
 
 
 
 
 



Sarah Chauncey Woolsey


What Katy Did Next (Annotated)
Enriched Edition. A Victorian Girls’ European Travel Adventure of Coming of Age, Family, and Moral Growth

In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience.

 

Introduction, Studies and Commentaries by Pearl Cressmere
Edited and published by e-artnow, 2023


    EAN 4066339566675
  





    Table of Contents

    
    
        Introduction

    

    
    
        Synopsis

    

    
    
        Historical Context

    

    
    
        What Katy Did Next

    

    
    
        Analysis

    

    
    
        Reflection

    

    
    
        Memorable Quotes

    

    
    
        Notes

    

    


Introduction




Table of Contents




    Growing up often means learning whether affection, duty, and independence can be brought into harmony without losing any one of them entirely.

Sarah Chauncey Woolsey’s What Katy Did Next is a children’s novel, first published in 1886, and it continues the story of Katy Carr, a character already known from earlier books in the series. Written in the late nineteenth century, the novel belongs to a tradition of domestic and moral fiction that follows young people through the ordinary tests of character, family life, and social expectation. Its world is shaped by everyday routines, travel, conversation, and the practical codes of behavior that governed respectable life in its era, while remaining attentive to the inner growth of its heroine.

At the outset, Katy leaves the familiar surroundings of home and enters a wider social world, where new places, new relationships, and fresh responsibilities ask her to put her good intentions into practice. The novel’s premise is simple but engaging: a young woman who has already learned much about patience and self-command must discover how those lessons hold up in less sheltered circumstances. This movement outward gives the book a broader scope than a purely domestic tale, while keeping its strongest interest on character, conduct, and the emotional texture of daily experience.

The reading experience is marked by a clear, composed narrative voice that balances sympathy with gentle instruction. Woolsey writes in a manner that is accessible and orderly, with careful attention to manners, conversation, and small but revealing incidents. The tone is warm without becoming sentimental, and morally serious without harshness. Rather than relying on sensational turns, the novel builds its effects through observation and steady development, inviting readers to notice how habits of thought and feeling shape a person’s actions. Its pleasures come from companionship with the characters and from the measured unfolding of their lives.

Among the book’s central themes are maturity, self-discipline, kindness, and the effort to act well within the limits imposed by family, custom, and circumstance. It also considers the education of feeling: how to be generous without self-display, how to accept responsibility without becoming severe, and how to meet novelty without abandoning principle. Because Katy is neither flawless nor rebellious in any simple way, the novel can explore the complexity of becoming dependable while still remaining fully human. Its moral concerns are therefore woven into the fabric of ordinary choices rather than announced as abstract lessons.

The novel also matters as a record of what girlhood and young womanhood could mean in nineteenth-century fiction. It reflects a social world in which conduct carries visible consequences, where domestic competence and emotional steadiness are treated as serious achievements, and where travel can function as both education and test. Modern readers may notice the distance between that world and their own, yet that distance is part of the book’s value. It offers insight into historical expectations while also revealing familiar pressures: the wish to be useful, the fear of disappointing others, and the challenge of defining oneself within relationships.

For contemporary readers, What Katy Did Next remains rewarding not because it ignores difficulty, but because it treats growth as gradual, demanding, and relational. Its heroine’s experiences speak to enduring questions about how a person carries private ideals into public life, how one changes without severing ties, and how care for others can coexist with personal development. Read today, the novel offers both literary charm and cultural perspective. It invites patience, attentiveness, and sympathy, and it shows why a quiet story of character can still illuminate the unsettled process of becoming an adult.
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    Sarah Chauncey Woolsey’s What Katy Did Next continues the story of Katy Carr by shifting the action from the familiar domestic world of the earlier books to the wider social landscape of Europe. Published in the late nineteenth century under Woolsey’s better-known pen name, Susan Coolidge, the novel follows Katy as she travels abroad with Mrs. Ashe and Amy. The change of setting allows the book to test how a young woman shaped by family duty, good intentions, and earlier hardships responds to unfamiliar places, customs, and expectations. Travel becomes both literal movement and a means of moral and emotional enlargement.

paragraphs are around 90–110 words, so here's the first actual paragraph? Wait invalid JSON. I need provide 7 strings only. Let's do properly.

