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    A determined farm wife measures the power of conscience against the boundaries imposed by church and custom. Samantha Among the Brethren, Complete, by Marietta Holley, is a late nineteenth-century American social satire set in a rural village, part of Holley’s long-running Samantha series. Framed as the observations of Samantha Allen, it blends domestic detail with public questions, illuminating how everyday piety intersects with civic reform. Holley, a prominent humorist of her era, uses comedy not as ornament but as leverage, inviting readers to weigh fairness, duty, and common sense. The result is a novel that feels intimate in scale yet expansive in moral ambition. Its approachable voice disguises a sharp critique of exclusion and habit.

Situated in a small community often identified in the series as Jonesville, the book unfolds within the rhythms of rural New York State. Samantha narrates in the first person, introducing readers to the local church world—its meetings, customs, hierarchies, and expectations—and to the domestic sphere where meals, chores, and kinship quietly shape convictions. The premise is simple and potent: a thoughtful woman tests the limits of what the “brethren” will allow in religious and communal life. Readers can expect a blend of humor and earnestness, a conversational pace, and a voice that turns homely observation into pointed social commentary without relinquishing warmth.

Holley’s satire targets the friction between principle and policy, especially where gender and authority meet. The narrative examines who gets to speak in the sanctuary, who decides charitable priorities, and how rules become instruments of habit rather than channels of justice. Temperance, civic responsibility, and the ethics of neighborliness surface as recurring concerns, not as abstract debates but as questions grounded in daily practice. Samantha’s moral calculus is practical and humane, testing doctrines against lived realities. By tracing how custom hardens into constraint, the book invites readers to consider the costs of exclusion and the possibility that reform can arise from ordinary conviction.

Stylistically, the novel is driven by Samantha’s distinctive vernacular voice—wry, observant, and rich with colloquial turns that reveal as much as they amuse. Holley’s craft lies in fusing regional humor with moral argument, allowing the comedy to carry insight without becoming didactic. The first-person narrative creates intimacy, encouraging readers to feel like confidants as Samantha reasons through dilemmas and measures the distance between ideals and outcomes. Episodes unfold with an episodic, anecdotal cadence, weaving domestic scenes with public encounters. The satire is gentle yet pointed, and the tone balances levity with gravity so that laughter becomes a gateway to ethical reflection.

Published in the late nineteenth century, the book emerges from a United States wrestling with questions of women’s rights, temperance advocacy, and the shape of religious authority during the Gilded Age. In that climate, Holley’s work resonates as both entertainment and civic intervention, exploring how institutional policies affect everyday lives. Without lecturing, the story situates private conviction within public structures, making the church a microcosm of broader social negotiations. Readers encounter an era in which reform movements sought legitimacy inside established traditions, and the novel’s focus on consent, voice, and accountability reflects debates that animated pulpits, parlors, and town halls alike.

For contemporary readers, Samantha Among the Brethren, Complete remains relevant because it asks how communities can be faithful to their stated values while widening participation. Its questions—who is heard, who decides, and how change proceeds without losing coherence—continue to surface in congregations and civic institutions today. The book offers a model of persuasion rooted in empathy, humor, and persistence rather than confrontation alone. It also honors rural intelligence, presenting common sense as a counterweight to rigid formalism. In presenting reform as the steady work of everyday people, Holley invites readers to examine their own institutions with curiosity and courage.

Approached as a reading experience, the novel rewards patience with a rich mosaic of incidents, conversations, and closely observed details. The pace is measured, the mood humane, and the wit disarming, making it a companionable guide through fraught territory. It offers the satisfactions of regional fiction—texture, voice, community portraiture—while advancing a moral inquiry about fairness and belonging. Without leaning on spectacle or melodrama, it accumulates force through consistency of vision. Readers who appreciate social satire, character-driven narratives, and historical context will find here a work that entertains even as it pricks the conscience, inviting reflection long after the final page.
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    Samantha Among the Brethren, Complete follows Samantha Allen, a practical farmwife in the rural community of Jonesville, as she narrates church and town life with steady attention to everyday detail. The story centers on the local meeting-house and the men who govern it, referred to as the brethren, while also depicting the tireless work of women in societies and homes. Samantha chronicles debates over temperance, missions, church rules, and social respectability, linking public questions to private consequences. The narrative’s focus is communal, showing how decisions made in meetings influence families, livelihoods, and reputations, and how reform ideas travel from pulpits and parlors into fields and kitchens.

