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This book is dedicated to the youngest generation,
 my three grandchildren:
 Joe, named for the wonderful Joes;
 Rob, for the special grandfathers;
 and Julia, for her great-great-grandmother and her aunt.
 As they decide the future, may they also study the past.

Praise, therefore, be to Him who hath made the histories of the Past an admonition unto the Present.
—Sir Richard Burton, The Arabian Nights
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CHAPTER ONE
A Beginning
The world to an end shall come
In eighteen hundred and eighty-one.
—Prophecy by an anonymous author, 1488
[image: image] On a windy September day in 1881, the captain ordered the anchor dropped while the ship was still far offshore. This was routine procedure, as the port of Jaffa in Palestine was notoriously unsafe. Until that moment, however, not one of the eighteen pilgrims assembled on deck had been aware of just how difficult disembarkation might be. In their haste to leave Chicago, none had thought to pack a guidebook, and they now strained to make out details of the scene before them. The town of Jaffa seemed pretty in the morning sunlight. A mosque crowned a picturesque riot of domed houses tumbling down to the sea. There was an inviting waterfront, lined with handsome brick and stone warehouses, and orange trees abounded in the countryside around the town. But the foaming waves that crashed against a circular belt of sunken boulders between them and the shore were distinctly intimidating.1
Neither their own steamer nor any of the other large ships anchored nearby could get close to shore. This had been so since 1345, when the Egyptian Mamluks had destroyed Jaffa’s venerable harbor, determined that no infidel crusaders would ever again invade the Eastern lands after Sultan Baybars had expelled the last Western knights in 1271. Tradition had it that Andromeda was chained to one of these jagged rocks, and it was from Jaffa—or ancient Joppa—that Jonah had fled to escape being sent to Nineveh, and then was swallowed by a whale. Hiram of Tyre sent his Lebanese cedars on floats to this port for Solomon to build his great temple in Jerusalem, and in the town itself Simon the tanner had been host to Saint Peter.
The pilgrims knew these stories. Though they lacked a guidebook, they each carried a Bible, and biblical names and characters were as familiar to them as those of their families. They were both weary and excited. They had been voyaging since August 17, when they left Chicago abruptly, after nightfall. If some had not been completely ready, none could have hesitated. The glorious message for which they had been waiting had come at last. Eagerly, they obeyed the summons. The Resurrection was at hand and they were prepared to meet the Messiah.
Thus, via Quebec by train, then by steamer to London, six women, four men, a nineteen-year-old youth, two young girls, and three babies had sailed by the northern route to Liverpool. With the addition of a retired British army captain and his wife who had asked to join them in London, the little band was now close to their hearts’ desire. Soon they would be in Jerusalem to greet their Savior personally when He alighted on the Mount of Olives.
Within moments, a motley fleet of rowboats and little barges surging through the rock barrier threw their lines over the ship’s side and were bobbing against its hull. A rabble of barefooted Arabs, hoisting themselves up with ropes and chains, clambered swiftly aboard, shouting incomprehensibly. Many had daggers thrust into their wide red sashes, and all seemed enormous and frightening to the startled passengers whom the captain had only recently warned of Jaffa’s famously unceremonious custom of disembarkation. Clad in baggy trousers and wearing red fezzes, the boatmen fell upon passengers and baggage like a swarm of hornets, scooping men, women, children, trunks, valises, and hatboxes up in a viselike grip, and half-tossed, half-handed them over to their waiting comrades below. Finding themselves breathless and disarranged but at least safe in the heaving tenders, the ladies patted their bonnets and skirts back into order while the gentlemen offered a steadying hand. Once past the rock barrier, they were again seized by the Arab longshoremen, who carried them through the surf and up the beach, and finally set them down on Canaan’s sacred soil.
Little did the pilgrims guess, as they waited for their ride over the sultan’s new carriage road from Jaffa to Jerusalem, that filth, illness, and sorrow awaited them. Nor could they know of the singular friendships and rapturous moments that also lay ahead. In Chicago, the newspapers had called them the “Overcomers.” Their doctrines were strange. They had been rebuffed and ridiculed for their beliefs, and for their unwavering faith in their spiritual leaders, Horatio Spafford and his blue-eyed wife, Anna. Yet educated, attractive, mostly well-to-do, and some socially prominent, these pilgrims were moved by the absolute conviction that they had been called to their journey.
 
The second half of the nineteenth century, often called America’s Gilded Age, was known as “Bible drenched,” and for good reason. After the recent and bloodily divisive Civil War, America had become rich, but the new wealth, resulting from an agrarian way of life giving way to an industrialized society, brought stress to many. A grand network of railroads and the Erie Canal, completed in 1825, had fueled a westward migration. Travel and the creation of new businesses had become easier, but massive dislocations followed. Suddenly there were crowded cities and an urban poor. Moreover, vast numbers of immigrants seeking work and a better life continued to arrive, bringing with them new ideas that disturbed rural America. By the middle of the tumultuous century that gave birth to the Overcomers, many made anxious by the secularism and Enlightenment thinking of the old Continent had turned to religion for reassurance and certitude.
This impulse was hardly new to America, which had already enjoyed two waves of religious “awakenings” in the past. The first had occurred four decades before the American Revolution, the second began at the start of the nineteenth century and lasted into the 1830s. Although the founding fathers, valuing freedom of conscience, had separated church from state, the country was overwhelmingly Protestant. Central to Protestantism was the belief that man needed no interceding church hierarchy to save his soul: justification was by faith, and salvation thus the responsibility of the individual alone. This liberating notion had given rise over the years to schismatic groups breaking off from mainstream churches to found their own denominations, develop their own creeds, and evangelize those in need of being “saved.”
Alexis de Tocqueville, touring the country in 1831, had observed that “the prevailing passion” seemed to be “acquiring the good things of the world,” but he had also been fascinated by a second powerful theme. “In the midst of American society you meet with men full of fanatical and almost wild spiritualism…From time to time strange sects arise which endeavor to strike out extraordinary paths to external happiness. Religious insanity is very common in the United States.”
As the firewall between church and state prevented the creation of a state-supported church of the kind that existed in many European countries, individual preachers in America had to create and sustain their own congregations and develop techniques to bind them close. Conditions, therefore, were ripe for preacher-prophets to roam the land, look for converts, and win them away to their own special visions. Nothing, it seems, served as well as a revival to satisfy the Protestant’s desire to embrace the Lord and lay down his burdens of sin and guilt. The country had long seen multitudes of eager seekers traveling long distances to gather in tents to be exhorted, to shout “Amen!” and to be born again. Longing to “feel” God’s presence in their bodies as well as in their hearts and minds, many Protestants yearned for a dramatic baptism in the Holy Spirit. Accordingly, flourishing pentecostal movements had long been part of the American scene where overwrought believers engaged in strange, even shocking behaviors.*1 
In August 1801, at Cane Ridge, Kentucky, twenty-five thousand farmers and their families converged from their lonely mountain farms in search of religious communion. At a gathering larger than most cities of the period, and held under the auspices of Presbyterians but drawing masses from the faster-growing Methodist and Baptist denominations, men, women, and children laughed, sang, twirled, and barked like dogs until they collapsed unconscious on the ground in a trance. “These were rough people, profane, heavy drinkers, violent, who had never before attended night camp meetings. Conversion and love-making intermingled in an orgy of Pentecostal enthusiasm.”2 Reports of the bacchanal ignited a flurry of similar revivals elsewhere in the country among people equally lonely, ignorant, devoid of other entertainments, and above all bewildered by the social and economic upheavals marking the times.
