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    On the bright edge of the American West, everyday kindness becomes an adventure in growing up. Susan Coolidge’s companion novels Clover and In the High Valley follow Clover Carr as she steps out from the beloved What Katy Did sequence and into challenges that test patience, loyalty, and courage. These stories trace how a young woman’s sensibility—formed in a bustling household—adapts to wider horizons, new neighbors, and work that matters. Without grandstanding or melodrama, Coolidge invites readers into the quiet heroism of care: keeping faith with family, learning from strangers, and discovering that character is shaped as much by landscape and community as by intention.

Written in the late nineteenth century and set largely in the United States, the two novels belong to the tradition of domestic realist fiction for young readers. They move from familiar New England scenes to the open spaces and settlements of Colorado, where climate, distance, and opportunity alter daily routines and expectations. First published toward the end of the What Katy Did cycle, these installments extend the Carr family’s world while maintaining the series’ accessible tone and moral clarity. Coolidge’s focus remains intimate—friendships, households, and small-town rhythms—even as the setting shifts to a region associated with health-seekers, newcomers, and fresh starts.

Clover offers the premise of a devoted daughter and sister leaving home to support a loved one’s recovery in a different climate, and discovering in that move a life of her own. In the High Valley then introduces newcomers to the same region, whose manners, expectations, and misreadings create fertile ground for mutual understanding and gentle conflict. Taken together, the pair provides a reading experience that is warm, observant, and quietly adventurous. Coolidge’s narrative proceeds by scenes of conversation, work, and hospitality, allowing humor and insight to emerge from ordinary situations rather than plot shocks, and keeping the stakes firmly rooted in relationships and daily choices.

Key themes include responsibility and independence, the ethics of hospitality, and the meeting of cultures within a shared landscape. Health and convalescence matter, not simply as plot devices but as lenses on care, time, and attention. The books explore how social class, national habit, and personal temperament can collide, then gradually harmonize, through empathy and example. The West functions as both literal and symbolic space: a high, clear environment that tests pretensions and rewards steadiness. Coolidge favors growth over triumph, placing value on small acts—listening, perseverance, tact—that slowly transform households and neighborhoods into humane communities.

Stylistically, the novels are marked by a companionable narrator who balances gentle irony with sincere feeling. The prose is unhurried and precise, attentive to domestic detail and to the moods of weather and place. Dialogue carries much of the action, and character is revealed through work, conversation, and the etiquette of everyday life. Readers encounter episodes that feel episodic yet cumulative, where each visit, chore, and walk up a hillside contributes to a larger pattern of maturation. The mood remains hopeful without naïveté; even difficulties are presented as occasions for learning rather than spectacle, keeping the tone steady, humane, and encouraging.

For contemporary readers, these novels offer more than period charm. They ask enduring questions: How do we build a good life far from what we know? What obligations do we owe to family, friends, and strangers? How do health, place, and community shape our sense of self? Their portrayal of migration, cross-cultural encounter, and the reshaping of identity in new environments resonates with modern experiences of moving, caregiving, and starting over. The emphasis on kindness as a practical skill—and on attention as a form of love—gives the books a lasting, everyday wisdom that stands apart from fashion.

Approached together, Clover and In the High Valley form a graceful arc: from departure and adaptation to the broadening of a circle that can welcome newcomers without losing its center. They extend the What Katy Did world while giving Clover Carr a stage of her own, one suited to a character whose strengths are steadiness, humor, and tact. Readers can expect clear prose, memorable scenes of neighborliness, and a portrait of the American West that privileges community over spectacle. The result is a pair of novels that feel both situated in their time and unexpectedly alive to ours—tender, observant, and quietly brave.
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    This combined volume gathers two linked installments of the Clover Carr Chronicles, following the beloved family introduced in What Katy Did. Clover and In the High Valley trace the quiet, progressive unfolding of young adulthood as familiar characters leave the New England home circle for a mountain community in the American West. Both narratives balance domestic episodes with frontier settings, emphasizing responsibility, friendship, and the shaping influence of place. The edition’s illustrations support the period tone, while the stories move steadily from household concerns to wider horizons. Together they present a continuous arc of adaptation, hospitality, and the testing of values in new surroundings.