Early chapters establish Samantha’s household routines and her partnership with her husband, Josiah, as a backdrop to the church season ahead. Talk grows of improving the meeting-house and of organizing committees to handle money, music, and membership. Women meet to sew, raise funds, and host events, while men hold formal business sessions. With an eye for procedure, Samantha attends gatherings and listens at thresholds, wanting to understand how decisions are formed. Small disputes about priorities foreshadow larger questions about authority and voice. Through errands, visits, and chores, she introduces the personalities who will shape debates over duty, charity, and propriety.

The brethren’s meetings highlight the lines between spiritual ideals and institutional practice. Samantha observes business sessions that consider membership discipline, doctrinal boundaries, and plans for church improvements. Women’s contributions are welcomed in work and fundraising but confined in governance, creating a pattern of reliance without representation. Samantha’s method is patient engagement: she asks questions, writes letters, and offers counsel in private conversations. These scenes illustrate how policy arises from habits as much as from principles, and how customs define whose opinions are heard. The narrative builds a portrait of a congregation balancing tradition, economy, and conscience while deciding how broad its welcome should be.

Temperance becomes a central thread as a local tavern prospers and its influence spreads. Samantha traces the effects of drink on families and futures, following a promising young man who drifts toward the barroom and a household strained by loss and debt. Petitions circulate to limit licenses, and the brethren debate whether business interests should temper moral demands. Samantha joins temperance gatherings and home visits, observing the human toll behind statistics and slogans. The community confronts questions of enforcement, compassion, and example. This conflict introduces a practical test of the church’s stated principles, as pledges, public pressure, and private habit collide.

Alongside temperance, missionary and charitable efforts animate multiple chapters. Committees launch subscription lists, hold fairs, and solicit pledges for distant missions while neighbors struggle close by. Samantha urges balanced compassion, arguing that enthusiasm for foreign work should not eclipse local hunger, illness, and debt. Visiting lecturers stir zeal, yet church politics sometimes overshadow mercy, prompting debate about spending, spectacle, and stewardship. The narrative shows how fundraising can unite or divide, depending on whether the recipients of help are seen and known. Through these scenes, the book examines the relationship between visible success in public projects and quiet, sustained aid within the community.

A subplot emerges around a young couple whose courtship meets obstacles from rumor and strict church codes. Questions of conduct and appearances draw them into the machinery of discipline. Samantha witnesses how gossip can shape formal outcomes and how correction may slide toward humiliation. She counsels patience and fairness, arguing that rules should serve restoration rather than punishment. The couple’s future becomes a measure of the congregation’s priorities: whether suspicion or trust will guide decisions. Without resolving every point, these chapters press the issue of how a religious community balances purity with kindness when youthful mistakes or misunderstandings come under scrutiny.

The narrative reaches a crowded season of public meetings when a regional conference brings visiting ministers and delegates. Sermons emphasize order, duty, and unity, while committee reports revisit temperance, missions, and church finances. Seating, procedures, and speaking privileges reveal unwritten hierarchies, especially in regard to women’s participation. Proposals surface to broaden women’s roles in committees or public advocacy, eliciting caution and support in equal measure. Samantha’s influence remains informal, in parlor conversations and shared meals where common sense wins hesitant allies. The formal sessions and the social spaces around them together show how change often moves through hospitality as much as through motions.

A community crisis concentrates the book’s themes. An accident tied to the tavern, a sudden illness, and the threat of destitution force rapid decisions about responsibility and relief. Some leaders lean toward rules and reputation; others toward urgent charity. Samantha helps organize practical aid, coordinating women’s networks that cross denominational lines. The brethren must reconcile budget, precedent, and conscience in real time. This event tests earlier arguments about temperance, missions, and discipline, turning abstract positions into immediate choices. The outcome alters relationships within the congregation and clarifies what kind of guidance people want from their meeting-house in moments of fear and need.

In closing chapters, the book gathers its threads without turning them into a single victory or defeat. Small adjustments occur in tone and practice, while long-standing questions remain under discussion. Samantha affirms a steady path of neighborly reform: genuine religion should align public declarations with private help, temper zeal with justice, and recognize women’s central work and moral leadership. The meeting-house endures as a place where ideals are tested by daily life. The overall message emphasizes patient change through example, conversation, and service. The story ends with hope grounded in ordinary efforts rather than dramatic upheaval, pointing toward continued, practical conscience.
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    Marietta Holley situates Samantha Among the Brethren in the rural culture of upstate New York during the late Gilded Age, roughly the 1880s into 1890, the year of publication. The fictional Jonesville mirrors Holley’s Jefferson County milieu, where mixed dairy and grain farms, improved by rail links to Lake Ontario ports, structured community rhythms. The Methodist Episcopal church stands at the civic center, shaping moral life, fundraising, and gendered labor. Town halls, grange buildings, and lodge rooms form a lattice of male authority, while women work through missionary circles and temperance societies. This setting captures the friction between older village paternalism and accelerating reform currents sweeping the Northeast and Midwest.

