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Bevicatory.
THERE IS ONE
‘* Face that duly as t)ze' sun,
* Rose up for me since life begun;”
" ONE ROYAL HEART THAT NEVER FAILED ME YVET.
TO MOTHER,

As A BIRTHDAY GIFT,

. JANUAR\#437 3,A4 1889,

THE-EIGHTY-FIFTH ANNIVERSARY OF HER th’NDAUNTED‘LZ‘T,(FE, )
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S , .1 DEDICATE !
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HER ELDEST DAUGHTER’S SELF-TOLD STORY.
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@U, under Satan’s fierce control,
: I Shall Heaven on thee its rest bestow ?
I know not, but I know a soul -~ '

That might have fall’n as darkly low.

[ judge thee not, what depths of ill
) Soe’er thy fect have found or trod ;
I know a spirit and @ will
As weak, but for the help of God.

“ Shalt thou with full day-lab’rers stand,
Who hardly cansthave pruned one vine?
1 know not, but I know a hand
With an infirmity like thine.

“ Skalt thou, who hadst with scoffers part,
E er wear the crown the Christian wears 2.
7 know not, but T know a heart
As flinty, but for tears and prayers.

“ Have mercy, O thou Crucified! .
For even while I name Thy name,
. F Enow a tongue that might have lied,
Like Peter’s, and am filled with shame.”




Entrovuction.

I have been asked by the publishers of this Autobxography
~ to write the Introduction. I am very glad to be asked. There'is
B no woman in the world whose book I Wonld rather introduce than
L that of my friend and co-worker, Frances E. Willard. From the
first hour of my acquaintance with her, now more than sixteen
_years ago, she has been to me the embediment of all that is
lovely, and good, and womanly,’ and stroggl
der, in human nature. She has been my queen among women,
. and I have felt it to be one of the greatest privileges of my. life
' to call ‘her my friend. I have been inspired by her genius, I
have been cheered by her syinpathy, 1 have been taught by her
wisdom, I have been led onward and upward by her enthusiastic -
faith. We have met on almost every point of human interest,
and have been”t)ogether in joy and in' sorrow, in success and in
apparent . failure ; she has been a member of my household for
weeks together, and: I have seen her tried by prosperity and
flattery, by mlsunderstandmg and evil report; and always and
everywhere she has been the same sxmple-hearted fair-minded
- Christian ‘woman, whose one sole aim has been to-do the will of .
God as far as she knew it, and to bmr/éhatevgp of apparent ill
. He may have permitted to come up6n her, with cheerful submiis-
| sion, as being His loving discipline for the purpose of making her
 what, above all, she longs to be, a partaker of His holiness. B
L In regard to her public work she has seemed to me one of
E God's best gifts to the American women of the nineteenth cen-
tury, for she has done more to enlarge our sympathies, wided\our
outlook, and develop our gifts, than any man, or any othér woman
of her time. "Every movement for the uplifting of humanity has
found in her a cordial friend and active helper. * Every field of
finquiry or 1nmhgahon has shared in her quick, intelligent sym-
fpathy, and she has been essentially American in this, that she

; always receptive of ‘new ideas, mthout being fnghtened at
¥ [ | I

and noble and ten- - -
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“their newness. One saying of hers is eminently characteristic—
~that we have no more need to be afraid of the step just ahead
of us than we have to be afraid of the one just behind us and,
acting on this, she has always given all new suggestions 1 can-
did and fair-minded consideration, and*has kept in the forefront
. of every right movement, whether in the world of ideas or the
world of thmgs I have called ‘her to. myself, many times, our
““see-er,”’ because, liKe'all seers, she seems to have an insight
into things not visible to the eyes of most. We whq know
her best have so much:confidence, bgrn.of experience, in these
insights of hers, that I am not sure but that something once said
about us latighingly is| after-all, pretty nearly the truth : that *if
Frances' Willard should push a plank out into the ocean, and §
should beckon the white ribbon- wormen to follow her out to the ’
- end of it, they would all go without a question.”’ The reason is.

thaf we have discovered that her planks always turn out. to be -

idge across to delectable islands which she has discerned while
- yet they were invisible to us.
.How such a womdn came to be, is told us in ‘this book, and
it is a story that will, I believe, be an example and an-inspiration
to thousands of her fellow-women, who will learn here the vast
possibilities of a pure agnd holy womanhood consecrated to God
and to the service of humamty
- Howthis story came to be told is as follows: As president
for nearly ten‘vy;e‘a.Zof the great organization called the National
Woman’s Christian\’i‘emperance Union, numbering more than.
two hundred - thousagd women, scattered all over the Unitéd
States, from Mame 6 Texas, and from Florida to Alaska, Frances
- E. Willard has" won a love and loyalty that no other woman, I |

thmk ‘has ever before possessed. -It was natural that the many
- members of this widespread organization, who could not see their
' leader, should desire to reazi\the story of her life, and for some

‘time she has been besieged with requests to write her own ‘biog-

raphy. At theannual W. C. T. U. Convention held in Nashville,
- Tenn., in 1887, these desires voiced themselves in the following
resolution, unanimously.adopted by the whole convention :

>, Resolved, That in view.of the fact that t_hé'yea.r 1889 will be the fif-
teenth of the organization of the National Woman’s Christian Temperance |
Union, and also that in the same year our beloved president, Miss Frances.
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E. Willard, enters upon the fiftieth year of her strong and beautiful life,
we, the Woman’s Christian Temperance Union delegates; in National Con-
vention assembled, do request Miss Willard to prepare for publication an
autobiography, together with the history of the Woman’s Christian Tem-
Iherance Union from its birth to 188g, with a collec’aon of her addresses on
various themes.

