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    A proud girl discovers that true sovereignty is measured in usefulness, humility, and service. Laura Elizabeth Howe Richards’s Queen Hildegarde invites readers into a formative season in a young heroine’s life, when comfort and habit give way to challenge and growth. Without relying on spectacle, the novel builds its drama from domestic rhythms, small decisions, and the quiet courage required to change. Its title suggests command; its story gently questions what real leadership looks like in everyday life. Readers meet a character whose imperious sparkle becomes a lens for examining manners, morals, and belonging, all within a brisk, accessible narrative for young audiences.

Queen Hildegarde is a work of nineteenth-century American juvenile fiction, written by Laura Elizabeth Howe Richards, an author known for lively, morally attentive stories for young readers. First published in the late nineteenth century, the book reflects the era’s interest in domestic realism and character education. It unfolds between an urban sphere of ease and a rural household where work, neighborliness, and plain living set the terms of daily life. Often grouped with Richards’s later books about the same heroine, it introduces a figure the author would return to again, situating the story at the crossroads of coming-of-age narrative and home-centered comedy.

The premise is simple and inviting: a well-to-do adolescent, nicknamed for her commanding airs, is sent away from city comforts to live with a hardworking country family. The move is meant as a corrective as much as a refuge, and it sets the stage for a sequence of encounters that test pride, patience, and adaptability. Rather than hinge on melodrama, the book thrives on clashes of habit—how to help in a kitchen, how to greet a neighbor, how to accept guidance—and the quiet triumphs that follow. Readers can expect a warm, gently humorous portrait of learning by doing and growing by serving.

Richards’s style blends light satire with genuine tenderness. The narration keeps close to the heroine’s perceptions, allowing readers to feel the sting of embarrassment, the thrill of competence, and the dawning respect for people once overlooked. Scenes are intimate and specific—chores, errands, visits—yet composed with a rhythmic clarity that carries the story forward. Dialogue is brisk and decorous, reflecting the period without becoming opaque. The mood balances buoyancy and moral seriousness: mistakes are possible and forgiven, lessons are offered without harshness, and the arc of the book privileges steady change over sudden reversals.

Beneath its amiable surface, Queen Hildegarde explores the social textures of class, labor, and community. It challenges the assumption that refinement is synonymous with superiority, proposing instead that real distinction lies in reliability, thoughtfulness, and practical skill. The country household is not a backdrop but a moral ecology in which interdependence becomes visible. Domestic competence emerges as a form of agency, especially for a young woman learning to take responsibility for herself and others. The book thus reframes royalty as an ethical posture—leadership grounded in service—inviting readers to weigh appearances against character and privilege against contribution.

For contemporary readers, the book’s questions feel strikingly current: What does it mean to be useful in a world that prizes display? How do we relearn attention, patience, and reciprocity when convenience is easy and labor is invisible? Queen Hildegarde offers a gently paced antidote to hurry, reminding us that skills acquired in community—listening, helping, sharing space—form durable strengths. Its portrait of a structured, task-rich household resonates with modern conversations about resilience, gratitude, and the dignity of work. Without preaching, the story invites self-examination, making it a resonant choice for family reading, classrooms, or reflective solo enjoyment.

As the opening chapter in Hildegarde’s literary life, the novel stands on its own while hinting at further development in subsequent works. It rewards readers who enjoy character-centered narratives, period settings, and the subtle comedy of manners. Educators may find in it a clear window onto late nineteenth-century values around youth, gender, and citizenship, presented with warmth rather than severity. Newcomers will discover an accessible entry point into Richards’s broader oeuvre, and returning readers will appreciate how skillfully this introduction lays thematic groundwork. Above all, the book offers companionship: a believable girl, learning in public, and inviting us to learn alongside her.
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    Queen Hildegarde follows a fashionable city girl whose proud, pampered habits earn her the teasing title of “queen” among friends. Concerned by her extravagance and impatience, her parents arrange an experiment while they must be away: she will board for a season with a thrifty New England farm family, live simply, and contribute to the household. The terms are clear—few belongings, no servants, early hours, and shared work. Reluctant but dutiful, Hildegarde travels to the country expecting discomfort and tedium. The narrative opens with her resistance and bewilderment, setting the stage for a story of adjustment told through ordinary routines and community life.

