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CHAPTER ONE
Cuba Journey

@ the sixth of December, 1833, the newspaper-reading public
of Boston and Salem was informed that Masonic organizations
constituted a secret menace to government. The New England
Palladium and Advertiser devoted most of its space to this subject.
The Salem Gazette, on the other hand, regarded as still more
dangerous the preaching of Boston's great Unitarian, Dr. William
Ellery Channing. Had Dr. Channing miscounted, when he told
how few were the alusions to hell and damnation in Holy Scrip-
ture? In the Gazette's opinion, he had indeed! On a day such as
this, when six vessds cleared Boston harbor for foreign ports, no
item so personal as a passenger list was usually considered worthy
of publication. There was, however, one notable exception. Just be-
low the shipping news, the Boston Advertiser printed a small notice:

PASSENGERS
In the Newcastle for Havana, Misses Sophia and Mary Peabody
and servant, Madam Girault, Mrs. Hull, Messrs. Jss Burroughs,
Cleveland, L. Stockwell, J. Humphrey and Henry Gilmer.

It was actually on Wednesday, December 4, that the Peabodys
of Salem made their way along Central Wharf, Boston. Among the
confusing waterfront crowd of passengers, porters, dock hands and
seamen, they presented a compact family group united against the
world. Mother Peabody, her face pale with a stoic New England
effort to restrain her tears, led the way. But aso in the vanguard
strode her daughter Elizabeth, oldest of the Peabody sisters. There
was no telltale swelling around Elizabeth's eyelids; her blue eyes
shone with triumph as she too tried to take the lead. Behind the two
women came Dr. Peabody, giving his arm to his youngest daughter,
the frail Sophia. His wife and his oldest daughter succeeded in
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blocking Sophia's path fully as often as they cleared it, and the
Doctor loudly expressed his annoyance. His remarks went un-
heeded as usual — save for a few pacifying words from Mary,
second of the sisters, who brought up the rear. Although also bound
for Cuba, Mary shared none of the attention lavished upon Sophia.
Withdrawn and self-contained, she walked with the family— yet
alone.

Dr. Peabody glanced curiously at his daughter Sophia, whose
hand rested so lightly on his arm. She had been an invalid for most
of her twenty-four years. Recently, her life had been despaired of,
and this voyage upon which she and her sister Mary were bound
was a journey for health. Yet here was Sophia, small-boned and
fragile to be sure, but walking with a gay rhythm that was almost
dancing. She had a delicate flush in her cheeks and her wide gray
eyes were alight with anticipation. If she had one of her chronic
headaches, she had certainly forgotten it for the moment at
least.

This Cuba journey had been all Elizabeth's doing. "Impossible,"
her father had said, mindful of his pitifully small practice as physi-
cian and dentist. But Lizzie had managed. She had found a place for
Mary as governess in a wealthy planter's family. Mary's salary
would be negligible, since Sophia was to live at the hacienda and be
treated as a guest as part of the bargain. No wonder there was a
victor's gleam in Lizzie's eye as she shouldered her way along the
wharf, her bonnet all askew, and her shawl, too hastily pinned,
threatening to come loose from its moorings. Mary observed with
mortification that strangers cast amused glances in Elizabeth's di-
rection. But Mary misunderstood. Elizabeth's vitality was so im-
mense, her enthusiasm so infectious, her plain face so friendly, that
strangers were attracted to her. If they smiled, it was with toler-
ance. If they did not know her name, they asked; and so wide was
Elizabeth's acquaintance in Boston that, wherever she went, there
was someone to say, "Why, that's Miss Peabody!"

Automatically, Mary stooped to pick up a glove that Lizzie had
dropped. Elizabeth was always looking after other people, forget-
ting herself, her appearance and her belongings. In marked con-
trast, not a hair of Mary's head was out of place. Her Quaker-gray
traveling cloak, though far from new, was put on with care and
worn with distinction. Mary was a little person, exquisitely well
made, with hands that were quick and sure. A fine forehead, eyes
of an intriguing gray-green color and abundant dark brown hair
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gave her friends good reason to call her the beauty of the family.
There was a hint of subtle humor in her smile. Mary could laugh
a little even when family situations became tense. But lately, Mary
Peabody had seemed to try to escape attention, even to appear less
charming than she really was.

The Peabodys passed the schooner Volunteer, aso Havana bound
and taking on freight with all possible speed. The tide would soon
be high and the wind, although fitful, was in the right quarter.
They reached the Newcastle, a "first-rate coppered brig for freight
or passage/' according to the newspaper advertisements. Mary
stepped forward to take Sophia's arm. But now it was discovered
that the boy with their baggage was missing! He had been trundling
his barrow along behind them, and had last been seen as they
crossed the current of traffic eddying toward the Volunteer. Dr.
Peabody, Mrs. Peabody and the masterful Elizabeth all tried to take
charge of finding him at the same time. Each gave conflicting orders
to the others—to Mary and Sophia, and to any dock hand who
would listen.

The invalid Sophia sank down upon a packing case. Mentally, she
began to count over their lost belongings, beginning with the
"Volante box." "Three nightgowns, four nightcaps, our riding
dresses, my cambric spencer, the corded petticoats . . ." Eliza-
beth and her father had lost their tempers by this time, and Sophia's
headache returned with shattering force. She moaned faintly and
her mother sat down beside her, remarking that it was all Father's
fault. As a rule, the very real agony that Sophia suffered during
family altercations brought a temporary armistice if not a per-
manent peace. This time, however, it was Mary's quiet, "Do let
Father manage, Lizzie," that had the best effect. During the momen-
tary ensuing calm, the boy appeared of his own accord, whistling,
trundling his barrow, and taking his own good time.

Mrs. Peabody now prepared to take a last farewell of Sophia. Al -
though still tearless, she made it clear that she never expected to
se her beloved child again. Even if there were no shipwreck,
Sophia could not be expected to survive the voyage. Or if she did,
she would surely die in a strange land, with no one near to close
her eyes in death— except Mary, of course. But— the Lord's will
be done!

Dr. Peabody angrily cleared his throat. They had been all over
this, not once but many times, and he began urging the girls to go
aboard ship. As a matter of fact, there was now only time for a
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last quick embrace. Mary handed Elizabeth her glove and admon-
ished her not to lose it again. Then Mary and Sophia boarded the
Newcastle.

On the deck of the brig they found Mr. James Burroughs. His sis
ter, wife of the wealthy importer Henry Rice, was a friend of
Elizabeth Peabody's. Mr. Burroughs traveled frequently to Cuba as
agent for some of the big sugar plantations and he had agreed to
keep an eye on "the traveling Miss Peabodys,” as he called them.
Burroughs was not overenthusiastic at the prospect. Elizabeth Pea
body he knew by reputation as a brilliant, somewhat eccentric
young woman, much admired by certain highly intellectual men
but not by men about town such as he considered himself to be.
Miss M ary was more quiet, better-looking, and said to have a pretty
wit, if you got to know her. Miss Sophia was, of course, the invalid.
James Burroughs detached himself languidly from his companions
and came forward. Henry Cleveland, old friend and an admirer of
Sophia's, made the introductions.

Sophia put her hand out. She was an artist of more than average
ability and subconsciously she saw in every face a potential portrait.
This interested glance of hers was intensely flattering, although
she was unaware of it as she gave James Burroughs a friendly smile.
Suddenly it occurred to Burroughs that he might have a very
pleasant voyage. With considerable show of solicitude he found
a place on deck for Mary and Sophia where they could see their
family and wave good-by.

Mechanically, Mary thanked Mr. Burroughs and turned her eyes
toward the shore. It was understood in the family that if Sophia
did not die at once she might have to live in Cuba always, in order
to be well. Therefore the sister who was chosen to go with her
might have to support her through many years of voluntary exile.
Should Elizabeth have been the one? She loved Sophia dearly. Or
should it be Mary, with whom Sophia was happiest? After sleep-
less nights of debate within herself, Mary had chosen to go, but the
reason for her decision she kept hidden deep in her heart. It was
not a taste for martyrdom as her mother supposed, nor devotion
to Sophia as Elizabeth assumed.

In Mary Peabody's day no woman ever admitted that she loved
aman until he had "declared himself." Alary had felt sife, therefore,
in the friendship of a man much older than herself who had never
professed anything but friendship for her. Then one day he looked
down at her and smiled, and love had struck her like a blinding
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light. An additional cause of suffering was the fact that Mary felt
certain that her sister Elizabeth loved the same man — although
Elizabeth was perhaps not ready to acknowledge it even to herself.
Mary had been happy in Boston, living with Elizabeth; but now
she was in mortal terror lest her secret be discovered. She might
have gone home to Salem, where Sophia lived with her parents and
three younger brothers. But Elizabeth would never have let her
go without some explanation — needing her as she did, to help run
a little private school. This journey for Sophias health seemed
providential —if Mary accepted the fact that Providence is not
alwayskind.

Unable to stifle a faint hope, Mary looked along the wharf for a
brisk figure with a springing step— an air not of haste but of live-
liness— ayouthful facecontrasting curiously with prematurely white
hair. But Horace Mann was not there. He was at this time a
lawyer and a member of the Massachusetts House of Representa-
tives, and it was not to be supposed that he would take half an hour
of his time to watch the Newcastle set sail. Elizabeth could tell him
all about it in the evening at Mrs. Clarke's boardinghouse. Mary de-
cided not to think about that.

Perhaps M ary ought to have thought about Mr. Lindsey. He was
a man she had met in New Bedford a year or two previously and
who had frequently sought her society in Boston. Hearing of her
intended journey, Mr. Lindsey had startled her by asking her to
marry him. But her heart was given away and she had refused him
as gently as she could. Given the slightest encouragement, Mr.
Lindsey would have been at the wharf to see her off.

Activity increased aboard the brig. Orders were shouted and re-
peated; ropes creaked; seamen sprang up the masts with practiced
eese. Up forward, a jib was set, while high on the mainmast a
sguare topsail opened like a white flower blossoming miraculously
against awinter sky. The brig gave a sigh like a sleeper awakening,
and slid outward with the tide. Mary became aware of a widen-
ing gap between ship and shore. ... It seemed as if death might
be like this.

Turning, Mary forced herself to think of her duty to Sophia
But Sophia had borrowed a fine cambric handkerchief from the
increasingly attentive Mr. Burroughs, and was waving it gaily to
three figures still identifiable on the wharf. Her light brown hair,
arranged in side ringlets, was blowing about her face; even in a
sister's eyes, she looked distractingly pretty.
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"Shouldn't you go to the cabin and lie down?" Mary asked.
"How is your head?"

But Sophia thought the fresh air was doing her good and James
Burroughs offered his arm for a turn about the deck. She took it
with the confiding air of one who had always been looked-after.
James Burroughs was over forty. If his sister's opinion of him was
to be trusted, he had known many women, white, brown and black,
in America and in Cuba, but he had never cared for anyone except
himself. Sophia, with her ook of trustfulness and truth, was a new
experience. She made him feel strong, protective— and almost as
virtuous as she assumed he was.

They left Mary standing at the rail. She watched the city of
Boston as its rose-red brick faded to lavender, then to blue; as the
pale gray of the State House dome flickered against a gray sky
and disappeared. A voice behind her startled her. It was the
"servant" of the newspaper notice. The Peabody resources could
have stood no such extravagance, but her presence was one more
testimony to Elizabeth's executive genius. Inquiring among friends,
Elizabeth had heard of a negro slavewoman who had been sent
from Cuba with two planters' children coming to Boston to be
educated. The woman would be delighted to care for an invalid
young lady on the voyage back to Cuba. She spoke now, with a
strong Spanish accent which sounded strange from her lips. Which
of the Peabody ladies was the invalid, she wanted to know.

"Why, it is Miss Sophia," said Mary in surprise.

The slavewoman looked at her with wise old eyes. She made no
comment save to suggest that Miss Mary, then, would do well to
come to the cabin for a rest.

The brig Newcastle was now well down Boston Harbor. Dr.
Peabody, with his wife and his daughter Elizabeth, turned and
walked slowly away from the wharf.

Elizabeth had been waiting to spesk a word to her father in be-
half of her younger brother Nathaniel, who was twenty-two and
inlove with agirl by the name of Elizabeth Hibbard. But Nathaniel
had been involved in a scrape at Harvard ending in expulsion. He
was deeply in debt and the family did not approve of marriage at
this time. Mother Peabody had warned Lizzie to say nothing to
Father about the matter, but it took more than a warning to make
Lizzie hold her tongue if she thought she was doing good by speak-
ing out.
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Elizabeth began by talking of wonderful opportunities "at the
West," of great tracts of land to be acquired for amost noth-
ing from a generous government — of friends she knew who
had been as far west as Cleveland. James Freeman Clarke, for
example, was a young minister going "West" —to Louisville,
Kentucky. Her father thought there might indeed be missionary
work for the young Unitarian in such a place. But he would be
taking his life in his hands. This led Dr. Peabody to unhappy re-
flections concerning Andrew Jackson, whose brand of democracy
he distrusted. Elizabeth came a bit hastily to the point. Her brother,
Nathaniel, wanted to go West with a bride and take up land.

Dr. Peabody turned upon Elizabeth with one of his sudden gusts
of anger. Did she not know that equipment for a trek westward
would put them all still further in debt? Could she not see, more-
over, that Nathaniel would be accused of running away from debts
already incurred? As to land —Dr. Peabody's people had been
land poor, and he had escaped that environment by means of hard
work. His son was to be an apothecary, since he had thrown away
his chance to become a doctor; and in Salem, under the parental
eye, Nathaniel was to live. Mrs. Peabody had been shaking her
head at Elizabeth all through the tirade. She maintained one of her
exasperatingly noble silences, when she and her husband left Eliza-
beth at the next cross street and set out for the Jennings Hotel
to wait for the Salem stage. As a parting shot, Dr. Peabody sug-
gested that Lizzie mind her own business, just for a change.

Elizabeth watched the two retreating figures. Her father had
been a fine-looking man, but anxiety had stooped his shoulders and
now her mother was almost the taller of the two. Elizabeth loved
her father dearly, yet they always quarreled, his anger against her
increased by the suspicion that his wife was on her side always
and that he would probably have to give in. It was not that Eliza-
beth failed to understand this. After an argument, she could always
se where she should have shown more consideration for her
father's point of view.

But as to minding her own business— Elizabeth Peabody had at
the moment no business to mind. Mary was not the only one to
make a personal sacrifice by going to Cuba with Sophia. Elizabeth
had given up her school because, with Mary gone, she could no
longer handle enough pupils to pay for a schoolroom and her own
room and board at Mrs. Clarke's. She would give lectures. But one
never knew how many women and girls would come — and remem-
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ber to pay. Then there were the history books of course, two slim
volumes full of questions and answers to help a student study his-
tory, aone, since clases in it were practically nonexistent. The
function of history was "to deliver the mind from the thralldom
of the present, and to prepare it to comprehend the future,” so
wrote Elizabeth with all the ardor of a crusader. But so far the
books had never delivered her from the thralldom of financial in-
security.

Key to History. Part Ill: The Greeks—by E. P. Peabody —
would soon be finished, however. It contained not only questions
but translations from Homeric hymns by Chapman and poems from
Blackwood's Magazine. Elizabeth felt a surge of optimism as she
wended her way toward Mrs. Clarke's boardinghouse at Number 3
Somerset Court, close under the shadow of the State House.! She
would not be able to live there more than a week or two longer,
and she loved the place. But the new history books would sell. . . .
She began to think what she would do with the money —not for
herself, but for her family.



CHAPTER TWO
"I Hear the Drums"

HE family which so absorbed Elizabeth's affections was her

own. The Peabodys of Salem were sufficiently distinguished; yet
when Mother Peabody was called upon to set anyone straight as
to ancestry, she always began with the fact that she herself was a
Palmer, and so were her children. In the words of her oldest
daughter, Mrs. Peabody's was a "life of proud poverty." The
reasons for her poverty were for the most part beyond her control.
The source of her pride lay in the fact that she was General Joseph
Palmer's granddaughter.

Born in 1778, Elizabeth Palmer —the future Mrs. Peabody —
was the third of nine children. Her mother's father, John Hunt,
had been a minister but had left the pulpit to become a distiller.
The Lord had smiled upon his efforts and considerable wealth was
his reward; so Mrs. Peabody's mother, Betsey Hunt, had been
brought up in luxury. But it was John Hunt's belief that "boys
ought to be educated for the good of their country but that girls
knew quite enough if they could make a shirt or a pudding." Betsey
Hunt had learned to read in secret, and had fallen in love with
young Joseph Palmer, a Harvard undergraduate, because he brought
her forbidden fruit from the tree of knowledge in the form of
books to read.

On November 2, 1772, when Betsey Hunt was "one month after
seventeen,” she set out in a coach with her sister for Hampton,
New Hampshire. She wore ariding habit "of silk calumet trimmed
with, silver lace, the little spencer set close to the body, turned over
as to lapels with blue satin." It was her wedding gown. Galloping
alongside the coach were Joseph Palmer, Foster Candy, Israel Keith
and Paul Revere. This whole gay, galloping wedding party was
practically an elopement, since Betsey's father had not been able to
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bring himself to approve of a young man who would let his wife
read and write.

After her marriage, Betsey took to writing in good earnest, keep-
ing ajournal all her long, eventful life. The young couple had gone
to live in Shrimpton Lane, Boston, where their first child was born,
in August 1773. "In the month of November following," Betsey
wrotein her journal, "one evening at ten o'clock | was sitting rock-
ing the baby when | heard the gate and door open. | supposed my
husband was just returning from his club, so | opened the parlor
door and there stood three stout Indians. | screamed out and
would have fainted for very fright had | not recognized my hus-
band's voice saying '‘Don't be afraid, Betsey. We were only making
alittle salt water tea'"

The Indian disguise was but a thin one. Young Joseph Palmer
was known to have been a member of the Boston Tea Party, and
the Colonial Governor ordered him to leave Boston. His father
had given him apartnership in animporting businesswith two ware-
houses on Long Wharf. The warehouses were burned, their stock
of "spermacetti candles’ making a fine white blaze by which to see
red-coated soldiers— and citizens with angry faces.

Forgetting all past differences, John Hunt then invited his
daughter and her husband to live with him, in Watertown.

"On the night of the eighteenth of April, | heard the drums beat,"
wrote Betsey Hunt Palmer. "I wakened Mr. Palmer and | said,
'My dear, | hear the drums." "

The year was 1775 — and Joseph Palmer rode off to the Battle of
Lexington.

Betsey heard the guns on Breed's Hill. She saw the burning of
Charlestown. On February 25, 1778, her third child was born, and
named Elizabeth. If little attention could be spared for this child
who was to become Mrs. Peabody, it was not surprising.

Soon after the birth of his daughter Elizabeth, Joseph Palmer was
given "the farm house"” — part of old General Palmer's estate on a
point of land overlooking the Neponset River. Here the future
Mrs. Peabody spent her most impressionable years in an atmosphere
of quiet elegance. There were servants, a carpet for the parlor and
muslin curtains for the bed and at the windows of her mother's
room overlooking the water. By her husband's orders, a bowl! of
chocolate was brought to Betsey Hunt Palmer's bedside every
morning whenever she was pregnant or when she was nursing a
child. As Mrs. Palmer bore her nine children in as rapid succession
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as possible, Mrs. Peabody was to remember this as a regular routine.
But the person in Mrs. Peabody's early life who awakened her
imagination most was her dynamic, awe-inspiring grandfather, Gen-
eral Palmer. He ruled a feudal ream, a seeming anachronism in
American life, but by no means unusua for the period. Mrs. Pea
body was eight years old before this was all swept away, leaving
only memories like scenes in a fairy tale. She was always to re-
member the wide flight of stone steps in front of the manor house,
the entrance hall with its buck's horns whereon reposed the tri-
corn hats of gentlemen guests and Grandfather's gold-headed cane.
There was aroom with wall coverings of crimson velvet flowered
in black and bordered with gold. Grandfather, with his heavy-set
figure, florid face and powdered wig, was a person to be obeyed.
He was wonderfully kind nevertheless, with ideas about the educa-
tion of girls diametrically opposite from those of Grandfather
Hunt. General Palmer spread beautiful books out upon the carpet in
the book-lined library so that a little granddaughter could lie upon
her stomach and try to read Spenser's Faerie Queene, and The
Works of William Shakespeare. Only in later years did Mrs. Pea
body realize how rare and valuable these volumes must have been.

Coming from England in 1746, General Palmer had been a suc-
cessful Boston merchant, and had then bought a tract of land in
what is now Quincy. He built a curious circular stone factory
and imported German artisans to make glass bottles "of all capaci-
ties." Because of these workers, the place became known as "Ger-
mantown." And "Friendship Hall" they called the manor house,
with its three stories, four great rooms to a floor with, on the sec-
ond floor, "a boudoir at the south and west corners" for each of
General Palmer's two daughters.

It was General Palmer's daughter, Elizabeth, who fascinated
Mrs. Peabody as a child. This girl had been, once, a daring horse-
woman, a crack shot, and the pride of her father's heart. She was
afraid of nothing, boasted General Palmer; and he had consented
when her cousin and fianc6, Joseph Cranch, proposed to test her
nerve by firing a pistol close above her head as she lay on the grass
in the garden reading a book. . . . The shot rang out. Elizabeth
leaped up, saw who had played the trick and went into a series of
fainting fits. Then she broke her engagement and took to her
bed. . . . Any loud sounds, particularly gun fire, threw her into
hysterics. General Palmer blamed himself and was overcome with
grief. He ordered that nothing must ever again disturb Miss Eliza-
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beth, and the whole household crept on tiptoe past her door. The
little granddaughter who would someday become Mrs. Peabody
felt that an invalid daughter must be a source of distinction, and
that her aunt's room and corner boudoir were like the castle of an
enchanted princess.

Mrs. Peabody was still a child when all this ended, but old
enough to remember with passionate regret the fading of the whole
idyllic dream.

Grandfather Palmer was wealthy one day, unable to pay
his debts the next — because of the depreciation of Continental
currency. It is said that General Palmer had made an enemy
of his old friend, John Hancock, by declaring publicly that govern-
ment should secure individuals against loss from worthless paper
money. The family story carries a strong suggestion of Naboth's
vineyard, throughout. In order to pay the men in his command dur-
ing the Revolution, Palmer had borrowed money from Hancock,
pledging Friendship Hall. He sold valuable lands in Connecticut,
filling his saddlebags with paper money with which to pay his debt.
But John Hancock gave notice that he would take paper money
at the rate of twenty-four dollars for one, and set a deadline — after
which devaluation would go still further. Delayed by floods upon
his return journey from Connecticut, General Palmer arrived half
an hour too late to save his Germantown estate. Hancock's lawyer
was with the sheriff when the Palmer family was put out of doors.
Mrs. Peabody never forgot the sight of her grandmother, crippled
by rheumatism, being helped down the broad stone steps of Friend-
ship Hall.

With the loss of the family money, however, General Palmer's
invalid daughter recovered her health! She forgave her fiance,
Joseph Cranch—who had very fortunately remained faithful all
this time — married him and went to West Point to live.® In her
new home she heard constantly the sound of practice gunfire, but
it never bothered her at all.

Mrs. Pcabody's parents moved to Boston. They brought their
cow with them, salvaged from the Germantown disaster, and pas-
tured her in the Park Street Burying Ground, along with the other
neighbors' cows. Mrs. Peabody's father attempted to establish him-
self as a merchant; but times were cruel, and he failed.

Far from accepting defeat, old General Palmer had started life
over again with a project to make salt from sa water. He had ac-
quired some marsh land on Boston Neck, and some capital from
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friends to put with the last vestige of his own. Now, taking his son
into partnership, he built dykes and tidegates, tramping about all
day in icy mud to supervise the work. Mrs. Peabody later could
remember how, when night fell, he would come to their house,
take his ess= before the fire— and tell his granddaughter about
some new method he had contrived for his salt works, "worth hun-
dreds of dollars." General Palmer was over seventy at this time,
and when death suddenly overtook him he was sure that he had
re-established the family fortune.

But with the death of the old general, investors lost faith and
called their loans; the salt works failed. The rest of the story is one
of courage and persistent ill-fortune. The Hunt brothers did what
they could for Betsey; when one of them received a farm in Fram-
ingham in unexpected payment of a debt, the farm was given to
the Palmers. Studious, impractical Joseph Palmer was ill-fitted to
be a farmer, however. Life was far different from what it had
been at Germantown where profits from the factory had paid for
houseservants, grooms and gardeners, and the estate had seemed to
run itself — one assumed at a profit. Betsey and Joseph Palmer had
nothing, now, but a large family of children, five out of nine of
them being girls. The oldest boy ran away to sea. It humiliated their
father to s his daughters milk the cows and he insisted that they
dress themselves in silk each afternoon, however faded and frayed
their dresses might be. "Tea" was served — never a country-style
supper — and guests were bidden in the old Friendship Hall manner
and fed bountifully, even though the family lived on short rations
for days afterwards. The girls were constantly reminded that
they were born to a high station and that they must be ladies at
all cost.

Mrs. Peabody often told her daughters of the day when "M other
took her carpet from the parlor" and Joseph Palmer started a
school. The farm was a failure, but the school was a success;, and
rather late in life, Joseph Palmer found what he was suited to do.
Since the neighborhood of Framingham could not supply enough
scholars, he set out for Vermont, the frontier of his time. He had
heard that around Bennington there were young families growing
up, hungering and thirsting for education. With a spark of his
father's courage and optimism, he determined to start an academy.

There was one vital flaw in Joseph Palmer's plan. However hun-
gry for learning the Vermonters might be, they had no money to
pay for it. Pamer never doubted that someday his handful of
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students would grow into a school, where his sons and daughters
could come to learn, to teach, and eventually to carry on his work.
But in 1797, while helping his pioneer neighbors to build a bridge,
Joseph Palmer fell and was killed, with all his dreams unrealized.

At the age of sixteen, Betsey's daughter Elizabeth Palmer began
a career of schoolteaching which she interrupted only once—to
travel over a hundred miles on horseback in order to care for her
sister Mary Tyler's family when another child was expected. All
she could possibly spare from a meager salary went to help younger
brothers and sisters. By the time she was twenty-four years old,
she seemed to have become the typical maiden aunt. And then, in
1802, Elizabeth fell in love.

Nathaniel Peabody was teaching at Phillips Andover Academy
and Elizabeth Palmer was "preceptress’ at the North Andover
academy for young ladies, when they met. If Palmers prided them-
selves upon being descended from leaders of the American Revolu-
tion, they were mere newcomers to the country compared to Pea
bodys. Francis Peabody had arrived in Salem on the ship Planter
in 1635. In 1657 he took out a large grant of land around Topsfield,
Massachusetts, and Nathaniel was a member of the fifth generation
from Topsfield. Born in 1774, he graduated from Dartmouth in
1800, the only one out of six brothers to achieve a higher education.
Although there was a medical school at Dartmouth at that time,
there is no record that Dr. Peabody took any medical courses.
When Elizabeth Palmer met him, he was a mild, absent-minded
man who could draw pictures, whittle little objects out of wood,
and who seemed to enjoy the society of his students. He was a fine
Latin scholar and liked to teach Latin to small boys.