Miss Willard was at ﬁrst averse to the plan, and put off
jelding to it as long as ‘possible. - But the white ribbon women
o not generally glve up an idea when once originated, and since .
ey had so often walked in unknown paths at %e bidding, she

o1t herself, at last, bound to walk in- this path at. their bidding.
Hence this book.
" Furthermore, the women wanted a ‘&ue story, not a story K
hat, out of a conventional modesty, would tell gnly half the truth,
1 the fear of being thought egotistic and full of self. J'heir idea
B admirably expressed in these words of Emerson, ¢ Say hon-
stly and simply that which. your 6wn experience has given you
nd you will give to the world something new, valuable and last-
Having taken, for a rarity, the authority into their own
lands, they have insisted upon’ having the work donme in their
wn way, and have required their leader to tell themall about -
erself, her work, her life, the Vefy inmost of her being, without
par or favor, because only thus could she g1ve them what they
Whoever reads this book, therefore, must remember that it
been written by request of and for the women of whom Miss
fillard is the well beloved leader, the white ribbon women of
merica ; if others see it, that is their own good fortune. It
a home book, written for her great family circle, and to be -
ad around the evening lamp. by critics who love the writer, and
ho want to learn from her experience how to live better and
fonger lives. It is a woman’s book, warm, sympathetic, off-
ind ; it is an object-lesson in American living and American
velopment, and as such can not fail to interest all those who -
nk American women worthy of a little study. It begins in_
k. West of forty years ago, picturing a pioneer farm and the
fique, out-of-door life of adventuréus young Western boys and
It tells of a free-spirited mother, who sympathized with
children rather than governed them,.and who, although she
uld have liked her daughter to learn house work, yet did not

.
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' fm;ce; her into -it, becaﬁse she had the rare good sense to know i
that it was far better to help her child to do the best-in her own }
~ line than to force her to do a half-best in dny other line, and also
because she believed every natural gift to be God-given and
eant for divine uses in serving the world, and therefore worthy |
of respect and. of development. We have in the story of this |
mother and daughter a glimpsesinto the relation between parents §
and children such as. it ought always to be, not one of arbitrary |
control on’thej_ one hand and slavish submission on the other, but §
one of cooperation, or partnership, in which each should try to
help the other to do and be their best, and should each realize §
’ the sacred duty of leaving one another free to follow, without hin-
drance, the path which they should feel called upon to pursue.
It is no small thing to have laid open before us the methods of a
. grand and truly typical mother, one who had not the help of the §
usual environment, one who made herself her children’s world. ]
Were there more such mothers as Mrs. Willard, there would be §
more such daughters as hers. Ta
The‘ father in this -story, while more reserved, and conse-
quently less manifestly sympathetic than the mother, w;is a noble]
and gifted man, of sterling goodndss, and great power in the lives §
of his children, to whom he was most devotedly attached. - There
is also a .sweet young sister who brightened the familv life for
‘‘ nineteen beautiful years,” and then left thgm for the home]
above, leaving with her latest breath a legacy of infinite value to
her sister Frances in the simple words, ¢ Tell everybody to b
good.” L - -
There is a brother, too ; a young man of great promise, en-
dowed with rare Sgerxius, and of a moét lovable nature, who left
_the world before he, had had time to do more than make a pass
ing mark on che annals of his. own. day, leaving behind him,
however, a g'e‘nﬂtle widow, whose life and work have been and
still are of great value to her family and the work of the Lord.
The book contains a history of the Woman’s Crusade agajns
the liquor traffic in 1874, and of ‘what we are accustomed to ca
© ““its sober second thought’’—the Woman’s Christian Temper
ance Union, that great organization which Mary A. Livermor
_says is *““so grahd in its aims, so superb in its equipment, so phe
nomenal in its growth, and has done so much for woman as well
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know | as for temperance, that it challenges the attention of Christen-
rown § dom, and excites the hope of all who are interested i in the welfare
d also § of humanity.”

1 and 8 Those who read between the lines pf tlns book can nof fail
mrﬂ{y JE. to see how largely the evolution of this mlghty organization has
f this.| been the work of its gentle, yet magnetic leader, whose wonder-
arent; @ ful administrative talent and superb tact, have given her an
itrary | almost unparalleled success in controllmg and guiding one of the -
r, but Jl - greatest movements of modern. times. Yet with all this success,
try to Miss Willard is, T believe, truly humble minded. When calls
realize A come from every- direction, and some seem to feel indignant, and
1t hin- - others accuse her of one thing, and still others of another, and
ursuc. i they fit her out Wlth motives, knowing nothmg whatever ahout
s of 2 Jl the facts in the case, Shé writes after this fashion : ** ‘ Am badgered-
of the SN “ to death and am not worried a hair—what do you make o’ that?
world. | I fancy the explanatxon is that, unless I am an awfully deceived

- woman, I am desirous of doing God’s will} and so the clamor on.
this footstool is Ilke, the hummmg ‘of ‘’skeeters’ outside the
curtain. It rather Iulls me into quiet.”” |No one tould realize
more deeply than she does the truth that, ** Except the Lord build.
the. city, they labor in vain: that build it,”” and she has always .
sought to commit her work and her ways to, the keeping of the
Divine Master, in a simple, child-like faith that He would lead
her-in. the way she should go, and would make all her pa#fs
straight before her. ' That this faith has .been answered to a
remarkable degree,the book before us will clearly show. :
" “The beautiful illustrations of the book are entirely the work

| of the Woman’s Temperance Publication Association, which is
bringing it out. -Miss Willard would' not have felt willing in her
" own name to send forth such personal pictures for the public
‘'gaze, but she was obliged to yield in this, as in all else concerning
the book, to the wishes and Judgment of the white ribbon womeén,
- who, for once, have got the upper-hand of their leader, and greatly
enjoy -making her do their bidding.: The W. T. P. A. took the _
whole responsblhty of the illustrations, and has prepared this
part of the volume in an unusuallyc,orxgmal and artistic manner.
Altogether, we of the W. C. T. U. of the United States look
upon this book asa most creditable witness to the.value of our
organization and to the sticcessful _working of the Woma.ns
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Temperance Publication Assoc1at10n whlch IS one of our most
promising children. .
I would like to tell a httle story in conclusion. Thereis a

creature in the sed called the Octopus, with a very small body
.but with ifnmense arms covered with suckers, radiating from
every side, that stretch themselves out to indefinite length to
. draw in all sorts of prey. Miss Willard seems to have the same.
characteristic of being able to reach out mental or spiritual arms
"to indefinite ‘lengths, whereby to draw in everything and every-
_body that seem likely to help on the cause she has at heart.
" Hence I, who have felt the grip of thosé arms- of hers, have come
to call her in our private moments, ‘* My beloved Octopus,’” and
. myself her contented victim. _
) What future histories will need to be written concermng the
“coming years of the. life here portrayed, no one can tell. But of
this I am sure, that the same Divine Hand that has led her
hitherto will still lead, and will bring her in tnumph to life’s
_close, for the motto of her heart continues more and more to be,

“Thls God shall be our God, even unto death ”

i ¢4 Grosvenor Road Westminster Embankment
Londm“.ﬁ W., England.
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Whether for good or ill, I have set down with absolute
delity these recollections.of myself. The wise omes ‘tell us that
e change utterly once in every seven lyears, so that from the
antage-ground of life’s serene meridian, I have looked back upon
he seven persons whom I know most about : the welcome child,
je romping girl, the happy student, the roving teacl;;r, 't‘he

reless traveler; the temperance organizer, and lastly, tie poli-
iamqand advocate of woman’s rights! Since all.these are
eetly dead and gone why should not theit biographies and
1taphs ‘perchance their eulogies, be Wntten by thelr best in-
rmed and most indulgent critic?.