At the outset of Clover, the Carr household in Burnet is busy with everyday tasks and lingering echoes of earlier adventures. Practical matters dominate: younger siblings need guidance, budgets must stretch, and correspondence keeps distant friends near. A medical worry refocuses the family’s plans when change of climate is prescribed for a cherished brother. After careful consultation and preparation, Clover is chosen to accompany him to a high-altitude resort, a move that promises health but demands independence. The departures are tender yet resolute, marking a shift from sheltered routines to self-reliance as trains and stage routes carry them toward a new landscape.

In Colorado they settle near a thinly populated town ringed by peaks, where boarders, prospectors, and ranch families cross paths. Clover learns the rhythms of a drier climate and thinner air, balancing restorative drives with domestic management in borrowed quarters. A small circle of neighbors and fellow visitors forms quickly, bringing varied backgrounds and expectations into easy proximity. Courteous hosts, energetic young riders, and observant older residents give texture to the setting. Letters home and careful economies maintain connection to Burnet as Clover builds a local routine, observing customs of hospitality while discovering trails, canyons, and the practical virtues that mountain life requires.

Responsibility soon becomes Clover’s measure of the days. Meals must be planned, rooms kept cheerful, and medical advice followed with regularity. Weather sets its own schedule, introducing sudden cold snaps, luminous autumns, and heavy snows that can isolate households without warning. Social visits punctuate the week, from musical evenings at a hotel to impromptu picnics under clear skies. Small misunderstandings test tact, while the health regimen asks patience rather than haste. Through these incremental demands, Clover’s judgment deepens. She listens more, speaks carefully, and keeps watch for signs of progress, maintaining steadiness for her brother while learning the informal codes of a close-knit community.

Turning points arrive by way of shared trials and celebrated milestones. A strenuous excursion reveals the hazards and exhilaration of altitude, prompting prudent choices and new trust among companions. A local emergency draws neighbors together, reinforcing the practical solidarity that underlies remote living. Friendships acquire warmer colors as letters, rides, and quiet talks accumulate, and hints of courtship enter the narrative without disturbing its modest scale. News from the East intersects with Western routines, guiding decisions about home, study, and work. The volume closes with the family’s aims clarified and paths opening, positioning the circle for renewed connections and subsequent chapters.

In the High Valley begins with newcomers. An English brother and sister, accustomed to ordered estates and long traditions, arrive to take up a ranch property in the same mountainous region. Their purpose is practical—investment and health—but their outlook reflects another social world. They bring books, habits, and assumptions that contrast with frontier informality. Early meetings with Clover’s circle are cordial but tentative, touched by differences in speech, custom, and hierarchy. The high valley itself, with its demanding pastures and swift weather changes, sets the terms. Between house-furnishing, stock concerns, and neighborly calls, the visitors begin to measure what their enterprise requires.

Daily routines make acquaintanceships real. The new household faces shortages, long rides for supplies, and the need to rely on others’ know-how, shifting expectations about status and authority. Pride and reserve, especially in the sister, complicate invitations and favors until practical concerns compel cooperation. Shared workdays, barn dances, church gatherings, and charitable errands provide occasions to observe and adjust. Clover and friends offer gentle guidance without pressing, modeling ways of speaking and deciding that favor usefulness over display. The landscape encourages simplicity: trail etiquette, weather-watching, and early starts gradually establish common ground, softening earlier judgments while preserving distinctive manners on both sides.

Significant tests arise that require swift coordination—an illness that must be managed at distance, a risky journey across rising water, and an early winter that narrows options. Competence rather than pedigree decides outcomes, and mutual esteem grows from calm, shared labor. Misunderstandings that once seemed structural give way under the pressure of real need, and affections align more sensibly with character and purpose. The newcomers review their intentions regarding land, family duty, and settlement, while the established community considers how best to welcome them. By the close, positions have shifted without spectacle, and the high valley feels less like a proving ground than a home.