The organized woman suffrage movement furnishes a crucial backdrop. After the Seneca Falls Convention in 1848 (Seneca Falls, New York), national leadership crystallized in 1869 with the creation of the National Woman Suffrage Association (Susan B. Anthony, Elizabeth Cady Stanton) and the American Woman Suffrage Association (Lucy Stone, Henry B. Blackwell). Their 1890 merger formed the National American Woman Suffrage Association (NAWSA), headquartered in the Northeast and led by Stanton and Anthony, then Carrie Chapman Catt. States tested enfranchisement: Wyoming entered as a suffrage state in 1890; Colorado adopted full suffrage in 1893; Kansas conferred municipal suffrage in 1887. The novel mirrors these campaigns through Samantha’s insistence on women’s civic competence and by dramatizing how church votes and local bylaws echo the broader struggle over women’s political voice.

A defining event for Holley’s satire was the 1888 Methodist Episcopal General Conference decision to deny seating to duly elected women lay delegates, later remembered as the Great Denial. Several prominent reformers active in the Woman’s Foreign Missionary Society and allied church organizations, including Mary C. Nind of Minnesota and Angie F. Newman of Nebraska, were elected by their conferences but ruled ineligible when opponents argued that lay representation implied male membership only. The controversy exposed a disjunction: women raised funds, evangelized, and administered missions yet lacked legislative authority in the denomination until 1904, when the church finally admitted women lay delegates. Samantha Among the Brethren repeatedly stages congregational debates and committee quarrels that echo this 1888 clash, revealing how theological gatekeeping codified gender hierarchy within local church governance.

Temperance activism, organized through the Woman’s Christian Temperance Union (WCTU, founded 1874 in Cleveland), strongly shaped the period. Under Frances E. Willard’s presidency from 1879, the WCTU advanced a Do Everything program linking alcohol control to labor rights, public health, and women’s citizenship. Jurisdictions experimented with local option and high-license systems across the 1880s; constitutional prohibition passed in Kansas in 1881, while the Prohibition Party (founded 1869) ran national tickets. In New York, high-license debates foreshadowed the stricter 1896 Raines Law. Holley’s plotlines—church fairs, petitions, and parlor councils—track the temperance infrastructure of pledge drives and moral suasion, and her criticism of saloon politics underscores the alliance between liquor interests and male-dominated party machines that undercut women’s reform leverage.

Parallel to legislative battles, the late 1880s witnessed institutional openings for women’s religious work. The Methodist deaconess order received formal authorization in 1888, building upon the Chicago Training School organized by Lucy Rider Meyer in 1885 and followed by deaconess homes in Chicago and New York City by 1889. Deaconesses engaged in urban missions, visiting nursing, and settlement-style relief. Yet these structured avenues of service lacked parity with ordained authority. The novel reflects this duality: Samantha’s practical competence and charitable labor mirror deaconess functions, while her exclusion from final decision-making bodies illustrates how formal recognition of women’s service did not equate to equal governance power in the era’s Protestant institutions.

Rural economic stress and agrarian mobilization form the book’s social fabric. The Patrons of Husbandry (the Grange), founded in 1867 in Washington, D.C., promoted cooperative buying and political pressure for rail-rate regulation, prompting Midwest Granger Laws in the 1870s and culminating in the federal Interstate Commerce Act of 1887. The Farmers’ Alliance network of the late 1880s led to the People’s Party in 1892 with the Omaha Platform calling for railroad regulation, a subtreasury plan, and monetary reform. Although Holley does not write policy tracts, the squeeze of freight rates, mortgage debt, and middlemen appears in her small-town scenes, where church finance debates and bazaars double as commentaries on farm families’ precarious household economies.