By this time, Elizabeth Palmer's brothers and sisters were able
to look after themselves, but here was a man much in need of a
firm hand! Unless someone took charge, it looked as if Nathaniel
Peabody would be content to end his days quietly teaching school!
On November 3, 1802, Elizabeth and Nathaniel Peabody were
married. "My heart was at rest and my hopes all of happiness,”
wrote Mrs. Peabody as she recalled the birth of her first child.
Elizabeth Palmer Peabody was born in Billerica, Massachusetts, on
May 16, 1804. She was named for her mother, for her grandmother
Betsey Hunt, and for her great-aunt, the mysterious and lovely in-
valid, Elizabeth Palmer.

After the Peabodys had moved to Billerica, only a few miles
from Andover, Mrs. Peabody opened a boarding school for girls
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with about thirty pupils. This should have absorbed all her energies;
but memories of Friendship Hall made her long to regain a high
social position. Nathaniel, therefore, discovered that he was to be
a doctor, content with schoolteaching though he might be. To
his own surprise he found himself accompanying the local doctor
on his rounds, then the usual way in which a man, in a short time,
acquired the right to call himself a physician. It was no part of
Mrs. Peabody's plan that her husband should be an ordinary coun-
try doctor, however; and soon the family moved to Cambridge-
port so that Dr. Peabody could attend medical lectures at Harvard.
Here was a fine medical education indeed, and Mrs. Peabody saw
herself the wife of acity physician, second only in social importance
to the minister's wife. How proud she would be of her Nathaniel,
in his smart doctor's gig, driving a fast horse on some dramatic
life-and-death endeavor! And then —at Harvard Dr. Peabody be-
came interested in dentistry, with its opportunity for him to use
his clever hands. Where was the dignity, where the drama in mak-
ing fase teeth? Mrs. Peabody took the whole thing as a personal
affront and felt that Nathaniel became a dentist just to spite her.

There was now little rest in Mrs. Peabody's heart and no par-
ticular joy at the prospect of a second child. In Cambridgeport on
November 16, 1806, her second daughter was born and named Mary
Tyler Peabody. Obligingly enough, Mary resembled her Aunt
Tyler,® her mother's oldest sister, who was considered a beautiful
woman. As she grew older, Mary's delicate features would be re-
deemed from mere prettiness by an aristocratic Roman nose like
her aunt's— and like that of the dashing Betsey Hunt Palmer, now
"witty, cheerful and conversational" as a grandmother.

Mrs. Peabody said with pride that she never left her children
with ignorant servants but always with some genteel woman who
liked to read Shakespeare. At a time when so many avenues of em-
ployment were closed to women, there was no trouble in finding
an unmarried lady or a widow, both cultured enough, and hungry
enough, to be glad to stay with two little girls in return for food
and shelter. Mrs. Peabody was free to become head of the Lynn
Academy soon after Mary was born.

Although invariably referred to by his wife as a physician, it was
as a dentist that Dr. Peabody established himself in Salem, the home
of his ancestors. On the twenty-first of September, 1809, the Pea
bodys' third successive daughter was born.* Sophia Amelia was
named for not just one of her mother's sisters but two of them at
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atime. She was, however, very much a Peabody, with wavy blond
hair, gray eyes, soft features and a round face that would always
make her look young and appealing. According to Mrs. Peabody,
Sophia's "delicate constitution" was the result of her mother's
anxiety before her birth and while nursing her. Certainly the first
year in Salem was terrifyingly lean. Mrs. Peabody sincerely be-
lieved that she had sacrificed everything to further her husband's
career, but somehow not only wealth but happiness had escaped
her. She searched her own soul in vain for the reason why Dr. Pea
body, physician and dentist, was not as happy as plain Mr. Peabody
had been — nor even as successful financially.

The Peabodys seemed to have taken root in Salem now, and
Mrs. Peabody managed to add to the family income by teaching.
It is hard to s=e where she could have found the time. In 1811,
Nathaniel Cranch Peabody was born and in 1813, George Francis.
By 1815, the victory at Waterloo was ringing joyfully in the ears
of the English-speaking world, and in a burst of enthusiasm the
youngest Peabody son was named Wellington.

During their childhood, the Peabody children lived upon the story
of bygone Palmer splendor. It made present hardships easier to
bear to have such a glorious family past upon which to feed one's
dreams. Grandmother Palmer was often a visitor and always de-
lighted in recalling happier days for such an appreciative audience
as her three little granddaughters. Each sister interpreted the story
for herself, and each drew different conclusions. These differences
were unobservable at first; but, as radii of the same circle are often
far apart when they reach the circumference, so the sisters were
setting a pattern of divergence even while they started from the
same point of departure.

In Sophia's romantic imaginings, she and her sisters were like
members of an exiled nobility. She felt that she had been born in
the upper strata of society, a position which suited her very well
indeed — and so she would wage no war against social inequalities.
Claims to distinction for no better reason than the accident of birth
would always seem valid to her.

Mary listened with glowing eyes at her grandmother's knee as
she seemed to hear for herself the drums of Lexington. She liked
to think of past glories as lost in the cause of freedom — whether
they were or not. The sensitive Sophia was afraid of her grand-
mother's sharp tongue, but Mary's laughter always greeted some
sally on the part of the spirited old lady. She even answered in kind
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now and then, and Grandmother Palmer would overlook the im-
pertinence.

The drums and banners of a cause stirred Elizabeth, most of all;
but they stirred her to action rather than to dreams. She could
hardly wait for the day when she herself would go out into the
world to right wrongs. The world was a wicked place, her mother
assured her; and this, to Elizabeth, seemed good news— for she
would soon set things straight. Too much a part of her, for con-
scious thought, was old General Palmer's inability to recognize
defeat.

Sometimes Dr. Peabody felt that he had heard about as much of
the Palmer family as he could stand. He knew a family folk tale
of his own that could silence even Grandmother Betsey herself. The
name "Peabody" had once been "Paybodie," he informed his chil-
dren. "Men of the Mountain" it meant, since the Peabodys of old
had taken refuge in the Welsh mountains, fleeing before Caesar's
legions. But they had not fled without a battle. Dr. Peabody found
it amusing, yet slightly alarming, to observe how seriously his three
little daughters took the news that they were directly descended
from Boadicea, Queen of Britons!



CHAPTER  THREE
Kennebec Kingdom

HE Peabody sisters were children in Salem when the stately

mansions of the East India Merchants were new and when
Samuel Mclntire, the great artist who designed them, was still alive
and at work. The play of light and shade upon carved doorways,
the proud perfection of Greek orders rendered in wood and mirac-
ulously reborn with a New England accent— all this had had its
effect upon the little girls. While they would grow to consider
Salem mansions more old-fashioned than beautiful, they would al-
ways love high ceilings, spacious rooms. The charm of a simple
country farmhouse would escape them forever and Europe, with
all its palaces, might please these Salem girls— but not surprise
them. Foreign objects of art they would have seen before, since
Salem sailing ships brought such things to their own home town
with every voyage; and if Queen Victoria had more silver on dis-
play at Windsor castle, the Peabody sisters would still feel that
the Derbys' silver was better chosen.

The doors of the wealthy were open to Dr. Peabody and his fam-
ily, and Mrs. Peabody entered all the best drawing rooms, her head
held high as became a Palmer. But appropriate costumes for formal
appearances were not easy to come by, and more often than not
the girls and their mother sent "regrets" with real regret in their
hearts. Toward Peabody relatives who were wealthy merchant-
adventurers, Mrs. Peabody preserved an attitude of armed neu-
trality, believing, probably with reason, that they were purse-proud
and overcritical. There were other homes, however, where real
friendship flourished, wealth or no wealth. Miss Burley, sociable,
talkative, and a great patron of the arts, was always cordial to the
Peabodys, and it was here that Sophia had acquired her passion for
Greek sculpture— as portrayed in Miss Burley's books of engrav-
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ings. Miss Guild was another Salem maiden lady of wealth fond of
Mrs. Peabody and of her three daughters. But Mrs. Richard Cleve-
land was Mrs. Peabody's most cherished friend. Married to her
cousin, a Salem merchant-adventurer who had brought home a
fortune of seventy thousand dollars from his first voyage, she was
perhaps the wealthiest in the Peabodys' Salem circle. As far as the
girls were concerned, she was their patroness and aso the bane of
their existence with her gossiping tongue and her talent for jumping
to wrong conclusions.

Mrs. Peabody would not have been human if she had not envied
her more fortunate friends, and if she had not tried just a little too
hard to remind them that she was at least as well-born as they.
As time went by she became excessively "genteel," a word of
which she was fond; and Sophia, who was the daughter most often
with her, was quick to copy the attitude.

But whatever her faults, Mrs. Peabody never let envy or gentility
stand in the way of action. The only way in which she could help
with the family finances in Salem days was by teaching, and the
only way to teach was to keep school at home where she could
have an eye on her brood of little children. Her father had "taken
up the parlor carpet" to start a school, and so did she, but in her
cae the action was even more of a symbol of self-sacrifice. The
carpet was no Aubusson, like those Mrs. Peabody saw in the homes
of friends, but without it she had no proper home. Without a parlor
she could not "receive," or be "at home," or even offer a cup of tea
with the elegance her heart desired. Mrs. Peabody had wasted no
time in vain regret, however. She listed the neighbors' children and
called upon their parents.

Across the back fence, in a house as gaunt and gray as the Pea
bodys', lived a Mrs. Hathorne,* whose son and two daughters could
be seen playing in the garden. Maria Louisa was but a baby, and
Nathaniel did not interest Mrs. Peabody for she did not aspire to
teach boys. It was "Ebc," as Elizabeth, the oldest Hathorne child,
was called, whom Mrs. Peabody wanted for her school.? There was
a difficulty, however. Since the death of Captain Hathorne in
Surinam, his widow had become arecluse. In a town of individual-
ists such as Salem, her behavior was commented upon but re-
spected, and no one ever knocked at her door.?

Mrs. Peabody was resourceful and determined, nevertheless. She
recalled that her husband's brother John, a sa captain, had mar-
ried Elizabeth Manning, first cousin to Mrs. Hathorne. She wrote a
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note claiming kinship and Mrs. Hathorne "asked her to come and
se her in her chamber." Mrs. Peabody never forgot this almost
legendary lady who seemed, in her dress of an earlier mode, to have
stepped down from a family portrait— beautiful, gracious and
smiling. Little Ebe was promised for the school and the two "kins-
women" never met again.

Elizabeth Peabody, also, at the age of four, was a pupil in her
mother's school. She looked with profound admiration upon Ebe
Hathorne who was six and could read Shakespeare. In after years,
Elizabeth Peabody spoke of her first childhood impression as one
of shame because, at four, she could not unlock the printed word
and Shakespeare was too much for her. She remembered vividly
her determination to learn, to equal and if possible to surpass her
schoolmates. Ambition awoke early. Like her mother, she felt it the
duty of a Palmer to excel; but she ignored, even flouted, social
customs, setting intellectual superiority as her goal. Words and the
subjects they unlocked, such as philosophy and history, soon be-
came her specialty and she easily outdistanced other girls. Men,
with their superior opportunities for education, aroused her envy,
and unconsciously she strove to outshine them —to put them in
their place. Long before childhood ended, Elizabeth was to take
over her mother's job of teaching— and for the same purpose: to
help out with the family finances. Never to "finish" school, she was
to make her whole life into a process of education.

After the War of 1812 maritime Salem had had a brief era of
prosperity. Inflation enriched the shipowners and more mansions
were built. They had not the exquisite touch of Mclntire, for now
he was dead; but they made up for it in size and pretentiousness,
built of brick and ornamented with the sullen cold of marble where a
bit of gracious wood carving had once sufficed. There were more
private carriages upon the streets to spatter mud on the still pedes-
trian Peabodys. But those Peabodys shared the general prosperity,
none the less. Shipowners who could afford new mansions could
dso afford to have Dr. Peabody pull their teeth and make them
new ones. Being amateurs of the arts, they could se that Dr. Pea
body's work was of the best and so they overlooked some of his
radical ideas. He told them that every tooth which ached need not
be pulled at once, but might be filled. A few of the more daring
Salemites let him try out his ideas. In 1816, Mrs. Peabody found
she could afford to give up her school, put back the parlor carpet
and enjoy a little well-earned sociability.
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Inflation was running its course, however, with its inevitable evil
consequences this time taking the form of the first nation-wide
bank panic of 1818-1819. Salem's prosperity proved but the last
bright flame of a dying fire as merchants saw their fortunes disap-
pearing overnight. Who would pay a doctor or a dentist, when
faced with the loss of a mansion and a fleet of sailing ships? The
Peabodys suffered severely. Dr. Peabody would not and could not
demand his money, but his landlord and his butcher had no such
scruples. During this unhappy period, Catherine Peabody was born,
to live only seven weeks.*

On previous occasions, the little girls had been sent away to visit
relatives for reasons not explained, then summoned home again to
find a miracle, a tiny infant in their mother's arms. But this time
Elizabeth was fifteen and old enough to stay at home and help.
She was mature-minded, and her mother confided in her — remain-
ing true to genteel principles, however, and telling only half-truths
such as would frighten but not inform a young girl. It would
be unreasonable to suppose that Mrs. Peabody wanted a seventh
child. She could not help blaming her husband, not only for his
ill-success at providing for his family, but for his good success in
adding to it. Elizabeth gathered that somehow her father had been
unkind although she saw for herself when she went into his now
deserted office for her Latin lessons with him that he was the
kindest and gentlest of men. It was man in general that must be
feared, therefore, and to whom, her mother said, it was woman's
duty to submit. Woman, on the other hand, was all virtue. Eliza-
beth had her mother's word for that, too.

The death of Catherine brought an agony of remorse to Mrs.
Peabody. As always, she had loved the baby passionately as soon
as it was put into her arms and she felt secretly guilty, this time,
since she believed so firmly in prenatal influences. It seemed as if
Mother Peabody would never recover. Speaking of her sisters and
herself, Elizabeth afterwards wrote, "We three were first drawn
together by a common calamity."

Enjoined not to breathe a word abroad about troubles at home, it
was the gay little thirteen-year-old Mary who suffered the most. She
had been the particular favorite of her mother's friend Miss Guild,
but now Miss Guild noticed that the child changed "from extreme
talkativeness to reserve." Mary had realized instinctively that Miss
Guild might read her mind by means of affectionate understanding,
and so the child developed a fear of close friendship entirely alien
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to her nature. Meant for laughter and easy companionship with
others, Mary conscientiously built a wall around her heart to pro-
tect, not herself, but her family.

At the time of Catherine's death in 1819, Sophia was ten years
old. It was flattering to have her two older sisters confide in her
although it always seemed to her that they exaggerated family trou-
bles and that everything would be all right again soon. She found
herself more and more the object of her mother's anxiety — lest
God should take her, as He had taken Catherine. But Sophia was a
healthy, normal child and she turned to her father, sensing his
loneliness and finding pleasure in cheering him with her natural
optimism. She too was studying Latin, but she often lingered after
alesson with her father to watch his clever hands as he made work
for himself when paying work there was none— experimenting
further with his ideas about dentistry.

Dr. Peabody knew that he had the beginnings of a good prac-
tice in Salem and he believed that business would surely pick up.
But Salem had become intolerable to Mrs. Peabody. Her friend
Mrs. Cleveland was living on an estate in Lancaster, Massachusetts,
purchased for her by her merchant-adventurer husband with one
of the several fortunes he made. He had retired to Lancaster, but
heavy losses had sent him to sea again to recoup and Mrs. Cleve-
land occupied herself with establishing a school for boys—Jared
Sparks, headmaster. She encouraged Mrs. Peabody to believe that
a similar school for girls would be equally successful and the Pea-
body family moved to Lancaster.

The sisters would always look back upon Lancaster days as
among the happiest of their lives. They had acquired an old farm-
house which, according to Salem standards, was not beautiful,
but which they found surprisingly comfortable all the same. Off
the kitchen ell a spacious schoolroom was built for them— by Mrs.
Cleveland, in all probability. Here, when lessons were over, there
were games and square dances with the boys from Mrs. Cleveland's
school as partners— all properly chaperoned, of course. Kissing
games were permitted but Sophia was so often chosen to be kissed
that Mrs. Cleveland, at least, looked upon her with suspicion.

There had been a few more years of childhood for Sophia, and
for Mary as well — when there was time to go wading in the brook
and return home for a scolding; time to hunt for wild flowers in
the woods with boys from Mrs. Cleveland's school, to cut their
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names on trees. Thinking that Mary was following, Sophia went
walking alone with Frank Dana, one day. Mrs. Cleveland found it
out and complained to Sophia's mother, whereupon the indignant
Sophia vowed never to go out with Frank Dana again.

Only for Elizabeth had the Lancaster experience come too late.
She would never in her life have a chance to play, for her mother
turned the school over to her almost at once. Still "Lizzie" or "dear
E." or even "Biddy" to her sisters, at the age of sixteen she became
"Miss Peabody" to the rest of the world forever. It was as though
she had been so christened in infancy. Llcr reputation as an un-
usually gifted teacher was very early established, for she was able
to communicate to her pupils some of her own passion for ac-
quiring knowledge. There were those who said that she lacked
system and was too little of a drillmastcr, but no one ever failed to
add that she was always inspirational.

After long hours of teaching, Elizabeth spent her leisure in study.
Jared Sparks, head of Mrs. Cleveland's school, was a self-educated
man with much the same insatiable thirst for knowledge. He lent
books to Miss Peabody which she devoured one after the other
without pausing to form more than a casual friendship for the
man who owned them. Jared Sparks was thirty-three years old,
unmarried, and extremely handsome. If Lizzie noticed his good
looks they only made her nervous. As for Sparks, much as he en-
joyed Miss Peabody's keen mind, he could not have considered
her beautiful and he liked beautiful women, preferably wealthy
ones.

Mary was learning to make her own dresses in those days, and
Sophia had ideas about style and color —telling Lizzie that a red
ribbon would look pretty in her dark hair (and keep it neater).
Elizabeth paid no attention to her own appearance. She began the
study of Greek.

Boston had become Elizabeth's goal by 1822; and, like young
Joshua of old, she set forth to spy out the land for herself and her
whole family. Mary could take her sister's place in the Lancaster
school, for she had been Elizabeth's assistant during the past year.
Sophia could step into Mary's place, and the fact that "Sophie"
was only thirteen and hated teaching made no difference. Eliza-
beth had become an expert in ordering other peoples lives, but
what could her sisters say when she was at work only for their own
good? They too longed to live in Boston, and Lizzie promised to
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manage it by establishing a school which would soon support them
al.

Elizabeth saw but did not conquer Boston. She acquired the last-
ing friendship of Eliza Cabot, however, who helped her to enroll
a school from among the socially elect, large enough for her own
support but not sufficiently large to employ her sisters and provide
for her family. It was as well, perhaps. Elizabeth needed to be free
of the family and they, it must be admitted, needed to be free of
her. As an unattached young lady with a friendly personality, Miss
Peabody now laid the groundwork for her extensive Boston ac-
guaintance. Theological controversy had begun to invade Boston.
Elizabeth enjoyed it tremendously and gave herself a course of
reading which would have prepared a young man for the ministry.
Being awoman, her problem was what to do with the whole armor
of God, now that she had put it on. It served her well in her first
tentative flights of what would later come to be considered bril-
liant drawing-room conversation. But at eighteen, Elizabeth had
been too serious to consider this a sufficiently worthy field of en-
deavor.

The probably unrcgenerate state of her sister Sophia's soul oc-
curred to her. "It has been my feeling ever since | was as old as
you are now," wrote Elizabeth, who at eighteen felt older than
she ever would again, "that life was a serious thing." Elizabeth pro-
ceeded through seven closely written pages along this line. "You
now have no system, but you doubtless have a strong bias toward
Unitarianism," she told Sophia in a third letter. This was true of
all three sisters, since their mother, as a child, had been taken to
"Stone Chapel," as old King's Chapel was called when the Revolu-
tion put an end to kings in America. Mrs. Peabody had listened
long ago to the Reverend Mr. Freeman, a young man who was
re-writing the prayer book to exclude kings but to ask God's bless-
ing on a new democracy, and so it was their mother who had first
become interested in new religious interpretations. But Elizabeth
had continued relentlessly to "convert" the already believing Sophia.
She commended eight books to the child's attention, beginning
with "MiddletorCs Letter from Rome" and ending with "Stewart
and Norton's Controversy" and "Wood and Ware's Controversy."
. . . "There are many — very many more which | have read,” wrote
Elizabeth, proud of her mental endurance.

Having attended to Sophia's soul, Elizabeth turned her attention
to her sister's cultural development. "I wish you now to read only
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those poets with whom no one has found fault and which are per-
fectly moral." This restricted the field! Thompson and Cooper
made the grade but Moore, whose Lalla Rookh Sophia secretly
adored, had "an enervating effect" according to Elizabeth, and
Byron was strictly forbidden. But, "I will not exactly say that you
should not read Scott," conceded Elizabeth, probably aware that
Sophia had already read every word of Scott that had so far ap-
peared in the United States. When she had finished her series of
admonitory letters to Sophia, Elizabeth regarded them with such
pride that she suggested that they be used by "Sophie" in her school-
teaching. The letters were spelled correctly, Lizzie said. The chil-
dren could be set to copying them.

"l thank you very much my dearest sister for your excellent ad-
vice and the kindness and anxiety you manifest for my happiness,”
replied Sophia, taking the utmost pains with her penmanship.

W ith Sophiamorally and spiritually taken care of, Elizabeth now
had leisure for her favorite pastime, the study of Greek. She heard
of ayoung man, "who teaches in a young ladies' school kept by his
brother William in his mother's house on Federal Street." He was
available for private lessons, but Elizabeth found the young man so
shy he would scarcely spesk a word to her as she carefully and ac-
curately translated, day after day. Never a shy person herself,
Elizabeth was astonished to find that the teacher's shyness was
catching and that she herself was equally tongue-tied. She stole
glances at the young man's cavernous eyes, his rugged, abnormally
serious face. A feeling of excitement stole over Elizabeth and she
told herself that her heart was moved by Greek — it was such a
glorious language! She remembered what Sophia had said about a
red ribbon and bought one to bind her hair. It was nothing of course
but a Greek style suggested by her studies. Since Elizabeth's teacher
was nineteen, just a year older than herself, "Waldo" was what
she called him. It was the name that, all his life, Ralph Waldo
Emerson liked best to hear his old friends use.

When the series of lessons was over, Waldo refused payment.
She already knew Greek, he told Elizabeth; he had not needed to
help her at all. With that, the ice broke, they began to talk, and
Elizabeth saw that wonderful smile which so transformed Emerson's
face. It was a smile worth waiting for, thrilling to have evoked.
They talked about philosophy, since Waldo would soon enter
a theological seminary, and he found himself telling some of his
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inmost thoughts to this young woman whose ardent blue eyes were
all that he could afterwards remember about her. Had she been
beautiful? Perhaps not but she had certainly admired him. How
pleasant it was that she could read Plato in Greek! They could dis-
cuss Platonic Friendship next time they met.

But Elizabeth had been worsted in her first attempt to estab-
lish herself in Boston. Too few scholars enrolled for the coming
year and she gave up her school, although it never occurred to her
to admit defeat. She merely raised the siege temporarily, and beat
a strategic retreat to Hallowell, Maine. As she wrote, in the al-
legorical manner made fashionable by Alcott a few years later, her
Boston experience had been "the showery afternoon after the brief
morning sunshine of Lancaster."

Except for family migrations such as the journey from Salem
to Lancaster, Elizabeth had never traveled. But in the autumn of
1823, when she found herself on the deck of the Kennebec steam
packet, her little hair trunk beside her, she had felt nothing but ela-
tion. To s new places, to make new people her friends — this was
a fine life. She glanced about at her fellow passengers, for the first
time in her life unconsciously preferring the men. Very recently
she had allowed herself to like a young man and the experience
had proved exhilarating. There was Mr. Moses Whittier, already
a Boston acquaintance, and Elizabeth bowed. He hurried over and
became "so polite to me on the packet" as to warrant that line in a
letter home. Mr. Whittier was soon eclipsed, however, after he
had introduced a most attractive stranger. Writing in strictest con-
fidence, for Mary's eyes alone, Lizzie called him "Bridge, my steam-
boat beau."

A member of an old Augusta family, Bridge could tell of the
Kennebec,® river of hopes and disappointments, artery of a small
world as isolated and as self-sufficient as a medieval kingdom. At
the mouth of the Kennebec lay wharves, warehouses and a wet
dock for masts— all built by Charles Vaughan and now rotting
away. Geographically and logically, Jones Eddy, at the mouth of
the Kennebec, should have become the port of entry for the
Province of Maine, and a great shipbuilding center — or so Vaughan
had thought. Settlers, however, showed a very human preference
for the security of an established town. The English courts gave
to Bath the official sanction and defeated this scheme. Charles
Vaughan impoverished himself with grandiose projects. At Hal-
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lowell, storehouses, a printing press, gristmill and brewery; all were
built by him. He was bankrupt now but still living in his fine old
house, thanks to his brother Benjamin. Elizabeth Peabody listened
with interest to all that Mr. Bridge could tell her about the Vaughan
family, because she herself was on her way up the Kennebec to
become a governess in the home of Mr. Benjamin Vaughan.

The steamboat puffed its way slowly up the river. Here and
there the Kennebec was joined by a winding stream having natural
meadows on either side where still the deer came out of the woods
to graze and where the first settlers found grass for their cattle
without having to toil against the forest to wrest from it a bit of
cleared pasture land. But for the most part, heavy timber crowded
close to the water's edge, and some of the great trees still bore the
king's mark, impotent now, but once all powerful to reserve them
for masts for aroyal navy. A faint salty tang from the distant sea
mingled with the smell of resin from the pines and made the air a
joy to breathe, the blood to run faster in the veins. Yet in spite of
the noisy puffing of the steam packet, the pleasant voices of new
friends, Elizabeth felt the silence of the river. Where a clearing
and a cabin appeared upon the shore, man's efforts seemed trifling
against the power of the pines. Some woman must live in that tiny
cabin and Elizabeth felt that unknown woman's loneliness touch
her heart.

The packet paused at a prosperous town where there was a paper
mill, a fulling mill and numerous wood-working mills. Elizabeth's
new friends told her that this town was Gardiner and that the
owner of all these mills, of all the land and of a fine estate besides,
was Mr. Robert Hallowell Gardiner. "The paper mill alone shows
a 375 Per cent profit," said the knowing Mr. Bridge. But Elizabeth
made no comment for neither money nor the lack of it impressed
her.

Within a few more miles came a bend in the river, known as
"the Hook." The steam packet hugged the east bank in search of a
channel while high on a bluff on the west bank shone a jewel of a
white house. It was set in the green of wide, well-tended lawns and
gardens, a miracle of domestic charm and elegance. The town
beyond the Hook was Hallowell, and this lovely house was Sdama,
home of Benjamin Vaughan and the end of Elizabeth's journey.®

Benjamin Vaughan had been born in Jamaica in 1751. He was
educated in England but was refused a degree at Cambridge Uni-
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versity because he had become a Unitarian. ITe studied law at the
Inner Temple, and had received a medical degree from Edinburgh.
Wealthy and well-connected, he exerted all his influence in favor
of the American colonists at the time of the Revolution. He be-
came a close friend of Benjamin Franklin, editing Franklin's writings
and working with him during peace negotiations between Great
Britain and the United States. His work for both governments as
a lawyer and a diplomat was excessively confidential, like that of
a secret agent.

