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    SUSAN COOLIDGE Ultimate Collection: 7 Novels, 35+ Short Stories, Essays & Poems; Including Complete Katy Carr Series (Illustrated) assembles the breadth of Susan Coolidge’s work into a single, authoritative volume. Bringing together beloved long-form fiction, compact narratives, verse, and non-fiction, it offers both newcomers and longtime readers a comprehensive view of her achievement. Central to the collection is the complete Katy Carr cycle, framed by additional novels and a wide array of shorter pieces that illuminate her range. A biographical sketch provides context, while period illustrations enrich the reading experience. The purpose is clarity and completeness: to present, in one place, the voices and modes through which she wrote.

The contents span multiple literary forms. Readers will find the Katy Carr Chronicles alongside other novels such as A Little Country Girl and Eyebright: A Story. Shorter prose is represented by collections and individual tales, including Nine Little Goslings, Just Sixteen, Not Quite Eighteen, A Round Dozen, Who Ate the Pink Sweetmeat?, Little Roger’s Night in the Church, The Engineer’s Story, and the vignette Dr. Carr in “Curly Locks.” Poetry appears in three volumes—Verses, A Few More Verses, and Last Verses—supplemented by selected poems. Non-fiction is present in The Letters of Jane Austen and A Short History of the City of Philadelphia, alongside a concise biography.

Across this variety, Coolidge’s writing retains a unifying temperament: humane, observant, and gently didactic. She is drawn to the formative moments of youth and the ethical texture of ordinary days—friendship, family duty, schoolroom demands, and the discovery of personal purpose. Her prose favors clarity, quiet humor, and direct address, creating intimacy without sentimentality. The poems amplify these qualities with lyrical brevity and reflective grace. Together, the works model moral imagination grounded in experience rather than abstraction. Their continuing significance lies in this balance of story and conscience, offering readers narratives that entertain while inviting reflection on kindness, perseverance, and responsible freedom.

At the heart of the collection, the Katy Carr series follows a spirited heroine whose world enlarges through family life, learning, and the gradual assumption of responsibility. Beginning in childhood and widening through subsequent volumes, the arc traces growth measured less by outward spectacle than by choices, habits, and care for others. Clover and In the High Valley extend the circle of characters and concerns, while What Katy Did at School and What Katy Did Next signal the variety of experiences that shape character. The related short piece Dr. Carr in “Curly Locks” adds an intimate note to this constellation of narratives.

Beyond the series, Coolidge’s other narratives display a comparable attentiveness to domestic scenes and youthful aspiration. A Little Country Girl and Eyebright: A Story present fresh perspectives on coming of age, while pieces such as Nine Little Goslings, Just Sixteen, Not Quite Eighteen, and A Round Dozen gather portraits of friendship, missteps, and small triumphs. Brief tales—Who Ate the Pink Sweetmeat?, Little Roger’s Night in the Church, and The Engineer’s Story—show her talent for compact structure and memorable incident. Read together, these works reveal a writer at ease across length and tone, equally capable of buoyant comedy and measured tenderness.

The poetry deepens the collection’s emotional register. Verses, A Few More Verses, and Last Verses, together with poems like To Five, Giving to All, Thou Gavest As Well to Me, Benediction, and Five Little Buds Grouped Round the Parent Stem, explore gratitude, memory, loss, and restorative hope. The diction is lucid, the rhythm controlled, and the imagery grounded in the everyday, a natural complement to the fiction’s emphasis on lived experience. These poems do not compete with the narratives so much as echo them, furnishing meditative counterpoints that invite readers to pause, recollect, and return to the stories with renewed insight.

The non-fiction completes the portrait of Coolidge’s interests beyond storytelling. The Letters of Jane Austen situates her within a conversation about reading and authorship, while A Short History of the City of Philadelphia, From Its Foundation to the Present Time reflects curiosity about civic life and historical continuity. The included biography aids orientation, and the illustrations help modern readers visualize domestic and social settings that animate her pages. Considered as a whole, the volume serves as a reliable companion to a major voice in nineteenth-century children’s and family literature, preserving the range of her work and the humane spirit that sustains its appeal.
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    Sarah Chauncey Woolsey (1835–1905), known by the pen name Susan Coolidge, came of age in a United States transforming from antebellum republic to industrial nation. Born in Cleveland, Ohio, and later long resident in New England, she wrote most of her fiction during Reconstruction and the Gilded Age (roughly 1865–1900), when domestic ideals, expanding schooling, and rail-borne mobility reshaped everyday life. Her family’s ties to Yale College through her uncle, President Theodore Dwight Woolsey (1846–1871), located her within a cultivated New England network that prized moral uplift and letters. The Katy Carr chronicles, short stories, poems, and essays emerged from this milieu, balancing homely virtue with curiosity about a country—and an Anglo-American culture—modernizing at speed.

In the American Civil War (1861–1865), Woolsey served as a volunteer nurse in Union hospitals, an experience that made convalescence, medical authority, and practical charity recurring motifs across her oeuvre. The figure of the benevolent physician, domestic sickroom rituals, and narratives of patient self-discipline owe much to wartime hospital regimes in Washington, D.C., and the U.S. Sanitary Commission’s ethos. Postwar readers, many acquainted with loss and injury, recognized in her fiction a therapeutic pedagogy: resilience, duty, and cheerful self-command. These values inform the family sagas of the 1870s–1890s and also shape essays and poems of consolation, locating private recovery within national reconstruction and the reknitting of civic life after mass conflict.

Coolidge wrote into a flourishing transatlantic market for juvenile and family reading, catalyzed by earlier models such as Charlotte Yonge’s The Daisy Chain (1856) and Louisa May Alcott’s Little Women (1868–1869). Publishers like Roberts Brothers in Boston built lists for girls and young women, while Sunday-school libraries and the new public schools widened audiences. Debates over female education, deportment, and professional horizons—seminaries, boarding schools, and normal schools proliferated after 1860—give context to her schoolrooms, sisterhoods, and governess figures. The period’s didactic domestic fiction softened into a more companionable realism, attentive to play, mischief, and the legitimacy of girls’ ambitions, a shift that frames both the Katy Carr series and the independent coming-of-age tales gathered in later story collections.

