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PREFACE.
Table of Contents

Again it come to pass, in the fulness of time, that my
companion, Josiah Allen, see me walk up and take my ink
stand off of the manteltry piece, and carry it with a calm
and majestick gait to the corner of the settin' room table
devoted by me to literary pursuits. And he sez to me:

“What are you goin' to tackle now, Samantha?”
And sez I, with quite a good deal of dignity, “The Cause

of Eternal Justice, Josiah Allen.”
“Anythin' else?” sez he, lookin' sort o' oneasy at me.

(That man realizes his shortcomin's, I believe, a good deal of
the time, he duz.)

“Yes,” sez I, “I lay out in petickuler to tackle the Meetin'
House. She is in the wrong on't, and I want to set her right.”

Josiah looked sort o' relieved like, but he sez out, in a
kind of a pert way, es he set there a-shellin corn for the
hens:

“A Meetin' House hadn't ort to be called she—it is a he.”
And sez I, “How do you know?”
And he sez, “Because it stands to reason it is. And I'd

like to know what you have got to say about him any way?”
Sez I, “That 'him' don't sound right, Josiah Allen. It

sounds more right and nateral to call it 'she.' Why,” sez I,
“hain't we always hearn about the Mother Church, and don't
the Bible tell about the Church bein' arrayed like a bride for
her husband? I never in my life hearn it called a 'he' before.”

“Oh, wall, there has always got to be a first time. And I
say it sounds better. But what have you got to say about the
Meetin' House, anyway?”



“I have got this to say, Josiah Allen. The Meetin' House
hain't a-actin' right about wimmen. The Founder of the
Church wuz born of woman. It wuz on a woman's heart that
His head wuz pillowed first and last. While others slept she
watched over His baby slumbers and His last sleep. A
woman wuz His last thought and care. Before dawn she wuz
at the door of the tomb, lookin' for His comin'. So she has
stood ever sense—waitin', watchin', hopin', workin' for the
comin' of Christ. Workin', waitin' for His comin' into the
hearts of tempted wimmen and tempted men—fallen men
and fallen wimmen—workin', waitin', toilin', nursin' the baby
good in the hearts of a sinful world—weepin' pale-faced over
its crucefixion—lookin' for its reserection. Oh how she has
worked all through the ages!”

“Oh shaw!” sez Josiah, “some wimmen don't care about
anythin' but crazy work and back combs.”

I felt took down, for I had been riz up, quite considerble,
but I sez, reasonable:

“Yes, there are such wimmen, Josiah, but think of the
sweet and saintly souls that have given all their lives, and
hopes, and thoughts to the Meetin' House—think of the
throngs to-day that crowd the aisles of the Sanctuary—there
are five wimmen to one man, I believe, in all the meetin'
houses to-day a-workin' in His name. True Daughters of the
King, no matter what their creed may be—Catholic or
Protestant.

“And while wimmen have done all this work for the
Meetin' House, the Meetin' House ort to be honorable and
do well by her.”

“Wall, hain't he?” sez Josiah.
“No, she hain't,” sez I.
“Wall, what petickuler fault do you find? What has he

done lately to rile you up?”



Sez I, “She wuz in the wrong on't in not lettin' wimmen
set on the Conference.”

“Wall, I say he wuz right,” sez Josiah. “He knew, and I
knew, that wimmen wuzn't strong enough to set.”

“Why,” sez I, “it don't take so much strength to set as it
duz to stand up. And after workin' as hard as wimmen have
for the Meetin' House, she ort to have the priveledge of
settin'. And I am goin' to write out jest what I think about it.”

“Wall,” sez Josiah, as he started for the barn with the
hen feed, “don't be too severe with the Meetin' House.”

And then, after he went out, he opened the door agin
and stuck his head in and sez:

“Don't be too hard on him”
And then he shet the door quick, before I could say a

word. But good land! I didn't care. I knew I could say what I
wanted to with my faithful pen—and I am bound to say it.

