiling hung branches of
dried herbs that the little French mother had taught
them in her day to cull and to hang for the flavouring
of soups and for making medicinal teas.

This attic was never hot. It stood high and moreover,
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the air in the lofty, plain-like valley was always
cool, even in summer. Often there were heavy, silvery
mists, rising in the night and clinging in the hollows
half-way to noon, and by sunset the air had a mountain
chill to it again.

Having felt the vigour and surprise of that keen air,
I marvelled at the endurance which Carie had shown in
those years of sickly summer heat and hot and fetid
autumns. Bred in this sparkling and cool sunshine,
in these pure and silvered mists of America, it was no
wonder that sometimes she fainted in the thick sultri-
ness of an August noon in a southern Chinese city, filled
too full of human breath and of the odour of sweating
human flesh. '

But on this clear plain, in its swift mists and sharp
winds and sunshine, she grew strong and lithe in her
youth. There were acres to run over; animals to care
for and fondle; cows in the barn, deep-eyed, lowing,
fruitful; horses to ride and to feed sugar and apples;
chickens and turkeys to herd over the field of stubble
when the grain had been cut, so that they might catch
the grasshoppers springing everywhere. There was the
life in the home, the house full of children, the busy,
chirping little mother, the delicate, fastidious father,
the grave, kindly elder brother. Every one was busy
and happy, and there were evenings spent in music,
when one played the violin, another the flute, another
the piano, and they sang together.

Once 1 said to Carie, “What do you remember out of
the earliest years most clearly?’ °
3I
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Her eyes sparkled and softened as she remembered,
then flashed again. ‘Once when I was three years old
I remember wanting to help my little mother who was
washing the dishes. I lifted a big, blue-patterned meat
dish from the table. It was one Grandfather had
brought in the old days from Holland. I carried it
slowly and carefully to put it away in the closet in the
dining-room, and it was so big I could not see over it
to the floor. There was a board sticking up just a little
and I was barefoot and stubbed my toe, and down I
went, a fat, heavy little girl, on top of that blue dish,
and smashed it to bits. I remember my father whipped
me for it on the spot and I cried dreadfully, not because
the whipping hurt, but because I had not meant to do
anything but help. I never feel to this day that I
should have had that whipping. Even now, when I am
fifty years old, I feel the injustice stilll’

She was rolling out a great, soft, spongy mass of
bread on the kitchen table as she talked. There in
her Chinese kitchen she used to make her own bread, -
turning out big, brown, sweet loaves and little, crisp,

southern rolls. The window was open and from the

street below a clangour of cymbals arose from some
_procession passing, and in the clangour there was twisted
the thin, wiry wailing of a flute. I went idly to see
what it was about, and there was an idol procession

 passing—not a very large procession and the idol not
a great one, evidently, for he sat very small and

~drooping in his sedan chair, a little earthen figure in
tattered paper robes. Ahead of him was a ragged
: ‘ iz




~ priest with the cymbals and behind the chair were two

‘he thought of it, with a wooden mallet. The street

 played something and we little ones sang. Cornelius

- when I had the best singing teacher to be had, she

~' simply and sang the ‘Hallelujahi Chorus’, her throat
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more priests, one of them blowing disconsolately on the
flute. The third priest carried a wooden drum shaped
like a fish head, and this he struck occasionally, when

crowd scarcely lifted their heads to look at the pro-
cession, but behind ran perseveringly a small crowd ,
of boys to see what could be seen. :
She kneaded her bread, but she was ten thousand
miles away. Then she said, ‘Well, but it was a happy
life in that home. As far back as I can remember—
do you suppose that crazy flute reminds me?—we had
the house somehow full of music. The older ones all

was a good singing teacher. Years later at the seminary

couldn’t teach me much that was new. Cornelius had
already taught me how to let my voice flow out in a
stream. We used to sing “The Messiah”. How I
remember it!’ " i
And lifting her hands from the dough, she stood_ i

full and quivering. The Chinese cook dropped a pan
he held and stared at her, and then went doggedly to

~ his pans again, able to make nothing of it, but accus-,‘* o
- tomed now to hearing her burst into singing suddenly.

The clanging of the cymbals faded into the noise of the

_street, and watchmg her I could see her standing in
the choir loft of the white American frame church that

later took the place of the first log buil‘_ding."When
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I was there many years later the apple-trees pressed
against the open windows and filled the church with
their scent. That day there was in the choir a young
girl, Cornelius’s daughter, and she sang like this, but
her voice was not so great and so thrilling as this

- woman’s here in the Chinese city.

Suddenly she stopped, and the air of the kitchen
seemed pulsing with the echoes of her voice, and she
turned back to her bread. ‘Well,” she said after a while,
‘it was a happy life until the Civil War came. What
a time that was!’

What a time indeed! When the war broke out the
Stulting family was in the section of Virginia which
went with the North and became West Virginia. By

- this time Hermanus was no longer a young man. He
was forty years old, a frail, stiff, upright figure, his
hair already a silvery pompadour above his finely lined
face. The little French wife was showing signs, too,
of a life harder than she should have had. She was
shrunken to a tiny figure, and there were evident the

 seeds of the tuberculosis that later was to carry her
life away. Cornelius was a man of twenty, old for his
years, a patient young man, extremely wise and gentle
~dn his manner, dark-eyed, dark-haired, devoted to

-, books and to music. But he had put his hand to the
Kt ’land and he had accepted it as a necessity that the

burden of the family must fall upon him rather than
upon his father. Strange magic personality of Her-
manus, that even though he never shared in the
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drudgeries of their life, even though his fastidiousness

“had too early put burdens upon his older children, yet
- they all worshipped him and united to keep him the

city gentleman he was by birth! Did it ever occur to
Cornelius as a lad, when he struggled into his stiff
work-clothes at dawn, that his father lay sleeping and
would sleep another three hours until they had all
breakfasted and that even then his chocolate would
be carried to his room that he might drink it before
he dressed? Once I asked this of Carie and she said,
‘I suppose he satisfied something in our lives in those
days. We all loved fine and beautiful things and there
was not much left after the war. But none of us ever

questioned our father. We just took it for granted

from our mother that he was not strong enough for
the hard work and it must not be asked of him. He
always managed the bees and pruned the grape-vines
and the rose-trees. He had a wonderful way with the
bees, and we always had delicious honey. I don’t
believe he was ever stung in his life. He had a delicate
way with him, and he had the cleverest, most dexterous
hands I ever saw. And no bit of beauty ever escaped
him. There was a white grape-vine that grew against

the barn, and I can remember now how the great white

bunches looked in among the dewy green leaves. He
always made us come to see them before he cut them.
He said they were like moon agates for beauty. I sup-
pose that is why we loved him—because he made us
see beauty.

“Yes, of course Cornelius was really the man of the
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family. I know he and our mother always talked over
the family accounts and how to spend the money well.
As early as I can remember I always went to him for
everything I needed. Of course it meant he could not

- marry when we were all little. I don’t remember that

he even looked at a girl then. He did not marry until
after we were all grown and long after the war. :

‘But still our father stood for something to us. We
were not common farming folk like the people around
us. We always had books and music and our father’s
painting and jewellery work. Father stood for the
difference. I remember being mightily proud because
my father wore a black coat and changed his white
shirt and collar every day and none of our neighbours
did. It did not occur to me until years later that, after
all, there was something cruel about those white collars.
Some one—our mother as long as she could and then
one of the older girls—always had that collar and shirt
to wash and iron every day, no matter how much
canning or churning there might be on hand.’

When the war broke, therefore, it came to be a matter
for sharp fear as to what they would do if Cornelius
had to fight. He was determined not to volunteer.

 Hermanus had taught them all to have a horror of
~ slavery, and even in a neighbourhood where many of
the wealthier people owned slaves, when their land

needed labour, Hermanus would buy no slaves. Some
insistence on freedom, inherent in his blood, cried out

to abstain from buying human beings to compel them

to his will. If he used negro labour he paid for it
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scrupulously with money, and he would not own any
one. All the children caught from him this passion
for freedom, and when the war called there was nothing
to challenge them to give up Cornelius to fighting for
the South. At the same time their loyalties were
enough to the South so that it was intolerable to think
of fighting against Virginia. Neutrality, therefore, a
thing difficult in the best of times, now became the
only possible course open to them, and Hermanus
and Cornelius declared themselves neutral. It was not
a stand that tended to make them popular in the heat
of the hour, but this Hermanus at least did not mind.
Indeed, his was the temperament that thrived best on
opposition, and I have heard that at this time he
marched with a little extra grandeur and an exaggerated
erectness of carriage to the church, and with a slight

~ additional arbitrariness in his manner he set the tunes
~ for the psalms. There was some threatening murmur

against him, especially among slave-owners, but such -

was his known integrity and such his fearlessness and

haughtiness that no one was openly against him.

But with Cornelius, a young man, it was a different .

matter. When he was approached to join one side or
the other, he replied that his mother and little brother
and sisters depended on him for their living and if he:

 left there would be no one to look after them. He bore o
with patience and in silence the taunts he heard in

the village and he set himself steadily to his fields.

: ~ Nevertheless, as time went on and the scarcity of i
men on the Southern side became acute, he had to think
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- of some way to avoid impressment. At first they had
not believed it possible that he would be actually seized
and forced into the army. But this happened. One
day when he came in at noon there were a few soft-
voiced, steely-eyed Southern soldiers in grey uniforms
waiting for him and they followed him into the house.
One of them said, ‘Reckon you’ll have to fight, son,
whether you want to or not. We have to find men.’

“You will have to take me by force then,” replied
Cornelius simply, gazing back at them.

‘Well, force, then,” said the soldier, and he turned to
his men. ‘Bind him and set him on the horse!’

The three other soldiers stepped forward and tied his
wrists together and led him outside and tossed him on the
waiting horse. The little French mother had been out in
the garden picking beans,and the screams of the children
fetched her and she saw instantly what was happening.
She rushed to her son’s side and clung to his leg.

“You must let him go—he is the breadwinner!’ she
cried, panting. ‘

The soldier touched his cap. ‘Sorry, ma’am-—orders!’

‘No—no—no—you must let him go—he is my son!’

‘Forward—march!’ said the soldier abruptly, and
they mounted their horses and swung into line, and
the little woman began to run, clinging to her son’s

- leg. He leaned over in alarm to whisper to her, T’ll

find a way back Mother. Don’t—you can’t keep up

T'll desert

“Yes, and be shot for 1t¥’ she whispered back ﬁercely

‘No, I'll never let you go.’
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She ran faster as the horse broke into a canter, and

at last was half-dragged over the ground, but she would

not let go. The soldier in charge could not endure the

sight. He stopped to argue with her.

‘Ma’am, there isn’t a bit of use in this. He's got to
go. It’s orders. I'm right sorry, ma’am, but every-
where sons have got to fight.’

‘Not mine!” she gasped determinedly. Her sun-
‘bonnet was hanging down her back, and her curly grey
hair was shaken down and hung all about her little
thin face. Her eyes were staring with fatigue and her

throat throbbing and her bosom bursting with her:

heavy pants. ‘If he goes—I go—too. Besides—we
don’t believe—in slavery. Isn’t freedom—what our

country stands for? Are you—going to make him

fight—for—for what we don’t believe in?’

The soldier looked at her. Then he gave the orders

again, somewhat half-heartedly, ‘Forward, march!’
Again the horse broke into a canter and he tried not

to see the small, brown-clad figure, gasping and clinging

to the young man’s leg, her feet half-tripping, half-
swinging, over the rough road. Her lips were parted
in dreadful gasps, and her brown eyes stared ahead in
- agony. Her son bent over her crying in a low V01ce,
‘Mother—mother—mother

It was too much. The sold1er let her run thus for N

" a mile, and then he stopped, dismounted, took off his
cap, and bowed.

- ‘Ma’am,you have the victory. He is yours.” And then

to the men he said, “Take off his ropes and let him go.”
o 2o .
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In a moment the mother and son stood alone in the
road and in the distance the horsemen rode away with
one horse riderless. Cornelius looked at his mother with
unspeakable tenderness and she flashed her eyes and
began to gather up her hair in her trembling hands.
Then she grew faint and leaned against him and whis-
pered out of parched lips, ‘I just wasn’t going to have it!’

But it was a lesson to them of what might happen
again. Another officer might not be so lenient with
them as this one. They must hide Cornelius. So he left
the house that night and went on horseback with a
little roll of bedding and a basket of food and he rode
away to the mountain in the distance, Droop Mountain,
it was called, and there in a little hollow, cup-like valley
at its summit was an empty, ruined cabin and a deserted
meadow or two.

Here the young man lived alone for the two years
until the war ended. The land he dug and planted
with beans and corn and wheat, and when there were
harvests he stole back by night to his home to take
them food and to see his mother and get what he needed
for himself. When the Little Levels was swept by the
passing and re-passing of Northermm and Southern
armies, when fields were devastated and barns and
~stores robbed, these meagre harvests that Comnelius
brought were the mainstay of the family, and often
all they had to depend upon for food. I purposely do
not put into this period of Carie’s life that is occupied
by the Civil War those things one may find in any book
of its history. I put what she told me, a little American
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girl, alien in the Chinese city, and seeing America
through her eyes, and enthralled with her stories of
my own country—the country I had never seen.

War I knew perfectly well. At this time we white
people in China were living through the uncertainties
and possibilities of the Boxer Rebellion. Every night
my clothes were put beside my bed so that I might
slip into them instantly if the call came to escape.
Carie taught me how to place them, how to tie my
shoes most swiftly, how to seize my hat from the floor
beside the chair as I went, lest we have to walk by day
under the poisonous Oriental sun. I had to do this for
myself, for there was another younger than I who could
not see to herself. A basket of canned milk stood ready
day and night for the baby. It stood by the door, where
in passing and in haste it might be caught up. Carie
was prepared in every detail, ready, fearless, not allow-
ing us to be afraid. We knew she would take care of us.

This fearlessness she had learned, beyond what was
native to her intrepid nature, during those four years
of the Civil War when she was a little girl. During
the long, hot summer of 1900 we used to beg her, ‘Tell
us stories of our own war in Americal’ And she re-
created for us the stirring days, told from the viewpoint
of a little girl in the highlands of West Virginia, the
borderland between North and South, where both
armies swept back and forth in the struggle. After-
wards when I had to study this period in history, it
was already learned from her, immeasurably more vivid,
more full, than any book could make it for me.
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T caught from her the spirit of great movements of
armies, at first gay and assured, then shaken, surprised,
bitter, then vengeful and desperate, and at last despair-
~ ing and vanquished. More dreadful even than these
were the armies of the victors, sweeping triumphant
over the fertile fields, devastating conquerors.

Once she said, her eyes dark with memory, ‘The
Yankees used to shout at us that Sherman said he was
going to lay a track straight to Georgia so wide and so
bare that a crow couldn’t find a grain of corn. I reckon
he did it, too.” Again she said, with much simplicity,
‘Sherman said war was hell. Well, he ought to know
by now whether it is so or not. He’s been there for a
good many years.’

Or again she said, ‘Not that any of my family
believed in slavery. We didn’t, any more than Lincoln
did. We were Americans and we couldn’t see slaves
in America and think it right. But that’s no way to
free slaves—to let a lot of them all loose at once. Why,
after the war we hardly dared to stir abroad, and we
didn’t have many negroes in our section, either. I
remember Brother Cornelius had to join the Ku Klux
Klan for a while to get the freed slaves to leave us alone.’

Once she laughed suddenly and sat down and
laughed until her eyes were wet. ‘I never shall forget
one morning when the Yankees had been camping
overnight in the orchard. It was winter and the trees
were bare. I went out to look at the men from behind
the barn, because I'd heard so many things of them—
people in our parts said they had horns like devils.
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Well, when I went out the trees were just full of curious-
looking fruit. I couldn’t imagine what it was and I
went closer to 'see, and they were cakes of bread!
The men had been served up cakes made of sour corn
meal and they wouldn’t eat them and they threw
them up into the trees for sport until the branches were
full of them. The funniest 31ght' But the birds fed
there for months.’

‘Did the Yankees have horns?’ I asked, bBreathless.

‘They did not,” she declared, her eyes twinkling.
‘They were just like anybody else, and T was fearfully
disappointed.’

This was one of our favounte stories, and we asked
for it again and again. One day Hermanus heard that
a Yankee army was coming. He happened at that

~ time to have in his house some very fine old jewels

he was resetting which belonged to a wealthy landed
family near by. He was exceedingly anxious lest he

* be robbed of them, and their value was far above

anything he could repay. He decided, therefore, to
hide them, and he put them into a small covered basket
and carried them to the meadow adjacent to the garden
and thrust them far under a large flat stone there. In
the afternoon the Yankees came and to his horror
chose as their camping spot that very meadow. They
sat upon the stone, used it as a table, at night pitched
a tent over it. From his window Hermanus could see

itall. As Iong as daylight lasted he kept watch at the

window to see whether any one stooped to look under

~ it. By dusk it still seemed safe as far as could be
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seen. But after dark, although 'great torches flared,

the shadows cast such uncertain shapes that none could

be sure what happened.

Hermanus walked the floor that night, praying and
commanding them all to pray, and all the while he
blamed himself for not returning the jewels to the
owner and tried confusedly to think what he would
do if they were lost, for the owner was a proud man
and notoriously hard and exacting and these were
family jewels and quite irreplaceable. When dawn
came the armies moved on and Hermanus ran out sick
with anxiety. He stooped to look under the stome.
There the little basket of jewels stood, just as he had
left it, safe and unseen. At this happy conclusion of
the tale, which Carie made the more exciting with her
lowered voice and widened eyes and vivid face, we all
drew a deep breath. Usually she told the stories in
the evening when we sat on the veranda at the end of
the day, and we looked out over the paddy fields
and the thatched roofs of the farmers in the valley,
and in the distance a slender pagoda seemed to hang
against the bamboos on a hill-side. But we saw none
of these. We saw as clearly as though we were there
the rougher fields and more rugged mountain-sides of
our own country, and over them the dashing horses
and the streaming flags of the men in blue and grey.

Then there was the dreadful day when North and
South met in the battle of Droop Mountain, and all
day and all night the cannon roared back and forth
over the mountain and the family sat in fear, scarcely
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able to pray, even, lest Cornelius be caught in his
hiding-place. But before dawn he staggered in, his
hands and clothing torn and his bare legs badly
scratched. He had hidden in a cave through the day
and in the cover of darkness he had run down the steep
cliff-like side of the mountain. He was alive and
unhurt, but his little field, ploughed ready for seed,
was ruined by cannon shells.

There was the day when there was nothing in the
house to eat at all except a quart measure full of dried
beans and on that day also came a desperate little band
of fugitive Southern soldiers, ragged, barefoot, starving.
The little mother, seeing them, cooked all the store of
beans, and there was a bowlful of soup and beans for
each, and that afternoon the children went out to hunt
for dandelion greens for supper.

These stories and many others she told to us during
the hot summer days outside the Chinese city. All
about us there seethed hatred of us who were foreign,
but I did not know it. Listening to her, I saw my own
country, and the heroism of my own people, and it
fortified me. She had not been afraid. She had learned
even as a little child to look on wounded and bleeding
men and not faint, to endure hunger and make the
best of it, to think of some resource when there seemed
to be none, and all this was glorified by the high spirit
of the hour.

She was eight years old when the Civil War ended,
and her family, as did all the others in the township,
had to settle themselves to new conditions. When
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defeat was accepted, a fever to begin life was every-
where present. During these four years there were no
schools. Carie taught herself to read, asking of this
one and that what this letter and the other was. But
except for reading she knew nothing. The little sister
just younger than she could not even read.

There were many other children in the same plight,
for parents had been too distraught, fathers fighting
desperately, mothers doing farm work and carrying
on business and striving to take the place of both
mother and absent father. Now the thought of all
was that somehow schools must be started to repair
the waste of the war years. .

Cornelius, feeling keenly the ignorance of his brother
and sisters, was the first in the town to organize a
school. He taught it himself, doing what farm work
he could in the early morning and at night after he
came home. The school started in one room under the
church, but it grew rapidly and later moved into its
own building and one day came to be known as The
Academy.

To Carie it was the gate of life. She had been im-
patient these two years and more for learning, for
knowledge to help her understand many things about
which she had begun to wonder. She was a strange
child in certain ways, imaginative, passionate, sensitive
to the point often of suffering, a strange compound of
fiercely practical common sense and profound mysticism.
She used to lie out under the stars at night, bare-legged
in the deep grass of the meadow in front of the white
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- house, and looking deep into the sky she thought of the
stars and of what they were and ached with her longing
to fathom the universe. Stars always had a fascination
for her. I remember on the hot nights of summer in
the Chinese city she would lean out of the window above
the noisome street and look to the stars hanging heavy
and golden out of the blackly purple sky and say, ‘It is
hard to believe they are the same stars I used to see as
a little girl in the meadow. They looked cool and
silvery there and infinitely far and ethereal. Here they
seem solid and sultry and too near. I used to dream

_there were people on them—transparent, delicate fairy
folk. But here one feels that humans live on them—

"hot, wicked people. Look at red Orion hanging there
on the pagoda top!’

- In the village school she learned her first astronomy,
a subject always favourite with her except that she was
somewhat dashed by the mathematics. She had a vivid

imagination that laid hold on every dry fact and gave it

- substance and life. Cornelius was a born teacher and

- she an apt pupil, not facile of memory so much as of

- understanding, and quick of comprehension, so that
between these two there was not only the bond of

brother and sister, but of loved pupil and passionately

revered teacher.

The post-war period in the life of the little West
Virginia town was one of deep spiritual fervour coupled
with necessarily ascetic living. This atmosphere was
the air which she breathed in her youth, and which
for ever placed a check upon a nature that was at heart
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sensuous and beauty-loving. But it gave also the
opportunity for experience of many sorts, and in this
her varied mind delighted. I remember her saying
once, ‘I have done every kind of work needed to main-
tain life and I am glad of it. After the Civil War there
were no shops, nothing to be bought. We grew our
own flax and we spun linen thread and made our own
sheets and table-cloths and inner clothing. We dyed
our dresses from cotton and linen thread we had made
ourselves and we wove it. I learned to know what
colours could be made from different herbs and barks
and from roots of many kinds. Sometimes our experi-
ments were failures and we had to wear them just the
same. And we sheared sheep and washed the wool
and carded it and spun it and wove it. I am glad
I learned how to do everything.’ ‘

They had to make even the hoops they wore in their
skirts, and these they made from the long withes of the
greenbrier bushes. These did well enough until they
dried and snapped. I remember asking over and over
for a story that she never failed to tell with merry eyes
as she told it. ~

‘How my hoop snapped? Well, one Sunday I went
to church—of course we had to go every Sunday—but

- this Sunday there was a missionary speaking and the
little church was very full, and dear good Mrs. Dunlop,
the minister’s wife, sat next to me. She was a darling
and I loved her, but she was very fat and she kept
squeezing against me so that it seemed to me she just
expanded more and more. It was a hot summer’s day,
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too. Well, she kept expanding and she pushed against
my hoop, and at last my hoop—it wasn’t a big one,
really, because my father wouldn’t let us wear very
big ones—but my hoop just rose up in front of me and
lifted my skirt shamefully high, and I tried to press it
down and it wouldn’t go down. Well, at last I grew
desperate because a boy was sitting just behind and I
could hear him snickering, so I gave a good hard push
and there was a loud snap. My greenbrier hoop! My
skirt went down all of a sudden then, but you should
have seen me when I stood up. My skirt hung about
me and it was so long it trailed on the ground. Good
Mrs. Dunlop stood in front of me and I walked out to
the buggy behind her and climbed in right quick.
Afterwards we laughed and laughed, but I was dread-
fully ashamed that day, although I couldn’t keep from
laughing too. I knew I looked funny. Father said it
was a judgment on me for vanity. Maybe it was, but
I always felt it was because the greenbrier was just too
dry and couldn’t stand the strain of Mrs. Dunlop’s
expansion!’

To us little American children in the Chinese city
nothing was more stirring in all the absorbing tale of
her life in our country than the story of maple sugar.
In the home at that time after the war everything that
could be made was made and nothing bought except
the chocolate Hermanus must have in the morning,
and coffee and tea.

To this day I have never been to a sugaring, nor
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even seen a tree pierced for its sweet water, but I have
had the spiritual experience. I had it over and over
again in that Oriental country where a sugar maple
never grew except in our dreams. But I know that in
the chill beginning of early spring, when indeed spring
is more a hope than a fact, you must go about and tap
the great trees that were golden in the autumn. And
that means you make a little hole and stick a wooden
tube called a spile in it and set a bucket below and the
sweet water runs into it. Then when the buckets are
full and enough water has collected you gather it all
together and pour it into the great iron cauldron at
the sugaring camp. The boys have chopped wood and
the kettle is hung on a rude crane and the fire is lit
and the water starts boiling.

Then is the time for fun, for all the boys and girls

‘of the town gather at the sugar camp and watch the
sugaring and take a hand at the stirring and put great
logs under the pot, and if there is snow as there ought
to be, there is tobogganing between times and games
and laughter. Everybody’s cheeks are crimson and all
eyes are bright and there is fun everywhere.

When the syrup is thick enough to make maple
syrup it is poured into great kegs and is mated to buck-
wheat cakes and waffles and pancakes for the rest of
the year, but if you want sugar you must boil the sweet
water longer and it takes an old hand to know just
when the right moment comes to pour the hot stuff
into little shapes and big ones.

Great round moulds made the big cakes of sugar
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that were kept for household use through the year
but there were many hundreds of little heart-shaped
tins and star shapes and crescents and many others,
and these were filled, too. Best fun and most delicious
of all was to pour the hot sugar out on snow and eat
it suddenly cooling and scoop up the handfuls of snow
and stiffening hot sugar. Then when it was all finished
and the sugaring over, everybody went home singing -
through the sharp sweet air, and no one was ever sick
from eating so much—as much as one wanted. That
was because it was so clean in the woods where the
camp was and the pure cold snow covered everything
and the air was keen and made one strong and robust
enough for anything. Ah, Carie, how you made us
dream of our country! ;
Snow! How she made us see snow in Americal
Sometimes, once in a long time, we had a little drift of

" it in the southern Chinese city where we lived, some-

times on a chilly, damp, wintry day. We pressed our
faces against the window-pane and watched it coming

down, white against the grey sky, melting instantly as - pi

it touched the warmer black tiles of the roofs. Once
I remember there was a corner in the courtyard where
the wind had blown a tiny drift as faint as a mist, but
still made of snow. We went running out, leaping and
crying, ‘Snow—snow!’ One winter of unprecedented
cold, real snow came down outside the city wall and
there on the barren gravelands there was at least an

~inch of snow and if one did not look too closely at the o

stubble sticking through, the world looked white and
, o ’ it
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clean. The bamboos were féathery dusty with snow
and the small new wheat stood freshly green between

- white patches of graves. Carie nailed together some

boards from a box that had held canned milk and tied

a grass rope to it and we slid down steeply sloping
Chinese graves on the contrivance and dreamed of
tobogganing in America.

Years later when I saw real snow in deep Virginian
woods in the Blue Mountains, I knew that spiritually I
had seen it all before because of what this American
woman had told me. I saw meadows hidden, still and
sleeping under it. I saw roofs under great blankets of
it and windows peering out, cosy and merry, from
beneath, and smoke curling against the still sky. It
was all just as she had said. Before I had turned a
corner of the road that led into the hills, my heart
cried that the shadows on the snow would be blue under
the lee of the hills, and when I turned, there blue
shadows lay. She had shown them to me ten years
before and ten thousand miles away, so that I knew
them.