Late nineteenth-century Americans increasingly measured themselves against British culture, a conversation Coolidge joined in both fiction and criticism. Steamship travel and railroad links made transatlantic itineraries routine for the middle class by the 1880s, underwriting plots of European touring and Anglo-American comparison. Her editorial work on The Letters of Jane Austen, produced for American readers with an appreciative critical frame, aligns her with a generation that domesticated Austen as a moral and stylistic touchstone. Simultaneously, Boston–New York–London publishing circuits ensured that her narratives of manners, hospitality, resort culture in Newport, Rhode Island, and taste moved easily across the Atlantic, embedding her domestic heroines within a wider Victorian discourse on civility, reading, and the art of conversation.

As the nation turned west, Coolidge’s later narratives register the allure of the Rockies and the remaking of family life on new frontiers. The completion of the first transcontinental railroad in 1869 and the rapid expansion of lines like the Denver & Rio Grande in the 1870s–1880s made Colorado settlements accessible to Eastern travelers. Mountain climates were promoted for health, especially respiratory ailments, and resort towns such as Manitou Springs and Colorado Springs flourished. Against this backdrop, she situates Eastern-born characters among ranches, mining camps, and high valleys, contrasting Gilded Age drawing rooms with households fashioned by distance, scarcity, and neighborly reciprocity—themes that broaden the moral geography of the Katy chronicles and companion novels.

Industrial urbanization supplies another horizon for Coolidge’s prose. Her concise civic study, A Short History of the City of Philadelphia, traces a metropolis founded by William Penn in 1682 through the republic’s crises and triumphs, speaking to late nineteenth-century hunger for accessible municipal history. The 1876 Centennial Exhibition in Philadelphia, showcasing telegraphs, locomotives, and international crafts in Fairmount Park, typified the era’s pedagogical nationalism and likely readers’ expectations for factual, uplifting nonfiction. The same faith in civic institutions—churches, libraries, parks, and schools—structures her domestic fiction, where neighborhoods, parades, and public lectures shape juvenile experience, and where urban orderliness is presented as the counterpart to private virtue.

Coolidge’s short fiction and sketches flowed through the golden age of American magazines for youth. St. Nicholas (founded 1873 by Scribner’s under Mary Mapes Dodge), Wide Awake, and Harper’s Young People offered illustrated monthly platforms that favored episodic plotting, holiday numbers, and serial heroes. Many tales later bound as Nine Little Goslings, A Round Dozen, Just Sixteen, and Not Quite Eighteen first appeared in such venues, alongside occasional curiosities—mystery morsels, church-night adventures, and stories of engineers or travelers—that mirrored readers’ fascination with new technologies and moral tests. The magazine economy also encouraged intertextuality: recurring characters, linked families, and cross-references that knit discrete pieces into an implied common world.

Her verse volumes—Verses, A Few More Verses, and the posthumous Last Verses (1906)—belong to the period’s parlor and periodical poetry, shaped by the example of Longfellow and Whittier and by a culture of recitation, lyceums, and church societies. Themes of blessing, duty, and gratitude—Benediction; Giving to All, Thou Gavest As Well to Me—reflect Protestant devotions and the philanthropic energies of women’s clubs that flourished after 1870. Metrically regular, meant to be read aloud, these poems circulate the same ethical vocabulary as the fiction. Biographical sketches issued soon after her death in 1905 fixed an image of Coolidge as a genteel mentor to American girls, consolidating her place in American letters.
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    Susan Coolidge (Biography)
A concise account of Sarah Chauncey Woolsey’s life and career under the pen name Susan Coolidge, outlining her New England background, literary themes, and enduring popularity as a writer for young readers.
Katy Carr Chronicles (Series Overview)
The coming‑of‑age saga of Katy Carr and her family, tracing her mishaps, education, travels, and growing sense of duty and compassion from childhood into adulthood.
What Katy Did
After a serious accident upends her high‑spirited routine, Katy learns patience and responsibility, reshaping her role within a lively household of siblings and friends.
What Katy Did at School
Katy and Clover attend an East Coast boarding school, facing rules, cliques, and small crises that test their integrity and deepen their friendships.
What Katy Did Next
Katy travels to Europe as a companion to a family friend, encountering new cultures and choices that broaden her horizons and heart.
Clover
Shifting focus to Clover Carr, the story follows her move to Colorado to support her brother, where frontier life, new communities, and quiet self‑discovery shape her future.
In the High Valley
Set in Colorado’s high country, two English sisters join their brother on a ranch and—through culture clashes and friendships, including ties to the Carr circle—learn flexibility and generosity.
Dr. Carr in “Curly Locks” (A Short Story)
A brief vignette highlighting Dr. Carr’s gentle professionalism as he aids a child patient, emphasizing everyday empathy and calm good sense.
A Little Country Girl
A shy provincial girl spends a transformative summer at a fashionable seaside resort, learning poise while staying true to herself amid social pressures.
Eyebright: A Story
A spirited New England girl confronts family upheaval and financial strain, finding purpose through work, loyalty, and an irrepressibly hopeful temperament.
Short Stories (General Overview)
Domestic and coming‑of‑age tales featuring American girls and families, marked by light humor, moral reflection, and close‑knit settings.
Nine Little Goslings
Interlinked domestic episodes follow a lively circle of young characters, with misadventures that lead to gentle lessons about kindness, truth, and responsibility.
Just Sixteen
Stories centered on girls at the threshold of adulthood, tracing decisive moments that shape character, judgment, and future paths.
Not Quite Eighteen
Companion vignettes of late adolescence that spotlight temptations, mistakes, and everyday courage on the way to maturity.
A Round Dozen
Twelve varied tales—holiday sketches, schoolroom episodes, and family dramas—united by warmth, humor, and an emphasis on practical virtue.
Who Ate the Pink Sweetmeat?
A playful household mystery about a missing confection that becomes a gentle test of honesty and trust.
Little Roger’s Night in the Church
A child unexpectedly spends a night in a church, blending mild suspense with themes of comfort, courage, and community care.
The Engineer’s Story
A professional recounts a pivotal incident that underscores duty, presence of mind, and quiet bravery in the face of danger.
Verses; A Few More Verses; Last Verses (Poetry Collections)
Lyrical poems on home, friendship, faith, memory, and nature, ranging from intimate portraits to meditative elegies and occasional pieces.
Selected Poems: “To Five”; “Giving to All, Thou Gavest As Well to Me”; “Benediction”; “Five Little Buds Grouped Round the Parent Stem”
Affectionate and devotional lyrics offering gratitude, blessing, and memorial reflection, often centered on family bonds and tenderness.
The Letters of Jane Austen
An edited presentation of Jane Austen’s correspondence, with contextual notes that illuminate her daily life, relationships, and working methods.
A Short History of the City of Philadelphia, From Its Foundation to the Present Time
A concise survey of Philadelphia’s founding, growth, civic institutions, and notable events, written for general readers.
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SARAH CHAUNCEY WOOLSEY (Susan Coolidge) was born in Cleveland, Ohio, January 29, 1835. Her father, John M. Woolsey, a New Yorker, had come to Cleveland to attend to property owned by his father, and had there met Jane Andrews, a charming and graceful girl from Connecticut, whom he made his wife.