The era’s social purity campaigns also shaped community norms. The 1873 federal Comstock Act, championed by Anthony Comstock and enforced through the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice, criminalized the distribution of obscenity and contraceptive information, entwining moral regulation with postal enforcement. Many states and municipalities pursued Sunday closing and anti-gambling ordinances in the 1880s, anticipating later New York measures in the 1890s. Holley’s portrayal of respectable male fraternities and backroom deals critiques the selective application of such laws: public vice is condemned while private indulgence persists. By depicting church committees that police women’s respectability more zealously than men’s conduct, the novel aligns with contemporary critiques of unequal enforcement within the moral reform agenda.

As social and political critique, the book exposes the contradictions of a culture that depends on women’s labor yet disenfranchises their voices. It dissects the patriarchal structure of church governance during and after the 1888 Great Denial, the entanglement of saloon interests with party politics that blunted temperance reform, and the economic inequities burdening farm households amid rail-era capitalism. By anchoring argument in local procedures—votes, bylaws, fundraising, and committee rules—Holley demonstrates how national controversies over suffrage and temperance translated into everyday exclusions. The work indicts double standards in moral regulation and insists that equitable citizenship and accountable institutions are prerequisites for genuine religious and civic community.
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Again it come to pass, in the fulness of time, that my companion, Josiah Allen, see me walk up and take my ink stand off of the manteltry piece, and carry it with a calm and majestick gait to the corner of the settin' room table devoted by me to literary pursuits. And he sez to me:

“What are you goin' to tackle now, Samantha?”

And sez I, with quite a good deal of dignity, “The Cause of Eternal Justice, Josiah Allen.”

“Anythin' else?” sez he, lookin' sort o' oneasy at me. (That man realizes his shortcomin's, I believe, a good deal of the time, he duz.)

“Yes,” sez I, “I lay out in petickuler to tackle the Meetin' House. She is in the wrong on't, and I want to set her right.”

Josiah looked sort o' relieved like, but he sez out, in a kind of a pert way, es he set there a-shellin corn for the hens:

“A Meetin' House hadn't ort to be called she—it is a he.”

And sez I, “How do you know?”

And he sez, “Because it stands to reason it is. And I'd like to know what you have got to say about him any way?”

Sez I, “That 'him' don't sound right, Josiah Allen. It sounds more right and nateral to call it 'she.' Why,” sez I, “hain't we always hearn about the Mother Church, and don't the Bible tell about the Church bein' arrayed like a bride for her husband? I never in my life hearn it called a 'he' before.”

“Oh, wall, there has always got to be a first time. And I say it sounds better. But what have you got to say about the Meetin' House, anyway?”

“I have got this to say, Josiah Allen. The Meetin' House hain't a-actin' right about wimmen. The Founder of the Church wuz born of woman. It wuz on a woman's heart that His head wuz pillowed first and last. While others slept she watched over His baby slumbers and His last sleep. A woman wuz His last thought and care. Before dawn she wuz at the door of the tomb, lookin' for His comin'. So she has stood ever sense—waitin', watchin', hopin', workin' for the comin' of Christ. Workin', waitin' for His comin' into the hearts of tempted wimmen and tempted men—fallen men and fallen wimmen—workin', waitin', toilin', nursin' the baby good in the hearts of a sinful world—weepin' pale-faced over its crucefixion—lookin' for its reserection. Oh how she has worked all through the ages!”

“Oh shaw!” sez Josiah, “some wimmen don't care about anythin' but crazy work and back combs.”

I felt took down, for I had been riz up, quite considerble, but I sez, reasonable:

“Yes, there are such wimmen, Josiah, but think of the sweet and saintly souls that have given all their lives, and hopes, and thoughts to the Meetin' House—think of the throngs to-day that crowd the aisles of the Sanctuary—there are five wimmen to one man, I believe, in all the meetin' houses to-day a-workin' in His name. True Daughters of the King, no matter what their creed may be—Catholic or Protestant.

“And while wimmen have done all this work for the Meetin' House, the Meetin' House ort to be honorable and do well by her.”

“Wall, hain't he?” sez Josiah.

“No, she hain't,” sez I.

“Wall, what petickuler fault do you find? What has he done lately to rile you up?”

Sez I, “She wuz in the wrong on't in not lettin' wimmen set on the Conference.”

“Wall, I say he wuz right,” sez Josiah. “He knew, and I knew, that wimmen wuzn't strong enough to set.”

“Why,” sez I, “it don't take so much strength to set as it duz to stand up. And after workin' as hard as wimmen have for the Meetin' House, she ort to have the priveledge of settin'. And I am goin' to write out jest what I think about it.”

“Wall,” sez Josiah, as he started for the barn with the hen feed, “don't be too severe with the Meetin' House.”