At the outset, the journey promises education, pleasure, and novelty, but the narrative quickly shows that foreign travel also brings practical demands and social uncertainties. Katy is no longer simply the older sister whose steadiness organizes the Carr household; she must now judge people and situations without the protection of home. Woolsey uses inns, trains, drawing rooms, and sightseeing excursions to place her heroine in a stream of new encounters. These episodes broaden the scale of the series while preserving its emphasis on character, self-command, and the small but telling decisions through which maturity is revealed.

A central thread of the book lies in Katy’s effort to remain sincere and useful while moving through more complicated circles. She meets fellow travelers, expatriates, and families whose habits and values differ from those she has known, and these contacts repeatedly test her tact. The novel does not turn on sensational incident so much as on observation, conversation, and the management of feeling. Misunderstandings, shifting impressions, and the challenge of reading motives give the story its tension. In this way, Woolsey presents travel as a schooling in sympathy, restraint, and clearer knowledge of oneself and others.

The European settings also provide a contrast between ideal expectations and lived experience. Art, history, and famous places carry a strong appeal, yet the book repeatedly attends to the everyday realities of movement, lodging, weather, expense, etiquette, and fatigue. This grounded treatment keeps the story close to Woolsey’s domestic realism even when the scenery becomes more picturesque. Katy’s responses to cities, landscapes, and social occasions show her balancing enjoyment with responsibility. The novel asks what it means to profit from travel: whether refinement comes from collecting impressions alone or from meeting novelty with steadiness, humility, and active kindness.

Another important element is the way the journey reshapes established relationships and opens the possibility of new ones. Away from home, Katy sees familiar companions in a different light and is herself seen differently as she enters adult society. Questions of affection, compatibility, and judgment begin to carry greater weight, though the narrative treats them with discretion rather than dramatic excess. Woolsey is attentive to how young women are observed, advised, and interpreted, and she traces the pressures that accompany increased independence. The book’s emotional movement depends on Katy’s growing ability to distinguish passing excitement from deeper forms of attachment and trust.

As the novel proceeds, its episodes accumulate into a portrait of gradual development rather than abrupt transformation. Katy’s best qualities—patience, conscientiousness, warmth, and a willingness to learn—remain intact, but they are exercised under conditions that make them newly meaningful. The story sustains interest through social nuance and moral texture, showing how travel can unsettle habits while clarifying principles. Without relying on heavy melodrama, Woolsey keeps attention fixed on the consequences of ordinary choices. The result is a coming-of-age narrative in which external movement across countries parallels an internal movement toward greater confidence and discernment.
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    Published in 1886, What Katy Did Next appeared in the late Victorian period, when Britain and the United States were linked by dense networks of travel, publishing, and reform. Sarah Chauncey Woolsey, an American writer who published as Susan Coolidge, wrote for a transatlantic readership familiar with steamship crossings, railway timetables, and illustrated magazines. The novel follows an American heroine moving through English settings, and that movement itself reflects a historical moment in which middle-class families increasingly imagined international travel as educational and morally improving. The book belongs to a culture that treated foreign observation, especially of Britain, as both entertainment and instruction.

By the 1880s, steam navigation had transformed Atlantic travel. Regular lines such as Cunard and White Star cut crossing times dramatically compared with earlier decades, making journeys by affluent Americans more practical and predictable. Expanding rail systems then connected ports with inland resorts, cathedral towns, and country houses. These technologies helped create the itinerary culture visible in many Victorian travel narratives, where guidebooks, schedules, and social introductions organized experience. Woolsey wrote at a time when travel was no longer limited to diplomats or adventurers; it had become a recognizable part of upper- and middle-class life, especially for those seeking health, cultivation, and family connection abroad.