Their home was on Euclid Avenue, and comprised about five acres in house-lot, garden, orchard, pasture, and woodland. Here came into the world a family of four girls and a boy,—all vigorous and active and full of life. Sarah was the eldest and the predestined leader of the little tribe. They grew up as children of that day did under similar conditions. There was the regular old-fashioned schooling, not too exacting or strenuous, and much wholesome out-of-door life. There were horses and dogs and cattle and birds for the children to care for and play with, and much climbing and romping were permitted in a place where no near neighbors could be disturbed. To the other children life was a joyous holiday, diversified with small disappointments and dismays; but to Sarah the sky and the earth held boundless anticipations and intentions, and the world was a place of enchantment.

She was always individual from the moment she first opened her big brown eyes—passionately loving and passionately wilful, with heroic intentions and desires, and with remorse and disappointments in proportion. Part of the woodland where the axe had not yet done its work of cutting and clipping was given to the children for a playground. They called it “Paradise,” and for all of them it was a place of rapture and mystery. To the others it was full of hiding places,—to little Sarah the hiding places were bowers. They looked for eggs and birds’ nests, and had thrilling encounters with furry wild creatures, which fled at their approach; but her intercourse was all with the fairies and elves and gnomes which peopled the place. After a time they felt the presence of the fairies too; but it was under the influence of her enthusiastic imagination, which controlled their own more mundane perceptions. With her for a leader they often passed into a new world of romance and adventure and high undertakings. They lived in battlemented castles, attended by knights and squires, with danger on all sides met by lofty courage; or they rode on elephants in India, always on dignified missions, attended by great pomp and ceremony; or they lived with fairies, whose gifts might crop up under every toadstool. To be sure, the elephant on which they made their proud progress might at other times, stripped of his trappings, be serviceable as a nursery table, and the fairy gifts were apt to bear a prosaic resemblance to certain well-known and well-worn nursery properties; but invested with the mystery and romance cast upon them by Sarah’s vivid imagination, the little band went, as she led them, into the land of dreams, and felt no incongruity.

Her education went on much as she chose. The best teachers available were employed, and to each in turn she became a favorite and interesting pupil; but though her quick intelligence enabled her to pass excellent examinations and gave her a foremost place in her classes, she really assimilated and retained only what she enjoyed. Mathematics she ignored entirely. All scientific problems fascinated her by their results; but she would not open her mind to the processes by which the results were reached. For languages she had no predilections, though she used her own with singular grace and precision, drawing her words from an apparently limitless vocabulary. Through life this charming use of language, combined with her keen humor and sympathetic appreciation of all that makes life stirring and vital, made her a most fascinating companion. Her delight in literature was her real education. From her early youth she revelled in books, reading so rapidly that it seemed impossible that she could remember what she read; but, in fact, remembering it all! To have looked over a poem two or three times was enough to make it a permanent possession. She devoured history, biography, romances, and poetry, and with intuitive judgment and taste revelled in what was really beautiful and interesting, and discarded the second-rate and commonplace. She began writing at a very early age,—fairy stories, verses, and romances,—but she never published anything until she had reached full maturity. Meantime she grew to vigorous, active womanhood, full of interests and friendships and delightful experiences of one sort and another. She was much loved, and gave such a wealth of self-forgetting, idolizing, ardent affection in return that her friends were all lovers. She drew a circle of loving admirers about her wherever she went, and was always totally unconscious of the charm she worked by her very sweet voice and manner, brilliant fun, and warm sympathy.

The Civil War broke out just as she passed from girlhood to young womanhood. It aroused in her a passion of enthusiasm and devotion, and she threw herself with all her heart and soul into work for the soldiers at home and afield. In the Soldiers’ Hospital at New Haven she was an enthusiastic helper, in the wards, or storeroom, or linen closet, wherever her energy was most needed. And her leisure was filled with knitting or sewing or preparing special diet for the sick and wounded. She was a tireless worker then and ever, and nature had endowed her with great practical gifts. She was an excellent cook and an expert needlewoman, both in plain sewing and the most dainty embroidery, and all work was done with such rapidity and perfection that it was a despair for the race of plodders even to watch her swift achievements.

From New Haven she went to the Convalescent Hospital established at Portsmouth Grove, and was one of a band of excellent workers there during the second year of the war. It was a very developing and vivid experience, and one which she counted among the greatest points of interest in her life.

When the war was over, her old career of busy, never-slackening industry and purpose began again. It was full, as ever, of friendships which could not possibly claim more than she was willing to give. She naturally drew around her the cleverest men and women of her acquaintance, and her society was sought far and near.