JOSIAH ALLEN'S WIFE, Bonny View,
near Adams, New York,
Oct. 14th, 1890.



Once she compared single life to a lonely goose
travellin' alone acrost the country, 'cross lots, lonesome and
despairin', travellin' along over a thorny way, and desolate,
weighed down by melancholy and gloomy forebodin's, and
takin' a occasional rest by standin' up on one cold foot and



puttin' its weery head under its wing, with one round eye
lookin' out for dangers that menaced it, and lookin', also,
perhaps, for a possible mate, for the comin' gander—
restless, wobblin', oneasy, miserable.

Why, she brought the school-house down, and got the
audience all wrought up with pity, and sympathy. Oh, how
Submit Tewksbury did weep; she wept aloud (she had been
disappointed, but of this more bimeby).

And then she went on and compared that lonesome
voyager to two blissful wedded ones. A pair of white swans
floatin' down the waveless calm, bathed in silvery light,
floatin' down a shinin' stream that wuz never broken by
rough waves, bathed in a sunshine that wuz never darkened
by a cloud.

And then she went on to bring up lots of other things to
compare the two states to—flowery things and sweet, and
eloquent.

She compared single life to quantities of things, strange,
weird, melancholy things, and curius. Why, they wuz so
powerful that every one of 'em brought the school-house
down.

And then she compared married life to two apple
blossoms hangin' together on one leafy bough on the
perfumed June air, floatin' back and forth under the peaceful
benediction of summer skies.

And she compared it to two white lambs gambolin' on
the velvety hill-side. To two strains of music meltin' into one
dulcet harmony, perfect, divine harmony, with no discordant
notes.

Josiah hunched me, he wanted me to cry there, at that
place, but I wouldn't. He did, he cried like an infant babe,
and I looked close and searchin' to see if my handkerchief
covered up all his vest.



He didn't seem to take no notice of his clothes at all, he
wuz a-weepin' so—why, the whole schoolhouse wept, wept
like a babe.

But I didn't. I see it wuz a eloquent and powerful effort. I
see it was beautiful as anything could be, but it lacked that
one thing I have mentioned prior and before this time. It
lacked megumness.

I knew they wuz all impressive and beautful illustrations,
I couldn't deny it, and I didn't want to deny it. But I knew in
my heart that the lonely goose that she had talked so
eloquent about, I knew that though its path might be tegus
the most of the time, yet occasionally it stepped upon
velvet grass and blossomin' daisies. And though the happy
wedded swans floated considerable easy a good deal of the
time, yet occasionally they had their wings rumpled by
storms, thunder storms, sudden squalls, and et cetery, et
cetery.

And I knew the divine harmony of wedded love, though
it is the sweetest that earth affords, I knew that, and my
Josiah knew it—the very sweetest and happiest strains that
earthly lips can sing.

Yet I knew that it wuz both heavenly sweet, and divinely
sad, blended discord and harmony. I knew there wuz minor
chords in it, as well as major, I knew that we must await
love's full harmony in heaven. There shall we sing it with the
pure melody of the immortals, my Josiah and me. But I am a
eppisodin', and to continue and resoom.

Wall, we wuz invited to meet the young female after the
lecture wuz over, to be introduced to her and talk it over.

She wuz the Methodist minister's wive's cousin, and the
minister's wife told me she wuz dretful anxious to get my
opinion on the lecture. I spoze she wanted to get the opinion
of one of the first wimmen of the day. For though I am fur
from bein' the one that ort to mention it, I have heard of



such things bein' said about me all round Jonesville, and as
far as Loontown and Shackville. And so, I spoze, she wanted
to get hold of my opinion.

Wall, I wuz introduced to her, and I shook hands with
her, and kissed her on both cheeks, for she is a sweet girl
and I liked her looks.

