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HERE AND THERE.
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She was swinging her gingham sunbonnet, faded beyond
any recognition of its pristine coloring, her small hand
keeping tight hold of the strings. At every revolution it went
swifter and swifter until it seemed a grayish sort of wheel
whirling in the late sunshine that sent long shadows among
the trees. When she let it go it flew like a great bird, while
she laughed sweet, merry childish notes that would have
stirred almost any soul. A slim, lithe little maid with a great
crop of yellow hair, cut short in the neck, and as we should
say now, banged across the forehead. But it was a mass of
frowzy curls that seemed full of sunshine.

With two or three quick leaps she captured it again and
was just preparing for her next swirl.

"Primrose! Primrose! | think thee grows more disorderly
every day. What caper is this? Look at these strings, they
are like a twisted rope. And if thy bonnet had gone into the
pond! For that matter it needs the washtub."

Primrose laughed again and then broke it in the middle
with a funny little sound, and glanced at the tall woman
beside her, who was smoothing out the strings with sundry
pinches.

"Certainly thou art a heedless girl! What thou wilt be——"
She checked herself. "Come at once to the kitchen. Wash
thy face and hands and comb out that nest of frowze. Let



me see"—surveying her. "Thou must have a clean pinafore.
And dust thy shoes."

Primrose followed Aunt Lois in a spell of wonderment.
The scolding was not severe, but it was generally followed
by some sort of punishment. A clean pinafore, too! To be set
on a high stool and study a Psalm, or be relegated to bread
and water, and, oh! she was suddenly hungry. Down in the
orchard were delicious ripe apples lying all about the
ground. Why had she not gone and taken her fill?

She scrubbed her face with her small hands until Aunt
Lois said, "That is surely enough." Then she wet her hair and
tugged at the tangles, but as for getting it straight that was
out of the question. All this time Aunt Lois stood by silent,
with her soft gray eyes fixed on the culprit, until Prim felt
she must scream and run away.

The elder turned to a chest of drawers and took out an
apron of homespun blue-and-white check, a straight, bag-
like garment with plain armholes and a cord run in at the
neck. A bit of tape was quite a luxury, as it had to be
imported, while one could twist cords, fine or coarse, at
home.

"Your Aunt Wetherill's housekeeper is in the next room.
She has come hither to give notice. Next week will be the
time to go in town."

"Oh, Aunt Lois! Aunt Lois!" Primrose buried her face in
the elder's gown. A curious yearning passed over the placid
countenance, followed by a stronger one of repression, and
she unclasped the clinging hands.

"It is a misfortune, as | have ever said, and there will be
just shifting hither and yon, until thou art eighteen, a long



way off. It makes thee neither fish nor fowl, for what is
gained in one six months is upset in the next. But thy
mother would have it so."

Primrose made no further protest, but swallowed over a
great lump in her throat and winked hard. What she longed
to do was to jump up and down and declare she would not
go, in a tone that would reach the town itself. Even well-
trained children had unregenerate impulses, but self-control
was one of the early rules impressed upon childhood, the
season and soil in which virtues were supposed to take root
and flourish most abundantly.

There were two doors opening from this kitchen to a
small hall, from thence to the ordinary living room, and a
smaller one adjoining, used for a sort of parlor, as we should
call it now, a kind of state room where the Friends often held
meetings. It was very plain indeed. There were straight
white curtains at the windows, without a bit of fringe or
netting. Women used to make these adornments as a kind
of fancy work, but the rigid rules of the Friends
discountenanced all such employments, even if it was to
improve odd moments. There was no carpet on the floor,
which was scrubbed to spotlessness; chairs of oaken frame,
bent, and polished by the busy housewife until they shone,
with seats of broad splint or rushes painted yellow. A large
set of drawers with several shelves on top stood between
the windows, and a wooden settle was ranged along the
wall. A table with a great Bible and two or three religious
books, and a high mantel with two enormous pitchers that
glittered in a brilliant color which was called British luster,



with a brass snuffers and tray and candlesticks, were the
only concession to the spirit of worldliness.

Primrose entered with a lagging step behind her aunt.
There sat Mistress Janice Kent in her riding habit of green
cloth faced with red silk, and a habit shirt of the same color
just showing at the neck where the lapels crossed. Her hat
was wound around with a green veil, and her gauntlet
gloves were of yellow buckskin broidered with black. In one
hand she still held her riding whip. A somewhat airy but
dignified-looking person with dark, rather sharp eyes, and
dark hair; and a considerable amount of color, heightened
now by the rapid exercise.