A thousand homes in as many dxﬁ'erent towns, have klndly
enshed me in my many pilgrimagés. The fathers in those
bmes treated me with high respect, the mothers with sacred ten-
brness ; the lads and lasses with heartiest’ kmdn&ss, the blessed

e eﬁﬂdren loved me fox;.,theu mothers’ sake. :
| To them all, my heart goes out with unspeakable good‘wﬂl' .
jd gratitude. Perhaps the honest record of my fifty years may
ve them pleasure perhaps it may do good. At all events they
ked for it—at least their leaders did, in the great, genial meeting -
pt we had down South in 1887—so I have put it into black and
b te not as I would, but as I could, and “here it is.
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A &elcome CHilv.

THE LITTLE ONE WHO DIED.

“KEEP NEAR TO THY CHILDHOOD, FGR IN GOING FROM IT

THOU ART GOING FROM THE GODS.”







GLIMPSES OF FIFTY VEARS:

’

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF AN AMERICAN WOMAN.

" A LITTLE PILGRIM..

- Mother was nedrly thirty-five\when I was-born, the fourth of
‘her five children, one of whom, the first, had passed away in
infancy, and- the third at the age of fourteen months. This little
girl, Caroline Elizabeth, mother has alvéay§ spoken of as the most
_promising child she ever bore, or, for that\inattei', ever saw. “She.
‘was a wision of delight,” with deep blue eyes and - dark brown
hair ; a disposition without flaw, her nerves being so well encased
and her little spirit so perfectly equipoised that she would sit or
lie in her cradle cooing to herself by the hour, and when she rode, -
the beauty of the world outdoors seemed so well apprehended by
this seraphic child that her little hands were constantly out-
stretched and her.sweet eyes were full of light and comprehension,
while her silvery voice took on such an ecstasy“as was remarked -
by all who knew her. My little sister passed to heaven just as
she began to speak the language of this world. My mother’s
first great grief then broke her heart, and as I came less than one
year afterward, the deep questionings and quivering pathos of her
spirit had their effect on mine. .She lived much with her books,
especially the Bible and the poets, in this chastened interval.
Many a time has she said to me, ‘‘ Frank, above all things else
thank heaven you were @ welcome ckild, for 1 had prayed so often




2 Heredity.

that another little girl might come into our home for us to love.”
She says she hoped this also for my brother's sake, who was five
years my senior and then her only child. During this year ‘she
often went to singing-school and there saw a young woman.
with fair complexion, aubumn hair @nd blue eyes, moving about
among the people to take their names. Mother says she liked
the quiet, intelligent and rapid way in which the work was done,
and in her heart earnestly wished that the little one whose coming
was her constant thought, might be a girl, and might grow up to
be such a young woman as the one she watched with thoughtful .
and observant eyes.

And that is all T choose to tell of my heredity.

It has been my good fortune to have.an accomplished ste-
~.nographer always within call the last few years, and since my
mother’s hand is not so steady as it once was, she often has a
sitting with Miss Mitchell, who takes down her words of remi-
" niscence and of wisdom. This serves to give needed variety to
‘my mother’s life, and also to preserve very many facts other-
wise lost. - i '

Some notes here. follow in reply to questlons asked her by an -
interested friend.

‘“What do you recall about your daughter s birth ?”’

“Tt occurred at eleven o’clock, Thursday morning, September
28, 1839, in our quiet home on the principal street of Churchville,
Monroe County, N. V., fourteen miles west of Rochester. Dr.
Lillie, a refined and unusually gifted physician and a great friend
of my husband’s, presided at her advent. I remember saying,
‘Isit a little girl?’ and my unspeakable joy on learning that my -
long prayer was answered. . ‘ Why did you rot tell her withou
being asked?’ said Frank’s Aunt Elizabeth, who was present,
and Dr. Lillie answered, ‘ Because I did n’t choose to please her
weéll enough,’ which was meant as a piquant little remark to
enliven me the more, for he well knew how eager were my empty
" arms to clasp another girl-baby to my breast. Every morning the
lonesome little brother would run down-stairs without waiting to.
dress, and exclaim, ‘ Ma, is the baby dead ?’ he so much feared it;

_ as the sweet one had died the year before; and when he found that
Frank lived on, he still would come when he awoke and say,
¢ Ma, is the baby well ? ’




Deacon flall’s Fa miély. 3

““The principal family in Churchville was that of Deacon
Hall, the merchant of the village. - They were Presbyterians, and
itused to be said that the Deacon extended one, two, three or four
hngers of his hand to those who came as customers, according to
his estimation of their social status. Mrs. Hall was a lovely
woman, a sort of “Lady Bountiful.” Living just across the street
from them, we wereamong the very few families that were admitted
to the charmed circle of their home. It-was vonsidered a distin-
guished honor. ‘Mrs: Hall was with me when Frank made her
first appearance, and took such a fancy to her that she used to
come across the street every momning for six weeks to give the
little baby her bath, and look after her generally. " ‘The family
consistéd of five sons, four daughters and two relatives, cousins,
I think ‘they were, of Mrs. Hall, Miss Ruth Rogers and her
brother Joshua. Miss Rogers afterward married Elisha Harmon,
a staunch young farmer and miller some few miles away, and be-
came the mother of Mrs. Folsom, who is now President Cleve-
land’s mother-in-law.. Miss Rogers was a”handsome, well-poised,
vigorous young woman, whom I remember to have thought
specially agreeable and promising. She entered heartily into all |