I could see that she was very, VERY sentimental, but she
had a sweet, confidin', innocent look to her, and I give her a
good kissin' and I meant it. When I like a person, I do like
'em, and visy-versey.

But at the same time my likin' for a person mustn't be
strong enough to overthrow my principles. And when she
asked me in her sweet axents, “How I liked her lecture, and
if I could see any faults in it?” I leaned up against Duty, and
told her, “I liked it first-rate, but I couldn't agree with every
word of it.”

Here Josiah Allen give me a look sharp enough to take
my head clear off, if looks could behead anybody. But they
can't.

And I kept right on, calm and serene, and sez I, “It wuz
very full of beautiful idees, as full of 'em as a rose-bush is
full of sweetness in June, but,” says I, “if I speak at all I must
tell the truth, and I must say that while your lecture is as
sweet and beautiful a effort as I ever see tackled, full of
beautiful thoughts, and eloquence, still I must say that in
my opinion it lacked one thing, it wuzn't mean enough.”

“Mean enough?” sez she. “What do you mean?”
“Why,” sez I, “I mean, mean temperature, you know,

middleinness, megumness, and whatever you may call it;
you go too fur.”



She said with a modest look “that she guessed she
didn't, she guessed she didn't go too far.”

And Josiah Allen spoke up, cross as a bear, and, sez he,
“I know she didn't. She didn't say a word that wuzn't gospel
truth.”

Sez I, “Married life is the happiest life in my opinion;
that is, when it is happy. Some hain't happy, but at the same
time the happiest of 'em hain't all happiness.”

“It is,” sez Josiah (cross and surly), “it is, too.”



And Serena Fogg said, gently, that she thought I wuz
mistaken, “she thought it wuz.” And Josiah jined right in with
her and said:

“He knew it wuz, and he would take his oath to it.”
But I went right on, and, sez I, “Mebby it is in one sense

the most peaceful; that is, when the affections are firm set
and stabled it makes 'em more peaceful than when they are
a-traipsin' round and a-wanderin'. But,” sez I, “marriage
hain't all peace.”

Sez Josiah: “It is, and I'll swear to it.”
Sez I, goin' right on, cool and serene, “The sunshine of

true love gilds the pathway with the brightest radiance we
know anything about, but it hain't all radiance.”

“Yes, it is,” sez Josiah, firmly, “it is, every mite of it.”
And Serena Fogg sez, tenderly and amiably, “Yes, I think

Mr. Allen is right; I think it is.”
“Wall,” sez I, in meanin' axcents, awful meanin', “when

you are married you will change your opinion, you mark my
word.”

And she said, gently, but persistently, “That she
guessed she shouldn't; she guessed she was in the right of
it.”

Sez I, “You think when anybody is married they have got
beyend all earthly trials, and nothin' but perfect peace and
rest remains?”

And she sez, gently, “Yes, mem!”
“Why,” sez I, “I am married, and have been for upwards

of twenty years, and I think I ought to know somethin' about
it; and how can it be called a state of perfect rest, when
some days I have to pass through as many changes as a
comet, and each change a tegus one. I have to wabble
round and be a little of everything, and change sudden, too.



“I have to be a cook, a step-mother, a housemaid, a
church woman, a wet nurse (lots of times I have to wade out
in the damp grass to take care of wet chickens and goslins).
I have to be a tailoress, a dairy-maid, a literary soarer, a
visitor, a fruit-canner, a adviser, a soother, a dressmaker, a
hostess, a milliner, a gardener, a painter, a surgeon, a
doctor, a carpenter, a woman, and more'n forty other
things.

“Marriage is a first-rate state, and agreeable a good
deal of the time; but it haint a state of perfect peace and
rest, and you'll find out it haint if you are ever married.”

But Miss Fogg said, mildly, “that she thought I wuz
mistaken—she thought it wuz.”