"Mercy of me! The child has grown mightily!" she
exclaimed. "Indeed, there will not be a thing fit for her to
wear! Madam Wetherill was considering that, and has sent
for new measurements. With the last vessel in, has come
lots of choice stuffs of every kind, and the maid has already
fallen to work. How do you do, Mistress Primrose? Rose
would better become such a blossoming maid without the
Prim," and she laughed gayly, as if pleased with her conceit.
"Come hither, child; do not be afraid. There, I'll lay my whip
on the floor. It has a threatening look, | will admit, yet 'tis a
harmless thing without the owner's hand. | am sent to
measure thee, Mistress Rose, and to announce that next
Wednesday the chaise will be sent out for you, with perhaps
Madam Wetherill. Meanwhile we shall be making ready to
transform you from a sober gray Friend to a gay young
damsel. It is a pity you are not older. There will be great
doings this winter."



Lois Henry's face settled into sterner lines. It was a sweet
and peaceful face, rendered so by some discipline and much
freedom from care. For the Friends made small efforts to
shine in society, and at this period there were few calls upon
charity or even sympathy. James Henry was a prosperous
farmer, and the style of living simple. Fair as to complexion,
rather aquiline in features, with blue-gray eyes and nearly
straight brows, her soft hair drawn back from her forehead
and gathered under a plain cap with a frill a little full at the
sides and scant across the top, a half square of white linen
crossed over her bosom, a gray homespun gown reaching
barely to the ankles, with blue homeknit stockings and stout
low shoes with a black buckle on the top, Lois Henry was a
fine sample of a Quaker gentlewoman.

"There are many things to life beside gayety," she said
rather severely. "And such a child hath much that is useful
to learn."

"Oh, we have a tutor in the house, Madam Wetherill's two
cousins will spend the winter in town, Miss Betty Randolph
from Virginia, and Martha Johns from some western county.
There will be lessons on the spinet and in dancing."

Mistress Kent gave a little smile of malice and a jaunty
toss to her head.

"The child needs nothing of that since she comes back to
us and plainer living. She reads well and is not slow in
figures. | shall see that she is instructed in all housewifely
ways, but it is ill making headway when the tide runs down
the stream.”

Lois Henry really sighed then. She did hate to have her
six months' labor and interest come to naught. She longed



to snatch the child from these paths of temptation, for now,
as she was growing older, they might be more alluring.

"Come hither, little one, and let me measure you. My, but
you have grown tall, and keep slim, so there will be less for
stays to do. 'As the twig is bent,' you know," laughing and
showing her even teeth, of which she was very proud. "And
a fine figure is a great advantage. Your hands are not ill-
kept, | see."

They were tanned, but dimpled, with tapering fingers and
rosy nails, and the skin fine and soft.

"Hands are for use and not ornament. Thou art to do with
thy might whatsoever comes in thy way."

"True, Friend Henry. But a clean room may abound in
virtue as well as an untidy one. And a well-kept person
surely is no sin. Put off your shoe, child. Ah, you have a slim
foot, though no one would think it, to see the shoe."

She had been taking measurements and putting figures
on an ivory tablet that she slipped into a cloth pocket
hanging at her side.

"I have the necessary requirements, | believe, and the
maid can have a few things in order. We will send in on
Wednesday. That is the date appointed, Friend Henry."

She picked up her whip with an airy grace, and stood tall
and straight, her habit falling around her feet.

"Now | will bid you good-day, though it is almost evening.
Do not look so sober, little Rose, but then we will soon have
smiles displacing the Quaker gravity, which ill beseems
young people. Friend Henry, why do your community
consider smiling sinful when it is so pretty and comes from a



merry heart? A man who went about to commit murder
would scarcely smile, methinks."

""'The laughter of fools is as the crackling of thorns under
a pot,'" was the somewhat severe answer.

"One need not break out into silly giggling," was the
rather tart reply. "I abhor that myself. But a smile on a
child's face is much to be preferred to a frown. 'And a merry
heart doeth good like a medicine.'"

"'Children,' saith the wise man, 'are to be brought up in
the fear and admonition of the Lord.""

