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Newport, Rhode Island

Summer, 1893

Josie stopped once again to watch the seagulls circle above her, smiling as they cried together in a symphony of praise.  She would be late for work if she kept this up, but the temptation to soak in the beauty of the ocean and all that surrounded her was overpowering.  

Although she had spent her whole life in Newport, it never ceased to impress her with such simple yet exquisite details.  God was truly an artist, indeed, and the daily morning journey she took along the Cliff Walk to Conte de Fée, the Davenport mansion, always reminded her of this.

“Morning, miss.”

She was lost in her silent praise and visibly jumped when the masculine voice came from beside her.  When her mouth opened to return the greeting, no words came out.  This man was certainly above her station, and she had no idea why he would be addressing her.

“Sir,” she nodded slightly, feeling her face flush with heat.  She was not used to her betters noticing her beyond the usual, and generally polite, work commands.  Socially, she did not exist for them, and this was merely the way it had always been; she never took it as a slight when a member of the Davenport set saw her in town and ignored her.

The man was beautiful, almost pretty, and most likely close to her age.  She had never seen him before, but his dark tailored wool suit told the story of his privilege.  Yes, his valet had seen that he was well turned-out this morning, but truly the most gorgeous thing about him was that smile.  

He almost glowed at her, as if she were something of notice, something precious, something worthy.  She could not help returning that smile, if on a much smaller and more reserved scale.

“The water is stunning in the morning, isn’t it?  And those gulls, I saw you watching them just now.  Your face was like a mirror of their happiness.”

Oh, my.  He fancied himself a poet, and she was unsure how to respond.  It was a beautiful thing, though, what he said to her, and he seemed to mean it sincerely.  She allowed her expression to soften, her smile to widen.

“Yes, sir.  I can’t imagine anything prettier than Newport in the morning.”

He looked so pleased at her response she wondered if he had been searching for company.  Was he alone?  How could a man of his class not have companions?  Perhaps he was merely out for a morning stroll.

“Arthur Davenport, at your service, Miss . . . ?”

She bit her lip.  A Davenport, oh my goodness.

“Josette, sir.  Josette Warren.”

He made a slight bow while his eyes stayed on hers.

“Miss Warren, pleased to make your acquaintance.  Do you take the Cliff Walk often of a morning?”

She knew she was chewing on her bottom lip but could not stop herself.

“Yes, sir, I mean, Mr. Davenport, every morning, on the way to work, you see.”

His brow knitted as he watched her tuck a stray golden lock of hair behind her ear.

“Work?  What sort of work do you do, Miss Warren, if you don’t mind my asking?”

She shook her head, annoyed now that her hair, always unruly, was coming loose from the string she used to tie it back at the nape of her neck.  She pushed it back over her shoulder.

“Household work, sir.”

His smile softened and he stood aside, gesturing with his hand ahead of them.

“I believe I am keeping you from your duties, am I not?”

She nodded and could not help but return his smile, noticing that his eyes were a soft, gray blue like the morning surf.  My, how romantic my thoughts turn, she almost shook herself.  Such ideas would not do.

“Thank you, Mr. Davenport, sir.”

She bent her head and stepped by him, more aware of his presence, his nearness, than she had been aware of anyone in her life until now.  She felt his gaze as she walked away.

“Until next time, Miss Warren.  Pleasant meeting you.”

––––––––
[image: image]


She admonished herself for fussing over her hair as she walked briskly towards the Davenport residence.  Vanity is a sin of pride, her mother always said, especially when someone noted her own simple beauty or that of her daughter.  A pretty face doesn’t last, but a pretty action does.  Josie remembered her own childhood confusion over the idea of a ‘pretty action.’  

Anything that would please God, her mother said, which did not help much at first, but as she grew older and understood more of what she heard at church, more of what her mother and then she herself read in the Bible, she found a multitude of ways to be beautiful in the eyes of her Lord. 

It seemed easy at first, for such things as sharing her bread and cheese with another student at school who had none for her midday meal came naturally to her, as her mother had helped those less fortunate than they as much as possible in their own tight circumstances.  Being polite and respectful to her elders, well, that had been second nature until she began to work for the New Yorkers who had been building their cottages along the coast, some of whom were rude and the men, sometimes familiar, especially when they had been drinking.  