Read together, Clover and In the High Valley trace a consistent message: character ripens through service, and place matters in how people learn, choose, and care. The West offers breadth and tests, but also a neighborliness that rewards patience. Health, livelihood, and affection are advanced not by dramatic gestures but by steadiness, tact, and a willingness to see from another’s point of view. The stories move from departure to belonging, from formality to practical kindness, without dismissing tradition. Their sequence closes with a sense of continuity—family ties maintained, new bonds formed, and the work of ordinary days shown as the ground for durable happiness.
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    Clover (1888) and In the High Valley (1890) unfold in the late nineteenth-century United States, moving from a genteel Midwestern milieu into the Rocky Mountain West, principally Colorado’s high country. Their chronology aligns with the Gilded Age, when railroads, mining camps, ranches, and health resorts reshaped the interior West. The settings evoke new settlements along the Front Range and in mountain valleys reachable by recently laid tracks, where boarding houses, small churches, and schools appeared beside corrals and assay offices. Seasonal rhythms—harsh winters, sudden spring thaws, and brief alpine summers—govern daily life. The books’ domestic scenes are embedded in this rapidly changing landscape, where Eastern customs meet Western improvisation and community-making.

The novels mirror post–Civil War western expansion and Colorado’s state-building. The Colorado Territory was created in 1861; statehood followed in 1876, marking the “Centennial State.” The Homestead Act (1862) and later measures such as the Timber Culture Act (1873) encouraged smallholders to settle arid lands, while cattle outfits spread across the plains and foothills. John Wesley Powell’s 1878–1879 Report on the Lands of the Arid Region promoted irrigation as essential to Western agriculture. These historical forces shape the books’ ranch-country backdrop: characters confront distances, scarce water, and neighborly reciprocity typical of homesteading communities, and the narrative reflects the hopeful, experimental ethos of settlement in newly organized counties and towns.

Railroads proved decisive for Colorado’s development and for the mobility depicted in the stories. The Denver & Rio Grande Railway (founded 1870 by William J. Palmer) pushed narrow-gauge lines south to Pueblo (early 1870s) and into the mountains by the 1880s; the Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe reached Pueblo in 1876; and the Colorado Midland opened an alpine route in 1886. The transcontinental network after 1869 knitted these lines to Eastern cities. The novels’ train journeys, timetables, and ease of shipping trunks and parcels reflect how railways collapsed distances, enabled resort and ranch economies, and made possible short-term sojourns in high valleys that would have been impractical a decade earlier.

The late nineteenth-century health-seeking movement powerfully shaped Colorado life and these narratives. Tuberculosis (“consumption”) was the leading adult killer in the United States, with urban death rates approaching 300–400 per 100,000 in the 1880s. Physicians recommended “climatic therapy”—rest, dry air, sunlight, and moderate altitude—prompting thousands of invalids to migrate to the Southern Rockies. Colorado Springs was founded in 1871 by railroad builder William J. Palmer specifically as a healthful resort community, with nearby Manitou Springs (1872) marketing mineral waters to convalescents. Hotels and boardinghouses proliferated, notably the Antlers Hotel (opened 1883), while early sanatoria appeared; in 1890 the Sisters of Charity established the Glockner Sanatorium, reflecting an institutional turn toward organized care. Guidebooks and railway pamphlets advertised “lungers’” colonies at elevations between 6,000 and 7,000 feet, emphasizing winter sun and summer coolness. Health migrants—often middle-class Easterners and Britons—created a distinctive social mix of invalids, caretakers, clergy, and professionals, sustaining libraries, churches, and small colleges (Colorado College, 1874) amid the peaks. The books’ plotlines—relocation to a mountain climate, routines of rest and gentle exercise, and the social networks of caretaking women—track this historical reality. Their scenes of verandas, drives, and careful domestic economies in thin air reflect contemporary medical advice to avoid fatigue, regulate diet, and cultivate cheerful company. By setting familial resilience and courtship within a resort-and-recovery town culture, the novels register how illness management, philanthropy, and railroad-enabled mobility created new Western communities devoted as much to convalescence and civility as to mining and ranching.