"Ah, well! luckily there are many rules and opinions in the
world. Good-by, Rose-blossom. Next week we will welcome
thee at Wetherill House."

Primrose followed her aunt to the door. There were
Mistress Kent's horse and the black servant, who
respectfully touched his hat and assisted his mistress to
mount, then sprang on his own steed, and with a wave of
the hand and a nodding of the veil she cantered away.

"Next week! Why, Aunt Lois, how near it is! I had
forgotten," Primrose exclaimed breathlessly.

"It would be a most excellent thing if thou wert allowed
to forget altogether. This continual changing works ill. Now
go and stir the meal and feed those late chicks. Put in some
of the cracked corn for the mother hen."

Primrose went at once, though she was eager to ask
about the promised journey, but the habit of repression was
strong upon her, and obedience to the letter was exacted
from children at that period. It must have been a halcyon
time for mothers when a child never ventured to ask why.



Friend Henry went out to the kitchen again. It was a great
room with a wide fireplace and a crane that accommodated
two kettles. An iron baking pot stood in a bed of coals, with
a plentiful supply on the cover. The black woman came and
gave it a push partly around, with the tongs, so that the
farthest side should have the benefit of the blaze.

There were even then many Friends who owned slaves,
indeed most of the servants were of African descent. The
feelings and Dbeliefs of Philadelphia were more in
consonance with the settlements farther south, than those
to the north of them. But the Henrys held slavery in
abhorrence, and hired their servants. Lois Henry kept but
one woman, and she was quite superior to the average of
her race; indeed, like her mistress, was of the persuasion of
Friends.

The two women busied themselves about the supper. If
Friends were plain in their household adornments and attire,
they did not stint in food nor the trouble of preparing it.

Primrose fed the two late broods whose mothers had
stolen their nests and brought off their families in great
triumph. One had thirteen, the other eleven. Their mothers
ran cheerfully to the coops and called their progeny. When
the families were within, Primrose took up the slatted door
and fastened it down with a stake and shut up the peeping
things so busy with their supper.

As she was loitering on the way back, she saw her uncle
and cousin Andrew talking eagerly. Did they know she was
going away next week? She ran forward and Andrew turned
to her with a smile, while his father talked on.



She clasped his hands in hers so warm and soft. His were
brawny and hard, but he was a great fellow and he looked
down with a kindly, protective air.

"Oh, do you know Aunt Wetherill has sent over, and——"

"Yes," slowly, "we knew it was time. Madam Wetherill
does not forget easily."

"Primrose!" called her aunt.

She hastened to the kitchen, rinsed out her dipper, and
hung it up. Uncle Henry was washing his hands and Chloe
was taking up the hot bread and dishing the stewed
chicken. Oh, how delightfully appetizing the fragrance was!
And she was so glad not to have forfeited her right to the
supper.

"Come to the table," said Aunt Lois.

The four heads were bowed reverently. There was not
much talking at meal time. Aunt Lois was ever afraid of idle
words and vain babbling. Uncle James had a good, hearty
appetite, as became his size and strength, and generally
occupied himself in ministering to it. Children in Quaker
households—indeed, in nearly all others—had the wise old
adage dinned into their ears that they were to be seen and
not heard, and they also understood that they were to be
seen as little as possible.

When the supper was ended Primrose went out to the
kitchen and dried the teacups, of which Aunt Lois was quite
choice, and the silver heirlooms—the teaspoons her
grandmother had brought from old England.

Friend Dunscomb was coming up the path. That meant
an evening in the best room with Uncle James and Aunt Lois.
There were many agitating subjects to talk about in these



days. Primrose walked out of the kitchen door and around
the path, sending a long, dubious glance in the direction of
her new home.

Six months ago she had left it. How queer to be divided
up in this way. She had felt lonely at Wetherill House, and
missed her mother sadly. To be sure it was winter, and here
on the farm it was glowing, golden summer. She had not
known the dreariness of a long winter here. There were so
many enchanting things, so much life and joy and beauty. In
a vague way it thrilled her, even if she did not understand.
There were rambles in the lanes, and the orchard where she
could climb trees; there was luscious fruit in which she was
never stinted. Rides behind Cousin Andrew on Jack, and
going to market, as a rare treat, with Uncle James, learning
to spin on the little wheel, stealing away to the old garret
and reading some forgotten, time-stained books that she
dared not ask about. Sometimes she had a misgiving of
conscience, but no one ever inquired about them, or what
she did up there.