The fervor famously scorched upper New York state, aptly named “the Burned-Over District” for its consecutive religious enthusiasms. Horatio Spafford was born and raised in Troy, New York, and had seen the impact of thousands of foreign immigrants converging to dig the 363-mile-long Erie Canal and rub their strange habits against staid old ways. Suddenly mills and factories stood where farms had been, and shantytowns sprawled with noisy pubs, drinking, and crime. Itinerant preachers arrived to offer consolation and their personal interpretations of Protestantism—if in fact these could be called Protestant at all—and the more sensational they were, the greater the number of adherents gathering to be consoled. Multitudes of sects arose. Perhaps among the best known were the celibate dancing Shakers who followed “Mother” Ann Lee in 1776, then, in 1830, Joseph Smith’s polygamous Mormons, and, finally, the Oneida Perfectionists who practiced “free love” as preached by John Humphrey Noyes in 1848. Like most other sects, these products of the Burned-Over District revolved around a charismatic leader who drastically reordered traditional family relationships.
As nineteenth-century revivalism gathered momentum, expectations became common among Protestants in America for an imminent Second Coming. For many, the decades of violence in Europe had surely heralded that the end was near. William Miller, a New York state farmer and Baptist lay preacher, was one who twice preached a specific date for the return. When Christ disappointed Miller in 1843, he recalculated the date for precisely October 22, 1844, an exactitude that was his undoing. When some forty thousand Millerites gathered for the fateful day and again nothing happened, derision sent him to an early grave, while the believers who had sold their homes and businesses to don ascension robes were left to sorrow in bankruptcy.3
For many Protestants, preachments from a Sunday pulpit by their Episcopal, Presbyterian, Congregationalist, Baptist, or Methodist pastors could never adequately answer their craving for an intense spiritual experience, which was for these seekers more important than scriptural guidance. So many turned to sects that offered unbridled and ecstatic practices, and over the years a wide variety of different strains blossomed from Protestantism. Among them were the Christian Scientists, the Churches of Christ, the Fourierists, Swedenborgians, and Seventh-Day Baptists, the Keswick movement, the Holiness movement, the Plymouth Brethren, Pietists and Quietists, Spiritualists, and Inner-Lightists, as well as endless other denominational divisions, branches, sects, and cults dedicated to satisfying “religious desire.”4 Ever curious and experimental, Americans have tried everything from animal magnetism and healing machines to table rapping and magnetic fluids in their quest for communion with the saving God and a favorable reception in the world to come.
 
It was from this creative current in Protestant thinking that the Overcomers were born, inspired by their prophets, Horatio and Anna Spafford, in Chicago. Above all, they were convinced millenarians, awaiting the cataclysm in which God would destroy the ruling power of evil and raise the righteous into the heavenly kingdom.5 Unlike so many of their fellow citizens, however, who considered America itself to be the new Zion—the place for a fresh and godly start where they could build a new “City on a Hill”6—the Spaffords and their followers turned eastward to the old Zion: Jerusalem, in Ottoman Palestine. Here they would establish themselves as the first permanent and longest-lasting American settlement in the holy city. All the while, they looked for the “signs” that would herald the Messiah’s return, constructing a personal theology that incorporated much of evangelical thinking at that time, including the necessity of the Jews’ return to the land of their fathers, according to the ancient prophecies. As they waited and watched, they would bear witness to the titanic events that ultimately formed the modern Middle East. Surviving war, famine, plagues, and revolution, these ardent believers participated in the death throes of the Ottoman Empire, witnessed the arrival of the victorious British in 1917, and eventually saw a second generation grow up. Their colony flourished through the British mandate period as Jews arrived in ever-increasing numbers to fulfill their own Zionist dream. A smaller group stayed on through World War II and eventually saw the creation in 1948 of the powerful new Jewish state, Israel.
The pilgrims became known almost immediately as the American Colony, although in due course their expanding membership would include British, Indian, Canadian, Scottish, French, Turkish, Romanian, Polish, Serbian, Spanish, Danish, Norwegian, and especially Swedish additions. From the start, they were viewed as cranks and degenerates by Jerusalem’s Protestant missionaries, and particularly by two successive U.S. consuls who ascribed to them immoral practices and sexual license. Yet to many Jews, Muslims, Greeks, Latins, Armenians, Copts, and sundry others who contended often viciously in the City of Peace, their reputation was quite the opposite—one of unsurpassed goodness and generosity to the poor and the needy around them. Notable visitors to Jerusalem who stayed under their hospitable roof returned home singing paeans to the American Colony even as it was quietly evolving into a business for the profit of the strongest of the surviving members, a business that exists today as one of the most celebrated hotels in the Middle East. As one contemporary wag observed, “They came to do good and they stayed to do well.”
If the process crushed the lives of some weaker members unable to escape the cruelty, emotional blackmail, and discrimination that buttressed the pilgrims’ utopian dream, the story is a very human one. In times of confusion, suffering, or dread of the future, otherwise reasonable men and women have willingly handed over their freedom to another deemed stronger and endowed with greater certainty—usually a leader they believe to be in touch with a “higher” authority. Certainly it happened when the Overcomers came to Jerusalem in 1881 and settled down as an active and integral part of one of the most fiercely divided and emotional places on earth. Their contribution to the social and political life of Jerusalem was to leave an indelible imprint. Even today there is not a map of Jerusalem that does not show the visitor how to find his way to the famous American Colony Hotel, just a short walk outside the walls.
 
On the bustling Jaffa quay, the sun beat down on the well-dressed and apparently affluent pilgrims as they moved toward the throng of Turkish soldiers, custom officers, and longshoremen. An agent for the British tourist agency Thomas Cook & Son identified himself to Horatio Spafford. Tall, silver-haired, and dignified, Horatio inquired about what arrangements had been made for them. The agent said he had two spring wagons to take them to Jerusalem. Surveying the ladies in their handsome traveling costumes, their guide added that he hoped it would not be too rough a ride. In the meantime, he suggested that they wander a bit in the streets.
“You’ve been lucky,” said the agent, assuring them that he would steer them through Turkish customs as quickly as he could. “We’ve just finished a cholera quarantine. If you had come earlier, the Turks would have kept you in one of their prisons until it was over.”