Her first days on the farm emphasize contrast: sparse accommodations, plain meals, and steady labor. The family greets her kindly but expects practical participation. Hildegarde finds the pace foreign, the chores unfamiliar, and the lack of social finery unsettling. She commits small blunders, bristles at correction, and longs for her old circles. Yet she is also observant; the quiet order of the kitchen, the cadence of barn work, and the unhurried talk of neighbors begin to register. Letters home chart her moods, from complaint to guarded curiosity, as she learns the house rules—economy, neatness, punctuality—without yet embracing their spirit.

The story introduces key relationships that shape her days. The capable farmwife models competence, patience, and dignity. The farmer provides good-humored steadiness. Younger companions, hired help, and elderly neighbors widen Hildegarde’s perspective, drawing her to social rhythms like berrying parties, quilting, and singing school. A small public embarrassment—linked to her vanity and inattention—becomes an early turning point, prompting self-examination without heavy moralizing. Through quiet scenes, the book shows how deference is earned, not commanded. Hildegarde’s “queenliness” is gently redefined, measured against usefulness rather than display, and her pride begins to loosen in the face of others’ evident, unpretentious skill.

Gradually, work itself becomes a teacher. Hildegarde learns to plan a simple meal, keep accounts, mend neatly, and tend a garden row. She discovers satisfaction in visible results—the sheen on a scrubbed floor, the butter that comes right, the jar neatly labeled. The narrative highlights thrift and resourcefulness: repurposing scraps, timing chores, and sharing labor. While she still balks at drudgery, moments of competence lift her spirits. Her letters shift from social gossip to conveying tasks, weather, and crops. She adopts plainer dress and quieter manners, finding that attention earned by service feels steadier than the admiration once courted by fashion.

A neighbor’s difficulty—a mix of illness, scarcity, and absence—draws Hildegarde into community responsibility. The farm household coordinates help, and she joins in sewing, cooking, errands, and child-minding. The scenes emphasize cooperation: baskets passed from door to door, a watch kept for news, and small savings pooled for larger needs. Hildegarde’s initial awkwardness gives way to initiative as she suggests, organizes, or simply shows up when called. Mistakes occur and are corrected; intentions are weighed by follow-through. Respect from the neighbors grows not from grand gestures but from steadiness, and Hildegarde begins to sense belonging rooted in shared effort.

Midway, a test of character arrives that pits pleasure against duty. The choice involves money, time, and reputation—whether to chase a fleeting social triumph or uphold a quiet obligation that will inconvenience her. Counsel from the farmwife is practical rather than preachy, reminding Hildegarde to count real costs. The narrative lets her wrestle, falter, and decide in her own time. The outcome confirms that change is not a single moment but a pattern of choices. In the process, she discovers that restraint can be freeing, and that the admiration she sought can follow naturally when she forgets to seek it.

As seasons turn, the farm’s cycle marks her progress. Harvest preparations, preserving, and a community gathering reveal Hildegarde’s growing skill. She takes charge of a kitchen day, manages supplies, and helps coordinate contributions for a local event. The once-daunting tasks have become familiar steps, and her confidence shows in quiet efficiency rather than display. A letter from her parents signals their approaching return. Hildegarde reflects on what to carry back: not jars and patterns, but habits of order, patience, and attentiveness. The “queen” title now suggests stewardship—keeping account of others’ comfort, noticing needs, and setting a tone that eases work.

The neighbor’s situation reaches a resolution shaped by many small acts, including Hildegarde’s. Without dramatic revelations, the book emphasizes practical mercy—timely visits, careful budgeting, and shared plans—as the means by which trouble is eased. The farm family’s trust in her becomes explicit; she is given responsibilities once unthinkable at her arrival. As the time of parting nears, there are tokens exchanged, recipes copied, and promises made to write. The tone remains restrained, stressing gratitude more than sentiment. Hildegarde recognizes that simplicity is not deprivation but clarity, and that a well-ordered day can be richer than any ornament.

Hildegarde returns to her old world altered yet recognizably herself. The arc of Queen Hildegarde is a moral education conveyed through domestic detail rather than dramatic plot twists. It argues that character forms in the faithful doing of common things, that generosity grows from economy, and that true distinction lies in service. By tracing a proud girl’s season among plain people, the book offers a calm assurance that habits can change, tastes can refine, and influence can be used gently. The closing balance suggests lasting effects: a widened sympathy, a steadier will, and a quieter, more thoughtful kind of “queenliness.”
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    Laura Elizabeth Howe Richards situates Queen Hildegarde in the closing years of the nineteenth century, a moment when New England’s rural rhythms met the expanding modernity of the Gilded Age and early Progressive Era. The novel’s locus is a Maine farm and its tight-knit village environment, where seasonal labor, church-centered sociability, and neighborly reciprocity structure daily life. Richards, long resident in Gardiner, Maine, drew on a region shaped by small dairy operations, kitchen gardens, and local markets connected by rail to Boston and New York. Telegraphs, railroads, and the nascent telephone knit countryside to city, yet the ethos remained Yankee thrift, self-help, and communal obligation—an ethos the book uses as a moral counterpoint to urban luxury.