The novel’s English locations should be understood against the social geography of late nineteenth-century Britain. London was the imperial and financial center of the world’s largest empire, while the countryside remained marked by landed estates, parish churches, and long-standing class distinctions. Country houses still operated as important social institutions, structuring hospitality, marriage prospects, and informal patronage. At the same time, industrialization and urban growth had reshaped the nation, sharpening awareness of contrasts between rural ideal and modern city. American visitors often read England through these visible institutions, comparing aristocratic continuity and ceremonial life with the more fluid social order of the United States.

Woolsey’s portrayal of young women also reflects the educational and gender debates of her era. The later nineteenth century saw broader opportunities for girls’ schooling in both Britain and the United States, including academies, women’s colleges, and a growing market for books aimed at shaping female character. Domestic accomplishment remained highly valued, but reformers increasingly argued that women needed intellectual training, physical health, and some degree of independence. Girls’ fiction often mediated these changes by presenting heroines who learned self-command, usefulness, and adaptability. Katy’s travels and encounters belong to this culture of supervised enlargement, where experience abroad could be framed as part of a young woman’s formation.

Religious and moral culture also informs the book’s background. Woolsey wrote within a broadly Protestant, middle-class environment that emphasized duty, self-discipline, charity, and cheerful endurance. In Britain and America, evangelical habits of thought remained influential even as scientific debate, urban poverty, and new leisure cultures complicated older certainties. Popular fiction for young readers commonly joined entertainment to moral instruction, but by the 1880s such lessons were often embedded in sociable, realistic settings rather than presented as overt sermons. What Katy Did Next reflects this transition: conduct, kindness, and judgment matter throughout, yet they are tested through travel, conversation, and observation rather than abstract allegory.

The transatlantic relationship between Britain and the United States forms a crucial historical frame. After the tensions of the Civil War era and earlier disputes, the later nineteenth century saw growing cultural exchange between the two nations, reinforced by tourism, publishing, and kinship networks among educated elites. American readers consumed British novels eagerly, while British audiences were curious about American manners and energy. Fiction that placed Americans in English settings could explore contrasts in class behavior, speech, and etiquette without overt political controversy. Woolsey uses this familiar comparative mode to register differences in decorum and expectation that readers on both sides of the Atlantic would have recognized.

The book also emerged during a flourishing period for children’s and girls’ literature. Advances in printing, expanding literacy, and robust magazine culture created a large market for serialized stories and family reading. Writers such as Charlotte Yonge, Louisa May Alcott, and Susan Coolidge helped define a genre centered on domestic realism, moral development, and the gradual passage from girlhood to adult responsibility. Sequels were common, allowing readers to follow beloved characters through successive life stages. What Katy Did Next, as a continuation of an established series, reflects these publishing practices and the era’s interest in presenting female maturity as a process shaped by home, travel, and social observation.

In historical context, the novel can be read as a late Victorian record of respectable mobility: a world of steam travel, visiting, Anglican and domestic institutions, and carefully managed female freedom. It reflects the confidence of middle-class culture in improvement through experience, while also preserving the era’s assumptions about class decorum, chaperonage, and moral character. Its Anglo-American perspective softens national contrasts into social comedy and instruction rather than political critique. Even so, the work reveals how women’s movement remained structured by family supervision and manners, showing both the opportunities and limits available to a young heroine in the 1880s.
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CHAPTER I.

AN UNEXPECTED GUEST.

The September sun was glinting cheerfully into a pretty bedroom
furnished with blue. It danced on the glossy hair and bright eyes of two
girls, who sat together hemming ruffles for a white muslin dress. The
half-finished skirt of the dress lay on the bed; and as each crisp
ruffle was completed, the girls added it to the snowy heap, which looked
like a drift of transparent clouds or a pile of foamy white-of-egg
beaten stiff enough to stand alone.