Andrew came out and took a seat under the old apple
tree. She ran down to him.

"Andrew, why must | go to Aunt Wetherill's every six
months?" she asked.

He glanced at her in a slow, irresolute fashion.

"I must go again next week. It is like a ball being tossed
back and forth. I—I didn't quite like it. | would rather stay
here."

“I'm' glad of that." He passed his arm around her and
gave her a gentle hug.

"But why must | go?" impatiently.



"It was thy mother's will. Madam Wetherill was her
dearest cousin, like a mother to her. Thou art too young to
understand."

"But my mother is dead this long while." There was a
sound of perplexity in the youthful voice.

"Yes. It is hard to explain to thee, and a child should not
be thinking of money. Thy father appointed mine guardian
of thee. Then the Wardours, thy mother's people, left her
some fortune, and as thy father was dead she made her will
as she pleased."

"Is a will such a very bad thing, Cousin Andrew?" she
inquired in a timid voice. She had heard much talk through
the winter of governing and restraining the will until it had
become a sort of personality to her, and connected solely
with a state of grace, another vague territory.

He smiled. "This is not——" How could he explain it to her
comprehension? He had only the plainest sort of education.
For though it was true that many of the earliest Friends were
versed in worldly knowledge, they had grown more
restricted in their narrower lives in the new country. And on
the farms there were not many advantages. Perhaps he
could mend her confusion of mind in another fashion. "When
one has some property or money and desires to give it to
another, he or she states the wish in writing before
witnesses. And the law makes this intention respected. This
is too grave a matter for a child's understanding, but thy
mother and Madam Wetherill planned this. When my father
protested, this compromise, | think they call it, was decided
upon.”



Primrose was not much used to long words. Most of the
Friends kept to brief, concise Saxon.

"A compromise? Is that why | am changed about so?
What queer names things have! | like better living straight
along. And | was much frightened last winter. But there were
two little girls in the next place, and | should have been
sorry enough to leave them, only they were going to
England to be educated.”

Andrew remembered there was some talk of sending her
to England, where she had a half-brother, but that was not
on the mother's side.

"Cannot something be done with this wicked
compromise? | should like to stay here. Andrew, | love you
better than anyone in the wide world."

Andrew hugged her up close and gave a soft sigh. He
could remember two little girls sleeping in the Friends'
burying ground. One would have been seventeen now, and
had stayed with them five years, dying the night her sister
was born. He had believed it was little Lois come in a new
baby body. And after three brief years she, too, had gone to
the other country. His mother had been graver ever since;
more self-contained, more spiritual, the Friends said.

This little girl, whom they had seen occasionally in her
mother's life, had crept into his heart during her six months'
stay and he hated to let her go. He was so fond of all young
and helpless things. The lambs, the tiny chickens, and the
calves appealed to him strongly as they looked out of asking
eyes, it seemed to him. He was beginning to chafe under
the colorless, repressed life about him, and the little girl had



been a great outlet for his affection, though much of it had
been nursed in secret.

"I do not know what can be done, if anything," he said in
answer to her question. "But | am truly sorry. | love thee
dearly, Primrose. | wish thou wert my sister."

He bent over and kissed the soft, fragrant child lips. Oh,
how sweet they were! Was such tenderness reprehensible?
He was beginning to think of love and marriage as strong,
heartsome youth will, but, strange to say, the young woman
his father approved of was not at all to his liking. He was
nearing man's estate, and though he labored with himself to
repress what he knew would be considered lawless desires,
they returned again and again. And how much he should
long for the sweetness of this little girl.

She put her arms up around his neck and her soft,
caressing fingers seemed to play with his very heart strings.
Oh, how dear she was! And her new life would be so
different. Madam Wetherill rather flouted the Friends with
what she called their drab religion.

"Primrose! Primrose!" called the curiously soft voice of
Chloe, that had a different accent from the habitual
evenness of the real Quaker tone. "Where is the child!"

"Here! here! | am coming." She gave Andrew one long,
tender kiss and then walked rapidly to the kitchen porch.

"Thee should have been in bed with the chickens. Go at
once. The moon is coming up and thou wilt need no light.
Forget not thy prayers. Mistress Janice is an emissary of the
evil one that thou must resist."