She had felt the urge to smack more than one older gentleman at the end of a dinner party after he had patted her bottom, smiling at her as he did it as if it should be perfectly acceptable for him to touch her so intimately.  She knew that Mrs. Davenport would never approve of such behavior, but complaining to her employer would be disruptive and she did not want to lose her position; her mother counted on her income and she was certainly old enough to earn her keep.  

It was not always easy to act prettily as she grew older, especially if she did not keep to herself, and heard the tales of other girls in town who shared their secret adventures with some of the cottage dwellers.  Her mother had told her, warned her, that some men felt they owned a woman when she worked for them, and might attempt to take liberties with her person, but she had not understood this until she had experienced the dinner party pats of drunk old men and heard stories shared at the grocer’s or worse, after church when much socialization took place as friends walked and mingled together for a chat in the churchyard.  

Girls she had known all her life began to behave strangely, giggling over handsome men, worrying about the fit of their clothes, the curl of their hair.  Some talked openly about private moments with men, some merely town boys grown up, and others, rich city folk, fathers and sons alike.  The talk of hand holding, kissing, cuddling - it was not exactly repulsive, for Josie knew that these were things one did with a husband, with a man who would be a father to her children, but it made her uncomfortable to hear such activities spoken of so dismissively, as if there were no true meaning to such affection.  

She knew the Lord had made her to carry out his wishes to love and to serve others, and in this way to be an example of faith to those who might be unsure of Him and His love.  This did not mean she was incapable of appreciating an attractive man, for she knew in her heart that part of God’s plan was for her to marry and become a mother, but she had always believed that she was somehow above concerning herself with any one of them in particular, unlike some of the girls in town.  

This is what her mother meant when she said that pride goes before a fall, she thought as she rubbed a hand over her eyes.  Why did I imagine I was better than the other girls?  She wondered at her own self-satisfaction.  Not that she would behave as those girls did, but now, feeling a flush of heat come up to her face, she understood why they might be tempted to be close to someone who made them feel like she did just now.  

He had been walking north in the opposite direction from her, so she did not expect to see him at the Davenport cottage, but still, if he was a Davenport, she would most likely see him again sooner than later, so she needed to steel herself against that smile and those eyes.  He seemed genuinely polite and kind to her, but still, she knew it was not appropriate for her to think about him in any way.  

She shook herself slightly as she stepped up the block stairs and opened the back door to the Davenport home.

She had been working for the Davenports since she was fifteen, for nearly three years now, and Mrs. Davenport had been a fair but strict employer.  She did not tolerate tardiness or laziness, and fortunately, Josie was not inclined towards either.  

She watched other girls lose their positions on their first day for taking time to sit for a rest on one of the soft pink gilded chairs in the parlor, or giggling together while folding sheets.  It was almost easier for Josie to abide by these rules; she did not have to socialize with anyone and was under no pressure to gossip or pretend interest in the folly of others.  

With the New York set in town, there was always something happening, a ball or a bathing party, such excitements that inevitably led to drunken brawls or romantic interludes.  

She was uncomfortable hearing about such things, although before she served at one of the events she had been thrilled by the description of Mrs. Haverdeen’s Magical Sea ball over a year ago.  Her neighbor, Sarah, worked for the Haverdeens until she married just a few weeks ago, and she had come home from the ball with a fantastic story full of music, dancing, and delicious treats Josie had never imagined.  

When it was her turn to begin serving at such events, Mrs. Davenport was wise enough to keep her in the front kitchen, out of the midst of the party, which really was a beautiful sight to behold before the drinking and carousing began.  Some of the guests left before this started, as if they knew it would happen and wanted no part of it, but others, well, they certainly took advantage of the Davenport wine and more, along with private corners in some rooms of the house.  