All this beauty of her country went into these years
of her life between her earliest childhood and her
twenty-third year, when she went away. If the great
gift from her father was to show her where beauty
lay, she needed little showing, for she had seeing eyes.
Wide beauty of meadow and valley and mountain, of
the seasons of the year each in its time, these she saw
with unfailing response; but small beauties she saw as
quickly, little beauties of close-set moss and small
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flowers and insects. Once she bent over a coloured
spider, gay in red and black, and at last put out a small
finger to feel the colour, and the spider stung her and
her whole arm swelled from the poison. Thereafter
she only looked, but it was characteristic of her sense
of fair play to remember that after all she had provoked
the insect, and its beauty was not marred for her. '
This love of beauty and instant response to it, then,
was part of her very blood and bone, and emotion and
abandon to beauty was always a part of her. She
could go drunk in a sunlit meadow on a spring day,
laughing and sparkling and all but dancing. But she
loved the beauty of clean, simple, steady things as
well. There was for her beauty not only in a pool of
mountain water under moonlight, but as well in a room
made still and clean and fresh, in dishes newly washed
and shining. I remember her saying that one of her -
pleasures in the austere times after the Civil War was

that there were no new dishes to be bought and so

every day they had to use the blue and white willow-

pattern china and the thin crystal wine goblets'that g

her grandparents had brought from Holland. Every
day she chose to wash them, above every other house-
hold task, so that she might feel their delicacy in her
hands. This remained to her a memory of beauty all
the days of her life. :

Hers was a sensuous nature. She loved the feel of* o “ ,
things, the textures of silk and porcelain and linen and

velvet, the touch of rose leaves, the roughness of pine

_cones. I can remember her taking into her hands the S i
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smooth, dry stiffness of a bamboo leaf and rubbing it.

‘So hard and smooth and fine,” she murmured. She

had an abnormally keen sense of smell. One of the

‘tortures of her life in the Orient was the stink of
manure and of human filth that pervaded the garden

from outside the city wall, where nightsoil from the

city was the chief fertilizer used to force the earth to

rich and rapid fruitage.

T remember for ever the first time she came back to
her own country. She would stand knee-deep in a
meadow or perhaps in a wood and draw one great
breath after another, or else she would take little quick
sniffs, little tastes of smell.

‘What is it?’ we cried, anxious to miss nothing, and
her answer came back joyously, ‘Just smelling it alll
Do you know, one of the loveliest things about this
America of ours is its smell—its lovely, lovely smelll’

She liked to take a handful of pine needles and rub
them in her hands and hold them to her nostrils, and she
would grow drunken with the pine fragrance, her eyes
closed in ecstasy. But it was such scents she loved,
pure, pungent odours, or the frail fragrance of a tea rose.
Many of the Oriental flowers she rejected because she
disliked their heavy, musky sweetness.

Of music she had a good, intellectual understanding,
but music remained for her always primarily a sensation
and an emotion. In the years when I was an impatient
adolescent it was annoying to me that she could not
hear great music without having the tears stream down
her cheeks, not tears of pain, primarily, but tears
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that were response from a heart too finely strung and
too sensitive to bear unmoved the beauty of music.
In the arrogance of my youth I said, ‘If you cannot
keep from crying, why will you persist in going to
hear it?’

She gave me one of her deep, steady looks and at
last she replied, ‘You don’t understand now. How can
you? You have not had time for life yet. Some day
you will listen and hear that music is not technique
and melody, but the meaning of life itself, infinitely
sorrowful and unbearably beautiful: Then you will
understand.’

There was in her great love of colour a curious con-
tradiction. She chose always delicate and finely shaded
tones. I have pondered much over this, for in her
nature were a passion and a wildness which seemed to
me to call for the more barbaric hues, and I have a
‘theory, whether true or not, that in the instinctive
choice of colours people most truly reveal themselves.

The reds and yellows of old imperial China were always " o~ :
distasteful to her. I think there was an abandon there

which frightened her—an abandon to the flesh. I think
it frightened her because she felt something too
passionate in her own blood and she was fearful of her
own response. No, she chose for her favourite shades
the pale, cool, rosy vellow of a tea rose that grew
beside the veranda steps—an American tea rose, and

‘she toved also the warm delicacy of old-fashioned -

salmon pinks. Later when her hair was white and
~she took to wearing gowns of silvery grey, there was
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 always a touch somewhere of one or the other of these
shades. I think she knew that in herself there was a

- certain pagan quality, a passion, a temper too vigorous
and lusty, and the puritan strain of her blood and of
her training in her times warred sternly against it.

If she could come from the lonely grave where she
lies I think she would not like those words I have just
written. She would look at me troubled and say, ‘Did
I not struggle all my life against these very things you
are telling about me now that I am dead?” And I
would answer, if I could, ‘Ah, yes, we saw the struggle,
but do you not know we loved you for the very things
in yourself that you hated?’

For when we think of her and talk of her we always
feel her as two distinct persons. One is this warm,
merry, sensuous, hot-tempered person; a woman quick
to see the ridiculous, a born actress and mimic, making
us all laugh when she was in one of her funny moods
and took to copying the voice and gait and manners of
some one; sweeping us all up in a chorus of gay song,
dropping work all of a sudden on a summer’s day to
go off to a garden or a mountain for a picnic. The other
is the puritan, the practical mystic, straining after
God but never quite seeing Him, always planning

. further hours for prayer, for deeper consecration, more
devotion, but never quite achieving what she planned,
and from that very sense of religious failure, more

passionately rigid with herself on the other side, the
passionate and emotional side, that she had been taught
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was wicked and would lead her away from God. There
was a continual war in her members. ,

When I meditate on the period of her life that formed
her, I begin to understand this conflict inherent in her
very nature. From Hermanus she had the love of
beauty that was inseparable from her being. From
her good Dutch grandparents she had the practical
determination that would not let her rest—a power for
sacrifice for righteousness’ sake was in her very blood.
She had been bred on the story of leaving all and
forging forth into a new country for God’s sake. She
came of pilgrim stuff. But there was in this already
incongruous mixture the gay, practical, none too
religious heart of the little French mother, who loved
passionately, not God but first Hermanus and her
children and then for their sakes the good God.

Yet in other years, when I knew better my own
country and its people, I knew Carie better, too. In
this very disunity, in the richness of her variety, -
sprung from the dissimilar sources of her blood, from
her pioneer heritage, from the swift and elemental
experiences of her life, she was the more America.

For in spite of all the happiness of the life of the big
square house, in spite of music-making and school and
parties in the village, Carie was not always happy.
Perhaps no one in her times was ever quite happy,
- because there was always the matter of one’s soul.

In her most joyful moments she remembered her
soul. Sometimes at the height of fun, with her friends

listening to her joking and teasing and laughing, she :
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would be stopped suddenly, as though a cold hand were
laid upon her heart, and she thought in a panic, “What
about my eternal soul?” Sometimes when she worked
about the house and stopped a moment to look through
the open door into the garden and to wonder if heaven
could be more beautiful, the sharp fear rushed into her
mind, ‘But I am not saved—will I see heaven?’

It was very hard not to think of such things. Long
church services on Sunday, prayers twice a day at
home, the minister’s gentle penetrating questions, the
desire of the father and mother to see each child
‘saved’ and joined to the Church all kept her from
being quite happy.

But it was never fear of hell which drove Carie into
trying to find God. Indeed, I never saw her afraid of
anything, and I do not for a moment believe any one
could have drawn a hell fearful enough to compel her
against her will. No, she wanted passionately to be
good. She used to say to us often, ‘It is so beautiful
to be good, child—be good, because it is the loveliest
thing on earth.” She wanted to find God because that
was the only way, they told her, to be good. One’s
own goodness was all ‘filthy rags’, the Bible said, unless
one found God.

‘She told me once that the years of her adolescence

were miserable with the restlessness of this search.

One after the other of the more facile-hearted of her

friends was ‘converted’ and took communion. But

Carie, sitting mutinous and agonizing in the little

church, shook her head above the bread and wine.
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She would not deceive herself or any one. She had
prayed and prayed. R o

In her diary I find written of this time: ‘During the
years between twelve and fifteen I used many times
a week to go out into the woods behind the barn and
, creep into a little hollow in a clump of elderberries
} and throw myself down and cry to God for a sign—

anything to make me believe in Him. Sometimes I
vowed I would not, like Jacob, leave the spot until He
A gave me a sign for myself. But it never came. The
tinkle of cowbells told me it was evening and the
i cows were coming home to be milked, and I must go
and lay the table.’

Over and over again she took her trouble to her
Sunday school teacher, Mrs. Dunlop, the minister’s
wife, and the gentle placid woman tried to bring this
passionate honest heart ‘through to salvation’.

‘Just give yourself to God, my dear—that’s all it is,’
she said, filled with affection for the dark, downright
girl she never quite understood. ‘Surely it is a very
easy thing to give your heart to God.’

But Carie must have more than this. ‘I want to feel
‘ God accepts me,” she cried. ‘I can give myself, but

why doesn’t He accept me? Why doesn’t He give me
! a sign?’

f This was beyond old Mrs. Dunlop. She could only
' repeat patiently, ‘ Just give yourself—just give yourself,
dear!’

These were stormy years for Carie. Often her despair
in not being able to be sure of God led her into opposite
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moods of recklessness and a gaiety too wild for happi-
ness. Sometimes, realizing with horror the tumult in
her young blood, she felt herself hopelessly wicked.
She grew frightened at the beginning of desire in herself.
She was a dark, handsome girl at this time, mature
for her years, keen of humour and ready to laugh, and
yet grave in her times of gravity. She had red lips
and blooming cheeks and a mass of natural chestnut
brown curls hanging over her head in a ‘waterfall’.
The exact experience that came to her at this time
I do not know, for she never told any one. I only
know that somewhere during these years she fell
passionately in love with the handsome boy with a
rollicking, beautiful voice, who had once laughed at
her in church when her hoop snapped. He had grown
to be a young man, tall and blond and debonair, who
rejoiced somewhat at being among the ‘unbelievers’,
but who came to church for the singing, and, I am fain
to believe, for Carie’s sake. And they met at singing
school too, one evening a week. 7
‘He could sing the heart out of any one,” said Carie

unwillingly, her eyes sober. This she said when she was -

grey-haired, but I could see in her eyes her memory

hot still with the thought of him. Beyond this she

told us nothing. I think his big fair body spoke to

her warm blood intolerably and the puritan in her was

mortally afraid of him. Whether he loved her long
or not I do not know.
That he saw her with special eyes I know, for she
would acknowledge when pressed that he was ‘nice’
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to her and that she had to ‘make him stop’ because
she didn’t want to marry him.

‘Why not?’ we demanded, for he sounded romantlc

‘Because—because—he was not good. He drank and
he came of a family that drank. It wasn’t easy to be
good, and I was afraid if I married him I might grow
like him.’

Whether Carie could have held to this stand alone
I do not know. But this happened to be the year her
little mother fell ill and Carie was seized out of the
youthful life of her world to spend day and night at
the side of death. There, watching her mother slip
away, she vowed always to choose good rather than
evil, to follow the stern side of herself rather than the
gay, and all her life long to war against the sensuous-
ness that she knew only too well to be in her blood.
She would be good; she would deny herself to the utter- °
most; she would give herself to God. How could she
deny herself most wholly? If she gave her whole life
and seélf completely to God then perhaps He would
give her a sign of His being and thus she could follow
and find Him.

For in the sudden illness Carie forgot her own soul
in a new terror.” The mother had frankly loved Carie
better than all her other children. Carie could laugh
so often with her. Carie was so quick with her hands.
She was so good at cooking and so economical. She
was the one, too, who loved herb-gathering and
gardening. And she was so strong. Sometimes she
would seize her tiny mother and hold her high in the
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air like a child, and threaten not to let her down unless
she would not work so hard or would eat more. ‘You
big naughty girl,” the little woman cried, pretending
to be outraged, ‘you put me down—at once, I say!
I am your mother!” But she loved it and leaned upon
the girl. And Carie more than loved her mother. She
gave her admiration and the two were free together,
free that is, except in that dark quest for God. There
Carie went alone, for the French mother could not
understand the yearning in the daughter’s heart. To
go to church, to kneel when the father prayed, to keep
a clean house and make the meals the best one could—
it was enough for a woman. So Carie said nothing,
and loved her mother tenderly because she was so
childlike.

Now in her illness the mother became a child indeed,
and clung to her daughter.

The illness had come so quickly. One winter’s day
the mother went into the cold cellar to fill a dish of
pickles from a jar, and because the jar was empty
stayed to open another, and took cold. It grew swiftly
into racking coughs and then into a swift consumption.
In spite of her refusal to believe her mother would die,
Carie was too honest not to see the truth.

Not that she was daunted even by death. She went
gallantly through everything. She was gay about the
bed and she kept the sick room sweet and shining and
fresh with flowers, and she washed and starched and
ironed the little frilled lace caps her mother wore, and
made her pretty bed gowns and put all her old pleasure
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- in dressing dolls into the care of the little sunken-eyed
woman in the big bed.

Hermanus at this time moved into another room and
Carie slept beside her mother and warmed the little,
frail, cold body with her robust youth, and made play
of everything and would not let her mother be afraid.

But one night her mother fell into dreadful coughing
and Carie ran to lift her head. Then her mother looked
at her, sick and racked, and she moaned, ‘Child—is this
—d-ea-th?’ She would only spell the word.

Suddenly Carie could not bear the fear in her mother’s
eyes. Oh, if only she knew about God—if only she
could say to her mother, ‘I know.’

She must have a sign. . . . She would give herself.
‘T will give my whole self to God—my whole life,” she
whispered passionately. Her mind went searching
recklessly ahead. There must be no half measures—no
sacrifice that was not complete. ‘I will go as a mission-
ary, surely I cannot give myself more than that.’

Suddenly the end came. Her mother cried out
faintly, and Carie lifted her high in her arms. She saw
her mother’s dim eyes lighten. A faint smile of surprise
broke over her white lips and she gasped, “Why—it’s—
all frue!’

For a moment she gazed suddenly and clearly
through the walls of the room into the space of some
other world and then she died. Carie, hearing the cry,
catching the gaze of her mother’s eyes, felt her heart
stop. Was this God’s sign? In great awe she laid her
mother gently down.
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O Carie vowed away her life. Steadfastly she set
herself to the fulfilment. She missed her mother
tragically. She could never sing so light-heartedly now
in the evenings because that small placid presence was
gone, and she held in her memory the hour when she
had given herself to God.

But still God gave no sign of acceptance. She must
wait until she saw what to do next, and meanwhile the
days must pass as they had before in work and school.
Only she was quieter and more steady. She refused to
join in the village parties. She would not go walking
any more with Neale Carter. She would study hard
‘and fit herself for what she had promised to do. '
- The idea of missions was not new to her. Several
times there had come to the little village church gaunt
sunburned men, missionaries to other lands, bringing
their burning words and stories. She listened, en-
tranced against her will, by gallant adventurers for God’s
sake. But she had not herself sought to find a ‘call’.
Why, it would mean leaving America! She could not

leave America. She always slipped out of the church

gay with relief, avoiding the missionary’s eyes.

~ Now all that was changed. She must be—she was—
ready to go. . She had promised. She went soberly

- about the house, but if any one noticed it, it was only

to say, ‘Carie feels her mother’s death.” But it was
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much more than that. She was beginning already to
cut her life free, ready for a way to be shown her.
Two years passed by and Hermanus, as times pros-
pered, found his hobby becoming of practical use to
him, for when the worst of the reconstruction days
were over people from far and wide brought him clocks
to mend and jewels to set. He made watches, also, and
these were in great demand. There was some magic in
his slender, agile fingers that charmed the most ob-
durate machinery to motion. For the first time in his
life he contributed well to the family income.
Cornelius, however, was still the mainstay with his
teaching and farming. The two older sisters held in
their capable hands the management of the house and
of the younger children. The great problem in the
family was Luther, the younger son, the one most like
Carie in nature and in appearance. But where in her
there was a strong will towards self-control and a
genuine desire for goodness, in him in his youth the
flesh was dominant. He grew rebellious and wanted to
go west where the gold-fields at that time were luring
- every young man who had a drop of wanderlust in his
veins. The family united in trying to hold him, but
he had always loved his mother best and she understood
him, and now when she was gone it was hard to keep
him. Hermanus in a mighty passion wanted to whip
“him soundly, but the lad towered above him, a tall,
black-eyed, black-haired young man, and the little,
arrogant, militant father could not compass the deed
for all his will to do it. Cornelius whipped him once at .
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~ his father’s command, and then threw down the whip
in sickness of heart and would not again. Nothing
seemed quite right since the mother died. But some-
how the family life went on, and still Carie waited in
intense secret determination.
By the time she was eighteen years old Dr. Dunlop,
the minister of her childhood, was ready to retire,
having grown fat and drowsy in the service. It was
evident there must be a new minister. In this Her-
manus took the lead as he did in all things in the village,
and after many samplings and tastings of the various
doctrines of the young men who came to preach trial
sermons, a tall, grave man, young in years but bearing
in his body the marks of premature age from his experi-
ence in the war, was chosen. He came from the same
state and from the neighbouring county of Greenbrier.
His father was a leading landowner there, and after the
war the young man had taught school, and then gone
to seminary. From college and seminary he had come
forth trailing clouds of cum laudes, with special mention
of his amazing facility in languages, especially in Sans-
krit, Arabic, Hebrew, and Greek. There was a taste
for liberal learning in the little village and Hermanus
had the tradition of culture in his family and had main-
tained it well in his own generation. Moreover, the
young minister was of pleasing appearance, tall, gentle,
fair-haired, with a dainty little ruffled wife whom he
carried on his arm like a pretty work-bag. His trial
sermon was doctrinally sound and he explained satis-
factorily the traditional aspects of predestination and
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free will; also it was long and full of good meat ‘ané:l

quite beyond the understanding of most of the younger ‘

members of the congregation. It was enough. He was
the man.

That same summer after he had come to the village
and had established himself in the creeper-grown manse
next the white church, a younger brother who was still
in college visited him, and this young man must be
mentioned because of Carie. He was a student bent on
the ministry, a tall, thin youth, with near-sighted blue
eyes, vague and mystic in their gaze, a gentle voice and
a mild smile. He was very shy and silent and stead-
fastly declined all invitations to join the choir or sing-
ing school. He replied, smiling, that he was very busy
—that he was reading with his brother. On Sundays
he sat a little apart, seeming to see no one, on his face
a look of rapt worship. Carie, if she looked at him,
which she did not often, thought of him as an extremely
saintly young man, lacking perhaps in a sense of
humour, but certainly very good. Her own sense of
humour was an everlasting cause of stumbling to her.
It was shame to her that she could still see something
funny even if it happened at a funeral, and more than
once she had been overcome in church to her own con-
fusion. And at such silly small things, too, she thought
regretfully; as, for instance, when the flies would gather
thick in the mass of tulle crowning little Miss Nelson’s
hat when she played the organ. There they immedi-
ately became caught in the folds of the stuff and set up
a frantic buzzing and swarming, and under this
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confusion Miss Nelson, whowas a small, shy, middle-aged
lady, sat half fainting, her face scarlet with embarrass-
ment. Once at least during the service she would
escape between hymns and come back freed from the
pest, but it wowld only be a short time before the
sweetish starch in the tulle attracted more flies and
they came sailing through the window, headed straight
for her hat. Summer after summer it was a fly trap and
a joke to the younger members of the congregation.
But the younger brother of the minister would not
even see such a sight in church. His thoughts were
- elsewhere—doubtless only where they should be. Carie,
feeling always humbled by the discrepancy between her
achievements and her desires, was sobered by the very
look of worship on the rugged, somewhat pale young
face. But if she spoke to him that was all. He seemed
a being apart because of his very nature and calling.
She respected him mightily but gave him very little
thought. Was there not a mission waiting for her?
When she was nineteen she had learned all that
Cornelius could teach her and he was not willing that
her swift and brilliant mind should stop with this. The
family fortunes were recovered from the war, there was
no special need for her at home, Luther had settled
down and consented to go to school at last and ‘take
an education’, and Cornelius decided that Carie must
be sent away to a young ladies’ seminary and be given
every opportumty to develop not only her mind but
- her powerful and beautiful voice.
It could not be an ordinary seminary. In add1tzon to
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the curriculum of regular studies Hermanus demanded
also that it be sound in religious doctrine, of Presby-
terian foundation, and laying the emphasis on moral
education and deportment. After considerable search
the ideal place was found, Bellewood Seminary, near
Louisville, Kentucky.

There Carie went in her nineteenth year, with a heart
wildly excited. She had a new brown cashmere dress

‘to travel in, and it was specially for the steamboat. It

was made with a high bustle in the back and six ruffles
round the bottom of the skirt, and there was cream lace
ruffled in the bosom and at the cuffs. A small brown
beaver hat trimmed in the same lace sat high on her
curly hair. She was perfectly satisfied with her appear-
ance, although she feared that her mouth was a trifle
too large. But she had at that time the reddest

" possible lips and blooming pink cheeks. Once many

years later her small daughter asked naively, ‘Mother,
were you pretty when you were a girl?” Her golden
brown eyes danced at this and she answered demurely,
‘Neale Carter seemed to think so when he saw me off
to the seminary!’ :
The next two years at Bellewood Seminary were
happy ones, rich in friendships. There were seventeen
girls in her class, and she became a leader among them,
and won their love in a remarkable degree. Hers was
a nature so large that she could comprehend in her
heart any human being and she was always remarkable

in the diversity of her friendships. The key to her

instant mterest was some one’s need for love and help
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I think Neale Carter more nearly won her on that score
than on any other—that he needed her to make him
good. At least once she told us he nearly had her on
this plea, but her sharp and detached sense of humour
discerned when next he fell—he was given to drinking
—that he enjoyed a little too well the sinning and being
forgiven, and so he lost her.

I have here beside me as relics of her school days two
essays written in the beautiful spidery handwriting of
those days. One is entitled ‘Queen Esther’. It is a
dissertation on the sacrifice of the Jewish queen for her
people—always that charm of self-sacrificel—and on
the giving of her life for them if it were needful. But
the essay ends with a delightfully naive assurance that
those who do right and trust in God will surely have
their reward.

The other essay is one for which she won a gold
medal, made with a clasp and to be worn on a narrow
ribbon about the neck. This essay is also most beauti-
fully written without an erasure in it anywhere. It
was evidently for a contest in the class in moral
philosophy. It is full of fervid religious dogmatism.
I can see from it that at twenty, at least, Carie had put
far from her the pleasure-loving, struggling creature of
girlish days and had become a young lady, determined
to be noble and Christian. I could almost say, here is
a prig in these pages, except that I know well enough
that in her there was always that other side of whimsy
and humour to save the day. The fact is that to the
end of her life if she took up a pen solemnity fell upon
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her and she put down all sorts of righteous admonitions,
which were really admonitions to herself. Even in this
little diary she so fortifies herself. I really think the
secret of it was the need she constantly conceived to
bolster up her own soul. She was continually preaching
to herself, fearful lest that laughing heart of hers would

. lead her astray yet.

Certainly if she had been the person I see here in this
essay on ‘Moral Evidences of Christianity’, this excel-
lent and absurd essay, she could not have so won the
universal love of her schoolmates that some of them
wrote to her as long as she lived. The girls of her class
who were alive twenty-five years after they were
graduated made her a beautiful patchwork quilt of silk
and velvet bits, and each embroidered her name on her
own square and sent it to China to Carie.. She gathered
it to her breast, smiling, her eyes wet. ‘Those darling
girls,” she murmured, although they were all grey—halred ‘
women and so was she. :

I remember that for once she gave rein to her love of
colour and she lined the quilt with a gorgeous piece of -
scarlet brocaded Chinese silk, and it remained to us all
a possession and a glory. It was kept in state on the
guest room bed, but when Carie lay dying in that
Chinese city she called for it and it was spread over
her, a covering of love and homage. I am glad for one
thing, at least, that she died when she did and did not
live to see the day of revolution that came, when it fell

- into the hands of bloodthirsty, despoiling soldiers! It .
~ was then cast lots for and fell to such a dark and savage
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creature as I have never seen before or since, and he
wrapped it about his naked filthy shoulders.

At twenty-two she was finished and she went home
to the village, feeling herself completely a young lady.
But the years of restriction in the seminary and the
emphasis on religion had deepened her purpose of
going as a missionary. Now she broached the matter
to her father. He was completely astounded, very
angry, and flouted the whole idea. What, a young and
1 handsome woman go to a country where people were
i heathen and would as soon eat a Christian as not—
| what, his daughter?—Never!

Carie, astonished beyond measure, for she thought
the project would appeal to her father’s profound
religious views, promptly lost her none too stable
temper. She argued with him ardently that he should
be willing to give her to the cause, and he, from whom
her high temper and stubborn will came, replied with
heat and excessive dignity that there was a sensible
limit to everything, even to the worship of God. It
) was not suitable for a young unmarried lady only
; twenty-two years of age to go as a missionary.
9y It was the first time Carie had heard such heretical
talk from her father and she burst into angry tears,
and what had been a high resolve now became also an
obstinate determination.

During the Christmas holidays of that year the
pastor’s younger brother came back. He was taller
than ever, paler, more remote. In her new and exalted
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frame of mind he seemed wonderful. Neale Carter and
his set were gross and horrible. Then she heard it
whispered among the girls of her age that this young
man was to be a missionary. Her heart leaped. Was
it the way?

One day she took opportunity to speak to him, her
usual gay ease strangely and suddenly shy. It was
after church service, when people were accustomed to
linger about the threshold and about the church green.
He inclined his head courteously, as shy as she. She
said to him, all her soul shining in her golden eyes, ‘Is
it true you want to be a missionary to China?’

She hung on his answer.

“Yes, I feel it my duty,” he replied simply. His high
white brow was smooth and pure as he stood, hat in
hand, his blue eyes serene.

She cried out, ardently, ‘Oh, I, too, I have wanted to
go for years!’

For the first time he looked at her with interest. His

blue eyes, vague, a little chill, met her dark glowing ones. -

‘Do you?’ he said.

In later years when she was to know him so well
those simple words, ‘I feel it my duty’, were to her the
key to his nature, the explanation of his every act, the
irrefutable argument of his whole life.

He did not forget. He came to call on her formally,
and they talked exaltedly of religion and of their mutual
- purpose. She watched his face as he talked, explaining
to her doctrines that she had not had the patience to
read out of the dusty books in the church vestry. It
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seemed as though God meant them to know each other,

~ she thought. There was no rushing of the blood when
they were together. They talked so easily and natur-
ally of good things. Her resolve grew more high and
pure. The old, world-loving, high-spirited nature re-
ceded. When he had gone away she felt cool and
tranquil and religious. There was none of the heat and
laughter and joking that made her merry and yet half
ashamed when Neale courted her.

One day, very soon, too, a letter came to her. It was
a proposal of marriage, carefully written, couched in
stiff formal phrases. Since they had a common purpose
in life, since they were of one mind, it seemed God’s
will that they be joined. Moreover, his mother was
not willing that he go alone without a wife to heathen
lands. It was the one stipulation she made—that he
find a wife. It was not easy to find one willing to go
so far. He had been waiting for the Lord’s guidance.
It seemed providentially provided.