Colorado’s silver boom and mining frontier form a volatile economic backdrop. Leadville exploded after 1879 as rich carbonate ores of silver and lead were developed; figures such as Horace A. W. Tabor epitomized rapid fortunes. Camps like Leadville, Aspen, and the San Juan towns (Ouray, Silverton) drew prospectors, freighters, and merchants. The Sherman Silver Purchase Act (1890) temporarily buoyed prices; its repeal amid the Panic of 1893 collapsed many enterprises. Although the novels focus on domestic and ranch life, their depiction of supply towns, transient labor, and conversations about “camps” hints at the boom-and-bust cycles that shaped prices, migration, and the precarious prosperity of nearby settlements.

Transatlantic migration and British investment strongly marked the 1880s West. British-owned ranching syndicates—such as the Prairie Cattle Company, Limited (organized in Scotland in 1880, operating across southeastern Colorado, New Mexico, and Texas)—brought capital, managers, and a class sensibility to open-range and irrigated operations. English “remittance men” and families also settled in resort towns and valleys, seeking health or opportunity. The novels’ encounters between Eastern Americans and English newcomers on a Colorado ranch echo this milieu, registering differences in manners and expectations while depicting collaborative work in irrigation, stock care, and housekeeping that tested genteel habits against frontier practicality.

Women’s civic activism and the suffrage movement frame the period’s social change. Colorado failed a woman suffrage referendum in 1877 but, in 1893, became the first state to enfranchise women by popular vote, anticipating wider Progressive Era reforms. Organizations such as the Woman’s Christian Temperance Union (founded nationally in 1874) and local women’s clubs—Colorado Springs saw vibrant associations by the late 1880s—sponsored reading rooms, schools, and charity. The novels’ portrayal of competent female travel, household management, and neighborly aid mirrors this public-minded ethos. Their Colorado scenes align with a culture in which women built institutions, taught in new schools, and quietly extended domestic virtues into civic life.

Taken together, the books operate as a subtle social critique of Gilded Age pretensions and inequalities. By transplanting polite Eastern society into a Western setting of mixed classes—invalids, ranch hands, miners, and clergy—they foreground merit, mutual aid, and the dignity of practical labor over pedigree and speculation. The emphasis on health migration exposes disparities in who could afford climatic cures and the burdens placed on women’s unpaid caregiving. Scenes that value frugality, volunteerism, and cross-class fellowship implicitly rebuke boomtown greed and casual snobbery. The frontier community’s informality challenges rigid gender scripts, presenting competent female decision-making as both necessary and normatively just in the social order of the period.
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SARAH CHAUNCEY WOOLSEY (Susan Coolidge) was born in Cleveland, Ohio, January 29, 1835. Her father, John M. Woolsey, a New Yorker, had come to Cleveland to attend to property owned by his father, and had there met Jane Andrews, a charming and graceful girl from Connecticut, whom he made his wife.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

E. D. W. G.

April, 1906.
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It was one of those afternoons in late April which are as mild and balmy as any June day. The air was full of the chirps and twitters of nest-building birds, and of sweet indefinable odors from half-developed leaf-buds and cherry and pear blossoms. The wisterias overhead were thickly starred with pointed pearl-colored sacs, growing purpler with each hour, which would be flowers before long; the hedges were quickening into life, the long pensile willow-boughs and the honey-locusts hung in a mist of fine green against the sky, and delicious smells came with every puff of wind from the bed of white violets under the parlor windows.