But she did not really begin her life as an author until a few years later, when in a grove at Bethlehem, N. H., sitting on a fallen tree, she sketched the outline of “The New Year’s Bargain.” She had sent a few fugitive articles to certain magazines before this, but only now did she take up writing as a real work. That dainty little book, with its fantastic and graceful imaginings, was so well received by the public that she went on in a different vein, through the series of the “Katy Did” books, where fact and fiction, experience and fancy, were so blended that it was hardly possible to say in answer to the eager questionings of some of her little readers where the one ended and the other began. Katy found a large audience, and her biographer went on from children’s books to verses or historical studies, such as “Old Convent Days,” or mere editor’s work, like the condensations of those famous old diaries of Mrs. Delany and Miss Burney. She was consulting reader for Roberts Company in the days when the hall-mark of that firm was a proof of excellence. She was very industrious, but her literary work never seemed the most absorbing part of her life. This was partly because of her intense and vivid interest in the rest of life,—the journeys, the visits, and above all the friends,—and largely because she was absolutely devoid of literary vanity or self-consciousness. She seldom talked of her work or referred in any way to her success. Her verses found a warm welcome in many hearts whose owners were all unknown to her, and sometimes she acknowledged, with a sort of tender surprise, that it was a great reward to have been able to help and encourage others. But anything like flattery or mere compliment was very distasteful to her, and she sometimes owned impatiently that “Susan Coolidge” bored her to death, and she wished she had never heard of her!

While literature became the chief occupation of her life, her artistic temperament and love of the beautiful found expression in many other ways. She instinctively surrounded herself with beautiful objects and colors. Her taste was almost unerring, and harmony of design and softly shaded tints seemed to be her natural setting. She transformed every room she lived in, were it for a week only.

She thought little of her drawings in water color. They were all flower pieces studied from life, and she was conscious of the little instruction she had received and her ignorance of technique. But all the same these lovely panels were a joy to those who were fortunate enough to possess them. As was once said by one who was no mean artist himself, “She can do what many artists—adepts in technique—fail in. She gives us the flower in all its life and spirit.” Her china painting—necessarily more conventional—was still charming, holding something of her individuality.

This vivid life of purpose and energy and never-failing zest appeared to bubble up from such an inexhaustible fountain of vitality that it seemed as if it might go on for ever. But gradually a shadow stole over it—not a very dark one at first, but inexorable. She fought with it, played with it, defied it, but it was always there! She could not acknowledge defeat and was always planning for the future with gay self-confidence; but the shadow grew! By and by the narrowing limits shut her in her chamber, but even then she looked out upon the days to come with undaunted courage. The chamber was not like a sick room. It was bright with sunshine and the sparkle of fire, and scented and gay with the flowers she so dearly loved. Here she read and wrote and saw her many friends. From hence came words of rejoicing for all her dear ones who were happy, and words of truest sympathy for those who were sad. She was one of the few people to whom the joys and sorrows of others are of equal importance to their own. She pondered over the lives of her friends with never-ending interest, and gave at every turn and crisis the truest and most comprehending sympathy. No wonder that so many warmed hands and hearts by that generous flame!

Slowly the shadow deepened. She was disturbed by it, but still wrote happily of the future and filled it with plans and purposes. But one day, April 9, 1905, very gently, Death’s finger touched her. She was not conscious of pain or trouble, “only a new sensation,” but she closed her eyes, and without a word of farewell, was gone away from us.

It is hard to sum up such a life. It was a very full and happy one. She gave much, but received much. She loved beauty, and she was always surrounded by it. She loved friendship, and nobody had more or better friends. She gave them of her best, but she drew their best from them. Hers was an ideal companionship, so full of appreciative interest and sympathy, so illuminated by wit and humor. She was ardent and eager in her plans of life. Nothing could exceed the absorption and energy with which she carried them out. But she accepted disappointment, after a little struggle, with a gay insouciance. So when the final defeat came she seemed to resign herself without struggle to the inevitable, and to those of us who loved her best it seemed as if that sweet and brilliant and unwearied spirit had only folded its wings for a moment before taking a longer and surer flight.

E. D. W. G.

April, 1906.
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So in they marched, Katy and Cecy heading the procession, and Dorry, with his great trailing bunch of boughs, bringing up the rear.




TO FIVE


Six of us once, my darlings, played together

    Beneath green boughs, which faded long ago,

    Made merry in the golden summer weather,

    Pelted each other with new-fallen snow.



    Did the sun always shine? I can’t remember

    A single cloud that dimmed the happy blue,–

    A single lightning-bolt or peal of thunder,

    To daunt our bright unfearing lives: can you?



    We quarrelled often, but made peace as quickly,

    Shed many tears, but laughed the while they fell,

    Had our small woes, our childish bumps and bruises,

    But Mother always “kissed and made them well.”



    Is it long since? – It seems a moment only;

    Yet here we are in bonnets and tail-coats,

    Grave men of business, members of committees,

    Our play-time ended: even Baby votes!



    And star-eyed children, in whose innocent faces

    Kindles the gladness which was once our own,

    Crowd round our knees, with sweet and coaxing voices,

    Asking for stories of that old-time home.



    “Were you once little too?” they say, astonished;

    “Did you too play? How funny! tell us how.”

    Almost we start, forgetful for a moment;

    Almost we answer, “We are little now! “



    Dear friend and lover, whom To-day we christen,

    Forgive such brief bewilderment, – thy true

    And kindly hand we hold; we own thee fairest.

    But ah! our yesterday was precious too.



    So, darlings, take this little childish story,

    In which some gleams of the old sunshine play,

    And, as with careless hands you turn the pages,

    Look back and smile, as here I smile to-day.




Chapter I.

  The Little Carrs
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I was sitting in the meadows one day, not long ago, at a place where there was a small brook. It was a hot day. The sky was very blue, and white clouds, like great swans, went floating over it to and fro. Just opposite me was a clump of green rushes, with dark velvety spikes, and among them one single tall, red cardinal flower, which was bending over the brook as if to see its own beautiful face in the water. But the cardinal did not seem to be vain.

The picture was so pretty that I sat a long time enjoying it. Suddenly, close to me, two small voices began to talk – or to sing, for I couldn’t tell exactly which it was. One voice was shrill; the other, which was a little deeper, sounded very positive and cross. They were evidently disputing about something, for they said the same words over and over again. These were the words – “Katy did.” “Katy didn’t.” “She did.” “She didn’t.” “She did.” “She didn’t.” “Did.” “Didn’t.” I think they must have repeated them at least a hundred times.

I got up from my seat to see if I could find the speakers; and sure enough, there on one of the cat-tail bulrushes, I spied two tiny pale-green creatures. Their eyes seemed to be weak, for they both wore black goggles. They had six legs apiece, – two short ones, two not so short, and two very long. These last legs had joints like the springs to buggy-tops; and as I watched, they began walking up the rush, and then I saw that they moved exactly like an old-fashioned gig. In fact, if I hadn’t been too big, I think I should have heard them creak as they went along. They didn’t say anything so long as I was there, but the moment my back was turned they began to quarrel again, and in the same old words – “Katy did.” “Katy didn’t.” “She did.” “She didn’t.”