It was shameful, and she could not imagine behaving in such a way.  Mrs. Davenport did not approve, but there were some guests, some of those guilty of these actions, whom she could not exclude from a guest list without being ostracized from local and New York society, so her hands were tied, as she murmured after the last of them had left and she retired to her chambers with her husband, who was a bit tipsy and affectionate himself, but only with his wife.

As she pulled an apron off the peg on the inside of the cupboard door, she overheard Mrs. Davenport speaking with the housekeeper.

“He’s rather bookish, and he’s very sensitive about his reading materials.  When you dust his room, be sure to replace the books and papers exactly as you find them, mind you.  He’s actually very neat, so the room won’t need too much of a fuss.”

She turned to find Mrs. Davenport behind her, smiling tightly as she did with all of her servants.

“Josette, I was just explaining to Madeline that my son Arthur has only just returned from a tour in Europe, and he is very particular about his books.  If you see any of them about, be sure to clean around them and replace them carefully as you find them.  He is usually very careful in his personal habits and does not necessarily leave items about the house, but in case he does, you are not to interfere with the position of the material.”

Josie bobbed her head forward slightly.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She was rewarded with another small smile before Mrs. Davenport and Maddie turned and walked away, the older woman still chattering to the younger girl.  She was still for a moment, wondering how she could avoid Arthur Davenport, but took a deep breath and remembered that her walk was with God, and He would lead her as He would, she only had to follow His commands and all would be well.  

She tipped her chin down and said a silent prayer of thanks and gave her concern over these newfound feelings over to Him.  She had a large basket of clean sheets to fold and iron, as she did every morning, so she set her hands and thoughts to work.

––––––––
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Mornings were the toughest part of the day; the sheets seemed endless, heavy, and the iron was steaming.  She took her ten minute break for lunch and sat at the back kitchen servant’s table with the bit of bread and cheese Mrs. Davenport allowed each employee every day, patting at her forehead with her handkerchief.  

Every morning was the same, but it pleased her because after lunch, the work became easier and actually interesting.  She learned so much about this world apart, this world of constant recreation; not that she was moved by the attention these people had from every direction.  She imagined it would be awful to have her every move scrutinized and tattled about, even if she wasn’t doing anything wrong.  

She valued the privacy she and her mother had.  It was the unique qualities of the items she cleaned and dusted in the numerous rooms at the cottage that fascinated her, wondering as she held each one how it came to be, how someone had contrived the idea and method to make such things.  

Mrs. Davenport had a variety of glass birds of all shapes, sizes, and colors in her sitting room, scattered on the fireplace mantel, window sills, and the small tables about the room; these never ceased to hold Josie’s interest.  She held each one up to the sunlight, wiping them carefully with the dusting rag and watching the rays highlight the swirls of color inside the glass.  They were so beautiful and so lovingly made.  

She always smiled to herself when she handled them, making sure she did not take too much time to engage in her appreciation of them, and considered that God took care with each of His children in the same manner that the artist did with these smooth sculptures.  Not everyone, she knew, believed that, including many of her neighbors and the New Yorkers who had suddenly appeared on the coast with their noses turned up and their thoughts on material things.  

She did not care what they thought of her; if they needed to feel superior to those, like her, who did not have money or influence, that was a sad thing, and she did feel sorry for them, but she never felt as if she were less in the eyes of God because she had so little.  

She and her mother had enough, and she was blessed with this position and the good health to work as some were not.  The birds, however, did make her smile, and she did not feel as if she were wrong to appreciate their beauty.  She hoped she would be assigned to the sitting room today, and when she heard the quick little steps that signaled her employer's approach from the hall, brushed the last crumbs of bread from her apron and stood at attention.  

When the door banged open it was not Mrs. Davenport who stood in the room but the young man she had encountered on the Cliff Walk earlier.  Her mouth fell open and she sat back down quickly.

He was heated and angry; it was so clear and visible that no one could have mistaken the look on his face.  He was facing the sink and window opposite the door and did not notice she was in the room as he stalked by the table and leaned over the sink, his weight heavy on his arms and hands as he looked out the window.  

She couldn’t help but watch him, as it was fascinating to see the change in his character that had occurred in just a few short hours.  She kept herself completely still, however, for fear of being discovered.  Whatever was upsetting him was obviously important and most likely private; surely, he would not appreciate an audience.  