Katy and Clover Carr, sitting with their sewing on the door-steps, drew in with every breath the sense of spring. Who does not know the delightfulness of that first sitting out of doors after a long winter’s confinement? It seems like flinging the gauntlet down to the powers of cold. Hope and renovation are in the air. Life has conquered Death, and to the happy hearts in love with life there is joy in the victory[1q]. The two sisters talked busily as they sewed, but all the time an only half-conscious rapture informed their senses,—the sympathy of that which is immortal in human souls with the resurrection of natural things, which is the sure pledge of immortality.

It was nearly a year since Katy had come back from that too brief journey to Europe with Mrs. Ashe and Amy, about which some of you have read, and many things of interest to the Carr family had happened during the interval. The “Natchitoches” had duly arrived in New York in October, and presently afterward Burnet was convulsed by the appearance of a tall young fellow in naval uniform, and the announcement of Katy’s engagement to Lieutenant Worthington.

It was a piece of news which interested everybody in the little town, for Dr. Carr was a universal friend and favorite. For a time he had been the only physician in the place; and though with the gradual growth of population two or three younger men had appeared to dispute the ground with him, they were forced for the most part to content themselves with doctoring the new arrivals, and with such fragments and leavings of practice as Dr. Carr chose to intrust to them. None of the old established families would consent to call in any one else if they could possibly get the “old” doctor.

A skilful practitioner, who is at the same time a wise adviser, a helpful friend, and an agreeable man, must necessarily command a wide influence. Dr. Carr was “by all odds and far away,” as our English cousins would express it, the most popular person in Burnet, wanted for all pleasant occasions, and doubly wanted for all painful ones.

So the news of Katy’s engagement was made a matter of personal concern by a great many people, and caused a general stir, partly because she was her father’s daughter, and partly because she was herself; for Katy had won many friends by her own merit. So long as Ned Worthington stayed, a sort of tide of congratulation and sympathy seemed to sweep through the house all day long. Tea-roses and chrysanthemums, and baskets of pears and the beautiful Burnet grapes flooded the premises, and the door-bell rang so often that Clover threatened to leave the door open, with a card attached,—“Walk straight in. He is in the parlor!”

Everybody wanted to see and know Katy’s lover, and to have him as a guest. Ten tea-drinkings a week would scarcely have contented Katy’s well-wishers, had the limitations of mortal weeks permitted such a thing; and not a can of oysters would have been left in the place if Lieutenant Worthington’s leave had lasted three days longer. Clover and Elsie loudly complained that they themselves never had a chance to see him; for whenever he was not driving or walking with Katy, or having long tête-à-têtes in the library, he was eating muffins somewhere, or making calls on old ladies whose feelings would be dreadfully hurt if he went away without their seeing him.

“Sisters seem to come off worst of all,” protested Johnnie. But in spite of their lamentations they all saw enough of their future brother-in-law to grow fond of him; and notwithstanding some natural pangs of jealousy at having to share Katy with an outsider, it was a happy visit, and every one was sorry when the leave of absence ended, and Ned had to go away.

A month later the “Natchitoches” sailed for the Bahamas. It was to be a six months’ cruise only; and on her return she was for a while to make part of the home squadron. This furnished a good opportunity for her first lieutenant to marry; so it was agreed that the wedding should take place in June, and Katy set about her preparations in the leisurely and simple fashion which was characteristic of her. She had no ambition for a great trousseau, and desired to save her father expense; so her outfit, as compared with that of most modern brides, was a very moderate one, but being planned and mostly made at home, it necessarily involved thought, time, and a good deal of personal exertion.

Dear little Clover flung herself into the affair with even more interest than if it had been her own. Many happy mornings that winter did the sisters spend together over their dainty stitches and “white seam.” Elsie and Johnnie were good needle-women now, and could help in many ways. Mrs. Ashe often joined them; even Amy could contribute aid in the plainer sewing, and thread everybody’s needles. But the most daring and indefatigable of all was Clover, who never swerved in her determination that Katy’s “things” should be as nice and as pretty as love and industry combined could make them. Her ideas as to decoration soared far beyond Katy’s. She hem-stitched, she cat-stitched, she feather-stitched, she lace-stitched, she tucked and frilled and embroidered, and generally worked her fingers off; while the bride vainly protested that all this finery was quite unnecessary, and that simple hems and a little Hamburg edging would answer just as well. Clover merely repeated the words, “Hamburg edging!” with an accent of scorn, and went straight on in her elected way.