Horatio glanced at his wife standing beside him. Erect, her lovely Scandinavian complexion pale in the morning glare but her eyes as brilliant as the sea, she was as beautiful and necessary to him as she had been when he had fallen in love with her, a mere girl of fifteen and he a practicing attorney of twenty-nine. Now she was thirty-nine and had borne him seven children. They were close to their goal; they were standing on the very ground Christ’s feet had touched. Like other Protestant Americans encountering the Holy Land for the first time, they looked with misty eyes at turbaned and sandal-footed Arabs dressed, they believed, in the same robes Christ and his apostles had worn. To them, the scene seemed profoundly familiar. This was the place, as Horatio had said, “where my Lord lived, suffered, and conquered. And I wish to learn how to live, suffer, and especially to conquer.”7
In the American imagination, Palestine held a mythic place. Bible-reading Protestants envisioned its landscape and its sacred sites, familiarizing themselves with its geography as intimately as they knew their own cities. As de Tocqueville had noted, the habit of the American businessman was to go home at night, not to review his ledgers, but to read his Bible to his family. Some viewed it as a dreamland, lacking reality. Others recognized it as a real place, which they yearned for and felt they must eventually visit.8 In the second half of the nineteenth century especially—when personal prosperity, a brisk steamship trade, and relaxed regulations issued by the Ottoman sultan under whose rule the shabby province of Palestine lay made the trip more feasible—Americans streamed here by the thousands. Even President Lincoln, on that fateful day when he went to Ford’s theater, told his wife that he intended to visit the Holy Land. For all, it was the “spot on earth where the beauty and the majesty of God have been revealed to man,” as one rhapsodic visitor wrote in 1867.9
Soon the Overcomers would be in Jerusalem. And as it invariably was for all the other pilgrims, tourists, missionaries, officials, archaeologists, and hopeful entrepreneurs initially exposed to this city of their dreams, it would be a shock. “It is the most hopeless, dreary, heartbroken piece of territory out of Arizona,” wrote Mark Twain, who declared after a visit in 1867 that even “the sun would skip it if he could make schedule by going around.”10 The optimistic, determined, and cheerful American spirit was usually incredulous at witnessing the squalor, lassitude, incompetence, and medieval wretchedness of Ottoman Palestine, and yet adored it—unless, of course, the visitor’s spirit was as sardonic as Mark Twain’s. If Jerusalem’s streets were narrow, the smells intolerable, and the water polluted, nevertheless earnest Americans wandered the sacred ruins in a state of exaltation, confirmed in their belief that all the Bible told them was true. As to the pathetic nature of the place, they concluded that Zion was “suffering for its sins,” that the Lord had “punished his wayward people” who had committed deicide and were now paying penance. Every diligent student of the New Testament was familiar with Saint Paul’s prophecy that the conversion of the Jews to Christianity would precede the Messiah’s return. And if they were millenarians like the Overcomers, they believed that God had postponed the final judgment until the Jews were returned to Zion to repent their sins.
The Overcomers had long been on the lookout for “signs” heralding the end of days. They believed that they were living in a pre-apocalyptic pause. For them, this was the last chapter of a long history in which mankind had consistently ignored God’s commands from the time that Adam and Eve had eaten of the forbidden fruit. To the Overcomers, these chapters or eras were known as “dispensations.” In this, the final dispensation, it had been revealed to Horatio that their little band was none other than the “Bride” of Christ, the “Bridegroom.”
Signs were always important to millenarians, and the Overcomers took them very seriously. Earthquakes, tidal waves, meteor showers, and similar alarming phenomena were indicators that Armageddon approached. Newspapers had carried stories of the fire in Vienna’s Ring Theater earlier in 1881, when 860 opera lovers perished—surely a punishment on pleasure seekers. On March 13 in Russia that year, in the sanctity of a church, Czar Alexander II had been felled by an assassin, and in America a madman shot President James A. Garfield on July 2, just a month and a half before the Overcomers left Chicago.
On September 4, 1881, two weeks after the papers announced that Mrs. Garfield was pregnant and expecting a baby in November, an article in the New York Times mentioned that “a new sect has arisen in Chicago, whose members call themselves the Overcomers. They assume to have a peculiar inheritance in the promises which were made to the seven churches of Asia, claim to work miracles, and believe in the salvation of all, even of the Devil; but many will first have to pass through purgatory. Their leader and some of their most advanced saints are said to be on their way to Jerusalem to inaugurate the new dispensation.”11
 
It was nightfall when the pilgrims at last arrived in Jerusalem, exhausted but exhilarated. They had been bounced for hours and choked by clouds of billowing white dust. As the Cook’s agent promised, the day had been long, and now the sky was bright with distant stars. They climbed stiffly out of the spring wagons and walked beneath the Jaffa Gate. The streets were only dimly lit by the glow of kerosene lamps from inside stone houses.
They had very little luggage. The Spaffords themselves had brought only one trunk. Material possessions were insignificant with the end so near. Horatio had told Cook’s that they could not afford the more expensive alternative of camping in tents outside the walls, where the air was less foul than in the city. Had the Overcomers not vehemently rejected the teaching of the established Christian churches, they might have been comfortable in one of the pilgrim hostels sponsored by various Christian orders. Instead, the band of eighteen pilgrims followed the agent to a squalid caravanserai, the Mediterranean Hotel, near the Coptic convent on the Street of the Patriarch, off David Street. There, with mixed emotions and quiet prayer, they spent their first night in Jerusalem.
The following morning they arose to find themselves a house. Mark Twain had said, “What Palestine wants is paint. It will never be a beautiful country while it is unpainted. Each detachment of pilgrims ought to give it a coat.”12 The Overcomers intended to do just that—find themselves a house, broom out the vermin, and paint it. Anna would make sure it was as pretty and welcoming as the lovely place she had abandoned in Chicago. And when the whispers began, swelling to a muffled roar, that all was not right with this singular American household, the gaze of Horatio’s beautiful wife never wavered, nor did she cease to work her abundant charm on Jerusalem’s susceptible citizenry.

CHAPTER TWO
Anna
I stood ready to say to my fatherland, my kindred, my parish and my parents, farewell.
—A Norwegian who left Stavanger in 1855
Norway and Sweden have already sent large colonies to this country, who have settled principally in Wisconsin and Illinois. They prove to be most valuable and exemplary citizens, sober, chaste, industrious, and intelligent.
—Knoxville Republican, May 13, 1856
[image: image] High over the rocky coast gulls circled freely, mocking the hardship of the Stavanger people. This Norwegian port was not the only town that had fallen on hard times. All of Norway, indeed all of Scandinavia, was still suffering from the deprivations inflicted by the Napoleonic Wars. Always proud, traditionally stoic, inured to hard work and long dark winters, the Norsemen felt they had been tested enough. The majority of Norwegians, like most Scandinavians, were deeply religious, and many agreed that their stern Lutheran ministers were interested less in their spiritual needs than in maintaining a rigidly class-conscious status quo. Increasingly, they were attracted to the more satisfying new Protestant faiths spreading across the ocean from America. For some time now, they had been welcoming Baptist, Mormon, and Methodist missionaries into their homes to preach. In Stavanger a community of Quakers had been quietly developing ever since hundreds of Norwegian merchant seamen imprisoned by the British had been assisted, and then converted, by British Quakers.