Suddenly, he turned his gaze from the window towards her, as if just realizing that he was not alone, although she was certain that she had made no move or noise to disturb him.  His face was red and mottled but when he saw her, his expression softened and he smiled at her.

“What a happy surprise, Miss Warren.”

She was genuinely speechless.  He had seemed so fierce when he barged in only a few moments earlier and now, he was looking at her as if nothing in the world pleased him more.  

“Oh, I need to get back to work, Mr. Davenport.”

She stood up and caught herself as her hands moved to straighten her hair.  Vanity, she reminded herself.  She did brush a bit at her apron to smooth it down and was aware that the young man watched her every move with interest.  

“I am so sorry to have disrupted your break, please forgive me.  You must take another minute or so to make up for the bother.”

He took a chair, pulling it out and sitting down in one smooth motion, gesturing for her to follow, but she did not.

“You mentioned that you were a household worker but not that you worked here.  What a happy circumstance.”

He smiled gently at her and while she believed he meant no harm, her hands twisted together in front of her apron with anxiety.  She knew she was naïve, and that the stories told of advantages taken by employers were rampant in town.  

She did not want to think badly of him without true cause, however; in the past it had been clear to her which men had impure thoughts and assumed liberties, and it seemed to her that Arthur Davenport was not one of those men.

He frowned at her and she was immediately sorry she had not returned his smile or greeting.

“What is it?  Are you afraid of me, or is it my mother?  Is she that strict that you must end your break right now?”

She shook her head slightly and willed herself to respond.  It wasn’t fair to worry him when he was really just being nice; every man wasn’t like those who dallied with servants, or the men at parties who tried to touch her.  

Talking to this one was not a crime and should not get her into any trouble, and besides, he did seem genuinely concerned.

“No, I’m not afraid, sir, it’s only that there is a lot of work to do.  I wouldn’t want to disappoint Mrs. Davenport in any way.”

He laughed softly, derisively.

“Ah, disappoint Mrs. Davenport.  Well, I don’t think you could possibly do that any better than I have.”

He sighed as he stood up, then shook his head and looked down, tucking his hands in his pants pockets and rocking back on the heels of his polished black shoes.  Most likely Maddie had done that polishing, Josie considered as she glanced from his shoes back up to his face and caught him looking at her with a half smile on his face.

“Is it because I am rich?  Your nervousness, that is.  Do you think that makes me different?”

He wasn’t mocking her, or her hesitation, she could see he was looking for an honest answer, and so, she gave him one.

“Well, yes, sir, doesn’t it?  I mean, we are people, both the same in the eyes of God, but you are a step up socially because of your situation.  It has ever been this way, hasn’t it?”

She had answered his question but offered up one of her own, and this time, she took the liberty of gazing back at him as he considered her answer.

“I suppose it has, yes, but that doesn’t mean we have to like it.  There is something about you, Miss Warren, that I like, and what I don’t like is this barrier between us that makes it difficult for us to even talk together.  I think if we meet someone we feel comfortable with, we should be able to be friends with them regardless of money, station, situation, whatever you choose to call it.  Don’t you agree?”

It was quite a speech and she hoped his mother was not within earshot.  What an idea, truly, but one she did in fact agree with, and she felt brave, or perhaps it was stupid, enough to admit it.

“I do, Mr. Davenport.  I do.”

They held each other's gaze for a few moments before she turned away and left to take Maddie’s direction for the rest of the day’s work, knowing that he was watching her as she left, and feeling in her heart that it was not because of the gold in her hair or the green of her eyes.  

She closed her eyes and silently prayed for guidance; she was in new waters, now, and she wasn’t sure she could trust her own judgment.  
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After her father died of influenza years ago, Josie’s mother had taken in children to mind as their parents worked.  Most of her neighbors did work, although some of the women took in washing or mending and were able to stay home and keep their own children, but as more New Yorkers built on the cliffs, more opportunities to work presented themselves and most locals took advantage of that to improve their circumstances or save in the event of illness or disaster.  