As each article received its last touch, and came from the laundry white and immaculate, it was folded to perfection, tied with a narrow blue or pale rose-colored ribbon, and laid aside in a sacred receptacle known as “The Wedding Bureau.” The handkerchiefs, grouped in dozens, were strewn with dried violets and rose-leaves to make them sweet. Lavender-bags and sachets of orris lay among the linen; and perfumes as of Araby were discernible whenever a drawer in the bureau was pulled out.

So the winter passed, and now spring was come; and the two girls on the doorsteps were talking about the wedding, which seemed very near now.

“Tell me just what sort of an affair you want it to be,” said Clover.

“It seems more your wedding than mine, you have worked so hard for it,” replied Katy. “You might give your ideas first.”

“My ideas are not very distinct. It’s only lately that I have begun to think about it at all, there has been so much to do. I’d like to have you have a beautiful dress and a great many wedding-presents and everything as pretty as can be, but not so many bridesmaids as Cecy, because there is always such a fuss in getting them nicely up the aisle in church and out again,—that is as far as I’ve got. But so long as you are pleased, and it goes off well, I don’t care exactly how it is managed.”

“Then, since you are in such an accommodating frame of mind, it seems a good time to break my views to you. Don’t be shocked, Clovy; but, do you know, I don’t want to be married in church at all, or to have any bridesmaids, or anything arranged for beforehand particularly. I should like things to be simple, and to just happen.”

“But, Katy, you can’t do it like that. It will all get into a snarl if there is no planning beforehand or rehearsals; it would be confused and horrid.”

“I don’t see why it would be confused if there were nothing to confuse. Please not be vexed; but I always have hated the ordinary kind of wedding, with its fuss and worry and so much of everything, and just like all the other weddings, and the bride looking tired to death, and nobody enjoying it a bit. I’d like mine to be different, and more—more—real. I don’t want any show or processing about, but just to have things nice and pretty, and all the people I love and who love me to come to it, and nothing cut and dried, and nobody tired, and to make it a sort of dear, loving occasion, with leisure to realize how dear it is and what it all means. Don’t you think it would really be nicer in that way?”

“Well, yes, as you put it, and ‘viewed from the higher standard,’ as Miss Inches would say, perhaps it would. Still, bridesmaids and all that are very pretty to look at; and folks will be surprised if you don’t have them.”

“Never mind folks,” remarked the irreverent Katy. “I don’t care a button for that argument. Yes; bridesmaids and going up the aisle in a long procession and all the rest are pretty to look at,—or were before they got to be so hackneyed. I can imagine the first bridal procession up the aisle of some early cathedral as having been perfectly beautiful. But nowadays, when the butcher and baker and candlestick-maker and everybody else do it just alike, the custom seems to me to have lost its charm. I never did enjoy having things exactly as every one else has them,—all going in the same direction like a flock of sheep. I would like my little wedding to be something especially my own. There was a poetical meaning in those old customs; but now that the custom has swallowed up so much of the meaning, it would please me better to retain the meaning and drop the custom.”

“I see what you mean,” said Clover, not quite convinced, but inclined as usual to admire Katy and think that whatever she meant must be right. “But tell me a little more. You mean to have a wedding-dress, don’t you?” doubtfully.

“Yes, indeed!”

“Have you thought what it shall be?”

“Do you recollect that beautiful white crape shawl of mamma’s which papa gave me two years ago? It has a lovely wreath of embroidery round it; and it came to me the other day that it would make a charming gown, with white surah or something for the under-dress. I should like that better than anything new, because mamma used to wear it, and it would seem as if she were here still, helping me to get ready. Don’t you think so?”