She read the letter reverently. With a man like this
she could be good. Her vivid, forward-leaping imagina-
tion pictured the years together, the stern dependence
on each other and on God, each helping the other. He
was a man not gifted with words. She who was swift
and rich in speech could help him there with his ser-
mons. He could supply the profound learning, she the
eloquence—invincible combination! She saw a harvest
of dark, white-clad heathen being baptized, following
them with adoring eyes—a successful life—all the old, A
stormy, passionate, pleasure-loving nature conquered iy
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for ever. With Neale Carter her very soul would have
been lost, and this without saving his. With this other
man not only was heaven sure, but she could bring
heaven to many another soul. If there wasa moment’s
shadow and a clutch at her heart when she thought of
leaving the well-beloved home and land, the next
instant she assured herself resolutely that she knew
what she wanted. She wanted righteousness above
everything.. Surely if she sacrificed all—all—God would
give her a sign, some day? She seemed to feel the sign
very close when she talked with the young missionary.

But she did not answer the letter at once. She went
to her father and told him quietly, her exaltation filling
her with quietness, that God had provided a way—
that she had decided to marry the young man who was
going as a missionary and go with him to foreign lands.

Hermanus at this time was a white-haired and ex-
tremely choleric old man, straight as a whip and
~ militant as a little general. He seized his walking cane

and marched to the door. As luck would have it, it o

- was about three o’clock in the afternoon, the hour when
the young missionary was accustomed to call. There
he came, walking slowly up the flagged walk with his
usual somewhat hesitant step. The little angry man
flew out at him and brandished the cane in his face.
~ The young man drew back astonished.

‘Sir, I know your intentions!” roared Hermanus in a
voice out of all proportion to his inches. “You shall not
have my daughter!’ ‘

- The young missionary had a certain dry semse of -
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humour which appeared at rare intervals. He gazed
down on the little man and answered mildly, ‘Yes, I
think I shall, sir,” and proceeded on his way.

Carie waited for him at the door, and the last vestige
of doubt was gone. Hermanus’s opposition had worked
well for the young man. She accepted him.

Cornelius then undertook to win over their father,
and while the brother himself did not wholly approve

his sister’s decision, he recognized that she was a grown
woman and would do as she wished. Moreover, the
young man himself was a good man and missionary work
was a noble work if one had the desire to do it and the
call. But the gist of the matter was that Carie would do
as she wanted to do, and it was better to let her have her
way with apparent approval at home than to let her go
off against their wishes. Very unwillingly, therefore,
after repeated conferences, Hermanus gave his consent.

Thereafter every afternoon at three o’clock the young
missionary called at the house, talked alone with Carie
for one hour in the parlour, where he called her ‘Miss
Carie’ to the day they were married, and at four o’clock
had tea with the family at which wine and little cakes

~ were served, according to the family custom.

On July 8th 1880 they were married, Carie in a dove-
coloured travelling dress, since it seemed scarcely
fitting to a missionary to put on the fripperies of white
satin and orange blossoms.

At the station there was a moment of slight con-'
fusion when it was found the young bridegroom had
bought only one place on the train.
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“You must remember you have a wife now,” his older
brother remarked reprovingly.

The truth was that greater than the excitement of
- his wedding day to this young man was the realization
of the young missionary that at last his dream was
coming true, at last he was about to set out on his life-
work. ‘The Work’ he called it then and ever after.
The last obstacle had been removed, his mother’s
stipulation that he find a wife. He had a wife. But he
never could quite remember it.

If ever two babes set out on a journey, these two
were such babes. Both had lived in small, quiet
‘neighbourhoods, never travelling farther than to school.
Now they set forth sublimely and confidently to go half-
way round the world, and they knew only that first they
went by land and then by sea. Andrew had fifteen
hundred dollars in paper notes from the mission board
under which he was going, and he carried these folded
in the pocket of his double-breasted long coat. They
sat up the whole way across the continent, not knowing
there were beds to be bought. When they reached
San Francisco they did not for several days go to find
passage upon a ship. When at last Andrew went to
the water’s edge he found the City of Tokio, a rackety,
‘unseaworthy old hulk, was sailing the next day and he
engaged a cabin on it and they prepared for this second
stage of their journey.

It had not taken Carie three days of married life to
see that in the practical affairs of their life she must
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take the guiding hand. In prayer and preaching
Andrew might be powerful but in business he was as
trusting and guileless as a child. He believed implicitly
~in human nature, and although he preached its vileness,
he could believe evil of no man except of those who
differed from him doctrinally. It was Carie then who
arranged for the transfer of luggage and possessions to
the ship and who went about discovering the necessities
of sea travel. ‘
Who knows at the distance of these years, a half
century, what was in her heart as she set sail from the
American coast that hot summer’s day? Certainly I
had it from her own lips once that she had a moment
of dreadful panic when she realized she was leaving her
own land, and she ran down to her cabin that she
might not see the ship pulling away and widening the
chasm between her and the beloved shore. She felt
at that instant a hostility to this saint to whom she
had married herself—nay, more: a hostility, instantly
repressed, to God Himself, who even at this hour of
separation would not speak from the high heaven where
He lived to tell her by any sign that she had done well...
The waters over which the careening little old
steamer was to bear them for the next month remained
for Carie to the end of her life an ocean of horror. She
found within an hour of leaving the sight of land that
she was no sailor. Seasickness took in her a particu-
larly virulent form, not only of nausea but of violent
pains in the head and back, increasing rather than
bettering as time went on. She was mountain bred
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and ever a lover of mountains. She could see little
beauty in the sea, and that only of a terrible and over-
whelming kind. But this, I think, was partly because
it remained for ever to her a sign of separation from the
land, her own land, which she loved more deeply as.
years were to pass—so great and unconquerable a
separation, indeed, was the ocean that in her last years
she would never return to her own country, being com-
pelled to die in an alien place rather than risk a sea
journey. Once when she staggered, green with sick-
ness, from a ship’s gang-plank, she turned her brilliant
eyes, humorous even then, to us and said, ‘T want to go
to heaven more than ever now that I know the Bible
says, “And there shall be no more sea there”!’

For a bride it was a circumstance peculiarly trying
that she must be sick all during her honeymoon. But
- certainly it was less trying with Andrew as the bride-

groom than it might have been with another. He was
singularly oblivious to the appearance of women and
- even to that of his wife. She saw this and could smile,
although it was with hurt, too. I remember she said
once, many years later, when her beauty of youth was
quite gone, ‘Andrew has never seen how I looked or
what I wore. The only time he ever said anything
about my looks was once when I was nearly dead after
one of the babies came and he thought I could not live
and was unusually moved. That time he sat by my
bed and said in the shyest way, “I never knew before
what pretty brown eyes you have, Carie.” That was
when I had been married to him eighteen years and
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had just borne my seventh child! You see what it is to
be married to a saint.” Then, with that swift, whimsical
turning that was habitual to her she added, “Well, I'd
rather be married to a saint that never saw my good
~ looks than to a sinner who saw every other woman’s!’

In Japan they were both astonished by the civiliza-
tion and culture evident there even in the brief stops
they made in ports. To Carie especially, who saw with
delight the dainty miniature beauty of these people, it
seemed incredible that so fairy and perfect a nation
could be wicked. But Andrew was not thus easily
confused by beauty, and was reassured when he saw
temples everywhere and people worshipping. Evi-
dently it was a ‘heathen’ country still.

The old City of Tokio went no farther than Japan,
and they had to change to a side-wheeler that plied the
China seas. On this they had an outrageously rough
five days’ voyage. Before passing into these notori-
- ously wild waters, however, there were two perfect days
in the Inland Sea of Japan. There the waters of the
ocean are held secure in the islands and mountains of
- Japan, and tamed and placid, they lie content in their
beauty. To Carie this sea remained for ever a memory
of peaceful loveliness, and she took fresh joy in it on
every sea crossing she was to make thereafter.

As they approached China she looked eagerly for the
picturesque craggy shores which make the entrance to
Japan so memorable, but there was no such shore to be
seen. The Yangtze River flowed out solid and sullen
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into the sea, and its yellow, muddy waters maintained
themselves uncompromisingly against the clear sea
~ water. It seemed as though the very ship faltered and

stumbled as it crossed the line where the two waters
met without mingling. On either side of the ship, as
land came into sight, were long, low mud flats. Her
heart sank a little. Was her life to be spent in a country
without beauty? '

Thus they reached China, and they disembarked at
Shanghai, then as now the chief port on the China
coast. . They were met on the docks by a contingent of
old missionaries, and Carie scrutinized them eagerly to
see what manner of men and women they were. She
was secretly a little disappointed to find that they
differed outwardly in no special way from others.
There were no signs of unusual nobility, no signs, either,
of anything that was not good. They were a group of
good, plain people, a little out of date as to clothing,
such as might be found in her own home town. The
women eyed with secret eagerness the details of her
travelling costume, and it seemed to her pathetic that

- their first questions were of America. But they were
warm-hearted and friendly and it was good to be met.

To these older missionaries it was new strength to
see two young, strong Americans fresh from home.
There were only eleven missionaries in all, and there
had been none to come for seven years. On this first
night of the newcomers a dinner of welcome was given
at the home of one of the missionaries who lived in
Shanghai, and there they all went eager to talk and ask
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questions and enjoy the latest news from home and to
‘give advice. ,

I can never think of this dinner without remembering
Carie as she told of it and of the story that went with
‘it. After dinner Andrew, replete with good food, and
exhausted and drowsy with the sea journey, fell asleep
bolt upright in his chair, to the horror and consterna-
tion of his young bride, who was across the room and
unable to nudge him awake. It was the first time Carie
had the experience, although she was soon to find out
that it was characteristic of Andrew that all his life
when he was weary or bored at any time he could fall
gently and obstinately asleep, and awake some time
later greatly refreshed and very good-humoured. This
ability doubtless served him in excellent stead when he
was passing through the arduous years of his pioneer
work, and had an important place in keeping him fit
physically, but it never ceased to be an agony to Carie.

She learned to sit by him whenever possible, and wake . ‘4"

him with a gentle skilful movement, although this had
to be done carefully lest he wake with a little audible
grunt that drew the attention of all towards him.
" One of the times when I saw her most outraged was
once when he sat upon a church platform with a group
of learned men of whom he was to be one to speak.
Finding the speech of the one who preceded him to be
somewhat dull, he fell tranquilly and purposely asleep.
Carie, well in the front, saw it instantly, and if eyes
- could have pierced flesh, hers would have pierced him
and nailed him to the wall behind. But he slept on and
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on quietly and she writhed in her seat and all but rose
when as he was being introduced he still slept. But
miraculously he opened his eyes at the right instant,
stared ahead of him and saw the pulpit empty and so
rose and began to speak. To the reproaches she never
failed to heap on him afterwards he smiled somewhat
sheepishly, and to her it was the more exasperating
because it was quite true he never failed to wake at the
last moment. .
The little group of missionaries stayed a week in
Shanghai to lay in stores for the winter. This port was
the only place in those days where foreign goods could
be bought, and they purchased even their winter’s
supply of coal here and shipped it inland on the native
junks. Andrew bought his first British ulster here, for
the winters in the Yangtze valley are damp and chill.
They bought bedding also and furniture for their room,
and Carie bought some rose-coloured muslin to make
~ curtains, this soméwhat to Andrew’s doubt. '
Then the little group separated, half of them to go
to Soochow, and the others, and among these the new
ones, to go to Hangchow. - They set sail in slow, heavy
old wooden junks and it took them seven days to make
the journey from Shanghai to Hangchow, a fact in-
credible in these days when a good train service brings
these cities within half a day of each other, and busi-
~ness men from Shanghai week-end beside the West
- Lake in Hangchow. But in those days there were no
other white people in Hangchow than this little group,

Andrew, Carie and old Mrs. Randolph in one junk and
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the Stuarts and their three little boys in the other.
The junks lay in Soochow Creek and there they boarded
them, and the boatmen poled them through the
Chinese city, the banks lined with staring, curious
people, crowding to see the strange passengers.

Carie, gazing back at the mass of brown faces, was
sorely divided in heart. Here were the ‘heathen’, the
people for whom she had given up her own country,
for whom she had given her life—oh, she would give
herself for them—she would spend herself for them!
Then she was moved with revulsion. How dreadful
they were to look upon, how cruel their narrow eyes,
how cold their curiosity! But the junks glided at last
out of the darkness of the city where the houses pressed
so hard upon the banks of the canals that they seemed
to be spilled over the edges and stood even in the
water upon their posts.

In the country, the canal ran smooth and still
between small quiet fields, and Carie drew breath once
more. The wideness of the blue sky, the familiar sight
of trees, willow trees such as grew on her home ground,
of crops standing ripe for harvest—such sights she
knew and did not fear.

It was well that Carie’s first experience of the new
country was to be the seven long beautiful days drift-
ing between fields of ripe harvest. Beauty could always
 win her, and here was beauty; if strange, yet beauty.
- It was the end of September, opening into October, and
~ the sky was cloudless. Never is sunshine more brilliant
in the Yangtze valley than at this time when the heavy
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heat of summer is gone, and the first touch of autumn
scareely does more than rob the air and the sunshine
of their dangerous power, leaving all the pleasant
warmth. The masses of feathery, waving bamboo, the
low green hills, the winding, golden waters of the canal,
the fields yellow with the rich and heavy-headed rice,
the small brown villages of thatched houses every half-
_mile or so, the drowsy rhythm of the flails beating out
the grain upon the threshing floors, the warm sweet
autumn air—it was well for Carie’s purpose that her
first days in China were filled with such things. She
sat on the prow of the junk and gazed about her, en-
thralled, marvelling, in her simplicity, that a heathen
country could be so fair.

Sometimes they called to the boatman to pull in to
the shore and they would get out and walk. The junks
could go no faster than a person could walk unless there
were winds and the sails up. But these days of early
autumn were brilliantly calm and windless, and the
junks were pulled by a rope tied to a mast and the other

~ end made into a sling and caught over men’s shoulders,
and the men walked on the shore along a towpath.

As they went through the countryside Carie looked
with eager interest into the faces of the people she saw.
They were not hard-faced and cruel-looking as the
people had been in the city. They were sunbrowned,
kindly farming folk, curious and gaping at the foreign-
" ers, it is true, but answering readily to a smile, and of
smiles Carie was always free. Fathers, mothers, little
children merry as brown crickets in the earth, she saw
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them as families and as people earning their living from
the soil, and they became human to her, and for ever
afterwards, I think, ceased to be ‘heathen’. This was
to be the keynote of her life among them later, though
she had, it is true, a certain amount of race prejudice
which was perhaps the effect of the times in which she
grew up. But suffering or need or charm of individuals
made her quite unconsciously forget her prejudices and
she saw people as persons.

I remember a story she used to tell us of her child-
hood, when although her father would not own slaves,
he would not, either, allow his children to play with
coloured children. At the far end of one of the fields
was a tenant house on which a free negro worked for
the place. He had a large family of children and
Hermanus had a high board fence put up, on the other
side of which they must remain. Carie said, “We used
to play down in that field sometimes, but I never could
enjoy it. Those little coloured children would climb up
and watch us and look so wistfully at us. One day-
Luther shouted out, “We can’t play with you!” And
the little coloured children cried out in a scattered
chorus, ‘“We knows it—we knows we’s little niggahs!”
I’ve never forgotten how sad it made me feel, and just
for that moment I knew how it would be to be black
in a white community. I remember I scolded Luther
mightily for being so cruel as to remind them.” Her
eyes, when she told us, were tender and tragic with the
memory. She longed so much for people to be happy.

How many times I have seen her, passing on foot
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through a little Chinese village, halt, as Christ halted
once above Jerusalem to cry out that great, sad cry of
his life, ‘O Jerusalem, Jerusalem!’ So I have heard her
cry passionately, beholding the oppression of life upon
people. ‘It doesn’t need to be so very different from
this,” she would say. ‘So little needs really to be
changed in these villages—the houses, the streets, the
fields, they are all good enough in themselves. I want
them kept as they are. But oh, if only the people
would not kill their girl babies and keep their women
ignorant and bound of foot and if they would not
worship blindly through fear only—if only the filth
could be cleared from the streets and the half-dead dogs
killed, even—it’s a beautiful country if only they would
use what they havel!’

And again she cried, ‘I don’t want them to take any-
thing of ours. If only they would live in their little
villages and in their towns and cities just as they are,
only make them clean and be good—how beautiful it
would all bel’

Never in all her long life among them did I ever see
her teach them anything beyond the simplicities of
righteousness and cleanliness. It delighted her practi-
cal sense to take a native product and show them how
to use it well. ‘“You don’t need foreign things and lots
of money,” she would say to a woman. ‘You have
enough of everything if you will learn to use it well.’
Again and again she would murmur, passing through
town and countryside, ‘They have everything and
enough of all except two things, cleanliness and
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righteousness.” These were the two rocks upon which
her own life was built.

Passing then, in this first period of her new life, aJong
the fair countryside, her heart was filled with the desire
to give them what she had of these two essentials of
life. That she found the country lovely to see and the
people kindly warmed her very soul and moved her to
fresh zeal. In a country so fair as this surely it would
not be hard to tell them about the good God. She
began those years with a tremendous enthusiasm for
life, the life she had chosen. There were so many things
she could do—babies with sore eyes, women who could
not read—oh, a score of things to do. In the business of
the things to be done she almost forgot her secret trouble
—that God never had really given her a sign.

They reached Hangchow on a Saturday morning and
they walked through the close and crowded streets
until they reached the mission compound. Wheel-
barrows, sedan chairs, vendors with their baskets slung
on a pole over their shoulders, magicians and street
fakirs, wayside shops, women washing clothes at wells
and shouting amiably the neighbourhood gossip, little
naked children dashing expertly in and out of the
crowded vehicles and legs—it seemed incredible that
there could be ways so narrow and people so multi-
tudinous. But from the congestion they stepped into
a narrow gateway and all was peace. Here on a green
lawn were set two whitewashed mission houses, square

and cheap in construction, it is true, but clean and with
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plenty of windows and long verandas. There was a
little whitewashed chapel, also, opening with its own
- gates into the street. Here was to be their home, here
in this mission compound.

In the first house nearest the street was the room
assigned to Carie and Andrew and on that very day
they settled their belongings and Carie made and hung
the rose-coloured curtains. They were a comfort and
joy to her for many a day.

The next morning, it being Sunday, they all went to
church, and Carie and Andrew had an undoubted excite-
ment in this first experience of worshipping their God
in a land where He was not known. At the threshold
they had to separate, Andrew to go to the men’s
section, and Carie to go with the other two American
women to the women’s section. A very high board
wall was between the two. Carie sat down and watched
while the other two white women spoke to this one and
that one of the assembled dark-skinned women. Warm
greetings sprang up on every side and Mrs. Stuart

 chatted easily with them. Carie was for an instant

envious, feeling herself tongue-tied because she could

not talk. But Mrs. Stuart turned to her, saying, ‘They

are all asking about you. They are so glad you have

dark eyes and hair.’

-+ Carie smiled, too, then, and felt warm and friendly,
and looked with greatest interest at these Chinese

~ women of all ages, most of them with babies in their

. arms. She looked at their neat cotton coats and wide

 sleeves and their wide pleated skirts, and saw with
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horror their tiny pointed feet. That she must change,
she decided, with boundless faith in her resources and
purpose. Each woman carried a hymn-book and a
few other books neatly tied up in a blue cotton kerchief.
As the service began, Mrs. Stuart went to the baby
organ, and immediately there was a great rustling of
hymnal leaves. Most of the women were being taught
to read, Carie found out afterwards, and they felt their
honour depended on their ability to find the hymns as
they were given out. Their pastor, who was Dr. Stuart,
waited patiently, with a subdued twinkle in his eyes,
until with agitated peerings at each other’s books and
much whispering each had found the place. Then he
gave a sign and Mrs. Stuart began to pump the some-
what obdurate and certainly overworked little organ.

No one had thought to prepare Carie for this hymn-
singing. In the little white church of her childhood the
singing of psalms and hymns had been a dignified and
beautiful part of the service. She had expected the
familiar tunes here, and waited expectantly while Mrs.
Stuart played over once, ‘There Is A Fountain Filled
With Blood.” The face of every Chinese woman at this
point became tense and excited. The instant Mrs.
Stuart opened her mouth to sing the race began.
Every one sang as quickly and as loudly as she could,
and from the roar that came over the board wall,
evidently the same thing was happening on the men’s
side. Such a mighty noise filled the little chapel that
it seemed the roof was like to burst off.

No one sang the tune, but only his own. Carie
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listened in a panic of astonished mirth. The old lady
next to her rocked back and forth squeaking in a high
falsetto, gabbling at a terrific speed, her long finger-nail
following the characters down the page. She finished
ahead of all the other singers, slapped her book shut,
and sat down in triumph, to tie it back into the kerchief.
Envy was writ on the face of the others who saw her
and they redoubled their efforts. Meanwhile, the old
lady sat composed and enveloped in an air of victory.

It was too much for Carie. She held her handkerchief
to her lips and went outside. There safely out of hear-
ing behind the chapel she laughed until she cried.
When quiet reigned once more, after the prolonged and
lonely voices of one or two of the slowest ones had
meandered on in determination to the very end, she
went back, glancing at Mrs. Stuart to see how she had
borne it. But this was an old story to her. She had
closed her book and sat prepared for the sermon.

The next morning Carie and Andrew settled to their
first lesson in the Chinese language. Their teacher was
a very small, dried, wizened, little old man, dressed in
a somewhat soiled black robe that flapped about his
heels, and he was notable for a vacuous and wandering
right eye. His one English word was ‘yes’, but he did
not know its meaning and they soon learned it was a
habit and not a vocabulary with him.

They had a small lesson sheet with the sounds of the
Hangchow dialect plotted upon it, prepared by some
American, and a copy of the New Testament in Chinese.
These were their text-books. But the teacher began
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and by noon they had learned several sentences.
Thereafter from eight until twelve and from two to five
they studied with the old man, and at night reviewed

together what they had learned during the day.

Carie showed at once an amazing facility at the
spoken language—a facility which I have been told
Andrew found at times a little trying, and which made
him somewhat stiff, reared as he had been in the doc-
trine of male superiority. But he was more patient at
learning characters than she, and this consoled him, for
he considered it the real test of scholarship. Carie’s
quick ear and remarkably natural pronunciation re-
mained assets to her. Andrew was a little shy at
practising what he knew lest he seem ridiculous in his
mistakes, but Carie had no such pride or self-conscious-
ness. She used every word she learned on anybody
who would talk with her—on the old gateman, who
was always ready for a laugh, on the cook, on the maid-
servant in the house. When she made a mistake she
could laugh as heartily as any one and with as keen an
enjoyment. She was far too fun-loving for dignity, and
with her quick smile and bright dark eyes soon became
a great favourite with the Chinese ladies. This was
also because there was about her such a warm humanity
that none could fail to recognize it. When she saw
that these people were like herself, she began to treat
them exactly as she would those of her own race, with
no sense of strangeness, and this was from no studied
effort but only from the natural outpouring of her
warmth of human sympathy. Filth and dishonesty
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were the only two qualities which moved her to indig-
nation and to wonder, fleeting enough, whether they—
the people—could be ‘made good’, since these two
faults seemed sometimes depressingly universal.

After the day’s studying she and Andrew took long
walks and they explored the city and countryside. It
did not take them long to choose the countryside, for
the narrow, winding streets, the beggars, the crowded,
insanitary life, oppressed Carie unbearably. Moreover,
crowds followed them thickly wherever they went in
the streets, and this was unpleasant. But I think she
minded most the sad sights to be seen, and perhaps
particularly the blind. I have seen her many times
stand aside to let a blind person pass, tears in her eyes,
a passion of pity flooding her. Man, woman or child, a
blind person sent her fumbling in her pocket for money,
if the person were at all poor. ‘Oh, the hopelessness of
it!’ she would whisper. ‘So many of them—never to
see the sky, never to see the earth—never to seel’

But one of their favourite walks was on top of the
* great city wall, whose ramparts look down over the city
and over the West Lake and over the rivers that wind
and meet about the city. Here there were space and air
and miles of countryto look over and fewto molest them.
But even here she learned not to look over the wall too
closely, for at its foot there were often little dead bodies
of children, bodies of those who had died or been killed.

She early came to see the land of China for what it
was and is to this day—a great country of contradic-
tions, where the most beautiful in nature and conceived
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in the imagination of man is inextricably mingled with
the saddest to be seen on earth. This compound of
beauty and sorrow was to bind her to this land of her
adoption most strangely at times, but sometimes it sent
her to her room in a terror of repulsion and longing for
her home and for her own country.

This saint of Carie’s she soon found was very man,
too. Before she had been in Hangchow three months
she was with child. Children had scarcely been in her
scheme, and in her innocence—fatal innocence of her
generation!—she did not know what was wrong with
her. She dosed herself with numerous liver pills and
with quinine and in the end it took the experienced
eyes of Mrs. Stuart to suggest the root of the difficulty.
When the truth dawned in Carie’s mind she received
it with mingled feelings and a good deal of surprise.
Somehow she had taken it for granted that she would
not have children since she had dedicated her life to a
cause. Nevertheless, after a short time of reflection
and adjustment, she was too much woman not to re-
joice and she assured herself that there was no great
change in her purpose—it was only a new means of
working out that purpose, through home and little
children rather than through following after Andrew
where he went.

She kept persistently on with her study of the lan-
guage therefore, although she was very ill sometimes
and had to lie down a good deal. It was natural to a
person of her buoyant temper that there were periods
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of reaction and depression, and during these she won-
dered with something like fear how she could rear
children in an environment so different from her own
childhood; how keep them to the standards of her race
and creed, how protect them from sadness and sights
of death. Then homesickness flooded over her with the
sickness of her body, homesickness for her own country,
for the people she knew in her little home town, people
direct of gaze and upright in dealing; for all the clean
simplicities of their life.

There was no doctor in Hangchow, so when the hour
drew near for birth she and Andrew went to Shanghai
once more, and there her first son was born, and when
he lay in her arms she forgot all her pains of body and
mind, and again there was joy for a man born. He was
a large fair boy with blue eyes and pale gold hair, and
her love rushed out to him, and all the deep maternity
in her awoke, never to sleep again. It must be con-
fessed that during these years of her child-bearing the
impulse of her impetuous nature went out to her chil-
dren and the home she could make for them and for
that time at least her enthusiasm for her cause was in
abeyance, rather, subordinate to the other.

When the child was three months old Andrew was
detailed to fill the place of another man in Soochow and
this meant tearing up the slight roots they had begun to
put intoHangchowand a move, not onlyto a newcitybut
to a new dialect. But there was one compensation for
Carie. She could have her own homeinstead of oneroom.

The home was only three rooms above the mission

95




B

THE EXILE

boys’ boarding school and one had to climb a narrow,
winding, outside stair to reach it. But they had the
three rooms to themselves, and from the windows one
could look out over the city, its dark tile roofs crowded
together at every possible angle, and threaded through
with narrow winding canals. Just to one side of the
school compound and in full view of her window rose
that majestic pagoda, centuries old, which still stands
to make visible the glory that was old China. Pagan
as Carie knew it to be and pagan as she considered it
in her downright opinion, yet the purity of its lines and
the nobility of the high crown of bronze and the wild sweet
jangling of the small bronze bells upon its up-turned
corners won her to its beauty. There in the shadow of
this old pagoda, above the din of the boys playing in the
“courts below, her little fair-haired American son grew
and sat alone and at last crept about the floors and
pulled himself up staggering to stare out of the window.
As he grew out of her arms Carie began to take a
share in the school which her husband directed. Her
attention was first fixed upon the matter of cleanliness.
Her sharp eyes detected signs of discomfort in the long
queues the boys wore from their scalps and she fell
upon them with horrified enthusiasm and rubbed
insecticide into the roots of their hair and washed and
- scrubbed relentlessly, regardless of all cries and pro-
tests. Then she examined every boy’s bed and ciothmg‘
and fumigated and made them all clean and uncom-
fortable with her scouring. :
Andrew, labouring over their everlasting souls, would
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. not have thought of lice and bed-bugs. Carie, engrossed
in the necessity for cleanliness, saw Andrew praying
with some refractory lad, and paused to think remorse-
fully, ‘How much better he is than I! How is it I
forget so about souls?’