“You do?” sez I.
“Yes, mem,” sez she.
I got up, and sez I, “Come, Josiah, I guess we had better

be a-goin'.” I thought it wouldn't do no good to argue any
more with her, and Josiah started off after the mair. He had
hitched it on the barn floor.

She didn't seem willin' to have me go; she seemed to
cling to me. She seemed to be a good, affectionate little
creetur. And she said she would give anything almost if she
could rehearse the hull lecture over to me, and have me
criticise it. Sez she:

“I have heard so much about you, and what a happy
home you have.”

“Yes,” sez I, “it is as happy as the average of happy
homes, any way.”

And sez she, “I have heard that you and your husband
wuz just devoted to each other.” And I told her “that our
love for each other wuz like two rocks that couldn't be
moved.”



And she said, “On these very accounts she fairly
hankered after my advice and criticism. She said she hadn't
never lived in any house where there wuz a livin' man, her
father havin' died several months before she was born; and
she hadn't had the experience that I had, and she presumed
that I could give her several little idees that she hadn't
thought on.”

And I told her calmly “that I presumed I could.”
It seemed that her father died two months after

marriage, right in the midst of the mellow light of the
honeymoon, before he had had time to drop the exstatic
sweetness of courtship and newly-married bliss and come
down into the ordinary, everyday, good and bad demeanors
of men.

And she had always lived with her mother (who
naturally worshipped and mentally knelt before the memory
of her lost husband) and three sentimental maiden aunts.
And they had drawed all their knowledge of manhood from
Moore's poems and Solomon's Songs. So Serena Fogg's
idees of men and married life wuz about as thin and as well
suited to stand the wear and tear of actual experience as a
gauze dress would be to face a Greenland winter in.

And so, after considerable urgin' on her part (for I kinder
hung back and hated to tackle the job, but not knowin' but
that it wuz duty's call), I finally consented, and it wuz
arranged this way:

She wuz to come down to our house some day, early in
the mornin', and stay all day, and she wuz to stand up in
front of me and rehearse the lecture over to me, and I wuz
to set and hear it, and when she came to a place where I
didn't agree with her I wuz to lift up my right hand and she
wuz to stop rehearsin', and we wuz to argue with each other
back and forth and try to convince each other.



And when we got it all arranged Josiah and I set out for
home, I calm in my frame, though dreadin' the job some.



CHAPTER III.
But Josiah Allen wuz jest crazy over that lecture—crazy

as a loon. He raved about it all the way home, and he would
repeat over lots of it to me. About “how a man's love was
the firm anchor that held a woman's happiness stiddy; how
his calm and peaceful influence held her mind in a serene
calm—a waveless repose; how tender men wuz of the fair
sect, how they watched over 'em and held 'em in their
hearts.”

“Oh,” sez he, “it went beyond anything I ever heard of. I
always knew that men wuz good and pious, but I never
realized how dumb pious they wuz till to-night.”

“She said,” sez I, in considerable dry axents—not so dry
as I keep by me, but pretty dry—“No true man would let a
woman perform any manuel labor.”

“Wall, he won't. There ain't no need of your liftin' your
little finger in emanuel labor.”

“Manuel, Josiah.”
“Wall, I said so, didn't I? Hain't I always holdin' you back

from work?”
“Yes,” sez I. “You often speak of it, Josiah. You are as

good,” sez I, firmly, “full as good as the common run of
men, and I think a little better. But there are things that
have to be done. A married woman that has a house and
family to see to and don't keep a hired girl, can't get along
without some work and care.”

“Wall I say,” sez he, “that there hain't no need of you
havin' a care, not a single care. Not as long as I live—if it
wuzn't for me, you might have some cares, and most
probable would, but not while I live.”

I didn't say nothin' back, for I don't want to hurt his
feelin's, and won't, not if I can help it. And he broke out
again anon, or nearly anon—



“Oh, what a lecture that wuz. Did you notice when she
wuz goin' on perfectly beautiful, about the waveless sea of
married life—did you notice how it took the school house
down? And I wuz perfectly mortified to see you didn't weep
or even clap your hands.”

