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    For Tiffany, Hilary, Rachel, Kristin, and Daniel, my siblings in law and heart


Thanks to all the girls who helped make both the story and the cover the best they could be. Your support and encouragement means the world to me!

      

    

Carrington, Vt.

January 5, 1907
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Dearest Paul,

––––––––
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Oh, I am so, so happy! He has asked me—truly asked me! I feel as giddy as a schoolgirl, though that cannot be true, as no schoolgirl has a right to such happiness as mine. Indeed, my only regret is that I cannot fling myself into your arms and laugh and cry in a breath and watch the play of bewilderment and pride and consternation on your face when you hear that your little sister is to be married!

Married! How I blush and shiver at the thought! I am nearly overflowing with joy, and yet there is something so solemn in the word that I am almost afraid of it. Perhaps Maddie will understand what I mean, though I hardly believe she could, being, as she is, one of those thoroughly competent souls who seems born to the work of running a house and teaching a mission school and meeting a husband’s every need before he even knows it himself. While I have no skills to speak of except somewhat of a talent for music, a fairly good reading voice, and a passable knowledge of fancy work! I have made myself a solemn promise to take lessons of Maryann for at least an hour a day—just think of my not being able to make Jack’s breakfast if our girl should be late or sick! I hope, of course, to avoid this calamity, but I shall feel easier if I am prepared for any emergency.

Mother and Father have given their consent, of course—Mother’s only worry being that we are both rather young—but as Jack’s prospects are so good—you know Mr. Cole raised his salary last year, and he quite deserves it—Father says there is no reason we should not suit. Mother is quite agreeable, so long as we wait at least until my nineteenth birthday, and as there is so much to be done and neither of us wants to appear in any undue haste, we are quite content to do so.

Elizabeth ran in to see me for just a moment this evening, and we laughed and cried and hugged each other in a way that would have fairly scandalized Miss Potts—both of us young ladies, and me engaged to be married! But the thought of being sisters in truth as well as heart—for you know we have been the closest of friends for some years now—was simply too much to stand. Maddie is wonderful, of course, but you know that letters can never be quite the same as having a sister—or a brother—close to hand.

But even though my one sorrow is that you and Maddie cannot be here to share my joy, I take great comfort in knowing that you have always held Jack in high regard and can have no objection to our marriage—unless indeed you doubt whether I am truly a worthy match for him. I confess that I sometimes fear I am not, but I hope that I can learn to be in time. Give my very best love to Maddie, and tell her she will soon receive a letter full of raptures from me, which I hope she will tolerate with the good humor she always displays toward her enthusiastic young sister. Mother will, of course, send further particulars as to the wedding as soon as they are decided. God bless you both, and may you be fully as happy as I am while writing this and, no doubt, will still be when it is received!
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Your loving sister,
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Lucy

Denver, Colo.

January 10, 1907
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My dearest Lucy,
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Please accept the warmest possible congratulations from both myself and Maddie, and be sure to share them with Jack as well. Maddie will be sending off a long letter to you, but she thought she might as well wait for yours and so answer you all at once.

I can scarcely believe that you are old enough for such a step—for you know, darling, that I will always think of you as my little sister—and yet I know that it must be true, and that being so, I cannot think of a more suitable match for you than Jack Cole. He is an honest, earnest fellow who gives himself heartily to whatever task is set before him, and as he has first given himself over fully to God, I have no doubt that he will be a loving and generous husband to you, as well as providing you with the strong hand of direction that is so essential to your temperament.

At the same time, you must do everything you can to bring joy and comfort to his life, to yield cheerfully to his direction and guidance, and to forget yourself in your care for his needs and desires. Thus, you will complement one another’s strengths, balance one another’s weaknesses, and be so thoroughly careful of each other that neither of you will suffer lack, provided you do not forget the true Fountain of your strength.

Maddie says she is glad that you feel the solemnity of the role you are to enter into, as it shows that you are not merely readying to “play house” but preparing to enter upon life in earnest. I would only caution you not to let the awe of it steal away your joy, as both you and Jack would be greatly harmed if you should ever begin to see your union as a duty to be performed rather than a bond to be cherished. I believe you do love him, my darling; only let your love be cheerful, selfless, and wholehearted, and Jack will always have reason to call himself the happiest man in the world, as does
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Your loving brother,
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Paul

Carrington, Vt.

March 25, 1907
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Dearest Paul,
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You cannot think how much work is involved in preparing to be married—at least, I don’t believe any man could, and I can scarcely believe it myself! Such quantities of shopping and sewing and letter-writing as I never thought could be required in a lifetime, much less in connection with a single event! A most grand and glorious event, to be sure, but such a time as I have had over it!

Jack tries to be sympathetic, but as his contention is that we cannot possibly need so many things, especially just at first, he is no help at all. Privately, I have my own doubts on the subject, but Mother is determined to see me provided with a full trousseau, as well as yards of sheets and towels and I don’t know what else. I did think at first that it must be my duty to take an active part in every portion of the work, but after one backbreaking day spent working a single long seam for a sheet—and the next spent confined to bed with a headache—Mother bundled that sort of thing off to the seamstresses, leaving me only the fancy work and the easiest of the plain sewing.

Elizabeth cannot often be spared from home—for you know she has had charge of the house since their mother died two winters ago—but I often bring my work and sit in her parlor, and we have the nicest of times. It is a relief to me and, I believe, to Mother as well, for she often appears exasperated at my look of bewilderment when she comes to consult me on a point I have never considered or asks for particulars on a subject I know nothing about. Elizabeth has been a great help in this, as she has practical experience as a housekeeper, and often after talking with her, I am able to give Mother an intelligent answer on a subject that seemed Greek to me only an hour before. I fear I shall never be a natural housekeeper like Elizabeth—or like your own dear Maddie—but at least I may be able to name the proper function of each piece in the china cupboard before I am through!

The cooking lessons with Maryann, which I so faithfully promised myself, have not got on at all, and Mother has begged me to stop, as I have confused the poor girl to death by requesting the recipe for eggs or some such trifle when she is in the middle of an especially delicate dish. This resulted yesterday in a heavily salted pudding, which upset Father very much until he learned the reason for the mistake, at which he laughed until he had to wipe his eyes. That very evening, he told Jack that he would include in our wedding present the most expensive cookbook he could find if Jack could only manage to keep me out of the kitchen in the meantime.

I was not much hurt, as it had truly been my fault, but Jack bristled a good deal and told Father stiffly that he couldn’t see what help a cookbook was to a girl who was prevented from stepping foot in her own kitchen. However, I soon soothed his feelings by assuring him that I would welcome the gift of the cookbook, and that as I had no more wish than Father to repeat the salted pudding experiment, I would happily stay out of Maryann’s way, and that I really did know how to make capital fudge. This last remark put everyone in good humor again, and I am promised to the Coles’ some evening next week to make fudge with Elizabeth.

Now, my dearest brother, having no doubt bored you by these recitals as much as I have my dear, long-suffering Jack, I heartily beg your pardon, my only excuse being that it is such a relief to write just as long and rambly a letter as I desire for once after reams of formal announcements. My love to Maddie as always, and to all the girls at the mission school. I shall try to think of some small way to commemorate the day for them when it comes—perhaps I might persuade Mother and Maryann to make an extra batch of wedding cake, if you think it could be sent without falling to pieces. If that will not do, I shall have to apply to Maddie for some more practical idea—so long as it does not involve any sewing!

My lamp
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