Vaughan had sympathized so wholeheartedly with the French
Revolution that he had been imprisoned in Paris, but was released
through the efforts of Robespierre. It was a close call and it had
seemed wise to come to the United States. His mother's father had
been Benjamin Hallowell, one of the proprietors of the Kennebec
Purchase, a tract thirty-one miles wide along the Kennebec. Dr.
Vaughan arrived on the Kennebec just in time to buy up the land
which his brother Charles had lost through bankruptcy.

At the time when Elizabeth Peabody appeared on the scene,
"Uncle Benjamin" was over seventy. Fie still wore the wig, the
hose and the small clothes of Revolutionary style and he presided
over numerous progeny with the benevolent tyranny of a Roman
paterfamilias. He was still a fine figure on horseback and, at the
Unitarian church which he was building, his family would occupy
four front pews.

Tutors for the Vaughan boys were young graduates of Cam-
bridge University, while Frenchmen with the purest Parisian ac-
cent saw to it that Vaughan children, grandchildren, nephews,
and nieces spoke French as beautifully as they spoke English. It
was a distinction, then, for Miss Peabody of Boston to have been
given a position in this discriminating family. And no situation
could have been devised which would have contributed more to
Elizabeth's development. The Vaughans were people of the world,
but they were not worldly people. They had not the slightest
touch of pretentiousness as they welcomed Miss Peabody, made
her one of them and became her lifelong friends. They shared
freely their knowledge, their ideals, their experience, while much
of Elizabeth's provincialism dropped from her.

Coming early to breakfast soon after her arrival, Elizabeth took
down one of the books with which the Vaughan breakfast room
was lined. She discovered that behind the front row was another
and she counted sixty-four volumes of Voltaire alone. Since she
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knew Latin so well, Elizabeth found French not too difficult as she
dipped into one of the vellum-bound books. She explored further,
coming across "Laws of Maine," Spanish and Italian works, "Greek
and Latin in abundance." Mr. Vaughan came upon her in the midst
of her investigations and smiled at her pleasure and astonishment.
Yes, indeed, she might read any and all she wished whenever she
had time. The attic, too was full of books, he told her. He had
carried 10,000 volumes to Maine with him at a time when the
Harvard College library boasted only 12,000.

Elizabeth had come to Halloweli to teach the youngest Vaughan
descendants, and conscientiously she did so, gathering them into a
little school. But she was a rapid as well as a voracious reader, and
if she received a still better education than the children, her em-
ployers were only the more pleased.

While Elizabeth was at Halloweli, the Peabodys moved back to
Salem. The sisters regretted the return; Mary began to long for
independence away from home such as Elizabeth now enjoyed. It
had already become Mary's habit to say nothing about her own
desires, however, so it was for Sophia that Elizabeth showed her
first concern. There was an opening for a governess at Oaklands,
the great neoclassic mansion belonging to Robert Halloweli Gardi-
ner. Elizabeth proposed that she herself take this position, which
was bound to be a difficult one, and that Sophia should come to
the Vaughans. The Gardiners and the Vaughans had intermarried,
the womenfolk were friends, and all could be arranged.

Sophia's reply should not have been the surprise to Elizabeth that
it was. "Don't you think that Mary had better come the first year
and let me be older? She wants to go so very much and | should
think it would be the best way. | guess it will be the first instance of
a person going into a school at jonrteen"

So Sophia had been allowed to remain a child a little longer, and
Mary it was who had gone to Halloweli.

At first Mary lived at "Uncle Benjamin's," just as Elizabeth had
done. Elizabeth enjoined her to read all the books she could; but
Mary loved the gardens better, with their little white summer-
houses like miniature Greek temples, flower beds between. She
liked to walk across the broad lawns and beyond, where the formal
gardens gave way to woodland paths that clung to a high bank
along a brook and ended where the "cascade" turned a gristmill.
Dr. Vaughan, whose gardens were the pride of his heart, showed
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Mary his books on horticulture and botany, which opened a new
world to her. She could use this new knowledge someday — mean-
while, she preferred botany to the works of Voltaire.

Mary was more a teacher of a private school here than she was a
governess, and she lived sometimes in one house, sometimes in an-
other, getting to know other townspeople as well as the Vaughans.
There was a young peopl€e's club, meeting each week for the ostensi-
ble purpose of reading uplifting literature aloud. Adary and Elizabeth
joined it, although Elizabeth complained because it cut down her
time for studying Hcbrew', a subject she had just embarked upon
with the local minister as teacher. On Christmas Day, the sisters at-
tended a dinner party for fifty at Oaklands, Mr. Gardiner's home,
where Elizabeth was now living. Young men who were members
of the reading club had been invited, and neither Mary nor Eliza-
beth lacked for partners when the dancing began in the great rooms
all decked out with ground pine and spruce boughs.

Elizabeth knew just a little too much Greek, Latin and Hebrew
to be popular, however, and for the first time in her life it both-
ered her. She confided her troubles to the Unitarian minister at her
next Hebrew lesson and he told her just what to do. The Reading
Club met the very next evening and, in Elizabeth's own words: "I
never took so much pains with my person. | rigged myself in my
black bombascen which is trimmed with a very handsome crimson
and black merino trimming . . . round the bottom, the deeves,
the waist. | then put on one of those square handkerchiefs fastened
each side, and then my mantle on my head done up more taste-
fully than ever it was before."

It was Elizabeth's turn to read and she selected from "Frishie's
Fragments' the "Memoirs — Eulogy — Inaugural Address and the
Essay on Moral Taste." After the reading was over, Elizabeth pro-
ceeded with her program as outlined by the minister. "The gentle-
men were very polite and | took the greatest pains to please them.
| went and sat down by each who had formerly considered them-
selves neglected by me and made myself as agreeable as possible.
Mv friend, Mr. Robinson, had told me the day before, how to do
—and | complied with his instructions and he tells me | worked
wonders for myself."

Pleased as she was by her success, Elizabeth was unprepared for
what followed. She acquired a suitor for her hand in marriage. It
moved her strangely to have a man spesk to her of love, and part
of her emotion was fear. When she walked by his side aong the
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river in the long Maine twilight, she felt herself threatened by some-
thing greater than her pride and will. Woman must "submit,” her
mother had said. How she hated the word even while she thought
she understood it now as this man's hand touched hers and a shock
of pleasure flashed through her; as tenderness crept into his voice
and he begged her to be hiswife. "1 know what the feeling of love
is," Elizabeth realized as she lay awake and lonely in the night,
listening to the faint sound of the river.

At first, Elizabeth's letters from Oaklands, the Gardiner estate,
were as happy as those she had written from Salama, the home of
the Vaughans. She described her pupils affectionately. "Delia, |
call 'Daybreak’ for the sight of her exhilarates everybody and she
has the purity, the freshness, the gaycty and the transparent prom-
ise of the morning hour. Lucy might be denominated 'Twilight/
She never will charm so generally nor charm all; but the few who
are sentimental enough to feel interest in the beauties that must be
sought will always find delight in her interesting character."

Elizabeth told of spending stimulating hours with Mrs. Tudor,
mother-in-law of her employer. She read aloud in French to Mrs.
Tudor, who helped her with her accent, having lived in Paris
many years. Mrs. Tudor had known Madame de Stacl and she was
gratified by Elizabeth's interest and talked on and on. "Madame de
Stacl made no distinction between the sexes. She treated men in
the same manner as women. She knew that genius has no sex," so
Elizabeth wrote her sister Sophia, retailing Mrs. Tudor's conversa-
tion. The young and ardent Elizabeth was profoundly impressed
and decided that site must pattern her life as closely as possible after
Madame de Stack

Both Mrs. Gardiner and Mrs. Tudor thought the world of Miss
Peabody, but with Robert Hallowcll Gardiner, matters were dif-
ferent. In the first place, he was a stanch Episcopalian and he
literally believed that there was some special torment in Hell re-
served for Dr. Channing for leading so many people astray. Eliza-
beth was shocked to discover the existence of such bitter opposition
to a man she loved and admired. It is to be feared that she said s,
for it was always I>er habit to spesk her mind and she could al-
ways be depended upon to spring to the defense of a friend. The
Gardiner attitude during the Revolution had been in direct con-
trast to that of the Vaughans. Old Dr. Sylvester Gardiner had fled
to Halifax with more haste than dignity when the British evacuated
Boston. To the great-granddaughter of General Palmer, Robert
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Hallowell Gardiner seemed still a Tory and she was all too prone
to fight the Revolution over again every time the subject came up.
Elizabeth felt sure of Gardiner's friendship at first, but she soon
saw that her democratic ideas disgusted him. "Impractical," he
called her. This troubled her, but she never suspected how much
he really disliked his young rebel of a governess.

Gradually, under the cold eyes of Robert Hallowell Gardiner, the
joy of the Maine adventure began to grow cold for Elizabeth. She
longed to go back to Boston where she felt, as is the way of youth,
that some high destiny must await her. Was not Boston the equal
cf Paris? Perhaps, then, Boston stood in need of a Madame de Stael,
and Elizabeth felt quite capable of assuming the role.

Nothing had been said in letters to her mother or to Sophia about
Elizabeth's love affair. Mary knew all about it; but even to Mary,
Elizabeth always referred to her lover guardedly as "L.B." She
now told L.B. that she believed she could be happy only in Boston.

There must have been some strong reason why L.B. could not
give Elizabeth the home in Boston she so much desired. "l have
been wooed and almost won," Elizabeth said — but L.B. had lost
her. He took his final refusal in a shocking manner. Open-hearted
and "communicative" to a fault, in her letters, there was one thing
Elizabeth Peabody never talked about. She mentioned just once,
in aletter to Mary, that "poor L.B. found his way, in such a hor-
rid way, out of this world."

It would have taken a strong man to make Elizabeth happy or
to be happy with her, and yet it was inevitable that weak men
should be attracted to her, needing her strength. She judged her
first lover's character as impartially as she could when she decided
that "L.B. was not sound-minded nor well-principled.” But it
seemed as if she never could rid her soul of a sense of guilt and
responsibility for the tragedy.’



CHAPTER FOUR
Eden in Miniature

N 1825, after her unhappy experience in Maine, Elizabeth had

returned, not to Sdem but to lay siege to Boston once more.
This time, she and her sister Mary had opened a flank attack upon
Beacon Hill by starting a suburban school for girls in an enchanting
spot at the end of a country lane beside a brook. There were
marshes, fields and pastures — and the place is now the middle of
Brookline. Just enough wealthy Bostonians had country homes in
Brookline to warrant a good school for their daughters, the Misses
Peabody were received with enthusiasm, word of their talents hav-
ing been spread through the far-reaching influence of the Vaughan
family.

Elizabeth was now twenty-one. The gracious living at the Gardi-
ners' and the Vaughans' had softened her manners and given her
poise, while those intellectual women in both families, with their
foreign education, had broadened her point of view. She still con-
sidered Boston the cultural capital of the world, but she was now
ready to admit the existence at least of Paris, Rome and London.
To have been "sought and almost won/' her love affair both sad
and secret, lent her a mysterious charm which her young girl
pupils were quick to appreciate. Lizzie was always dramatic. Even
if she never talked about "poor L.B." she could not resist playing
the part of a lady with a past and her young scholars wrote verses
to her and crowned her with flowers upon the slightest provoca-
tion. This was an admiration Elizabeth felt it safe to enjoy and
she gave her pupils all the love she would have lavished upon chil-
dren of her own. She took great pains with their Latin but still
more with their character, writing little notes to them, telling one
that she was "unfeminine and indelicate,” and another that she
was "vain," still another that she was "wickedly passionate,” Then
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Elizabeth worried herself almost sick lest she had been too severe.
She even journeyed to Lancaster to consult her former minister,
Air. Ware, upon the subject. But her pupils responded, aso in little
private notes, "full of love and gratitude."

With Alary, schooltcaching was a way of earning a living rather
than a life in itself. She taught adequately and thoroughly, her
pupils doing better perhaps in fundamentals than Elizabeth's did,
and she most certainly worried less about their souls. Alary had
no use for being crowned with columbine and her pupils would
not have attempted it. Thev brought her flowers though, because
somehow she made it seem interesting to know the name and even
the Latin name of everything that grew in the fields or by the
brook. It was astonishing to discover that Aliss Alary was studying
German, with a teacher, just so that she could read thick books
about plants and flowers.

When school was over, Alary shut the schoolroom door and
became a young girl herself — only nineteen after all, and pretty in
a delicate, cameo-like way. The Peabody girls were received in the
best drawing rooms like the ladies that they were. Alary, with
new-found confidence, would sing of an evening whenever asked.
She chose the simple folk melodies which the Vaughans had told
her were so well suited to her lovely contralto voice. Sometimes
a daughter of the house, instructed at great expense, would attempt
an aria from an opera and Alary would feel envious because she
herself knew no such elaborate music. The feeling would pass al-
most at once because she was fundamentally so happy. In later
years, looking back upon Brookline days, Mary realized that she
had perhaps had "beaut)" or "if not — it was some subtle thing that
used to open doors of sympathy and understanding.”

There were young men in Alary's life. "Brigham the Cambridge
singer" came to entertain at a Brookline musical evening and after-
wards Alary was moved to sit by her bedroom window in the
moonlight and dream dreams that it would take "a whole sheet of
paper to tell." It was "Brignal banks are fair . . ." that Brigham
sang, "not in the fashionable manner but with all the simplicity
of nature." Alary left the moonlit window at last but, with char-
acteristic humor, she told Sophia that it was the mosquitoes which
drove her to bed and broke up her romantic mood.

In June 1825, Mary "jumped into a chaise" and went to Cam-
bridge to have alook at the nation's hero, a friend of whom Grand-
mother Palmer had often spoken. "Lafayette kissed our paws' she
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reported irreverently to Sophia. She thought as she wrote the let-
ter that it would be good to make her little sister laugh if possible
— even though Mrs. Peabody had warned that Sophia must do no
such thing!

While Elizabeth and Mary were in Maine, Sophia had been at
home in Salem, the only daughter available to be the object of
Mrs. Peabody's anxieties. Sophia was fifteen when she began to
have severe headaches and her mother explained to her that suf-
fering was woman's peculiar lot. It was the will of God, it al had
something to do with the fall of Adam, and a woman's duty was
to become "resigned." Mrs. Peabody was too good a Unitarian to
believe in original sin; but she seemed to have swung to an op-
posite pole and to believe in saintlike virtue, especially for Sophia.
At an age when most girls were thinking about clothes and be-
ginning to feel romantic ebout boys, Sophia was urged to fix her
hopes on heaven. Other parents might attempt to prepare their
young daughters for life but Mrs. Peabody felt that she was an-
swering a higher call when she prepared Sophia for an early
death!

Sophia resisted her mother's efforts with lively optimism. At first
her headaches lasted only a day or two and she was sure that each
one would be her last. She loved nothing so much as to go places
and se people. Mrs. Cleveland invited her to visit in Lancaster;
Elizabeth and Mary arranged an invitation for her from the
Vaughans in Maine. Sophia was all agog to go. She went to neither
place. It was Mrs. Peabody, in 1825, who wrote explaining about
Sophid's delicate health and the impossibility of her leaving home.
Only after two months of earnest pleading did Sophia succeed in
visiting her Peabody grandparents in New Boston, New Hamp-
shire; and it was her father, finally, who had insisted that she be
allowed to go. She traveled a hundred and twenty miles by chaise,
swaying over rutted roads, splashing through fords or rattling over
precarious wooden bridges— and she never felt better in her life.
She wrote home that she loved every mile of the journey and was
not tired at all. She wrote of bountiful meals, of hill-climbing excur-
sions, and of long nights of sound sleep. If only she had written of
homesickness and ill-health! Word came from her mother that she
must come home at once.

Sophia began to resist her mother with torrents of tears. "Thun-
der-gusts" she called her paroxysms of weeping and she was heartily
ashamed of them — although it was hard to believe that she was
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wickedly resisting God's will, as her mother told her. Naturally,
the headaches grew more violent and so much was said about them
that Sophia could not help taking more and more interest in them
herself. She described the "cannonading of her temples" with
gusto and a sympathetic sister Mary sent her leeches. Ever since
her early childhood, when Sophia had been given a good dea of
paregoric to ease difficult teething, her father had feared that he had
given her too much sedative. He gave her sedatives now, at the
insistence of her mother, but with increasing reluctance because he
had become interested in homeopathy with its theory that "like
cureslike" and its use of drugs in small doses only. Dr. Peabody was
pleased with the "best European leeches' and so was Sophia. She
really wanted good health and she was so naturally optimistic that
she made much of each slight improvement. It puzzled her that
her headaches should be so much more severe when she was at
home and she became adept at escaping for short visits and then
putting her mother off with excuses to make each visit last a little
longer.

In 1824 Sophia had begun to study drawing with "Aunt Curtis,"
one of the Palmer sisters for whom she was named and who now
lived in Salem. The drawing lessons took place only on Saturdays
and would not interfere with her other studies, Sophia anxiously
told Elizabeth— who was, as always, supervising her younger sister
to an astonishing degree. Sophia studied French all day, twice a
week, she said, reading in French a sixteen-volume history of litera-
ture. (Her friends read French novels, but Sophia dared mention
only Corinne, certain that Elizabeth would approve since it was
by Madame de Stael.) She studied Latin all day on alternate days,
learning the rules of grammar by heart to prove, not to herself but
to Elizabeth, that a girl could do it as well or better than a boy
and was therefore worthy of college. Would Elizabeth make a fuss
about those Saturday drawing lessons and insist upon Greek in-
stead? Sophia never could figure out Lizzie's reactions, but she al-
ways feared the worst.

As usual, Elizabeth was unpredictable. She brought all the weight
of her benevolent tyranny to bear in favor of Sophia's art, rather
than against it. She ordered her young sister to take up oil painting
at once. Suddenly Sophia, who had been as docile and admiring as
one of Elizabeth's best-loved pupils, became not a pupil but a
sister and an equal, not a child but a young woman with a mind
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of her own. She would not try to paint in color yet. She would
continue to study perspective and work in black and white, she said.
She would take up color when she felt herself ready but not before.
But it was nice of dear Lizzie to offer to buy the paints.

Mary understood and applauded the new Sophia, but Elizabeth
was too busy to notice or try to understand. The Brookline school
was a success and Lizzie was preparing to move upon Boston once
more. Beacon Hill was still the most beautiful acropolis of them
all, and Miss Peabody was certain that she was now ready to take
her place as high priestess in one of the temples on that hill — a tem-
ple of learning, naturally. A Golden Age was dawning, like the
Golden Age of Athens, Elizabeth thought, and she had no doubt
that she was to play an important part in the Athens of America.
High priest and prophet of this new age was Dr. William Ellery
Channing — or so Elizabeth considered at this particular time, when
she was in her twenties. She liked to say that she had fallen under
the spell of Dr. Channing when she was eight or nine years old and
still living in Salem.

Church bells were ringing then, she remembered, and neighbors
from another congregation had come to the door to ask if they
might sit in the Peabody pew at Second Church. Dr. Channing was
going to preach, they said. Mrs. Peabody had intended to stay at
home, but now there were frantic scurryings to and fro as she got
herself and her oldest daughter into their Sunday best. Dr. Pea
body was already at church, because he sang in the choir; the
neighbors expressed surprise at seeing Elizabeth taken along, be-
cause she was usually left to look after the younger children. They
wondered if there would be room in the pew. "It takes genius to
reach a child," said Mrs. Peabody, forestalling argument.

They had been late; but Channing had been later. Elizabeth saw
"a small man with rapid, nervous motions, dressed in a traveler's
great coat, go into the pulpit, and, without sitting down, take up
the hymnbook, turn its leaves quickly and enter the desk; then
slowly lifting his large, remarkable eyes with an expression of 'see-
ing something," begin to read the devotional hymn." This look, as
if speaking face to face with God, was a faculty in Dr. Channing
which never failed to communicate a sense of exaltation in Eliza-
beth. Dr. Channing was frequently the guest of parents of Eliza-
beth's pupils in Brookline, and it was here that she really came to
know him. Her friends sympathized, she said, "in the pleasurable
excitement” she felt.
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The truth was that now Elizabeth was developing a romantic
passion for the "great little man," beginning not at the age of eight
or nine but at twenty-one, when she was ready for love yet still
fearful of receiving advances from a suitable lover. Channing was
twenty-four years older than she, happily married to a wealthy
cousin — what had she to fear in giving him her heart and soul —
as to a spiritual father, of course? Elizabeth was not by any means
the first nor the last young girl to feel romantic about a minister
and many of her friends not only sympathized but shared her senti-
ments. Only Mary had misgivings. Lizzie would get laughed at and
she would be hurt, sooner or later. But Elizabeth paid no attention
to Mary's warnings.

While she lived in Brookline, Dr. Channing's sermons became the
great events of Elizabeth's life. Her enthusiasm carried her on foot
through the winter drifts on Sundays when the omnibus refused
to run. Now that she was going to live in Boston, Elizabeth would
attend every church service and every meeting connected with the
church. She would see Dr. Channing in his study every day and
there would be long talks. To him aone she would confide her
sense of guilt because "poor L.B." had seen fit to "leave this world"
on her account; and, in a religion which has na provision for ab-
solution, it was Dr. Channing, nevertheless, who could hold out
hope of atonement.

Like Wesley, WyclifTe and Luther, Dr. Channing headed a re-
ligious sect, for he was hailed as the "apostle of Unitarianism"; but
like his great predecessors, his intention had been not schism but
liberalism. He believed in "the goodness of God, the essentia vir-
tue and perfectibility of man, and the freedom of the will with
its consequent responsibility for action." To many of his con-
temporaries, this was heresy. To Elizabeth it was light in darkness.
No longer need she suffer from a sense of guilt; she needed now
only to express her gratitude to the man who had restored her soul.
The ideal life was one of service to others, Channing had told her,
and he had assured her that teaching was the ideal form of service
where she was concerned. But now, in her gratitude, Elizabeth
longed to serve the minister personally.

Once established in Boston, Elizabeth was soon acquainted with
all of Dr. Channing's parishioners. Everywhere she went, she heard
them bemoan the fact that Channing's sermons were never avail-
able in print or even in manuscript; that no copy could be found to
read to the sick and afflicted. Here was just the service for Lizzie
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and she appeared in Channing's study with the news that she was
going to copy out his sermons and pass them around.

"My handwriting is impossible to read," objected the doctor. "I
use abbreviations known only to myself." Known only to himself
was something else of more importance. His power lay in his per-
sonal magnetism. Much of the inspiration his parishioners drew
from him was never on the page of hen-scratchings he held in his
hand and referred to once in a while. It was in his voice, his eyes
— that wonderful quality he had of seeming to spesk with God.

"But | can read the writing and | will divine the abbreviations,
intuitively," countered Elizabeth, inexorably determined to serve.

The last objection that Dr. Channing could think of was that
copying would take too much of Miss Peabody's time. If she gave
him all her leisure, as she proposed, how was she to keep up with
her reading? He was interested in her education and there were
books he would like to read aloud to her. Elizabeth said that copy-
ing would be so easy for her that she could do it and listen to read-
ing at the same time.

Now the doctor thought he had her. Smiling indulgently at the
earnestness of his young votary, he went to the bookcase and took
down Cousin's French translation of Plato. He was unable to resist
showing off alittle, as he remarked that he would read Timcteus di-
rect from French into English.

While Elizabeth copied the previous Sunday's sermon, Chan-
ning read but "kept raising his large, devouring eyes' and asking
questions which she somehow answered."

When she had finished writing, he took her copy to read before
she could so much as look it over. It was not fair, she protested; but
her phenomenal memory had stood her in good stead. She had re-
membered the previous Sunday's sermon almost word for word, and
she already knew Plato both in Greek and in English. There was
little wrong with her copy, as Dr. Channing was quick to admit.
It did Elizabeth's school no harm when Dr. Channing spread the
story of Miss Peabody's aimost unbelievably brilliant mind.

Elizabeth copied fifty of Channing's sermons which would never
have appeared in print, he said, but for her patient efforts. Here-
after, whenever Channing published anything, it was Miss Peabody
who must put the manuscript in shape for the printer. He would
send for her, long after she ceased to be his unpaid secretary.

Fortunately, Elizabeth was not always obliged to copy sermons
every time Channing read aloud. He delighted in watching her keen
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mind develop as he introduced her to new intellectual pleasures and
let her lay aside the pen when he read her Wordsworth for the
first time. He chose "Intimations of Immortality" and saw Eliza-
beth's whole soul in her eyes, heaven about her — not in her infancy
but in her twenty-second year. It troubled him a little to be so
much the object of her devotion, but he found her instant ac-
ceptance of the idea of pre-existence most diverting and he could
not resist experimenting with her mental reactions.

Channing formed the habit of taking awalk with Elizabeth every
Saturday morning. He would propound a theory in theology and
she would attempt to demolish it if it conflicted with her newly
awakened belief in the goodness of God. "lsn't she delightful!"”
Channing said of the ardent Elizabeth. When next Sunday's ser-
mon proved to be upon the very topic of Saturday's talk, Eliza-
beth was astonished, utterly unaware of her value to him, but very-
happy. Again, it was only her sister Mary who sounded a warning.
"He is too much your whole happiness," she said.

Mary Channing was a pupil in Elizabeth's school, as were the
daughters of many of Channing's parishioners. There were thirty
scholars the first year, more the next as the Peabody school became
the thing. Elizabeth decided that a man's name should appear with
hers and Mary's in connection with the really large private school
she seemed on the verge of establishing. Boston was by no means
ready to accept two women as heads of a business enterprise; Eliza-
beth not yet prepared to force the issue. A newcomer to Boston
and to Dr. Channing's circle appeared the ideal choice for an aso-
ciate. Mr. Russell was elegant in his tight-fitting coffee-colored
coat, he had an intriguing touch of the actor about him which
delighted the ladies— with Elizabeth and Mary by no means the
least susceptible to his charms. There was a Mrs. Russell, daughter
of a Connecticut minister, but she was always at home with the
children while her husband came alone to the Channings' or the
Cabots'. In 1826, Russell became the first editor of the American
Journal of Education and, with a capacity for thinking of himself
in capital letters, he was an Educator; while the earnest, unassum-
ing Misses Peabody were content to call themselves simply teachers.

By 1827, William Russell had succeeded in arousing interest in
the art of elocution, with himself as the chief exponent thereof.
Dr. Channing attended a "Reading Party" at the Cabots, where
Mr. Russell had him read certain of Mrs. Hemans's poems —and
then made suggestions for improvement in the famous Channing



"Eden in Miniature" Painted by George Harvey

Water-color view of Boston Common in 1830, gift of
George Harvey Chickering to the Bostoman Society ,
reproduced with their per?nissio?i






Eden in Miniature 43

voice and delivery! Mary Peabody was there that night. "1t sounded
alittle oddly to hear himtell Dr. C. that he did not read very well.
The Dr. himself seemed hardly to know what to make of it, but on
the whole, he bore it very meekly."

Free lessons in elocution might be acceptable enough but few
people would pay for them after the series of Reading Parties (for
which a fee was charged) was over. Coffee-colored coats came
high and a "new-born bliss," as Mrs. Russell put it, was forever
being added to the family. Mr. Russell thought he might start a
school and it seemed to Elizabeth that she had a solution both to his
problem and her own. "We have more pupils than we can take,"
she told him, proposing partnership. Undoubtedly, Mr. Russell
spoke of the school as his; but Elizabeth herself stated that he "was
for a while a partner with my sister and myself in our school."