And then, after he went out, he opened the door agin and stuck his head in and sez:

“Don't be too hard on him”

And then he shet the door quick, before I could say a word. But good land! I didn't care. I knew I could say what I wanted to with my faithful pen—and I am bound to say it.



JOSIAH ALLEN'S WIFE, Bonny View,

near Adams, New York,

Oct. 14th, 1890.
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Once she compared single life to a lonely goose travellin' alone acrost the country, 'cross lots, lonesome and despairin', travellin' along over a thorny way, and desolate, weighed down by melancholy and gloomy forebodin's, and takin' a occasional rest by standin' up on one cold foot and puttin' its weery head under its wing, with one round eye lookin' out for dangers that menaced it, and lookin', also, perhaps, for a possible mate, for the comin' gander—restless, wobblin', oneasy, miserable.

Why, she brought the school-house down, and got the audience all wrought up with pity, and sympathy. Oh, how Submit Tewksbury[1] did weep; she wept aloud (she had been disappointed, but of this more bimeby).

And then she went on and compared that lonesome voyager to two blissful wedded ones. A pair of white swans floatin' down the waveless calm, bathed in silvery light, floatin' down a shinin' stream that wuz never broken by rough waves, bathed in a sunshine that wuz never darkened by a cloud.

And then she went on to bring up lots of other things to compare the two states to—flowery things and sweet, and eloquent.

She compared single life to quantities of things, strange, weird, melancholy things, and curius. Why, they wuz so powerful that every one of 'em brought the school-house down.

And then she compared married life to two apple blossoms hangin' together on one leafy bough on the perfumed June air, floatin' back and forth under the peaceful benediction of summer skies.

And she compared it to two white lambs gambolin' on the velvety hill-side. To two strains of music meltin' into one dulcet harmony, perfect, divine harmony, with no discordant notes.

Josiah hunched me, he wanted me to cry there, at that place, but I wouldn't. He did, he cried like an infant babe, and I looked close and searchin' to see if my handkerchief covered up all his vest.

He didn't seem to take no notice of his clothes at all, he wuz a-weepin' so—why, the whole schoolhouse wept, wept like a babe.

But I didn't. I see it wuz a eloquent and powerful effort. I see it was beautiful as anything could be, but it lacked that one thing I have mentioned prior and before this time. It lacked megumness[2].

I knew they wuz all impressive and beautful illustrations, I couldn't deny it, and I didn't want to deny it. But I knew in my heart that the lonely goose that she had talked so eloquent about, I knew that though its path might be tegus the most of the time, yet occasionally it stepped upon velvet grass and blossomin' daisies. And though the happy wedded swans floated considerable easy a good deal of the time, yet occasionally they had their wings rumpled by storms, thunder storms, sudden squalls, and et cetery, et cetery.

And I knew the divine harmony of wedded love, though it is the sweetest that earth affords, I knew that, and my Josiah knew it—the very sweetest and happiest strains that earthly lips can sing.

Yet I knew that it wuz both heavenly sweet, and divinely sad, blended discord and harmony. I knew there wuz minor chords in it, as well as major, I knew that we must await love's full harmony in heaven. There shall we sing it with the pure melody of the immortals, my Josiah and me. But I am a eppisodin', and to continue and resoom.

Wall, we wuz invited to meet the young female after the lecture wuz over, to be introduced to her and talk it over.

She wuz the Methodist minister's wive's cousin, and the minister's wife told me she wuz dretful[4] anxious to get my opinion on the lecture. I spoze she wanted to get the opinion of one of the first wimmen of the day. For though I am fur from bein' the one that ort to mention it, I have heard of such things bein' said about me all round Jonesville, and as far as Loontown and Shackville. And so, I spoze, she wanted to get hold of my opinion.

Wall, I wuz introduced to her, and I shook hands with her, and kissed her on both cheeks, for she is a sweet girl and I liked her looks.

I could see that she was very, VERY sentimental, but she had a sweet, confidin', innocent look to her, and I give her a good kissin' and I meant it. When I like a person, I do like 'em, and visy-versey.

But at the same time my likin' for a person mustn't be strong enough to overthrow my principles. And when she asked me in her sweet axents, “How I liked her lecture, and if I could see any faults in it?” I leaned up against Duty, and told her, “I liked it first-rate, but I couldn't agree with every word of it.”

Here Josiah Allen give me a look sharp enough to take my head clear off, if looks could behead anybody. But they can't.