In 1842, less than thirty years after the seamen returned home with their new faith, a baby girl was born to a family of Quaker sympathizers living just outside Stavanger’s city limits. When Anne Tobine Larsdatter Øglende arrived on March 16, 1842, her father and mother had been hurriedly married only six months before.1 Her father, Bjarne Lars Larsen Øglende, was a widower struggling to raise two children.2 Although a farmer as well as a carpenter skilled in making violins and somewhat better off than some, he found it difficult to be alone. He sought comfort in the warm embrace of a girl from southern Norway, Gurine Tobine Andersdatter. When he learned she was pregnant, he did the honorable thing and made her his wife.3 Their blue-eyed, flaxen-haired baby was baptized in Stavanger’s old Domkirke in the presence of family friends. Many were Quakers, although Lars himself had not embraced Quakerism; it was a dangerous thing to do. The state-supported Lutheran Church had denounced this increasingly popular new faith as heretical. To be a dissenter risked persecution as the Lutheran hierarchy fought to stanch the flight of its parishioners. One could be imprisoned simply for gathering privately with friends to pray and read the Bible. Small wonder that thrilling letters telling of liberty in America were secretly passed from family to family and gave pause to men like Øglende.
“I can tell you that here we do not live frugally,” crowed one happy immigrant. “One has eggs and egg pancakes and canned fish and fresh fish, and fruits of all kinds, so it is different from you who have to sit and suck herring bones.”4
Another letter boasted of chickens and hogs apparently for the taking. “We can cut all the hay we want—all free! All our bread is white, being made from bolted wheat flour. This is surely the Promised Land.”5
But beyond such unheard-of abundance, the news that mattered most was the descriptions of a democratic society in American which allowed freedom of worship: “All are alike, the farmer, the minister, and the judge. One does not need to go and bow and nod, hat in hand,” which was the expected behavior of a Norwegian man to his social superior.6
It would not be long before such reports persuaded Anne’s father and his friends. Having heard that carpenters in America were scarce, Lars decided to take the risk, but to leave behind his seven-year-old son, Edvard, and older daughter, Rachel. If things worked out, they could follow later. On May 10, 1846, the Øglendes, including four-year-old Anne, and 150 other Norwegians set sail for New York on the 290-ton sailing vessel Norden. The trip took two months, the passengers bedded on straw, and each woman cooked her family’s dinner in an improvised galley, with little to eat but porridge and an occasional codfish caught off the Newfoundland Banks.7
New York, however, was not their real destination; they were eager to follow in the wake of their countrymen who were establishing Scandinavian communities in Chicago, a boomtown growing faster than any city in the country. Formally organized only thirteen years earlier and the gateway to the west, the Chicago of 1846 was already called “the boss city of the Universe.”8 Shipping traffic through the Great Lakes brought trade to Lake Michigan’s southern shore, where goods and people could be off-loaded to resume the trek farther west or south. The completed Erie Canal contributed to an explosion of commerce powering a great wave of westward migration to a frontier rich in timber, minerals, and farmland for the taking if one did not fear hard work.
The gently flowing and dreadfully polluted Chicago River was the six-mile-long city’s convenient artery, branching off in two directions. Tall-masted ships moved along it, and at points where the streets crossed the river, swinging bridges manned by two men swung out to let them pass. Mud was the problem in the low-lying shore land. Water stood in the streets for most of the year. A brown bog in winter, it turned to choking dust in summer, so the new city was building a network of elevated wooden sidewalks. Most of Chicago, in fact, seemed constructed of wood, easily obtained from surrounding forests. As a result, citizens were vigilant about fire and divided the city into districts, each known by its number. “In some central and conspicuous place in each,” an admiring young English visitor wrote his family, “is a box containing an apparatus by which a bell may be rung in a room in City Hall. In this room there are men constantly watching the bells. As soon as the bell of any district is rung, the watchers reply with a hurried kind of chime on the large bell of the City Hall, which can be heard in every part of the city. This is to announce that there is a fire.”9
Fire was not the only hazard. The air was thick with smoke from the burning of bituminous coal, which blackened new buildings practically before they were built. Lake Michigan’s swampy shore bred mosquitoes, so malaria, or “ague fever,” as it was called, swept the city at regular intervals. The Chicago River was an open sewer, and while steps were already being taken to ensure a clean water supply by driving a pipeline deep into Lake Michigan, there were also periodic outbreaks of scarlet fever, diphtheria, smallpox, typhoid, and cholera.
Funerals were common in the various congested enclaves where Germans or Irish or Scandinavians composed the largest portion of the city’s foreign-born. It was they who took on the low-paying jobs that native-born Americans disdained. Germans worked in breweries, distilleries, and factories. Their beer gardens, scandalously open on Sunday, rang with boisterous merriment. The Irish claimed the area southwest of downtown near the stockyards and lumberyards. Merry and feckless to disapproving Protestants, they gathered to dance and play cards all night in their pubs and sallied forth in prodigious numbers on Saint Patrick’s Day. The Scandinavians were more dispersed, more circumspect, and far more inclined to observe Protestant taboos against drinking, dancing, and cards. They stuck together in wards near the North Side, worked in shipyards and manufacturing, and provided the city with tailors, dressmakers, and milliners.
There could be no doubt that Chicago was a religious town. “Sunday in Chicago,” said one visitor, “though not observed as it is in New England, is, I think, more respected than any town of 20,000 inhabitants or upwards, south of Philadelphia. The movement of the people is generally churchward, and the churches are well filled…Crime and immorality exist to an alarming extent; yet the Puritan element so far predominates in the population of the place, that wickedness is neither popular nor respectable.”10 Almost daily, it seemed, a new church spire thrust skyward to compete along a horizon of bristling ships’ masts. Unlike the Roman Catholic Irish, who resisted integration into this intensely Protestant society, the conservative-minded Scandinavians endorsed the Calvinist values of frugality, hard work, and sober living. To the degree they saw fit, they also strove to cast off the customs of the Old Country to better fit in as Americans.11
The Øglende family was as adaptive as the rest. It was quickly apparent that they would have to not only learn English but drop their strange Norwegian names. So Lars became Lars Lawson, his wife Tanetta, and Anne simply Anna Tubena Lawson. Anna’s half brother and half sister, Edvard and Rachel, had arrived, and he became Edward. A new baby brother was christened Hans, and the family settled down to reap the benefits of the new land.