As I walked home I fell to thinking about another Katy, – a Katy I once knew, who planned to do a great many wonderful things, and in the end did none of them, but something quite different, – something she didn’t like at all at first, but which, on the whole, was a great deal better than any of the doings she had dreamed about. And as I thought, this story grew in my head, and I resolved to write it down for you. I have done it; and, in memory of my two little friends on the bulrush, I give it their name. Here it is – the story of What Katy Did.

Katy’s name was Katy Carr. She lived in the town of Burnet, which wasn’t a very big town, but was growing as fast as it knew how. The house she lived in stood on the edge of town. It was a large square house, white, with green blinds, and had a porch in front, over which roses and clematis made a thick bower. Four tall locust trees shaded the gravel path which led to the front gate. On one side of the house was an orchard; on the other side were wood piles and barns, and an ice-house. Behind was a kitchen garden sloping to the south; and behind that a pasture with a brook in it, and butternut trees, and four cows – two red ones, a yellow one with sharp horns tipped with tin, and a dear little white one named Daisy.

There were six of the Carr children – four girls and two boys. Katy, the oldest, was twelve years old; little Phil, the youngest, was four, and the rest fitted in between.

Dr. Carr, their Papa, was a dear, kind, busy man, who was away from home all day, and sometimes all night too, taking care of sick people. The children hadn’t any Mamma. She had died when Phil was a baby, four years before my story began. Katy could remember her pretty well; to the rest she was but a sad, sweet name, spoken on Sunday, and at prayer-times, or when Papa was specially gentle and solemn.

In place of this Mamma, whom they recollected so dimly, there was Aunt Izzie, Papa’s sister, who came to take care of them when Mamma went away on that long journey, from which, for so many months, the little ones kept hoping she might return. Aunt Izzie was a small woman, sharp-faced and thin, rather old-looking, and very neat and particular about everything. She meant to be kind to the children, but they puzzled her much, because they were not a bit like herself when she was a child. Aunt Izzie had been a gentle, tidy little thing, who loved to sit as Curly Locks did, sewing long seams in the parlor, and to have her head patted by older people, and be told that she was a good girl; whereas Katy tore her dress every day, hated sewing, and didn’t care a button about being called “good,” while Clover and Elsie shied off like restless ponies when anyone tried to pat their heads. It was very perplexing to Aunt Izzie, and she found it quite hard to forgive the children for being so “unaccountable,” and so little like the good boys and girls in Sunday-school memoirs, who were the young people she liked best, and understood most about.

Then Dr. Carr was another person who worried her. He wished to have the children hardy and bold, and encouraged climbing and rough plays, in spite of the bumps and ragged clothes which resulted. In fact, there was just one half-hour of the day when Aunt Izzie was really satisfied about her charges, and that was the half-hour before breakfast, when she had made a law that they were all to sit in their little chairs and learn the Bible verse for the day. At this time she looked at them with pleased eyes, they were all so spick and span, with such nicely-brushed jackets and such neatly-combed hair. But the moment the bell rang her comfort was over. From that time on, they were what she called “not fit to be seen.” The neighbors pitied her very much. They used to count the sixty stiff white pantalette legs hung out to dry every Monday morning, and say to each other what a sight of washing those children made, and what a chore it must be for poor Miss Carr to keep them so nice. But poor Miss Carr didn’t think them at all nice; that was the worst of it.

“Clover, go up stairs and wash your hands! Dorry, pick your hat off the floor and hang it on the nail! Not that nail – the third nail from the corner!” These were the kind of things Aunt Izzie was saying all day long. The children minded her pretty well, but they didn’t exactly love her, I fear. They called her “Aunt Izzie” always, never “Aunty.” Boys and girls will know what that meant.

I want to show you the little Carrs, and I don’t know that I could ever have a better chance than one day when five out of the six were perched on top of the ice-house, like chickens on a roost. This ice-house was one of their favorite places. It was only a low roof set over a hole in the ground, and, as it stood in the middle of the side-yard, it always seemed to the children that the shortest road to every place was up one of its slopes and down the other. They also liked to mount to the ridge-pole, and then, still keeping the sitting position, to let go, and scrape slowly down over the warm shingles to the ground. It was bad for their shoes and trousers, of course; but what of that? Shoes and trousers, and clothes generally, were Aunt Izzie’s affair; theirs was to slide and enjoy themselves.

Clover, next in age to Katy, sat in the middle. She was a fair, sweet dumpling of a girl, with thick pig-tails of light brown hair, and short-sighted blue eyes, which seemed to hold tears, just ready to fall from under the blue. Really, Clover was the jolliest little thing in the world; but these eyes, and her soft cooing voice, always made people feel like petting her and taking her part. Once, when she was very small, she ran away with Katy’s doll, and when Katy pursued, and tried to take it from her, Clover held fast and would not let go. Dr. Carr, who wasn’t attending particularly, heard nothing but the pathetic tone of Clover’s voice, as she said: “Me won’t! Me want Dolly!” and, without stopping to inquire, he called out sharply, “For shame, Katy! give your sister her doll at once!” which Katy, much surprised, did; while Clover purred in triumph, like a satisfied kitten. Clover was sunny and sweet-tempered, a little indolent, and very modest about herself, though, in fact, she was particularly clever in all sorts of games, and extremely droll and funny in a quiet way. Everybody loved her, and she loved everybody, especially Katy, whom she looked up to as one of the wisest people in the world.