Thus, by 1828, Elizabeth's most cherished dream had been realized
and she could afford to bring her whole family to Boston. There is
no record as to whether Dr. Peabody wished to leave Salem — prob-
ably he was not consulted. To the astonishment of everyone, par-
ticularly his wife, he had just written a book. The Art of Preserv-
ing Teeth was the title, and if it were not exactly entertaining read-
ing, the subject was a new one such as should bring him a reputa-
tion and a Boston practice. Not that Dr. Peabody was burning
all his Salem bridges. As late as September 10, 1830, he advertised
in the Gazette:

DR. PEABODY continues to visit Salem the first and third Wednes-
day and Thursday of every month— for the purpose of operating
upon Teeth. His off. isa Mr. S. S. Pagess corner of Essex and
Summer  streets.

As areport is abroad that Dr. Peabody has raised his fees for
operating upon teeth, he takes this opportunity to sate that it is
not true; his fees are the same as they aways have been.

The whole Peabody family, with the possible exception of the
Doctor himself, was happy to come to Boston to live; but Sophia
was probably the one who felt the keenest joy. Her sisters had
asked her to teach drawing in their school. Her mother had for-
bidden it. Aunt Tyler had invited her to Brattleboro where she
had enjoyed mountain climbing, horseback rides and the society
of young cousins her own age. Then her mother had written:
"The high state of excitement you are in is not exactly the thing
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for your head. | am glad to s you alive to the simple pleasures of
nature, that heart must be least corrupt which can enjoy them most,
but you enjoy too fervently. Come home now and live upon the
past." Sophia made excuses to stay but finally obeyed and lived
upon as much of the past as a sixteen-year-old could muster.

But now she was in enchanting Boston and no one could call her
home. In her diary for 1829, she wrote: "I walked along Beacon
Street for the first time since we lived in Boston and could but
just keep my feet upon the side-walk, so bubble-like and balloony
were my sensations. The full, rich foliage, the hills, the water, in-
flated me. Oh that Common — that Eden in Miniature!" *



CHAPTER  FIVE
New England Barbizon

PHIA at twenty was very pretty, and because of her semi-

invalid state, free from the long hours of teaching which kept
her two sisters always a little tired and preoccupied. Young men
came flocking to Fayette Place, some of them friends of Elizabeth's,
some to e Mary, but most of them to call on Miss Sophia. There
was Park Benjamin, "overflowing with fun and good spirits," to
quote Sophia's diary. He was about to enter Harvard Law School
and would one day become a bitter, caustic critic as literary editor
for Horace Greeley's New Yorker. But the Peabodys made him
happy, able to forget his permanent lameness. Then there was
George Hillard, senior at Flarvard Law School. He had been
teaching for two years in Northampton under George Bancroft
and he brought Bancroft to meet the Peabody sisters, Miss Eliza-
beth in particular.

Romance was in the air. Lydia Scars, a beloved former pupil of
Elizabeth's, was being married and, as Lydia's parents were dead,
she would be married from the Peabodys home. For severa years
she had made them long visits and had become a sort of adopted
daughter. The Peabody parlor was flooded with May sunshine
while Sophia sat by the window, her deft hands busy among yards
of soft white lace. She was making Lydia's wedding veil. She raised
her serene gray eyes, the sunlight turned her light brown hair to
gold, and more than one young man felt something happen to his
heart. '

Sophia enjoyed attention. Of Harry Cleveland she wrote, "He is
a dignified, lofty-minded, noble fellow" — but she added something
further in her diary which she afterwards deleted by taking scis-
sors and carefully cutting out the lines. Had Harry proposed? Per-
haps. If so, he had most certainly been refused. Harry need not
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have been discouraged, nor need any young man who found Sophia
attractive. It was just that she was seriously interested in becoming
a good artist and for the first time in her life she found herself able
to study with good teachers. It was Elizabeth who made the teach-
ing possible, as Sophia never forgot.

First came Francis Graeter, a young German who taught draw-
ing in Elizabeth's school. He became interested in Miss Peabody's
invalid sister, then in Sophia herself whom he found most charm-
ing. No one else had ever listened so pleasantly to his stories of lifein
Germany. He was a fine draftsman, painstaking and thorough, just
the man to develop Sophia's naturally accurate eye and give her the
discipline of working in black and white before she experimented
in color. Graeter was a popular illustrator, doing, among other
things, Lydia Maria Child's Girls Onjon Book, and he encouraged
Sophia to hope that she, too, might someday illustrate.

Lessons in oil painting cost as much as twenty-four dollars each
— a staggering sum for the Peabodys even now when things were
going well with them. But Elizabeth was undaunted. Her appealing
description of the invalid sister, so talented, so "resigned," brought
Thomas Doughty to the Peabody parlor, not to give a lesson but
to allow Sophia to watch him at work. Doughty, one day to be con-
sidered a leader of the Hudson River school, was at the height of
his career at this time.? He thought Sophia could hardly be more
than a sweet young thing taking up art as a genteel accomplish-
ment, and he marveled at Miss Elizabeth Peabody's powers of
persuasion as he found himself carrying easdl, canvas, palette, paints
and brushes to 18 Fayette Place.

Doughty arrived at three and Sophia was all of a flutter. "Ye
powers! How my heart beat!" she wrote. "It seemed as if he em-
bodied the Art in some way so that | was in its immediate pres-
ence and | felt consequently awe-struck. He looked very smiling
and pleasant, however, not in the least fearful, and painted on his
own picture an hour and then left me to copy. . . .

"The instant he departed | began my own operations and found
that the portion of his art w'ch he had left on the board possessed
the same awful power as he brought with him and before | had put
my brush to the picture, | trembled from head to foot. Certainly,
| never felt so much about anything before. | did not know what
to make of it. ... | was amost afraid to be aone with the —
what? | am sure | can not tell."

Doughty was pleasantly surprised when he arrived at nine the
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next morning. Sophia had caught the silvery tones that were his
trade mark. The subject, a medieval castle in moonlight, was just
what would most delight her romantic soul and she copied it with
all the accuracy that Francis Graeter had instilled into her. "You
must learn to compose your own landscapes,” Doughty told Sophia,
suggesting that while she might copy his technique at first, she
should also develop a style of her own. Her sense of color was re-
markable, he told her.

"What an intense feeling of delight it gives me to think that |
may ever create, too!" wrote Sophia. The pain Sophia suffered was
by no means imaginary, some of her sensations suggesting sinus
trouble. Her pain had always so disturbed her rest that her dreams
were vivid and full of flashing colors. Because of her mother's in-
creasing emphasis on religion, Sophia dreamed of paradise and saw
angels ascending and descending. But now, instead of writing in
her journal that she was resigned to an early death, she made notes
of colors she had seen, sure that someday she would paint these
pictures which appeared to her more as visions than as dreams. It
seemed to her that she had but to be patient and study hard and
soon she would be illustrating Milton. At twenty she knew just
what she wanted to do with her life and success seemed just around
the corner.

Meanwhile Elizabeth continued to bring to Sophia the best avail-
able teachers. Next to appear in the Peabody parlor was Chester
Harding, already acquainted with two of the Peabody sisters but
new to Sophia. This portrait painter now had as many as fifty
visitors a day at his studio while sittings were booked far in ad-
vance. The aging Gilbert Stuart remarked with understandable bit-
terness that Boston was suffering from "Harding Fever." Just back
from Washington, Harding had been painting "the hoary-headed
old man," Ex-President Madison.® His critical view of Andrew
Jackson coincided with Peabody political opinion. "He spoke of
King Andrew and said his grey hair was the only venerable thing
about him. He was very tall and affable — but his manners, in his
opinion, extremely vulgar. . . . Mr. Harding thought manners were
fast degenerating — all deference, politeness and polish of old times
were gone and he thought it the levelling consequence of de-
mocracy — it was easier to pull down than to rise up, so everything
was pulled down — as there must be equality at any rate."

Harding's own manners were polished to a degree and Sophia
admired the thirty-eight-year-old painter, considering him her ideal
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aristocrat. Yet he was actually an interesting example of the "con-
sequences of democracy/' and, far from being a snob, he wrote
about his backwoods beginnings and loved to tell anecdotes of his
early struggles. Born in Conway, Massachusetts, where his father
was spending a lifetime trying to invent a perpetual motion ma-
chine, Harding ran aw'ay to the War of 1812. Upon his return
home, he began to make drums on government contract but the
business went so badly that he was arrested for debt upon his
wedding day!

After his release or perhaps escape from prison, Harding opened
an inn at Caledonia, New York, where, to quote his own words,
he "paid off old debts with new." This time he left town ahead of
the sheriff and worked his way down the Allegheny. In Pittsburgh
he made just enough money as a house painter to return on foot
for his wife and child and raft them down the river. They arrived
penniless, and Harding borrowed twenty dollars to set himself up
as a sign painter. When a traveling portrait painter came along
Harding could afford to pay the man ten dollars for a portrait of
Mrs. Harding. The likeness was a disappointment and Harding
sat down, sign paints in hand, and painted a better one. His neigh-
bor, the baker, saw this first Harding portrait, marveled, and paid
five dollars for a portrait of his own wife. Chester Harding's career
had begun.

A day came when the proud Harding went home to se his
mother with a thousand dollars in cash, a carriage and pair, his
wife and four children! It was his idea to leave his wife and chil-
dren with his mother and go to Europe to study but his mother
would have none of it. A thousand dollars was not enough money,
she said. So the ship Albiofi on which he had booked passage sailed
without Harding — and sank with all hands. Harding painted suc-
cessfully in Washington, St. Louis; he even traveled to a wilder-
ness cabin to paint a portrait of Daniel Boone.

In 1823 Harding succeeded in reaching Europe, but not as a
student like most American artists. Two months of study at the
Academy in Philadelphia had convinced him that lessons were a
waste of time and he went abroad to paint portraits. The American
Minister introduced him to the Duke of Sussex. Harding had good
looks, personal charm; he enjoyed making his homespun adven-
tures a source of entertainment for his new friends — and it so hap-
pened that he could really paint. London society took him up and
he returned to the United States with a glittering reputation, hand-
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some profits which he was quick to spend — and a new-found ad-
miration for "politeness and polish."

Harding's touch was sure, his style natural but a trifle hard.
Colors were in a high key, foreshadowing a modern trend. When
sentimentality overwhelmed public taste, his popularity waned —
for his was an almost photographic record of his times, and if he
ever flattered a sitter then some of them must have been hideous
indeed! A modern re-evaluation of his work would give him a high
place among painters of the Early American school.

It must have been during that Sunday-afternoon call that Harding
asked Sophia to sit to him. "I have no features," she always said,
and she was astonished at the invitation. But Chester Harding saw
something he wanted to put on canvas. ayoung girl on tiptoe at the
threshold of life and sure that sunshine lay before her. Her eyes,
which Sophia said were gray, looked blue to Harding. He would
have her smiling, of course, but in her smile there would be a
hint of mischief for he had divined the sense of humor she usually
kept hidden. She must wear the white dress she had on, Harding
told Sophia— and bring the transparent green shawl. The dress
was cut low off the shoulders but a single layer of muslin veiled
shoulders and bosom with an effect demure yet beguiling. Hard-
ing would be at his best when painting young flesh under soft
muslin.

"Mr. Harding sent for me to be painted at nine, and very loth
I went — for the heat and damp together composed an atmosphere
w'ch it seemed purgatory to breathe," Sophia said. "I found the
mighty man as bright as an eagle. . . . Fie was as agreeable as he
could be while | was doing penance. He spoke of Allston, his beau
ideal of a man and a gentleman and his dearest friend."

Sophia received permission to come to the studio to watch Hard-
ing at work as she had watched Doughty. A portrait of Allston
stood nearly finished by the window. The pose was heroic, hand
thrust into coat Napoleon-fashion, the eyes intent with inner vision.
But Harding, painting more accurately than he meant, had given
Allston's chin the fullness of inertia, the mouth an indecisive sweet-
ness at variance with the fine brow. The portrait was by no means
Harding's best, for his sure touch was missing, as though mind
and eye were in conflict. Sophia, however, admired the portrait un-
reservedly. Again the studio was oppressively hot and Sophia took
up a fan. Standing behind the painter, she fanned both herself
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and him and kept away the flies which were tormenting both of
them.

Mrs. Harding came into the room carrying an infant son and
Sophia asked the baby's name. But this was the seventh or eighth
child and they seemed to have run out of names— for the baby had
none! "Why don't you call him Allston?" suggested Sophia—
with no idea that she would be taken seriously.

But Harding was delighted. "Allston it shall be!" he cried. Sophia
was embarrassed but at the same time amused to see that Mrs. Hard-
ing looked far from pleased. She had not been consulted nor did she
speak a word.

Harding told Sophia that he never under any circumstances gave
permission for his pictures to be copied. He had seen her copy of
Doughty's landscape, however, and he would make an exception in
her case. Sophia took the honor seriously but with confidence. It
pleased Harding when she asked to copy his portrait of Allston
and she set to work, right at his studio, with the benefit of all the
advice he could give her.* Sophia next took to making sketches of
family and friends, and Harding said she had a knack for catching
a likeness.

Although Mary was at work many hours a day helping Elizabeth
in her school, she too now fulfilled a cherished ambition. She began
singing lessons with Mr. Padden, who advertised that his "mode of
instruction in singing belongs to the first European school." Mary
had always been willing to make a social evening pleasant by sing-
ing upon request. At the Channings' she had been encouraged and
praised. But many young ladies of the parish who sang at the
Channings were pupils of Padden and embarked upon an aria from
an opera without batting an eyelid. Mary longed for the confidence
lessons might give. Mrs. Channing loved what she called "the
spirit tones of Mary's voice" and said that this popular teacher
might make it stronger but that he could hardly make it sweeter.
Mary's "low tones were like a summer evening."

Like the breadwinner of the family that she was, Elizabeth had
little time to enjoy the pleasures she helped to earn for her family.
Her school seemed to be going wonderfully well even though
there never was enough money, no matter how many pupils were
enrolled. Her chief delight was in enlarging her acquaintance and
it was in 1830 that she met Bronson Alcott, who wrote of a first
meeting which was a prelude to a stormy association. He had not
liked Elizabeth. "She may perhaps aim at being 'original' and fail
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in her attempt by becoming offensively assertive. On the whole
there is, we think, too much of the man and too little of the woman
in her familiarity and freedom, her affected indifference of manner.
Yet after all, she is interesting.”

Quite by accident, the Peabodys were at Alcott's wedding. On
May 23, 1830, Sophia was just leaving King's Chapel® when she
saw Dr. Walter Channing, physician brother of William Ellery.
He was an especial friend of hers, so she stopped to talk and he
told her that there was to be a wedding and that the wedding party
would be pleased if churchgoers lingered for the ceremony. So they
all crowded around and the Peabody girls saw old Colonel May
give his daughter in marriage to Bronson Alcott.

The Alcott friendship progressed with reservations on both sides.
A few days later, "Mr. and Mrs. Alcott spent the evening but Betty
talked all the time and | did not have a chance to hear aword from
the interesting, contemplative man," Sophia complained. "I liked
Mrs. A. much better than | expected from all accounts,” she added.

It would be surprising if another adverse opinion had not gone
into the Alcott journal, since the "contemplative man" was him-
self a notable talker. But, "1 was much pleased with the thoughts ex-
pressed in the course of this interview," Alcott wrote. "Miss Pea
body is certainly avery sensible lady. She has a mind of a superior
order. In its range of thought, in the philosophical discrimination
of its character, | have seldom if ever found a female mind to equal
it." Female mind, indeed! Elizabeth would not have liked that if
she could have looked over Alcott's shoulder. Madame de Stael's
"genius has no sex" was still her ideal. But she could not have quar-
reled with what Alcott went on to say. "Her [Elizabeth's] notions
of character, the nicety of analysis, her accurate knowledge of the
human mind, are remarkable, original and just. Her views of morals
are very elevated. | was better pleased with her on the whole than
| expected to be, and shall repeat my visits at her request.”

The Alcotts were asked again and so were many other friends, for
the Peabodys liked to keep open house and now at last they could
afford it. They dared to hope that they were firmly established on
the road to prosperity and Sophia could have spoken for all three
sisters when she wrote, "Sometimes it seems to me as if my life
were a pathway of peculiar beauty — an indefinable atmosphere of
music — a mingling of birds' voices floating round glimpses of end-
less visions where is heard the distant failing of fountains and the
sighing of leaves « . . thisis always my life if left to itself."
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Sophia and her sisters were to learn that no life is ever left to
itself for long. The Peabody sons had been involved in a student
scrape at Harvard. This was toward the end of the Kirkland
administration, when "student rebellions" were everyday occur-
rences. Boys were expelled in dozen lots until, in some circles,
it was accounted more of a distinction to be thrown out of
Harvard than to graduate. The Peabody parents, however, were not
the sort to smirk and murmur something about "wild oats" and boys
being boys. And now there was worse to come. As soon as the
Peabody young gentlemen were no longer at Harvard, here came
tailors, tavernkeepers and even acquaintances with unpaid bills to
collect.

The whole affair was particularly hard for people like the Pea
bodys to try to live down. They were notably high-minded; and
Elizabeth, at least, was given to advising others on ethical behavior.
Mary, who suffered from having the family's keenest sense of
humor, could imagine all too well what people were saying behind
their backs. "Dandycock" was what Aunt Pickman called her ss
ter's youngest son, and Mrs. Peabody had no defense. She "could
not reason about the matter, she could only feel," she said.

The womenfolk seemed to draw together, leaving Dr. Peabody
alone with his anxieties and somehow subtly to blame for every-
thing. He was just beginning to succeed in Boston. Until recently,
he had depended upon Elizabeth's school to help out with family
expenses and now, with the boys' debts to pay, he must ask her for
help again. And at this point, the school, which had seemed so
successful, proved suddenly insolvent!

It was a pity that some of the law students who frequented the
Peabody parlor could not have advised Elizabeth and Mary when
they took a partner into their school. As it was, there was nothing
but a vague verbal agreement with William Russell and Russell
with his actor's airs, which so pleased the ladies, knew better how
to spend money than to earn it. His salary was not a stipulated
amount, he had a share in the school and took what portion of the
profits he needed. Elizabeth had no idea what his needs would
amount to until she was faced with an urgent need of her own
and attempted to look into the books of accounts. She found that no
books had been kept. Elizabeth was "forbearing" for the sake of
Mrs. Russell and the children, but her school had failed and, when
Russell went off to Germantown with Alcott to make a new start,
Elizabeth had nothing left with which to continue. She was too
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human not to feel satisfaction, however, when Russell ran into debt
in Philadelphia very shortly. After all, it was a comfort to know
that there were other people in the world as gullible as herself
where the plausible Russell was concerned.

"l will not admit that | am impractical," Elizabeth had insisted.
But now, in the face of family disaster, she was determined to take
one more step in what Mary considered a wrong direction. She
had always taken a close personal interest in her pupils and now she
believed that she had discovered that two of her girls were being
cheated by a relative. The girls' parents were dead, so Elizabeth
went to their legal guardian with "revelations" — but with facts
hard to prove against people much cleverer than herself in these
matters. Even Dr. Channing, when appealed to, was against Eliza-
beth's quixotism. It troubled him afterwards that he had counseled
expediency, for rarely would he meet with anyone who came as close
as Elizabeth did to practicing what he preached. But he was wise in
the ways of the world. "Do not neglect your own for other peoples
duties," was Channing's advice—to which Mary said a heartfelt
amen.

But nothing could stop Elizabeth from going to New Bedford,
where it seemed necessary that she stay all winter trying to fight
other peoples battles. The "cold-hearted selfishness’ of the very
people she tried to help came as a cruel but inevitable experience. She
had been so sure that she was right, so uplifted by living accord-
ing to her highest ideal! "l was unprepared and lost,” she said, as
she began to learn that there are limits to the amount of help one
human being can give, or, for that matter, take from another. "I kept
stumbling over realities and still the guiding light was not," Eliza-
beth said afterwards.

The Peabody parents and their sons were going back to Salem.
Mary, once more silent and withdrawn, would go with them to
teach a few neighbors' children—if she could find any friends
who would pay her for such an enterprise. It was understood that
Sophiawould go too, and perhaps teach drawing. For the first time
in her life, however, Sophia had made plans for herself.

Sophia's new-found courage was not quite equal to the task of
laying her plans before her family and then enduring her mother's
tearful protest. She fell back upon the old subterfuge of "just visit-
ing" and Mrs. Peabody agreed that it would be a good idea for her
to escape the upheaval of moving by visiting Lydia Haven in Ded-
ham; the "dear Lyd" whose wedding veil she had made.
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Lydia was more lovely to look at than ever. "My Peri of Lyd,"
Sophia called her, for this dearest of friends seemed to have stepped
out of Moore's Lalla Rookh with her black hair and white skin.
The visit could have extended almost indefinitely, but instead,
Sophia hired a tiny room within walking distance of her friends'
houses and set about supporting herself by painting. Board and
room cost two dollars a week, while laundry was done for four
cents an item.

There was nothing impractical about Sophia's plan. Boston had
broken through a Puritan distrust of art and suddenly no drawing
room was worthy of the name unless oil paintings of all descrip-
tions elbowed each other for space and competed for attention
from floor to ceiling. Dr. Channing's sister-in-law, Mrs. Gibbs,
had the great Allston paint her a picture especially for the one and
only vacant spot on her dining room wall. Less well-to-do people
were content with copies, and, thanks largely to Elizabeth's talents
as press agent, Sophia's skill at copying was well known. She could
charge fifty dollars a canvas and sell as many pictures as she found
time to paint.

One problem was to find paintings suitable for copying. Foreign
scenes, preferably French or Italian, were infinitely more popular
than anything by an American artist and people owning a genuine
Salvator Rosa might be loth to have it copied — particularly when
Sophia copied so well. Elizabeth furnished the solution as she did
so often. Already she had shamelessly asked to borrow for Sophia
almost every picture she saw, good or bad. Letters were full of
promises of "Salvator's landscape" or "that seapiece of Salmon's."
There were promises too from people who had "spoken for" copies
in advance. It was hard for Sophia to make Elizabeth understand
that copying was a slow and careful process and that therefore she
could not take numberless commissions and just dash them off. Too
many orders made her feel harried and nervous, for Sophia was a
perfectionist; it was a quality she could not change and it was part
of her success. From the security of her Dedham retreat, Sophia
found that she could refuse orders and cope better with Elizabeth's
tireless efforts in her behalf.

It was a delight to wake early in the morning in the tiny room,
to lie still a few moments savoring the fact that the whole day lay
ahead in which to work without interruption at a well-loved task.
The window would be tightly closed of course, to shut out the
dangerous night air. But Sophia loved to rise early, open the win-
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dow wide and enjoy the morning sun. Within the room, the fresh
air seemed all the sweeter for being mingled with the smell of oil
and turpentine, varnish and canvas. These odors filled her with
delight in a way the rarest perfume could never do. She set to work
as soon as the light was right.

Later in the day might come fatigue, even headaches. The Havens
would send their carriage for her then and she would make a round
of cals with them or meet their friends at Havenwood for tea
Sophia enjoyed people. She could even paint serenely with friends
looking on.

Sophia told herself that she was not ready to "create." Whether
she admitted it or not, she knew that the price of her freedom was
to copy and keep selling copies of other artists' work. It was highly
unlikely that she could have found anyone willing to pay fifty dol-
lars for a landscape by YS. A. Peabody" — even with Elizabeth as
sadlesman. Sophia wrote home often, reporting improved health,
ecstatic happiness — and no need for money.

But Sophia Peabody was not enough of a genius to be ruthless
to those who stood in her path. She was an affectionate, tender-
hearted young girl, and when her mother could no longer bear
Sophia's "fervent happiness' she came home. She would spend the
winter months in Salem, secretly thinking of them as a visit, while
her mother's grudging permission for her to "visit" Dedham in the
spring would be the real homecoming at last.

Sophia managed visits even in winter, for in January 1832 she was
at Tremont Place, studying Greek — but also drawing many hours
a day. There were blinding headaches when she returned home,
but visits to and exhibits at the Athenaeum and the vision caught
in Dedham gave her courage. "What do you think | have actually
begun to do?" she wrote Elizabeth. "Nothing less than create and
do you wonder that | lay awake all last night after sketching my
first picture. | actually thought my head would have made its final
explosion. When once | began to excurse, | could not stop. Three
distinct landscapes came forth in full array besides that which |
had arranged before | went to bed and it seemed as if | should fly
to be up and doing. | have always determined not to force the
creative power but wait till it mastered me and now | feel & if the
time had come and such freedom and revelry of spirit does it bring!"

By May 1832 Sophia had finished her landscape. It was made up
of memories of Dedham and her own young dreams and Elizabeth
pronounced it wonderful beyond words.
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found plenty of words with which to express her loving pride in
her sister as she went about among her friends. Sophia came to
Boston to visit, bringing her landscape with her; and she found
that Elizabeth had given her so much advance publicity that people
came calling on her every day, asking to se the painting. Even the
great Allston himself, skeptical as he was of what a little nobody
like Sophia Peabody could do, promised to call none the less, look
at the picture and give Sophia the benefit of his criticism.

At fifty-one, Washington Allston* had put his best years behind
him. His reputation, however, like his canvases, was still of heroic
proportions. In chill, foggy Cambridgcport, Allston could set good
food and wine before his circle of admirers and then evoke for
them the warm sun, the blue skies, of Rome where, as a student, he
had patterned his work upon the then neglected Venetian School.
Too much under the spell of the past, Allston had caught some of
the dullness age had brought to Titian without being able to kindle
a flame of his own to match the golden vitality of Venetian art
when it was new. But there was no dullness when Allston talked
about painting. He could make his hearers believe in him and sc
him as the great master he would have given his soul to be; and
as perhaps he was — amost.

In London, as a student of Benjamin West, Allston had met with
immediate success. His Biblical pictures received prizes and he was
talked of as the logical successor to West as President of the Royal
Academy. Then Ann Channing, his first wife and sister of Dr.
William Ellery Channing, died and Allston's genius seemed to falter.
Ann had waited for him eleven years, from the time of their boy-
and-girl engagement when Allston was a Harvard undergraduate.
Some said that their marriage was but a fulfillment of an obligation,
love having grown cold. In any case, Allston went through a period
of morbid depression at the time of her death, painting a "Portrait
of Judas" which he liked to refer to as his greatest work. He de-
stroyed it, lest, as he said, it should prove an evil influence in the
world.

Allston's return to America was considered his fatal step by
many of his friends. His very simple reason, that he was tired of
Europe and wanted to come home, was incomprehensible to ex-
patriate geniuses like West. A craze for huge canvases such as
might cover a wall in the palace at Versailles was in progress, and
Allston had conceived a colossal composition, "Belshazzar's Feast."
What a picture it was, as he saw it in his mind's eye! It would be
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his masterpiece, his incontestable proof that he was the equal
of Titian. There were money difficulties, however, and Allston
accepted a thousand dollars each from ten friends before the
picture was completed. Then once more his mental torment began,
for the picture in his mind would not go down on canvas. Hiding
from himself the specter of failure and hopeless indebtedness, All-
ston began to talk about his picture instead of working on it. This
was a fatal evasion but in Boston talk was better understood than
art. Allston grew in reputation as he decreased in stature as an artist.
He married Martha Dana, who helped to make his home a meeting
place for the intellectual.