And I kept right on, calm and serene, and sez I, “It wuz very full of beautiful idees, as full of 'em as a rose-bush is full of sweetness in June, but,” says I, “if I speak at all I must tell the truth, and I must say that while your lecture is as sweet and beautiful a effort as I ever see tackled, full of beautiful thoughts, and eloquence, still I must say that in my opinion it lacked one thing, it wuzn't mean enough.”

“Mean enough?” sez she. “What do you mean?”

“Why,” sez I, “I mean, mean temperature, you know, middleinness, megumness, and whatever you may call it; you go too fur.”
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She said with a modest look “that she guessed she didn't, she guessed she didn't go too far.”

And Josiah Allen spoke up, cross as a bear, and, sez he, “I know she didn't. She didn't say a word that wuzn't gospel truth.”

Sez I, “Married life is the happiest life in my opinion; that is, when it is happy.[1q] Some hain't happy, but at the same time the happiest of 'em hain't all happiness.”

“It is,” sez Josiah (cross and surly), “it is, too.”

And Serena Fogg said, gently, that she thought I wuz mistaken, “she thought it wuz.” And Josiah jined right in with her and said:

“He knew it wuz, and he would take his oath to it.”

But I went right on, and, sez I, “Mebby it is in one sense the most peaceful; that is, when the affections are firm set and stabled it makes 'em more peaceful than when they are a-traipsin' round and a-wanderin'. But,” sez I, “marriage hain't all peace.”

Sez Josiah: “It is, and I'll swear to it.”

Sez I, goin' right on, cool and serene, “The sunshine of true love gilds the pathway with the brightest radiance [2q]we know anything about, but it hain't all radiance.”

“Yes, it is,” sez Josiah, firmly, “it is, every mite of it.”

And Serena Fogg sez, tenderly and amiably, “Yes, I think Mr. Allen is right; I think it is.”

“Wall,” sez I, in meanin' axcents, awful meanin', “when you are married you will change your opinion, you mark my word.”

And she said, gently, but persistently, “That she guessed she shouldn't; she guessed she was in the right of it.”

Sez I, “You think when anybody is married they have got beyend all earthly trials, and nothin' but perfect peace and rest remains?”

And she sez, gently, “Yes, mem!”

“Why,” sez I, “I am married, and have been for upwards of twenty years, and I think I ought to know somethin' about it; and how can it be called a state of perfect rest, when some days I have to pass through as many changes as a comet, and each change a tegus one. I have to wabble round and be a little of everything, and change sudden, too.

“I have to be a cook, a step-mother, a housemaid, a church woman, a wet nurse (lots of times I have to wade out in the damp grass to take care of wet chickens and goslins). I have to be a tailoress, a dairy-maid, a literary soarer, a visitor, a fruit-canner, a adviser, a soother, a dressmaker, a hostess, a milliner, a gardener, a painter, a surgeon, a doctor, a carpenter, a woman, and more'n forty other things.

“Marriage is a first-rate state, and agreeable a good deal of the time; but it haint a state of perfect peace and rest, and you'll find out it haint if you are ever married.”

But Miss Fogg said, mildly, “that she thought I wuz mistaken—she thought it wuz.”

“You do?” sez I.

“Yes, mem,” sez she.

I got up, and sez I, “Come, Josiah, I guess we had better be a-goin'.” I thought it wouldn't do no good to argue any more with her, and Josiah started off after the mair. He had hitched it on the barn floor.

She didn't seem willin' to have me go; she seemed to cling to me. She seemed to be a good, affectionate little creetur. And she said she would give anything almost if she could rehearse the hull lecture over to me, and have me criticise it. Sez she:

“I have heard so much about you, and what a happy home you have.”

“Yes,” sez I, “it is as happy as the average of happy homes, any way.”

And sez she, “I have heard that you and your husband wuz just devoted to each other.” And I told her “that our love for each other wuz like two rocks that couldn't be moved.”

And she said, “On these very accounts she fairly hankered after my advice and criticism. She said she hadn't never lived in any house where there wuz a livin' man, her father havin' died several months before she was born; and she hadn't had the experience that I had, and she presumed that I could give her several little idees that she hadn't thought on.”

And I told her calmly “that I presumed I could.”

It seemed that her father died two months after marriage, right in the midst of the mellow light of the honeymoon, before he had had time to drop the exstatic sweetness of courtship and newly-married bliss and come down into the ordinary, everyday, good and bad demeanors of men.