These girls were Clover and Elsie Carr, and it was Clover's first
evening dress for which they were hemming ruffles. It was nearly two
years since a certain visit made by Johnnie to Inches Mills, of which
some of you have read in "Nine Little Goslings;" and more than three
since Clover and Katy had returned home from the boarding-school at
Hillsover[1].

Clover was now eighteen. She was a very small Clover still, but it would
have been hard to find anywhere a prettier little maiden than she had
grown to be. Her skin was so exquisitely fair that her arms and wrists
and shoulders, which were round and dimpled like a baby's, seemed cut
out of daisies or white rose leaves. Her thick, brown hair waved and
coiled gracefully about her head. Her smile was peculiarly sweet; and
the eyes, always Clover's chief beauty, had still that pathetic look
which made them irresistible to tender-hearted people.

Elsie, who adored Clover, considered her as beautiful as girls in
books, and was proud to be permitted to hem ruffles for the dress in
which she was to burst upon the world. Though, as for that, not much
"bursting" was possible in Burnet, where tea-parties of a middle-aged
description, and now and then a mild little dance, represented "gayety"
and "society." Girls "came out" very much, as the sun comes out in the
morning,—by slow degrees and gradual approaches, with no particular
one moment which could be fixed upon as having been the crisis of the
joyful event.

"There," said Elsie, adding another ruffle to the pile on the
bed,—"there's the fifth done. It's going to be ever so pretty, I think.
I'm glad you had it all white; it's a great deal nicer[1q]."

"Cecy wanted me to have a blue bodice and sash," said Clover, "but I
wouldn't. Then she tried to persuade me to get a long spray of pink
roses for the skirt."

"I'm so glad you didn't! Cecy was always crazy about pink roses. I only
wonder she didn't wear them when she was married!"

Yes; the excellent Cecy, who at thirteen had announced her intention to
devote her whole life to teaching Sunday School, visiting the poor, and
setting a good example to her more worldly contemporaries, had actually
forgotten these fine resolutions, and before she was twenty had become
the wife of Sylvester Slack, a young lawyer in a neighboring town!
Cecy's wedding and wedding-clothes, and Cecy's house-furnishing had been
the great excitement of the preceding year in Burnet; and a fresh
excitement had come since in the shape of Cecy's baby, now about two
months old, and named "Katherine Clover," after her two friends. This
made it natural that Cecy and her affairs should still be of interest in
the Carr household; and Johnnie, at the time we write of, was making her
a week's visit.

"She was rather wedded to them," went on Clover, pursuing the subject
of the pink roses. "She was almost vexed when I wouldn't buy the spray.
But it cost lots, and I didn't want it in the least, so I stood firm.
Besides, I always said that my first party dress should be plain white.
Girls in novels always wear white to their first balls; and fresh
flowers are a great deal prettier, any way, than artificial. Katy says
she'll give me some violets to wear."

"Oh, will she? That will be lovely!" cried the adoring Elsie. "Violets
look just like you, somehow. Oh, Clover, what sort of a dress do you
think I shall have when I grow up and go to parties and things? Won't it
be awfully interesting when you and I go out to choose it?"

Just then the noise of some one running upstairs quickly made the
sisters look up from their work. Footsteps are very significant at
times, and these footsteps suggested haste and excitement.

Another moment, the door opened, and Katy dashed in, calling out,
"Papa!—Elsie, Clover, where's papa?"

"He went over the river to see that son of Mr. White's who broke his
leg. Why, what's the matter?" asked Clover.

"Is somebody hurt?" inquired Elsie, startled at Katy's agitated looks.

"No, not hurt, but poor Mrs. Ashe is in such trouble."

Mrs. Ashe, it should be explained, was a widow who had come to Burnet
some months previously, and had taken a pleasant house not far from the
Carrs'. She was a pretty, lady-like woman, with a particularly graceful,
appealing manner, and very fond of her one child, a little girl. Katy
and papa both took a fancy to her at once; and the families had grown
neighborly and intimate in a short time, as people occasionally do when
circumstances are favorable.