_the work and amusements of her cousins and was greatly beloved
by them. Her granddaughter, Mrs. Cleveland, no doubt owes
to her many of the fine qualities with which she is endowed.
Deacon Hail's family were conservative in manner, and we could
but appreciatz= the cordial welcome they gave us when we removed
to the village. When Frank’s eldest sister, Caroline Elizabeth,
died less than a year before Frank was born, and my heart was
well- nlgh broken, I prized beyond all words their active sym- -
pathy; the lécted nothing in their power to do, that could
palliate that feamk
both young and old, evinced much anxxety for me and for the
baby’s safety and welfare.”’ :

‘ ‘‘ What sort of a looking baby was Frances Elizabeth, any-
how?” pursued the questioner, whereupon, after the fashion of
‘mothers since the world began, this answer came: *‘ Very pretty,
with sunny. hair, blue eyes, delicate features, fair complexion,
long waist, short 11mbs. She was called the doll-baby of the
vﬂlage ”

““ Was'she brought up by hand 2" Answer “ Yes, she was,

.




4 ““ Ske Gives T rouble Enoug/z »

- ~~‘as»we used to say in the old-fashloned phrase -a bottle baby,
or one ‘brought up by-hand’ after the first four we ﬂs on. ac-
count of my not being strong.- But I ought toadd-for her present
reputation’s sake, she had no “affinity for the bottle—puttmg it o
away when ten months old with no regret. She suffered very
much from teething, more than any other of my children, bemg
of an organism remarkably susceptible to physical pain. She
always slept with both hands’ on my face. She was a very affec-
'tldnate little creature. She could talk some time before she
could walk, speaking quite wisely at fourteen months, but not
walking until twenty-four months old. * As a little girl she was
very confiding and fond of her childish friends, even beyond What
one expects to see at that period.

“ Her father used to say when walking to and fro with her at
night, her vigorous lungs in full action, sending forth screams that amus
- could be heard in the remotest part of the house, ‘I declare, this her £
young one ought to amount to something, she gives troub}e boys
enough!’” He was very kind as a care-taker of the children, ’ very 1
sharing with me far more than husbands usually do, or did in < e
those days, the work of bringing up our little ones.. He would
get up at night, heat the milk for the crying baby, and do his
best to reconcile her to the hard bit of ivory now replaced by the’
gutta-percha tube.
¢ She dearly loved her brother Oliver and 51ster Mary, who
were ever ready to enter into her plans for pastime. ‘They were
very much to one another always. She was mentally precocious,
but physically delicate beyond any other of my children., She
Wwas inventive. ;md original in her amusements. ‘This last used
particularly to 1mpress me. . She early manifested an exceeding
fondness for books -She belleV ed in herself, and in her teachers.
Her bias toward certain studies and pursuits was very marked. .
Even in the privacy. of her own room she was often in a sort of
ecstasy of aspiration. In her childhood, and always, she strongly
repelled occupations not to her taste, but wus cager to grapple
with principles, philosophies, and philanthropies, and unweary- )
"‘*\mgly‘md\u&t\iﬂxs along her favorite lines. I wonder sometimes
¢ that I had the wit to—let-her do what she preferred instead of § -

, *obhgmg her to take up housework as did-all-the other gu'ls of

* our acquaintance. She was an untramed vine rambling whlther-
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: 46 Stssy’s Dress Aches.” . [

soever she would. When she was two years oid we removed from
Churchville, to Oberlin, Ohio, her Aunt Sarah going with us.
I held Frank all the way. It was a tiresome journey, for. we™
“went by carriage. She often put her little arms around my neck,
laid her liead upon my shoulder and said, < Mamma, sissy's dress
aches !’ It rejoices me to believe that she mtumvely recognized
the fact that it is not one’s real -self that is ever tired, but only '
this dress of mortality that aches sometimes.
“ She used to see the students rehearsing their speeches and
would get up an amusing imitation of ‘them, when but three
. years old. Many a tithe I have:seen her standmg on the well-
curb or on top of the gate-post imitating the gestures of some
bright young sophomore who stoed there, ‘laying it off* for her
amusement. She was very “fond - ‘of playing outdoors, indoor
amusements seeming irksome to her always. Her brother was
her favorite comrade, and his sturdy little -playmates among the
boys would sometimes call her ‘Tomboy,’ whlch she r&sented
very much and I did for her. ‘ \ :
* ““Once sheé ran away when about ‘three years old going
‘through the fields and creeping under the fences, so that when,
" after a great fright, she was discovered, her brother said it was
pitiful to see the little creature’s bravery combined with her pant-
‘ing fatigue, for she did her utmost not to be overtaken. ‘
“She used often to go with me to church where President
Finney usually preached. She said his great light eyes, white
eyebrows, and vigorous manner were to her like a combination -
of thunder and lightning ; lightning in his look, thunder in his:-
xoice. I am sure her impressionable spirit became somewhat
Trightened by the thought of Christianity as administered by
that great orator, who was very much’given to rehearsing in our
hearing the pains and penalties of the condemned.’
- So much for mother's memories of my babyhood and early
years. at dear old Oberlin.
The first religious teaching that I can call to mmd is the
learmng of this sweet prayer of:every little child :
“Now I lay me down to sleep,
1 pray the Lord my sotfto keep,
If 1 should die before I wake, : .

_ I pray the Lord my soul to take,
" And-this-I-ask for Jesus’ sake” .




A Frightened Child.

Mother taught me that before T can remember, but it seems to -

. me I can recall, though it may be but the: memory of a memory,
“her sitting with a little“Testament in hand and telling me it was
God’s message to us, and that ‘instinctively within my spirit rose
the thought and utterance, ‘‘ How do you know?”. I was not
one who naturally took thmgs for granted. ft was intuitive
with me to seck for ‘causes and for reasons. My faith faculty
was not naturall; strong, and yet when I say so, it almost seems
as if I did injustice to my gift in that regard. Mother was sur-
prised at my inquiries and called me playfully, in talking with
ler friends, her ‘‘little infidel,”’ But I have always thought my
infidelity was of that harmless kind quite curiously illustrated
by an incident' in my brother Oliver’s four years’ old period.