The late-nineteenth-century surge of urbanization—especially in New York City—forms a crucial historical backdrop. New York’s population jumped from roughly 1.2 million in 1880 to more than 3.4 million by 1900, producing new fortunes and stark class contrasts along Fifth Avenue and in overcrowded tenements. Elite philanthropy professionalized through bodies like the Charity Organization Society (founded 1882), while consumer culture and conspicuous display flourished. Queen Hildegarde mirrors this world through its contrast between an indulgent metropolitan upbringing and the sobriety of country life. The protagonist’s reeducation in work, frugality, and responsibility refracts the era’s anxiety that urban affluence, if untempered, eroded character and civic duty.

The Panic of 1893 and the long depression that followed (1893–1897) produced sweeping insecurity: more than 500 banks failed, some 15,000 businesses collapsed, and unemployment rose toward 18–20 percent in 1894. National unrest culminated in Coxey’s Army’s march on Washington (1894) and the Pullman Strike (1894). Charitable relief expanded, but so did debates about self-help versus dependency. The novel resonates with this climate, emphasizing thrift, productive labor, and the dignity of earning one’s keep. Its insistence that discipline and modest consumption restore balance echoes contemporary middle-class prescriptions for weathering economic crisis, while its rural setting models a hedge against the volatility of urban markets.

Agrarian reform currents, particularly the Grange (Patrons of Husbandry, founded 1867), shaped rural life in states like Maine. The Maine State Grange (organized 1873) promoted cooperative purchasing, agricultural education, and community sociability; nationally, membership peaked near 800,000 in the 1870s and revived in the 1890s. Populist critiques of railroad rates and monopolies (People’s Party, 1891–1896) amplified farm voices, even in New England where smallholders persisted. Queen Hildegarde reflects this cooperative ethos: barn-centered labor, neighborly exchanges, and local self-reliance align with Grange ideals. The book’s portrayal of farm competence and mutual aid dovetails with efforts to dignify agriculture amid industrial consolidation and market dependence.

Women’s organized activism expanded rapidly in the 1890s through the General Federation of Women’s Clubs (1890) and the National American Woman Suffrage Association (NAWSA, 1890). Julia Ward Howe—Richards’s mother—had been central to suffrage and reform since the 1860s, symbolizing a continuum of female civic leadership. By 1900, hundreds of thousands joined clubs addressing education, sanitation, child welfare, and municipal housekeeping. This milieu informs Queen Hildegarde’s emphasis on female capability, service, and moral stewardship in the household and community. The narrative frames domestic competence not as retreat but as social labor, aligning with clubwomen’s programs that treated home management and neighborhood uplift as public-spirited work.

The domestic science and home economics movement decisively shaped late nineteenth-century thought on household management. Led by chemist Ellen Swallow Richards (1842–1911), the first woman to study at MIT, the movement applied laboratory methods to nutrition, sanitation, and budgeting. The Lake Placid Conferences (1899–1908) forged a national curriculum; by 1908 the American Home Economics Association (AHEA) formed, institutionalizing training for teachers and homemakers. Richards’s works, including The Cost of Living as Modified by Sanitary Science (1899), urged families to measure caloric needs, detect food adulteration, improve kitchen ventilation, and test water quality. Federal and state infrastructures bolstered this scientific turn: the Hatch Act (1887) funded agricultural experiment stations, and Maine’s station at Orono conducted dairy and soil investigations relevant to everyday farm practice. Pasteurization spread in the 1890s; pure food agitation would culminate in federal law by 1906, but its principles were already permeating households through bulletins and club lectures. Queen Hildegarde embodies these prescriptions in literary form. The heroine’s regimen of cooking, cleaning, dairying, and budgeting becomes a program of calibrated self-reform, where measurable tasks cultivate judgment, hygiene, and foresight. The novel’s rural table—anchored by garden produce, fresh milk, and preserved foods—illustrates the period’s nutritional ideals, while its stress on cleanliness and orderly routines channels sanitary science. In presenting domestic labor as skilled, teachable, and socially consequential, the book mirrors home economics’ central claim: that the household is a rational enterprise whose mastery equips women for broader civic responsibility.