“It is a lovely idea,” said Clover, the ever-ready tears dimming her happy blue eyes for a moment, “and just like you. Yes, that shall be the dress,—dear mamma’s shawl. It will please papa too, I think, to have you choose it.”

“I thought perhaps it would,” said Katy, soberly. “Then I have a wide white watered sash which Aunt Izzy gave me, and I mean to have that worked into the dress somehow. I should like to wear something of hers too, for she was really good to us when we were little, and all that long time that I was ill; and we were not always good to her, I am afraid. Poor Aunt Izzy! What troublesome little wretches we were,—I most of all!”

“Were you? Somehow I never can recollect the time when you were not a born angel. I am afraid I don’t remember Aunt Izzy well. I just have a vague memory of somebody who was pretty strict and cross.”

“Ah, you never had a back, and needed to be waited on night and day, or you would recollect a great deal more than that. Cousin Helen helped me to appreciate what Aunt Izzy really was. By the way, one of the two things I have set my heart on is to have Cousin Helen come to my wedding.”

“It would be lovely if she could. Do you suppose there is any chance?”

“I wrote her week before last, but she hasn’t answered yet. Of course it depends on how she is; but the accounts from her have been pretty good this year.”

“What is the other thing you have set your heart on? You said ‘two.’”

“The other is that Rose Red shall be here, and little Rose. I wrote to her the other day also, and coaxed hard. Wouldn’t it be too enchanting? You know how we have always longed to have her in Burnet; and if she could come now it would make everything twice as pleasant.”

“Katy, what an enchanting thought!” cried Clover, who had not seen Rose since they all left Hillsover. “It would be the greatest lark that ever was to have the Roses. When do you suppose we shall hear? I can hardly wait, I am in such a hurry to have her say ‘Yes.’”

“But suppose she says ‘No’?”

“I won’t think of such a possibility. Now go on. I suppose your principles don’t preclude a wedding-cake?”

“On the contrary, they include a great deal of wedding-cake. I want to send a box to everybody in Burnet,—all the poor people, I mean, and the old people and the children at the Home and those forlorn creatures at the poor-house and all papa’s patients.”

“But, Katy, that will cost a lot,” objected the thrifty Clover.

“I know it; so we must do it in the cheapest way, and make the cake ourselves. I have Aunt Izzy’s recipe, which is a very good one; and if we all take hold, it won’t be such an immense piece of work. Debby has quantities of raisins stoned already. She has been doing them in the evenings a few at a time for the last month. Mrs. Ashe knows a factory where you can get the little white boxes for ten dollars a thousand, and I have commissioned her to send for five hundred.”

“Five hundred! What an immense quantity!”

“Yes; but there are all the Hillsover girls to be remembered, and all our kith and kin, and everybody at the wedding will want one. I don’t think it will be too many. Oh, I have arranged it all in my mind. Johnnie will slice the citron, Elsie will wash the currants, Debby measure and bake, Alexander mix, you and I will attend to the icing, and all of us will cut it up.”

“Alexander!”

“Alexander. He is quite pleased with the idea, and has constructed an implement—a sort of spade, cut out of new pine wood—for the purpose. He says it will be a sight easier than digging flower-beds. We will set about it next week; for the cake improves by keeping, and as it is the heaviest job we have to do, it will be well to get it out of the way early.”

“Sha’n’t you have a floral bell, or a bower to stand in, or something of that kind?” ventured Clover, timidly.

“Indeed I shall not,” replied Katy. “I particularly dislike floral bells and bowers. They are next worst to anchors and harps and ‘floral pillows’ and all the rest of the dreadful things that they have at funerals. No, we will have plenty of fresh flowers, but not in stiff arrangements. I want it all to seem easy and to be easy. Don’t look so disgusted, Clovy.”

“Oh, I’m not disgusted. It’s your wedding. I want you to have everything in your own way.”

“It’s everybody’s wedding, I think,” said Katy, tenderly. “Everybody is so kind about it. Did you see the thing that Polly sent this morning?”

“No. It must have come after I went out. What was it?”