She grew up with multitudes of little ones to play with, and as she became older, to care for along with her mother when she was not at school or working herself.  It was a gift she had, her mother, for patience, firmness, wisdom - she was able to handle the children and offer support and advice to many parents who were frustrated or did not understand their own child’s behavior at times.  

Josie was sure, though, that talking to her mother about Arthur - Mr. Davenport - would be difficult and might actually cause her to worry that her daughter was headed in the wrong direction.  Everything her mother said seemed so simple, almost easy, and until now, she supposed, she had never been tempted otherwise in her walk of faith.  

Her mother had said many times that she should come to her with any concerns she had; after all, that is what mothers are for, she would laugh, and Josie would join in, but she had never really had anything she felt worth troubling her mother about.  Neighborhood gossip, wandering hands at fancy parties, these were small situations that were annoying but within her ability to manage.  

None of it had made her question her own response, her own feelings - she seemed unable to change her train of thought as she straightened up the sitting rooms for the Davenport girls, both of whom were at a bathing party at the beach with the Hartley twins, who were, like the Davenports, one of the more reserved New York families.  

She had yet to hear of any scandal touching either family, which was why she felt comfortable working for one of them.  

She lifted Miss Catherine’s porcelain doll from the gilded shelf on which the doll sat and gently fluffed the smocked dress about the figure, swiping the shelf before returning the item back to its resting place.  Her mother was in no hurry to marry her off, in fact, she would like to imagine that Josie was still little, still interested in dolls like Miss Catherine’s. 

Of course the doll was beautiful, but it had been many years since she had cuddled a doll like the children her mother watched often did.  She picked the doll up again and cradled it against her.  One day, she supposed, she would be a mother herself, with babies of her own to hold and love, but that would require a husband, and she could not see herself married to any of the men she knew.  

Perhaps it was just her age that was making her think on these things, she nodded briefly to herself.  When it was time, she knew, God would lead the right man to her and she would make a life with him.  She would be a wife like her mother had been, supportive, loving, but with her own mind and ideas to help her husband and her children; she was not one of those wives who sat back and watched her husband gamble away money or drink his earnings down to nothing.  

When there was a difficulty, she had solutions; she remembered hearing her parents talk at the dinner table after they both thought that she was asleep.  Her father spoke with her mother as if they were equals, as if he valued her opinion, and he did.  He treasured her beauty, her thrift, and her wisdom.  

Josie knew that she would be unable to settle for a man who did anything less on her account, and she knew that her mother supported her in that.  She set the doll back on the shelf and arranged the dress so that it draped over the edge a bit.  When she turned away from the wall she was startled by a figure in the door.

“Really, I don’t mean to keep disturbing you.”

He looked almost like a large child, not quite a man, sheepish, apologetic.

“That’s alright.  I must have been daydreaming, I usually don’t.”

Arthur smiled, and seemed relieved at her revelation.

“You did seem a bit dreamy this morning, though - but I admit the ocean does that to me as well.”

She couldn’t help but return his smile.  She knew she should continue her work, so she moved about the room, picking up items and brushing at them with her feather duster.  She didn’t want to be rude to him, and truth be told, she was enjoying their brief moments together that seemed to keep occurring, but if Mrs. Davenport should walk by and see her idle . . . 

Arthur stepped into the room and she could feel his gaze on her as she kept at her work.

“I only just arrived, I’ve been traveling for the past three years, and this is the first I’ve seen of this house, this town.  This stunning ocean, the cliffs . . . my parents think I’m very silly to be so infatuated with the scenery.”

Josie paused in her work but did not turn to look at him.

“Oh, but we are called to appreciate what is beautiful in nature - it is God’s work.”

Suddenly he was beside her, his hand on her elbow.  She nearly jumped out of her skin, and she did, slightly move away, if only a bit.

“God’s work?”

He smiled, and looked as if he might actually laugh out loud.

“Yes, you are so right, Miss Warren.”

She briefly wondered if he was laughing at her, but the shine in his eyes, almost as if they would fill with tears, assured her he was not.