Primrose went up to her chamber under the eaves in a
state of half terror and restrained rebellion.




CHAPTER II.

Table of Contents

BESSY WARDOUR.

Table of Contents

It was a rather curious tangle, as Primrose Henry was to
learn afterward. Philemon Henry was older than his brother
James, and in trade in the city that William Penn had
planned and founded in an orderly manner. And though it is
the common belief that Philadelphia was born at right
angles and on a level, at its early inception there was much
diversity to it. Creeks swept it in many directions, and there
were hills and submerged lands waiting for the common
sense of man to fill up and hew down the romance. Even
before Revolutionary times there was much business on the
wharves of the Delaware, and many men owned trading
ships and warehouses. And though England had made no
end of bothersome and selfish restrictions as to trade, men
had found ways to evade them; at some peril, it is true, but
that added zest.

Philemon Henry was tolerably successful in his
undertakings and adhered to the faith of William Penn, even
if his own son afterward went astray. He married an
Englishwoman of good descent, who had left her native land
with a company of Friends for the sake of the larger liberty.
The fine, stalwart Quaker had soon attracted her, and with
him she spent three years of happy married life, when she
died, leaving a baby boy of little more than a year old. A
goodly housekeeper came to care for them, and the boy



throve finely. She would willingly have married Philemon,
but as he evinced no inclination, she provided for her old
age by marrying another well-to-do Friend. And then, as
sometimes happens in a widower's household, there was an
interregnum of trouble and disorder.

He had business dealings with the Wardours and met a
connection, an orphan, pretty young Bessy Wardour, who
fell in love with the fine, strong, still handsome Quaker,
whose attire was immaculate, and whose manners were
courtly. And he surprised himself by a tenderness for the
winsome, kittenish thing, who, for his sake, laid aside her
fripperies and, to the amazement of her relatives, joined the
Society of Friends. But if she had been tempting in her
worldly gear, she was a hundred times more bewitching in
her soft grays that were exquisite in quality, and her wide
brim, low-crowned beaver tied under her dimpled chin with
a bow that was distracting. The great blue eyes were of the
melting, persuasive kind, her voice had a caressing
cadence, and her smile was enough to conquer the most
obdurate heart, and yet withal she had an air of
masquerading and enjoyed it to the full. She was deeply in
love with Philemon, and though he struggled against a
passion he deemed almost ungodly, she being so young and
pretty, she conquered in the end. He almost scandalized the
Society when he stood up to be married. The young Quaker
women envied her, the elders shook their heads doubtfully.

She was sunny and charming and did adore her great
stalwart husband. She had so many tempting, beguiling
ways, her kisses had such a delicious sweetness that he
sometimes felt afraid. And yet, was she not his lawful wife,



and had he not a right? Were not husbands enjoined to be
tender to their wives? She charmed little Phil as well. She
played with him, ran races, repeated verses, caressed him
until sometimes the father was almost jealous of the
tenderness showered upon the child. She had such a dainty
taste and was always adding delicate touches to the plain
Quaker habits that made them seem twice as pretty.
Sometimes he tried to frown upon them.

"But God has made the world beautiful," she would
protest. "And is it not for us, his children? If | go out in the
lanes and woods and gather wild flowers that have cost no
man any time or strength to be taken from money-getting
and business, but have just grown in God's love, and put
them here in a bowl and give Him thanks, what evil have |
done? In heaven there will be no business, and we shall
have to adore His works there, not the works of our own
hands."

"Thou hast a subtle tongue, dear one, and what thou
sayest seems to have an accent from a finer world. | am at
times sore at loss——"

"Thou must believe in a kindly All-father and the eyes of
thy inner soul will be opened.”

Then she would kiss him tenderly and he would go away
much puzzled.

Presently an incident happened that caused them both
no little perplexity. The Nevitt estate had lost its direct heir,
and that of Leah Nevitt was next in succession, after an old
great-uncle, who sent for the boy to be brought up in
English ways and usages. Sir Wyndham Nevitt was not a
Friend, though several branches of the family were. And if



Philemon Henry failed, the next heir was a dissolute fellow
up in London, who would soon make ducks and drakes of
the fine old estate.