Three years later, in 1849, cholera struck. It came on April 29 with an emigrant boat, the John Drew, and raged until late October. That year 678 persons died, the worst death rate from any cause since Chicago began keeping health statistics.12 Yellow notices were tacked on doors, warning people away from infected homes.13 The contagion was unsparing, but crowded tenement areas bore the heaviest losses. When Tanetta and little Hans fell sick, harsh reality interrupted the Lawsons’ lives. Much later Anna told her daughter that she remembered the sounds of groans and grieving emerging from thin walls as she hurried through deserted streets to fetch medicine and brandy.14 The baby died, and then shortly afterward Anna’s mother succumbed.
Once more Lars Lawson was a widower. Although his daughter Rachel was old enough to assume some of the housekeeping responsibilities, Edward was only ten, and Anna seven. The burdens were heavy. For six years the family struggled on, until Lars realized he, too, might die. In his case it was a debilitating “consumption” that caused him to cough up blood. However, there was one hope. The harsh winter air of Minnesota, people were saying, killed germs.
 
In 1854 the Chicago and Rock Island Railroad completed a line from Chicago to St. Paul, Minnesota. The former president Millard Fillmore agreed to use the line for a rail and riverboat journey as a “coming-out party” for the newly established Minnesota Territory.15 In early June 1854, Fillmore’s “Grand Excursion,” described as “by far the most brilliant event of its kind that the West has ever witnessed,” took off in the company of twelve hundred revelers.16
In warm weather the journey to Minnesota from Chicago could be made in about thirty hours, and so a spectacular landgrab was launched. In April 1855 the steamer War Eagle disgorged 814 eager speculators and would-be settlers in a mad scramble to squat on as much U.S. government land as possible until their claims were formally assigned and, after that, on any land that had not already been taken from the helpless and deracinated Sioux and Dakota Indian tribes. To stake a claim, one simply had to build a house. Even single women, unable to stake a claim unless they were widowed or “head of a family,” could show equal enterprise simply by borrowing a house and a neighbor’s baby—to be returned when their claim was registered.17
Through the spring and summer of 1855 untold numbers of native Yankees, English, Irish, Dutch, Germans, and assorted others streamed to Minnesota to take advantage of “a good state—one of the most fertile, best timbered, best watered, of all the New States,” as Horace Greeley, editor of the New-York Tribune and a great booster of western migration, enthusiastically put it.18 But especially Norwegians came. Over the years, more Norwegians were to settle in Minnesota than in any other state in the country—some 850,000 between 1825 and 1928.19 In particular, the Norwegians were attracted to the developing township of Wanamingo, named after a Native American heroine, which offered good water, forests in the north, and a grassy plain stretching to the south as far as the eye could see.
It was to Wanamingo that Lars and Edward headed. Like all other hopefuls, they arrived in an ox-drawn “screech wagon,” so called because “the poorly-lubricated wheels and axles emitted a penetrating wail never to be forgotten by those who heard it.”20 Little did they realize that the sound was a mourning dirge for their little family, already stunned by loss and now splitting further apart, soon to break up forever.
 
Emphatically, Anna did not want to leave Chicago. Some rather nice things had begun to happen to the lovely thirteen-year-old, and she was loath to abandon these glimmerings of good fortune. A neighbor, Sarah Ely, whose children were grown, had taken a fancy to the motherless girl.21 When she proposed that the child come to live with her, and promised to pay her tuition at Dearborn Academy, it was a relief to Lars, despite a lurking fear that a fancy school might cause his daughter to forget the “old ways” or the proper respect she owed him. She might even think herself superior to her less educated family. But pressed strongly by Mrs. Ely and his older daughter, Rachel, Lars gave in. To Anna, admittance to this good private school was unqualified joy. She quickly made friends with the children of prominent Chicago citizens and established herself as “a brilliant scholar.” She also showed a natural gift for music. “Her voice was lovely, and people predicted that when it was trained a great future lay before her,” a schoolmate wrote years later.22
Still, a grim thought intruded. Her father, in the stern tradition of Old World parents, had promised her hand in marriage to a friend his age. Anna loathed the prospect, but obedience was expected. Norwegian immigrants generally opposed “blending,” resisted “mixed marriages,” demanded their children retain the language, and especially emphasized Sabbath worship in a Lutheran church. Lutheran ministers made it clear from the pulpit that they frowned on sending children to the fast-developing American public school system, urging instead attendance at parochial schools. American children, they warned, were “wild animals” and behaved “much worse than the children of…the fatherland.”23
Reluctantly preparing to leave, Lars had warned Anna that she must be pious, pure, and submissive.24 Lately she had been defiant, refusing to attend either church or Sunday school. She even refused to pray. This behavior worried Lars. He was unaware that Anna had had “an unfortunate experience with a so-called Christian,” as Anna’s daughter wrote much later about something mysterious that had turned Anna against religion in general.25 The man had been “outwardly a church pillar, inwardly mean. She had seen this person behave cruelly to defenseless dependents who had no means of retaliation. She herself had been subjected to his petty tyranny,” Anna’s daughter concluded enigmatically. She did not go into the exact nature of the abuse—whether it was “tyranny” or a worse sexual exploitation—but whatever happened undoubtedly influenced Anna’s subsequent behavior.
[image: image]
The summons to Minnesota arrived as Anna flourished at Dearborn, barely a year after her father and half brother had departed. Edward, seventeen, lacking Anna’s exciting prospects, had left willingly to seek a better life than what he could find in Chicago. But he was not able to manage the care of his rapidly sickening father alone. Their sister, Rachel, was married to a ship’s carpenter and beginning a family, so, painful as it was, the duty fell to Anna. It was a wrench to leave school, but she had no choice. At least, she thought, she might escape her aged suitor.
In the fall of 1856, Anna found herself sharing a tiny log cabin in a wilderness where the next neighbor was seven miles away. Instead of studies, friends, and music, she toiled in the backbreaking work of a frontier woman: cooking, canning, churning, mending, washing, and ironing. Such crops as her father and half brother had been able to plant in the spring had to be harvested, the cow had to be milked, and the chickens had to be tended. She loathed the brutal work and came to hate the very sound of the Norwegian language.
Then winter came. The two stoic children had early learned the necessity for self-reliance; however, no new homesteader was ever prepared for the ferocious blizzards that blanketed Minnesota until late spring. As one man who lived through many winters in Wanamingo remembered: “The silence of death rests on the vast landscape, save when it is swept by cruel winds that search out every chink and cranny…Neighborly calls are infrequent because of the long distances which separate farm houses…An alarming amount of insanity occurs in the new prairie states among farmers and their wives.” Another wrote about the “crying spells” that wives and daughters were subject to.26
The winter of 1856–57 turned out to be the worst in fourteen years.27 Temperatures regularly plummeted into double digits below zero as arctic air and blistering winds raked the area. No visitors came. Wolves howled near the cabin. For food all Edward could do was shoot an occasional deer. Anna had heard stories of Indian massacres, and while such dangers were exaggerated, the silence and isolation lent them credence. As a child, she had been frightened by Norwegian tales a caretaker had told her of demons and ghosts poised to destroy her, and now these satanic creatures seemed to hover just outside the stranded cabin. It was a long, harrowing, and lonely winter, and all the while Anna’s father weakened. His anxious children did their best to make him comfortable, but as the first new buds of spring finally appeared, Lars died.