And she would send up one of her swift, passing
prayers, ‘God, help me to remember that souls are more
than bodies.’

But the next moment her interest would be caught
in the ordering of rice and vegetables for the kitchen or
there would be a little boy who looked pale and she
must coax him to drink a little milk, which his Oriental
soul loathed, or there would be itch on another’s hands
and she must run for the sulphur mixture. Souls were
more important, that one believed heartily, but bodies
were somehow so immediate.
~Her eagerness to be of help at this time led her into
studying medicine out of various books she could buy
in Shanghai, and part of her work each day came to
be the holding of a little clinic where she treated simple
diseases and dressed ulcers and skin infections and gave
advice to mothers about their sick babies. She learned
to lance hideous carbuncles and to treat rotten and
‘gangrenous bound feet. If her flesh crawled as it often
did so that she could not eat for sickness at times, her
~ sense of humour saved her. She never failed to smile
at the suspicion of the women over a pill of quinine—
"how could so small a thing work any healing for so
dread a disease as prolonged chills and fever and turn-
ing yellow and fading away? Without a word but with
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a twinkle in her eye she learned to melt the pill in a
great bowl of hot water and hand the brimming, bitter
dose to an old lady, who tasting its extreme nastiness
and seeing its vast amount was comforted and drank
it down with every assurance of full recovery.
But chief compensation for crawling of the sensitive
“flesh and the horror at long neglected troubles was the
joy of seeing good sound skin grown again and health
returning to pale emaciated bodies. This was good.
This was triumph.

In this year her brother Cornelius sent her an organ,
a Mason and Hamlin organ of good size, such as had
stood in the sitting-room at home. It had an extra-
ordinarily sweet tone, for Cornelius had chosen it him-
self with great care and his true ear knew the best. It
was six months on the way, having been freighted
through the Mediterranean. It arrived on a Saturday
evening, and Carie could not eat or rest until the box
was opened and she and Andrew together lifted out the
precious instrument. There it stood, her own! Her
very heart was moved and she sat down at it reverently
and played one of the choruses they used to sing
together at home, ‘I Know That My Redeemer Liveth’,
and soon her big, glorious voice was lifted joyously and
rang out over the courts and the streets and people
stood still in the twilit streets to hear what they had
never heard before. Then she sang a hymn in the
Chinese tongue and the manservant came and stood in
the shadow of the half-opened door, and she marked
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his listening face and it came to her with a great rush
of joy that perhaps here was her special gift of service.

- Thereafter the organ became as a living person in
her life, and to this day there are those who think of
her always as she looked when she sat there at.it, some-
times with her apron on and just as she happened to be
in the midst of work and household duties, but always
her strong hands gathering great chords of melodies to
scatter out and her lovely voice ringing forth. Through
all the wanderings she was destined to have her organ:
went with her, and when her home was a thatched mud
hut, the organ stood on a board platform to keep it
from the dampness of the earthen floor, but it stood
there where she could run to it half a dozen times a day
and make it speak.

By the second summer she was again with child and
this summer they spent in Shanghai to be near a doctor,
for all had not gone well with her. Just as they were
about to return Andrew took a severe sunstroke and
thus the return was delayed. Carie set herself to tend
him then, for the doctor said his life depended on
nursing. Edwin, the little boy, she sent with a friend
and she gave herself wholly and resolutely to saving
her husband’s life.

For six weeks he hung on the edge of death and for

- six weeks Carie did not undress for sleep, but only

bathed and freshened herself in the morning and even-
ing and sat beside him and tended him. The doctor
marvelled at her vitality. Through the hot, humid
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days of late summer and early autumn she kept herself
fresh in white gowns, a ribbon at her throat, her bright
hair waved and immaculate, her heart calm and reso-
lute. She was quite determined that Andrew should
not die in the beginning of his chosen career. There
was the unborn child to think of, too. For that one’s
sake she must not let herself be fearful and anxious.
Much of the time Andrew was delirious and she had a
manservant to help her hold him and she bathed him
with cool water until he grew quiet. She was rewarded
for he recovered, although ever after he was so muscu-
larly affected in his arms and shoulders that he never
got back his suppleness of movement.

With the coming of the cool days of late autumn they
were all back in Soochow again and there was born her
first little daughter Maude. She was a small, fat, pretty
child, very fair of skin, and with brown eyes and curly
fair hair. That was a happy winter with the two
children. Edwin had grown astonishingly and was
beginning to talk and to sing, and Carie delighted to
lay the baby in her crib and have Edwin stand at the
organ while she played and sang to them. The baby
listened, her eyes wide, and Edwin developed a clear,
tuneful little voice.

Carie was the gayest mother. She picked up here
and there from her few books and magazines and out
of her own head little thymes and songs, and she filled
her children’s lives with merriment so that later when
they looked back and realized with maturity how lonely
and narrow an environment was about them, they were
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conscious of no loss because they had had her rich
companionship. Part of this gaiety was the over-
flowing of her own buoyant heart, but part of it was a
conscious determination to shield her children from the
Oriental life about them, too beautiful as it was, and
too sad, for childish hearts. She was always oppressed
with the too abundant humanity of the Orient, with
its acceptance of human suffering and human passion.
She did not want her children to know these too early.
Yet what beauty there was that they could bear she
wanted them to have. She held her baby up to the
window that she might hear the pretty silvery tinkle
of the little bells on the pagoda, but she hung a ruffled
curtain on the lower sash so that Edwin could not see
the beggar who sat all day at the foot, his nose and
cheeks eaten away with leprosy.

During that winter she definitely gave her life first to
her children, and with the deepening experience . of
motherhood she began to live more deeply within
herself. She began the old pondering about God. All
‘through the years she had looked for a sign from God,
a definite sign of approval, and none had come. She
could not be sure at any time that the swift emotions
of her own heart came from any other source than
her own heart and desire. God never came down to her
with visible sound or movement. But it seemed to her
after a while that her little children taught her much
about the God she hoped in—their dependence on her,
their little faces turned to catch her mood, their clinging
hands—to the end of her life she would say, ‘How much
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more they taught me than I ever could teach them!”
She would fall into meditation and say at last, ‘T sup-

pose we understand God’s purposes as little as those
babies knew mine, even my purposes for them. They
trusted me for all their lives, confident in my love, and
because of that, willing to believe that I knew best.
I think that must be the way we ought to see God—
simply trust that He is there and cares.’

It came to be her complete creed.

When spring drew near she found to her dismay that
she was again with child. It meant that baby Maude
must be weaned and this just before the unbearable
summer heat came on. But she weaned the child as
best she could, without the books and innumerable aids
that mothers have in these days.

In spite of every care, however, the change made the
child ill, and Carie decided in a panic that they must
get to some cooler place if the child was to survive the
summer. So she and Andrew and the children set sail

for Japan, across the China seas, and on a little Japan-

ese island they spent what remained of the summer.
Andrew, absorbed always with his zeal for the Work,
travelled about with a Japanese missionary, but Carie
spent herself for the children. They lived on the beach
all day where the clear sea waves rolled gently up the
sands to the fringe of pine-trees, and Edwin tumbled
in and out of the water and grew brown and hearty,
and even little Maude sat with her feet in the warm
wavelets and her hands full of sand. She was better
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but not well, for there was no fresh milk to be had and
~ she could not digest the thick, sweet condensed milk.
At the end of the summer she was still frail and thin
but alive, and Carie, thankful for this, prepared for the
return to China. Andrew was already impatient to be
back at his work. , ‘
The voyage across the turbulent China seas in the
small side-wheel steamer was made yet more rough by
the attack of a fierce typhoon. Itseemed as though the
vessel must founder in the great waves before dawn.
Carie was desperately ill and more than a little afraid,
but fear and illness were swept up into the greater fear
for little Maude, who on the first night out was attacked
by a violent stomach disorder that from the very first
threatened to be fatal. Carie, racked with nausea, and
frightened for the child within her, staggered about in
- the little cabin of the tossing ship, walking with the
sick child. Andrew was helpless except to agonize and
pray, for the child would not go to him. The heat was
stifling in the close room, and at last Carie, crying that
- she would rather be swept overboard than endure the
gasping of the child, ran out and clinging to the rail,
crept up the stairs and to the upper passages. There
one of the passengers saw her condition. He was an
-old missionary, Dr. W. A. P. Martin, and he took the
little child gently from her arms and began to walk to
and fro with her. It was evident to him at once that
- the baby was dying and he watched tenderly and sadly
as the little face softened and grew unconscious.
There was no doctor on board the little Japanese
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ship, and Carie saw what was to come and was seized
with the very despair of death. She flew to the cabin
and threw herself upon the floor in an agony of prayer.
If ever God were going to speak out of His heaven,
let it be now—Ilet it be now! Andrew, praying quietly,
could not bear her fevered, importunate besieging of
God, and he rebuked her gently, but she turned on him
in anger.

“You do not bear these little children,” she cried at
him. ‘You do not understand what it is to give your
life to the making of a child and then see it die—it’s
myself dying!” Then she was racked with fury at him.
‘If it had not been for this other one coming too soon
I could have nursed her through the summer and saved
her. Oh, Maudie—Maudie!’

She ran back to the passage-way upstairs, and there
the gentle old man stood still, bracing himself against
the rail as the ship flung itself here and there in the

~ winds. He had drawn a corner of the blanket over the

baby’s face, and he stood and waited reverently until
the mother came near. Then he went to her and gave
her the little, light, still burden. ‘My child,” he said
softly, ‘the little girl has returned to God who gave her.’
Speechless Carie took her baby in her arms. It was
the first direct blow life had dealt her, and she was
helpless against it. She must be alone. She could not
bear to see any one—not Andrew. She went to the
end of the passage and opened a small door that led
towards the stern of the ship, and slipped out and sat
behind a pile of coiled rope. The sea was in great black
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waves, a leaden, livid light gleaming where a faint
dawn shone upon them. Spray broke over her in a mist
of foam. She took her skirt and wrapped it about the
child, and then she lifted the blanket and looked at the
small face. It was white and still and already carven
in quiet.

‘She really starved to death-—she really starved to
death ’ Carie whispered.

A wave of spray fell over them and Carie covered
the child. How she hated this sea—how she hated this
sea, the great, heaving insensate thing! Well, at least
this precious little body would not be thrown into its
vastness to be lost there. She would take it back to
Shanghai and lay it in earth where other white people
lay.

Over the roaring grey sea hung the grey sky. Where
was God in all this? No use praying—no use asking
for a sign. She wrapped her arms about the child
defiantly and crouched staring over the sea. Then she
gave a great sob. Even with all this she must be sea-
_ sick. Sitting there with her dead baby in her arms
sickness overcame her mercilessly, and she must heed
it for the sake of life to come.

She rose dizzily and went inside and fumbled for
the staircase, and clinging to it with one hand, her
baby clasped carefully in the other arm, she crept
slowly to the cabin. The wind had blown her long dark
hair about her and the spray had wet it. Andrew
stood gazing through the thick glass of the porthole,
closed fast against the storm. But every instant the
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“dark water covered it as though they were running

under the sea.

He turned a quiet face to her. It is God’s will,” he
said gently.

But she tossed back her wet dark hair and flung out
her answer to him, ‘Don’t talk to me about God!’

And suddenly she fell into dreadful weeping.

The crisis of her pain passed at last and she was able
to see it quietly, albeit never without a dreadful hollow
aching in her breast. They went back to the house in
the shadow of the pagoda, and she set herself steadfastly
to her life again, teaching Edwin to read, mothering
the schoolboys, teaching them to sing and to learn the
history and arithmetic and geography and other sub-
jects of modern importance which distinguished this
school from the old classical schools of the country.
She made her little house fresh and neat, and baked
brown loaves of bread and made butter from water-
buffalo milk which they were able to get now for the
first time, and in a hundred ways filled her days full.
But she could not bear the tinkling of the pagoda
bells, and when the wind shook them she rose
hastily from whatever she was doing and closed the
window. She was thankful when after two months
Andrew was suddenly sent back to Hangchow to fill
a need there. It was a relief to go back where Maude
had never lived and where there were no memories
of that short life.

Carie began now to put herself more into Andrew’s
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work. God was not nearer, but she was no longer

angry. She was past that now, since anger was so
futile. She could even say sometimes, ‘Thy will be
done’, without having her heart rise in her throat in
hot rebellion. She began to set herself again to the
subduing of her passionate, impetuous nature. It was
the old struggle. Brooding, she tried to see that this
sorrow might be a discipline sent her, there might be
a meaning in it. Perhaps God meant to help her and
had taken away her child because when she had the
- little child she was so happy she forgot about God.
Perhaps she had to be led by sorrow since she could
not be led by joy. She humbled herself to this thought
and she began to go often to the little whitewashed
chapel that opened off the busy street, and she talked
with women there and tried to teach them to read.
It was good to have some of thein remember her and
it warmed her heart to see their friendly faces. When
one said, ‘T have lost my child this year’, Carie’s eyes
brimmed and she seized the brown hand and held it
hard in understanding.

But emotionally and physically Carie was too closely
knit together. When she was not happy some strength
went out of her body and during the winter she grew
thin and weary. When spring came and a little girl
was born, even this did not waken her to gaiety again.
It was too soon to have another little girl in her arms.
She took the child quietly and lovingly but without
joy. The child, whom she named Edith, reflected the
mother’s heart and was a grave, quiet child, patient
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- for her age always, and even as an infant, responsible
and resigned. -

In the summer they all went to a mountain-top near
enough to the city so that Andrew could continue his
preaching and teaching but far enough away to get a
change of air and to escape the humid heat of the rice
fields, stagnant and simmering in the sun. On top of
the mountain was a temple, and from this they rented
two rooms.

It was a new experience for Carie. The deep stillness
of the shadowy bamboo groves and the pines, the silent
priests stately in their grey robes, the dark, cool temple
halls with the gods standing dreaming and motionless
against the walls—all of this showed her yet a new side
of this great, complex country. The huge gods stood
in the main halls of the temple, but in the room where
she slept with her children a little gilded goddess of
mercy looked mildly down from a niche in the wall.
Edwin called her ‘the pretty gold lady’, and Carie wove
stories for him about the dainty, doll-like figure in its
flowing robes, and grew somehow to feel kindly towards
this patient little goddess, looking down upon white
and alien faces.

When the children lay sleeping and Carie fanned
them as they slept, she pondered on the strangeness
of her life, she whose room and home had looked out
over sweeping meadows and clear country roadsides,
over windswept, distant hills and wide skies—she sat
here with her two children in a dark room in a Chinese
temple, where through the round window she could
: 108
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look dowri a flagged path to the vast incense urn that
stood outlined against the dense green of the bamboos.

All through the night and day at long, regular intervals

the temple bell reverberated its solitary, resonant note

and echoed from the hill-sides—a strange, mystic music

filled with human sadness.

She was suddenly afraid. She caught her little son
into her arms and cried to her heart that she would not
have him, a little American boy, shadowed by the
strangeness of this land—mno, none of her children.
Hereafter it would be the first thing in her life to teach
them of their own country, that fair, bright America
where people believed God was a free spirit and not
confined into these fearful and grotesque shapes of
painted clay.

Thereafter at dawn and at sunset when the priests
chanted their sad chants and little Edwin ran to hide
his face in her bosom when he heard the swelling wave
of human voices rise into the slow, melancholy music,
she comforted him with a voice natural and full of
ordinary tones, “That is just their way of singing hymns,
darling! Don’t you know how we sing, too?’

And putting her cheek against his she would sing
softly, ‘I love to tell the story of Jesus and His love’,
and from this she would swing into a rollicking nursery
thyme. Soon the temple room was full of her bright
ringing voice and the little children were wrapped in
the sure comfort of it. To them the sad chanting was
only a background, scarcely heard for this warm, glad
voice. Always before the end she sang ‘My country 'tis
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_ of thee,sweet land of liberty’. Edwin shouted it with her
joyously, the first song he could sing through to the end.
But her body had been subtly broken by sorrow and
in spite of her will to do it she could not bring back
buoyancy to her step. The languid air was debilitating,
and mosquitoes swarmed from the tepid water of the
rice fields. No one knew in those days that mosquitoes
brought malaria, and Carie took as a matter of course
the chills and fevers. Besides this, Edwin caught a
dysentery and for weeks was white and weak.

There were other difficulties, too, during the year
after the birth of her third child. They were recalled to
ok Soochow, and while they were there the young American

- missionary doctor, newly come and living in the house

. with them, was overcome with the extreme sights of
suffering and with the immensity of his task, and these
preyed upon him mentally until he began to show signs

of insanity. Carie with her sharp perceptions had been
the first to suspect it, and she lived in tense expectation
of disaster.

One day at the end of a meal, when Andrew had
already finished and left the house, Dr. Fishe produced
a bottle of pills from his pocket and set it before Carie.

‘Mrs. Stone,” he said persuasively, ‘you have not been
well for a long time. Here is something to make you
quite well and at once.” He laughed shrilly and
strangely, and Carie felt a chill come over her.

‘Why, I feel quite well now, Dr. Fishe,” she answered
in surprise, half rising from her chair.
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But he se1zed her wrist and said in a lovv, harsh-
voice, ‘Swallow them—swallow them all now!’

Carie saw at once she had to do with a madman, Her
quickwitsdid notdeserther. She answered quietly, Just
amoment, then, please, until I fill my glass,” and taking
her empty glass she walked calmly out of the room.

Once outside, she ran for Andrew. He was in the
room below preaching to a roomful of listeners from
the street, but when she gasped out her story and her
fear for the children when the insane man should have
found her gone, Andrew went at once. Fortunately,
he was the taller and stronger of the two, and after a
struggle he succeeded in overpowering the young doctor,
whom he found crouched under the table with the
carving-knife in his hand. ‘

The next day Andrew took the insane man aboard
a Chinese junk and watching him day and night escorted
him to Shanghai, where he put him in charge of an

American who was returning to the United States.
The young doctor had periods of complete lucidity
when he was well aware of what was happening, and
having overheard the American in charge of him
explain to some of the passengers that the young doctor
was mentally unbalanced and they were not to be dis-
turbed if he acted strangely at times, the young doctor
‘immediately went about informing the passengers slyly
that he was taking the other one home because that
one was insane. The passengers and crew remained in

doubt for some days as to which was in reality the ’, .

msane one!
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But the incident seemed suddenly too much for
Carie, and she found she was tired. Now she noticed
what she had not before, that she had a cough and was
often feverish. They went to Shanghai to find a doctor,
and there she was told she had tuberculosis and must
sail at once for America.

She went back to the dingy little room at the mission
boarding-house to make up her mind what she must do.
For one swift glad instant she had thought, ‘I may
honourably go home!” Then she saw Andrew’s face,
stricken and white. Now in the room she remembered
it. He was sitting with his back to her, his shoulders
drooping. She said quietly, ‘Andrew, I'm not going
home.’

He asked after an instant, “What else can we do?’

She answered passionately, ‘I won’t take you from
the Work. I’ll never have it said it was I who took
you from the Work. We’ll go to North China, to Chefoo,
and take a house, and you can preach there, and I'll
get well by myself.’

She watched his shoulders straighten. He turned to
her, relief in his eyes and voice. ‘Well, if you think so,
Carie ’

She looked at him at that moment, too proud to speak
again, hurt to the soul. Did he understand at all the
fight ahead of her? He would accept any sacrifice from
her, but it did not matter. She could fight alone. Then
it came to her for the first time clearly that there was
really nothing between her and this man except these
two bonds, the preaching of their religion and the
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children they had had together, and even the children
were but a link of the flesh, for Andrew was not a man
who ever understood or loved children. Not that he
disliked them, but they did not exist for him in any
real sense. His life was wrapped in a mystic union
with God and with the souls of men—always their
souls. Men and women were first of all souls to him
and seldom any more. But to Carie sense was real,
life so nearly human flesh and blood entire, and God—
where and what was God?

It was the question of her life. If she were to take
Andrew away from his work, therefore, what would
be left for them together, what tie to bind in any sort
of verity? She could not believe that he would ever
forgive her, nor, indeed, that he would leave the work
he had chosen. She belonged to an age when marriage,
at least among respectable and certainly among
religious people, was as irrevocable as death. She had
pledged herself to a life with him and she would go on
with it. She said, therefore, in answer to all suggestions
of return to her country, ‘No, we will go to the northern
part of China, and we will see if I cannot grow well
there. I shall not give up yet.’

But she was fiery independent, when she was hurt,
and she would let Andrew draw but half their meagre
salary, since now for some time she would not be able
to do any work in the mission. Then, having said
farewell to their little group of friends, they hired a
junk and set sail for the coast, and Carie did not know
whether ever again she would see these faces, grown
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familiar with daily association. But she had her pride
and her determination to keep her brave.

I remember she said this junk, like many others, was
infested with huge rats, and they ran up and down
above her head all night on the low-hung beams, and
one night she was waked out of her sleep suddenly by
- a great rat struggling in the thick tresses of her long
unbound hair. She had to plunge her hand in and
seize it and throw it to the floor, and the sleek, writhing
body in her hand turned her sick, and she would have
cut off her hair if she could for loathing of it.

When they reached the coast they took ship for
Chefoo, a seaport on the coast of a bay in the northern
seas off China. But I must not forget to tell that it
was on the day before they sailed that she found the
oval table standing in the Shanghai second-hand shop,
and she was charmed by its slender, firm proportions
and bought it then and there from the haggling, bent
old man who owned it. This was to Andrew’s sore
bewilderment, to whom tables were but tables and
nothing more, and they had, he thought, already
household stuff enough to weary him. If he could, he
would have travelled with a scrip and a slender purse
and a book, and burdened himself with nothing. But
to Carie the beautiful piece of furniture was a thing of
delight, and when she was desperately seasick, she
fortified herself with the thought of it in all its grace,
its fine curves and smooth bright wood, there in the
hold of the ship beneath her.
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NCE in Chefoo they set about finding a house.

Andrew would have rented a place near the
Chinese city which stood in the curve below the hills,
but Carie would not. She was so ill and weak by now
that she knew well it would be a struggle for life itself,
and she must have every aid of surroundings. More-
over Edwin still had the dysentery of six months before,
and the miserable disease lingered on, and the child
was thin and white and scarcely able to stand.

When she told me of this, I saw her eyes grow pitiful
and tender. ‘That poor little boy of mine,” she said,
‘I had to keep him on a starvation diet, and he was so
hungry all the time. One day he saw some bits of
white on the dining-room floor, and he stooped and
wet his little forefinger on his tongue and picked them
up to eat. He thought they were cracker crumbs and
cried when he found they were only bits of lime flaked
off the white-washed wall! It broke my heart.’

She longed for him and for herself that she could
have carried them over the sea and land to her own
home and into the wide sweet rooms of her girlhood.
But since she could not, she found a house set on a hill
and above the sea, so that the winds could come in

. fresh from ocean spaces and untouched by fetid human

life. Andrew must just walk a little farther to his work.
The house was a low stone bungalow set on a cliff
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that ran sheer down into deep, clear blue water and :

dashing white waves. There was a sandy little garden
and a stone wall high enough to keep the children safe
but not too high for her to lean upon and pierce the
distance with her gaze and dream she saw ten thousand
miles away a coastline well beloved.

She set herself then to save her own life. Andrew
never saw how truly ill she was, but she well knew that
the pain in her side and the constant little dry hacking
cough and the feverish languor she had every day held
their dire meaning. She had her bed moved to the
corner of the porch and lifted and set on bricks so that
'she might see over the wall to the sea and sky.

To the right of where she lay sandy mountains lifted
their gaunt bare shoulders, but of the Chinese city at its
foot she could see nothing. It was as she would have -

it. She must now for her life’s sake forget the crowded :

streets and the blind beggars and the sadness which °
broke her heart because she could do so little to change
it. But lying there she pondered of it still.

Andrew could see the wretched, she thought, and

pray for them and be comforted. God would save their
souls and in heaven they would be happy. But Carie
praying, to be sure, yet prayed with a certain angry
passion, for it seemed for ever wrong that such things
should be, and heaven could not wipe out the memory
of what had happened on earth. Moreover, if God
permitted such suffering, as Andrew said He did for
His own wise purpose, still it made no easier the sores
upon the quivering flesh and made no lighter the blmd
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eyes and freed no crushed and imprisoned lives. But
beyond this she would not let herself go, for there was
no answer anywhere. She forced herself, with all the
force of the years of training in the Village church, to

obedience.
‘I must just trust and obey,’ she told herself, chiding

her own heart.

But she could not, as Andrew did, withdraw to her
room and pray and come out satisfied because she saw
only men’s souls. No, if her body had broken under
her life it was because for the sake of her own anguish
she had always to wash and bind and heal where she
could and give out medicine to the sick, and where no
human could heal and there was none who could remove -
pain and death she had wept as though it fell upon
her own very flesh and blood.

I saw her watch the night through with a mother
beside a little dying child, praying aloud as she worked,
and at dawn when the child died she seized the little
dark dead body and wept in a fury of sorrow and

~ defeat. When Andrew, told of it, opened his eyes in

surprise to say gently, ‘Doubtless it was the Lord’s
will and the child is safe in heaven,” she flew back at

‘him, ‘Oh, and do you think that fills the mother’s

heart and arms?’ But immediately she said in great
dejection, ‘Oh, I know it’s wrong to say that—I know
I ought to say God’s will be done—but that does not
fill empty arms and hearts.’

Once I heard some one say of another’s dead child,

‘The body is nothing now, when the soul is gone.’
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| But Carie said simply, ‘Is the body nothing? I loved
my children’s bodies. I could never bear to see them
laid into earth. I made their bodies and cared for
them and washed them and clothed them and tended
them. They were precious bodies.’

Death and sorrow were for ever incomprehensible
to her, who was so tender-hearted that she could never
hurt any living thing. It was very hard for her to
understand the God of the times in which she was
reared, and, indeed, she never did.

Out of one of these deep human experiences of hers
she had been left with a serving woman who came to
her and never left her until old age made her incapable.
The woman had been living with a man not her husband
who had crushed the skull of her little girl child the
morning it was born. Carie, passing the wretched hut
on the same day, heard the desperate moaning from
within and her quick ear detected more than usual
suffering and it was a call to her at once to see what
was wrong. She went in and there the little dead thing
lay, its brains oozing from the skull, on its mother’s
knee. The man was lying on the bed of boards, sullen
and cursing, and the woman sat dazed. It was a poor
little half-starved child at best, and could not have lived
long. Carie in her swift vernacular inquired into the
matter. The man was thoroughly astonished at her
appearance and appalled by her flashing bright eyes
and made off without more ado, but Carie turned to
the brown woman and knelt down and asked her what
had happened, and the two mothers spoke. Carie’s
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hearty, tender anger flew out at the deed and the
wickedness of the hand that did it.