"I'll tell you all about it in a minute," went on Katy. "But first I
must find Alexander, and send him off to meet papa and beg him to hurry
home." She went to the head of the stairs as she spoke, and called
"Debby! Debby!" Debby answered. Katy gave her direction, and then came
back again to the room where the other two were sitting.

"Now," she said, speaking more collectedly, "I must explain as fast as I
can, for I have got to go back. You know that Mrs. Ashe's little nephew
is here for a visit, don't you?"

"Yes, he came on Saturday."

"Well, he was ailing all day yesterday, and to-day he is worse, and she
is afraid it is scarlet-fever[2]. Luckily, Amy was spending the day with
the Uphams yesterday, so she scarcely saw the boy at all; and as soon
as her mother became alarmed, she sent her out into the garden to play,
and hasn't let her come indoors since, so she can't have been exposed
to any particular danger yet. I went by the house on my way down
street, and there sat the poor little thing all alone in the arbor,
with her dolly in her lap, looking so disconsolate. I spoke to her over
the fence, and Mrs. Ashe heard my voice, and opened the upstairs window
and called to me. She said Amy had never had the fever, and that the
very idea of her having it frightened her to death. She is such a
delicate child, you know."

"Oh, poor Mrs. Ashe!" cried Clover; "I am so sorry for her! Well, Katy,
what did you do?"

"I hope I didn't do wrong, but I offered to bring Amy here. Papa won't
object, I am almost sure."

"Why, of course he won't. Well?"

"I am going back now to fetch Amy. Mrs. Ashe is to let Ellen, who hasn't
been in the room with the little boy, pack a bagful of clothes and put
it out on the steps, and I shall send Alexander for it by and by. You
can't think how troubled poor Mrs. Ashe was. She couldn't help crying
when she said that Amy was all she had left in the world. And I nearly
cried too, I was so sorry for her. She was so relieved when I said that
we would take Amy. You know she has a great deal of confidence in papa."

"Yes, and in you too. Where will you put Amy to sleep, Katy?"

"What do you think would be best? In Dorry's room?"

"I think she'd better come in here with you, and I'll go into Dorry's
room. She is used to sleeping with her mother, you know, and she would
be lonely if she were left to herself."

"Perhaps that will be better, only it is a great bother for you,
Clovy dear."

"I don't mind," responded Clover, cheerfully. "I rather like to change
about and try a new room once in a while. It's as good as going on a
journey—almost."

She pushed aside the half-finished dress as she spoke, opened a drawer,
took out its contents, and began to carry them across the entry to
Dorry's room, doing everything with the orderly deliberation that was
characteristic of whatever Clover did. Her preparations were almost
complete before Katy returned, bringing with her little Amy Ashe.

Amy was a tall child of eight, with a frank, happy face, and long light
hair hanging down her back. She looked like the pictures of "Alice in
Wonderland;" but just at that moment it was a very woful little Alice
indeed that she resembled, for her cheeks were stained with tears and
her eyes swollen with recent crying.

"Why, what is the matter?" cried kind little Clover, taking Amy in her
arms, and giving her a great hug. "Aren't you glad that you are coming
to make us a visit? We are."

"Mamma didn't kiss me for good-by," sobbed the little girl. "She didn't
come downstairs at all. She just put her head out of the window and
said, 'Good-by; Amy, be very good, and don't make Miss Carr any
trouble,' and then she went away. I never went anywhere before without
kissing mamma for good-by."

"Mamma was afraid to kiss you for fear she might give you the fever,"
explained Katy, taking her turn as a comforter. "It wasn't because she
forgot. She felt worse about it than you did, I imagine. You know the
thing she cares most for is that you shall not be ill as your cousin
Walter is. She would rather do anything than have that happen. As soon
as he gets well she will kiss you dozens of times, see if she doesn't.
Meanwhile, she says in this note that you must write her a little letter
every day, and she will hang a basket by a string out of the window, and
you and I will go and drop the letters into the basket, and stand by the
gate and see her pull it up. That will be funny, won't it? We will play
that you are my little girl, and that you have a real mamma and a
make-believe mamma."