Neighbors came from miles around to help them make a coffin. Edward stained it, and Anna lined and padded it with straw covered with a white linen sheet. The remorseless cold continued into late April, so there were no flowers. Instead, they collected fragrant branches of fir and laurel and wove wreaths for their father’s grave.28 They buried him a short distance from their cabin on a treeless height overlooking woods along the banks of the Zumbro River.
Now Anna could think only of returning to Chicago. She waited impatiently for the frozen river to reopen to traffic, but it was not until May 1 that the first boat through Lake Pepin finally docked in St. Paul—the latest date for the river to open that had ever been recorded.29 She was determined never to suffer through such an experience again. She was fond of her half brother, but life in a frontier cabin was not for her. Besides, her father had deeded the property solely to Edward, who would register it with the census taker later that year.30 Therefore, when Anna heard that a Norwegian pastor was in the area and intended to drive to Red Wing, where she could catch the ferryboat to La Crosse or Prairie du Chien and from there take the train to Chicago, she eagerly sent a message asking to accompany him.
Brother and sister were quiet as they drove to the farm where the pastor was staying. Unspoken between them was a sense that this parting might be final. Nothing, Anna vowed to herself, would ever bring her back to this forsaken wilderness. Yet when Edward wheeled the wagon around to go home, she ran beside it and tears flowed down her cheeks. Edward bade her turn back. “Goodbye!” she gasped breathlessly, and that was the last Edward and Anna saw of each other. She walked slowly to the farmstead, where the minister was waiting.
Although she had understood that the preacher would leave for Red Wing immediately after he held a service, she found that the farm was packed with Norwegians eager to shake off winter isolation and have a festive gathering. As it had been nearly impossible to travel in the winter, the minister’s presence suddenly made long-delayed marriages, baptisms, and a celebration of Holy Communion possible and the excuse for a grand occasion. Men and women carried food to long tables from laden wagons. Gossip and news of deaths and births were exchanged. The excitement was enormous. But for Anna this was a time of sorrow. She felt a deep aversion to being encased again in the Norwegian language, Norwegian customs, Norwegian piety. She wanted to leave, to be back in Chicago with her sophisticated classmates at Dearborn Academy. But here these immigrants from Norway seemed unable to think or talk about anything but God’s presence and their Lutheran faith.
Nothing had changed in her disdain for religion, so Anna was crushed to discover that the pastor was lingering on in the area in order to baptize some hundred babies born over the winter. It meant at least another week at the farm, as it was too late to return to Edward in Wanamingo. Frustrated, she watched as the preacher drove off with the last of the guests, and as night closed over the prairie, she joined the farmer and his wife in the farmhouse’s single cavernous room, where the couple apparently cooked, worked, and slept. The husband lit a lamp, then leered at Anna. With a shock, Anna realized that his wife was blind. Mercifully, however, the woman immediately climbed a rickety stepladder, leading Anna to a small, dirty attic with a pile of straw in the corner. Exhausted, Anna lay down and immediately fell asleep.
She must have been sleeping for several hours when she felt something or someone pawing at her face. She could see nothing. Rigid with fear, not daring to scream, she lay motionless. It was not an animal, she realized, as the creature was mumbling in incoherent Norwegian. After several minutes, it shuffled away into another corner, and Anna could breathe again. She sensed it settling down and eventually heard loud snoring. Wide awake and miserable, Anna found herself praying. “O God,” she cried softly to herself, “deliver me, and I will never be discontented again.”31
When Anna opened her eyes the next morning, she saw a young woman lying across the dimly lit attic. Filthy, disheveled, and still asleep, the girl seemed more animal than human. Terrified that she would wake her, Anna crept downstairs, where the farmer and his wife were eating breakfast. Shortly afterward the strange creature lumbered down to join them, gulped a bowl of porridge, then ran into the woods, where she stayed until evening. As if she owed no special explanation, the farmer’s wife casually mentioned that the girl was their daughter.
The thought of another night in the attic was nearly unendurable. Yet all day the farmer continued to make suggestive gestures under the vacant eyes of his wife. Avoiding him fearfully, Anna knew she could not stay downstairs. That evening as she curled up again in her corner, the girl returned. Anna whispered soothingly to her, and to her surprise the poor soul responded gratefully. The girl was not dangerous after all, only feebleminded or insane, and as the endless days wore on, Anna sought to win her trust. By the time the pastor finally returned to collect her, there was affection in the girl’s wild eyes. When Anna left, her pitiful companion croaked a mournful and inarticulate goodbye.
Later, Anna would remember the year in Minnesota as her “Gehenna,” a time when she surmounted despair and survived.32
 
Returning at last to Chicago, Anna embraced the city and all it represented as if it were a reprieve from Hades itself. Mercifully, her suitor had married someone else and she was free. With help from Mrs. Ely, and by earning money as a part-time waitress, she reentered Dearborn Academy.33 Strong, determined, mature beyond her years, Anna resolved to seize what other good opportunities might fall her way. She took up schoolwork with a vengeance—and excelled. She worked hard at her music lessons, and equally hard at consolidating the friendships she recognized were useful if she did not want to slip back into an immigrant’s existence. It was not yet clear what lay ahead for her, but she was confident that she could shape that future along lines far removed from the backbreaking life of the frontier.
When her friend Jenny Simpson suggested she accompany her to Sunday school, Anna emphatically turned her down. She had no interest, she said, in getting involved with a church.
“Come just once and see,” urged Jenny. “Our Sunday school teacher is different. He doesn’t talk down to us. He gives us a chance to express our opinions, and he loves an argument. Annie,” Jenny said, “it will do you good to hear Mr. Spafford.”34

CHAPTER THREE
Spafford
Oh Christian! time, time is passing away! opportunities are going, will soon be gone! We shall soon be at the bar of God. The Christian who means to do all he can, will say—“what can I do this week—this day—this hour?” This is the genius of earnestness. Are there any sick to be visited? Are there any poor to be relieved?…Delay not to speak a word of encouragement—direct that soul to Christ…“Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might.”