It was only for diversion, when not at work upon his master-
piece, that he painted other pictures, Allston said. In 1832 his "Diana
on a Chasg" "Florimel," "Storm" and "Tuscan Maiden" were on
display in the May exhibit at the Athenaeum. Allston himself was
aso on exhibition at the gallery. It was really a miracle of con-
descension that moved him to call upon Miss Sophia Peabody and
look at a picture she had painted.

Sophia was properly overcome.

"Elizabeth, Mary and Amelia Greenwood came to announce
him. He had come to Boston, he told Betty, almost on purpose to
se my picture and so we confidently expected him.

"Every ring of the bell made my heart leap and it leapt three
times to no purpose, once for a strange lady, once for the Transcript
(which so often comes instead of an expected person, you know)
and once for a whole bundle of manifold newspapers.

"At length, as | was looking out of the window, the very man
appeared with an inquiring attitude which seemed to wonder
whether this was the house. | then jumped in good earnest, in un-
controllable tumult. | felt unutterable things. He took down the poor
pic— and looked very attentively and long at it. | stood behind
him trembling like a sinner. Mary whispered, 'Tell him you painted
itin perfect ignorance,' and like a perfect parrot, said I, '"Mr. Allston,
| painted it in perfect ignorance.’

"He hummed and replied, 'But you have not painted it ignorantly.
It does you great credit. | have no fault to find with it. | am very
much surprised at it for it is superior to what | expected, although
| have heard it so much spoken of!" | was relieved and breathed
without panting. They seemed like the words of an oracle."

Sophia was working on a copy of a French picture that she ad-
mired and could readily sell, for it was in the popular taste. The



58 The Peabody Ssters of Salem

original was in the house where she was visiting so "we carried
him up to the drawing room to se Sappho," she wrote. "He did
not like it at all, said it was ill drawn, poorly colored and badly
put together and that it was of the ancient French school before
the revolution! Alas Me! He then said that if | had commenced
copying it | might as well go on as | should learn to handle colors
and that whenever | felt inclined to alter, | had better do it. He
thought I might find pictures enough to copy but he wished | might
copy nature."

Allston went on to tell Sophia that she should study from sculp-
tures, from casts and from living models. As was so often his cus-
tom, he recreated for her the glamor of his student days abroad and
described the long discipline an artist must undergo. Sophia would
have loved nothing better but he might as well have described the
planet Mars as Europe— for all the chance Sophia had of going
there. (Not but what Elizabeth would arrange it if she could,
however!)

Had Allston any objection to having his own work copied? Eliza-
beth wanted to know. "Not the least in the world, if your sister
should," was the reply. And Elizabeth promptly asked for "Jessica
and Lorenzo," Allston's very latest work which she had just seen
in his studio. The paint was not dry yet, he told her —but he
promised the picture.

Allston sent Sophia to his nephew, George Flagg, a boy of sixteen.
"Tell him to repeat to you all the lectures on art | have ever given
him," said Allston. "The boy has great talent and | have taught
himall | know."®

Within three days, Sophiawas at Flagg's studio, where she found
him painting "the beautiful Marian Marshall, like a princess in her
white satin robes." Marian's sister Charlotte was by her side and
the picture was in the popular neo-Gothic manner, with a minstrel
boy looking up at the sisters, "an elegant greyhound caressing
Marian's hand," Sophia was enchanted by all this affectation and
asked Flagg why he did not paint himself as the minstrel.

"'Oh, | cannot,' he earnestly replied. 'I want a beautiful head.' |
smiled in my deeve and spoke not a word," said Sophia, "since his
reason against happened to be my reason for."

Flagg returned the call to look at Sophia's work. "Y our pictures
are all remarkable for correct drawing," he told her. " 'You have
a correct eye." The boy spoke in perfect imitation of his uncle's
pontifical style.
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Back home in Salem, Sophia's mood of exaltation lasted through
September, while she composed what she caled "fourth
picture," writing this identification carefully on the wooden
stretcher back of the canvas. It seemed miraculous to her when
she finished it in 70 hours, and so she made a note of that, too, be-
hind the canvas — adding with pride a neatly printed S. A. PEABODY
and the year, 1832

Sophia had a right to be proud, for her landscape was a lovely
thing: a matter of tender blue sky, a sunny plain whereon a distant
town was delicately suggested. That it was an Italian town bor-
rowed from some picture she had seen bothered nobody. In the
foreground was a river, its depth and reflections handled admirably,
while directly behind it rose a cliff with again just the suggestion
of an ancient watchtower. On the right, a path overhung with
trees led along the river, and a boy walked on the path, charming
touches of red in his costume bringing to life a canvas dominantly
blue and lavender. The boy was badly drawn but the red of his
coat was repeated with subtlety in tiny flowers on the riverbank.
The foliage of the high trees was of the stilted, feather-duster type
so much in vogue, and the whole picture had a smooth lacquered
look, with not a brush stroke to be seen — dso a fashionable style.
No wonder Sophias picture was found worthy of a broad gold
frame; no wonder it hung in a fashionable Salem drawing room. It
could not be called original — perhaps if it had been she would not
have been able to sell it. But Sophia's landscape expressed her own
personality, it was beautifully painted, it had charm.

Just at first, during the winter of 1832 in Salem, Sophia could
say, as she had said a year ago in Dedham, "Each separate little
Sophie had wings on shoulders and feet."



CHAPTER SIX
"Dear Mr. M"

LIZABETH had returned to Boston sadder but not much wiser

after her attempts to fight other people's battles in New Bed-
ford. She found Miss Dorothea Dix installed as Channing's secre-
tary, doing, for a salary, the work which Miss Peabody had de®
lighted to do for nothing. Lizzie hated Miss Dix at sight.

"You want order, method, arrangement,” Dr. Channing told
Elizabeth severely. He said she was not to rely so much upon "the
principle within" to help her "intuitively" when need arose. Hav-
ing preached his little sermon, Dr. Channing gave Elizabeth his
daughter Mary to teach — as proof positive of his continued faith in
her. Dr. Channing's powerful friendship had not been withdrawn, and
once more Miss Peabody's school was the thing. Mary Peabody
was summoned from her Salem exile to help as before, and the two
sisters hired aroom and a schoolroom for themselves at Mrs. Clarke's
boardinghouse.

Mrs. Clarke's was a unique institution even in a city where every
lady in reduced circumstances kept a boardinghouse — if she did not
keep a school. Fortunately for the boardinghouse business, many
married women enjoyed sufficiently delicate health to be "at board"
instead of keeping house. And fortunately for such as Mrs. Clarke,
these customers set more store by gentility than efficiency. Daughter
of a minister and mother of one, Mrs. Clarke's reputation was un-
impeachable — leaving her free to enliven her lot by incessant gossip.
Woe be unto the evildoer whose sins she found out —but Mrs.
Clarke reserved her worst condemnation for the "female" she sus
pected of "indelicacy" or "indiscretion,” and she had a positive
genius for thinking the worst and then spreading the news. Her
boarders were of the best families, their gentility unquestioned —
but she kept her eye on them just the same. It seemed to the per-



'‘Dear Mr. M" 61

ceptive Mary that Mrs. Clarke had her eye on Elizabeth in par-
ticular.

"Mrs. Clarke far out-talks all of us, even Elizabeth,” Mary said.
But Mrs. Clarke's artist daughter Sarah and her son, James Free-
man, later a prominent Abolitionist, were good friends of the
Peabody sisters.

A notable feature of the Clarke boardinghouse was the long
dining room table where all the boarders ate together —or were
supposed to. Conversation was the keynote, since conversation
would help the boarders to overlook the inept table service, yet ap-
preciate Mrs. Clarke's really fine cooking. Elizabeth felt it incum-
bent upon her to keep the conversation upon a high plane, while
Mrs. Clarke liked to bring it down to earth and spice it with scandal.
Intellectual conversation won out when Elizabeth saw that Jared
Sparks, former head of Mrs. Cleveland's school and old friend of
Lancaster days, was a fellow boarder. She took and held the floor
at once as she talked along lines Jared Sparks would be likely to
follow.

He was "crusty Jared Sparks' now, to quote Mary Peabody's
opinion of him.* Over forty, he was but just married to the wealthy
Miss Frances Anne Allen of Hyde Park, New York. After her
first long conversational dinner at Mrs. Clarke's table, young Mrs.
Sparks took the rest of her meas in her room, leaving the field to
Miss Peabody. Sparks was engaged upon his Writings of George
Washington, his desk littered with priceless manuscripts which he
had appropriated wherever he found them —since his generation
considered a Washington holograph fit for a bonfire. Elizabeth
was engaged upon her textbook of Greek history but a similar in-
terest in history as a subject brought only fierce arguments with
Sparks. He had little use for the Greeks, Elizabeth still less for
American history. It was Elizabeth's good fortune that Sparks won
his case, leading her to little-known sources in private libraries.

Not that Elizabeth talked exclusively with Jared Sparks. There
was George Hillard, admitted to the bar since the days when he
frequented the Peabody parlor at Fayette Place. George Hillard
was co-editor with George Ripley of the Christian Register, and he
encouraged Elizabeth to write for his Unitarian weekly. Elizabeth
was nothing loth; she chose "The Creation" for her subject, trou-
bled not at all by its magnitude. Another title occurred to her —
"Temptation and Sin." Mrs. Clarke would be certain to read that
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article— if only to find out how much Miss Peabody knew about
the subject.

While Elizabeth was conducting her conversations, her sister
Mary was listening and looking on. When Mary spoke, it was often
just a mischievous word calculated to arouse Lizzie till her blue
eyes sparkled and she vigorously defended a stand she might not
have taken but for a little sisterly teasing. If Lizzie went too far,
however, Mary's amusement would be tinged with remorse and she
would try vainly to calm the storm she had raised. It was a little
game Mary thought she played all by herself with no one even
suspecting that she was having fun. Then one night she caught
the laughing eyes of a man across the table from her. He knew
exactly what she was up to. Mary reminded him of "The Boy Ap-
prenticed to an Enchanter" — he told her — a long time later.

From now on, Mary could not help exchanging a glance with
her fellow conspirator when something appealed to her own subtle
sense of humor. She found she could depend upon the answering
gleam. What was he really like, she wondered? He had white hair
but his face was young, his eyes set in shadowy caverns under a
formidable brow. He had a roughhewn nose and a mouth too large
but wonderfully expressive, sometimes of sadness, sometimes of
mirth. Was the man handsome? Mary decided not, yet he inter-
ested her more than anyone dse at the table and she could not get
him out of her mind. At first he had been a somewhat silent guest
but Mary's friendly glances roused him out of his abstraction and
he joined in the talk, not to argue but to lighten Elizabeth's argu-
ment with humor. Writing to Sophia in Salem, "Mr. Mann is in-
tolerably witty ... he well nigh destroys me," said Mary.

Hardly realizing it himself, Horace Mann had begun to look
forward to Mrs. Clarke's dinner table. While at work upon his
law practice during the day, he filed away in his mind amusing
anecdotes to be told at night. And at night when he began his tale,
he would look first at Mary Peabody for that delightful flash of
appreciation which made him feel at his best. Mann had aways
been a gifted public speaker, charming in private conversation —
a "radiant" man, his friends had called him. But recently he had
been overwhelmed with grief. Laughter, he supposed, had gone
from him forever — until he met Mary.

Born in 1796 in Franklin, Massachusetts, Horace Mann was a
farmer's son — the brilliant member of a large family. His mother
was widowed when he was thirteen. Of his childhood he remem-
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bered nothing except aterrifying Calvinist belief in the torments of
hell, and unremitting labor on the farm which undermined his
health. There was little hope of education until an eccentric itiner-
ant teacher came along. In six months Mann had prepared himself
for Brown University, his entrance examination placing him in the
sophomore class. He wrote to his sister, "1f the Children of Israel
were pressed for 'gear* half so much as | have been, | do not wonder
they were willing to worship a golden calf. It is along, long time
since my last ninepence said goodbye to its brethren.”

At Brown, Mann's keen mind and quick repartee were long re-
membered, while as a law clerk and student under Judge Gould of
Litchfield, Connecticut, Mann was considered "the best fellow and
the best wit in the office." He was aso the best whist player, but of
that he was careful to say nothing while at Mrs. Clarke's boarding-
house.

Upon leaving Judge Gould, Horace Mann had started a law prac-
tice in Dedham, Massachusetts, and in 1827 he was elected State
Representative. Three years later, well established at last, he had
married Charlotte Messer, Charlotte's father had been President of
Brown when Mann was an undergraduate but he was president no
longer, having been asked to resign—the charge against him,
heresy. He had become a Unitarian.

Horace Mann had been thirty-four at the time of his marriage,
Charlotte barely eighteen. "There was a light upon earth brighter
than any light of the sun," Mann said. "I did not think but that
happiness which was boundless in present enjoyment would be
perpetual in duration.” But Charlotte was not strong. There were
no children, a disappointment to them both. And then, after two
years of marriage, it was discovered that Charlotte had tuberculosis.
Hers was not the slow, wasting illness they called a "decline." She
seemed more brilliant mentally, more beautiful than ever, her
flaming cheeks the only indication of fever. Horace Mann was with
her, unaware of any particular danger, when she suddenly became
violently ill — out of her mind. He was aone with her the night
when she died in rus arms.

For many months Mann had lived alone with his grief. His health,
never very good, was badly impaired and his hair had grown
white. Problems arising in the legislature still interested him but
he had put aside ambition. Of what use was it to rise in politics
when Charlotte could no longer share his honors? He found a cer-
tain degree of comfort in espousing an unpopular cause — the care
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of the insane. He worked valiantly for funds to build a state sani-
tarium in Worcester and to educate the public in the idea that
mental disease was no disgrace; no fault of the individual; that it
might possibly be curable. There were those who believed that in-
sanity was contagious, a point Horace Mann was ready to dis-
prove at his own risk! But however valuable his work, it could not
be called gay or cheering. To please his friends, he had agreed to
try the genial atmosphere of Mrs. Clarke's boardinghouse — just to
improve his health and spirits.

And now already, after only a few weeks, Mary Peabody found
Mr. Mann "intolerably witty." Their friendship soon progressed
beyond the matter of exchanged glances. To his surprise, Mann dis-
covered that Mary Peabody knew what went on in government
and that she was both interested and intelligent concerning his aims
as Representative. Shrewd as he was, however, he never suspected
that Mary deliberately led him to talk of the present and the future
— never of the past. Mary knew little or nothing about his private
life when they first met, but she could see that some sadness lay
across his mind like a shadow and she made it her business to help
him forget.

Elizabeth had missed the opening moments of Horace Mann's
friendship for her sister Mary. When she finally noticed that Mary's
cheeks were brighter, her eyes alight with that attentive look which
made her the perfect listener — the delight of every brilliant talker
— Lizzie looked about to see who was calling forth all Mary's charm.
Almost at once, Elizabeth found herself just as attracted to Horace
Mann as her sister was, although for different reasons. It was not
his smile but the look of sadness in his eyes that drew Elizabeth to
him. She had little interest in Mann's career in the State House but
she longed to know the story concealed in his past.

With her genuine love of sharing another's burdens, Elizabeth
laid siege to Horace Mann's confidence. It did not take her long to
learn the tragic circumstances of Charlotte's early death. That, in
itself, would have been enough to enlist Elizabeth's ever-ready
sympathy. But Horace Mann told her something that still further
melted her loving heart. He had no faith! He could not believe that
he would se Charlotte in a better world and that she was even
now waiting for him with outstretched arms. Elizabeth dusted off
her philosophy books and felt that she had not studied in vain. She
and Mary and Mr. Mann foregathered right after dinner and ad-
journed to Mrs. Clarke's parlor for a philosophical discusson. The
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other boarders soon tired of eternity as a subject for light con-
versation and left the field. Mary tried to change the subject. But
it amused her to se that Mann was more than a match for Lizzie,
competent lawyer that he was, well trained in debate.

From Channing's library Elizabeth brought fresh ammunition for
her battle against Mann's gloomy Calvinist doctrines. These were
the days when Channing was leading his contemporaries in the dis-
covery of foreign philosophers, and Lizzie brought home Constant
in the original French. It was a pity she could not have brought
Constant's journal intime, if only to give Mrs. Clarke something to
talk about. But it was the "Analysis of Locke," of course, which
Mary and Elizabeth took turns reading aloud every evening to
Horace Mann and which "occupies his mind," Lizzie said.

So successful was Elizabeth's school that she and Mary could
afford not only a schoolroom and a bedroom at Mrs. Clarke's but a
little private parlor aswell. And it was only natural that the evening
readings should soon take place there, since the other boarders were
even less interested in Constant than they had been in eternity.
In the Peabodys' little parlor, Mr. Mann would sometimes relapse
"into one of those deep silences which cannot be broken." He
would assume an attitude of grief which Elizabeth considered
"Niobe-like."

It was like Elizabeth to imagine that she alone possessed the key to
another's mind. She never dreamed that Mary was just as well aware
of Horace Mann's moments of overwhelming sadness. But it was
Mary, actually, who saw further and read Mann more accurately. She
knew that it was his dramatic temperament, the very quality which
made him a good lawyer, which now led him to dramatize sorrow
in terms intentionally "Niobe-like" for the benefit of certain sym-
pathetic young women. He could not resist an audience, and how
well he played! Mary thought she was angry with him — she thought
she almost hated Horace Mann. Yet the surge of emotion was not
anger, although Mary was not ready to admit even to herself what
it really was. When Mr. Mann became particularly Niobe-like,
Mary would get up and leave the room, and she thought Lizzie
ought to follow. But Elizabeth did no such thing.

Lying tense and miserable in her bed, Mary tried over and over
again to imagine what was happening in the little private parlor
after she had left her sister and Horace Mann aone together. How
time dragged! She listened for the striking of a clock and then felt
sure she had miscounted the strokes when only an hour had gone
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by. When Lizzie came to bed at last, she would tell everything,
Mary knew from experience. Y et when Elizabeth came, Mary pre-
tended to be adeep. It was to Sophia that Elizabeth confided the
story, enjoying every detail of her experience, seeing herself and
"dear Mr. Mann" as characters in a romance.

"l got up to go but could not leave him without making some
sign of my sympathy and so took his hand to say goodnight—
which | had never done before. He looked so mutely grateful —
and yet so sadly — that it went to my very heart—and he still
held my hand until Mary had gone out of the room— and then
drew me nearer and throwing his arm around me— let the tears
flow — which seem ever to wait this touch of sympathy. | held
in my other hand that little book with Philosophy and Socrates
upon it—and it was in line with his sight—so that after he had
grown a little more calm — his eyes fell upon it and he said, 'He
conversed with wisdom and so he suffered death — how mysterious
— mysteriousworld!'

" We e but a part/ | said — 'the smallest part.'

"After another long pause — during which he lost his camness
again —he said, 'homeless and to this | had nothing to reply."?

Letters from Elizabeth and Mary reached Sophia at Salem in
"the box" which traveled regularly back and forth by stage between
the Peabody parents and their independent daughters in Boston.
Although the box from Boston contained for the most part nothing
but soiled laundry, there were often presents from Elizabeth, who
could not resist being generous whether she could afford it or not.
Once there was a book on chemistry for George and Nathaniel,
who were keeping an apothecary shop and living on the premises.
The book cost Elizabeth ten dollars which the brothers promised to
pay at such time as they made any more than enough to pay their rent
— a time which never came. The Salem-bound box almost always
contained alittle gift for Sophia, perhaps some coveted but expensive
cobalt-blue paint, or a brush of a size she needed but could not
find in Salem.

Sophia liked to be the first to open the box because occasionally
there would be letters not intended to be shown to her mother.
These she regarded with mixed feelings. Sometimes there were
troubling reports of Wellington, who had not been expelled like
George and Nat but suspended, and was now reinstated at Harvard.
He was doing well in his studies but he had his "dandyish cut
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Again" and his girls. Only when forced to admit it did Elizabeth
mention that he aso had his old persuasive way with him when he
came to borrow money from his sisters.

Lydia Haven was visiting Sophia in Salem when the letter about
Mr. Mann arrived. "Pray do not let anyone read what | say of Mr.
Mann for sorrow is too sacred a subject of speculation,” Elizabeth
had said— "but | should like Lydia to know how much we care
for him but take care not to go beyond sympathy." Sophia was
nothing loth to share with Lydia such an interesting communication.
Was Lizzie falling in love at last? It certainly looked like it and
it was high time, for it was the spring of 1833 and Elizabeth was
just turning twenty-nine. Lydia's reactions were unexpected, how-
ever. Her husband, Sam Haven, came from Dedham and he knew
something about Horace Mann in his early days, Lydia hinted
darkly. It was Sam's secret and Lydia would say no more, but
Sophia was to write to Elizabeth in all haste and tell both Elizabeth
and Mary to beware. They both ran the risk of a broken heart.
Horace Mann was "irresistible to women!"

If there was anything in the world that Elizabeth Peabody loved
better than other people's troubles it was other people's secrets,
and now she would never rest till she got it out of Sam what he
had against Horace Mann. Meanwhile she rose to the defense. "I
assure you that all your impressions are a wretched lie," she told
Sophia. "I1f Mr. Mann is not one of nature's noblemen, then there
are no such persons. . . . He is too wretched or it would be pure
delight to s and hear him every day. But | really should not
wonder if he should not live. He is one of the few who might die
of love."®

Mary said never a word. When she first heard the story of Mr.
Mann's bereavement, she wept — but she wept secretly. Then, as she
herself said later, "Every power of my soul was taxed to console
and finally to cheer." She would win Mr. Mann away from
thoughts of death. If he should ever remind her that he was "home-
less' she might be able to lead him to the conclusion that there was
something he could 3o about that, someone who would gladly make
a home for him. "My interest in life was now more intense than |
ever imagined it could be,” Mary confessed — but she only told it
in later years. In the spring of 1833, they went on picnics, taking
the ubiquitous Elizabeth along of course. Mann climbed an apple
tree to gather blossoms for Mary. Impudently, she told him he
looked funny up a tree. He laughed and called her "Mary" as if
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she were but a child while Elizabeth, only two years older, was
"Miss Peabody" still. So Mary went further and called him "Hor-
ace" forcing him to be young with her, to meet her on equal
terms. Mary's first sensation of anger against Horace Mann for
dramatizing his grief now turned against Elizabeth — for encourag-
ing him, amost forcing him, to live in the past and to think of the
dead Charlotte as with him still. There were words between the
sisters who, until now, had lived together in reasonable harmony.

Sophia was relieved when there was little or no mention of Mr.
Mann in Mary's letters. But there were passages in Elizabeth's which
she found alarming and which she prudently hid from her mother.
It rested "dear Mr. Mann," for example, to sit beside Elizabeth on
the sofa and let her gently comb his hair. Mary would sing to him
— but that seemed safe enough. Sophia hated an argument, how-
ever, so she hastily agreed with Lizzie that Mr. Mann was heart-
broken, rather than a breaker of hearts. At Lizzie's request she tried
to recall the lost Charlotte, whom she had met briefly in Dedham.
Charlotte had been "exceedingly lovely," she had "very soft and
very sweet dark eyes' and "children felt an uncommon affection
for her" — that was the best Sophia could do.

These were days when Sophia had troubles of her own which
she could not confide to anyone for she hardly understood them
herself. She felt constantly under pressure and her violent headaches
were accompanied by nausea; whereupon her mother urged upon
her an almost nutrition-free diet of white bread and rice. Picture
after picture arose in Sophias mind, and she had no time to put
them on canvas, since copying must go on. Although not allowed
to live away from home and be self-supporting, it was still a point
of pride with Sophia to pay for her own paint and supplies and to
provide for herself as much as she could. Her sisters had invited her
and could well have used her to teach art in their school — and
how Sophia would have loved to come to live with them at Mrs.
Clarke's! But with both Mary and Elizabeth away, Mrs. Peabody
said she needed Sophia. The child's health was very delicate indeed,
Mrs. Peabody said, the increasing violence and frequency of Sophia's
headaches seeming to prove that she was right. Sophia felt helpless,
as though caught in a trap.

Hardest of all to bear were Elizabeth's efforts to help her. Not a
letter came without, to Sophia, certain painful paragraphs. "Theo-
dorewould be likely, I think, to buy 'Flight into Egypt." When you
have finished that, you might paint another for Mrs, Phiibrick. . . ,
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As to the 'Salvator Rosa and 'Flight into Egypt," | hope to see
them in the Athenaeum exhibit . . ." | think Mrs. Rodman will
like 'Salvator Rosa." Having no conception of how Sophids ar-
tistic soul cringed before the thought of definite dates when work
must be finished, Elizabeth would add the final touch of torture.
"The Athenaeum opens the 10th of May . . . the other exhibit the
4th of June." The desire of Sophias heart was to exhibit, but she
wanted to show something of her own, not potboilers. She wanted
time to paint the best picture of which she was capable, but those
terrifying dates would not have seemed so formidable if she could
have faced them by herself without Elizabeth to force them upon
her.

Sophia might have been able to deal with Elizabeth if Elizabeth's
plans had not concerned the whole family. But in 1833, Elizabeth
conceived a new idea which was to make all their fortunes, and in
which Sophia was to share.

“In respect to my book," Elizabeth wrote, "The first part of it
is to consist of questions on Grecian Theology and Mythology to-
gether with heroic legends and | wish to have everything illustrated
by a drawing either of a statue or a gem or a cameo. | shall make
tracings at the Athenaeum of everything there is there which will
suit my purpose (on thin paper). | enclose you Michel Angelo's
Moses and would like to know if you think you could copy from
such models."

On the question of art, Sophia always expressed herself with con-
fidence. She told her sister just what she thought of the tracing. It
was sloppy — careless. No one could work from it and she, per-
sonally, was not going to try.

Disregarding Sophias remarks, Elizabeth referred to her new
project in a casua postscript to a letter all about Mr. Mann. Hil-
liard, Gray were going to print her book, she said. She was to
raise the capital and they would give her ten per cent on the retail
price, which she considered a very favorable proposition. "The
whole cost will 06"4770 dollars for paper, stones, letter press and
printing but besides that there will be baggage and wagoning for
100 stones, each weighing, | fancy, about an hundred pounds. This
will be not short of fifty dollars more."

Naturally, Elizabeth had no such sum of money to invest. She
was out getting subscriptions and Sophias lithographs were part
of her prospectus. "I must have whatever Sophia does, provided
it does not break my neck or starve my children,” Dr. Channing
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told her. And Allston's reactions were equally favorable because
of Sophia's promised work.

Almost before the letter, a lithographer's stone arrived in Salem
for Sophia "Promised work, indeed!" Sophia had flatly refused
but now she was trapped. If her work was essential to Elizabeth's
success, she could not refuse to make the effort. She knew nothing
whatever about lithography and there was no use in pointing out
to Elizabeth that it was a specia art requiring years of study.
Sophiawent to s a local lithographer who told her what he knew,
which was very little, and who sold her some wax pencils. Feeling
as though all of the one hundred stones had been heaped upon her
shoulders, she set to work.