“Wall,” sez I, firmly, “when I weep or when I clap, I weep
and clap on the side of truth. And I can't see things as she
duz. I have been a-sailin' on that sea she depictured for over
twenty years, and have never wanted to leave it for any
other waters. But, as I told her, and tell you now, it hain't



always a smooth sea, it has its ups and downs, jest like any
other human states.”

Sez I, soarin' up a very little ways, not fur, for it wuz too
cold, and I was too tired, “There hain't but one sea, Josiah
Allen, that is calm forever, and one day we will float upon it,
you and me. It is the sea by which angels walk and look
down into its crystal depths, and behold their blessed faces.
It is the sea on whose banks the fadeless lilies blow—and
that mirrors the soft, cloudless sky of the Happy Morning. It
is the sea of Eternal Repose, that rude blasts can never blow
up into billows. But our sea—the sea of married life—is not
like that, it is ofttimes billowy and rough.”

“I say it hain't,” sez he, for he was jest carried away
with the lecture, and enthused.

“We have had a happy time together, Josiah Allen, for
over twenty years, but has our sea of life always been
perfectly smooth?”

“Yes, it has; smooth as glass.”
“Hain't there never been a cloud in our sky?”
“No, there hain't; not a dumb cloud.”
Sez I, sternly, “There has in mine. Your wicked and

profane swearin' has cast many and many a cloud over my
sky, and I'd try to curb in my tongue if I was in your place.”

“'Dumb' hain't swearin',” sez he. And then he didn't say
nothin' more till anon, or nearly at that time, he broke out
agin, and sez he:

“Never, never did I hear or see such eloquence till to-
night I'll have that girl down to our house to stay a week, if
I'm a living Josiah Allen.”

“All right,” sez I, cheerfully. “I'd love to have her stay a
week or ten days, and I'll invite her, too, when she comes
down to rehearse her lecture.”



Wall we got home middlin' tired, and the subject kinder
dropped down, and Josiah had lots of work come on the next
day, and so did I, and company. And it run along for over a
week before she come. And when she did come, it wuz in a
dreadful bad time. It seems as if she couldn't have come in
a much worse time.

It wuz early one mornin', not more than nine o'clock, if it
wuz that. There had come on a cold snap of weather
unexpected, and Josiah wuz a-bringin' in the cook stove
from the summer kitchen, when she come.

Josiah Allen is a good man. He is my choice out of a
world full of men, but I can't conceal it from myself that his
words at such a time are always voyalent, and his demeanor
is not the demeanor that I would wish to have showed off to
the public.

He wuz at the worst place, too. He had got the stove
wedged into the entry-way door, and couldn't get it either
way. He had acted awkward with it, and I told him so, and he
see it when it wuz too late.

He had got it fixed in such a way that he couldn't get
into the kitchen himself without gettin' over the stove, and I,
in the course of duty, thought it wuz right to tell him that if
he had heerd to me he wouldn't have been in such a fix. Oh!
the voyalence and frenzy of his demeanor as he stood there
a-hollerin'. I wuz out in the wood-house shed a-bilin' my
cider apple sass in the big cauldron kettle, but I heard the
racket, and as I come a-runnin' in I thought I heard a little
rappin' at the settin'-room door, but I didn't notice it much, I
wuz that agitated to see the way the stove and Josiah wuz
set and wedged in.

There the stove wuz, wedged firm into the doorway,
perfectly sot there. There wuz sut all over the floor, and
there stood Josiah Allen, on the wood-house side, with his
coat off, his shirt all covered with black, and streaks of black



all over his face. And oh! how wild and almost frenzied his
attitude wuz as he stood there as if he couldn't move nor be
moved no more than the stove could. And oh! the voyalence
of the language he hurled at me acrost that stove.