‘Oh, the poor little thing!’ she cried passionately, and
the woman staring out over her dead child began
suddenly to weep. ‘Oh, the man ought to be killed!”
added Carie fiercely.

‘Who can touch a man?’ sobbed the Chinese mother.
‘A man can kill a girl if he wishes—oh, that he had
killed me, too.’

‘At least you will not stay with him,” said Carie
earnestly.

‘Where can I go?’ replied the woman. ‘Men are the
same. I have lived here and there, and men are always
the same.’

Carie felt simple sincerity in the woman, and she
said impulsively, ‘You will come and live with me. I
have wanted some one to help me take care of my little
girl.’

The woman rose slowly.

‘I will find a bit of matting to wrap about this little
one,” she said. ‘Then I will come.’

Never did Carie ask another question of the woman.
She received her into her home, taught her the house-
hold ways, tried to teach her to read, even, but this the
woman could not learn. But through her love for Carie
she learned to care most tenderly for Edwin and for
the little white baby girl. When she heard of Maude,
she wept a little. Then remembering, she said, ‘Only
the Master did not strike her dead with a stone as she
suckled at your breast.’ ot
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‘No,’ said Carie pityingly, in a low voice. She saw an
opportunity. ‘We do not allow such things in our
country,” she said. ‘It is because we think our God
teaches us to be kind.’

Ah, fair country of hers, she thought ardently, dear
God, in whom believing men learned to be good!

‘I should like to know about that,” said the woman.
Carie, half halting, began to tell her. After all, was she
not taught more by this simple woman than she could
teach, she thought? God must be, since where He was
not, men could grow so beast-like. By such percep-
tions, her own hopes grew more strong sometimes.

Thereafter wherever Carie went the woman followed
and was a part of the home and nurtured all the
children that were yet to come to Carie and Andrew.
Years after when these children loved and teased Wang
Amah or, as they called her, ‘Foster Mother’, I remem-
ber Carie looking lovingly at the old woman, grown lean
and wrinkled and white-haired, and once she said, ‘I
believe Wang Amah was what people call not a good
woman and I am afraid she will never understand very .
much of the gospel. But I have never seen her unkind
to one of the children, nor have I ever heard her speak
an evil word, and if there is no place in heaven for her,
she shall have half of mine—if I have one!’

Wang Amah was in Chefoo with them too, and she
cared for Carie and the children and made it possible
for Carie to lie in bed and be care-free of the children.
Andrew went on with his preaching, fervent ever and
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as oblivious to all else as was Saint Paul. But Carie
lay in the keen pure air, sleeping, reading, eatlng, ‘
growing determinedly back to health.

At the end of six months the cough was gone, and
she could get up and work lightly for a few hours every
day about the house and garden and have no resulting
fever. It was one of the happiest times of these years,
" these months of convalescing in the little house perched
high above the sea, with nothing between her and
her own land except the straight ocean. She had the
satisfaction of seeing Andrew busy in his chosen work,
she felt the rush of health again in her blood, and she
was saturated with the keen beauty of sky and hills
and sea.

Great joy it was to us all when she could begin to
sing, at first softly and in time with full tones again.

For the children this illness of Carie’s had its good.
She spent much time watching them play and wonder-
ing over them and taking pride in them. She told
them stories and taught them not to imitate some of
the things they saw in the life about them. She said
often, ‘We are Americans! We do not behave in that
way.’

Fourth of July was a gala day always. There was a
flag she had made herself, and there were firecrackers
and ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’ sung about the organ.
Long before the children had ever seen America they
learned to call furlough time ‘going home’.

At sunset oftentimes they sat upon the beach and
looked out over the water and Carie talked to them of
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the land, their own land, that lay over there and to
which they belonged. She talked of the big white house
and of the meadows, of the orchard and the fruit they
could pick and eat raw, it was so sweet and clean with
rain and sun. It sounded like heaven to the little
white children who all their lives were accustomed to
be watched sharply lest they put something into their
mouths which was unsterilized and so fall ill, as Edwin
had in some unknown way, in spite of every precaution,
so that after months he was only getting back to his
usual health. To the end of their days for those children
America remains the magic country where water need
not be boiled before drinking it, and where apples and
pears and peaches may be plucked from a tree eaten so.

Every day they went sea bathing unless there was a
typhoon and the waves too rough, and a curious thing
happened once which remained a story to tell in after
years. Carie’s hand was very thin still, and one
morning in the water her wedding ring slipped off un-
hoticed, and only later did she see it was gone.

She went to the beach at once and searched, and they
all searched but to no avail. She hired a little Chinese
beach-boy to dive for it in the spot where she had
bathed in the morning, but he found nothing. Late
that afternoon in a last effort, although she had quite
given up hope, she walked slowly along the beach, and
suddenly the last rays of the slanting sun seemed to
penetrate the smooth, unruffled water. A ray gleamed
to the very bottom, and there in a shallow basin lay
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the ring, glittering. The little boy dived once more
and brought it up, and she placed it in triumph back
on her finger. Andrew, told of it, remarked placidly,
‘T felt you would find it. I prayed.’

When she told this tale in after years, her children
always clamoured, ‘Was it really because Father
prayed, Mother?’

Her bright eyes twinkled, and she said, ‘Perhaps—
but it wouldn’t have been seen if I hadn’t gone back
once more. Itisright to pray, of course—but it always
pays to try once more yourself, too!’

Now that Carie was well again, she found she must
earn money somehow until such time as she was strong
enough to leave the seashore and go back into the proper
field of Andrew’s mission. Summer came, and there
was a little group of white people who came to the sea-~
shore. Carie moved her own family to the attic rooms -
and filled her house with the visitors and thus earned

) . enough to pay for what she had forfeited of salary.

~ But more important to her than the money was this

test of her strength. She had to make bread, to wash,
to cook, to care for the dozen persons in the house with
no other help than a manservant and Wang Amah to
help with the children. She was able to do it all, and
besides found herself again pregnant. But there was
no return of fever or cough and she felt herself cured.

. At the end of the summer when guests were gone,

~ she closed the quiet little sea-enclosed cottage with its
| sandy garden, and they returned again to South China.
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But she begged Andrew not to go back to the mouth
of the Yangtze where they had been. She was well but
not strong, so they were sent to a middle region to
the river port, Chinkiang, a city on the river and famous
“from the times of Marco Polo for its great temples and
its pagoda and for its rich commerce, standing as it
long did at the intersection of the river and of the
Grand Canal. Carie loved it immediately for the hills
sweeping up from the river. But it was a place too
cosmopolitan for the pioneer blood in Andrew’s veins.
There were other missions and white men there, and
he longed for the great spaces where there was not
one to preach to the multitudes. He was discontented,
and Carie dared not think of a garden until his mission,
realizing that he was his best at pioneer work, gave him
leave to go where he liked. He hired a house, three
rooms above a Chinese shop on the river’s edge, and
there he left the family and then he took a junk and
set sail for the upper reaches of the Grand Canal into
the northesn parts of the province of Kiangsu. e
Once more Carie set herself to the making of a home .
for the children. The three rooms looked over the

Yangtze River, broad and swift and yellow with the
earth it had torn away from its banks in the thousands

of miles it had come racing from its sources. During

the months to come Carie grew to hate and to fear this

~ great implacable river, so swift in its gorges, so sluggish
‘and sullen in its lower spread over the land. It became

a symbol to her imagination of the flooding, over-

powering, insensate life of the Orient, which seemed
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to swallow up all other life which came in its way, and | ;

against which she braced herself every time she built
her American home for her children.

She sat sewing at the window often, and often she
lifted her eyes to look out over the slowly swirling,
eddying expanse of the river. She saw the ponderous
ferries coming back and forth from the city on the
other side; she saw the light, skiff-like sampans drifting
across like chance leaves dropped from a tree, caught in
the cross currents sometimes so that the sampan men
~ had to use the greatest skill in weaving in and out of

the net of waters.

~ In the spring the river rose high, swollen with the
snows from the mountains and gorges in its upper
parts, and then it was a dreadful and an angry thing.
She could scarcely bear to look at it, for more than
once she saw boatloads of people overturned and
struggling in the water and none saved. Twice she
even saw a ferry-boat, filled too full with people hanging
- on the very edges, turn over, heaving like a great beast,

and float bottom side up. There was an instant when -
black heads bobbed in the yellow water and arms flung

themselves despairingly upward and then the river
- 'pulled them all down and went on as before, except
that the boat twisted crazily here and there.

It was said that none who fell into this river could
‘ever be saved, so deep and swift under the smoothly
dimpling surface were the cross currents. Every few

~ days a sampan was caught and pulled under. Yet
~ with the curious fatalism of the Orient, the people
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continued to ply back and forth in every sort of slight
craft over the dangerous waters. But Carie grew to
hate the river with a deep hatred because she saw how
it oppressed people and most of all the people who
trusted to it for a living. She had continually to
watch Edwin and Edith, lest standing at the window
watching the ships as they liked to do, they might see
the terror of struggling, sinking men and women.

She had learned by now to make a home where she
must, and she made a home here by this river, even
while she hated it. The three rooms she whitewashed
and she hired a native painter and had him paint the
floors and woodwork. Then she bought white muslin
stuff at a Chinese cloth shop, such as they used for
mosquito nets—the rose curtains were worn out long
since—and she made dainty ruffled curtains for the
windows, wide enough, too, so that sometimes she might
draw them across the cruel river. And because there
was no place for a garden she nailed outside the window
an empty milk box and one day she took the children
and Wang Amah and they went to the hills that bor-
dered the city and brought back healthy black earth
to fill the box, and in it she planted geranium slips
she had brought back with her from the sandy little
garden in Chefoo and the roses she kept with her
always. Soon there was a flare of colour to look over
when she saw the river.

Beneath the three rooms which were all that Andrew
could find to rent, there was a comprador’s shop, where
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a Chinese proprietor sold a mixture of foreign tinned
food and Chinese produce and especially foreign whisky
and brandy. The few white people in the port traded
there and fewer Chinese. The chief patrons were the
sailors and soldiers from the American and European
warships that harboured at the docks from time to
time. The river was so vast and deep that these
- great ships could penetrate yet much farther than this
port. To Carie it was a heart-warming sight to see the
American flag waving stoutly above that dark and
dangerous river.

Nevertheless, it was these men from her own country
whom Carie learned to pity much. They came ashore
eagerly, crude young fellows from every state in the
Union, laughing, brawny, anxious for fun. There was
nothing for them to do, however, and failing all else
they could crowd into the filthy little comprador shop
and buy stale chocolate and English biscuits and above
all bottle after bottle of "Scotch whisky. Far into the
night and until dawn she would hear them from her
room above, singing and shouting and weeping drunk-
enly. Bottles crashed against the walls, and threaded
through the din she could hear the high, mosquito-like
falsetto of the sing-song girls from Chinese brothels.
Sometknes there were screams and cries, but what
went on she would not ask, stricken with sorrow for
these boys so far from home, and ashamed because
they were her countrymen and acted this way before
a people alien and already proud and scornful.

Sometimes in the morning after such a night she
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went down to the shop to buy something and every-
iHEE : - where there would be a wreckage of broken china and
i merchandise scattered, and the wry-faced, yellow
{d proprietor stood looking at the devastation glumly.
Once she asked him, “Why do you sell the stuff to them
when it makes them so wicked?’
To this he grinned and answered, ‘Oh, s’pose Whlte
man makee break, I makee him pay!’ :
But she could not forget her pity and her shame for
her countrymen, and so she began to do something
she continued for many years. When a foreign ship
was due in harbour she baked cakes, great snowy
coco-nut cakes and rich black chocolate cakes whose
feathery texture she had learned to make in the cool
tiled kitchen at her home, and pies and cookies, and
she invited the boys to tea. There was little in common
between the raw lads who crowded in, grinning with
shyness, to the small rooms, and this woman, cultivated
and gracious., But to her there was the deep tie of
race and of country, and it warmed her heart to see
them stuffing good cake and pie and drinking gallons
of lemonade. When they were fed to capacity, she
sang to them and sometimes just sat and let them talk
to her, woman-starved as they were. When they were
‘gone, she had a triumph in her that for at least one
time she had kept them safe—had protected them and
given them a little of America. ‘

During this winter a little boy was born, whom she
named Arthur. Again it was a blue-eyed, fair-haired =
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child, and again she found fresh joy in this fresh life.
No child of hers ever failed to be greeted with a great
rush of pleasure, whatever his coming cost, and Wang
Amah was overjoyed this time because it was a son.
The baby was two months old before his father saw
him, a pretty boy, but not too strong from the first.

In Carie’s diary, kept intermittently through these
years, I find again and again this exclamation, ‘How
rich I am in my children!” Without the friends who
would have normally been hers in her natural setting,
and with Andrew away on his long journeys, she was
nevertheless contentwith herchildren and theywith her.
Once when we were listening to a storyawoman was tell-
ing of a great romantic love in her life, I saw in Carie’s
eyes a certain wistful look. But it passed soon, and she
said quietly, ‘My children have been my great romance.’

Edwin and Edith both showed signs of unusual
mental ability, and it was her delight to satisfy their
craving for reading and singing. What was ahead in
this strange life of hers she did not know, but this
winter of waiting she gave herself freely and wholly
to the children. There was no garden where they might
play, and the street was vile and crowded, but every
fair morning when the day’s work was arranged for,
she and Wang Amah took the children, Carie carrying
the baby, and they walked through the back streets
where they would attract least attention to the road
which led to the hills. Fortunately, it was not far,
and they soon reached a road which wound under
trees and bamboos up to the green gravelands.
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It never failed to shadow Carie, these acres of graves,
green in the spring and summer, and stark and brown
in winter when the grass had been cut from them for
fuel. She used to ponder on these lives thus buried
and often forgotten. Some of them, the small, close-set
graves, were those of soldiers who fell in a war; the big
ones set about with earthen walls belonged to a wealthy
man and his family; each had its meaning. But she
always protected the children from such sadness, and
they played happily over the graves, plucking wild
flowers and running up and down the steep slopes.
Later when they went to their own country they were
astonished at the smooth graveless hills there, and
they realized for the first time that all their days they
had played upon the graves of the dead. So did this
American mother shield her children and keep them
gay. :
The hill-side where they played most frequently was
in the shadow of a fort on its crest, and there wasa
field where the soldiers marched, and the children loved
to watch the red and blue clad soldiers tilting with
spears and swords, or to hear the firing of the one old
antiquated cannon, embedded deep in the mud of the
wall about the fort.

At the foot of the hill the river curled. It was - 5

gradually receding, leaving a flat rich plain from which =
~ rose abruptly the sharply pointed island called to this

day the Golden Island. An exquisite pagoda, upon

- which Marco Polo gazed in his time, pointed into the
air from the curved roofs of the temple on the island.
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But if the children loved the flashing soldiers and
the sudden spurt of the funny little cannon, the mother
loved the distant mountains that rose in peaks along
the river’s edge. Clear and blue at noon, misted at
morning and evening, Carie loved them well and they
comforted her somewhat for that other line of moun-
tains, lifted against the American sky, ten thousand
i miles away, around the plains of her own home.

Summer drew near again, the summer that Carie
dreaded every year for its dragging lengths of humid
days. The stench from the garbage-filled streets rose
into the three little rooms. The geraniums sickened
and died in the heat and the roses faded. The flies
swarmed from the piles of half-rotting filth, smoking
under the burning sun. The hot air hung like a foul :
mist. Somehow, Carie told herself, somehow she must i
get her children to the hills. :

On one of the hills not far from the fort there was an
old mission compound, and there after much inquiry
she found a bungalow empty for tie summer. It was
a low square house with six rooms, three on each side
of a hall running the length of the house, and on two.

L sides of the house was a veranda. It was paradise -
enough after the three rooms above the crowded, noisy
street. There she moved, and the summer passed.
Sometimes she grew impatient with the centipedes
that she hunted every night lest they creep into the
children’s beds and sting them and make them ill,
and the ponds and rice-fields in the clustered valleys
about the hill bred many mosquitoes, and the great
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jars of the nightsoil which the farmers used for fer-
tilizing their fields bred clouds of flies. But at least
one could look out over fertile valleys and low hills
covered with bamboo and the cruel river was a mile
away and only lay harmlessly on the edge of the horizon
in a broad band of yellow. In the early morning a
dense, silvery mist filled the valleys and above it the
hill-tops rose like green islands. It was beautiful, and
the more so because it made Carie think of her home,
except that these mists were hot and heavy and the
mountain mists in West Virginia were keen as frost at
dawn.

But best of all there was a little grassy plot where
the children could tumble and a bit for ground for a
garden. Carie planted flowers and rose early to culti-
vate the earth and coax them into speedy blooming
before she must leave them. It was the first real
garden she had ever had in this country.

But the summer ended and Andrew came back,
bearing news of a house ready for them now up the
Grand Canal in a city called Tsingkiangpu, which he
had made his centre of work during all these months.
From this place he travelled over a wide radius of
country, by mule-back, by cart, and on foot, preaching
and teaching his message in hamlet and town and city.
Now he felt familiar enough in the central city to have
his home there and so he had rented and repaired a
Chinese house.

Regretfully, for she had loved the square bungalow,
and her flowers were still but buds, Carie packed her
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bags and her furniture and her babies and with Wang
Amah they boarded a junk, and after ten days of
leisurely sailing and towing up the placid canal they
reached the old Chinese city, where they were the only
white people. Andrew had a house unusually large
and with a big court. It was a house said to be haunted
by the ghost of a woman, an ill-treated wife of the
former owner, who appeared in the form of a weasel,
and no one dared to live in it, and so the owner was
glad to rent it even to a foreigner.

But whatever the reason, Carie was grateful for the
house, and once more she set herself to making a home.
Clean white-washed walls—she had almost a formula
now—wide windows opened in the walls and fresh
ruffled curtains, clean matting on the floors, the court
planted with grass, flowers again, chrysanthemums
bought from flower vendors and gay little single roses
of red and pink and yellow. Then when the beloved
organ and table were in their places and beds and a

few reed chairs and a kitchen made, there was home

again. Outside, the noisy street ran east and west
through the city and was the great thoroughfare for
business, and there was the roar of the city, the shouts
of hawkers, the cries of chair-coolies wending their way
through the crowd, the squeak of wheelbarrows. But
inside the wall and the gate there was this spot of peace
and cleanliness where the American woman built again a
little fragment of her own country where she might rear
her children and into which she often brought Chinese
women who marvelled and sighed to see how fairit was.

133




5, M R T ST AR

THE EXILE

Andrew had opened many street chapels in the city,
and now he had a network of preaching places through
the surrounding country and he came and went among
these, filled with the zeal of his mission. He had by
this time a very good grasp of the language also, and
part of his time he spent in making books for his
listeners.

Carie at this time of her life did not follow him away
from her home and children, but she went often to the
chapels and played the baby organ, leading the singing
in her clear voice, and after Andrew had preached she
taught little groups of women who came to hear what
the strange doctrine was about. Most of these women
were sad, disappointed creatures, weary of life and
borne down by some sorrow, and disgusted with the
exactions of the priests in their own religions. Some
could not understand the new religion; indeed, it is
doubtful if the words Carie spoke ever carried the
message she tried to put into them.

Stronger message than her words was the swift and
native sympathy of her nature when she listened to
their sad stories. Her instant impulse was always ‘to
do something about it’. They learned to call her

‘The American of Good Works’, and many women

came to her at her home, women whom she had never
seen but who had heard of her, and when their stories
were told the end was always wistfully said, “They tell
me you always can do something—that you always,

- think of a way.’

This was her great service, that she was always ready :
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to stop and listen to their sorrows. I remember her
sitting, many a day, at the window of her little living-
room, her mobile face twisted with sympathy, listening
earnestly to a broken voice that went on and on. The
children played and shouted happily in the garden,
and every now and again she would look at them and
smile, but she listened still, her eyes sad. Many of
these women were among the most downtrodden of
their kind and had never in all their lives had the
comfort of having one sit down to hear the burden of
their poor hearts, and it seemed they must tell her over
again and again for the relief it gave to speak to a .
listening ear. Once I heard a woman say to her, ‘Tell
me what to do and I will doit. Tell me what to believe
and I will believe. There has never been one in all
my life long who cared to heed one word I might say
or one tear that fell from my eyes. My father did not
love me for I was a girl; my husband did not care for
me; my son despises me. I have been despised all my
life because I am a woman, ignorant and ugly. Yet
you, an American and a stranger, pay heed to me.
Therefore what you believe I will believe, for it must
be true to make you like this—kind, even to mel!’

. It was one of the happiest winters in these years of
her life. The little Chinese house was cosy with a tin
stove made according to directions at the tinsmith’s
shop, and flowers bloomed in her windows. She had a
gift for flowers and they always bloomed for her easily,
and her rooms, which would otherwise have been bare
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with only the scanty furniture she had, seemed always
hospitable and furnished because of the growing things.

But the spring and then the summer drew near again.
If only there need be no summers, Carie thought!
This year was worse, for it was a summer of unpre-
cedented droughts. Day after day through the spring
no rains fell, and farmers, waiting for the floods of the
rainy season to fill their rice-fields, saw their young
crops dry up before their eyes. Midsummer came on,
hot beyond belief. There was no hope of rice harvest
then for this year, and in haste the country people
planted a little corn here and there so that they would
not be entirely destitute.

Carie, with her sharp perceptions ever sensitive to
changes in the moods of people, felt such a change in
the temper of the people in the city. Few came to
Andrew’s little chapel. There was a noticeable lessen-
ing of the crowds that had come at first—one Sunday
there was not one person. The next day Wang Amah
came back from her marketing and said to Carie, ‘It is
better for you not to go out now on the street.” When
pressed she added unwillingly, ‘The people say the gods
are angry because foreigners have come into the city.
There has never been a drought like this before, and
this is the first year there have been foreigners in the
city to live. The gods are angry, therefore, they say.’

Even Andrew, usually oblivious of all save the Work,
noticed a hostility of scowling faces when he spoke in
the streets or when he tried to give away his tracts.
Once or twice a man took a tract and tore it up before
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his face. It was a significant act in a country where
the printed character is sacred for its own sake. But

- Andrew was of a nature made more steadfast by

opposition, and when for the time he found his work
obstructed in the city he went on one of his long
country trips, to be absent for many weeks, and Carie
was left alone with the children and Wang Amah.

One hot August day she sat by the window sewing.
The air was heavy and oppressive, and every sound
from the street seemed magnified through its density.
She heard a whisper of voices beneath the open window.
She listened, her ears sharp with apprehension. Two
men were plotting something.

‘To-night at midnight,” they said, ‘to-night at mid-
night we will force the gates and kill them and throw
their bodies before the gods so that rain may come.’

She rose quickly and went to find Wang Amah.
‘Go out and listen about the streets,” she said. ‘Find
out if you can what is being planned for this night.’
And then she whispered what she had heard. ,

Without a word Wang Amah put on her poorest
coat and went out. In a little while she came back,
her eyes staring. She shut all the doors carefully and

. then went near to Carie and put her lips to Carie’s ear.

‘Oh, my mistress,” she panted, ‘they are coming to
kill you to-night—you and the children. Every white
person is to be killed.’

- Carie looked at her. ‘Do you think they will really

‘Why not?’ answered Wang Amah, heavily. She
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took up the corner of her apron and wiped her eyes
quietly. ‘All these people you have been kind to——’
she muttered, ‘all these people—not one of them will
dare to help you now. If they came forward they too
would be killed.” Carie stood still, saying nothing,
thinking fast. Wang Amah looked into the white
woman’s eyes. ‘But there is still I,” she said firmly.

Carie went to her and took her hard, faithful brown
i ‘ hands. ‘I am not afraid,” she said quietly. ‘I will go
and pray to my God.’

She went into her room then and shut the door and
fell upon her knees by the bed. For a moment she was
dizzy with the panting of her heart. Would this day
really bring the end to her life—to the children’s short
lives? She sent her heart upward into that vague
height where she had been taught God dwelled, and
she prayed, ‘If it is Thy will, save us, but in any case,
help me not to be afraid.” Then after a long pause she
prayed again, ‘If the time comes to die, help me to
have the children go first.’

She knelt for a long time then, thinking of what she
must do. Then again for a long time she was silent,
waiting. No answer came, as none ever had, but at last
she rose, fortified with her own courage and a good
stout anger that came welling up.

‘I shan’t let myself be killed by a lot of superstitious,
ignorant people, and I can’t have the children killed,’
she determined, somewhat amazed at her own calmness.
Well, she would just trust in God, silent as He was, and
not fear what men could do to her.
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That night she put the children to bed early and then
sat quietly sewing. All day her anger had stayed by
her. ‘I have no notion of dying,’ she said aloud to
herself with great firmness. Gradually it had come to
her what she must do.

She moved to the window and as she sewed she
listened. The murmur of the city drummed through
the stifling, dusty air. She listened to it, strung tense
to catch a change in its tempo. About midnight the
change came. The murmur rose and seemed to eddy
about the walls of the house. The hour was coming.
She rose and called softly to Wang Amah who sat
silent in the shadow of the court, “‘Wang Amabh, please
prepare the tea now.’

Then she went downstairs and set out cups and
plates upon the oval table and placed cakes on plates.
Then when all was ready as though for a feast she
swept and made the room spotlessly neat and set the
chairs as for guests. Then she went to the court and
to the front gate and threw it wide open.

On the threshold stood a vanguard of men, their
faces invisible in the darkness of the hot night. They
drew back into the blackness but she did not seem to
see them, nor did she falter. She went back to the
house and left the door open into the court, turned the
oil-lamp high,-so that the light streamed outside, and
then went upstairs and roused the three children and
dressed them and brought them downstairs. They
were astonished and silent with the strangeness of the
proceeding, but she talked to them naturally, sang a
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little song to them, and set them on the matting of the
floor and gave them their Sunday toys to play with

and they fell to playing happily. Then she took up her
sewing again and sat down. Wang Amah had brought
in pots of tea, and she stood behind the children,
motionless, her face expressionless.

All about the house the murmur increased until it
was a roar of many voices. When the voices became
articulate and very near Carie rose casually and went
to the door and called out, ‘Will you come in, please?’

They were already in the court then and at the sound
of her voice they swelled forward, a mass of sullen,
angry men of the lower working class, in their hands
sticks and clubs and knives. She called again kindly,
her voice made bright by sheer will, ‘Come in, friends,
neighbours! I have tea prepared.’

The men paused at this uncertainly. A few pressed
forward. Carie poured the tea busily and came forward
bearing a cup in both her hands as the polite custom
was. She presented it to the tall, surly, half-naked
man who seemed to be the leader. His mouth gaped
in amazement but he took the cup helplessly. Carie
smiled her most brilliant smile upon the faces that
gleamed in the light from the wide-flung door.

‘Will you come in and drink tea for yourselves?’
she said. ‘And sit down also. I am sorry my humble
house has not enough seats, but you are welcome to
what I have.’

Then she stepped back to the table and pretended to
busy herself there. The children stopped playing, and

140




'THE EXILE ‘
Edwin ran to her side. ‘But she reassured them gently, ‘
‘Nothing to be afraid of, darlings. Just some people
come to see what we look like—such funny people, who
want to see what Americans look like! They haven’t
seen Americans before.’

The crowd began to edge into the room, staring,
gaping, momentarily diverted. Some one whispered,
‘Strange she is not afraid!’

Carie caught the whisper. ‘Why should I fear my
neighbours?’ she asked in well-simulated surprise.

Others began to examine the furniture, the curtains,
the organ. One touched a note, and Carie showed him
* how to make the sound come. Then she slipped into
‘the seat and began to play softly and to sing, in
- Chinese, ‘Jesu, Thy Name I Love’.