Civil War memory framed civic identity for the generation that raised Richards. The Grand Army of the Republic (GAR, founded 1866) made Decoration Day (established nationally in 1868) a ritual of public mourning and duty; GAR membership peaked around 1890. Julia Ward Howe’s “Battle Hymn of the Republic” (1861) and her postwar reform leadership carried an ethic of sacrifice into peacetime social work. Queen Hildegarde transposes this ethic into household and village life: quiet service, discipline, and regard for neighbors function as the civilian analogs of martial duty. The book’s praise of self-control and generosity reflects a culture steeped in remembrance and moral obligation.

As social and political critique, the book challenges the ostentation and dependency fostered by Gilded Age wealth. By relocating an indulged urban girl to a Maine farm, it exposes class insulation, the moral hazards of unearned income, and the gendered devaluation of care work. Its household-centered discipline, aligned with Progressive sanitation and budgeting, critiques laissez-faire individualism by insisting that private habits carry public consequences. It elevates women’s unpaid labor as civic infrastructure, indicts paternalistic charity by advocating competence over condescension, and urges cross-class reciprocity. In exalting cooperative rural culture against metropolitan display, the novel interrogates inequality and models practical virtue as a remedy for social fracture.
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"And have you decided what is to become of Hilda[1]?" asked Mrs. Graham.

"Hilda?" replied her husband, in a tone of surprise, "Hilda? why, she will go with us, of course. What else should become of the child? She will enjoy the trip immensely, I have no doubt.[1q]"

Mrs. Graham sighed and shook her head. "I fear that is impossible, dear George![2q]" she said. "To tell the truth, I am a little anxious about Hilda; she is not at all well. I don't mean that she is actually ill," she added quickly, as Mr. Graham looked up in alarm, "but she seems languid and dispirited, has no appetite, and is inclined to be fretful,—an unusual thing for her."

"Needs a change!" said Mr. Graham, shortly. "Best thing for her. Been studying too hard, I suppose, and eating caramels[2]. If I could discover the man who invented that pernicious sweetmeat, I would have him hanged!—hanged, madam!"

"Oh, no, you wouldn't, dear!" said his wife, laughing softly; "I think his life would be quite safe. But about Hilda now! She does need a change, certainly; but is the overland journey in July just the right kind of change for her, do you think?"

Mr. Graham frowned, ran his fingers through his hair, drummed on the table, and then considered his boots attentively. "Well—no!" he said at last, reluctantly. "I—suppose—not. But what can we do with her? Send her to Fred and Mary at the seashore?"

"To sleep in a room seven by twelve, and be devoured by mosquitoes, and have to wear 'good clothes' all the time?" returned Mrs. Graham. "Certainly not."

"Aunt Emily[3] is going to the mountains," suggested Mr. Graham, doubtfully.

"Yes," replied his wife, "with sixteen trunks, a maid, a footman, and three lapdogs! That would never do for Hilda."

"You surely are not thinking of leaving her alone here with the servants?"

The lady shook her head. "No, dear; such poor wits as Heaven granted me are not yet entirely gone, thank you!"

Mr. Graham rose from his chair and flung out both arms in a manner peculiar to him when excited. "Now, now, now, Mildred!" he said impressively, "I have always said that you were a good woman, and I shall continue to assert the same; but you have powers of tormenting that could not be surpassed by the most heartless of your sex. It is perfectly clear, even to my darkened mind, that you have some plan for Hilda fully matured and arranged in that scheming little head of yours; so what is your object in keeping me longer in suspense? Out with it, now! What are you—for of course I am in reality only a cipher (a tolerably large cipher) in the sum—what are you, the commander-in-chief, going to do with Hilda, the lieutenant-general? If you will kindly inform the orderly-sergeant, he will act accordingly, and endeavor to do his duty."

Pretty Mrs. Graham laughed again, and looked up at the six-feet-two of sturdy manhood standing on the hearth-rug, gazing at her with eyes which twinkled merrily under the fiercely frowning brows. "You are a very disorderly-sergeant, dear!" she said. "Just look at your hair! It looks as if all the four winds had been blowing through it—"

"Instead of all the ten fingers going through it," interrupted her husband. "Never mind my hair; that is not the point. What—do—you—propose—to—do—with—your daughter—Hildegarde, or Hildegardis, as it should properly be written?"