And she had always lived with her mother (who naturally worshipped and mentally knelt before the memory of her lost husband) and three sentimental maiden aunts. And they had drawed all their knowledge of manhood from Moore's poems and Solomon's Songs. So Serena Fogg's idees of men and married life wuz about as thin and as well suited to stand the wear and tear of actual experience as a gauze dress would be to face a Greenland winter in.

And so, after considerable urgin' on her part (for I kinder hung back and hated to tackle the job, but not knowin' but that it wuz duty's call), I finally consented, and it wuz arranged this way:

She wuz to come down to our house some day, early in the mornin', and stay all day, and she wuz to stand up in front of me and rehearse the lecture over to me, and I wuz to set and hear it, and when she came to a place where I didn't agree with her I wuz to lift up my right hand and she wuz to stop rehearsin', and we wuz to argue with each other back and forth and try to convince each other.

And when we got it all arranged Josiah and I set out for home, I calm in my frame, though dreadin' the job some.
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CHAPTER III.

But Josiah Allen wuz jest crazy over that lecture—crazy as a loon. He raved about it all the way home, and he would repeat over lots of it to me. About “how a man's love was the firm anchor that held a woman's happiness stiddy; how his calm and peaceful influence held her mind in a serene calm—a waveless repose; how tender men wuz of the fair sect, how they watched over 'em and held 'em in their hearts.”

“Oh,” sez he, “it went beyond anything I ever heard of. I always knew that men wuz good and pious, but I never realized how dumb pious they wuz till to-night.”

“She said,” sez I, in considerable dry axents—not so dry as I keep by me, but pretty dry—“No true man would let a woman perform any manuel labor.”

“Wall, he won't. There ain't no need of your liftin' your little finger in emanuel labor.”

“Manuel, Josiah.”

“Wall, I said so, didn't I? Hain't I always holdin' you back from work?”

“Yes,” sez I. “You often speak of it, Josiah. You are as good,” sez I, firmly, “full as good as the common run of men, and I think a little better. But there are things that have to be done. A married woman that has a house and family to see to and don't keep a hired girl, can't get along without some work and care.”

“Wall I say,” sez he, “that there hain't no need of you havin' a care, not a single care. Not as long as I live—if it wuzn't for me, you might have some cares, and most probable would, but not while I live.”

I didn't say nothin' back, for I don't want to hurt his feelin's, and won't, not if I can help it. And he broke out again anon, or nearly anon—
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“Oh, what a lecture that wuz. Did you notice when she wuz goin' on perfectly beautiful, about the waveless sea of married life—did you notice how it took the school house down? And I wuz perfectly mortified to see you didn't weep or even clap your hands.”

“Wall,” sez I, firmly, “when I weep or when I clap, I weep and clap on the side of truth. And I can't see things as she duz. I have been a-sailin' on that sea she depictured for over twenty years, and have never wanted to leave it for any other waters. But, as I told her, and tell you now, it hain't always a smooth sea, it has its ups and downs, jest like any other human states.”

Sez I, soarin' up a very little ways, not fur, for it wuz too cold, and I was too tired, “There hain't but one sea, Josiah Allen, that is calm forever, and one day we will float upon it, you and me. It is the sea by which angels walk and look down into its crystal depths, and behold their blessed faces. It is the sea on whose banks the fadeless lilies blow—and that mirrors the soft, cloudless sky of the Happy Morning. It is the sea of Eternal Repose, that rude blasts can never blow up into billows. But our sea—the sea of married life—is not like that, it is ofttimes billowy and rough.”

“I say it hain't,” sez he, for he was jest carried away with the lecture, and enthused.

“We have had a happy time together, Josiah Allen, for over twenty years, but has our sea of life always been perfectly smooth?”

“Yes, it has; smooth as glass.”

“Hain't there never been a cloud in our sky?”

“No, there hain't; not a dumb cloud.”

Sez I, sternly, “There has in mine. Your wicked and profane swearin' has cast many and many a cloud over my sky, and I'd try to curb in my tongue if I was in your place.”

“'Dumb' hain't swearin',” sez he. And then he didn't say nothin' more till anon, or nearly at that time, he broke out agin, and sez he:

“Never, never did I hear or see such eloquence till to-night I'll have that girl down to our house to stay a week, if I'm a living Josiah Allen.”

“All right,” sez I, cheerfully. “I'd love to have her stay a week or ten days, and I'll invite her, too, when she comes down to rehearse her lecture.”