At that date, we did not have family prayers, though I have

no recollectlon of such a graceless time in our family history.
When my parents took my brother to- my mother’s home, her
father, whoyas a most devout and earnest man, had prayers
- both night and moming, and little Ollie, as she called him, said

to her one day, looking up with his blue eyes, so full of questions -

. always, *“ Mamma, what does gran’sir say to- the chair when he
* gets down on his legs?”’ The sunple fact was he proposed to

investigate a phenomenon with whlch he was not- famlllar and

this he had a most undoubted right to do.-

All through my childhood I.was docile toward the supérnat-
ural, wpndenng about it, with great sighs in my little breast, but I
think'I"should not have feared it so much if a man who died next
door to us had not been ‘‘laid out”’ in such a chilly shroud, and
had not been so repellent in death. At Jeast, I know that the first
fright my spirit got was when my father lifted me up, a child not
five years old, and held me qulte close down to see what was
inside that coffin. I never had a blow that struck so deep as did
that sighit; I never had a burn that seared so, nor a pain that
tingled like it. Young as I was, something in me akin to a high
dignity, resented’ thls rude introduction to what then seemed the

*“King of Terrors.”” I never said it, but I always felt I had.

received an injury, suffered 2 wrong. On pleasant summer days,

out in the bright, sunshiny weathier, thoughts ‘‘too deep for

tears’’’ have come to me when I remembered seeing. that. It
- seems to me thabwe mtrude upon the royal little heart of chxld-
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“ Talking Religion.” g

hood when we thrust upon it such a cruel blow. Always since
then, in spite of all my faith and the fervors I have known relig-
jously, there is about the thought of death the clammy horror
- stamped upon me when I saw that face. So I mused much why
these things were, and could but wonder, if we had a God so kind,”
why he should make us fair and sweet as children, bright and
happy in youth, serene and strong in niiddle-life and then send
us away like that! I have often heard good people say they-
*thought it necessary to take their children early to a funeral,”
but why they must do this I can not see. If the first sight of
death could be some sweet and lovely face, such as I have some-
times beheld since then, the impression of childhood’s plastic’
little- nature would surely be far more in keepmg w1th what we
believe death really is.
The years went on, and thle my sister Marg was always.
- willing, at least, I was strongly averse when ‘‘ they came to talk -
religion,” as I was wont to call it. I would sit silent and let
them have their say, but seldom answered save in monosyllables,
in case T must. We could not often go to church because we
- lived three miles away and the minister had to ** preach around”’
at different appointments. Nor did we have much Sunday-school
ihstruction. I am ashamed that 'what we had I can not specially
recall, except that I learned by heart many chapters in the four

GOspelb the first scripture that I ever committed to memory being "

what mother says is the first she ever learned, “‘ In the beginning
was the Word.” = We always had for Sunday reading the little -
Sunday-School Advocate, so well known to Methodist Sunday- o
school children, and the Myrtle, a pretty juvenile paper, the
organ of the Free-Will Baptist Sunday-schools. Besides this, we
took any number of books, sometimes five at once, out of the
' Sunday-school library, and nothing was more familiar to me than
those words upon the title page, ‘‘ Revised by D. P. Kidder.”
W& afterward became acquainted with this honored son of the
church when we came to live- in Evanston. The things I
loved to read, however, in all' these books and papers, were
stories of adventure, when I could get them—which was seldomn—
historical facts, dialogues about nature, of which there were many,
and anything .that taught me what sort of a world .was this of
which I had become a resident. ‘‘The Slave’s Friend,” that




8 Singing ‘and Speaking.

" earliest book of all mx reading, stamped upon me the purpose to
help humanity, the sense of brotherhood, of all nations as really
one, and of God as the equal Father of all races. “This, perhaps,
was a better sort of religion than some Sunday-school books
would have given. It occurs to me that I have not estimated at.
its true value that nugget of a little fanatical volume published
for children by the Antislavery Society. Some-one gave me the
** Life of Nathan Dickerman,’’ whose charming face as represented
in the frbntispiece attracted me immensely, and I think it was for
its sake I read the book through. He was a dear boy, a little
saint, and I grieved over his death. The ¢ Children’s Pilgrim’s
Progress’’ was a charm, the sweetest book of all my childhood, and
while I loved Christiana and the boys and Mercy, how like a per-
sonal Providence grew on my fancy the character of Greatheart !
Feeling as I do even now, the impress of those earliest books, I
grieve sadly to have missed the helpfulness and. S\veetness of .
nature I might have learned from ‘‘Little Lord Fauntleroy.””

" Happy children of the present, do not fail to read it, every one !

After all, the best religion of a theoretical kind came to us in
our Sunday hour of song. I early learned to play on the melo-
deon, as it was called, but had no fancy for the piano, and I re-
memjberr how much meaning, sweet and solemn, we used' to find
in the deep tones of the instrument and of my father’s voice as
we sang the hymns we loved. )

My first appearance on the stage was in Oberkin, Ohio, at

‘the age of three or four, when my father used to stand me up on
a chair and have me sing for guests in my queer little voice,
_especially after a dinner, as I remember, the song was always
this : : ' o :

o T%ey called mé blue-eyed Mary when friends and fortune smiled .

But oh, how fortunes vary! I now am sorrow’s child ; -

Kind sir, then take these posies, they’re fading like my youth,

But nevér like these roses shall wither Mary’s truth.” .

When, mother stood me up on a chair to speak, it was a more
‘warlike ‘‘piece.”” Father would have something feminine, or -
else nothing at all ; but mother would let me select what I liked,
and this is a specimen of my choice at the age of ten years: -

O sacred Truth! thy triumph ceased a while,
~ And Hope, thy sister, ceased like thee to smile,










Al}:nost Named for Quem Vzdona

‘When leagued oppressxon poured to Northern wars
_Her whiskered pandours and her fierce hussars.
Tumultuous horror brooded o'er the van,
Presaging wrath to Poland—and to man !
Warsaw’s-last champion from her heights surveyed
Wide o'er the fields a waste of ruin laid—

‘Ohb, Heaven!’ he cried, ‘my bleeding country save!
Is there no hanad on high to shield the brave?

Yet, though destruction sweep these lovely plains,
Rise, fellowmen ! our country yet remains!

By that dread name, we wave the sword on hlgh
And swear for her to live l—with her to die !’ -

In vain, alas! in vain, ye gallant few,

From rank to rank your volleyed thunders flew; -
Hopé, for a season, bade the world farewell,

And Freedom shrieked, as Kosciusko fell!”’