—From a Congregationalist tract, 1853
[image: image] In 1856, the year Anna went to Minnesota, a twenty-eight-year-old lawyer had arrived in Chicago from Troy, New York, to seek his destiny. Horatio Gates Spafford was shy, intellectually inclined, deeply devout, and interested in public policy. A member of the Republican Party, he was attracted to this vibrant metropolis-in-the-making, which by mid-century had a population of eighty thousand, was growing and prospering by the hour, and was experiencing one of its periodic religious revivals. It was just the place for a man like Spafford. Like so many others who believed that the nation’s soul was in jeopardy, he was dismayed by the problems of a rapidly growing industrial society. Something, he felt, must be done quickly about illiteracy, overcrowding, and especially the “wicked” customs—such as card playing, drinking, and ignoring the Sabbath—that the immigrants, who composed over half of Chicago’s population, were bringing with them to the city. Horatio had attended some of the revivals that had swept the Burned-Over District. Now, in Chicago, he believed that the reforms he sought to remedy the city’s problems could only occur through renewed Christian faith. He wanted to be a soldier in a vibrant Christian militancy. And so he hung out his shingle as an attorney, looked for a Presbyterian church to join, plunged into politics, and connected with a group who wanted to open a Young Men’s Christian Association in midtown.
Chicago thrived on making money, and no institution better reflected the confluence of business and evangelical objectives than the YMCA, a fact demonstrated in Boston when young businessmen had founded the first YMCA in America four years earlier. Chicago’s young leaders who followed suit were connected to evangelical churches winning American Protestants by the thousands. This new YMCA was up and running by 1858, and immediately assumed an important role in the life of the city. Its purpose was to provide a social organization offering meeting rooms, a library, public lectures, and “literary classes” to attract promising and lonely young men newly arrived in town and provide them with “good Christian influences.” The founders tended to be rather vague on theological positions but strong on personal earnestness, piety, and especially diligence in the pursuit of business opportunity. In every way, their YMCA promoted the values dear to the evangelical’s heart: individualism, religious enthusiasm, social activism, and above all an unabashed admiration for the American cult of success that was not in the least incompatible, in their view, with good Christian living.
For Horatio Spafford, these were congenial goals. Moreover, participation in the YMCA linked him to Chicago’s business community, to the wealthy merchants, leaders of society, and growing numbers of industrialists whose stately mansions lined Michigan and Wabash avenues. Horatio lost no time diving into politics, swiftly gaining a reputation as an up-and-coming figure. “On last Saturday the Republicans of Laporte, Indiana, had a rousing meeting. Bonfires were lit and the greatest enthusiasm prevailed. The principal speaker was H. G. Spafford of Chicago, who made a telling and able address,” observed the Chicago Tribune on September 3, 1856.1
It was at the YMCA that Horatio met an extraordinary young man who, for a critical period, would exert an enormous influence over him. Dwight Lyman Moody, a poor shoe salesman from Northfield, Massachusetts, was only nineteen when he had stepped off the train from New England in the same year that Spafford arrived from Troy. Like Spafford, he envisioned a career and even a personal fortune in Chicago’s vibrant melting pot. While he was dismayed to see stores open on the Sabbath—a custom “enough to sicken anyone”—he was impressed with the abundant evidence of prosperity, noting admiringly that the city had “about the nicest dwelling places I ever see.”2 Unlike Spafford with his law degree, Moody was minimally educated and never managed a firm grasp on the King’s English. It would always be part of his charm. To both these men, who soon became friends, the business of moneymaking and the business of religion were intertwined and equally important. It made perfect sense that the YMCA became the center of their social lives.
While Moody made friends easily with his bumptious, warm, and unaffected manners, Spafford was more reserved and was treated with careful respect. A tall handsome man with an arching, patrician nose, thick dark hair, and deep-set eyes, he was quite nearsighted but vain enough to avoid being caught wearing spectacles. Romantically inclined and idealistic, he loved literature, music, and especially poetry, and did not share the anti-intellectualism of many evangelists. Moody, on the other hand, never considered the possession of books important. He “abhorred” novels as “trashy” and paid little or no attention to scientific and historical developments. “I have one rule about books,” he said. “I do not read any book unless it will help me to understand the book.”3 Short, stocky, with full lips and a short curly beard, Moody had an open and kindly face. Possessed of a phenomenal memory for names and a flair for anecdote as he strategized to win converts, he had the instincts of a natural orator and would be likened to his flamboyant contemporary P. T. Barnum. He soon earned the sobriquet “Crazy Moody,” as he thought nothing of crashing newspaper offices to tell the editors about his success in recruiting urchins off the street, feeding and clothing them, and winning them for Jesus in his Sunday school.4
Sunday schools were key. The evangelicals agreed that it was essential to Christianize the hordes of immigrants daily entering the city, and thus co-opt the rowdier elements. “We consider the Sabbath school as the only hope for city heathenism. The church has no other means by which she can enlighten its darkness or penetrate its interior,” as one leader put it. It was a barely concealed method of social control, particularly aimed at the young. On August 27, 1856, the Northwestern Christian Advocate urged: “Let Sunday schools be sustained, and let the children of foreigners be looked up and sent to school, if we wish well to our country.”5
This was a summons to which Spafford and Moody responded enthusiastically, and both devoted their Sundays to teaching the Bible. Spafford was a Presbyterian, while his friend Moody, previously a Congregationalist, joined the Methodists, whose bent, he felt, was more evangelical. What mattered for both men was belonging to a church committed to Christian activism and outreach. Encouraged by the YMCA and especially by its noon prayer meetings, they answered the call to teach and to exhort.
Although desire for a humane society was part and parcel of evangelical thinking at this time—at least until the fractious divisions of the late nineteenth and early twentieth century divided Protestantism into fundamentalist and liberal camps—evangelicals looked to social improvement through individual conversion. Although they generally deplored slavery, and advocated temperance, prison reform, and rights for women, the evangelist agenda at this time stressed personal moral reform coupled with hard work, rather than an analysis or a coming to grips with the underlying causes or deep-seated institutional problems that plagued the day. “Shun speculative piety,” one evangelical preacher urged in 1869. “Meditate, but meditate in order that you may do…Be diligent in Business. This will help you to be fervent in Spirit and better to serve the Lord.”6 This was the theme of the daily YMCA noon prayer meetings and the Sunday schools that both new friends regularly attended. At the same time, they sought to take what advantage they could of the seemingly unstoppable economic boom.
By 1856 land speculation had reached a fever pitch, and both Spafford and Moody were eager investors. As an attorney, Spafford was making a good income, so for him property investment was easy; Moody saved his earnings, loaned small amounts to new acquaintances at usurious rates—as was the prevailing custom—and bought land when he could. A brief crash, known as the Panic of 1857, when the Ohio Life Insurance and Trust Company of New York suspended payment and forced its creditors to default, caused financial entities throughout the country to fail and banks to call their loans. It sobered both men, as it did the nation, but not for long. As the speculative rush became an irresistible force in both their lives, Horatio had an important encounter.
 
It was on a Sunday afternoon in his Presbyterian class, some time after Anna’s return from Minnesota, that Horatio watched a slender young woman enter his classroom with one of his students, Jenny Simpson. Instantly, he was struck by her beauty, the steady gaze of her remarkable blue eyes, and an apparently guileless and detached attitude. She was tall and wore her golden hair in a crown of braids around her head. Right away, he understood she must be a Scandinavian immigrant, and he was fascinated.