Pretty little Phil sat next on the roof to Clover, and she held him tight with her arm. Then came Elsie, a thin, brown child of eight, with beautiful dark eyes, and crisp, short curls covering the whole of her small head. Poor little Elsie was the “odd one” among the Carrs. She didn’t seem to belong exactly to either the older or the younger children. The great desire and ambition of her heart was to be allowed to go about with Katy and Clover and Cecy Hall, and to know their secrets, and be permitted to put notes into the little post-offices they were for ever establishing in all sorts of hidden places. But they didn’t want Elsie, and used to tell her to “run away and play with the children,” which hurt her feelings very much. When she wouldn’t run away, I am sorry to say they ran away from her, which, as their legs were longest, it was easy to do. Poor Elsie, left behind, would cry bitter tears, and, as she was too proud to play much with Dorry and John, her principal comfort was tracking the older ones about and discovering their mysteries, especially the post-offices, which were her greatest grievance. Her eyes were bright and quick as a bird’s. She would peep and peer, and follow and watch, till at last, in some odd, unlikely place, the crotch of a tree, the middle of the asparagus bed, or, perhaps, on the very top step of the scuttle ladder, she spied the little paper box, with its load of notes, all ending with “Be sure and not let Elsie know.” Then she would seize the box, and, marching up to wherever the others were, she would throw it down, saying defiantly: “There’s your old post-office!” but feeling all the time just like crying. Poor little Elsie! In almost every big family, there is one of these unmated, left-out children. Katy, who had the finest plans in the world for being “heroic,” and of use, never saw, as she drifted on her heedless way, that here, in this lonely little sister, was the very chance she wanted for being a comfort to somebody who needed comfort very much. She never saw it, and Elsie’s heavy heart went uncheered.

Dorry and Joanna sat on the two ends of the ridge pole. Dorry was six years old; a pale, pudgy boy, with rather a solemn face, and smears of molasses on the sleeve of his jacket. Joanna, whom the children called “John,” and “Johnnie,” was a square, splendid child, a year younger than Dorry; she had big brave eyes, and a wide rosy mouth, which always looked ready to laugh. These two were great friends, though Dorry seemed like a girl who had got into boy’s clothes by mistake, and Johnnie like a boy who, in a fit of fun, had borrowed his sister’s frock. And now, as they all sat there chattering and giggling, the window above opened, a glad shriek was heard, and Katy’s head appeared. In her hand she held a heap of stockings, which she waved triumphantly.

“Hurray!” she cried, “all done, and Aunt Izzie says we may go. Are you tired out waiting? I couldn’t help it, the holes were so big, and took so long. Hurry up, Clover, and get the things! Cecy and I will be down in a minute.”

The children jumped up gladly, and slid down the roof. Clover fetched a couple of baskets from the wood-shed. Elsie ran for her kitten. Dorry and John loaded themselves with two great fagots of green boughs. Just as they were ready the side-door banged, and Katy and Cecy Hall came into the yard.

I must tell you about Cecy. She was a great friend of the children’s, and lived in a house next door. The yards of the houses were only separated by a green hedge, with no gate, so that Cecy spent two-thirds of her time at Dr. Carr’s, and was exactly like one of the family. She was a neat, dapper, pink-and-white girl, modest and prim in manner, with light shiny hair, which always kept smooth, and slim hands, which never looked dirty. How different from my poor Katy! Katy’s hair was forever in a snarl; her gowns were always catching on nails and “tearing themselves”; and, in spite of her age and size, she was as heedless and innocent as a child of six. Katy was the longest girl that was ever seen. What she did to make herself grow so, nobody could tell; but there she was – up above Papa’s ear, and half a head taller than poor Aunt Izzie. Whenever she stopped to think about her height she became very awkward, and felt as if she were all legs and elbows, and angles and joints. Happily, her head was so full of other things, of plans and schemes, and fancies of all sorts that she didn’t often take time to remember how tall she was. She was a dear, loving child, for all her careless habits, and made bushels of good resolutions every week of her life, only unluckily she never kept any of them. She had fits of responsibility about the other children, and longed to set them a good example, but when the chance came, she generally forgot to do so. Katy’s days flew like the wind; for when she wasn’t studying lessons, or sewing and darning with Aunt Izzie, which she hated extremely, there were always so many delightful schemes rioting in her brains, that all she wished for was ten pairs of hands to carry them out. These same active brains got her into perpetual scrapes. She was fond of building castles in the air, and dreaming of the time when something she had done would make her famous, so that everybody would hear of her, and want to know her. I don’t think she had made up her mind what this wonderful thing was to be; but while thinking about it she often forgot to learn a lesson, or to lace her boots, and then she had a bad mark, or a scolding from Aunt Izzie. At such times she consoled herself with planning how, by and by, she would be beautiful and beloved, and amiable as an angel. A great deal was to happen to Katy before that time came. Her eyes, which were black, were to turn blue; her nose was to lengthen and straighten, and her mouth, quite too large at present to suit the part of a heroine, was to be made over into a sort of rosy button. Meantime, and until these charming changes should take place, Katy forgot her features as much as she could, though still, I think, the person on earth whom she most envied was that lady on the outside of the Tricopherous bottles with the wonderful hair which sweeps the ground.


Chapter II.
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The place to which the children were going was a sort of marshy thicket at the bottom of a field near the house. It wasn’t a big thicket, but it looked big, because the trees and bushes grew so closely that you could not see just where it ended. In the winter the ground was damp and boggy, so that nobody went there, excepting cows, who didn’t mind getting their feet wet; but in summer the water dried away, and then it was all fresh and green, and full of delightful things – wild roses, and sassafras, and birds’ nests. Narrow, winding paths ran here and there, made by the cattle as they wandered to and fro. This place the children called “Paradise,” and to them it seemed as wide and endless and full of adventure as any forest of fairy land.

The way to Paradise was through some wooden bars. Katy and Cecy climbed these with a hop, skip, and jump, while the smaller ones scrambled underneath. Once past the bars they were fairly in the field, and, with one consent, they all began to run till they reached the entrance of the wood. Then they halted, with a queer look of hesitation on their faces. It was always an exciting occasion to go to Paradise for the first time after the long winter. Who knew what the fairies might not have done since any of them had been there to see?

“Which path shall we go in by?” asked Clover, at last.

“Suppose we vote,” said Katy. “I say by the Pilgrim’s Path and the Hill of Difficulty.”

“So do I!” chimed in Clover, who always agreed with Katy.

“The Path of Peace is nice,” suggested Cecy.

“No, no! We want to go by Sassafras Path!” cried John and Dorry.

However, Katy, as usual, had her way. It was agreed that they should first try Pilgrim’s Path, and afterward make a thorough exploration of the whole of their little kingdom, and see all that happened since last they were there. So in they marched, Katy and Cecy heading the procession, and Dorry, with his great trailing bunch of boughs, bringing up the rear.