I can recall the stirring of my little heart as the drama of the
brief poem proceeded and how almost impossible it was for me
to hold my voice steady so-as to give the closing lines. Mother |
taught me how to speak it, where to put in the volume of sound
and the soft, repressed utterance, and as for the pathos I knew
where to put that in myself

In 1868, at Warsaw, the capital of Poland I stood be51de the

monument of Kosciusko, and while my tourist comrades read
about it in their guide-books, I repeated softly to myself the poem -
I had learned on thié Wisconsin prairies, and looked up with wor-
khipful glance at the statue of the hero for whom my heart ached
bnd my eyes filled with tears when I was but a child.

I came very near being named for Queen Victoria! Indeed,
my mother was quite bent upon it. ‘T'he youthful “sovereign had

ecently come to her throne, and the papers were full of accounts

fof her earnest Christian character, while the highest expectations
ere cherished of what she would accomplish for humanity. But
my father said it would ook as if we, who were the most demo-,
fratic people in the world, were catering to the popular 1dea, and,
jwhat was worse, rega.rdzed royalty with favor, so mother did not
have her wish, but was well pleased with- the name . Frances
lizabeth Carohne, which she and father, in council with my
ore of uncles, aunts and cousins, concocted after much - con-
tation. Frances was a ‘‘ fancy name,” so fatner sald Franc&i




10 . Takes Dancing-steps to a Missionary Tune.
. F
Burney, the English writer, and. Frances Osgood the American
poet, were names that had attracted his attention, and he bestowed
their Christian name upon what was then his only daughter.
iizabeth was for my mother’s s third sister, described in *‘ Nineteen
Beautiful Years’’ as one of the truest women that ever breathed,
brave, delicate, and with a piquant speech and manner. Her life
was sorrowful by reason of an unhappy marriage, and her death
in the prime of her years was a release. Caroline (so stands my
third name in the old famlly Bible) was my father’s youngest
- sister, of whom it may justly be said, .
. S

T

“ None knew her but to love her,
None named her but to praise.” .

‘Blithe as the birds, refreshing as the showefs of spring, she [
led .a rarely happy life. After the death of her noble husband, §
Hosea Town, she and her brother, Zophar Willard (he being a
widower by reason of my mother’s second sister’s death), shared
the same house, and, having a competence of this world’s goods,
were generous helpers of every worthy cause.

" My mother had much care about our manners, for we saw
nothing of ‘society, and she knew that we were missing real ad-
vantages, while at the same time we were escaping real dangers.

- Of course we did not learn. to dance, but mother had a whole Jff
system of calisthenics that she learned at Oberlin, which she used
to put us through unmercifully, as T thought, since I preferred
capering at my own sweet will, out-of-doors. There was a little

_verse that she would sing in her sweet voice and have us-*‘ take
-steps”’.to the time ; but the droll part was that the verse was out
of a missionary hymn. And this is as nmear as I ever came to '

" dancing school ! . I only remember this: ‘

¢ Bounding billows, 'cease thy motion,

. Bear me not so swiftly o’er!

Cease thy motion, foaming ocean,
I will tempt thy rage no more.

For I go where duty leads me,
Far across the blllowy deep,

‘Where no friend or foe can heed me,
Where no wife for me shall weep

What a spectacle was that! Mother t&chmg her children

P 3



Not Handsome, to Say the Least. . 11

Chesterﬁeld’s letters to his son, and. we read it over and over
again. We used to try and carry out its ceremonial, to some extent,
when we had our make-believe banquets and Fourth of Julys.

Our Mary carried conscientiousness to the point of morbidity.

1 remember one day when I was working in my. little garden
kouth of Forest Home, that Mary came around there, standing up
bind looking so tear-stained and discontented, and said, “*#rank,
I have don€ so and so; don’t you think .it was wrong?”” and
‘hat she did was so infinitesimal as not to be worth the thinking
of, much less repeating. ‘The poor little thing went on and told
ne SO many things that -I, who had no such ‘' conscientious
ktreak,”” as I used to call it, in 1ne, said to her that I was tired

of this ; that I should have a talk with mother ; that it was moral
inhealthfulness, and that she never would be strong and happy-
fshe did not give it up. I was the day-book of her ill-desert,
pud mother was the ledger. ‘The books were posted every night.
Chis was when Mary was about ten years of age. She afterward |
putgrew the morbid part and only retained the beautiful and
ofty sense of duty in Whlch she eXcelled all other persons whom
have eyer known.

We have all heard the story of that phllosophlcal boy. Who,
vhen lookmg at a misshapen tree, said ‘‘ Somebody must have -
tepped upon it when it was a little fellow. »’

- In but one particular did a calannty of this sort befall me as
 child, and that related to my personal appearance. Soothed,
ralsed and left at hberty by my mother, that home delty ofa
ensitive child, all happy hopes were mine, save one—I was n’t’
ie least: bit’ good looking ! " T'o make this fact more patent and -
ronounéed, my younger sister was remarkably attractive. - She
a5 plump, and I was thin; she had abundant, pretty hair of
rown ; and mine, when a little girl, was rather sparse and posi-
vely red, though my dear mother would never permit me or
Y )body else to say so. - When in "those early days at Oberlin,
bme hateful boy would call out ““Red head? as I passed, or.
hen my quick temper had vented [itself upon my brother in -
pme spiteful  way, and he used the same opprobrious. epithet, I
ould run at once to mother and tell her with Trebellious tears of
his outrageous treatment. Her beautiful hand would smooth -

hated hair with ‘a tenderness so magical that under it the
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" scanty strands seemed, for the moment, turned to gold, as the
kindest of all voices said; . Don’t mind those boys, Frankie, the
poor things don’t know what they are saymg you get your hair
from your Grandfather Hill; his was quite bright-colored (she
never would say ‘‘7ed’’ ) when he was a little boy, but it was a
lovely gold-brown when he grew up; and so will yours be. I]
~ wish' you could have seen your Grandpa Hill’s queue, a thick
braid smartly tied up with'a black ribbon. I never saw a hand-
somer head of hair. We children cried whep the fashion changed
and father’s queue had to be cut off. - You are like him, every
way, and he was the noblest-lookmg man in all the country
round.”’
Sweet Ingenulty,of mother-love! How quickly it comforted