Dead silence filled the room until she finished. At
last the men looked at each other hesitatingly. One

muttered, ‘There is nothing here—only this woman and

- these children—'

‘I go home,’ said another simply and went out.

- Others, still sullen, lingered, and the leader halted to
look at the children. He held out his hand to Arthur
 and the rosy, friendly little boy, having seen brown
- faces about him all his life, smiled and seized the man’s

lean dark forefinger. The man laughed delightedly and
cried out, ‘Here is a good one to play!”

- The crowd gathered about the children then, watched

them, began to grow voluble in their comments, picked

- up the American toys to examine and play with them,

~ Carie, watching, was in an agony of fear lest a rough
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~ movement might frighten one of the children and so

change the temper of the men. Wang Amah’s dark
face was sternly watchful at the door. At last the
leader rose and announced loudly, ‘There is nothing
more to do here. I go home.’

Tt was the signal to follow. One by one, with back-
ward stares, they passed into the court and into the
street. Carie sat down again, suddenly faint, and taking
the baby into her lap rocked him gently. The men,
lingering at the threshold of the gate, looked last upon
her thus.

When they were all gone Wang Amah crept forward
and seized the baby and held him to her fiercely.

“If one had hurt him I should have killed that devil,’
she whispered, and from the bosom of her coat Carie
saw the handle of the carving knife protruding. But
Carie only laughed tremulously now, and lifting Edith
in her arms and taking Edwin by the hand she led the
way upstairs. She bathed the children again in cool
water and put them back to bed.

Then she went down and closed the gate of the court
upon the street, now silent and empty with the night
before dawn. At the door of the house she paused.
A wind had risen out of the south-east, a wind like the
herald of a typhoon. She listened; it rose suddenly
and blew in a gust through the open windows and the
curtains streamed out straight. It was fresh and cool
with the coolness of the distant sea.

She went upstairs to bed then and lay still, listening.
Would the wind bring rain? She lay sleepless for a
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long hour and f.ell at last into light sleep, and Iater
 awoke. Upon the tile roof above her was the music of
rain pouring down, streaming from the corners of the
house, splashing upon the stomes of the court. She
lay transfixed with joy, her body relaxed at last in the
cool damp air. The dreadful night—the dreadful night
was over!

She rose and went to the window. Grey day was
beginning over the housetops, but not a soul stirred.
Exhausted with the past heat, the city slept and into
the empty streets the good rain poured in long steady
lines. They were saved. . . . Was it a sign at last?

The end of the summer drew near and Carie was
- joyous with relief. Then as though joy was never to be
lasting for her, one day in early September Arthur fell
ill with a sudden fever. The child had had a bad fall
the day before into a tiled drain in the court and had

 seemed languid for some hours after it, and Carie

had watched him anxiously. But by evening he had
seemed his usual gay self.
- The next morning, however, the languor had re-
~turned, and by noon he was flushed with fever and she
~ dosed him with the simple remedies she had and bathed
him in cool water and Wang Amah fanned him without
ceasing. Still the fever mounted and by night the
child was unconscious. All afternoon he had been
moaning in pain, but he was too little to tell where
- the pain was, although Carie examined his little body
~ again and again. At last when he fell into a dreadful,
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white—lipped'stil]ness she hung over him in terror and &

helplessness. Wang Amah felt his little feet.
‘He is dying,” she said gently.

There was no white doctor in the city, but the
mother could not let the child die without any one.
Frantically she turned to Wang Amah. ‘Go—go—find
the best Chinese doctor in the city—ask him to come
at once—tell him a son dies!”

Wang Amah disappeared instantly and in a short
time came back with the doctor, a small, scrawny old
man in a dirty black robe and wearing on his nose
huge brass-rimmed spectacles. He entered the room
silently and imperturbably without looking to right or
left, and went straight to the little bed. He thrust
out an unwashed and long-nailed hand like a claw from
his sleeve and delicately he held the tiny hot wrist
between his thumb and forefinger. Thus he sat for a
long time, his eyes closed. Then he rose, and drawing a
bit of folded paper from his bosom and his ink and brush
from his girdle, he rapidly brushed a few hieroglyphics.

‘Take this to the medicine shop,” he directed Wang
Amah. ‘Bring it home and brew it in hot water and
give the child a quart to drink every two hours.’ He
held out his hand for his fee and was gone.

Wang Amah went with the bit of paper and brought :

back a bundle of herbs and a large brass ring covered
with verdigris and green with age. She hurriedly

prepared to make the brew, but Carie called her,

‘Amah—Amah!’ The cry was a scream and Wang

Amah ran to the sick-room. ‘My baby—my baby—
P , Tie ,
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Carie had him in her arms. He was dying in a con-
vulsion. Wang Amah gave a grunt of comprehension
and seized from the bed a little garment he had worn
and ran out, grasping a lighted lamp as she ran. A
moment afterwards Carie heard her voice floating
upward from the street.

‘Child, come home—come home—’

Over and over the call came, fainter and fainter in
the distance.

It was a cry Carie had heard many times and many
times had shuddered at its sadness. Many a time, too,
~she had passed a weeping mother carrying a lighted
lantern and in her hand a little coat, and Carie’s heart
had grown heavy with sympathy, for she knew that
somewhere a little child lay dying and the mother in
her last hope had gone forth to call home again the
small wandering soul. :
- Now the little wandering soul was the soul of her

own child. She held the frail body to her and as she

held him he shivered and was still. ,
- The next day she sent out a runner to find Andrew
wherever he might be, for there was no other post
~ service in those days. Wang Amah bought a little
coffin and Carie lined it with a bit of blue silk she had
and together the two women bathed the fair little
American child and laid him in his place, and from
their grievous weeping no one could have said which
~was the mother. The coffin-sealers were sent for,
~‘because the air was still warm with summer. Then
- when all was done Carie sat down and waited for her
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husband’s coming, and he came the next night, weary
and exhausted with forced travel. Carie met him
dry-eyed now and desperate.

‘T must go away,” she said to him. ‘T must see a
white woman-—some one of my own kind. Let us take
him and put him beside the other one in Shanghai.
I can’t have—my baby—lying alone here in this—this
heathen city.’

Andrew recognized the despair in her voice and
assented. The very next morning they hired a junk
and set out for the coast, a journey of fourteen days
by canal and river.

But no one had told them that in Shanghai cholera
was raging. There were no newspapers, no post offices
to carry letters quickly. They reached the dingy
mission boarding-house through streets dark with
death. The first day Carie counted more than fifty
coffins pass by the window. She was terrified, and
they made haste after the funeral to go away again.

But at dawn of the day they were to return Carie
was seized with violent vomiting and purging, and an
hour after Edith, then nearly four years old, was taken
also. Andrew tried to find a doctor, but none could
be found, for it was the day of the autumn races, and
the white people were at the race-course which lay on
the edge of the city. There was a delay of two hours,
and Carie lay dying. When the doctor came he set
swiftly to work upon her, directing Andrew and Wang
Amah to follow his example for the sick child.

Carie was unconscious by this time, but again her
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good body responded, and she was able to come to
herself. By ten o’clock that night she was strong
enough to whisper, ‘Edith—Edith?’

Andrew, who could never conceal anything from her,
stammered forth, ‘Try to believe——'

‘Not dead?’ gasped the poor mother.

‘Yes,” said Andrew helplessly.

Next day the second little coffin was bought, and
Andrew alone followed it to the cemetery, and the
new-made grave, the grave where Maude lay also, was
opened and the third child buried there. Carie lay
upon her bed, tearless, bitter, trying to humble herself
before this terrifying power which thus could rob her.
‘I trust—after this I will be better—I will trust ’
But in her heart of hearts, in that wild heart of hers
that would not be crushed down, she was weeping and
crying, ‘Trust what?’

After her long, weary convalescence they took a junk
back again to the interior city. The house seemed too
big and lonely now, with Edwin once more the only
child, a boy of nine. It was hard to keep him occupied
and happy. She wanted her son manly and vigorous,
and there was nothing in the confined and enervating
atmosphere to help him except herself, and she was
too sad for him. Now that he alone was left to her
she brooded over him in a passion of fear and tenderness
that she herself knew was not good for him.

Underneath all the days and nights her heart was
bleeding for her dead children. Andrew could go back

147



THE EXILE

to his work again, must go back, and she must be alone.
Wang Amah was her friend and helper always, but
Carie needed more now than her simplicity. ‘

Again she went back into her old work, healing where
she was able, going again to the little chapel, but when
she should have spoken of God her heart was arid and
silent. What did she know of God except the empty
words she had been taught? There was no message on
her lips. Only her obedient hands worked on.

Even when she sang the old songs she could not go
through without weeping. At last her body wore out
under the strain, not only the strain of her loss but the
inner strain in the quest of her life after God. She
prayed often, clinging to her hope of God, because she
knew of nothing else in which to believe and faith in
some tangible good was essential to her positive nature.
But her prayer seemed to come back to her like an
echo from a call flung out into the wilderness.

Then Wang Amah, seeing her like this, went to
Andrew one day when he had come home and told
him that her mistress also would die if something were
not done for her and done quickly. Andrew looked
then at his wife. It was true that she was sad and
- white and thin, and the dulled look in her dark eyes
frightened him. ;

‘Carie,” he said, hesitating, ‘shall we—would you
like to go home for a while?’ ‘

She looked at him speechless, and suddenly her dark
eyes filled. Home—home-Lit was the only thing that
could save her.
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They had been ten years away and according to the
custom of his mission Andrew might now have a year’s
leave. Within a month they were once more on their
way to the coast.

But in Shanghai a strange reluctance beset Carie.
She did not, suddenly, want to go home. With her
heart still raw and bleeding, she felt she could not
bear the sympathy of the home faces and the fresh
sense of bereavement. Andrew, much bewildered by
~ this change in her, consulted a physician, and he
ordered complete change of scene—'something she had
" never seen before’. This something was the Mediter-
ranean and Europe.

- For three months they loitered through Europe, and
Carie was passive as she had never been. They landed
in Italy and proceeded from there to Switzerland.
There they stayed a month in exquisite Lucerne and
ate the golden honey and looked over the bluest of
lakes to shining white mountains. It was the right
medicine. Beauty restored Carie as nothing else could,

and to see the beauty of cool spaces, of quiet cler:mly et

people, of little churches with their pointed spires and
great dusky cathedrals, restored her soul. Somehow
the vague knowledge that life was yet good came back
to her, and if good then God must still be, and some
time in the far future she must reconcile her grief to
‘that fact. But she was too weary now for any struggle.
Once she had been angry; twice she was grieved; but

when her handsome, brilliant little four-year-old Edith ]
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was taken, too, she was broken-hearted, and so at last
silent. The sadness of the lives of other people, also,
among whom she worked had deepened the sense of
sorrow everywhere. She needed to see countries where
people were quietly prosperous and where suffering was
not evident. )

They finally wandered northward to Holland and
there she eagerly sought out Utrecht and Mynheer’s
old furniture factory, now more modern and still a vast
house of business. It was a delight to take Edwin
and show him the house and the city and watch the
pride in his good stout ancestry begin to grow in him.
She came out of the isolation of the last ten years of
her life, and was rooted in her own folk again.

Two weeks in England in late summer filled her mind
full of beauty and it seemed to her she was herself again
in body and somewhat healed in mind. At least she
could put behind her old grief, and if she could not face
the future yet she could think with excitement and
joy of her own country and of her home.

Was it possible that through all these ten years this
quiet plain had lain in beauty like this? Once more
she sat at the window of her girlhood’s room and gazed
out over the old scene. There could never be enough
of this quiet sitting and looking. More than music to
her was it to see the hills rising wooded out of the
fertile, tranquil land, to see the village street under
its wide elms and maples, to go again into the small
white church where Andrew’s brother still ministered,
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his sermons somewhat more vague, his little wife

rounder, and all else the same except for ten years more
of life on every well-known face.

At home there were the same ones she knew and
loved; her father, his hair snow white, his temper more
arbitrary than ever, still stiffish with Andrew; Cornelius,
married now to a black-haired pretty woman much
younger than he who ruled him absolutely. All the
sisters were married now, except the oldest and the
youngest; and Luther—was it possible that the wild
lad had grown into this prospering, thrifty business
man with a wife and two babies!

Here they all were, glad to see her, tenderly sym-
pathetic, receiving her again into the old home—and
yet how widely separated was her life for ever from
these! Some brooding sense of difference was constantly
with her, memories of other faces, stranger lands. She

talked with each one of her family; they had the gay
old evenings of music; she visited her sisters’ homes and

shared in all the details of their life, cooking, washing,
cleaning house, going on long rides into the lovely
autumn country in the surrey behind the two old
horses—and all the time there was a part of her not
there and it came to her at last that a vast chasm of
knowledge of life lay between their experience and hers.
They lived here safe and sheltered in a rich and fertile
- and new land. She knew so well now that other

country, that old, old country, crowded with too many
suffering people, fetid with too abundant life—life too

swiftly born, too quickly dying, dark hot life.
, _ . I5I
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Gradually it came to her that rooted as she was by
birth and love to this country of her own, to America,
yet she was bound also to China, bound by her very
knowledge of it, bound by such souls as Wang Amabh,
bound by the three small bodies sleepingin that ancient
earth and mingling at last their pale dust with its dark-
- ness. Ah, that country was no longer alien to her now.
She could bear to go back one day, because some of her
own flesh and spirit lay buried there.

But of going back nothing was said for several
months. The glorious autumn passed—was it ever as
glorious' as this? All those ten years had the maples
yearly flamed like this? Winter came and Christmas
and every son and daughter and the children of sons
and daughters gathered under the roof of the big white

house. Edwin was beside himself with joy in their

midst. Too excited to talk coherently he rushed
through the happy days of concentrated play and in
such freedom of house and woods and meadows, of
snow and skating and tobogganing, as he had never
dreamed were true.

‘Oh, I love America, Mother!” he cried over and over.
It was this cry alone that sent a pang through Carie.
If she went back would she deprive him of this fair
country, his birthright? Still there was the silent and
sad bond between her and that other land.—No, she
would not decide now.

After Christmas they went on a visit to Andrew’s
home, a great rambling farmhouse on the Greenbrier
River. Here were folk different from her own. They
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lived in a lavish way as to food, and the waste was
appalling to her thrifty Dutch blood, but there was
always a scarcity of cash, although on the large farm
fruit and produce lay wasting. Andrew’s father was a
tall, gaunt, sombre man, with deep religious eyes, and
a temper dour and mystic. His voice came forth with
the solemnity of one speaking from a tomb.

Andrew’s mother, on the other hand, was a humorous

and sarcastic old lady, with a bitter twist to her tongue.

She had decided to retire from active life, when she
was sixty years old, and thereafter spent her time, able-
bodied as she was, in her rocking chair or in her bed,
from which two points of vantage she viewed her world.
The sport of her life was the constant bickering she
maintained with her husband, who did not have her
gift for argument, and answered her in thunderous
tones until she was silent.

Every night the old man would have a fire of Iogs

- lit in the great stone fireplace and then stretch himself
~on the skin rug on the hearth and stare silent and

glowering into the flames. What he dreamed of no one
knew, but in that day when people feared the evil
magic of draughts, it was a nightly hazard to lie thus
before the fire. His scoffing old wife never failed to
cry at him, “You’ll catch your death lying there!’ Or,
when that proved too mild for his rejoinder, ‘You just

~act childish lying there.’ ;
~ She could find no content until she had nagged h1m PR N
long enough to see him turn on her, his shaggy grey

eyebrows drawn down, and hear him thunder at her,
: 13
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“Silence, woman!” After which she grew gay and spoke
no more to him except to snort at intervals through the
evening when her eyes rested on him.

From this marriage and out of this severe, unjoyous
home had come seven sons and two daughters, all the
sons except one choosing the ministry as their pro-
fession. To Carie it seemed a strange home, one having
none of the small graces and courtesies of life which
made her own so pleasant a place. But from her visit
there, which she made as brief as she could, she under-
stood Andrew better, his austerities, his shynesses, his
fires so deep and so strangely banked, the powerful
mystic motive of his life.

In the late autumn she had known that again she
was to bear a child and now it seemed to her that she
must stay in her own old home until this little life was
begun. So she went back to her room to wait and
through the beautiful American spring she lived, re-
fusing to think of what was past or of what must come,
sharing with Edwin the delight of sowing and of early
fruitage, finding a dream-like pleasure in the plucking
of apples from a tree in June, of eating strawberries
and cherries still wet with dew, silvery and cool with
the morning.

She gave herself wholly now to this simple and per-
fect life, content to think no more until the child was
born. The very tasks of this life were joy, the washing
of clothes under the trees in the back yard where the
tubs were put under a great elm-tree and the kettle
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‘hung upon crossed iron legs, and the water pumped

deep and clear from the near-by well; the ironing of
the snowy clothes in the coolness of the buttery, with
the door open to the green garden and a bee buzzing
about as one worked; churning and seeing the butter
gather in golden grains first upon the creamy surface
of the milk, and then collect themselves into the solid
golden mass, moulding the butter pats, fresh and salted,

and stamping each with the old strawberry stamp.

Edwin was in everything, insisting on his share in
every activity, but breaking away every now and again
to romp barefoot with his cousins through the orchard
and meadows. It did Carie more good than anything
to see him lose the paleness that the Orient had set
upon him and see him grow big and ruddy and clear-
eyed, and more noisy and joyous than she had thought
he ever could.

Best of all were the quiet Sabbath mornings and
breakfast so late in the big cool dining-room that even

- Hermanus was there. Over the very house, spotless

from Saturday cleaning, hung the atmosphere of still-
ness and reverence. Then came the slow walk to
church dressed in one’s fresh best, her father’s beloved
white head at the front of the line of family proceeding
up the shady village street; there were dignified friendly

©greetings from neighbours, the music of the church bell
~ —sweetest music to Carie—and then the still beauty of
- holiness in the quiet church. Surely there was God,

almost made visible.
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" heal her. And then, with no sign, with no sudden
vision, the consciousness of her old purpose came
floating back into her heart. Here so much of beauty
and cleanliness, of beauty and righteousness; over there
the dark empty hands and broken bodies, the more
pathetic irresistible call of the pitiful to her too tender
heart.

With no sign then, with no sudden visions yet from
God, but with only the long silent call of the unhappy
and, to her, the somehow unsaved, she knew she must"

go back.

Her little daughter was born to her on a cloudless
summer’s day, and when the hour was over, she turned
on her bed to look out over the plains to the hills, and
from somewhere the goodness of life came flooding back
into her heart. Life again—this little life lying here
beside her—what name could she give the child better
than this, her little Comfort? Thus she named the child.

They stayed four more months until the baby was
well started on her way, and by this time she had
become the centre of the home. Every day the little
girl cousins washed her clothes proudly and.«brought
them upstairs folded and freshly ironed and smelling
sweet of sun and wind. They were all proud of the
baby’s fair prettineés in a family where eyes were
commonly dark, and to the mother Comfort became
hope also. ' 5

‘With this little Comfort, she told herself, she could
even leave her land again; with this little American
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~ daughter, born in her own home, she could go back to
that other land. If fear sometimes beset her, thinking

how swiftly those other little lives had come and gone,
still she knew she must go even for Andrew’s sake, for

- he was chafing to be away and at work.
Yes, she must go. Had it taken the death of the

other three to break her to God’s will, His silent will?
She was broken, then, and she would do that will. She
would ask for no more signs from God. She would
only trust and obey, now, and she could but obey the
call, if not of God, seeing that He did not speak, at
least of those in that other country, those less happy,
less fortunate, the oppressed by life. Perhaps it was
even so that God spoke. But whether He spoke or not
she would obey and ‘go into all the world’.

Back again then over land and sea she went. There
was fear of the sea in her heart and a rush of dreadful

* memory when the old seasickness robbed her of her

milk for the baby so that she had to be put on artificial
food. Nor would the baby consent to take the bottle,

being by nature an individual small in body but mighty

in will, and one of Carie’s humorous memories of this
journey was Andrew, holding in his big awkward hands
this cheerful but determined infant, feeding her
perilously from a cup with a spoon. So she was fed
across the Pacific Ocean by the combined efforts of
Andrew and the stewardess, fortunately a kind woman
who conceived an affection for the obstinate, smiling
mite.
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But this baby throve in spite of all and was carried
ashore in Shanghai vigorous and gay and apparently
unmoved by ten thousand miles of travel before she
was six months old. She was just the sort of baby
Carie needed, a funny, round, humorous child, bursting
with small demands and good cheer. Wang Amah had
been told of the arrival and had come to the coast, and
her beaming face with its hanging lower lip was the
first Carie saw as she stepped on the pier. The good
old brown creature rushed to Edwin and hugged him
to her bosom much to his manly disgust. Then she
received into her arms the little, fair, round girl, and to
her it was the two dead babies back again, and she
clutched the little thing, laughing and weeping. When
Carie would have taken the child herself for the rick-
shaw ride to the hotel Wang Amah would not give her
up. As for Comfort, she accepted this new love as her
right, staring a little at Wang Amah’s dark face and
strange looks, but accepting her.

They stayed but a day on the coast, for it was already
late autumn and the weather was cool, and Andrew
was anxious to be on his country trips again. But in
that day Carie found an hour to go to the little plot
of ground where her three babies lay, and there she
planted the root of a white rose-tree that she had
brought from the porch of her home. On the day of
her departure she had dug it up and wrapped it well in
earth and moss and sacking, and had watered it all the
way across the sea.

‘These little three never saw our America, their own
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land,” she said to Edwin sorrowfully as he helped her.
‘They were born and died in an alien country and it
will make me happier to think that there is something
of America and of our own home above them for
beauty and a covering.’

A great palm-tree grew above the grave and under
its coolness the white American rose grew and throve.

Then once more they set forth, first on a steamer up
" the Yangtze River and then by junk up the Grand
Canal to their old place of Tsingkiangpu.

There were pangs of memory in house and garden—
that dreadful ditch where Arthur had been hurt—she
could not bear it and must needs fill it in and cover it
with a flower-bed. But she would not think now of
what was past. There was this small, demanding,
cheerful new presence in the house; there was Edwin
to be taught; there was another American family
‘coming to live there too, and there was a boy for Edwin
~ to play with, and she would have a sweet and gentle
American woman for a friend. And above all there
were those who had called her back to them by the very
' ~sif;ence of their need, the dark crowds who lived in the
‘land of her return. The first time she had come for
God’s sake. Now she came for the sake of these.

I can now begin to tell something of this story myself,
having at this time properly begun my acquaintance
~ with this American woman. My first memories of her
are in the home at Tsingkiangpu. They are very slight
memories, scarcely more than softly flashing pictures,
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whose reality I half doubt except that they are so
unchangeably fixed in my mind.

I remember one early spring morning in the court,
where roses bloomed everywhere, festooned against the
grey brick wall, glqwing along the edge of a small
 green. I am clinging to Edwin’s hand, staggering over

the old flagged pathway. Ahead of us looms the big

* gate, always closed against the passing world outside.

The gate is raised from the ground some six inches and
underneath it marches an unceasing procession of feet
—bare feet, straw-sandalled feet, velvet-shod feet.
These are for me the outer and unknown world. I stop,
and very carefully, for I am somewhat obese, I lower
myself to the ground and peer under the gate. But all
my peering brings me no higher vision than flowing
 robes-knee high or to the feet, or bare brown legs on
which the muscles stand out like ropes, I can make
nothing of it and rise again, dusting myself.

Just then she comes out, the person around whom
our own inner world resolves. She is dressed in a
ruffly white dress that sweeps the grass as she walks
and she has a big, old straw hat with a red ribbon tied
around it on her curly brown hair. She has a pair of
garden shears and she goes snipping the roses, wet with
dew as they are, until she has a great armful.

One perfect white rose, as large, it seemed to me, as
a plate, she holds at arm’s length, gazing at it. It is
covered with shining drops of water. At last she puts
it to her nostrils delicately, and seeing the look of
~ ecstasy on her face, I clamour also for this privilege.
: 160 ‘ :
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Whereupon she extends the rose to me and recklessly
I bury my face in it. It is larger and wetter even than
I had thought, and I emerge from it sneezing and
gasping and drenched, with all the sensations of havmg
been suddenly submerged in a cold pool.

One whole summer it seems to me I scarcely saw her
at all. She lay day and night on her bed, shrunken
very small and thin, and her eyes enormous. Once in
the morning and once at night Wang Amah leads me
in to see her. I have always a fresh white dress put on
me first, and my yellow hair is curled in a long Thames
tunnel on the top of my head, this being made perfect
over Wang Amah’s dark forefinger, her tongue hanging
out of her mouth as she works. When her tongue goes
back into her mouth I know it is finished and I may
move again. Indeed, during this whole summer Wang
Amah looms far more important to me than any other.
She bathes me, feeds me, croons the curliest of Chinese
tunes to me, stocks my mind well with Chinese rhymes,
scolds me to heaven for undue independence, and twice
a day prepares me for the rite of going into the other
one’s, the white one’s, room.

Long afterwards, when Carie would tell over again
the story of those days, I knew that she had fallen
victim again to one of the dreaded intestinal germs of
dysentery, and for three long months she lay on her
bed-—all through the hot summer. She had, she said,
to give the children to Wang Amah to care for, and

- though Edwin was a big boy, Comfort was only two.
‘She feared every day for the baby, but twice a day '
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Wang Amah brought her in, spotless and fresh and cool,

her hair newly brushed and curled, and her little face
happy and good-natured.

There was no doctor there in those days, but a friend
of Carie’s, one of the many to whom at some time she
had been kind, an Englishwoman who was also a
physician, heard of her plight and left her own work
and station and instead of taking her vacation, came
and nursed Carie and treated her throughout the
summer. Otherwise Carie would surely have died, for
. again she was with child.

The passing of the great heat in September brought
with it one cooling, windy morning, a little son whom
she named Clyde, a black-haired, blue-eyed, fat little
boy. Carie, seeing the rounded healthy child, mar-
velled that her own wasted frame could have borne

such a fruit of health and strength. The cool weather

brought new healing to her, however, and her magni-
ficent body rallied yet again.

These were, on the whole, happy years for her. She
gradually took up again her work among the people,
opened again her little clinic for mothers and babies,
her classes for reading, and received again the many
who came to her for help of one sort and another. But
with all this she did not leave the children. The clinic
was held in the gate house, and she taught and talked
~ in a room in the house from where she could look out of
the window to the children as they played in the court.

This work she did in the afternoons. In the morning
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she must teach Edwin, for he was a big lad now, and
quick for his years, and before she knew it Comfort
was clamouring to learn to read. Her three children
thus grew apace, strong and well and keen of brain.
They were children who delighted in music and colour.
She had to devise many things for them, this American
mother, who had to supply in her own nature and
resource the whole American environment that was
their heritage. Especially did she think at this time of
Edwin, growing into a tall boy, finishing always too
easily for his own good his lessons and the tasks she
set for him. She did not want him to have too much
leisure, too much time to wander about the streets.
The American family from whom she hoped much
stayed but a short time, and again she was Edwin’s
only companion. Her constant fear was that she would
not be able to keep her children to the standards of
life and thought in their own country, that in spite of
her the languid Oriental acceptance of things as they
were would creep into her children’s souls and enervate
them.