"Well, dear George," said the commander-in-chief (she was a very small woman and a very pretty one, though she had a daughter "older than herself," as her husband said; and she wore a soft lilac gown, and had soft, wavy brown hair, and was altogether very pleasant to look at)—"well, dear George, the truth is, I have a little plan, which I should like very much to carry out, if you fully approve of it."

"Ha!" said Mr. Graham, tossing his "tempestuous locks" again, "ho! I thought as much. If I approve, eh, little madam? Better say, whether I approve or not."

So saying, the good-natured giant sat himself down again, and listened while his wife unfolded her plan; and what the plan was, we shall see by and by. Meanwhile let us take a peep at Hilda, or Hildegardis, as she sits in her own room, all unconscious of the plot which is hatching in the parlor below. She is a tall girl of fifteen. Probably she has attained her full height, for she looks as if she had been growing too fast; her form is slender, her face pale, with a weary look in the large gray eyes. It is a delicate, high-bred face, with a pretty nose, slightly "tip-tilted," and a beautiful mouth; but it is half-spoiled by the expression, which is discontented, if not actually peevish. If we lifted the light curling locks of fair hair which lie on her forehead, we should see a very decided frown on a broad white space which ought to be absolutely smooth. Why should a girl of fifteen frown, especially a girl so "exceptionally fortunate" as all her friends considered Hilda Graham? Certainly her surroundings at this moment are pretty enough to satisfy any girl. The room is not large, but it has a sunny bay-window which seems to increase its size twofold. In re-furnishing it a year before, her father had in mind Hilda's favorite flower, the forget-me-not, and the room is simply a bower of forget-me-nots. Scattered over the dull olive ground of the carpet, clustering and nodding from the wall-paper, peeping from the folds of the curtains, the forget-me-nots are everywhere. Even the creamy surface of the toilet-jug and bowl, even the ivory backs of the brushes that lie on the blue-covered toilet table, bear each its cluster of pale-blue blossoms; while the low easy-chair in which the girl is reclining, and the pretty sofa with its plump cushions inviting to repose, repeat the same tale. The tale is again repeated, though in a different way, by a scroll running round the top of the wall, on which in letters of blue and gold is written at intervals: "Ne m'oubliez pas!" [4]"Vergiss mein nicht!" "Non ti scordar!" and the same sentiment is repeated in Spanish, Latin, Greek, and Hebrew, of all which tongues the fond father possessed knowledge.

Is not this indeed a bower, wherein a girl ought to be happy? the bird in the window thinks his blue and gold cage the finest house in the world, and sings as heartily and cheerily as if he had been in the wide green forest; but his mistress does not sing. She sits in the easy-chair, with a book upside-down in her lap, and frowns,—actually frowns, in a forget-me-not bower! There is not much the matter, really. Her head aches, that is all. Her German lesson has been longer and harder than usual, and her father was quite right about the caramels; there is a box of them on the table now, within easy reach of the slim white hand with its forget-me-not ring of blue turquoises. (I do not altogether agree with Mr. Graham about hanging the caramel-maker, but I should heartily like to burn all his wares. Fancy a great mountain of caramels and chocolate-creams and marrons glacés piled up in Union Square, for example, and blazing away merrily,—that is, if the things would burn, which is more than doubtful. How the maidens would weep and wring their hands while the heartless parents chuckled and fed the flames with all the precious treasures of Maillard and Huyler! Ah! it is a pleasant thought, for I who write this am a heartless parent, do you see?)

As I said before, Hilda had no suspicion of the plot which her parents were concocting. She knew that her father was obliged to go to San Francisco, being called suddenly to administer the estate of a cousin who had recently died there, and that her mother and—as she supposed—herself were going with him to offer sympathy and help to the widow, an invalid with three little children. As to the idea of her being left behind; of her father's starting off on a long journey without his lieutenant-general; of her mother's parting from her only child, whom she had watched with tender care and anxiety since the day of her birth,—such a thought never came into Hilda's mind. Wherever her parents went she went, as a matter of course. So it had always been, and so without doubt it always would be. She did not care specially about going to California at this season of the year,—in fact she had told her bosom friend, Madge Everton, only the day before, that it was "rather a bore," and that she should have preferred to go to Newport. "But what would you?" she added, with the slightest shrug of her pretty shoulders. "Papa and mamma really must go, it appears; so of course I must go too."