To Horatio’s disappointment, however, Anna did not return to his class the next week, or the week after. He found himself thinking about her, and reviewed the surprise he had felt over some searching comments she had volunteered. He was intrigued that she seemed to have no interest in church matters. Clearly she was both bright and thoughtful. He had no idea how old she was and certainly did not guess that she was a mere fifteen. Finally, when it was evident that she was not going to return, he inquired about her and found that she was living with her sister. He decided to pay a call on Mr. and Mrs. Charles Frederickson. Soon it became one of many visits, and Anna, flattered and pleased by the attention from the attractive lawyer, looked forward to them. She responded to the conversations they had about poetry, about the evils of slavery, and especially about music. She was interested but still far from convinced when he casually raised the subject of getting oneself right with God. Religion, apparently, had little allure for the striking immigrant.
Anna approved, however, of Horatio’s gentle demeanor and was touched by the shyness she detected under his formal good manners. He continued to call on her and after a time told her of his background. He was a direct descendant, he confided, of a certain Gamelbar de Spofforth, mentioned in the Domesday Book. He explained that his deceased father had been a man of broad interests ranging from history to horticulture and his enthusiasm for history had prompted him to write an early gazetteer of New York. Horatio also had two cousins who were governors of Idaho and Nevada. His grandfather Colonel John Spafford had played a minor but heroic role in the American Revolution.7 She could not help being impressed, and while he was aware that she worked as a waitress, he seemed unaffected by any sense of class difference. However, he was much older, and to Anna their backgrounds seemed a yawning gulf too wide to bridge.
Still, after a year of such visits, a day came when Anna found herself dressing with particular care. Her sister, Rachel, teased her, but cooperated by baking a cake and brought a tea tray to the parlor.8 Horatio, however, did not show up. The evening wore on, and still Anna waited. Finally, Rachel put away the refreshments and withdrew for the night. Anna sat alone, listening carefully for footsteps, convinced that he would come. Just as she, too, had decided that she might as well go to bed, there was a faint knocking at the door. Horatio stood on the porch, grinning shyly.
“Would you mind,” he asked, “coming for a little walk?” Unable to decide if she was more annoyed or elated by his late arrival, Anna threw a shawl around her shoulders and stepped into the evening air. They strolled for several blocks together, but Horatio remained silent until they had turned back and were close again to the house. Suddenly he blurted out: “Would you consider taking a trip with me to Patagonia?”
Anna looked up at him, assuming this was an announcement that he was intending to go to South America as a missionary. The idea appalled her, yet she replied softly, “I will go anywhere with you.”
“So you love me, Anna?”
She stared at his face, waiting. “Will you be my wife?” he asked.
“Yes,” she replied.9
 
Although Rachel Frederickson liked Horatio, she had some reservations about a union between her sister and the older lawyer. Anna was too young. She had not finished her schooling. Rachel also felt that it was her responsibility to keep her sister within the tight Norwegian community. She was well aware that her clever younger sibling had enjoyed opportunities no one else in the family had been offered, and she did not want them thrown lightly away. But Anna knew her own mind. A future with Horatio would confer status and security, and she made it clear that she was determined to marry her eligible, well-to-do suitor. A family discussion followed. Horatio, astonished to discover that Anna was only sixteen, resolved the issue by offering to pay for her completed education if she were to attend the Young Ladies’ Seminary at Ferry Hall, a select boarding school north of the city in fashionable Lake Forest.10 He would wait for her, he promised.
“I wish you were acquainted with Mr. Spafford,” Anna wrote Sarah Ely on December 6, 1860. “He is a respectable and noble man. I owe him a great deal, but I will not get married out of gratitude. I have often wondered what he sees in someone like me, because I am so plain and ignorant, while he is so strong and knowledgeable. I pray to God that I will be worthy of him,” she added with becoming modesty. “It is strange to think back to when I lived with you as a little girl. How little I ever thought about what might happen in the future.”11
Anna had chosen well, but so had Horatio. His lovely blond wife-to-be with her dazzling smile, beautiful white teeth, and dainty ears “had a merry, kind, and affectionate disposition that won the hearts of many people,” as a friend wrote later, noting that “she could be mischievous too, with a keen sense of humor.”12 Anna applauded his ambitions and rejoiced in his triumphs, both professional and speculative. In 1859 the faculty of Lind University made Spafford their professor of medical jurisprudence.13 He brought her with him to rallies in support of Abraham Lincoln’s candidacy and confided in her about some exciting land deals he had invested in.
 
By 1860 Moody had quit the shoe business to devote himself entirely to evangelism. His aggressive tactics—preaching in the red-light district, plunging into saloons and brothels, and even barging inside miserable shanties to demand that their astonished occupants accept Jesus—were criticized at first by fellow evangelicals. Yet his sincerity, gusto, and commitment, and his evident concern for the welfare of the city’s neglected, steadily won over his critics. Horatio was one of Moody’s greatest admirers. This was the sort of Christian militancy that Horatio believed necessary to solve the nation’s problems. Soon Moody’s school for poor children was the second largest in the city, packed with noisy and intensely loyal followers from the poorest districts, and Moody was no longer ridiculed as “Crazy Moody.”
Horatio was not the only one to admire the hard-driving missionary for an “earnestness so great and a personal appeal so forcible that everyone felt Moody was talking to him alone.”14 When Moody declared that he wished to dedicate himself solely to God’s work, Horatio was glad to join in an illustrious company that included such prominent YMCA members as Philip Armour, the meatpacking magnate; Cyrus H. McCormick, the reaper king; John V. Farwell, who made a fortune in dry goods and real estate; Joseph Medill, publisher of the Chicago Tribune; and Victor Lawson, soon to be publisher of the Chicago Daily News—all of whom undertook to guarantee the young evangelist financial support. When his budget fell short, Moody had no qualms about letting them pick up the slack.
At the YMCA, Horatio listened with the others to Moody outline his evangelical strategies that fit so neatly with the aims of a business community concerned with maintaining social stability. To the end of his life businessmen would be Moody’s closest friends and most ardent supporters. These relationships would, in due course, make it difficult for him to criticize the inclination of big business to exploit the poor, and as Moody’s career blossomed, he would forge an alliance with the very newspaper publishers who had once mocked him. The nineteenth-century tycoons who later competed to finance his spectacular revivals would trumpet his success in bringing millions of dollars into the coffers of their cities as millions of people came to know the warmhearted evangelist as the “best-loved man in America.”
To Chicago’s evangelically inclined businessmen, making as much money as possible was an absolute good. Monetary success was a sign of diligence, not of corruption, and had God’s approval. Neither Horatio nor any of the others meeting regularly at the YMCA had any difficulty with the notion that a good Christian was a steward of his money and should use it beneficially. For them, the worst sin was laziness. As Moody explained: “There is no hope for a man’s reformation who does not go
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