"It does seem a pity that it should be destroyed," said the
young wife. "If only the boy were old enough to choose! But,
you see, he is next in the succession, and it would come to
him even if he were here. English laws are curious. | should
hate to give up the boy. He is a sweet child and a great
comfort to me when thou art away. But his welfare ought to
be considered."”

"And thou dost spoil him every hour in the day. | should
have to send him away presently for some sterner training.
And then"—she blushed scarlet at the hope—"there may be
other sons and daughters."

Friend Henry took counsel of several respected and
judicious men, and the weight of it lay with sending the
child abroad. It would be a hard wrench, but if he was called
upon to do it? Many that he knew had sent their children
abroad for education, the advantages being limited at
home. And it was true that the settlers below New York had
a much warmer affection for the mother country than the
Puritans of New England.

It ended by little Philemon Henry being sent abroad with
many tears and much reluctance, and a safe convoy. The
boy went quite readily, under the impression that he could
come back frequently, and having no idea of the length of
the journey, but being an adventurous little fellow.

Bessy Henry sorrowed deeply. "The house was as if one
had been buried out of it," she said. Then her own baby was
born.



Philemon Henry was disappointed that it should be a girl.

"Do not mind, husband," she said in her winsome way,
"this shall be my child, for its head is full of yellow fuzz like
mine, and its eyes are blue. Presently there will be a son
with dark eyes, and no doubt a houseful of sons and
daughters,"” laughing merrily. "And Phil, | think, will be better
pleased about a sister. He might be jealous if we filled his
place so soon."

There was some wisdom in that, and quite a comfort to
the father's heart.

The baby's name was the first real disagreement. She
grew rapidly and was a bright, smiling little thing. Bessy
loved her child extravagantly, jealously. But she would have
none of the plain or biblical names her husband suggested.
She laughed at them with her bright humor and made merry
amusement over them, calling the child by endearing and
fanciful appellations. To-day she was one kind of a flower,
to-morrow another, and Rosebud a great deal of the time.

She was often at the house of Madam Wetherill. Indeed,
she was generally spoken of as the gay little Quaker, but it
was only her slim gracefulness and dainty ways that gained
this description, for she was quite tall. She discarded her
thees and thous here, though at that day all language was
much more formal. Sometimes, when her husband was to
be away all day, she would take the child and its nurse and
spend the time with her relative.

It was after one of these occasions that she took off a
little of the worldly frippery she had indulged in and put on
her very plainest cap, but she could not disguise the arch,
pretty face, and this evening it really seemed more



beguiling than ever. Caresses of all kinds were frowned upon
as being not only undignified, but savoring of the world and
the flesh. Still, Philemon Henry would have sorely missed
the greeting and parting kiss his wife gave him. She had a
certain adroitness, too, and the tact to make no show of this
before the brethren, or any of the sober-minded sisters. He
sometimes wondered if it was not "stolen waters," it had
such an extraordinary flavor of sweetness. Then he would
resolve to forget it, but he never did.

She kissed him tenderly this evening. His dinner was
excellent, his day's work had been very profitable, and he
was in high good humor.

"Husband," she began afterward, leaning her head on his
shoulder, "I must make a confession to thee of my day's
doings. Thou wilt be angry at first, but it is done now,"
smilingly.

"Hast thou been up to some mischief?" His tone had a
sense of amusement in it.

"Very serious mischief. For a brief while | felt like going
back to the faith of my childhood, but my love for thee will
keep me in the straight and narrow faith. But to-day | have
had my babe christened in Christ Church, and named
Primrose."

"Bessy!" in a horror-stricken tone.

He strove to put her from him, but she clung the more
tightly.

"Bessy! woman! To do such an unlawful thing!"

"It is not unlawful to give a Christian name."

"A vain, trifling, heathenish name!" he interrupted
fiercely. "l will have none of it! | will——"



"God made a Primrose and many another beautiful thing
in this world of His. He has even given me a prettiness that
plain Quaker garb cannot wholly disguise. Suppose | scarred
my face and deformed my body, would my praise be any
more acceptable to Him? And people do not all think alike.
They look at religion in divers ways, and so they who deal
justly and are kind to the poor and outcast, and keep the
Commandments are, | think, true Christians in any garb.
And her name is writ in the Church books, her legal, lawful
name that only the law can change. And see, husband, thou
shalt call thy son whatever pleaseth thee. But the little
daughter is mine own."