“Why,” sez I, “you must come in here, Josiah Allen, and
pull it from this side.”

And then he hollered at me, and asked me:
“How in thunder he was a goin' to get in.” And then he

wanted to know “if I wanted him squshed into jelly by
comin' in by the side of it—or if I thought he wuz a crane,
that he could step over it or a stream of water that he could
run under it, or what else do you think?” He hollered wildly.

“Wall,” sez I, “you hadn't ort to got it fixed in that shape.
I told you what end to move first,” sez I. “You have moved it
in side-ways. It would go in all right if you had started it the
other way.”

“Oh, yes! It would have been all right. You love to see
me, Samantha, with a stove in my arms. You love it dearly. I
believe you would be perfectly happy if you could see me a
luggin' round stoves every day. But I'll tell you one thing, if
this dumb stove is ever moved either way out of this door—
if I ever get it into a room agin, it never shall be stirred agin
so much as a hair's breadth—not while I have got the breath
of life in me.”

Sez I, “Hush! I hear somebody a-knockin' at the door.”
“I won't hush. It is nothin' but dumb foolishness a movin'

round stoves, and if anybody don't believe it let 'em look at
me—and let 'em look at that stove set right here in the door
as firm as a rock.”



Sez I agin in a whisper, “Do be still, and I'll let 'em in, I
don't want them to ketch you a talkin' so and a-actin'.”
“Wall, I want 'em to ketch me, that is jest what I want 'em to
do. If it is a man he'll say every word I say is Gospel truth,
and if it is a woman it will make her perfectly happy to see
me a-swelterin' in the job—seven times a year do I have to
move this stove back and forth—and I say it is high time I
said a word. So you can let 'em in just as quick as you are a
mind to.”

Sez I, a whisperin' and puttin' my finger on my lip:



“Won't you be still?”
“No, I won't be still!” he yelled out louder than ever.

“And you may go through all the motions you want to and
you can't stop me. All you have got to do is to walk round
and let folks in, happy as a king. Nothin' under the heavens
ever made a woman so happy as to have some man a-
breakin' his back a-luggin' round a stove.”

I see he wouldn't stop, so I had to go and open the door,
and there stood Serena Fogg, there stood the author of
“Wedlock's Peaceful Repose.” I felt like a fool. For I knew she
had heard every word, I see she had by her looks. She
looked skairt, and as surprised and sort o' awe-stricken as if
she had seen a ghost. I took her into the parlor, and took
her things, and I excused myself by tellin' her that I should
have to be out in the kitchen a-tendin' to things for a spell,
and went back to Josiah.

And I whispered to him, sez I: “Miss Fogg has come, and
she has heard every word you have said, Josiah Allen. And
what will she think now about Wedlock's Peaceful Repose?”

But he had got that wild and reckless in his demeanor
and acts, that he went right on with his hollerin', and, sez
he, “She won't find much repose here to-day, and I'll tell her
that. This house has got to be all tore to pieces to get that
stove started.”

Sez I, “There won't be nothin' to do only to take off one
side of the door casin'. And I believe it can be done without
that.”

“Oh, you believe! you believe! You'd better take holt and
lug and lift for two hours as I have, and then see.”

Sez I, “You hain't been here more'n ten minutes, if you
have that. And there,” sez I, liftin' up one end a little, “see
what anybody can do who is calm. There I have stirred it,
and now you can move it right along.”

“Oh, you did it! I moved it myself.”



I didn't contend, knowin' it wuz men's natural nater to
say that.



Wall, at last Josiah got the stove in, but then the stove-
pipe wouldn't go together, it wouldn't seem to fit. He had
marked the joints with chalk, and the marks had rubbed off,
and he said I had “rubbed 'em out.” I wuz just as innocent
as a babe, but I didn't dispute him much, for I see a little
crack open in the parlor door, and I knew the author of
“Wedlock's Peaceful Repose” was a-listenin'.