It was Mrs. Peabody who wrote the next letter to Boston. "I
trust our dear one will feel better tomorrow. . . . Many causes
have united to excite her, such as engagements, doubts about suc-
ceeding on the stone."

After numerous heartbreaking redrawings, Sophia sent her stone
to Boston. The proofs were horrible. Elizabeth said that they were
not bad at all and that after a little practice Sophia would do won-
ders. But Sophia knew that she could not become a lithographer in
a thousand years. She began to have more violent headaches than
she had ever before experienced. Sleep became a torture to her, for
she endured an agony of recurrent dreams. Sometimes a bare bod-
kin appeared before her eyes and she awoke screaming that she
was about to be blinded. She dreamed that she saw Elizabeth lying
dead in a casket in the front parlor and she awoke sobbing and
crying out that she loved Elizabeth.

The French philosophers which Elizabeth so much admired had
nothing to offer in explanation of Sophias troubled mind. But
Elizabeth saw clearly that Sophia was now an invalid in good earnest
and her loving heart overflowed with pity and anxiety. All the
tremendous energy with which she had overwhelmed the artist
Sophia she now devoted to Sophia, the invalid. A journey of health!
That was the thing! To be sure, many young girls were taken
from a darkened, tightly closed sickroom only to die on a long
voyage. But a few, given sun and air, in time recovered even
from "lung fever," and with death so tragically the rule, these few
exceptions made the treatment popular.

Probably there was no one in Boston who did not very shortly
know that Miss Peabody's invalid sister must go on a journey for
health. A1l kinds of plans were discussed, at Dr. Channing's, at Mrs.
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Clarke's— wherever Elizabeth went. Such journeys were only for
the rich, Dr. Peabody reminded angrily, but Elizabeth was sure she
could find a way. And finally Mrs. Cleveland of Lancaster and
Salem conceded that something might be arranged for Sophia in
Cuba. Her husband was now vice-consul at Havana.

Elizabeth wrote to Sophia the good news. But Sophia had begun
to dread the sight of a letter from Elizabeth and to this one she
replied, "Mrs. Cleveland is very kind to make such efforts for me
but do not send me to Havana among strangers!"

Here was an obstacle which Elizabeth had not foreseen but she
reassured Sophia. Her sisters would always take care of her. One
of them would go with her to Cuba. She set about acquiring clothes,
contributing most of her own wardrobe to Sophia and collecting,
here "a muslin," there "a foulard," from friends. Sophias spirits
rose as she contemplated the thrill of foreign travel with someone
to look after her, and she began to pack her trunks. Mrs. Cleveland
sent a "Volante box" especially designed to fit the curious Cuban
volante carriage.

And now Mary was the silent one. Her pale cheeks might have
caused concern, had not everyone been watching over Sophia. She
had been increasingly sharp-tongued with Elizabeth ever since those
evenings when Horace Mann complained that his eyes hurt him.
Elizabeth would turn down the lamp. More than once Mrs. Clarke
came to the parlor unexpectedly and Mary felt her prying eyes
upon them and saw skepticism in her face over the reason given
for the dim, intimate light. While the two sisters were together,
there was little Mrs. Clarke could say. But Elizabeth persisted in
deliberately out-staying Mary and Mary spoke heatedly about it.
Elizabeth was scornful of any harm Mrs. Clarke's formidable tongue
could do.

It came to Mary that Elizabeth might not be so confident if
there were not some sort of understanding between herself and
"dear Mr. M ." Mary lived over again a certain night. It had grown
late and she took her lamp to go to bed. Horace rose, as always.
This time he held the door for her, he looked down into her eyes
and smiled. Love entered her unguarded heart.

Hoping in her heart of hearts that Horace loved her and might
object, Mary offered to go to Cuba with Sophia. Elizabeth accepted
the idea of it as if it had been understood all along. And Horace
Mann hoped that Mary would have a pleasant journey.



CHAPTER SEVEN
CubaJournals

OW, although she had set out with a fair breeze, the brig
Newcastle was becalmed before she could leave Boston Harbor
for the open sa. Hours went by within sight of the tri-mountain
city, its three hills not yet leveled to exist only in the name of
Tremont Street. Mary and Sophia wrote letters to be taken back to
Boston by the pilot but they could think of little to say which had
not already been said during the parting moments on shore. It grew
dark and after a meal made for the most part from their own pro-
visions they went to bed in the scant privacy of the ladies' cabin.
They were thankful that they had been advised to bring their own
feather beds since their bunks proved to be nothing but grim-
looking boxes made of bare wooden boards.

Sometime during the night a half-gale arose and the Newcastle
heeled over and began to rip through the water. Her course lay
straight into the worst storm the Atlantic Coast had seen for many
years and she battled her way in a series of short tacks with the
constant thudding of seamen's running feet heard on the decks, the
bawling of orders, the shrieking of wind and running gear. Ships
all along the New England coast were badly damaged and the
schooner Mechanic, which had sailed with the Newcastle, was cast
away near York, Maine. Reading in the Salem Gazette of the storm
havoc, Mother Peabody was in an agony of suspense and com-
mended her children's souls to God. She could not hope to get news,
whether of their safety or of disaster, for many weeks.

While the heavy ss were running, Mary and Sophia kept to
their bunks, too weak and miserable to know if the danger had
passed. Sophia recovered first, thanks to her own good sense in get-
ting herself into the fresh air on deck as soon as skies were blue
overhead and the sun warm. She was too weak to stand, but she
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had her feather bed brought out and arranged in a sheltered spot
and there she lay, pale and fragile and utterly charming to James
Burroughs, who hovered beside her trying to think of something he
could do for her. They had long intimate talks together with
Sophia ever the sympathetic listener, her confiding gentleness going
straight to his heart. She believed in the goodness of God, she told
him earnestly; she believed that man was created in God's image —
her friends in particular. James Burroughs had supposed that he
knew about love but he found that something very beautiful had
escaped him until now.

When Mary appeared on deck, James was kind, even attentive as
though he particularly wanted her good opinion. But Mary did
not like him. She was polite but distant, preferring to walk alone
or gaze at the far, faintly circular horizon with no one at her side
to interrupt her thoughts. When the Newcastle finally reached
Havana, Mary felt as if she understood the meaning of eternity as a
measure of time.

On the 30th of December, 1833, Mary and Sophia were at the
Havana home of Mr. and Mrs. Richard Cleveland, their old friends
from Salem and Lancaster. They were greeted with open arms by
Mrs. Cleveland and Sophia wrote to her mother, "Here is your
dear daughter, safe, quiet and enchanted in this great city." She
spoke of James Burroughs as "devotedly attentive," taking her to
ride in a hired volante along with Mary and Mrs. Cleveland.

The home of the American Consul to Havana proved anything
but quiet, however, as Sophia soon learned. It was no wonder that
Mrs. Cleveland looked ill, she said. As for herself —"The street
cries of men and women with fruits upon their heads, the squalls
of children, the continuous stream of talk from groups all about,
uttered in the highest key, the monotonous hammering of coopers
and tinkers, the screams of macaws and parrots and all the un-
musical birds . . . amost put me beside myself." Noise always
made Sophie's headaches worse. "O, | forgot the bells!" she added.
"The bellsl They are never still. Tinkle, tinkle, bang, bang, squeak,
squeak, from morning till night and from night till morning, and at
dawn a drum goes round to call the soldiers ..."

The Morell hacienda was a day's journey from Havana and on
January 8, 1834, it was Mary who took up the tale. "Here we are
at Mrs. Morell's just one month after setting sail from Boston and
when | tell you that Sophiarode 45 miles three days ago, over roads
which pess all description for horrors, and that she slept soundly
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all that night, and was not wakened even by the great bell that
hangs near the house, got up to breakfast, and has been better ever
since, except being very tired and achy, you will allow that | was
right in my expectations that she would be cured by this same trip
to Cuba." The Morells had sent their confidential servant to ar-
range the journey for the new governess and her invalid sister but
the ubiquitous James Burroughs had hired a horse and had ridden
along to see that nothing happened to Miss Sophia.

Mrs. Morell received the young ladies from New England "very
sweetly," Sophia said. Her more cautious sister Mary found Mrs.
Morell "a very interesting, pleasing woman; much more so than
| expected." But Mary aso saw Mrs. Morell as "a sort of per-
sonification of the opinion of the world" and James Burroughs,
presenting himself unannounced and uninvited at the Morell ha
cienda, was a person of whom Mrs. Morell could not approve. What
sort of invalid was Miss Sophia— so young-looking, so pretty, and
the object of so much attention! Although usually sensitive to a
degree, Sophia noticed nothing wrong in Mrs. Morell's attitude and
it was Mary who felt dismay.

"La Recompensa," the Morells' country home, had no touch of
the fortress which characterized the Spanish type of house in
Havana. It was only one story, with long verandas and with "all
the rooms open to the lawn on each side." The "hall," where the
whole family gathered every evening, was spacious and cool. There
was a magnificent grand piano at which the family and every guest,
young men in particular, seemed able to perform with concert per-
fection. Sophia brought paper and pencil with her of an evening,
her intention being to make a sketch of everyone for her note-
book—and not to provide parlor entertainment that rivaled the
music, as it turned out. There was Dr. Morell, with his high,
scholarly forehead, his handsome beard. He had been injured re-
cently when his volante turned over, and he came to the hall in a
long white dressing gown with a turban upon his head, looking
picturesque and oriental. Mrs, Morell, black-haired, imperious,
looked the French aristocrat that she was; while daughter Luisa,
just approaching her sixteenth birthday, seemed at least six years
older, Sophia said, so mature was her fine bosom, so sad her fathom-
less dark eyes. Two little boys, Eduardo and Carlito, completed the
family circle and were Mary's especial charge. Guests every day,
sometimes from midmorning till midnight, were Fernando and
Manuel de Layas, young men from a neighboring estate.
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Sophia decided to begin her portrait collection with the hand-
somest of the young men, the Marques Don Fernando de Layas. At
first the young Don was coquettish and covered his face with his
pocket handkerchief when he discovered that the pretty American
stranger was drawing his profile. Sophia promptly pretended to lose
interest in him and to start on someone else. She could not have
handled Fernando better had she been the most accomplished
coquette herself for immediately she had the young marques beg-
ging to be drawn, offering to sit to her for hours. Sophias first
quick sketch was an unusually good one. Even Madame Morell was
impressed. As for Fernando, he was overjoyed, then utterly unable
to believe his ears when Sophia told him that it was not for him but
for her own notebook. He begged, he entreated her to draw him
again and give him the picture. She yielded gracefully at last, just
at the psychological moment before the young man, to whom noth-
ing had ever been denied, got tired of exerting himself. Sophia's
delicate pencil portraits, with their high degree of finish, were a
tremendous amount of work and her objections to doing two were
perfectly genuine and were in no way an intentional means of en-
slaving the young man— but again she proceeded directly to that
end.

Now, when Don Fernando arrived at La Recompensa, it was
for Miss Sophia that he inquired. Was she in the mood to exercise
her art? Sophias artistic gift impressed him far more than Luisa’s
music, carefully cultivated though it was. The sittings took place
on the veranda with the whole family looking on and it was fortu-
nate that Sophia had never minded having people look over her
shoulder and comment freely on her progress. The picture went
well. The high-arched nose was easy to draw, while its prominence
assured a likeness from the start. The eyes were different, they were
full of fire and spirit, Sophia thought; but at last, "I caught the |ook
in his eyes so well | wanted to shout,” she said. "I made the last
touches and they all think it is the ideal of his face and Madame
Morell says it is the best | have done yet."

Then poor Sophia added one touch too many, as plenty of artists
have done before her — and the picture was ruined. "There are no
words to express my vexation, for it was the most beautiful, soul-
beaming face | ever had produced," she said. "But atouch of a pencil
is omnipotent and a false one banished the living soul from the
features and changed the high, noble look, into an expression of
utter stupidity and ordinaryness!"
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Sophia's reaction to this disappointment was the natural result of
the years under her mother's too loving care. Mary added a post-
script to the letter home. "Poor Sophy has spoilt Fernando's portrait
and has gone to bed in an agony of vexation though it is not ten
o'clock in the morning."

Sophia had a passion for horseback riding and the Morells put
one of their many fine saddle horses at her disposal. "Guajamon"
had been chosen for her because of his gentle gait but he was
actually too lazy to suit her till Fernando lent her his whip and
fastened one of his spurs to her heel. Then "Guajamon did nothing
less than fly as smoothly as a bird on the wing," Sophia said. "It
was perfectly glorious to go at that rate, through the delicious air.
Luisa was before me and Fernando just behind and she going even

faster than I. ... At last down fell my ringlets, and then we all
had to come to a full stop, while | gathered them up — but they
still kept falling. . . ." She seemed to have forgotten that her mother

would be terrified at the thought of such wild riding; she set Mrs.
Peabody's fears at rest upon another score instead. Ladies, she
explained, did not wear bonnets while horseback riding in Cubal

"Mother, dear, can you realize it?" Sophia wrote. "l gallop off
like any other person—ride six or seven miles without stopping,
all the while my head is in a dewy moisture from the exquisite and
genial heat — and the fresh pure air keeping it cool —so that it is
like a cold bath without the shock. And when | come home, instead
of lying down and being speechless | feel more animated than
before | went and overflowing with real life. There is surely a
change coming over the spirit of my dream."

Mary added to this her typically down-to-earth statement. "Y ou
need not trouble yourself about Sophie any more. She is getting well
as fast as possible unless we should ask a miracle."

Mrs. Peabody, however, could be relied upon to trouble herself
if possible, and Sophia all too promptly offered her just the excuse.
"What think you, dearest Mother, | did this evening? You will
never imagine in the world. | waltzed [Sophia underlined the word
four times] and though | was very dizzy the first time, | whirled
round without discomfort before | gave up."

Letters from home were long in coming and Sophia had time to
waltz with Don Fernando and his brother Manuel while the moon-
light shone bright and the nights were "like velvet." She had time
to ensnare Manuel all unconsciously, till he sang at the piano of an
evening — but sang only to her. Then came Mrs. Peabody's reply,
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in her best manner. "My dear One, do not let that Don tempt you
to waltz. It may destroy all that has been done. | trembled to read
of its effects for though they did pass off, repeated shocks might
do you serious injury. Tell the young man your mother fears to
let you and that ought to silence him."

Mrs. Peabody was deeply concerned lest Sophia might come to
regard herself as a normal, healthy human being. "Perhaps no one
better than myself can appreciate the benefit past years of pain
have been to you," Sophia's mother wrote. "They have formed for
you a character at once lovely and elevated, correcting, subduing,
eradicating self-sufficiency, pride, obstinacy. . . . And now that
your Father and mine ses fit to give you the enjoyment of tolerable
health, you will devote all the energies of your enthusiastic and
glowing mind to His Service and Glory."

Fortunately, Elizabeth's letters from Boston made more satisfactory
reading for Sophia than did her mother's from Salem. "Cuba
Journal," Sophias letters were called when her mother had them
bound in two slim volumes to be passed around among admiring
friends and relatives. And "Cuba Journal" Elizabeth called her
own letters, which she wrote daily in Boston and sent to her sisters
in Cuba.? Elizabeth wrote the bits of gossip that she loved and told
so well. Sophia would remember, for example, the beautiful Marian
Marshall — who, dressed in her white robes, sat to George Flagg
for her portrait. Well, the lovely Marian had been the cause of a
duel in Boston. She had "flirted too much," said one young man
and two others, who overheard him, called each other out over it!
They fought but both pistols missed fire. Now, said Elizabeth, both
were fugitives from Boston lest the law against dueling be invoked
against them, but Marian "felt nothing" — she was "completely
spoilt.” Dr. Channing had preached about the affair. A little later,
Elizabeth had more to add. Dr. Samuel Gridley Howe had become
engaged to the beautiful Miss Marshall and Mr. Mann (who was
his close friend) "wonders at his taste in women."

Mary realized that a similar series of letters was expected from
her — doubtless to be known as still another "Cuba Journal." She
would take up her pen and then she would find herself staring at
an empty sheet of paper while an hour went by. She had heard of
homesickness but had supposed that it was a childish feeling soon
to pass. Hers was a real illness. Food lost all its flavor although
Mary had aways enjoyed new dishes, always tried to learn how
they were prepared. The sunny skies which so delighted Sophia



78 The Feabody Ssters of Salem

seemed to Mary unmercifully blue while the eternally obtrusive
tropical flowers were not beautiful but cruel in their brilliance.
Mary longed for the muted tones of a New England winter to
match her mood. She collected flowers, tried to learn their names,
and pressed them to take home to her mother, who shared her in-
terest in botany. But when the flowers molded because of the damp-
ness, Mary found she did not care very much. She had always been
quiet but intense in her enjoyment of life. This apathy was new
to her. Having given away her heart, this was how it was going to
feel to live without it all her life long, she supposed.

Sophia noticed the change in Mary and Mrs. Peabody was made
anxious by the lack of letters, so excuses had to be made. It was the
climate that made her "languid," Mary said. A day of teaching two
restive, somewhat spoiled little boys, followed by an evening read-
ing aloud to Madame and Dr. Morell, left her feeling "used up."
"l have no troubles to pour out, dear Mother," and this was true
enough, she reflected, since her troubles were never to be told to
any living soul.

Letters from home caused the heart which Mary had given away
to pound painfully in her chest—which seemed a strange phe-
nomenon. Try as she liked, she could not get over the hope that
Horace Mann might write. She always contrived to be the one to
open the packet and look quickly at the different sealed and folded
sheets, but there was never one in handwriting larger, bolder —
yet curiously like her own. She would next extract Elizabeth's let-
ters so that she could be aone to read them. Surely news of Eliza-
beth's engagement to Horace Mann would come at any time. Mary
tried to imagine the moment, not to torture herself but to practice
the self-possession she was going to need.

Elizabeth's first letter was by no means good news. Lizzie was no
longer at Mrs. Clarke's, she had gone to spend the winter with her
friend Mrs. Rice, and she had been given the use of alittle private
parlor where a fire would be lighted for her whenever she wanted
to s,e Mr. Mann aone. "We had a long and interesting conversa-
tion on the most interesting subjects," Elizabeth said, describing
dear Mr. Mann's first call. "He left me for a fortnight's absence at
Worcester and Dedham with the promise that | would write on the
same subject as often as | could. | woke up about 3 o'clock and
thought of quantities that | wanted to say on the topics he touched
upon. Monday | wrote him a sheet full . . . after it was gone
J continued on the same subject dating it Tuesday, and sent it next
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day. Tuesday night | wrote a third letter." Religion was the subject
of the letters of course, and a more intimate one could not have
been devised —or so it seemed to Mary. She herself had lain
awake many a night thinking of Horace Mann but she had not
written daily letters to him and she could not resist saying some-
thing sharp to her sister —a maiden lady who wrote daily to a
widower!

But Mary was always anxious, after she had scolded Elizabeth,
lest she had given away her own secret love for Horace. A letter
came before long which set her fears at rest on this score although
it filled her heart with pity for a man who suffered just as she did
—and with even less reason to hope. "This morning, who should
come in to s me but Mr. Lindsey," Elizabeth wrote. "When he
came in he looked pale as a sheet and it was not long before he
introduced the subject which has never left his mind. He asked
me almost in so many words if you were engaged to anybody pri-
vately — and then if | thought it was any predilection for another
person which decided your mind. Nothing but that seemed to him
a permanent and enduring obstacle to interesting you. He is cer-
tainly most passionately in love and 'the mystery' of your unex-
plained refusal torments him. | never was more tempted to tell a
lie than | was to tell him that your heart was given away." Mary
could not help feeling a faint sense of triumph because she had kept
her secret so well. But Elizabeth's letter went on. "He has a very
clear idea of your character and a very just one although it is
perhaps idealized" Mary smiled to herself. That was a sisterly
reservation! But the next sentence was no smiling matter for she
knew all too well how Mr. Lindsey felt. "He says not a waking
hour since he first saw you but your image has been before his
eyes. . ¢ . Your letters have but fanned the flame. He has no con-
fidant of his misery and despair «— and hopes — for hopes he has.
He related to me the whole course of his mind — how horrified he
was to hear you were going to Havana— his sudden visit and the
reason of his abrupt offer. He thought it was his precipitation that
was the cause of his rejection." Mary realized now that she must
write Mr. Lindsey, perhaps tell him the truth — that her heart was
indeed given away — and then write no more. It was too bad. She
had valued him as a friend and she hoped she had not been cruel
for certainly she had no such intention. And then, whether she
would or no, her mind drifted to thoughts of Horace Mann. If only
she could write to him instead!
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Mary could not resist writing to Elizabeth on subjects which
would interest Horace. Lizzie would show him the letters, espe-
cially if she had been told to do no such thing! While the artist,
Sophia, was enjoying Cuban sun and shadow, Mary had been ap-
palled by Cuban contrasts in human destiny, and of this she would
write. Asin Spain, a few noble families lived in luxury, disregard-
ing the misery of the massss just as they disregarded the mud and
filth that collected in the city streets outside their palace doors.
Mary Peabody was in dlave country for the first time and the im-
pact upon her was sharp. Madame Morell told her that the daves
were kindly treated and Mary could se for herself that, at La
Recompensa, this was true. But on the Royal Road she had seen a
long line of newly arrived Africans, chained together and marching
under heavy guard. The shock of seeing such a concentration of
human misery was something Mary would never forget.

"We talked of colonization and abolition, subjects naturally sug-
gested by your letters," Elizabeth wrote and Mary was pleased. But
the letter continued:

"All the while | was trying to think how to get around to sub-
jects of deeper interest. At last, dear Mr. Mann got up to go.

"'Well, now," | said, 'l do not feel half done and | have not said
what | wanted to say.'

"He took both my hands and drew me for one moment absolutely
into his arms. 'Well, and can you say it now?'

" 'Not now, | believe,' | said. 'It w'ants time.'

" 'Well, you can write it." "

On the shady veranda of the Morells' hacienda, Mary read her
sister's words with mounting anger, for she had a temper as well as
quick wit. What was Elizabeth thinking of to maneuver herself into
Horace Mann's arms— for nothing! And what did Horace Mann
mean by an attitude which Elizabeth described as "brotherly" but
which Mary felt certain was not?

Below the veranda where Mary was sitting the orange trees were
coming into bloom, sending wave after wave of perfume into the
humid air. Somewhere a Negro voice was singing in Spanish, and
from within the house came the faint padding of a dave's bare
feet. Everywhere there was beauty and luxury — and Mary hated
it all. With an angry heart she took up her pen and wrote to her
sister that one of these days Mrs. Rice was going to walk un-
announced into that little private parlor. Elizabeth's reputation
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would not last one week in Cuba, her sister told her —that it
had proved thus far so durable in Boston was little short of a
miracle.

Accusation and defense carried between the sisters by sailing
vessel took endless time and was the worst possible way for them
to quarrel, since anger which might have cooled went on record
past retraction and the soft answer, if there was to be one, was
long delayed. Having still no inkling of Mary's real feelings toward
Horace Mann, Elizabeth was the more hurt and bewildered. "That
you love me as well as you do Sophia, | do not doubt," Elizabeth
said, trying hard to believe her own words. "But is it possible for
me to believe | give you the moral satisfaction Sophia does? Y et
nothing less will satisfy my heart or conscience and it is in vain
to think of making me happy without it."

It was with horror, but with a secret sense of satisfaction, that
Elizabeth learned just at this point that Sophia was not necessarily
giving all the moral satisfaction she might. The discovery came as
a result of living with Mrs. Rice, and it was confirmed all too
abundantly by Mrs. Cleveland, who arrived from Havana aboard
the Hector for a visit to Salem. James Burroughs, it seemed, had
been boasting in a men's boardinghouse in Havana of his close
friendship with Miss Sophia Peabody. He had read aloud "a very
affectionate sentence from a letter beginning 'My dear James.™
He had many such letters, he said, and Sophia had accepted pres-
ents from him which he intimated were valuable.

Mrs. Rice proceeded to dea with the character of her brother
James, and Elizabeth told it all to Mary. "Were he ever so much
in love, he could not be influenced but for the transcient era of
passion even to the degree of virtue which good intentions in-
volve. Mrs. Rice says that from her childhood he has been the most
odd-tempered, disagreeable, unchildlike, unbrotherly person— 'a
perfect Cain' was her very expression and that never did he seem
even to try to do right."

Elizabeth did not ask for Sophia's side of the story. She was im-
pulsive, excitable, but not as a rule unfair. The truth was that she
considered Sophia's reputation ruined no matter what Sophia might
or might not have done. There were times when Elizabeth was
"modern" and times when her mind was a perfect echo of Boston.
Art had been grudgingly accepted by Boston but artists were still
under suspicion. They were "Bohemian," which was a polite way
of saying that they were utterly untrustworthy where sex was con-
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cerned. Only a man like Washington Allston could be considered
above reproach and he achieved that distinction by being married
to a Dana, attending Dr. Channing's church— and painting Biblical
subjects. The path of a woman artist was assumed to be primrose.
Young Mrs. J ar ed Sparks was an exception because she went around
to the houses of the best people copying pictures; she did nothing
so drastic as to sketch in public or study from life. It was, however,
considered fair enough to whisper that she was probably unhappily
married, since she preferred painting to housework. Sarah Clarke,
guarded by her mother's formidable tongue and her own excessively
shy spinsterhood, could go West as Margaret Fuller's illustrator
and return free from censure — since it was Margaret who wrote
the "daring" book. But let even Sarah go to Rome and word would
reach Boston that she was having a pretty good time.

Sophia Peabody's delicate health had aways been her guarantee
of propriety. The invalid artist struggling feebly to paint in spite
of pain was a picture Boston accepted with sentiment, as Elizabeth
should know for it was she who had presented Sophia in just that
light. A healthy Sophia receiving gifts and sending letters to an un-
married man while living in luxury in Spanish Cuba— there was the
perfect image of the artist of stage and improper French fiction.
Behind closed parlor doors the legend of Sophia Peabody could
start innocently enough with letters and trinkets and end up with
an imaginary secret hacienda— all before teatime.

Mrs. Cleveland did her best in her "it hurts me to tell you but |
think you ought to know" style, in Salem, just in case the whisper-
ings had gotten no farther than Boston. She said that Sophia had
kissed James Burroughs on the forehead right before the face and
eyes of Adrs. Morell. Although she had not seen it, she enacted the
scene. Elizabeth, although frantic with embarrassment, had the
presence of mind to remark that the public nature of this chaste
salute was proof of Sophias innocence. But Mrs. Cleveland's mind
worked along other lines and she made it clear that she considered
Sophia's public gesture of affection as indicative of something
warmer taking place in private.

Elizabeth turned angrily upon Mary in a long, fiery letter. In
Lizzie's eyes Sophia was still an invalid, coddled and cared for like
achild, and upon Mary she laid all the blame for James Burroughs's
"improper advances." It never occurred to Elizabeth that Sophia,
whether well or ill, was now twenty-five years old and capable of
deciding upon her own course of action. When she assumed Sophia
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to be innocent of actual misbehavior through sheer helplessness, it
was no great compliment.

"Certain revelations were made to me," said Sophia and she took
to her bed. Her headaches returned in full force. Now a growing
coolness in Madame Morell's attitude toward her was explained. For
the first time, self-consciousness entered into Sophia's feeling for
Fernando and Manuel de Layas, and all the bright gaiety of that
friendship was spoiled. She became careful and correct and this
seemed to please Madame Morell. It was possible that the sad-eyed
Luisa, with her large dowry, was already the intended bride of one
of the young noblemen—the family plans not as yet announced
to the young people concerned.