my heart and so transformed my thoughts thut I forgot myself and
' saw before me only the brave figure of my Grandpa, Hill! But
there were not wanting other witnesses who took sides with my
mirror rather than with my mother. OQur first dear music teacher,
Mary King; of Milwaukee, a blind lady who had graduatéd/from -
the Institute for the Blind, ir New York, married an Englishman j§
who worked for us, and he told me repeatedly that it was a great
pity for a girl to be so- ‘‘plain looking”’ as f? especially when
she had a younger. sister so attractive. One of two distant
.relatives, a girl near my own age, said on slight:acquaintance, [f’
““Are n't you sorry to be homely, Frank?” "and the other|f
declared ‘‘to my very face” that I was ‘‘the drawn image of JP
. Mrs. B.,” who was the farthest from good looks -of anybody,
because while, like myself she had regular features, her eyes
“were pale, her complexion was lifeless, and her hair the color of
old hay. But when I bemoaned myself to mother and Mary, offf
- whom I could no more have been jealous than the left hand can
‘be of the right, mother would say, ‘* Come, now, Frank, this isff
. getting-a ‘little monotonous.” I think you wrong your Heavenly
Father who has fitted you out so well,”” and then she would
analyze each feature and put upon it the stamp of her approval g
" while my genial-hearted sister would echo. every Word and say,jk
‘ Besides, you have father’s nice figure and the small hands and
feet of both housés, so, as mother says, it is dowh;_ight sin fo
you to berate yourself in this way.” Dear hearts!. If they couldf
but have waved a fairy wand over my head, so often bowed [
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because of this one grief, how soon they would have endowed
enth Diana's beauty and been far 'happxer so than to have
gamed it for themselves.
In my teens I became a devoted student of Emerson and
took this verse as a motto: : i / '

I pray the prayer of Plato old, s
Oh, make me beautiful within,
And may mine eyes the good behold,
In everything save sin. ”’

‘“’T'he mind hath features as the body hath *’—mother used to
din that thought into-my ears; ‘“ Handsome is that handsome
does, >’ was my father’s frequent proverb ; *Never mind, Frank,
if you are n’t the handsomest girl in the school, I hear them say
you are the smartest,’”’ were my brother’s cheery words, and so
that magic tie of home love and loyalty ‘helped me along until
the homeliest of mother's children slowly outgrew the pang
of being so.

- When I was thirty-five T made my first temperance speech
fawvay. from home—Evanston and Chicago counting as home ever
since T. was eighteen. It was in Portland, Maine, September 14,
1874, and years afterward a friend sent me the letter that follows,
ritten by a mother. t6 her children, without a thought that it
ould ever meet my eye. What I have just revealed about my
breatest personal disadvantage will make it easier to estimate the
erateful rejoicing wi'th which I read these lines :

“ Last night I attended a temperance meeting in the elegant
Baptist church here.. Icounted eighteen bouquets of flowers, he-
ides a handsome hanging-basket over the pulpit. Though very
arge, the church was literally packed.. The speakers were men .
pnd women.  Miss Frances Willard, late Dean of the Woman’s ~

ollege in Northwestern University, made the speech .of the.

pvening.  Her language was remarkable for simplicity and elo-
juence. She told the story of her first awakening to the need of
pomen’s work, in the great ‘Temperance Crusade.’ There
jas a pathos in some of the pictures which she drew that caused
tvenn the men to weep. Having been Principal of a Ladies’

bchool, she was very refined and highly cultivated.  She has a
i alght elegant figure, an oval face, a wealth of light brown.
air, and a clear, bell-like voice;made hera very effective speaker.

he i is the first woman I ever heard in public. Four others spoke,

Al wore their bonnets. ” o o




Big Words—Boys’ Marbles.

Now, though I knew this dear lady must have sat far bac}
so that she did n’t even note my eye-glasses, I thanked God ax
took courage as I read her no doubt honestly-intentioned lisies,

My mother’s greatest friend and solace was Mrs. Hodg{
wife of the Vale College graduate and Oberlin College tutori
Latin, who, for his children’s sake, .taught our district schooli
1854. Our homes were about a mile apart and their ‘‘cheek b
jowl conferences,’’ as my father playfully called them, occurre
perhaps once a fortnight and related to their two favorite theme
s How to be Christians ourselves,”” and *‘ How to train our lit
ones.” Mr. and Mrs. Hodge had decided literary gifts and we
well versed in the best Enghsh authors To her I went, by m
mother’s advice, to read my composmons in verse and pross
She was kind but not enthusidstic.. From her unsparing crif
cisms I went swiftly home to mother to get my spiritual streng
renewed. But I think now that Mrs, Hodge who under favoriy
fortunes would have been a successful hterary woman, took
wise view of the situation. ‘‘ Frank will have a long youth,
was one of her oracular remarks to my mother; ‘‘she mat
so slowly in body and mind. At fifteen years old she has

' phy51que of a girl of twelve years, and though in some things
very acute, she has the crudeness ~f penmauship, pastime anf§’

manner that belong to childhood. When I hear the large word
she uses, and then see her down in the mud playing marbles wi
my little boys, I can only explain the incongruity on the hypot]
esis that she patterned her talk after:that of her parents and b
olay after her own chlldlsh fancy

B
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CHAPTER 1.

4

MY APPRENTICESHIP TO NATURE.

““ These as they change, Almighty Father, these
Are but the varied God ; the rolling year
Is full of Thee; forth in the pleasing spring
Thy beauty walks, thy teuderuess and love.” .
— Thomson’s Seasoms.
The above lines from' a book early and often read by me,
express what, from my earliest' recollection, has been to me the
constant, universal voice that speaks from Nature’s heart. Iloved
the poets because they uttered the wonder and the ‘worship of
which my soul was full; my mother’s memory was stored with
their words of inspiration, and from her lips I-learned much of’
Coleridge, Cowper, Thomson; and other great interpreters. I
have never elsewhere heard Wordsworth’ s ‘‘Intimations of Im-
mortality > repeated with the delicate appreciation that was - in
her voice when she once more rendered .t for me recently, on
the verge of her eighty-fifth year. ! »
How often looking up into the heavens from the Wlde prairies
of our farm,. I repeated, almost with tears, what she had taught
me from Joseph Addison : :
““The spacious firmament on high
And all the blue ethereal sky
With spangled heavens, a shining frame,
Their Great Original proclaim ;
The unwearied sun from day to day
‘Doth his Creator’s power display,
And publishes to every land
The work of an Almighty band.” -

Earth with her thousand voices, praises God has always

en-a truth upspringing- hke a prayer out of my -heart, and
ning bxtter thmgs to sweet :

(o
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“Ncar fo Nalures Heart.”