"A bore!" repeated Madge energetically, replying to the first part of her friend's remarks. "Hilda, what a very singular girl you are! Here I, or Nelly, or any of the other girls would give both our ears, and our front teeth too, to make such a trip; and just because you can go, you sit there and call it 'a bore!'" And Madge shook her black curls, and opened wide eyes of indignation and wonder at our ungrateful heroine. "I only wish," she added, "that you and I could be changed into each other, just for this summer."

"I wish—" began Hilda; but she checked herself in her response to the wish, as the thought of Madge's five brothers rose in her mind (Hilda could not endure boys!), looked attentively at the toe of her little bronze slipper for a few moments, and then changed the subject by proposing a walk. "Console yourself with the caramels, my fiery Madge," she said, pushing the box across the table, "while I put on my boots. We will go to Maillard's and get some more while we are out. His caramels are decidedly better than Huyler's; don't you think so!"

A very busy woman was pretty Mrs. Graham during the next two weeks. First she made an expedition into the country "to see an old friend," she said, and was gone two whole days. And after that she was out every morning, driving hither and thither, from shop to dressmaker, from dressmaker to milliner, from milliner to shoemaker.

"It is a sad thing," Mr. Graham would say, when his wife fluttered in to lunch, breathless and exhausted and half an hour late (she, the most punctual of women!),—"it is a sad thing to have married a comet by mistake, thinking it was a woman. How did you find the other planets this morning, my dear? Is it true that Saturn has lost one of his rings? and has the Sun recovered from his last attack of spots? I really fear," he would add, turning to Hilda, "that this preternatural activity in your comet-parent portends some alarming change in the—a—atmospheric phenomena, my child. I would have you on your guard!" and then he would look at her and sigh, shake his head, and apply himself to the cold chicken with melancholy vigor.

Hilda thought nothing of her father's remarks,—papa was always talking nonsense, and she thought she always understood him perfectly. It did occur to her, however, to wonder at her mother's leaving her out on all her shopping expeditions. Hilda rather prided herself on her skill in matching shades and selecting fabrics, and mamma was generally glad of her assistance in all such matters. However, perhaps it was only under-clothing and house-linen, and such things that she was buying. All that was the prosy part of shopping. It was the poetry of it that Hilda loved,—the shimmer of silk and satin, the rich shadows in velvet, the cool, airy fluttering of lawn and muslin and lace. So the girl went on her usual way, finding life a little dull, a little tiresome, and most people rather stupid, but everything on the whole much as usual, if her head only would not ache so; and it was without a shadow of suspicion that she obeyed one morning her mother's summons to come and see her in her dressing-room.

Mr. Graham always spoke of his wife's dressing-room as "the citadel." It was absolutely impregnable, he said. In the open field of the drawing-room or the broken country of the dining-room it might be possible—he had never known such a thing to occur, but still it might be possible—for the commander-in-chief to sustain a defeat; but once intrenched behind the walls of the citadel, horse, foot, and dragoons might storm and charge upon her, but they could not gain an inch. Not an inch, sir! True it was that Mrs. Graham always felt strongest in this particular room. She laughed about it, but acknowledged the fact. Here, on the wall, hung a certain picture which was always an inspiration to her. Here, on the shelf above her desk, were the books of her heart, the few tried friends to whom she turned for help and counsel when things puzzled her. (Mrs. Graham was never disheartened. She didn't believe there was such a word. She was only "puzzled" sometimes, until she saw her way and her duty clear before her, and then she went straight forward, over a mountain or through a stone wall, as the case might be.) Here, in the drawer of her little work-table, were some relics,—a tiny, half-worn shoe, a little doll, a sweet baby face laughing from an ivory frame: the insignia of her rank in the great order of sorrowing mothers; and these, perhaps, gave her that great sympathy and tenderness for all who were in trouble which drew all sad hearts towards her.

And so, on this occasion, the little woman had sat for a few moments looking at the pictured face on the wall, with its mingled majesty and sweetness; had peeped into the best-beloved of all books, and said a little prayer, as was her wont when "puzzled," before she sent the message to Hilda,—for she knew that she must sorely hurt and grieve the child who was half the world to her; and though she did not flinch from the task, she longed for strength and wisdom to do it in the kindest and wisest way.

"Hilda, dear," she said gently, when they were seated together on the sofa, hand in hand, with each an arm round the other's waist, as they loved best to sit,—"Hilda, dear, I have something to say that will not please you; something that may even
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