"She is my child as well. And to go through all this
mummery that we believe not in, that we have come to this
new country to escape! It is wicked, sinful!*

"And some consider that discarding all forms and
sacraments is sinful. | am sure God ordained many for the
Jews, his chosen race!"

"Which they could not keep, which were of no importance
to real salvation. Then Christ came and all was abrogated."

"Nay, He added to the Commandments the one tenderer
rule—thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself."

"Woman, thou art full of excusing subtleties. Thou art no
true Friend, methinks. Is there any real conviction under thy
plain garb, or was it only put on for——"

"For love of thee," she interrupted with brave sweetness
shining in her appealing eyes. "l was in Christ's household
before | knew thee. | worshiped God and prayed to Him and
gave thanks. He hath not made the world all alike, one tree
differeth from another, and the lowly Primrose groweth



where other flowers might not find sustenance, but God
careth for them all, and gives to each its need and its
exquisite coloring. So he will care for the child, never fear."

"But | am very angry at thy disobedience."

"Nay, it was not that," and a glimmering light like a smile
crossed her sweet face. "l did not ask and thou didst not
deny."

"Sophistry again. Thou art still in the bonds of iniquity.”

"And thou must forgive seventy times seven. Thou must
do good to those that despitefully use thee. If thou art so
much wiser and stronger than I, then set this example. |
have done many things to please thee. And, husband, thou
canst call the little one Prim. | am sure that is plain enough,
but to me she will be Rose, the blended sweetness of three
lives."

He broke away from her. She had softened many points
in his character, he knew, and just now she was a temptress
to him. He must assert his own supremacy and deliver
himself from these dangerous charms. Just now it looked
sinful to him that she had come over to the Friends'
persuasion for love of him.

She had been a sweet, thoughtful wife, he could not deny
that. But he had been weak to yield to so much happiness.
And when the brethren heard of this outrage put upon their
usages there would be hard times for her. Suddenly his
whole soul protested against having her haled before the
meeting. Oh, what had her spirit of willfulness led her into!

She went back to her baby, kissed it and caressed it,
prepared it for the night, and sang it to sleep. Philemon
Henry wrote long in his little office at home, where he kept



sundry business matters he did not want his clerks
gossiping about. There were only two discreet friends that
he had taken into his confidence and his ventures. Just now
there was a slight, uneasy feeling that if he were brought to
the strictest account—and yet there was nothing really
unlawful in his gains. There were many curious questions in
the world, there were diverse people, many religions. And
the Friends had sought out liberty of conscience. Was it
liberty to compel another?

Bessy and her child were sleeping sweetly when he
glanced at them, and his heart did soften. But he would
never call her by that name. He would give her another.

Bessy was up betimes and made some delicacy with her
own hands for her husband's breakfast. She came around
and kissed him on the forehead as was her morning custom,
and though she was a little more grave than usual, she was
serene and charming. But he must show her how displeased
he was.

The christening had been very quiet. Madam Wetherill
had been godmother, and the godfather was a distant
relative who resided in New York. Good Parson Duché had
been asked to keep the matter private. And so, if the
meeting came to know, Philemon Henry must be the
accuser. It was his duty, of course, but he put it off month
after month. The babe grew sweet and winsome, and there
were many things beside family cares to distract men's
minds: The friction between the mother country and grave
questions coming to the fore; the following out of Mr. Penn's
plans for the improvement of the city, the bridging of creeks
and the filling up of streets, for there was much marsh land;



the building of docks for the trade that was rapidly
enlarging, and the public spirit that was beginning to
animate the staid citizens.

Philemon Henry called his babe little one, child, and
daughter, and the mother was too wise to flaunt the name
in his face. She had great faith in the future.

"For if you keep stirring your rising continually, you will
have no good bread," she said. "Many things are best left
alone, until the right time."

She dressed the child quaintly, and she grew sweeter
every day. But they talked about the son they were to have,
and other daughters. Little Phil wrote occasionally. He was
studying in an English school, but he had spells of
homesickness now and then, and his uncle said if he learned
smartly he should take a voyage to America when he was
older. Nevitt Grange was a great, beautiful place with a
castle and a church and peasants working in the fields. And
he was to go up to London to see the king.