But when he told me for the third time that I rubbed 'em
out on purpose to make him trouble, and that I had made a
practice of rubbin' 'em out for years and years—why, then I
had to correct him on the subject, and we had a little
dialogue.

I spoze Serena Fogg heard it. But human nater can't
bear only just so much, especially when it has stoves a
dirtien up the floor, and apple sass on its mind, and
unexpected company, and no cookin' and a threshin'
machine a-comin'.



CHAPTER IV.
Never knew a word about the threshin' machine a-

comin' till about half an hour before. Josiah Allen wuzn't to
blame. It come just as onexpected onto him as it did onto
me.

Solomon Gowdey wuz a-goin' to have 'em first, which
would have left me ample time to cook up for 'em. But he



wuz took down bed sick, so they had to come right onto us
with no warnin' previous and beforehand.

They wuz a drivin' up just as Josiah got the stove-pipe
up. They had to go right by the side of the house, right by
the parlor winders, to get to the side of the barn where they
wanted to thresh; and just as they wuz a-goin' by one of the
horses got down, and of all the yellin' I ever heard that was
the cap sheaf.

Steve Yerden is rough on his horses, dretful rough. He
yells at 'em enough to raise the ruff. His threshin' machine
is one of the kind where the horses walk up and look over
the top. It is kinder skairful any way, and it made it as bad
agin when you expected to see the horse fall out every
minute.

Wall, that very horse fell out of the machine three times
that day. It wuz a sick horse, I believe, and hadn't ort to
have been worked. But three times it fell, and each time the
yellin' wuz such that it skairt the author of “Peaceful
Repose,” and me, almost to death.

The machine wuz in plain sight of the house, and every
time we see the horse's head come a mountin' up on top of
the machine, we expected that over it would go. But though
it didn't fall out only three times, as I said, it kep' us all
nerved up and uneasy the hull of the time expectin' it. And
Steve Yerden kep' a-yellin' at his horses all the time; there
wuzn't no comfort to be took within a mile of him.

I wuz awful sorry it happened so, on her account.



Wall, I had to get dinner for nine men, and cook if all
from the very beginnin'. If you'll believe it, I had to begin
back to bread. I hadn't any bread in the house, but I had it
a-risin', and I got two loaves out by dinner time. But I had to
stir round lively, I can tell you, to make pies and cookies and
fried cakes, and cook meat, and vegetables of all kinds.

The author of “Wedlock's Peaceful Repose” came out
into the kitchen. I told her she might, if she wanted to, for I



see I wuzn't goin' to have a minute's time to go into the
parlor and visit with her.

She looked pretty sober and thoughtful, and I didn't
know as she liked it, to think I couldn't do as I promised to
do, accordin' to agreement, to hear her lecture, and lift my
hand up when I differed from her.

But, good land! I couldn't help it. I couldn't get a
minute's time to lift my hand up. I could have heard the
lecture, but I couldn't spare my hands.

And then Josiah would come a-rushin' in after one thing
and another, actin' as was natural, accordin' to the nater of
man, more like a wild man than a Christian Methodist. For
he was so wrought up and excited by havin' so much on his
hands to do, and the onexpectedness of it, that he couldn't
help actin' jest as he did act. I don't believe he could. And
then Steve Yerden is enough to distract a leather-man, any
way.



Twice I had to drop everything and find cloths to do up
the horse's legs, where it had grazed 'em a-fallin' out of the
machine. And once I took my hands out of the pie-crust to
find a piece of old rope to tie up the harness. It seemed as if
I left off every five minutes to wait on Josiah Allen, to find
somethin' that he wanted and couldn't find, or else to do
somethin' for him that he couldn't do.

Truly, it was a wild and harrowin' time, and tegus. But I
kept a firm holt of my principles, and didn't groan—not when
anybody could hear me. I won't deny that I did, out in the
buttery by myself, give vent to a groan or two, and a few