"Shall I sleep with you?" demanded Amy,

"Yes, in that bed over there."

"It's a pretty bed," pronounced Amy after examining it gravely for a
moment. "Will you tell me a story every morning?"

"If you don't wake me up too early. My stories are always sleepy
till seven o'clock. Let us see what Ellen has packed in that bag,
and then I'll give you some drawers of your own, and we will put the
things away."

The bag was full of neat little frocks and underclothes stuffed hastily
in all together. Katy took them out, smoothing the folds, and crimping
the tumbled ruffles with her fingers. As she lifted the last skirt, Amy,
with a cry of joy, pounced on something that lay beneath it.

"It is Maria Matilda," she said, "I'm glad of that. I thought Ellen
would forget her, and the poor child wouldn't know what to do with me
and her little sister not coming to see her for so long. She was having
the measles on the back shelf of the closet, you know, and nobody would
have heard her if she had cried ever so loud."

"What a pretty face she has!" said Katy, taking the doll out of
Amy's hands.

"Yes, but not so pretty as Mabel. Miss Upham says that Mabel is the
prettiest child she ever saw. Look, Miss Clover," lifting the other doll
from the table where she had laid it; "hasn't she got sweet eyes?
She's older than Maria Matilda, and she knows a great deal more. She's
begun on French verbs!"

"Not really! Which ones?"

"Oh, only 'J'aime, tu aimes, il aime,' you know,—the same that our
class is learning at school. She hasn't tried any but that. Sometimes
she says it quite nicely, but sometimes she's very stupid, and I have to
scold her." Amy had quite recovered her spirits by this time.

"Are these the only dolls you have?"

"Oh, please don't call them that!" urged Amy. "It hurts their feelings
dreadfully. I never let them know that they are dolls. They think that
they are real children, only sometimes when they are very bad I use the
word for a punishment. I've got several other children. There's old
Ragazza. My uncle named her, and she's made of rag, but she has such bad
rheumatism that I don't play with her any longer; I just give her
medicine. Then there's Effie Deans, she's only got one leg; and Mopsa
the Fairy, she's a tiny one made out of china; and Peg of
Linkinvaddy,—but she don't count, for she's all come to pieces."

"What very queer names your children have!" said Elsie, who had come in
during the enumeration.

"Yes; Uncle Ned named them. He's a very funny uncle, but he's nice. He's
always so much interested in my children."

"There's papa now!" cried Katy; and she ran downstairs to meet him.

"Did I do right?" she asked anxiously after she had told her story.

"Yes, my dear, perfectly right," replied Dr. Carr. "I only hope Amy was
taken away in time. I will go round at once to see Mrs. Ashe and the
boy; and, Katy, keep away from me when I come back, and keep the others
away, till I have changed my coat."

It is odd how soon and how easily human beings accustom themselves to a
new condition of things. When sudden illness comes, or sudden sorrow, or
a house is burned up, or blown down by a tornado, there are a few hours
or days of confusion and bewilderment, and then people gather up their
wits and their courage and set to work to repair damages. They clear
away ruins, plant, rebuild, very much as ants whose hill has been
trodden upon, after running wildly about for a little while, begin all
together to reconstruct the tiny cone of sand which is so important in
their eyes. In a very short time the changes which at first seem so sad
and strange become accustomed and matter-of-course things which no
longer surprise us.

It seemed to the Carrs after a few days as if they had always had Amy in
the house with them. Papa's daily visit to the sick-room, their
avoidance of him till after he had "changed his coat," Amy's lessons and
games of play, her dressing and undressing, the walks with the
make-believe mamma, the dropping of notes into the little basket, seemed
part of a system of things which had been going on for a long, long
time, and which everybody would miss should they suddenly stop.