My mother says that her own mother an unschooled but a
God-smitten nature, who knew nothing of the poets, loved to
walk the waods-and fields alone, and to go forth under the open
sky at night, praising with voice of rapture, the great and blessed
Spirit who had made the universe so beautiful.

My fathet had a heart that beat closer to Nature’ s own, than
mother’s, even : she felt the moral aspects of birds and woods and
sky; he loved them simply for themselves. - He felt at one with
. them ; their sweet, shy seérets seemed to be open o him. ' The
ways of birds and butterflies, the habits of gophers, squlrrels, and
ants—he seemed to know about them as a faun might, and he
~ taughtTus, Sunday and every day, to learn them ; to know the

* various herbs and what their uses were ; to notice different grasses
and learn their pames; to tell the names of curious wild flowers.
When he found something new to him in any ﬂoral line, ‘he
brought it home asa. great curiosity to ‘‘ study up.” Asa gar-
. dener and. pomologist, he had few equals, and, later on, he was-

for-years pre51dent of the State ‘Agricultural and Horticultural

Society. He always carried his little 'spy-glass, folded two-foot

measure, and pocket thermometer, teachmg us how to use them.

He carried a tape-line, too, and was fond. of measuring the girth
“of trees, and he taught us to make a thorough study of the

weather as well as of the woods.

All these observations were made at ‘* Forest Home ¥ a farm
in Wisconsin where we lived from my seventh to my nineteenth
year, a farm that we made out of the woods and prairies, little by
little, putting up all the buildings and stocking it so well that it
became the prize farm of Rock county. -

The way of it was this: after four years of hard study in
Oberlin College, my father’s health, which never was strong,

" showed symiptoms of a decline, and he decided to go West. There
was no railroad and so we put our household goods into white-
- covered wagons, of which father drove one; my brother Oliver,
twelve years old, another; and my mother the third. In front of
her, on father’s writing-desk, sat my little sister and I, aged seven
" and four. "‘The big Newfoundland dog, Fido, trotted behind this
procession. - When we reached Chicago we found so many mud
holes with big signs up, ‘‘ No bottom here,”” that fa
““would n 't be hlred to live in such a place.” When
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great Lake Michigan, we little girls were afraid. Oliver brought
us pretty pebbles with wave-ripples marked on them, and I threw
them away, saying they ‘‘made me hear the roaritig of that
atvful sea.”” Once the horse that mother drove went down in the
quicksand almost to the ears, and men had to come with rails
from the fences and pry him out. We never traveled on Sunday,
and it took us over three weeks to reich our destination, and
after living in Janesville, the county-seat, a few weeks, while the
house of the farm was building, we moved into it before it had
any- windows or much of any roof. But it was beautiful June
weather, and we children thought the whole affair a sort of joke
and* ““as’ good as a picnic.”’ The cook-stove was set up out-of- -
doors, and the shavings and bits of shingles made nice playthings.
Otiver built a play-house for his sisters, with a make-believe
oven where we could have a real fire, and also a make-believe .
‘stable for Fido, who was our make-believe horse. = Father's
-tenants; who lived in a log-house by the beautiful Rock river -
near by, brought us fish ahc_l game; and vegetables from their
garden. There were calves, pigs and chickens to play with, and
we children, who had always lived in town, thought there was
never anything half so delightful as this new home in the edge of
the fine groves of‘oak-and hickory that lined the river, and look-
ing out on the prame that stretched away toward the east untilit -
‘met the sky. . :

" As years passed on, we learned to love it more and more,
and never thought of being lonesome ; though, except the tenants,
we had no neighbors within a mile and never went anywhere in.
general or saw anybody in particular. - We had no. toys except
what we made for ourselves, but as father had a nice “kit;’ of

strong, [ carpenter’s tools, we learned to use them, and made carts, sieds,

There § stilts, cross-guns; bows and arrows, ‘‘darts,”” and I don’t know

what besides, for our amusement. Oliver was very kind to-his

Oliver, [ sisters and let us do anything we liked that he did. He was not
one of those selfish, mannish boys, who think. they know every-
thing and their sisters nothing, and who'say, * You're only a girl,
you can’t go with me,” but when he was in the fields plowing he
would let us ride on the beam or on the horse’s back ; and when
he went huntmgl often insisted on going along, and he never
made ﬁm2of me but would even let me load the gun, and I can
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~also testify that he made not the shghtest objection to my carry-
ing the game!

‘Once when we had lived on the farm several years, a bright
girl came from Janesville to spend a week with us. Her name
was Flora Comfort, and she was our pastor’s daughter. She told

s ‘“ She should think we would get lonesome, away down there |8
in the woods.” “To this remark we took great exceptions, for we
had begun to think that ‘“ Forest Home’’ was the ‘ hub of the
universe,”” and to pity everybody who did n’t have the pleasure
of living there. So I spoke up and said, ‘“‘If we ought to have
a city here, we will have one: It won’t take long to show you
how that is done. You town people depend on others for your
good times, but, as mether is always saying, we have to depend
on our own resources, and I propose now that we set at work and
haire a town of our own.” .

This proposition met with great favor. We told father of it
when he came home from Janesville, whither he went on busm&
almost daily, and he said, ** All right, go ahead.”

So a consultation ‘was held in ‘“The Studio,”” as I calleda
room fitted up in the attic, where my sister and I were wont toff’
mould in clay, making all sorts of utensils as well as what we were
pleased to call *“ statues,” of whose general effect the less said the
better. ‘There we consulted long and loudly about the plan ofa
city, and who should be the officers, who edit the paper, how the
streets should be named, and many other subjects of equal import.
At last little Mary grew tired and wefit to sleep on the old “‘settee,”
while Oliver, Flora and I held high discourse, the burden of
which was a name' for the new city and how it should be gov-
erned. - We decided at once that it should have no .saloons, no
billiard halls, and that it would not need a 