“No one else here thinks like that, honestly.  I have such difficulty . . . well, you don’t need to hear about any of that.  But I am pleased to find a kindred spirit in my appreciation of God’s work, as you put it.  Very well put, I must say.”

He seemed so sincere, his eyes bright and wide, and she felt for a moment as if she could see into his soul.  She saw his loneliness, his true joy at finding another who felt as he did about God’s presence in the world around him, and allowed herself to accept that their paths had crossed for just this very reason.  

“Arthur, dear, you can’t avoid me forever, you know.  We must speak of your marriage and it must be now.”

Mrs. Davenport appeared in the doorway immediately after her words rang in Josie’s ears, stunning her as she froze in her employer’s sight.  

The older woman’s eyebrows rose to seemingly painful heights before her eyes narrowed at the two of them, Arthur’s hand dangerously close to Josie’s elbow. 
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“I see I have interrupted something, and just so.  You will return to your work for the day, Josette, and I do not expect to see you fraternizing with my son again.  It is unseemly and if it happens again you will be dismissed.”

Josie blinked, slowly returning to an awareness of how the two of them must have looked to his mother, who was very strict and Josie always thought, right to be so.  She could only find it in herself to bob her head quickly and turn back to her dusting.  

She could hear Arthur sigh resignedly behind her, still very close to her and yet, still so impossibly far.  When she heard his footsteps reach the door as he followed his mother, her voice chastising him as she walked down the hall, she knew he had paused in his movement and couldn’t help turning her head to see why he had stopped.  

He offered her a sweet, sad smile that begged for her forgiveness, and she returned it, in spite of the sudden ache in her chest at the memory of the word ‘marriage.’  It certainly wasn’t proper for him to be speaking to her so intimately if a marriage was pending, but she was sure from his expression that the arrangement was not of his doing.  

Marriages were settled by families all the time, and in fact, many couples were happier for the better judgment of their elders, but Josie did not believe that one’s adamant objections to a match should be overlooked.  It was definitely a revolutionary idea, especially for a woman, but she could not imagine that God would want her, or anyone for that matter, to be unhappy in a lifelong commitment with someone who would share one’s life in every detail.  

She finished dusting the girl’s room with her mind on Arthur, shaking her head as she considered that only hours ago she didn’t even know the man, and now she was worried about his happiness.  He had started their acquaintance by taking care to notice her happiness that morning, though, hadn’t he, for she never would have approached him on her own. 

He was looking for reassurance, she could tell, reassurance of his beliefs, perhaps, and almost definitely regarding his feelings about this marriage.  She would not ask him about it, however; she couldn’t possibly pry, but she knew that if he came to her to ask for her opinion she would offer it, whether it coincided with his own or not.  

She felt a certainty that they would be like minded, and felt impatient as to when she might see him again.  She knew she had to be careful about his mother, though, and hoped he would be more discreet than to approach her while Mrs. Davenport was around.  

She shook her head at her thoughts.  Worrying about being discovered as if they were doing something wrong, when they were only just becoming friends. Unfortunately, gossip about what was untrue or negative was the only gossip that interested anyone, and losing one’s job over a few short conversations was a high price to pay for an offer of friendship and support.  

Josie knew Arthur needed a friend.

––––––––
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Arthur was spoiled.  He knew this and was ashamed, but being ashamed did not change one’s behavior, he reminded himself.  He looked back on his twenty years and saw nothing but waste, interspersed with the occasional good deed thrown in for good measure and with plenty of witnesses to report on his supposed kindness.  

His travels to Europe however, had awakened him to realities he had not truly seen in New York, seen perhaps with his eyes but not with his heart.  The naked, begging children with their hands outstretched at any and every one, in several of the outlying areas of the big cities, was devastating.  They were infants, without supervision, without comfort, when they should have been petted, cuddled, protected.  

He had seen the little ragged girls downtown at home, of course, selling flowers or mushy fruit, calling out to passersby, but he had always been preoccupied with his plans and needs to pay them much attention.  The bare poverty was quite literal in Europe, and while the local residents accepted the beggars and assisted as much as they could, they did not seem troubled by the physical sight of the children.  