“Oh, there is the dear Rosary, all safe!” cried the children, as they reached the top of the Hill of Difficulty, and came upon a tall stump, out of the middle of which waved a wild rose-bush, budded over with fresh green leaves. This “Rosary” was a fascinating thing to their minds. They were always inventing stories about it, and were in constant terror lest some hungry cow should take a fancy to the rose-bush and eat it up.

“Yes,” said Katy, stroking a leaf with her finger, “it was in great danger one night last winter, but it escaped.”

“Oh! how? Tell us about it!” cried the others, for Katy’s stories were famous in the family.

“It was Christmas Eve,” continued Katy, in a mysterious tone. “The fairy of the Rosary was quite sick. She had taken a dreadful cold in her head, and the poplar-tree fairy, just over there, told her that sassafras tea is good for colds. So she made a large acorn-cup full, and then cuddled herself in where the wood looks so black and soft, and fell asleep. In the middle of the night, when she was snoring soundly, there was a noise in the forest, and a dreadful black bull with fiery eyes galloped up. He saw our poor Rosy Posy, and, opening his big mouth, he was just going to bite her in two; but at that minute a little fat man, with a wand in his hand, popped out from behind the stump. It was Santa Claus, of course. He gave the bull such a rap with his wand that he moo-ed dreadfully, and then put up his fore-paw, to see if his nose was on or not. He found it was, but it hurt him so that he ‘moo-ed’ again, and galloped off as fast as he could into the woods. Then Santa Claus waked up the fairy, and told her that if she didn’t take better care of Rosy Posy he should put some other fairy into her place, and set her to keep guard over a prickly, scratchy, blackberry-bush.”

“Is there really any fairy?” asked Dorry, who had listened to this narrative with open mouth.

“Of course,” answered Katy. Then bending down toward Dorry, she added in a voice intended to be of wonderful sweetness: “I am a fairy, Dorry!”

“Pshaw!” was Dorry’s reply; “you’re a giraffe – Pa said so!”

The Path of Peace got its name because of its darkness and coolness. High bushes almost met over it, and trees kept it shady, even in the middle of the day. A sort of white flower grew there, which the children called Pollypods, because they didn’t know the real name. They staid a long while picking bunches of these flowers, and then John and Dorry had to grub up an armful of sassafras roots; so that before they had fairly gone through Toadstool Avenue, Rabbit Hollow, and the rest, the sun was just over their heads, and it was noon.

“I’m getting hungry,” said Dorry.

“Oh, no, Dorry, you mustn’t be hungry till the bower is ready!” cried the little girls, alarmed, for Dorry was apt to be disconsolate if he was kept waiting for his meals. So they made haste to build the bower. It did not take long, being composed of boughs hung over skipping-ropes, which were tied to the very poplar tree where the fairy lived who had recommended sassafras tea to the Fairy of the Rose.

When it was done they all cuddled in underneath. It was a very small bower – just big enough to hold them, and the baskets, and the kitten. I don’t think there would have been room for anybody else, not even another kitten. Katy, who sat in the middle, untied and lifted the lid of the largest basket, while all the rest peeped eagerly to see what was inside.

First came a great many ginger cakes. These were carefully laid on the grass to keep till wanted; buttered biscuit came next – three a piece, with slices of cold lamb laid in between; and last of all were a dozen hard-boiled eggs, and a layer of thick bread and butter sandwiched with corned-beef. Aunt Izzie had put up lunches for Paradise before, you see, and knew pretty well what to expect in the way of appetite.

Oh, how good everything tasted in that bower, with the fresh wind rustling the poplar leaves, sunshine and sweet wood-smells about them, and birds singing overhead! No grown-up dinner party ever had half so much fun. Each mouthful was a pleasure; and when the last crumb had vanished, Katy produced the second basket, and there, oh, delightful surprise! were seven little pies – molasses pies, baked in saucers – each with a brown top and crisp, candified edge, which tasted like toffy and lemon-peel, and all sorts of good things mixed up together.

There was a general shout. Even demure Cecy was pleased, and Dorry and John kicked their heels on the ground in a tumult of joy. Seven pairs of hands were held out at once toward the basket; seven sets of teeth went to work without a moment’s delay. In an incredibly short time every vestige of pie had disappeared, and a blissful stickiness pervaded the party.

“What shall we do now?” asked Clover, while little Phil tipped the baskets upside down, as if to make sure there was nothing left that could possibly be eaten.

“I don’t know,” replied Katy, dreamily. She had left her seat, and was half-sitting, half-lying on the low crooked bough of a butternut tree, which hung almost over the children’s heads.

“Let’s play we’re grown up,” said Cecy, “and tell what we mean to do.”

“Well,” said Clover, “you begin. What do you mean to do?”

“I mean to have a black silk dress, and pink roses in my bonnet, and a white muslin long-shawl,” said Cecy; “and I mean to look exactly like Minerva Clark! I shall be very good, too; as good as Mrs. Bedell, only a great deal prettier. All the young gentlemen will want me to go and ride, but I sha’n’t notice them at all, because you know I shall always be teaching in Sunday-school, and visiting the poor. And some day, when I am bending over an old woman, and feeding her with currant jelly, a poet will come along and see me, and he’ll go home and write a poem about me,” concluded Cecy, triumphantly.

“Pooh!” said Clover. “I don’t think that would be nice at all. I’m going to be a beautiful lady –the most beautiful lady in the world! And I’m going to live in a yellow castle, with yellow pillars to the portico, and a square thing on top, like Mr. Sawyer’s. My children are going to have a play-house up there. There’s going to be a spy-glass in the window to look out of. I shall wear gold dresses and silver dresses every day, and diamond rings, and have white satin aprons to tie on when I’m dusting, or doing anything dirty. In the middle of my back-yard there will be a pond-full of Lubin’s Extracts, and whenever I want any I shall just go out and dip a bottle in. And I sha’n’t teach in Sunday-schools, like Cecy, because I don’t want to; but every Sunday I’ll go and stand by the gate, and when her scholars go by on their way home, I’ll put Lubin’s Extracts on their handkerchiefs.”