But they by no means suddenly stopped. Little Walter Ashe's case proved
to be rather a severe one; and after he had begun to mend, he caught
cold somehow and was taken worse again. There were some serious
symptoms, and for a few days Dr. Carr did not feel sure how things would
turn. He did not speak of his anxiety at home, but kept silence and a
cheerful face, as doctors know how to do. Only Katy, who was more
intimate with her father than the rest, guessed that things were going
gravely at the other house, and she was too well trained to ask
questions. The threatening symptoms passed off, however, and little
Walter slowly got better; but it was a long convalescence, and Mrs. Ashe
grew thin and pale before he began to look rosy. There was no one on
whom she could devolve the charge of the child. His mother was dead; his
father, an overworked business man, had barely time to run up once a
week to see about him; there was no one at his home but a housekeeper,
in whom Mrs. Ashe had not full confidence. So the good aunt denied
herself the sight of her own child, and devoted her strength and time to
Walter; and nearly two months passed, and still little Amy remained at
Dr. Carr's.

She was entirely happy there. She had grown very fond of Katy, and was
perfectly at home with the others. Phil and Johnnie, who had returned
from her visit to Cecy, were by no means too old or too proud to be
play-fellows to a child of eight; and with all the older members of the
family Amy was a chosen pet. Debby baked turnovers, and twisted cinnamon
cakes into all sorts of fantastic shapes to please her; Alexander would
let her drive if she happened to sit on the front seat of the carryall;
Dr. Carr was seldom so tired that he could not tell her a story,—and
nobody told such nice stories as Dr. Carr, Amy thought; Elsie invented
all manner of charming games for the hour before bedtime; Clover made
wonderful capes and bonnets for Mabel and Maria Matilda; and Katy—Katy
did all sorts of things.

Katy had a peculiar gift with children which is not easy to define. Some
people possess it, and some do not; it cannot be learned, it comes by
nature. She was bright and firm and equable all at once. She both amused
and influenced them. There was something about her which excited the
childish imagination, and always they felt her sympathy. Amy was a
tractable child, and intelligent beyond her age, but she was never quite
so good with any one as with Katy. She followed her about like a little
lover; she lavished upon her certain special words and caresses which
she gave to no one else; and would kneel on her lap, patting Katy's
shoulders with her soft hand, and cooing up into her face like a happy
dove, for a half-hour together. Katy laughed at these demonstrations,
but they pleased her very much. She loved to be loved, as all
affectionate people do, but most of all to be loved by a child.

At last, the long convalescence ended, Walter was carried away to his
father, with every possible precaution against fatigue and exposure, and
an army of workpeople was turned into Mrs. Ashe's house. Plaster was
scraped and painted, wall-papers torn down, mattresses made over, and
clothing burned. At last Dr. Carr pronounced the premises in a sanitary
condition, and Mrs. Ashe sent for her little girl to come home again.

Amy was overjoyed at the prospect of seeing her mother; but at the last
moment she clung to Katy and cried as if her heart would break.

"I want you too," she said. "Oh, if Dr. Carr would only let you come and
live with me and mamma, I should be so happy! I shall be so lone-ly!"

"Nonsense!" cried Clover. "Lonely with mamma, and those poor children of
yours who have been wondering all these weeks what has become of you!
They'll want a great deal of attention at first, I am sure; medicine and
new clothes and whippings,—all manner of things. You remember I
promised to make a dress for Effie Deans out of that blue and brown
plaid like Johnnie's balmoral. I mean to begin it to-morrow."

"Oh, will you?"—forgetting her grief—"that will be lovely. The skirt
needn't be very full, you know. Effie doesn't walk much, because of
only having one leg. She will be so pleased, for she hasn't had a new
dress I don't know when."

Consoled by the prospect of Effie's satisfaction, Amy departed quite
cheerfully, and Mrs. Ashe was spared the pain of seeing her only child
in tears on the first evening of their reunion. But Amy talked so
constantly of Katy, and seemed to love her so much, that it put a plan
into her mother's head which led to important results, as the next
chapter will show.
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