He began to have nightmares.  They had nothing to do with losing his own material goods, as he might have expected, but losing something far greater, something he was sure that had been offered him his whole life and he had disregarded and taken for granted.  

His weekly attendance at church with his family as a child had never been a subject of conversation at home or with friends and was merely a social expectation.  The words were meaningless to him, but he knew enough facts to begin to piece together what he had been missing.  He began to think of Christ as a real person who had spent time among people, only to offer himself to atone for the mistakes those like Arthur himself had or would commit.  

On purpose, he thought, I have behaved so selfishly on purpose, when there are children without food and care. 

The facts were upsetting enough, but when he found himself thinking of God and silently speaking to Him as if He were a real person in front of him, his emotions took over in a very troublesome way.  His eyes filled with tears as he walked down cobbled streets, the beauty of the old world rich and vibrant despite its years, and he thanked God for allowing him the privilege of viewing these gifts.  

He gave of his money to the poor children and hunched down on his heels to hold their hands and speak to them, their broken-toothed smiles a small but meaningful reward for his time and efforts.  He purchased a Bible and began to read, taking his time and drinking in the stories, the people, the situations, the messages.  

He was stunned at the wonder and grace of God and the love of His son and ultimately fell to his knees asking for forgiveness, which he knew was ever offered, ever present, and at that moment, the tie that bound him as a loved and saved child of God.

He dreaded the return to his family, knowing that their expectations would be as all society families were and as his were before his trip.  The tour was the usual pre-adulthood excursion meant to allow him to sow his wild oats, so to speak, and prepare himself for his future role as husband and in his case, work alongside his father in the railroad business.  

He realized that he had never been interested enough in his own parent to even listen to his father’s explanations of the career with which he spent so much time and made so much money, money Arthur had squandered as effectively as his sisters without any concern for how and when more would be provided.  

He had been disrespectful of his father’s efforts and care of the family, and honestly had no clue what was in store for him if he accompanied his father to his Manhattan office building and became one of the many immersed in financial concerns that seemed to make the world go ‘round.  He did know that he wanted no part of it, of the work, of his father’s money, instead wishing to learn a trade and provide for himself as any able-bodied man should.  

It would be difficult, though, to extract himself from the family business, since the recent stock market crash and the emphasis placed by his parents on his father’s need for Arthur’s support.

God helps those who help themselves, he recalled his mother chiding him as a youngster when he railed against tutors and the waste of time he believed his education was, for he would inherit and have no use for history, languages, science.  He did not understand what she meant when she said this, as it made as much sense as the material he was meant to master with hours of study and effort.  

Only now could he grasp the necessity of working towards one’s potential, of fulfilling God’s wishes for one to develop talents He had provided, and in turn using them to assist others who needed help.  Not everyone had had the benefit of his upbringing, his privileges, and he meant to use his intelligence and abilities to better the lives of those who needed assistance in order to provide for themselves, for it was a matter of pride and honor, he realized, for them as well as him, to be able to make their own way in the world.  

Some people, he knew, just needed an extra hand now and then, or a smile from a stranger, a penny for a loaf of bread to make the day’s labors easier for not having been hungry during hours of work.  

His mother attended church, he knew, but he did not know how she actually felt about God and the words that were spoken as she looked about her at the other ladies, as they all inspected each other’s wardrobe and behavior.  He did not want to judge her but found it difficult not to find her as shallow and obsessed with appearances and money as the rest of society was.  

Still, she was more conservative than many of the other parents and did not allow her children to drink or attend and give parties where inappropriate behavior was often the norm.  Somehow the financial prosperity of some of their neighbors had appeared to make them abdicate their parental responsibility, or in some cases, encourage their offspring to make a match with a wealthier or more influential family in a rather primitive way.  

He had been thinking of how he might help lead others the way those poor children had led him, but wondered what he, a coddled rich boy with no particular skills, could do.  He only knew, at this point, that he would not be able to serve God by amassing a fortune along with his father.  

He didn’t know how he could break this news to his parents without seeming disrespectful or ungrateful for their time and attention, for their
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