The only real quarrel she ever had with Wang Amah
was on this score. Carie, seeing that Edwin disliked to
bestir himself physically, set him the task of carrying
in the kindling wood for the stoves each day and in
addition the task of keeping his own room clean and
tidy. To Wang Amah this was sacrilege. The eldest
son—compelled to do the work of a menial in the house
—it was unthinkable! While the family was eating
breakfast, she would creep into Edwin’s room and
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swiftly set it to rights, and when young Edwin came in,
there was his room, shining and spotless and his work
done for him. He kept a discreet silence until one day
Carie discovered Wang Amah at her guilty service of
love.

Carie had a swift temper and at times a sharp tongue,
and by now a very complete command of the Chinese
vernacular. Moreover, where her children were con-
cerned she would brook no interference, especially
where she conceived their training and righteousness to
be. She spoke her mind to Wang Amah, and the gentle
old woman replied apologetically, ‘It is a shameful
thing in our eyes to make the eldest son work. For
the girls, yes, it is well, but not for the sons.’

“Yes!’ cried Carie indignantly, ‘and so your men grow
idle and devilish like that one from whom I took you!’

It was complete answer, and Wang Amah crept away
stricken. Later Carie, swiftly repentant as ever, tried
to explain that boys must be taught to work if they are
to achieve anything and that in America boys and girls
are taught alike and valued alike. But this was a social
order beyond Wang Amah’s comprehension, although
never again did she protest.

Much of the effort of Carie’s life, then, at this time
was put into shaping her oldest son. In a country
where the whole environment tended to give him a false
and exalted opinion of himself, it was hard to teach
him courtesy to his mother and sister and to the Chinese
women who came as visitors. Edwin was a high-
tempered boy, moreover, and the servants treated him
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" too deferentially and he heard talk of his place as the

oldest son, and all this Carie found difficult to counter-
act. Andrew was continuously away from home, and
when he came®in for brief intervals of rest was too
weary to take time to enter the boy’s life.

I have as a souvenir of this period of her life a little
newspaper which at her suggestion he compiled every
week, a little sheet illustrated with a remarkably clever
pen and ink sketch he made of a junk. The junk is full
sail and leaping with the wind—it is, in fact, a very
spirited and living drawing. This newspaper was
Carie’s idea, but Edwin, whose natural bent was to
writing and drawing, took it up eagerly. He collected
items of news from various places, sent out advertise-
ments to widely scattered mission stations and ports
and actually found not a few subscribers, some of whom
doubtless were glad to help the boy with a few pennies

- a month. He accumulated this way some pocket
“money which, I am afraid, in spite of Carie’s vigilance,

he spent on such delicacies as fried Chinese noodles and
sesame candy sticks and little larded cakes sold by the
travelling vendors on the street.

But if Edwin was a continual problem to her he was
a joy as well. As for Carie, I have it from Edwin that
she filled an astonishing place in his life. His memory
of her is of a joyous, cheerful, interesting companion,
with unfailing ideas of something to do. At amy
moment those gold-flecked eyes of hers would kindle
and she would cry out, ‘I tell you what let’s do!’

And there was always something delightful. She
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taught him to sing and to play the violin, and was
a never-failingly sympathetic although severe critic of
his attempts at writing a novel and an epic poem.
Novels, it is true, she did not encourage. - As a matter
of fact, there was nothing she secretly enjoyed more
than a good novel, for she was human to her heart’s
core and the doings of people interested her more than
anything. But she had been taught by the religion of
her times that novels were evil and must be put with
dancing and card-playing, and it was typical of the
division in her nature that she could laugh in purest
pleasure over Pickwick Papers and then feel a little
guilty that she thought it funny. She compromised
somewhat by having no novels in the house except
classics, and to this at least her children owed the fact
that they early formed a taste for nothing but the best.
Edwin at seven was poring over Dickens and Thackeray
and Scott, as later the other children did also, and for
ever after, having eaten strong meat, they found lesser
writers pallid and tasteless.

Seven children never taught Andrew how to hold a
baby or how to dress a child. He was born prophet and
saint, a man far from the daily life of mankind. Even
in his own home there was a quality of remoteness about
him. No child of his thought of running to him to have
a shoe tied or a button fastened. I have heard Carie
laugh and say, ‘It was the funniest thing sometimes
when I was sick and he had to help Wang Amah with
the children a little. He would bring them in with
their little clothes fastened back side before. They
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looked so strange-—one didn’t know whether they were
coming or going!’

He was a man like Saint Paul, indeed, to whom he
has been likened by many; a man by nature religious
and a pioneer, in many things fearless, devoted to his
duty as he conceived it, seeing nothing else. To his
children he was a figure always a little dim, living out-
side their world. He was very strict with them when
he thought of them, truly desiring their righteousness
above all else, yet through some lack of understanding
never able to make righteousness beautiful to them.
They preferred their mother’s swift impetuosities, her
sudden little tempers and warm instant apologies, her
great close embraces and her little jokes and merry
looks to all the cool goodness of their father.

Yet in justice to Carie it must be said that she never
herself doubted the importance or the primacy of
Andrew’s mission. However impatient she might be
sometimes with the hardships it laid upon her, I think
she felt secretly that there was in his mysticism some-

thing too high for her and for us to understand, and we

must just follow behind. It was about this time, for
instance, that I remember the shadow of what we called
‘Father’s New Testament’. Andrew had a keen and
critical literary sense and he had for long been dis-
satisfied with the only translation which had been made
of the Bible into Chinese. Gradually through the years
there shaped in his mind the idea of making a transla-
tion at least of the New Testament and this directly
from the Greek into Chinese. He was an excellent
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Greek scholar, and always in his own personal devotions
read the Bible in the original Hebrew and Greek. I can
remember the faded gilt edge of the small pocket edition
of the Greek Testament he carried in the breast pocket
of whatever suit he wore. When he died and we laid
him to sleep for his eternity, we knew he could not rest
unless it were with him still, and we put it there for ever.

So he began to work on the translation in the even-
ings or during his few days of vacation in the summer,
and as the years passed, the pile of manuscript, covered
with the long lines of his somewhat angular Chinese
writing, grew higher upon the desk in his study. One
of the members of our household came to be the old,
stooped Chinese scholar who came often at his request
to consult with him about style and phrases.

But the day came when the work was finished and
must be published, and there was no money to publish
it except what we could spare from our already too
meagre salary. They talked it over, Carie and Andrew,
she thinking of her children and he of his book. She
said, ‘But, Andrew, the children can’t have less clothing
than they have now—I turn and patch and re-make,
and I dare not cut down on their food.’

‘T know,” he said, despairing and longing.

Then she looked at him and saw what it meant to
him, and how it was his dream, and so at last she said,
‘We will do it somehow. Every month take five dollars
away and set it aside, and we will do on what is left.
I must cut down a penny or two anywhere I can.’

He was happy again, although thereafter the children
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came to think that Father’s New Testament was a sort
of well down which were lost the toys they longed for,
or a new dress a little girl hoped for, or the many books
for which they hungered. They learned to ask wist-
fully, ‘Mother, when Father is finished the New Testa-
ment, may we buy something we want?’ They will
never forget their mother’s face when they asked this
question. She looked angry, but not at them, and she
said very firmly, ‘Yes! We will each one of us buy the
thing we want most.’

But we never did, for she died before Andrew ever
finished. He printed edition after edition, revising each
to make it more perfect, and all her life she went
poorer because of the New Testament. It robbed her
of the tiny margin between bitter poverty and small
comfort. Still she never let the children’s wistfulness
deepen into complaint. She had made a decision and
shaped her life to it, and she compelled respect for
Andrew’s dream, even when she rebelled, sometimes
not too secretly, against it.
~ Yet it was impossible for the children not to realize
a great difference in their parents. One of the ques-
tions which long continued in Comfort’s mind as a
small girl was this: her father came to breakfast every
morning with three red marks graven upon his high
- white forehead. The marks faded gradually during the
morning, but when he first came in to the meal as he
‘bent his head to ask grace they were very red and
severe. One day she took courage to ask Carie, “‘What
makes the red marks on Father’s forehead?’
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‘They are the marks of his fingers where he leans his y

‘head on his hand to pray,’” Carie answered soberly.
“Your father prays for a whole hour every morning
when he gets up.’

Such holiness was awe-inspiring. The children looked
for like marks of it on their mother’s forehead, and one
asked, “‘Why don’t you pray too, Mother?’

Carie answered—was it with a trifle of sharpness?—
‘If I did, who would dress you all and get breakfast and
clean house and teach you your lessons? Some have to
work, I suppose, while some pray.’

Andrew came out of his habitual abstraction long
enough to overhear this, and to remark gently, ‘If you
took a little more time for prayer, Carie, perhaps the
work would go better.’

To which Carie replied with considerable obstinacy,
‘There isn’t but so much time and the Lord will just
have to understand that a mother with little children
has to condense her prayers.’

The truth of it was that Carie was not very good at
long prayers. She prayed hard and swiftly at times,
but she prayed as she worked, and she was always
perhaps a little conscious against her will that her voice -
seemed to go up and come back to her without surety
of reply. But during this middle period of her life she

purposely pushed into the background of her busy life i
the old striving after a realization of God. Passive she

was not and never could be, but she was sure of only

one thing and it was that she must do what she could

to help any one who came near her and who needed
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help—her children, her ne1ghbours her servants, the
passers-by. Her religion she finally wrapped into three -
words, ‘Trust and obey.” She simply had to take God
on trust if He were there at all, and she would act as
though He were there and would do the practical things
that make any religion of social worth. I think in no
part of her life was she more typically American than
in the mental doubt and secret unsurety of her theoreti-
cal beliefs and in the swift and responsive generosities
of her nature.

The only times Edwin drew near to his father at all
were when he had been exceptionally restless at home
and in despair Carie urged Andrew to take the boy
with him on his country trips occasionally. The two
went together by junk and on mule-back across miles
of country, and in the enforced comradeship of shared
meals and in the seclusion at evening of being the only
two of their kind, Edwin understood for the first time
what his father was really about, and for the first time
this passion for the welfare of people’s souls was dimly
- beautiful to him.

The influence of these two, then, his father with his
love for the souls of men and his mother with her
passionate warm interest in the human welfare of men
and women, was to make him for ever dissatisfied with
any work that had as its sole end the making of money.
His mother’s natural scepticism, which she subdued in
herself all her life by the most strenuous effort of will,
flowered in him and in his times, so that he could never -
return to a religious mission, but there was the subtler
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influence that shaped him irrevocably so that he saw
humanity first above all else and was instant to respond .
to their needs. _ '
Meanwhile Andrew had come to one of his periodic
conclusions that he must penetrate yet Iarther into the
interior where none had as yet gone to preach the
gospel, and he told Carie that again he ‘felt the call’.
Carie heard this with the utmost dismay. This house
and court had become home to her. Here were her
flowers, here space for her children to live and grow.
The dark city was all about her, but she had learned to
accept it and she had made in the midst of it this oasis
of an American home. She was one who somehow
could invest her very belongings with a sense of her
personality. Her garden, her rooms, her workbox,
her chair—all somehow looked her own and part of
herself. ‘ .
Before these roots she had begun to put down deep,
were others as deep. She had her friends, Chinese
women who were drawn to her by their need and her
response, or were drawn by her friendliness which
allowed them to wander at will through her home and
look at the magic of stoves and sewing-machine and
organ and all the wonders of a foreign land. These
women Carie had learned to love, forgetting as she did
so easily their differences in race and background.
Moreover, two more white families were to come and
she looked forward to two more friends of her own kind. s
But these rootings in a place and in a group which she !
loved made Andrew restless. He felt too many workers .
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 were gathering in one place—he must push off intonew

fields.

Carie expostulated, begged, was very angry, even
wept a little, and then suddenly capitulated. Well she
knew by now that there is nothing so adamant as a man
of God when he thinks he hears his God speak. In
stony silence she packed her possessions and dug up
the roots of her roses, and Wang Amah put her own
things into a bedding roll and a la.rge blue kerchief, and
they were ready.
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NDREW had chosen a small city well to the
north of them as his new base. But the people
there were hostile to foreigners and would offer no
house for rent and so at last Andrew took his family
into an inn and there they lived in three wretched
rooms, earth-walled, and with thatch for a roof and
beaten earth for floor. All about them, separated only
by a low earthen wall, lived the crowds of common
people, packed in sordid filth.

Carie planted her roses in pots and set herself bravely
to make yet again an American home. But some virtue
had gone out of her. The strangeness was breath of life
to Andrew and a challenge to his soul, but to her the
new beginning in such surroundings, the crowded rooms
and no garden space, the immanence of disease and
filth, above all the dark hostility of the people were
dreadful. The memory of her three dead children came
strong upon her again. Their lives so swiftly over had
come to mean for her sacrifices to Andrew and to
Andrew’s God. She watched jealously these three yet
left to her—no more sacrifices!

But to Andrew it was a year of exhilarating oppor-
tunity, although it was a year also of great hardship
for him. It was a time of war with Japan, and in these
remote districts every foreign face was held to be
Japanese. One morning as Carieand thechildrensatat

174




THE EXILE

breakfast, not haVing seen Andrew for many weeks, he
walked in unexpectedly. He had only his under-
garments on, and he was barefoot and bleeding from

“wounds on his shoulders and back. He had been

robbed of all he had, his mule and his travelling gear
and supplies, and had been hacked by a band of
wandering soldiery who insisted in spite of his protests
that he was Japanese—this, although Andrew was six
feet tall, blue-eyed, and in those days wore a reddish

beard!

During the winter the thatched earthen house proved
to be dangerously damp and the baby Clyde developed
a cold which ended in pneumonia. Andrew was, as
usual, away, and there was no doctor within many
hundreds of miles, and Carie went through the old
sickening terror of death. She hung blankets about one
corner of the room and made a little spot where
draughts could not reach, and behind this shelter she
and Wang Amah never ceased their vigil for ten long
days, and at last, as though himself unwilling, the little
languid boy began the long pull back to life again.

Holding him to her, Carie cried fiercely to her heart
that it was enough—it was enough! In all that city
there was not one who cared whether this little son of
hers lived or died in the cause of Andrew’s God. Did
God Himself care? . . . She would have no more
sacrifices of her children.

Grimly she began to pack her goods and to prepare
to leave the hovel. It had been raining for days and
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water had welled up on the earthen floor so that they
had had to put boards on bricks to walk on. Tables
and chairs stood inches in water, but the beloved organ
had been hoisted onto a board platform. Now she
packed everything and waited for Andrew’s return.
When he came in one early spring morning, she saw
him coming and hurried to put on her hat and coat and
met him thus to his complete astonishment, the furni-
ture tied in mats and the roses once more dug up. She
would not brook one word from him. For once she
silenced him, her eyes golden and terrible in her wrath.

“You can preach from Peking to Canton,” she said in
a dreadful still voice, ‘you can go from the North Pole
to the South, but I and these little children will never
go with you again. I shall take them to Chinkiang to
that bungalow on the hill, and if it is empty we will
stay there where there is peace and where there are
hills and fresh air. Otherwise I go back to our own

country. I have offered up three children. I have no
more children to give away to God now.’

Andrew was thoroughly shocked but he could do
nothing with her, for she was marching out of the gate,
Edwin’s hand in hers, and Wang Amah carrying Clyde
and holding Comfort’s hand. For once Andrew could
only follow her, and they went to the canal’s edge and
engaged a junk and started south. She maintained her

‘white-lipped determination until they reached Chin-
kiang after a journey of nearly three weeks. By great
good fortune the bungalow was empty and without a
word she settled into it.
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In this city she made her home for twenty-seven
years, and no one could move her away from it again.

The change to the hills did not, however, rid Carie
of the chief problem of that time of her life, and this
was again Edwin. Once more when they were settled
and at peace the boy grew restless and lonely, without
companions of his own age and race. He was ready
for college and mature for his fifteen years, and it soon
appeared to Carie that she must send him back to
America alone. This decision was reached the more
readily because she was anxious to have the impress of
real America upon him before he grew completely to
manhood. Death it was again to her heart, a new
sacrifice for a cause never too clearly seen, but she had
learned now to hold to the purpose of her life and see
it whole, and in the coming summer Edwin was sent
with friends to America.

Carie wrote long, pleading letters to her brother
Cornelius, commending her boy to his care, so that
every holiday she could think of him there in the big
house, in that quiet and good atmosphere. It was a
comfort to her after he was gone, but in spite of it there
were many long nights when she lay awake in an agony,
reproaching herself that she had sent him away so
young. He who had seemed like a young man when
he stood beside her, when he was away was a child
again. She wrote him long letters full of love and
eagerness, trying to feel from him all that he was
thinking and doing. When she heard he had learned
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to smoke she went wretched for days, fearing he had
learned other things too. But Cornelius sent favourable
reports of the tall lad, and these she read with pride.
At the end of the letter he remarked guardedly, ‘Edwin
we find is a little lazy.” Then Carie was glad her son
was out of the idle, dreamy atmosphere of the East and
into the keen sharp life of his own country. It was
well for him—it was well for him—but her home

seemed half empty!

The bungalow on the hills was not to be hers for
long. The family to whom it belonged came back from
a furlough, and again they had to move. This time
Andrew found a small house in the Chinese city, but
fortunately on the edge of it so that with little difficulty
- Carie could take the two children to the hills every day
for fresh air.

But the house stood near the Bund, on the land the
Chinese were forced to give by treaty to the British
after the opium wars, and the district was filled with
the resorts of disreputable persons. Hurrying her
- children past the open doors in which sat lounging,
half-dressed women of every breed, Carie was grateful
beyond words that Edwin was not there, Edwin with
~ his sharp, adolescent eyes. White men from the ships

were hanging about these brothels, and to Carie this
was infinitely dreadful, so much more dreadful than if
‘there had been only Chinese. It gave her a sense of
shame and hopelessness that out of her fair country, of
which she was so proud, should come these two together,
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Andrew with his clear flame of righteousness, and these
tipsy, cursing, lecherous men. Yet her heart rushed
out to them too, for often they were young, sometimes
almost as young as her own son, and they were all far
from home; and if they were old, then they had been
exiled so long that they were homeless now on the
earth, and that was yet more sad.

Once again she took up her old service and watched
for the ships coming in from other lands and she
cooked and baked and filled her little house with
sailors and marines and listened to their hungry confi-
dences and supplied the need to many for mother and
sister and friend.

Carie in these days had particular delight in Clyde,
for of all her children he was the one most like her and
most closely knit to her spirit. He grew into a most
exceptionally brave and handsome child, his temper at
once grave and gay, and like her he had a heart too
warm for its own good. To his mother he turned
instinctively like a flower to the sun, and they seemed
saturated with happiness when they were together.

Her courageous heart she had given to him, and I
never saw her more moved than on one day when he
was nearly five years old and Andrew whipped him
sorely for some childish mistake—a hard, spare hand
Andrew had—and Clyde after his brief fit of crying
began to sing stoutly, ‘Onward, Christian Soldiers’, his
eyes still wet with tears and his little thighs marked

- and sore. For years after when he was only a memory,
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~she thought of his little wet face, blue eyes big and
- brave, and his little quivering voice, and the tears
~ would rush to her own eyes. He had her love of beauty,
“and I remember how with a great shout he ran to greet

the first dandelions of spring, and how every spring
after he died she gathered handfuls of dandelions and
made his grave gay with them because he loved them
so well.

For this beloved child, when he was little more than
five years old, was taken one day with a high fever, and
soon was desperately ill. There was no doctor in the
city except an Indian half-breed, a gentle, kindly man
with no great medical skill, and the British customs
doctor, a man so continually drunk that no one knew
what his ability was. The Indian pronounced the
disease bronchitis, but from the first Carie feared
diphtheria, for by now she had considerable practical
knowledge of medicine from her own study and experi-
ence with the Chinese who came to her for help.

She watched unceasingly but Clyde grew rapidly
worse and she sent a runner for Andrew, three days
away in the country. At last the little fellow’s throat
choked completely and it was evident that nothing
could save him. Before Andrew could reach home the
child died, and once more Carie held a son dead in her

arms. »

Andrew reached home in time to see his fair little

son in his coffin. On the next day, the day of the

funeral, the wind blew a great gale and the rain fell

unceasingly and Carie, worn and ill herself, and bearing
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within her again another life, was not able to follow
the little cortége to the small plot where white people

lay dead.
Ah, the infinite pathos of those little squares of land

- that lie scattered through such Chinese cities here and

there, the little squares of land where white and alien
people have prepared for themselves a small space
where they may lie dead! They are always enclosed
in high walls, these spaces, and the gates are tall and
spiked with iron and locked with great iron bars.
Within the strange quiet there are a few trees and
sanded paths arranged in orderly fashion, and the
graves lie close, most of them graves of women and
little children—many, many little children; seamen’s
- graves, too, and always the graves of those who, the
epitaphs say, were murdered at the hands of angry
mobs. But if all these were alien on this Chinese soil
when they were alive, they are no less alien dead; no,
more when dead. It is as though they protected them-
selves thus lest even dead they might be swallowed up
by the encroaching, careless, teeming multitudes about
them.

I remember on the day they buried Clyde that Carie
stood at the window weeping and watching the short
procession file along the walk of the court and her
tears fell upon my bare heart, and only half under-
standing I crept to her side and gazed out. The rain
fell in long lines and spattered upon the small coffin
they were carrying out of the gate. When we could
not see it any more she still wept on, not angrily now,
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not passionately, but as one weeps out of a heart grown

hopeless.

Some virtue went out of Carie on that day, never to
return; something of her life ceased to exist. She had
wanted the others buried in the international land in
Shanghai, but this little one, though dead, she could
not bear to have separated from her. Since his mother’s
life must be lived in this far country, her little son must
bear her company still.

The day after Clyde was buried, Comfort fell very
il and Carie in fresh terror saw signs of the same
disease developing. Was she to have every child taken
from her, then? She could not bear the sight of the
Indian doctor any more with his dark, listless gaze and
his languid movements. Into the rain and wind she
went out, calling a sedan chair to carry her the more
swiftly, to seek the tipsy port doctor. She found him
in a brothel with a giggling Chinese girl upon his knee
and she went swiftly to him and shook him by the
shoulder to rouse him.

‘My child is dying,” she said simply. ‘Itisdiphtheria.
Will you come?’

Some long-forgotten response to duty woke struggling
through the white man’s bloodshot eyes, and he stag-
gered up, letting the girl slide to her feet, and without
a word he followed Carie, muttering as he went, ‘I have
some new stuff—lots of diphtheria—I got at Shanghai
~—I might try that new stuffi—’

Afterwards she found that in his lucid moments he
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was a physician of no mean order and he had happened
to get from Shanghai only the day before some of the
new antitoxin. Carie dared not leave him an instant
lest he lapse into insensibility, and she directed the
chair-bearers to follow him to the place where he lived.
There she followed him into the house, roused him
when he sat down and began to nod, searched his
~ laboratory for the small bottle he was too fumbling to

find, hunted his hypodermic needle and then urged
him on until she had him at last in her house and beside
the sick child’s bed.

There suddenly he came to himself, was unexpectedly
rational and steady. of hand. He administered the
drug. Within a day the child was better. Two more
doses and she was out of danger. Then Carie, the crisis
over, came suddenly to the end of her strength, and
there was no one to nurse the child back to health.

o Andrew, who had stayed at home until danger was over,

felt now he must be on his way again to his work, and
“moreover had he stayed he would not have been of
- use, for Comfort would have none of him.

There came forward at this point one of those friends
from somewhere whom Carie always seemed to have,
some person to whom she had once been kind. This
time it was a young English girl, ignorant and un-
tutored, who had come as nursery governess to the
family of a customs official and had become entangled
~ in one of the sordid love affairs of port life. She had

fled to Carie when at last she had to leave the house of -
“her employer and Carie had sheltered her and helped
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her through until she saw her own folly and despised fb
‘the man who had shamed her and was to take passage
for home again. Now she postponed her going and
stayed to nurse Comfort, no small task, for the child
in her convalescence cried for her mother and exhibited

to the full her store of determination and wilfulness. E
 For this help Carie was most tenderly grateful, and the

friendship between the two women was deepened into
one of years, and continued long after Comfort was
well and grown into a woman.

It seemed to Carie as though she would never feel
strong and never blithe again. She stayed listless
through the early winter and shuddered in the damp

river chill of early spring. The house was dismal and

lonely again with only one child in it, and Edwin was
very far away now and absorbed in his new life. The
thought of the little one to come brought no cheer, for
it seemed futile to go on bearing and losing—a dreadful, -

heart-breaking loss and waste of life. s
She went back to her old morbid fear lest it was

through some sinfulness of her own that she had lost

" her children, some sinfulness and inner rebellion. Had

she not in reality given up the old hungry quest after
God and been satisfied with mere service to people?

" She had never tried hard enough to find God. Nowit
‘seemed to her that God might break her again and
 again until she was submitted to Him and she began
to struggle to submit herself lest again she be broken—
as long as she had one child left God might break her i

once more. ;
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She began to spend more time trying to pray, and
tried to still the old longing that God would give a sign
that He heard. She read books of religious practice and
tried to follow certain rules of praying and reading the
Bible. But that impatient, practical mind of hers
would outrun the words and even as she read she
brooded of other things.

Beauty alone, she thought at last in a sort of despair,
beauty alone might heal her; the still, remembered
beauty of mists over the valleys, mountain-tops, the
little rows of flowers she had had in all the homes she
had made; beauty of music and poetry brought a sort
of peace also, and yet she feared this peace, for she was
not sure it was of God, not sure that after all it might
not be merely the assuaging of that pleasure-loving
part of her she had always to subdue. The God of
whom she had been taught all her days was austere
and there was no austerity in her and she could not be
- healed by it.

When in May a little daughter came to her, a little
blue-eyed, dark-haired girl, Carie could scarcely smile.
Day after day passed and she seemed unable to rally

from the birth. At last a fever set in and it was evident
that there was a poisoning of her blood. Her milk
dried and in the silent house there was the crying of
the hungry newborn child. Andrew and Wang Amah
between them tried to feed the little thing a milk
mixture which she complained of bitterly, in spite of
her hunger. But by this time the mother was past

- knowing what happened to the child.
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Then Wang Amah saw with agony this final catas-
trophe. She viewed with the utmost disfavour the
* weak broths and watered milk dishes that the doctor
prescribed for her mistress. One night, Carie told me

afterwards, the broth she was fed in the night tasted

' strongly of fish. It was nauseous; but she supposed

' dimly it must have been placed next to some fish and

could not actually hurt her and she needed the nourish-

ment and so she swallowed it. But after she had eaten
she felt a strange stimulation. She slept at once and

more restfully than she had for many days, and awoke

in the morning better, and from then on she began to

Tecover.

Weeks after when Carie was up and well again Wang
Amabh told her she had not been able to bear to see her
‘die, and die she would if the white doctor was allowed
~ to go on as he was. She brewed secretly therefore a
dish of special broth made from a particular fish and

herbs the Chinese use for puerperal fever, and this she :
- substituted for the usual bowl of broth, and this Carie

had drunk.