Wall we got home middlin' tired, and the subject kinder dropped down, and Josiah had lots of work come on the next day, and so did I, and company. And it run along for over a week before she come. And when she did come, it wuz in a dreadful bad time. It seems as if she couldn't have come in a much worse time.

It wuz early one mornin', not more than nine o'clock, if it wuz that. There had come on a cold snap of weather unexpected, and Josiah wuz a-bringin' in the cook stove from the summer kitchen, when she come.

Josiah Allen is a good man. He is my choice out of a world full of men, but I can't conceal it from myself that his words at such a time are always voyalent, and his demeanor is not the demeanor that I would wish to have showed off to the public.

He wuz at the worst place, too. He had got the stove wedged into the entry-way door, and couldn't get it either way. He had acted awkward with it, and I told him so, and he see it when it wuz too late.

He had got it fixed in such a way that he couldn't get into the kitchen himself without gettin' over the stove, and I, in the course of duty, thought it wuz right to tell him that if he had heerd to me he wouldn't have been in such a fix. Oh! the voyalence and frenzy of his demeanor as he stood there a-hollerin'. I wuz out in the wood-house shed a-bilin' my cider apple sass in the big cauldron kettle, but I heard the racket, and as I come a-runnin' in I thought I heard a little rappin' at the settin'-room door, but I didn't notice it much, I wuz that agitated to see the way the stove and Josiah wuz set and wedged in.

There the stove wuz, wedged firm into the doorway, perfectly sot there. There wuz sut all over the floor, and there stood Josiah Allen, on the wood-house side, with his coat off, his shirt all covered with black, and streaks of black all over his face. And oh! how wild and almost frenzied his attitude wuz as he stood there as if he couldn't move nor be moved no more than the stove could. And oh! the voyalence of the language he hurled at me acrost that stove.

“Why,” sez I, “you must come in here, Josiah Allen, and pull it from this side.”

And then he hollered at me, and asked me:

“How in thunder he was a goin' to get in.” And then he wanted to know “if I wanted him squshed into jelly by comin' in by the side of it—or if I thought he wuz a crane, that he could step over it or a stream of water that he could run under it, or what else do you think?” He hollered wildly.

“Wall,” sez I, “you hadn't ort to got it fixed in that shape. I told you what end to move first,” sez I. “You have moved it in side-ways. It would go in all right if you had started it the other way.”

“Oh, yes! It would have been all right. You love to see me, Samantha, with a stove in my arms. You love it dearly. I believe you would be perfectly happy if you could see me a luggin' round stoves every day. But I'll tell you one thing, if this dumb stove is ever moved either way out of this door—if I ever get it into a room agin, it never shall be stirred agin so much as a hair's breadth—not while I have got the breath of life in me.”

Sez I, “Hush! I hear somebody a-knockin' at the door.”

“I won't hush. It is nothin' but dumb foolishness a movin' round stoves, and if anybody don't believe it let 'em look at me—and let 'em look at that stove set right here in the door as firm as a rock.”
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Sez I agin in a whisper, “Do be still, and I'll let 'em in, I don't want them to ketch you a talkin' so and a-actin'.” “Wall, I want 'em to ketch me, that is jest what I want 'em to do. If it is a man he'll say every word I say is Gospel truth, and if it is a woman it will make her perfectly happy to see me a-swelterin' in the job—seven times a year do I have to move this stove back and forth—and I say it is high time I said a word. So you can let 'em in just as quick as you are a mind to.”

Sez I, a whisperin' and puttin' my finger on my lip:

“Won't you be still?”

“No, I won't be still!” he yelled out louder than ever. “And you may go through all the motions you want to and you can't stop me. All you have got to do is to walk round and let folks in, happy as a king. Nothin' under the heavens ever made a woman so happy as to have some man a-breakin' his back a-luggin' round a stove.”

I see he wouldn't stop, so I had to go and open the door, and there stood Serena Fogg, there stood the author of “Wedlock[3]'s Peaceful Repose.” I felt like a fool. For I knew she had heard every word, I see she had by her looks. She looked skairt, and as surprised and sort o' awe-stricken as if she had seen a ghost. I took her into the parlor, and took her things, and I excused myself by tellin' her that I should have to be out in the kitchen a-tendin' to things for a spell, and went back to Josiah.

And I whispered to him, sez I: “Miss Fogg has come, and she has heard every word you have said, Josiah Allen. And what will she think now about Wedlock's Peaceful Repose?”

But he had got that wild
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