One damp, drizzling November night Philemon Henry
came home with so severe a cold that he could hardly
speak. He had been on the dock all day, supervising the
unloading of a vessel of choice goods. He could eat no
supper. Bessy made him a brew of choice herbs and had
him hold his feet in hot water while she covered him with a
blanket and made a steam by pouring some medicaments
on a hot brick. Then he was bundled up in bed, but all night
long he was restless, muttering and tumbling about. He
would get up in the morning, but before he was dressed he
fell across the bed like a log, and Bessy in great fright
summoned the doctor.



He had never been ill before, and for a few days no one
dreamed of danger. Then his brother James was summoned,
and his clerk from the warehouse, and there were grave
consultations. Bessy's buoyant nature could not at first take
in the seriousness of the case. Of course he would recover.
He was so large and strong, and not an old man.

Alas! In a brief fortnight Philemon Henry lay dead in the
house, and Bessy was so stunned that she, too, seemed half
bereft of life. She had loved him sincerely, and for months
they had forgotten their unfortunate difference over the
child's name. And when he was laid in the burying ground
beside his first wife, there was a strange feeling that he no
longer belonged to her, and she was all alone; that
somehow the bond had snapped that united her with the
Friends.

Philemon Henry had made a will in the lucid intervals of
his fever. His brother was appointed guardian of the child
and trustee of the property. To Bessy was left an income in
no wise extravagant, so long as she remained a widow. The
remainder was to be invested for the child, who was not to
come into possession until she was twenty-one. She and her
mother were to spend half of every year on the farm, and in
case of the mother's death she was to be consigned to the
sole guardianship of her uncle. There were a few outside
bequests and remembrances to faithful clerks.

The other trustee was Philemon's business partner, who
had lately returned from Holland. If Friend Henry had lived a
few years longer he would have been a rich man, but in
process of settlement his worldly wealth shrank greatly.



Uncle James proposed that the house should be sold, and
she be free from the expense of maintaining it.

"Nay," she protested. "Surely thou hast not the heart to
deprive me of the little joy remaining to my life. The place is
dear to me, for | can see him in every room, and the garden
he tended with so much care. Thou wilt kill me by insisting,
and a murder will be on thy hands."

She spent the winter and spring in the house. One day in
every week she went to cousin Wetherill's.

The elder lady, a stickler for fashion, suggested that she
should wear mourning.

"I like not dismal sables," declared Bessy. "And it is not
the custom of Friends. | shall no doubt do many things |
should be restricted from were my husband alive, but | will
honor him in this."

She attended the Friends' meeting on Sunday afternoon,
but the evening assemblies that had convened at the
Henrys' once a fortnight were transferred to another house.
And in summer, although she went to the Henry farm, she
made visits in town and resumed some of her old
friendships.

The next autumn there came an opportunity to sell the
house and the business, and James Henry urged it.

"Then her home will be here with us," he said to his wife.
"Philemon was anxious to have the child brought up under
the godly counsel of Friends, and she will be less likely to
stray. | think she is not a whole-hearted Friend, and her
relatives are worldly people."

But when the place was sold she went at once to Madam
Wetherill's. And she began to lay aside her Quaker plainness



and frequented Christ Church; indeed, though she was not
very gay as yet, she was a great attraction at the house of
her relative.

Before the summer ended an event occurred that gave
her still greater freedom of action. This was a legacy from
England left to the Wardour branch in the New World, and as
there were but three heirs, her portion was a very fair one.
There was some talk of Madam Wetherill taking her to
England, but the cold weather came on, and there seemed
so many things to settle. That winter she went over to the
world's people altogether.

"I think, Bessy, you should make a will," said Madam
Wetherill as they were talking seriously one day. "It will not
bring about death any sooner. | have had mine made this
fifteen years, and am hale and hearty. But, if anything
should happen, the child will be delivered over to the
Henrys and brought up in the drab-colored mode of belief. It
seems hard for little ones so full of life."

"She must have her free choice of religion. Having tried
both," and Bessy gave a dainty smile, "l like my own Church
the best. If she should grow up and fall in love with a Friend,
she can do as she likes. There are not many as manly and
handsome as was Philemon. Indeed | think they make their
lives too sad-colored, too full of work. | should go wild if |
lost my little one, but Lois Henry goes about as if nothing
had happened. | found it a luxury to grieve for Philemon.
There is wisdom in thy suggestion."

A lawyer was sent for and the matter laid before him. She
could appoint another guardian now that she had money of