‘T don’t know whether that saved me or not,’ she used, : e

to say, ‘or whether the fever was ready to turn anyway.
But Wang Amah’s broth did not hurt me and she had a
lot of wisdom of her own sort that life had taught her.”
At any rate, Carie was well again, and for us all 1t oR
was enough. : o

. Thé following summer the bungalow on the hill was o

once more empty, for the family who had hved init
186 :




THE EXILE

returned to America to stay, and now it was assigned
to Andrew and Carie for a home. To another it might
have seemed a poor joy, a small, decrepit brick cottage,
whose sagging floors were full of centipedes and
scorpions. I remember as a regular rite every mid-
aight during the warm weather Andrew holding the
light high, and Carie, with her swift arm slapping the
venomous insects dead with an old leather slipper.
Centipedes lurked in the most intimate places; once
Carie found a nest of them under her pillow, once
Andrew squeezed a big one out of his sponge in his
morning bath. But the cottage was bliss and enough
for Carie. There was an old garden and old trees and
- a white rose-bush hung over the veranda. When they
moved into the house in May the rose-bush was in
- bloom with clusters of tiny, button-like white roses,
 heavy and sweet with a musky fragrance. And the
turtle dove had her nest there.

Here Carie set herself steadily to life again. Comfort
‘was growing into a great girl now and must be taught
in all the ways of American womanhood, and here was
baby Faith. Carie could live with a full heart, more-
. over, for beauty was spread around her in the hills

and in the little, garden-like valleys between, where
small brown men and women worked at their fields;
and to Carie beauty was a sort of oxygen which gave
her life and energy. Here the mists rose up at dawn
from the river and covered the frothing bamboos, and
tall grasses grew silvery on the graves on the hills. In
the valleys were round pools of water among the fields,
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fringed with willow-trees and peach-trees, and in spi'ing
the beauty was as great as any she had ever seen.

Edwin’s letters, too, added to her content, for he
was far happier than he had been. At first he had been
desperately lonely and the country she had taught him
to call home seemed in spite of all alien to him. She
had been filled with dismay at this, so that she thought,
‘It is well I sent him back when I did or he would never
have grown into his own land.’

And so the consciousness that she had done well by
her son gave her comfort, and it was like renewing her
own love of country when he began to fit into his place
and to discover America for himself.

As for the four who were dead, they were never far
from her. The three in Shanghai she visited when she
could, and the little enclosed plot where Clyde lay was
within easy walking distance and she could steal away
there and sit for a little while by that small quiet grave.

Thus she set herself resolutely to this middle portion
‘of her life, a manifold life now as it had ever been. She
made again, and this time with her first sense of per-
manence, her home. The six rooms were large and had
wide casement windows flung open to garden and valley
and hill, and it was sweet to her to make a home there.

I remember that home as a place of delight to us all
for its simple order and cleanliness and its grace of
flowers, and the sweet smell of the grass mats on the
floors is in my nostrils yet. There Comfort began to
grow into womanhood and there Faith began to talk
and walk and grow into girlhood. From this house
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Andrew went forth refreshed and encouraged for his
~ long tours of preaching and teaching. From it, too,
went out the refulgent outpouring of Carie’s abundant
hospitality; young American couples, bewildered with
their first days in the Orient, started their life in her
guest room; weary missionaries rested there; stray
tramps slept there, those strange bits of wastage of the
white race who are washed up casually from the great
Oriental sea, who seem scarcely to know themselves
how they are come, and certainly never where they are
going—all those who were homeless and sad came by
some unknown path to her door, and she received
them and saw them started again, clean and fed and
heartened.

What she said to these was not a great deal beyond
the practical, merry talk she made of this and that in
common affairs, for she was never any good at preach-
ing. If there was some speech of the spirit she wished
to have with some one, most often she had it through
her singing—music from a favourite hymn or oratorio.
She would pour it out richly, tenderly, at an hour of
evening when the house was quiet and full of thought
and dreaming, and without further effort would leave
it to do its own work.

Once a strange tramp came to us and stayed a week.
~ What he was no one knew, an American he said, and

indeed his enunciation was that of a Yankee trades-
man. But the world had dealt with him until he was
scarcely to be recognized as human. He stayed and

| ate voraciously, listened for the most part in silence, '
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for he could scarcely speak without oaths and he per-
ceived in some dim fashion that such speech was not
appropriate here. When he left us, rested, clean, wear-
ing a suit of Andrew’s clothes and Andrew’s shoes on
his feet, he hesitated at the door and at last he muttered,
‘Never reckoned I'd see America again—have, though,
and right here, ma’am!’

At about this time in Carie’s life she had left to her
one whom she called her Chinese daughter. A Chinese
woman whom she had succoured in some time of dire
need, a widow, died, leaving a little girl of ten years,
named Precious Cloud. When the woman died Carie
was there beside her and the mother said at the end,
‘There has never been one who cared for me as you
have. My father did not love me who was but a girl
in a house already too full. My husband never loved
me who came to his house only as a second wife whom
he took to mend his house when the first one died; my
son does not love me. Why have you loved me, who
am not of your blood and bone?’

Carie, smiling over her sad heart, replied gently, ‘I
do not know except that the need of your heart has
pulled my heart and we are the children of one Father,
after all.’

- The woman said, ‘“There is only one possession I can
leave you, for I care for only one thing. Take my little
daughter for yours and make of her a woman like
yourself.’

This child Carie took when the mother was dead and
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~ for years Precious Cloud was part of the house and
home. During the year she was sent to a Chinese
boarding school where she was given an education in
 her own language, for Carie would not separate the
child from her own people, since she could conceive of
no greater loneliness than that. She kept Precious
Cloud dressed in Chinese clothes, only she did not bind
her feet. Precious Cloud was at first somewhat ashamed
of those big feet of hers when at that time all girls had
bound feet, but Carie took the greatest pains to make
her pretty shoes and have them beautifully em-
broidered, much more nicely than usual, so as to show

Precious Cloud that natural feet could be pretty.
When Precious Cloud was seventeen and had finished
school, Carie, still following the ways of the girl’s own
people, betrothed her to an educated young Chinese
man of whose character she was assured. She made
the concession of finding out first if Precious Cloud
were willing, arranging for the two young people to
" meet in her living-room—an unheard-of thing in those
 days. Precious Cloud was a very pretty and gentle
- young woman and the young man dignified and person-
able, and they liked each other from the first. Carie
studied their temperaments carefully, amused at this
new role, too, of matrimonial agent, and she felt they
would be happy, and so they were, after the wedding

which Carie tried to make Chinese in every detail she

could. Precious Cloud called Carie Mother and later

her little children called her Grandmother, and so Carie

 took to her wide deep heart these also for her children.
X ’ IQI . )
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She could have had many children given to her had
she been able to take them. Sometimes these were
tragic opportunities, indeed. Once a man stalked into
the chapel where Carie was talking with some women,
bearing in his arms a tall, dangling figure which he laid
down on the brick floor at her feet. ,

‘Here is our son,” he said harshly. ‘He is as you see
him and he is fit only for death. Nevertheless, if you
will take him, it will save us the deed. After all, he is
a son.’

Carie looked at the poor creature. It was an idiot
boy, helpless in every way. Much as her heart was
~moved she could not take the child, and so.she shook
‘her head sorrowfully, and tried to tell the man of his
responsibility even to such a child. But the man
~answered nothing, only picked up the long, pale, use-
less body again and strode out. To the end of her days
Carie, pondering, used to say, troubled, ‘I wonder if
after all I ought not to have taken that poor thing?
Somehow, I would have managed, perhaps!’ S
- This middle portion of Carie’s life went by busily
and therefore happily for her, although the old youth-
ful buoyancy in her looks and ways had settled to a
quiet and peaceful repose. She had seen too much of

- life, too much she could not understand, yet to which
she had had to resign herself and so give up her old =~

- imperious questioning of God. Merriment only came

e to her occasionally now, although it still came and her B,

~ two little girls watched for it eagerly, and the moments
~ when their mother was gay were for them the high
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lights of their life. Her humour came like a gay wind,
beginning with a secret and keen sparkle of her golden
brown eyes. A light seemed to radiate from her and
then the children hung breathless on her words, for
‘something funny’ always followed that laughing light,
some absurd rhyme or quick twist of wit. She had a
faculty for easy rhyming, and sometimes for sheer
mischief would spin out one ridiculous verse after
another from her head. ‘

- This made the children shout with laughter, but such
complete nonsense was always painful to Andrew. He
- would hold up his hand in protest, at first gentle,
but finally fretful. ‘Carie—Carie—please!” he would
beseech her.

But some imp of perverse enjoyment would seize her
at his protest and she would rhyme more brilliantly
than ever, her face alight, ending only, when she saw
it really troubled him, with a fine flourish. Or perhaps

she would come home from hearing some well-meaning i

but stupid person speak, and she would imitate the

pompous intonations, much to Andrew’s horror and the

children’s pleasure, for the children had her flashing
humour and love of a joke. She was a born mimic and
when she imitated some one, became in very truth that ~
‘person even almost in expression.

But such merriment she never left unchecked. Too
often when the children were clapping their hands and .
shrieking with joy, she stopped herself, vaguely
troubled, saying with sudden soberness, ‘It is very
wrong of me to make fun of a good man like Brother yih
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Jones—such a good man. Children, you must not be
like your naughty mother.’ '

It was the old struggle between her wholesome,
robust nature and the imprint upon her tender con-
science of the puritan religion of her youth. She was
for ever struggling with herself to be what she called
‘good’, to achieve that cool—was it also selfish?—ab-
sorption in a mystic relation to God which Andrew had.

But this American woman was never to know peace
for long in her life. There came in 19oo that upheaval
in China which has been called the Boxer Rebellion,
when in a last desperate effort to maintain the old
nation the Empress tried to rid the country of foreigners
by the simple method of killing off all who were there
and letting no more come in.

The royal edict went forth secretly to every province
and in the summer of that year astounding reports began
to come of groups of white people here and there being
murdered. Carie’s heart rose in defence of these two
children she hadleft to her. Shewaited inutmostanxiety
to see what the viceroy of their province would do.

The viceroy of Kiangsu was a man of intelligence
who did not fail to see the folly of the royal edict. The
Empress was a woman, ignorant, narrow, and pro-
vincial. True to their hopes, the viceroy was not
willing to carry out the edict and kill the white people
in his demesne. Instead he made a pact with the
foreign consuls that if they would send no warships
into his waters he would protect the white people.
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‘Here was partial comfort but only partial, for one
could not be sure how long he would hold to his promise
or whether it were indeed a trap, and seeing the white
people defenceless, he might plan to kill them the more
easily. Andrew and Carie held long consultations with
their Chinese friends. Andrew was for putting their
faith wholly in God and staying on. Carie had the
memory of four times when faith had not saved her
babies. But they decided to stay on from day to day.

Andrew hired an old Christian man who had a junk
on the river and bade him remain at a certain place
near the end of a street that dipped into the river.
To this spot Carie planned a direct and secret route so
that at any moment they could run with the children
and Wang Amah down through the bamboos at the
back of the house, through the reeds of the ponds and
valleys to the city.

Night and day through that hot summer they were -
ready for the possible moment, a small basket of food
for the baby, extra shoes for each person and a change
of underwear rolled together. Carie packed also in a
small box some possessions she valued, a little silver
that had belonged to her grandfather, a cluster of
amethysts set in silver by her father, some books of her
mother’s, and these she buried in the earth in the cellar,
with the help of the manservant.

Meanwhile Carie was determined that the children
should catch no shadow of the fear that was every-
where. She would not have them marred and their
youthful spirits darkened by the shadows of this land
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in which they must live. She had always tried to make
as bright and as normal a childhood for them as they
could have had in their own land. So they played
happily through the summer days of this year, their
mornings filled with the things she devised for them to
do while she did her work about the house. She played
with them, too, and they remember that companion-
ship to this day. She had more time than she had ever
had, for there were not many callers. People were
fearful of what the times might bring, and if the
Empress were against the foreigners then one could not
be seen associating with the Americans.

But a few faithful ones still came and these Carie
valued, for well she loved anything that was brave and
courageous. It stirred some inherited nobility in her
to tell them: simply that they must stand fast in their
faith, as they all must, if the hour of persecution came
to them, for so others had done before them. So she -
herself could do, and the strength of pioneer blood in
her veins made her quiet and strong and fearless. - She
was always like this when hardship came and there
was something to be borne.

At last the American consul who lived in the Bund
had reason to fear treachery and he sent them word
that they were to watch for the consulate flag, which
they could see from their veranda. If danger became
imminent he would fire a cannon and the flag would
dip three times, the American flag above the consulate.
This was the sign. They were to leave the house
without an instant’s delay and go at once to the river’s
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edge and go aboard a steamer that would be waiting
there for them. All other white people were already
gone. '

Carie now had to face the pulling of her heart in
two. Here were her own children and the impulse of
her heart was to flee with them to safety. But the
little circle of Chinese friends and Christians was in a

‘panic of fear. They had been separated from their

people spiritually to some extent and now knew not

.. what was to become of them. It was the old call to

Carie, the irresistible call to her sympathy.

So it was agreed that when the sign came Carie
should take the children and Wang Amah and go,
while Andrew would stay behind to reinforce the

~people. Carie agreed to this, feeling, I think a little

wistfully, that after all Andrew was ‘better’ than she
was, who was too often impatient and impetuous even
‘when she would be kind. These weeks spent in the
possible presence of death had a very sobering effect
on her. She realized anew that her old nature was still
strong within her even after all her sorrow, and that
the early quest of her life after God was yet unfinished.
This made her very humble and silent, for when the
end came, if come it must, how could she point people
to God, the God whom she had not found fully for

- herself?

Humbly, therefore, when the sign came on a humid
Saturday afternoon in August, she took the two little
girls and Wang Amah and with Andrew they walked

‘through back streets as quickly as they could to the
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steamer. She went aboard and turned to see Andrew
standing on the shore. She had more reverence for
him at that moment than she had ever had, perhaps,
a lonely foreign figure in his white clothes and pith
helmet, tall and white among the crowd of small dark
figures about him on the wharf. Whether she was ever
to see him again or not she did not know.

Eight months passed, Andrew at his post and she
with the two children in a small room in a Shanghai
boarding house. She taught them regularly every day,
and for recreation they all went to a little park that
bordered a narrow space on the Whangpoo River.
There the children played in the best air the close city
afforded, and the joys of the day were the ships and
the junks and the sampans plying in the waters.
Sometimes a great ocean liner would steam majestically
past the dock and that was a rich moment for all of
them. Carie would draw the children to her and point
it out—a ship straight from America—from homel!
Wang Amah stared, and the two children gazed with -
dreaming eyes. Neither of them knew yet what
America was except for dreams that stood in their eyes
of endless beauty—pink apple blossoms spreading
under a blue sky, cool autumn grapes to be plucked
and eaten ‘just so’, without washing, apples on the
ground you could have for the picking up, horses to
ride, meadows to race in, maple sugar from the great
trees that turned gold in the autumn—all this and how
much more was America, their own! On such days
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when these shipé passed, they put aside their play and S '

asked of Carie a thousand questions about their land,
and when they went back to the narrow room in the
boarding house, they enlarged it with their talk and
their dreams of a wide, wide country that belonged to
them. o

Ten months passed and the expedition sent by the
western nations against the Chinese made safe the
return to the bungalow on the hill, and that was a
happy day when they could be together again. The
house and the garden were untouched, although the
little box of valuables Carie had buried was rifled, she
always supposed by the manservant who helped her
dig the hole. She had her moment of good indignation,
but as usual such moments were followed by compunc-
tion,and she said, 'Well, poor thing, I suppose he thought
some one would get it, and if some one, why not he?’

This attitude of hers towards a fault she abhorred
was characteristic. She hated the fault none the less
as time went on, rather more even, but some largeness

in her made her understand it even while she hated,

and while she grew exceedingly sharp at discovering

‘when she was being cheated. Irememberasanexample

of this a Chinese assistant of Andrew’s who that winter
after her return came one day for his salary. Andrew

was not at home and in his absence Carie said she would ¥

give him his money. She went upstairs to her little
private safe and brought down the silver in dollars

~ and gaveit to theman. Then one of the children called

and she left him for a moment. When she returned he
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said, ‘Madam, one of the dollars you gave me was bad.
Will you change it, please?’

He held out in his hand a dollar obviously leaden.
Quicker than a thought Carie took it and felt of it. It
was warm. The dollars she had brought down were
icy cold from a cold room. This dollar was warm
through with the heat of the man’s body.

‘You are mistaken,” she said quietly. ‘This is a
dollar you have had on your person.’

She looked at him steadfastly, and her eyes filled
with pity.

‘My friend,” she said sadly, ‘even for a dollar will
you thus rob yourself of your honesty?’

The man’s eyes fell and he was silent and went away.
But she was grieved because she had thought him true.

But I have gone too quickly into the winter, for that
autumn before had brought a trial of its own. Every
year after the summer a plague of cholera swept the
land and every year Carie lived in terror until it was
past, watching with the utmost care the cooking of
food and the boiling of water. Cholera in those days
before its treatment was fully understood was a disease
so swift and so deadly that once it was caught death
followed too fast, oftentimes, for any aid to be given.
In the autumn of this year Wang Amah came down
with it suddenly one night and lay without calling her
mistress, being reluctant to wake her from sleep.

But the sound ot Wang Amah’s retching and groan-
ing wakened Carie, who was always a light sleeper, and
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had learned in this land of surprises to sleep, as she

said, ‘half awake’. She rose instantly and padded

‘barefoot, in the way she had at night, being always
- too impetuous to stop for slippers, although this was
dangerous haste in a place where centipedes abounded,
to Wang Amah’s room. A great terror seized her at
the sight there. Wang Amah was fast sinking into
unconsciousness. Then her valiant anger came to her
aid as it always did. She simply would not have Wang
Amah die! She sped to the kitchen stove and swiftly
built a roaring fire and heated an immense tub of water.
Then she poured hot water and whisky down Wang
Amah’s throat, and chafed her hands and fed and
administered what drugs she had. The moment the
bath was hot she lifted Wang Amah into it and im-
mersed her except her face, and then she poured milk
and water into Wang Amah’s mouth, manipulating
her throat to make her swallow. With this stern

treatment by dawn Wang Amah had come to, very

feeble, indeed, but alive.

Carie called Andrew then, for she had not stopped

in her haste to call any one, and bade him stand at a
distance for fear of infection, and then she gave him
directions about the children and begged him now to
exercise every practical power he had. 5
‘Don’t take time for your praying this mommg, ‘
- Andrew,” she pleaded. “The children will get into all
sorts of trouble before breakfast.” Andrew looked at

her reproachfully but in silence, and it is to his honour

‘that for a whole week he tried faithfully to follow her
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instructions, shouted to him from the end of the garden
where she removed Wang Amah to a little room kept
usually for garden tools.

After the week Wang Amah could be dlsmfected and
brought back to her own room and Carie could come

- back to the children again. Thereafter the bond be-

tween these two women was closer than ever. Wang
Amah could never forget that Carie had left the children
to care for her and had risked her own life in the
contagion. She asked Carie, wondering, “‘What woman
~are you and what a heart is this that for a common
brown creature like me whom none other has ever
cared to see twice, you would give your life?’

Carie was always abashed by worship and now in her
humility she confessed to Andrew that she was afraid
that if she had thought about it she would never have
done it, but it made her suddenly angry to see a filthy
disease like cholera take'Wang Amah, and she did not
stop to think. Her anger was a battle-call to her. ‘

‘T am afraid I did not do it for the Lord’s sake,’ she

said, her eyes troubled. Somehow she was always :
: forgettmg that.

‘If you would just remember to do things in His
~ name,” said Andrew, anxious for her soul.

‘But, Andy, I don’t have time,’ she protested
earnestly. “When somebody is dying you haven’t time
to think why you save them—you have to start doing
it right away!’

But there was theworld and all between these two and‘ 'f

‘ they looked at each other uncomprehendmgly Andrew' -
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was never - without the thought of God in all he d1d To
Carie life was so nearly enough in its own richness.

Somewhere in this part of her life I must tell about
Kuling. I think the telling belongs here after Wang
Amah’s illness, for Carie had said once more, ‘Every
summer something terrible happens to us. If we could
only get out of this dreadful heat of the Yangtze valley
for a little while in the summer, the great fear of my
life for the children would be gone.’

Other white people scattered along the valley had
the same fear for their children also, and an Englishman
hunting in the Lu Mountains had found a spot for a
‘summer refuge, a handful of lovely shallow valleys
held on the top of a high mountain range. Here even
in the middle of summer the air was sharp with chill
at dawn and sunset and even at noon was invigorating

~with the coolness of mountain streams and mists. He
spread the news of his find and a group of people joined

~ to lease land on which to build tiny cottages of the S

stone abundant in the valleys.

Carie urged Andrew until he made a journey to see
the spot, and he came back saying, ‘It is more like
home than anything I have seen elsewhere in the world.”

It was enough. With what money they could muster,
and I think for once Carie robbed Father’s New
Testament temporarily, they bought a bit of the land

- and the following summer Carie and the children took -
" a steamer up the river to the town nearest the moun-

tains and from there i ina long day’s ride by sedan chair :
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they went through miles of rice-fields and rolling
bamboo-covered hills and at last began to ascend the
mountain. '
- The air of the foot-hills was humid and depressmg

with the summer heat, but as the chair-bearers began
to swing up the mountain-sides with sure-footed,

‘rhythmic tread, a subtle sweet chill began to creep into
the air and it filled Carie with excitement. This air
had the very breath of the West Virginia hills, and she

had not smelled any like it since she had left her
home. There were two hours of steady upward pull,
the path a winding thread along the mountain-side,
and below were the rocky gorges over which the streams

from the mountain-tops poured in foaming, silvery falls '

‘or lay in deep green pools. ,
Such mountain flowers, too, she had never seen, not
even in America There 'fhe mountain flowers were
small and scentless and exqmsxte But here, brushing
~ her chair as she passed them, bloomed great spotted
- red tiger-lilies and tall white trumpet-lilies streaked
with purple on the back of their petals; here were long, A

- delicate ferns, spraying everywhere, and under pine-
trees and feathery bamboo the earth was covered with -

thick and fern-like mosses. Here a vine threw a cascade
of starry flowers over a tree, flowers rich in fragrance o
and then, suddenly through the silence a deepy, full,

wild note called from some bird, loud and clear in its

' sweetness. ; .
It was a beauty she had not dreamed possible in this

fcountry of crowded humanity, a country where she said
’ aod g
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always ‘there are too many living and too many
dying’. Lying ‘back in her sedan chair she gazed up
into the blue sky and saw with ecstasy the gathering of
shining white mists over the peaks ahead and above her.
Up and up they went until it seemed they would drive
into the very sky itself, and then an unseen turn
brought them into a narrow mountain pass, and there
the mountain winds caught them, cold with the chill
of mountain water and full of life and vigour.

The chair-coolies put the chair down, then, and let
the winds fly against their sweating, bare-back bodies,
and then as for greeting, they sent out suddenly a
strange, clear call that echoed and re-echoed among
the peaks. ‘

‘Da la-la-la-la hoo-oo!’

Carie, hearing it, felt she might have shared in such
a cry of delight herself, strange wild answer to the
~mountains.

.. Then came the final ascent into the valley, a swift
 short ascent, and there it lay like a bowl held high to
_ the sky by the topmost peaks of the mountain range.
At one side of the bowl was the little three-room stone
-cottage Andrew had had built.

None can measure what this cottage and the valley
and the beauty and coolness meant to Carie then and
in after years. The relief of coolness at night and of
good sleep, the deep breathing of keen mountain air,
the fresh cold water streaming out of a rock and fit
for drinking without sterilizing, the freedom from
anxiety of disease for two months, the joy of seeing the
205
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children grow rosy and round and chubby by the end
of the summer when she had been wont to see them
thin and pale and languid from sleepless nights and
~sore with prickly heats and boils—all this was in-

expressible. Her thankfulness welled up in her and

she would pray aloud sometimes with the children in
one of those swift prayers of hers that were more like

a beat from her heart than speech from her lips. These

prayers she flung upward to God; whether He caught
them or not she sent them up for sheer overflow of
emotion.

She roamed the mountains with the children, pic-
nicking here and there, anywhere. She was as fond as
a child of eating out of doors, and when Andrew was
not there she might at any meal call gaily, ‘Let’s pick
up our plates and eat outside!’

There on the steps of the cottage or half»way up -
the hill as the mood caught them, they would sit and
eat and watch the sun drop behind the mountain in
the sudden way of mountain sunsets. But this only .

when Andrew was not there; he did not enjoy whimsy ’ :

and sudden plans and the discomfort of a plate and no
‘table, nor anything unusual, and when he was at home
they must all sit decorously to grace and three meals,

and Carie had to content herself with her chair placed

so that she looked out of a door flung wide open.

- For though Andrew came sometimes tothemountains

Aor a brief holiday, he did not seem to mind the heat as

.~ she and the children did. He grew more lean, seem-

~ ingly more unperturbably healthy as years passed
: 206
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He did not, as she did, feel on his own flesh and spirit
the sufferings of others. Music spoke to him not at
all and poetry never, and rarely even beauty in nature;
the voice of human suffering, also, was too often for
him the voice of those who cried out against the just

punishments for their sins sent from a just God.
It was inevitable of course that this difference in the
"natures of husband and wife grew wider or at least
more evident as time went on. Carie would not acknow-
ledge even to herself their disunion, yet she showed it
unconsciously in a thousand little impatiences which
Andrew bore silently but visibly as a trial from God,
and this manner of his endurance and even his extreme
and quiet patience did not tend to make it easier for
Carie, always uneasy because she felt she was not good

~ enough and that after all he was ‘better’ than she.
‘But this strain between the two did not appear much
*in the days when she had her children with her and
. dependent on her. Never was a woman more richly
- mother than this woman, bubbling over with a hundred -
little songs and scraps of gay nonsense to beguile a_
child from tears, and filled with wayward moods as she
was, yet her hands were swift to tenderness and care
- and quiet brooding tending when need arose. Never
was she more perfect mother than during the summers
on the mountain top when she could give herself freely
to her children. She led them here and there in search
of beauty, and she taught them to love cliffs and rugged
- rocks outlined against the sky, and to love also little
dells where ferns and moss grow about a pool. Beauty .
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she brought into her house too and filled the rooms
with ferns and flowers.

I think the search after God, which she never wholly
gave up, was easier for her on this mountain-top
because God seemed more near where there was no
human suffering to be seen. Almost any day there,
she thought, where it was easy because of beauty to be
patient and to be good, she might see Him. On Sunday
mornings she went to church in the little stone church
that was built as the community grew, and it was part
of the joy of the day that a clear little bell pealed out
an invitation. I think she never heard it without
thinking of her home, and when she went in answer
to its call, she went half in memory of her home across
the sea. But partly, too, she went to worship and to
sing, even to worship that which she did not under-
stand. For this woman, this American woman, was so
built by blood and training that all her joys led her in
spite of herself to something higher than she thought
~ herself, so that she must go seeking in spirit for that -
some one—that something to praise and thank when
life seemed good to her. She was one whom happiness
and peace moved to the very best effort in her, and
suffering and too much pain drove her mad and defiant.

Thus swiftly here and slowly there nine years passed
and again they were free if they wished to take a
furlough for a year and go home. They made ready to
go one June, letting the cottage in the mountains to
friends who needed it and setting sail from the coast
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to cross the Pacific Ocean. During these years Edwin
had grown to manhood, interminable years when
‘measured by her constant thoughts of him and by her
fears and sleepless nights. He had finished college
and was now ready for the university, and they were
therefore to spend most of this year in America, not
at the big white house but in the university town
* where Edwin was to be, the same university his father
had attended. This university was in the little old
Virginia town of Lexington, filled with historic mean-
ing and atmosphere, and Carie looked forward to this
eagerly, thinking that here she could steep the younger
children in the feeling for their own country, which
not having seen they yet loved.

But first there was the sea to cross and she was ill
and wretched as ever, so that when San Francisco
drew near she co