Sophia directed Mary to deny for her the kiss upon James Bur-
roughs's forehead. The whole thing had been pure fabrication.
James Burroughs had proposed marriage to her during the voyage
to Cuba. He had offered to leave his post as agent for sugar planters
and settle in Cuba, building a hacienda for Sophia where she should
have plenty of daves and be waited upon hand and foot. He could
afford to give her every luxury, he said, and he was probably right.

Sophia had refused James Burroughs. He was over forty and she
did not love him. It was exciting, however, to have a man in love
with her, and Burroughs was not one to give up easily. He had
suggested that Sophia ought to continue to be a good influence in his
life and she had promised him sisterly affection. She wrote him up-
lifting letters commending to him a life of virtue with its certainty
of heavenly reward — and her letters, she frankly stated, were pat-
terned upon her sister Elizabeth's letters to Horace Mann con-
cerning immortality. Sophia stubbornly refused to ask James to
return her letters, although commanded to do so by Elizabeth.

"She feels herself supported in this by her sister Elizabeth's pre-
cepts and example in respect to Horace Mann," wrote Mary with
grim satisfaction.

It was true that Mary had been a little hurt to discover that
Sophia had concealed her correspondence with Burroughs, but she
would not have asked to see the letters in any case — as Elizabeth
had said she should do. She did not particularly like Burroughs
personally, but his sister's opinion of him cast a more unfavorable
light on Mrs. Rice's character than on his. Burroughs, on one of his
various trips to the United States, had gone to call on Dr. and Mrs.
Peabody in Salem, and he had made a good impression. It seemed
to Mary that he had been both honorable and sincere.
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Sophia had been indiscreet. Mary granted that. But the story
would die down in Cuba, where such things were regarded even
more seriously than in Boston. The story would die down in Boston
too — provided Elizabeth did not keep it alive by talking too much.
Mary told Elizabeth that her habit of telling everything she knew
made her the least trustworthy of confidantes and that as far as
discretion went, Elizabeth had none at all.

Goaded beyond endurance, Mary now asked Elizabeth a ques-
tion she should have asked her long ago. Did she, or did she not, love
Horace Mann?

"It is a brother's and a sister's love on both sides," Elizabeth re-
plied. "Not that it would not be possible for Mr. Mann to make
me love him exclusively. But | could not do that unless he had or
did try for it. And his situation, his grey hairs and his sorrow has
ever precluded from my imagination that possibility. | know what
the feeling of love is . . . and this knowledge has always given
me assurance that, strong as my friendship is, deep as my interest is
in Mr. M. it is atotally different feeling."

Mary felt asif Heaven had opened. It was true that Horace might
"try for" Elizabeth's love at any time but if he planned to, he had
already let slip many fine opportunities. Now Adary was full of
contrition because of her sharp, unloving letters and the mental ac-
cusations she had made against Elizabeth. Her love for Horace
must still be kept secret — all the more so because he had not "tried
for it" and Elizabeth was so sure that accidents could not happen.
But Mary wanted to explain herself to Elizabeth once and for all.

"l used to think that never to any human being would | show
the inward workings of my soul and to wish that | had some
power of disguising every emotion — it was this which gave me the
habit of preserving a calm exterior," Mary confessed. "Since that
time, | have often wished | had the power to manifest my feelings.

. | have ever had in my mind an ideal image of one to whom |
should open every avenue of my heart for the asking— and with
that image have been connected all my visions of happiness. Time
must prove whether that ideal ever takes human form."

Mary knew that Elizabeth would show this letter to Horace
Mann. Had she said too much? She knew him to be subtle, capable
of reading between the lines. It was January 1835 before she heard
what happened. "He smiled like an angel all the time | was telling
him," Elizabeth wrote, "and | know he loves us both all the better
for knowing it all." Mary's heart must have skipped a beat when
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she read that but it soon developed that "all" meant merely the dis-
agreement between the sisters.

"1t is the supreme delight of my heart when one of us has a friend
that the other may have the same," Elizabeth went on. . . . "l do
not wish to be preferred, but | am rather better pleased that you
should be preferred — as you are certainly preferable— Al | want
is to be loved and especially not blamed with regard to you. | never
should have talked so freely with Mr. Mann about us and myself
however, if / had felt it was impossible for him to be sincere and
simple back again. . . .

"The first time, and it was soon, he laid his head upon my bosom
and begged my pardon for taking such a liberty in his grief, | told
him / needed a friend to my shattered mind and nerves— and
would he be sincere w'ith me always, and never flatter me, and never
keep back atruth which an elder brother would tell me, | should
be forever obliged — and should feel that my sympathy was in-
finitely overpaid. Again— again— and again he pressed me to his
heart and with floods of tears thanked me and when | came up-
stairs | should have told you the whole— but you were sure that
his was just the character that soon got over grief and | was just
the character to be led too far in my feelings— and with all my
passion for telling | could not tell to doubt what only faith could
understand.

"I have got torrent feelings, | allow — but they are feminine and
they are sentiments not passions and they should be treated there-
fore with delicacy. They do not come from the blood but from the
intellectual soul and they are pure."

The letter was written with all the sisterly affection in the world,
but it made Mary smile a trifle to observe how little Lizzie knew
about love. There must have been another more satisfactory letter
aboard the ship from the United States, however. Elizabeth soon
made mention of a letter from Mary to Horace Mann; it must have
been a reply, since Mary had made a promise to herself that she
would not write first.

All the letters the sisters wrote from Cuba were placed together
in a "packet" and addressed to Elizabeth. Sometimes a friend
brought them, sometimes they came by post — and who but Eliza-
beth would have been expected to pay the charges, amounting
on one occasion to as much as eight dollars? Lizzie would sort the
mail, sending family letters home to Salem, handing around those
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addressed to Boston friends. She expected that all the letters would
be sent unsealed so that she could read them first herself. Mary's
letter to the Honorable Horace Mann came in the packet, to be
sure — but it was seadled! Elizabeth protested. She sent the letter to
Mr. Mann's law office with a note reminding him to bring it to her
to read as soon as possible.

"Sunday Air. M. came for part of the evening, being very busy,"
she told Mary. "He was very lovely indeed and looked brighter
than before — forgot to bring your letter, he said."



CHAPTER  EIGHT
Temple School

CANNOT but rejoice that you and Sophia are so well pro-

vided for in these dreadful times," Elizabeth told her sisters
soon after they left for Cuba. The nation-wide financial panic of
1837 was still to come, but in Boston the barometer was already
falling. Mr. Rice, brother-in-law of James Burroughs, lost $60,000
in six months in the importing business. It was as well that Elizabeth
had given up her school, for paying pupils were hard to come by.
"1f Mr. Emerson should offer me a place in his school," Elizabeth
said, "l would take it for three hundred dollars." But Ralph Waldo's
cousin George was having difficulties of his own and made no offer.

There remained Elizabeth's history books upon the sde of which
she counted heavily. When the splendid scheme of having Sophia
for illustrator fell through, Billiard, Gray and Company lost inter-
est. Although, in 1832, they had published First Seps to the Sudy
of History, it was Marsh, Capcn and Lyon who published Key to
History. Part II: The Hebrews and Key to History. Pan Ill: The
Greeks in 1833. Elizabeth went around to se them in the hope of
receiving something to tide her over a few months. She got noth-
ing. Then she remembered a little book which she had edited and
which Bowles and Dearborn had published in 1829. The Casket:
A Chrigtinas and Neiv Year's Present for Children and Young
Persons it was called. It had done fairly well, but Elizabeth had
received little exedpt promises. She saw Bowles and Dearborn now
and they still had no cash for Miss Peabody, but they gave her
"all of Aliss Martineau's works in consideration of former matters
they were sorry they could adjust no better."

Elizabeth had one more string to her bow. "Historical School"
she called a series of lectures that she had begun in 1827 * and car-
ried on at intervals ever since. The idea was her own, and stemmed
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from her own disappointment because higher education continued
to be denied to women. Miss Peabody has been called the first
woman lecturer in the United States. Certainly her "Historical
School" was a forerunner of Margaret Fuller's "Conversations."
Boston was soon to develop a passion for such lectures, an enthu-
siasm which would spread all over the nation by means of Josiah
Holbrook's "Lyceum" series. The lyceum sponsored men speakers
only, however. Only under the auspices of the first women's club
would the woman lecturer finally receive sanction to speak on a
public platform, to travel about the country for the purpose — and
receive money for her pains. That time was still far off; so Eliza-
beth Peabody received little beyond later honor for having blazed
the trail. Many people now called her "unfeminine," but her friends
pointed out that she spoke only in private homes and when a
course ended she traveled no farther afield than to Salem in search
of the new audience so essential to a lecturer's success. In Salem, of
course, she received only as much honor as a prophet might expect
in his own country.

Evening lecturing was a field no woman had as yet dared invade.
"Reading Parties" evening lectures were called, and some men
such as William Russell of the coffee-colored coat would be in-
vited to quicken the pulses of members of Dr. Channing's circle
with renditions from Mrs. Hemans — and Shakespeare. But Russell
was in Germantown with Alcott now, and when Elizabeth Peabody
heard that her friends were "concocting a reading party" she won-
dered who the drawing card could be. Lizzie was amost overcome
when Ellen Sturgis,® the young poetess, and Miss Russell of the
Russell-Lowell clan called — and invited Miss E. P. Peabody to con-
duct their Reading Party! Miss Peabody was to read and discuss
anything she pleased, the group would meet at the parlor of her
choice, among her friends, and tickets would be put on sde at once.
"Is this not being fed by ravens!" exclaimed Elizabeth. Like a true
prophet, she was satisfied with little and when the sde of tickets
brought in a hundred dollars she was perfectly content.

For material to present to her group, Elizabeth turned to Har-
riet Martineau, whose works had so recently come into her posses
sion! Born in England in 1802, Miss Martineau was the daughter
of wealthy parents whose fortune had dwindled. She began her
career as a writer by contributing to a Unitarian publication, but
soon became conscious of the serious social problems which beset
England at the beginning of the manufacturing era. She originated
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a fiction-style method of discussing socia evils which was some-
thing new to literature and sociology alike! Through sheer force of
personality, she overcame the skepticism of a publisher and her
phenomenal overnight success was something he could hardly
credit even when both he and Miss Martineau began to profit
enormously. To Miss Amory Lowell and her sister, Miss Anna,
whose family had recently built the great Lowell textile mills—
to their friends who represented banking, importing, exporting,
railroads — Miss Peabody read of the cruelty and hardship in the
Manchester mills of England, the bitter poverty, the excess privilege.
And the women of Boston's privileged classes were not smug, no
matter what outsiders might say of them. They listened, and they
tried to learn. They believed in an industrial United States where
Old World mistakes need not necessarily be repeated. (And within
a few years they had Charles Dickens's word for it that the Lowell
Mills were models of good labor relations.)

At first, Elizabeth read to her ladies from the books and said
little. It pleased her when her adult class asked her to read less,
to "converse" more and to lead a discussion where they could all
express their views. Elizabeth loved nothing better, and her Reading
Party was soon the talk of the town.

Elizabeth could not live on a hundred dollars a year, however,
miraculously frugal though she was. Encouraged by Mr. Mann, she
wrote innumerable articles for religious periodicals. It was a pity
she could not have written fiction in the style of her friend
Maria Sedgwick, pioneer American woman novelist. The "human
interest" stories which flowed effortlessly from Elizabeth's pen
when she wrote letters to her sisters would have supported her
far better than contributions to publications so consistently insolvent
as the Christian Register or the Examiner. But E. P. Peabody was
awriter with a mission. "The Being of God" was a subject she felt
she should tackle and she was amost apologetic when she chose
anything so light as "Social Crime and Its Retribution." Horace
Mann was disappointed in her. "1f you could only write in the same
vein as your letters," he reproached, criticizing "pretty severely"
Elizabeth's "Character of Moses." But Lizzie was afraid to be hu-
man in print. Her articles were accepted — soon the Christian Ex-
aminer owed her $27.00.

Elizabeth arose at five in the morning at the Rices' house, in order
to have time for her writing. At seven little Willie Rice presented
himself for lessons and then, with time out for breakfast, came
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"Lucia and the other girls" to be tutored till one in the afternoon.
Miss Peabody charged nothing for these lessons because in this
way she felt she could make a return to Airs. Rice for her hos-
pitality.

"l am delightfully situated," Elizabeth wrote, dwelling upon the
occasional use of the Rice horse and chaise, Mr. Rice's enjoyment
of her "society and conversation" at breakfast (his wife was a semi-
invalid who never rose before noon), his satisfaction at seeing his
children made to behave properly for the first time in their lives.
Christmas at the Rices' was a lavish affair with many gifts for Miss
Peabody; "an embroidered apron from Mrs. Rice, a tortoise-shell
card case from Mr. Rice and a most beautiful seal cornelian fixed
on a cross of gold having the motto of our family with coat of
arms."

Perhaps it was the Rices* excessive gratitude which kept Eliza-
beth from being really happy with them. Not only did she believe
that it was more blessed to give than to receive, but giving was
necessary to her well-being. Her mother and her friends would
have said that this was pure "disinterestedness.” But it was partly
pride. Old General Palmer himself loved to bestow largess whether
he could afford it or not and his blood ran in Elizabeth's veins.
She began to work on a new idea for a private school. During
times of depression, boys must be educated as usual — girls could
stay at home. Miss Peabody therefore would run a boys' school.
A woman could not do such a thing, she was told, but men con-
ducted girls' schools and turn-about was fair play. Elizabeth was
wise enough, however, to count only on little boys, "to teach them
Latin and first things."

"l wish Elizabeth could be at home," Mrs. Peabody said. "But |
know she could not, for she is before her time in Salem at least.
People cannot appreciate her mind or her mode of teaching. She will
not manoeuvre, she will not flatter weak parents nor impose on ig-
norant ones." Elizabeth's plan was for a boys' school in Boston
and"Willy Rice, the little Borlands, the little Blisses" were enrolled
for a year; each to pay a hundred dollars. She began to visualize the
schoolroom, and the room of her own where she would soon live,
beholden to no one, but in a position to help others.

This was how matters stood in July 1834. Then Elizabeth re-
newed an old friendship and found herself able to do something for
someone even sooner than she had supposed.
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Mr. and Mrs. Bronson Alcott came to Boston to visit Mrs. Al -
cott's father, Colonel May. The school which Alcott had started in
Germantown had come to an end, Russell was in Philadelphia, and
Alcott had come to Boston with the idea of making some sort of
fresh start. He called on Miss Peabodv, armed with journals and
letters written by his Germantown scholars, "all under ten years
of age." He "stayed and talked like an embodiment of light and yet
calm, solemn and simple as ever."

"l told him | wanted him to make an effort for a school," said
Elizabeth, "and he said he wished to. ... | told Mr. Alcott | would
enquire about children in town and see whether there was a chance
for him." Elizabeth started in that very evening, reading aloud to Mr.
and Mrs. Rice the children's journalswhich Alcott had left with her.
They promptly "engaged Willy." By the end of the next afternoon
Elizabeth had transferred all the little boys previously promised
for her school and was campaigning for more for Alcott.

Elizabeth stopped in at Colonel May's, found Alcott out but Mrs.
Alcott at home and as articulate as always. "The school would
never succeed without more book-learning” and Mr. Alcott "would
never put his mind to that. He needed an assistant and yet it was
out of the question to find an assistant who was competent and that
he could afford to pay."

"l told her | would be his assistant,” Elizabeth said. "That is, |
would teach two hours and a half a day for a year in his school for
such compensation as he could afford to pay. When Mrs. Alcott
found | was really in earnest she was in a rapture —and Mr. A. too
when he came in."

News of Sophias health was extremely encouraging by mid-
summer of 1834. Mary's exile might last only another winter and
Elizabeth explained matters to Alcott. "I told him | could only
engage until your return,” she wrote Mary. The "compensation”
agreed upon was a hundred dollars a quarter (or two hundred dol-
lars less than Elizabeth could have had if she had kept for a school
of her own the six little boys promised to her). The Alcotts "both
said the terms were atogether too small" and they were right.
This was Elizabeth at her happiest, giving more than she could
afford.

Lizzie was no saint, however, and Mrs. Alcott had but to bring
Up the subject of William Russell, her former partner, to prove it.
"You have no idea what a sad account Mrs. Alcott gives of the
Russells," Elizabeth said, almost licking her lips as she wrote to
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Mary. "Mrs. Russell's sufferings from Mr. Russell's sdfishness are
all that we might imagine they would come to — an absolute destitu-
tion of every comfort at home, in order that his taste, his wardrobe,
his whims might be satisfied. He has now gone into Philadelphia,
taking a house of 600 dollars rent, furnished two parlors magnifi-
cently on borrowed money, made so many engagements as to be
irregular in the discharge of them all and losing the little business
that he got. The sooner he dies and his wife and children are in the
almshouse the better for ail, | should say." Elizabeth could go pretty
far when aroused. "The very thought of them is enough to drive
me raving distracted — and they think of coming here next spring!"

Mrs. Alcott was ever a copious source of gossip. Russell had told
Alcott, she said, that if Elizabeth Peabody "were not shadowed a
little by her personal objects (the necessity of the income from her
school for her family), she would be ideal enough to answer the
demands of her profession." Elizabeth punctuated that with four
exclamation marks. "Mr. Russell's school has been reduced to one
scholar," she added with understandable malice.

Unfortunately, it never occurred to Elizabeth that Alcott had
been under the influence of Russell and that he too might be ex-
travagant. Various locations for his new school were discussed and
Miss Peabody made no protest when a room in the new Masonic
Temple on Tremont Street was chosen. Winding staircases in the
gaunt twin towers of this Neo-Gothic building led to an auditorium
lighted by the upper section of an arched Gothic window. "And
those two little holes" (as Elizabeth described the quatrefoils on
the facade of the structure) aso let in a little light. Elizabeth's
description places the schoolroom three flights above the street,
and when she said it was "about 60 feet solid" she came very close
to the truth. It was an intimate little sixty-five by forty feet, with
a nineteen-foot stud. A "stove apparatus’ served to emphasize the
chill of the outer walls, while "gas illumination" supplemented the
Gothic-filtered daylight. Whatever else the room was, it was im-
pressive. Alcott liked it. "Temple School" he named it, and on
it he based his fondest hopes.

Again, Elizabeth should have been reminded of William Russell,
but was not, when Alcott told her how he planned to furnish
Temple School. "Mr. Alcott told me how elegantly he was going
to furnish his school and we went into the Italians' where we
selected some casts" A bust of Socrates and one of Plato were

chosen to go on high pededds a the front corners of the room*
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"A head of Christ, in bas-relief larger than life," was selected to go
over Mr. Alcott's chair behind his great pulpitlike desk. The
Italians also supplied plaster casts of Psyche, a "child aspiring,"
a figure of "Silence with its finger raised," and busts of Shakespeare,
Milton and Scott for good measure. What all this was costing no
one asked. Elizabeth contributed a long table, a green sofa and het
portrait of Channing. From Mrs. Rice she borrowed two large land-
scapesinoil.

Alcott went back to Germantown to wind up his affairs while
Elizabeth continued to labor in his behalf in Boston. Her friends
George Ripley and George Hillard were starting a new periodical,
contributions to be paid for— so they said. They asked Elizabeth
to write an article for the sample copy they were preparing as a
prospectus. "l gave George Hillard a piece | had written about
Infant Education on the Alcott plan," Elizabeth told Mary. Eliza-
beth was to edit a page under the heading "Juvenile Instruction”
and for this sample copy she included a "conversation" she had had
with her Sunday School scholars.

Elizabeth urged her sisters in Cuba to teach the Morell children
by the "conversation" method and to record everything that
teacher and pupil said. Only Sophia must try to be accurate! "There
is a great dea of difference between her accounts and yours," Eliza-
beth told Mary. It was Mary she believed, knowing full well that
Sophia's artistic temperament would tempt her to paint a pretty
picture in words as well as on canvas and that the simple truth
would never strike her as quite pretty enough.

"Mr. Alcott can never remember so as to put down his conversa-
tions which is a great pit}’," Elizabeth observed. She had no doubt
that she herself could be trusted as an accurate reporter.

In September 1834 Temple School opened, with "eighteen schol-
ars, eight girls and ten boys." They were a "lovely set of children,"
but Elizabeth could see that "the three Tuckermans will be hard-
est to handle." Next day there were twenty students sitting at their
little tables facing the wall. Some were there because Dr. Channing
had endorsed the school but more than half of them were enrolled
as the direct result of Elizabeth's calls, her letters enclosing Alcott's
cards.

Although Elizabeth had agreed to spend only two and a half
hours at Temple School, using the rest of her time to augment
a slender living, she became fascinated with Alcott's methods and
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soon found herself arriving at nine and staying all day. When she
was not teaching Latin, arithmetic and geography, she listened to
Mr. Alcott's "conversations” with the children which seemed to her
little short of Godlike — too beautiful, too precious, to lose. "Some-
one' ' should write down these immortal words, she had told Mary.
Elizabeth was like everyone ese when it came to seeing something
that ought to be done. She differed from most people by invariably
electing herself to difficult, arduous tasks instead of leaving them to
"someone."

At first the notes that Elizabeth made, writing so fast that her
hand hurt, were used "only for discipline." But on reading them
over, both Alcott and Elizabeth began to feel that here was an idea
for a book. Record of a School Exemplifying the Principles and
Methods of Moral Culture, it would be called, and the "Recorder"
was Alcott's name for Elizabeth. She was pleased when Alcott read
in full to the children a poem she had written and suggested that
she "record it" in the book. Five weeks of straight journal, culled
here and expanded there, made up the first part of the book. The
second section, under the heading "Self-analysis," dealt with Mr.
Alcott's talks with the children on "aspiration,” "insight" and so
on. With perfection as their goal, these primary school children
searched their hearts for secret sin and when they found it, earnestly
promised to improve— or most of them did. "Is it aspiration to
seek knowledge for our own good alone?' Mr. Alcott asked them.
They knew that it was not. "Which of you have gone inward and
viewed yourselves?' And Miss Peabody faithfully recorded, "None
held up hands." Mr. Alcott strove to correct this deplorable condi-
tion.

While Record of a School was giving Elizabeth symptoms of
writer's cramp by day, she nevertheless continued to write to Mary
in Cuba each evening. The series of letters she wrote at this time
might be called "Off the Record." The three little Tuckermans, al-
though members of a family famous for "Christian philanthropy,"”
"demurred" when asked if they ever should be punished. By De-
cember 29, "Off the Record" letters continued, that impressive
room in the Masonic Temple was as cold as any tomb in Mt. Auburn
Cemetery. The scholars arrived and took their seats at nine. Mr.
Alcott asked them if there was anything they might want before
eleven — since walking about or even wriggling and squirming in
their chairs would be forbidden until that time. "A great many
burst out that they would want to go to the fire." Elizabeth was
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in sympathy with this idea herself since the thermometer was below
zero outside and the heat from the "stove aparatus’ in the room
could hardly be felt a few feet away. But Mr. Alcott discussed the
advantages of self-denial.

"During the conversation, thethree oldest boys, who havethe cold-
est seats, maintained to the last that they did not think it worthwhile
to attempt to bear the cold.” One boy said "he did not think it a
virtue to bear cold, not merely in this instance, but in general."
Bronson Alcott assumed that this child was joking (although that
was something he never did himself). "He passed over it, saying that
he had no time except for serious conversation."

"] shall give my services for the first quarter,” Elizabeth told her
sisters when the end of the quarter came and she was not paid.
According to Alcott's accounts his receipts for the year 1834-1835
were 11,784.00° but as the end of each succeeding quarter rolled
around, Elizabeth's services continued to be a gift. There was of
course the rent of the room at the Temple to be paid; the great
desk behind which Alcott sat had been especially designed and
built for him and it must be paid for. Miss Peabody was a generous
creditor.

Counting on her four hundred dollars from Alcott, Elizabeth had
told Mrs. Rice that she would no longer need to be a guest at the
Rices' house. And because of her ill-health, Mrs. Rice had decided
that she could no longer keep house without Miss Peabody as un-
paid governess. She had sent the children to boarding schools and
she and Mr. Rice lived "at board" themselves. Elizabeth had found
a home for herself at 21 Bedford Street, where the Alcotts were
also boarding. Her parlor was about ten feet square, the bedroom
opening out of it affording "barely room enough to stand." But
Elizabeth was happy to have a little place to call her own. In front
of the coal-burning grate she placed a bright brass fender of her
own and over the mantel she hung George Flagg's painting "Con-
tentment," which he had given her and which had recently been
exhibited at the Athenaeum. It showed a young boy leaning out of
an open window and George's Uncle Allston had praised it highly.
For the wall over her green sofa, Elizabeth wanted the picture
Sophia had painted and which had been exhibited at the Athenaeum
after Sophia's departure for Cuba. It was not the original landscape
Sophia had hoped to be able to show, but a copy of a Salvator Rosa,
rich in light and shadow, vigorous in composition. The picture had
been displayed as the work of Miss Peabody without credit to Rosa
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and Sophia had been greatly distressed over the mistake. When the
exhibit was over, Elizabeth took the picture to her friends the
Ripleys, having no place of her own for it. Now, when she went
to get it, the Reverend George Ripley thanked her profusely, told
her that Sophia's picture was worth at least three hundred dollars
and that it gave him great joy, in his modest circumstances, to have
received such a gift! Elizabeth could not bring herself to explain
and take it away.

But the fashion for sculpture had now arrived and Lizzie made
up for the loss of the painting. Her "little black bust of Locke"
went on the mantel and her "Niobe" she placed on a pedestal in a
corner of the room. Now all was in readiness for Mr. Mann to
cal. He came to ask if there were any letters from Mary. He
threatened to stea the sketch of her that Sophia had sent and asked
Elizabeth to have Sophia make one for him at once. For Elizabeth,
he brought his latest work, "a Report of the Lunatic Hospital,"
with which she was delighted — as he knew she would be.

Eight articles in the Journal of Education and two in the Annals
of Education, the Reading Parties and a few private tutoring lessons
helped Elizabeth to pay for her modest quarters. She spent many
a long evening copying out her notes and preparing Record of a
School. Many of Alcott's ideas were not her own. As the daughter
of a doctor, for example, she could not believe with Alcott that
"illness of the body was the result of wrong-doing somewhere" —e
but she rightly judged that here was a theory to interest the public
and she understood her duties as editor pretty well. Of course her
anonymity as the Recorder did not last long, and it was a shock
to Elizabeth to discover that her friends assumed that she endorsed
all of Alcott's theories, just because she had written them down.

James Monroe printed Record of a School in 1835. It attracted
a great deal of attention in educational circles both in the United
States and abroad. Mr. Emerson wrote to Elizabeth to congratulate
her on a delightful, readable book, and the friendship between
Elizabeth and Waldo was renewed. It looked as if Record of a
School would sell in a modest way, pay for itself, and even make
a little money. Elizabeth's translation of an essay by the French
philosopher de Gerando aso sold a little— because of the interest
the Record had aroused. Just as it seemed as though things were
going to be easier for Elizabeth Peabody, a warehouse was burned
and all remaining copies of these two books were lost. And now
Elizabeth understood the sort of contract she had made with Mon-
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roe. It was no worse than customary in that day and age, but she
found that she, personally, must bear the loss. Record of a School
brought recognition to Alcott. To Elizabeth Peabody it brought
both recognition and misfortune.