“I mean to have just the same,” cried Elsie, whose imagination was fired by this gorgeous vision, “only my pond will be the biggest. I shall be a great deal beautifuller, too,” she added.

“You can’t,” said Katy from overhead. “Clover is going to be the most beautiful lady in the world.”

“But I’ll be more beautiful than the most beautiful,” persisted poor little Elsie; “and I’ll be big, too, and know everybody’s secrets. And everybody’ll be kind then, and never run away and hide; and there won’t be any post-offices, or anything disagreeable.”

“What’ll you be, Johnnie?” asked Clover, anxious to change the subject, for Elsie’s voice was growing plaintive.

But Johnnie had no clear ideas as to her future. She laughed a great deal, and squeezed Dorry’s arm very tight, but that was all. Dorry was more explicit.

“I mean to have turkey every day,” he declared, “and batter-puddings; not boiled ones, you know, but little baked ones, with brown shiny tops, and a great deal of pudding sauce to eat on them. And I shall be so big then that nobody will say, ‘Three helps is quite enough for a little boy.’”

“Oh, Dorry, you pig!” cried Katy, while the others screamed with laughter. Dorry was much affronted.

“I shall just go and tell Aunt Izzie what you called me,” he said, getting up in a great pet.

But Clover, who was a born peacemaker, caught hold of his arm, and her coaxing and entreaties consoled him so much that he finally said he would stay; especially as the others were quite grave now, and promised that they wouldn’t laugh any more.

“And now, Katy, it’s your turn,” said Cecy; “tell us what you’re going to be when you grow up.”

“I’m not sure about what I’ll be,” replied Katy, from overhead; “beautiful, of course, and good if I can, only not so good as you, Cecy, because it would be nice to go and ride with the young gentlemen sometimes. And I’d like to have a large house and a splendiferous garden, and then you could all come and live with me, and we would play in the garden, and Dorry should have turkey five times a day if he liked. And we’d have a machine to darn the stockings, and another machine to put the bureau drawers in order, and we’d never sew or knit garters, or do anything we didn’t want to. That’s what I’d like to be. But now I’ll tell you what I mean to do.”

“Isn’t it the same thing?” asked Cecy

“Oh, no!” replied Katy, “quite different; for you see I mean to do something grand. I don’t know what, yet; but when I’m grown up I shall find out.” (Poor Katy always said “when I’m grown up,” forgetting how very much she had grown already.) “Perhaps,” she went on, “it will be rowing out in boats, and saving peoples’ lives, like that girl in the book. Or perhaps I shall go and nurse in the hospital, like Miss Nightingale. Or else I’ll head a crusade and ride on a white horse, with armor and a helmet on my head, and carry a sacred flag. Or if I don’t do that, I’ll paint pictures, or sing, or scalp – sculp – what is it? you know – make figures in marble. Anyhow it shall be something. And when Aunt Izzie sees it, and reads about me in the newspapers, she will say, ‘The dear child! I always knew she would turn out an ornament to the family.’ People very often say, afterward, that they ‘always knew,’” concluded Katy sagaciously.

“Oh, Katy! how beautiful it will be!” said Clover, clasping her hands. Clover believed in Katy as she did in the Bible.

“I don’t believe the newspapers would be so silly as to print things about you, Katy Carr,” put in Elsie, vindictively.

“Yes they will!” said Clover, and gave Elsie a push.

By and by John and Dorry trotted away on mysterious errands of their own.

“Wasn’t Dorry funny with his turkey?” remarked Cecy; and they all laughed again.

“If you won’t tell,” said Katy, “I’ll let you see Dorry’s journal. He kept it once for almost two weeks, and then gave it up. I found the book, this morning, in the nursery closet.”

All of them promised, and Katy produced it from her pocket. It began thus:

“March 12. – Have resolved to keep a jurnal.

March 13. – Had rost befe for diner, and cabage, and potato and appel sawse, and rice puding. I do not like rice puding when it is like ours. Charley Slack’s kind is rele good. Mush and sirup for tea.

March 19. – Forgit what did. John and me saved our pie to take to schule.

March 21. – Forgit what did. Gridel cakes for brekfast. Debby didn’t fry enuff.

March 24. – This is Sunday. Corn befe for dinnir. Studdied my Bibel leson. Aunt Issy said I was gredy. Have resollved not to think so much about things to ete. Wish I was a better boy. Nothing pertikeler for tea.

March 25. – Forgit what did.

March 27. – Forgit what did.

March 29. – Played.

March 31. – Forgit what did.

April 1. – Have dissided not to kepe a jurnal enny more.”

Here ended the extracts; and it seemed as if only a minute had passed since they stopped laughing over them, before the long shadows began to fall, and Mary came to say that all of them must come in to get ready for tea. It was dreadful to have to pick up the empty baskets and go home, feeling that the long, delightful Saturday was over, and that there wouldn’t be another for a week. But it was comforting to remember that Paradise was always there; and that at any moment when Fate and Aunt Izzie were willing they had only to climb a pair of bars – very easy ones, and without any fear of an angel with flaming sword to stop the way – enter in, and take possession of their Eden.
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Mrs. Knight’s school, to which Katy and Clover and Cecy went, stood quite at the other end of the town from Dr. Carr’s. It was a low, one-story building, and had a yard behind it, in which the girls played at recess. Unfortunately, next door to it was Miss Miller’s school, equally large and popular, and with a yard behind it also. Only a high board fence separated the two play-grounds.

Mrs. Knight was a stout, gentle woman, who moved slowly, and had a face which made you think of an amiable and well-disposed cow. Miss Miller, on the contrary, had black eyes, with black corkscrew curls waving about them, and was generally brisk and snappy. A constant feud raged between the two schools as to the respective merits of the teachers and the instruction. The Knight girls, for some unknown reason, considered themselves genteel and the Miller girls vulgar, and took no pains to conceal this opinion; while the Miller girls, on the other hand, retaliated by being as aggravating as they knew how. They spent their recesses and intermissions mostly in making faces through the knot-holes in the fence, and over the top of it, when they could get there, which wasn’t an easy thing to do, as the fence was pretty high. The Knight girls could make faces too, for all their gentility. Their yard had one great advantage over the other: it possessed a wood-shed, with a climbable roof
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