From the beginning, Elizabeth had made it clear to Alcott that
she would assst him only until her sisters should return from Cuba.
When that should happen, she and her sister Mary would once
more attempt to establish a school of their own. And in 1835, "May
the new year bring you safe to New England" wrote Mrs. Peabody
to Mary and Sophia. While Sophia was not entirely cured of her
headaches, she was definitely better and she now "dreamed of
home" rather than of death or blindness. It was agreed that the two
sisters would take the first available sailing vessel bound for Boston.

On April 28, Mary and Sophia left "La Recompensa" in the
early dawn.* At noon they broke their journey at the hacienda of
a friend of the Morells until the heat of the day should be over and
before nightfall "frescoed houses heralded the city." This time, the
sisters did not stay at the American Consulate but went to the
luxurious home of Caroline Fernandez, married sister of Fernando
and Manuel de Lay as As they climbed the ceremonial staircase
from the inner courtyard, the two Peabody girls were met and
kissed on each cheek by Caroline, then by her mother-in-law who
stood a few steps higher, then by Caroline's grandmother at the
top of the stairs. They were conducted to a high-studded room
with curtained doors and marble floors where the rest of the family
received them with all the courtesy of old Spain. Then Negro maid-
servants led them away to a perfumed bath, refreshed them with
scented powder the like of which they had never seen before —
and arrayed them in loose, flowing white robes of fine linen. "Mary
went back to the hall after these ceremonials' but the invalid Sophia
"retired to a white linen tent-bed, more luxurious than eastern
monarch ever possessed.”

In the evening, Sophia arose to listen from the balcony to band
music from the plaza— while Mary walked abroad and returned to
report "that the ladies were dressed as if for a private ball and
with heads uncovered except by transparent veils."

Next morning, Sophia was taken to the chamber of Madame
Fernandez and shown a painting of the Magdalen. It was by the
great Murillo, they told her — but age had so obscured the canvas
that little was to be seen. Sophia dipped her finger "in some aro-
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matic oil upon the toilette table and touched a corner of the picture.
A gorgeous crimson tint was revealed." Sophia proceeded to clean
the painting, while her friends looked on as though beholding a
miracle. Not in their generation had they ever seen "the golden
glory of the floating hair, the majesty of contrition in the upraised
brow and lustrous eyes." In their gratitude, they promptly offered
to let her take it home to the United States to copy, but Sophia was
frightened to death at the very idea. She dissuaded them and they
promised to bring the picture to her themselves on their next visit.

The sisters sailed next day but not before Sophia had made a
portrait sketch of each member of the family. She had not quite
finished Madame Fernandez when word came that it was time to
go. Don Pepe, head of the household, sent word to the ship's
captain. There would be no sailing of the William Henry till Miss
Sophia had finished her picture and was ready to leave.

Before the sisters sailed from Cuba, while they were on the high
sss, and after they were at home, Elizabeth made plans for them.
At first it seemed simple enough to begin over again with a school
in Boston. Eliza Lee Cabot, now Mrs. Charles Follen, had helped
Elizabeth to "gather a school" and she could be relied upon again.
But in 1835, Professor Follen was dismissed from his position as
lecturer in German at Harvard because of his antislavery activities.
Elizabeth learned that the Follens planned to start a school of their
own. They would never succeed, Elizabeth's friends told her.
Dr. Follen had become too unpopular. But Elizabeth scouted the
idea, declaring that no two people better fitted to establish a school
could be found anywhere. Only to Mary did she admit regret.

A new idea occurred to Elizabeth at once. A law had been passed
in Spain forbidding the children of Cuban planters to be educated
in the United States. The result was an immense popularity for an
American education and the smuggling of children! Young Edward
Morell was coming to the United States with Mary and Sophia but
that fact was to be kept very quiet indeed and he would not so
much a be seen with them till after the William Henry sailed.
Elizabeth visualized a boarding school with Mary and Sophia as
Spanish-speaking teachers, herself as head mistress. Mary must see
about prospective pupils and Sophia must study Spanish much
harder. But Cuban planters were interested only in well-established
schools, one in Philadel phia being particularly popular.

Mr. Alcott's school was succeeding, Elizabeth decided. She would
put in aword for either or both of her sisters, at the rate of a hun-
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dred dollars a quarter — which she was not getting but had never
ceased to expect.

In the spring of 1836 Elizabeth, with that glowing faith in the
future which made her at the same time so lovable and so exas
perating, was beginning a new journal and "a new era of things."
The journal was one of many begun and never finished. The "new
era' dawned at the Alcott's house with, as Lizzie put it, "the plan
of devoting my own time to a more regular prosecution of study
than | have ever had opportunity for since | left Salem for Lan-
caster. | have a pleasant, well furnished room at Mr. Alcott's, 26
Front vStrect, for which with board [and here the sheet is acci-
dentally torn] equivalent to two hours' time at the School, after-
noons, teaching Latin and [again the tear, so that what ese Eliza-
beth agreed to teach is lostl three hours on Wednesday morning in
keeping Record in his school. . . .

"Today, when | first arrived, | played with the baby, my name-
sake, till dinnertime." This was "Beth," so lovingly portrayed in
later years by her sister Louisa in Little Women, The naming of
their child for Miss Peabody was an affectionate and grateful ges-
ture, decided upon when Elizabeth had so generously helped in the
establishing of Temple School. It was a pity that Miss Peabody's
modest salary could not also have been paid in cash.

Elizabeth appreciated the offer of a home, however, and arrived
feeling confident that as a member of the family group she would
be able to give pleasure to everyone. Had not Mr. Rice enjoyed
her conversation at dinner? She discovered the first night that,
genius though he might be, Alcott was almost impossible to live
with. Elizabeth brought up the subject of Mr. Graham who was
lecturing in Salem and Boston concerning the merits of unbolted or
"Graham flour." Mr. Graham had stated that the eating of "Graham
bread" would prolong human life to two centuries, and Elizabeth
humorously questioned both the plausibility of Mr. Graham and the
desirability of living to be two hundred years old in any case.

Alcott sprang to the defense of Mr. Graham and accused the
astonished Misst Peabody of having made "a suicidal statement."
Elizabeth would have liked to laugh. But she merely defended her-
self by saying that she thought "that when we had lost a dear
friend, it was perfectly pious to rejoice that we should probably
not live an hundred and fifty years afterwards. Mr. Alcott said
this was selfish and asked what claim a friend had on us? A ques
tion | did not understand in the connection and could not answer."
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It was not that Elizabeth objected to "Grahamism," she re-
flected. She was willing to risk the night air and leave her bed-
room window open, she liked fruits and vegetables and even whole-
wheat bread. But Graham began his lecture in Salem with pictures
of bearded patriarchs and Elizabeth thought they were funny. He
also made statements against doctors which were unfair. But Alcott
now turned his Jovian thunders upon all professiona men and
upon doctors in particular as "a greater evil than good." Mr.
Graham was right, Alcott said, when he insisted that doctors *fed
like vampires on the community for the sake of money."

The stooped figure, the gentle, careworn face, of her father came
into Elizabeth's mind and she ceased to have any desire to laugh.
Perhaps Dr. Peabody was not the most brilliant physician in the
world, perhaps not the best dentist although a good one — but his
had been a life of service to mankind which he performed to the
best of his ability. Returning to her room, Elizabeth confided to
her diary that she saw difficulties ahead.

"I resolved in the future | would take more pains to be silent on
a subject on w'hich it is possible for Mr. Alcott to differ from me,
or | from him. But | think I shall find it quite a trial to my patience
to sit silent under this wholesale abuse of whatever has become the
order of society or rather of whole classes of men. There sems to
be a little envy at work where there is no more than gracious ap-
preciation of what institutions and the Past have done for mankind.

"[Alcott] subjects everything to the test of his talismanic words,
and as they answer to them in his predisposed ear, they take their
places— nor does he do anything more, at the utmost of his liber-
ality, than to endure the suggestion of a contrary view. It seems no
part of his plan to search the thoughts and views of other minds in
any faith that they will help his own. He only seems to look in
books for what agrees with his own thoughts — and he rather avoids
than seeks any communication with persons who differ from him-
self."

Within afew days, Alcott had ceased even to "endure" a point of
view other than his own and Elizabeth had been warned not to
talk about anything controversial. There were some young boys
boarding with the Alcotts, among them Willy Rice, brought there
through Miss Peabody's recommendation. Alcott felt that it would
be bad for these young people to hear any opinions but his own.

Unquestionably, it was hard on Alcott to have to live with any-
one as adept in debate as Miss Peabody. He was happier when
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arguing with seven-year-olds about enduring cold. Miss Peabody
could be silenced temporarily but not for good, and within a few
days she brought up the most controversial subject of all.

"Tuesday | had my Reading Class and we read about the Saxons

. . A good many hints might be taken from these old historians
of the emancipation of the serffs—which would be valuable to
show what should be avoided and what might be initiated by our
states in the work of gradual emancipation. | merely said this much
at dinner, avoiding the word 'gradual’ and there was no explosion.
But the subject was dropped." Poor Alcott! He might have said,
with truth, that mankind never learns from history— but he was
silent, perhaps for the first time in his life.

" | spent the evening agin till one o'clock copying the Record
and have completed the first seven conversations, which are al very
fine" Elizabeth said. Conversations nvith Children on the Gospels,
the new book would be called. It would bring not mere misfortune,
but disaster, both to Alcott and Elizabeth Peabody. But, "I am very
little of a conservative and exceedingly trustful of the future,” she
said — seeing herself with wonderful clarity.



CHAPTER NINE
TheHouse in Charter Sreet

SQUARE three-storied frame house crowded close to Charter

Street as though determined to keep a sharp eye on all pass
ers-by. Massive chimneys, small-paned windows and generous pro-
portions proclaimed its pre-Revolutionary origin, while a portico
with engaged pilasters, two fluted and two plain, indicated an
effort to "modernize" its rather grim fagade in the Salem Neo-
Classic manner.* But in 1835 the house was not yet prized for its
antiquity and the "modern" doorway was already merely out of
date. The Peabodys were able to acquire the house — as a home
for themselves and as an office for the doctor— at a reasonable
figure.

To be sure, the Peabody parlor windows opened directly upon
the old Charter Street burying ground, and prospective patients,
waiting their turn, could count the leaning headstones and ponder
upon their fate should the good doctor's remedies fail them. But pa-
tients were still few and far between and businesswas not likely toim-
prove. Like his daughter Lizzie, Dr. Peabody was "before his time
in Salem." At a period when the average Salemite demanded a good
money's worth of vile-tasting medicine guaranteed to give violent
emetic or purgative effects, Dr. Peabody was a homeopath and dis-
pensed pink pills or sweet, colorless liquids which inflicted little,
if any, additional suffering upon his patients. Even if they recov-
ered from their illness, they felt cheated.

Dentistry was going rather better and Sophia reported more
than once that the parlor was full of ladies waiting for Father to
fix their teeth. But in spite of Dr. Peabody's radical ideas about the
preservation of teeth, dentistry was still mostly a matter of extrac-
tion. And in this line, Dr. Peabody was preparing a bombshell for
his fellow townspeople. In Boston, hypnotism, or "mesmerism" as
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they called it, was all the rage. Elizabeth had translated from the
French an article about Mesmer, the German scientist, and she felt
sure that she herself had "magnetism." Boston dentists were using
hypnotism to perform painless extractions and while Dr. Peabody
scoffed at Lizzie's personal pretensions, he nevertheless acquired a
young hypnotist as a partner. Dr. Fiske assisted at perfectly pain-
less extractions and most certainly the experiments were the talk
of the town. But Dr. Peabody gained few if any new patients
thereby. The whole thing savored too much of witchcraft to be
popular in old Salem!

Dr. Peabody had time on his hands as always and he would have
loved to spend it in his office, experimenting, theorizing — perhaps
writing another book. But behind the house on Charter Street was
a fertile but neglected garden which Mrs. Peabody intended should
fill the doctor's idle hours. He found himself digging out dead
currant bushes and planting a large vegetable garden, a project more
likely to pay dividends than any he would have chosen of his own
free will. There were seeds Mary had brought home to her mother
from Cuba now growing in pots as house plants. The neighbors
had exclaimed over them and now they must be set outdoors for
the summer, brought in as house plants again in the fall. "Father was
sure everything would die and M other equally sure everythingwould
live and when he found all the sweet company held up their heads
he declared that Mother was a second Abel and that Heaven had
regard unto her tillage."

It was Sophia who recorded the progress of the new garden and
she who told of much cutting and turning and piecing of old
carpets inside the house; the arranging of them so that bedrooms
which had no stove would have at least a covered floor. She had
returned from Cuba confident that her health was really improved.
But here she was being "spared” an active part in the work of mov-
ing to a new home, ordered by her mother to "sit in her sweet
room at her center table and look straight into Colonel Pickman's
garden of flowers."

"I had an indefinite hope that such a great stir as a voyage to
Cuba would alter the state of things but they are settling down
again," Sophia wrote to Elizabeth. She was copying Allston's
"Jessica and Lorenzo," promised long before her Cuba journey;
and once more, when the work went well, she felt herself possessed
by a force beyond her, mysteriously expressed through her brush
upon canvas. All too often, this force left her and she sank ex-
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hausted into the hammock which had been slung across a corner
of her room.

When Sophias headaches returned, young Dr. Fiske was sure
that he could cure them by mesmerism. He found himself with
plenty of spare time due to the conspicuous lack of Saem patients
willing to be "put to sleep." Sophia reported daily for treatments
and said she felt "soothed." But when Dr. Fiske tried to induce
hypnotic deep in Sophia, he failed, much to his surprise and dis-
appointment. She seemed so gentle and so pliable! He never sus-
pected that Sophia had a strong will and that she prized the free-
dom of her spirit.

Elizabeth had often said that she could arrange a position either
for Mary or for Sophia in Alcott's school, and the reasonably large
enrollment at the school always beguiled Elizabeth into thinking
that Alcott would keep his promise to pay. Soon after her return
from Cuba, Mary went to sse Alcott but was impressed only with
the tremendous amount of work he would expect of her. "I am glad,
dear Mary, you refused Mr. A's proposal,” her mother said. "You
can do better, | think." And Mary thought so too. She fitted up a
room in the house on Charter Street as a school, in the all too
familiar Peabody family pattern. Sophia would help by teaching
drawing and aso Spanish, if she could find any pupils. Elizabeth
would continue with Alcott for, as her mother put it, "Energetic
beings are raised up to carry on the great moral religious purposes
of thisworld and | believe Elizabeth is one of them and that future
generations will bless her." Mary was perfectly content to leave the
regeneration of the world to Lizzie, but she renounced Boston with
regret. She left Mr. Mann to Elizabeth with misgivings.

"Yesterday | received a letter from dear Mr. Mann," Elizabeth
wrote. "He says he received 'a sweet but mournful' letter from you.
He certainly praises your letters, which he does not mine. . . .
| have urged him, in reply, to go to Salem and spend Sunday as
you invite. Can you not ak him to stay all night when he comes?
And Sophia could give him her room or put him in that front upper
chamber. 'Twould be polite, | think."

Naturally Mrs. Peabody would not think for a moment of ask-
ing Sophia to give up her room but she was surprised to se the
care with which Mary put to rights that "front upper chamber."
Small square-paned windows were polished till they shone, the
curtains freshly washed and ironed. From among Mary's few per-
sonal treasures, the choicest were brought to adorn the guest cham-
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ber and still Mary seemed dissatisfied. When Mrs. Peabody remarked
that Mr. Mann was not, after all, more important than any other
guest, she was startled to see a sudden flush on Mary's cheeks. Mary
was usually so pale! Delicate hollows had appeared under her cheek
bones and her gray-green eyes seemed more deeply set, more
shadowy than ever. A touch of color was becoming, however, and
Mary's eyes were smiling as she turned quickly away from her
mother's too inquisitive glance.

Mr. Mann came, not once but often, and his presence changed
the whole atmosphere of the house on Charter Street. He dared to
joke with Mrs. Peabody, serious though she considered it her duty
to be— and she liked it. Dr. Peabody had always enjoyed laughter,
as Sophia once remarked, and now he looked forward to visits from
Horace Mann for the sake of his anecdotes and his swift salies.
Dr. Peabody even went along with Mary when Mann was Lyceum
Lecturer in Salem and admitted that Mann was better than George
Hillard, who came next — but not as much better as Mary said.

During the winter of 1835 and 1836 an "unknown friend" gave
Mary season tickets to lectures in Boston. It could have been Miss
Guild or Aiiss Rawlins, or any one of several lonely and well-to-do
ladies who liked to have Mary take tea with them or even spend
the night in an elegant but almost empty home on Beacon Hill.
Elizabeth assumed that it was Miss Guild. But by an odd coinci-
dence, Mr. Mann was often at the lectures; and when he was not,
he happened to meet Mary afterwards and take her to the train
for Salem or wherever else she told him she was going. There was
a pleased look in Mr. Mann's eyes that brought the quick, becoming
flush to Mary's cheeks and she asked him to convey to the donor
of her ticket her sincere appreciation. He would admit nothing,
lawyer that he was, but his warm hand-clasp at parting was some-
thing for Mary to dream about in secret.

Elizabeth was seeing less of Mr. Mann these days and Mary was
thankful. Consistent with her reiterated belief that Mr. Mann's first
wife was in heaven yet close by, Elizabeth was solicitous and af-
fectionate but almost as "sisterly" as even Mary could wish. Al-
though making it clear that she did not consider her position perma-
nent, Elizabeth was nevertheless absorbed in her work at Alcott's
school and anxious to make a success of her association with that
difficult man.’

On October 8, 1835, Elizabeth completed a letter to Alcott put-
ting certain of her ideas into writing, since by now she knew that
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Alcott never paid any attention to anything she said. Alcott care-
fully copied Elizabeth's letter.

| rec'ed a note from Miss E. Peabody giving a plan of study
for the quarter — made out much like mine. To this plan she
adds:

Having done with External matters | will now make a re-
mark or two upon your views and practices of a more general
character, which | do not agree with. And this | do merely
that you may understand me, and not because | have the least
expectation or intention of influencing you.

One thing isthat | think you are liable to injure the modesty
and unconsciousness of good children, by making them reflect
too much upon their actual superiority. ... A collective dis-
advantage ... isthat of being talked about by the whole city,
which is a great misfortune I think, though of an external char-
acter.

In Elizabeth's first Record of a School, the names of the children
did not appear; but she was now preparing a second one for him
and it was his intention to put in names. It was to this that she had
reference.

Elizabeth's intention was to be patient with Alcott, to remember
his many virtues. If she could have read his diary, she would have
been surprised at her success. He was pleased to ride to Concord
with her "to hear the Rev. Mr. Emerson." When Elizabeth took
him to Emerson's house after church, it was his first visit to a
home he was afterwards to frequent; the "Rev. Mr. Emerson”
would become his stanch friend and benefactor.

On Sunday, May 22, Alcott's children were baptized at their
home by his wife's brother, the Reverend Mr. May. The third little
daughter was called Elizabeth Peabody Alcott on that day. It was
not until later that Alcott crossed out the name Peabody and wrote
in Sewell.

Miss Peabody took Alcott with her to tea at the Allstons' —
where she was asked because of an article on Allston which she
had just written for the American Monthly Review. Allston was so
pleased with her article that Elizabeth said she felt as though she
were receiving a proposal of marriage and she got so flustered that
she started away without her bonnet. She was thirty-two, she re-
minded herself, and Allston twenty-five years older than she, his
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interest purely "fatherly." Fortunately for the blushing Eliza-
beth, Alcott noticed nothing. Allston had said something about
Coleridge to which Alcott took exception and he spent a very
happy afternoon setting Allston right.

As aways, Allston remembered to ask Miss Peabody for news
about her sister Sophia. He was delighted to hear that Sophia had
sold her copy of his "Jessica and Lorenzo" and that she was able
to get at least the promise of a hundred dollars a canvas these days
— twice what she used to charge. It showed she was building a repu-
tation. Allston hoped of course that Sophia found time to do original
work as well as copying and he was disappointed when Elizabeth
said not. That happy middle ground, where an artist is flicked by
the whip of financial requirements but not terrified into failure
because of debts and stark necessity, was something Allston knew
it would be usdess to explain although no one understood it better
than he.

Sophia came to visit the Alcotts on June 9, 1836. She was still
hopeful that the Cuba journey had restored her health although
headaches had begun to be more frequent. Elizabeth had urged her
to try her hand at teaching in Alcott's school, assuring her that
she had but to "teach without worrying" — though she did not say
how this was to be done. Sophia found herself much more inter-
ested when Alcott talked to her about illustrations for his forth-
coming book, Conversations 'with Children on the Gospels. Mr.
Graeter, her former instructor, had done one illustration for Alcott
and Sophia felt as though she would be making progress in her
own chosen field if her pictures should appear with his. She was
dismayed, however, to find that Alcott wanted nothing original.
He wanted ten or twelve copies of "old masters" beginning with
a "head of Jesus from Leonardo da Vinci." How could she make
da Vinci look right in a woodcut! Meanwhile the students in the
school were reviewing the conversations which Elizabeth had al-
ready recorded and Sophia was put to work setting down any ideas
the children wished to add when the questions were asked them
again. She wrote as fast as she could, feeling important and efficient

— just like Lizzie. Doubts arose in Sophia's mind; what would
people think? Were some of Alcott's questions "indelicate"? They
were not meant to be, that was certain. Alcott was as pure-minded
as the children themselves, all of whom came from sheltered homes
where they had been brought up in the strict Victorian tradition.
In any case, there was no time to think while Sophias pen raced
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over the page. It had always been hard for her to hurry and some-
times the conversations got ahead of her. She would be thankful
when Elizabeth came back.

Elizabeth had gone to Lowell to take care of Lydia Haven. This
was no happy vacation such as Sophia had often enjoyed with the
Havens; that cough of Lydia's had finally been recognized as tu-
berculosis and a journey for health was proposed but Sam could
not leave his law practice and Lydia was too weak to go alone.
There had been a time when Sam Haven had complained that
Miss Peabody still looked upon Lydia as a pupil of hers and tried
to arrange her life for her even after she was married. All that was
forgiven and forgotten now as Sam remembered how much Eliza-
beth loved his beautiful Lydia. He sent for her, knowing she would
come. Passage was arranged on a steam packet bound for Mobile
since surely "at the South" Lydia would recover. But it was too
late and Lydiawas not able to leave her bed when the steamer sailed.
In the early summer of 1836, Lydia, who was "so timid about
death," had faced it with Elizabeth Peabody at her side to assure
her of life beyond the grave.

A box came to Salem from Sam Haven with all of Lydia's lovely
clothes that she had wanted Sophia to have but it was years before
Sophia could bring herself to enjoy them as Lydiawanted her to do.
Lydia had been her first, almost her only intimate friend. Lydia's
little boy was taken to Salem, where Mary loved and cared for
him as if he were her own. Sam Haven claimed his son as soon
:ﬁg possible, however, for he said he felt "twice widowed without

im."

Elizabeth returned to Alcott's school where the Record she had
written and Sophia's additions were ready for the press. Gossiping
tongues had been silent when she entered Boston drawing rooms
but they were busy at the Havens' home where perhaps not every-
one knew that Miss Peabody was connected with Alcott's school
Elizabeth read over Conversations ivith Children on the Gospels
with afresh viewpoint and better judgment as to how they would
be received by the public. As the Conversations stood, they would
never do!

Alcott might have received a qualified consent to his determina-
tion to instruct in religion (on Wednesdays only) had he been
content to draw fire from that direction aone. In al probability,
he had originally had no intention of discussing birth in connection
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with the Gospels, but he began with the vision of Zacharias. Ten
of the children were under seven years old while eight were be-
tween the ages of seven and ten. Alcott's questions about the birth
of John the Baptist brought out the fact that only two of the chil-
dren knew that there was a "usual way" for babies to be born, while
the others thought that angels might bring them as a great surprise
to their mothers. YA mother suffers when she has a child," said Al -
cott. "When she is going to have a child, she gives up her body to
God and he works upon it in a mysterious way, and with her aid,
brings forth the child's spirit in a little body of its own." A more
beautiful explanation could hardly be given, Elizabeth thought;
but the questions Alcott asked, so that "no one should have wrong
thoughts," would look as if he were forcing little children to talk
about sex, whether they would or no. Boston would be up in arms
about it, as Elizabeth could se now that she read over all the ma-
terial. All the good that Alcott's school might do would be de-
stroyed.

Elizabeth had a further reason for feeling positively panic-
stricken lest the Conversations should be printed as they stood.
Suppose it got out that the artist, Sophia Peabody, had recorded
"improprieties” for Alcott! Alary had feared that Sophias gay,
carefree letters from Cuba would be called "wild" by those to
whom Elizabeth had showed them. There was still the shipboard
romance of which Burroughs might spesk and Mrs. Cleveland,
piqued perhaps because of Sophias indifference to her young kins-
man, Harry, might start new rumors. Elizabeth was fiercely ma-
ternal toward this youngest and dearest of sisters and she told Al -
cott that he must suppress his book. She wrote, since talking would
be usdess, and she withdrew her consent to have material used
which she had recorded.

Apparently, Alcott made no reply. On the first day of August,
he noted that Miss Peabody had left his school never to return. She
had often told him that she planned to start a school for herself; his
accounts showed no record of any money being paid for her
services— but he was astounded. Where would he get another
assigtant? Margaret Fuller helped out but not for long, being too
practical to work for nothing. Meanwhile, a letter came from Eliza-
beth Peabody from Worcester where she was visiting friends. It
was dated August 7, Alcott said, and he copied it into one of his
many notebooks,
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DEAR SIR:

The very day after my letter to you | received a communi-
cation from a friend; by which | learn that much more ex-
tensively than either you or | were aware of is the discussion
of such subjects as it is known were discussed in connection
with the birth of Christ censured even by friends of your
system and of yourself, and that something of an impression
was gratuitously taken up that | left the School on that ac-
count — an impression for which | can in no ways account,
except it was thought | ought to leave it ... A great ded is
repeated, | find, and many persons liking the school in every
other respect, think it decisive against putting female children
to it especialy.

| have told you this in the spirit of friendship, and hope
you will not despise it. | am conscious of the effect of a few
weeks freedom from the excitement of being a part of the
School, or taking down that exaggerated feeling which made
every detail of it seem so very important to the great cause
of Spiritual Culture and | never was under half the illusion
in this respect that you were.

But with respect to the Record: whatever may be said of
the wisdom of pursuing your plans as you have hitherto done
in the school-room, where you always command the spirits
of those around you (only subject to the risk of having your
mere words repeated or misinterpreted) | feel more and more
that these questionable parts ought not to go into the printed
book, at least that they must be entirely disconnected with me.

There are many places where this might be done, and thus
the whole responsibility rest on you. . . . Besdes this, | must
desire you to put a preface of your own before mine, and ex-
press in it, in so many words, that on you reds all the re-
sponsibility of introducing the subjects, and that your Re-
corder did not entirely sympathize or agree with you in
respect to the course taken, adding (for | have not the slight-
et objection) that this di