“Seven yards of beautiful nun’s lace which she bought in Florence. She says it is to trim a morning dress; but it’s really too pretty. How dear Polly is! She sends me something almost every day. I seem to be in her thoughts all the time. It is because she loves Ned so much, of course; but it is just as kind of her.”

“I think she loves you almost as much as Ned,” said Clover.

“Oh, she couldn’t do that; Ned is her only brother. There is Amy at the gate now.”

It was a much taller Amy than had come home from Italy the year before who was walking toward them under the budding locust-boughs. Roman fever had seemed to quicken and stimulate all Amy’s powers, and she had grown very fast during the past year. Her face was as frank and childlike as ever, and her eyes as blue; but she was prettier than when she went to Europe, for her cheeks were pink, and the mane of waving hair which framed them in was very becoming. The hair was just long enough now to touch her shoulders; it was turning brown as it lengthened, but the ends of the locks still shone with childish gold, and caught the sun in little shining rings as it filtered down through the tree branches.

She kissed Clover several times, and gave Katy a long, close hug; then she produced a parcel daintily hid in silver paper.

“Tanta,” she said,—this was a pet name lately invented for Katy,—“here is something for you from mamma. It’s something quite particular, I think, for mamma cried when she was writing the note; not a hard cry, you know, but just two little teeny-weeny tears in her eyes. She kept smiling, though, and she looked happy, so I guess it isn’t anything very bad. She said I was to give it to you with her best, best love.”

Katy opened the parcel, and beheld a square veil of beautiful old blonde. The note said:


This was my wedding-veil, dearest Katy, and my mother wore it before me. It has been laid aside all these years with the idea that perhaps Amy might want it some day; but instead I send it to you, without whom there would be no Amy to wear this or anything else. I think it would please Ned to see it on your head, and I know it would make me very happy; but if you don’t feel like using it, don’t mind for a moment saying so to

Your loving

    Polly.
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“Katy opened the parcel, and beheld a square veil of beautiful old blonde.”


Katy handed the note silently to Clover, and laid her face for a little while among the soft folds of the lace, about which a faint odor of roses hung like the breath of old-time and unforgotten loves and affections.

“Shall you?” queried Clover, softly.

“Why, of course! Doesn’t it seem too sweet? Both our mothers!”

“There!” cried Amy, “you are going to cry too, Tanta! I thought weddings were nice funny things. I never supposed they made people feel badly. I sha’n’t ever let Mabel get married, I think. But she’ll have to stay a little girl always in that case, for I certainly won’t have her an old maid.”

“What do you know about old maids, midget?” asked Clover.

“Why, Miss Clover, I have seen lots of them. There was that one at the Pension Suisse; you remember, Tanta? And the two on the steamer when we came home. And there’s Miss Fitz who made my blue frock; Ellen said she was a regular old maid. I never mean to let Mabel be like that.”

“I don’t think there’s the least danger,” remarked Katy, glancing at the inseparable Mabel, who was perched on Amy’s arm, and who did not look a day older than she had done eighteen months previously. “Amy, we’re going to make wedding-cake next week,—heaps and heaps of wedding-cake. Don’t you want to come and help?”

“Why, of course I do. What fun! Which day may I come?”

The cake-making did really turn out fun. Many hands made light work of what would have been a formidable job for one or two. It was all done gradually. Johnnie cut the golden citron quarters into thin transparent slices in the sitting-room one morning while the others were sewing, and reading Tennyson aloud. Elsie and Amy made a regular frolic of the currant-washing. Katy, with Debby’s assistance, weighed and measured; and the mixture was enthusiastically stirred by Alexander, with the “spade” which he had invented, in a large new wash-tub. Then came the baking, which for two days filled the house with spicy, plum-puddingy odors; then the great feat of icing the big square loaves; and then the cutting up, in which all took part. There was much careful measurement that the slices might be an exact fit; and the kitchen rang with bright laughter and chat as Katy and Clover wielded the sharp bread-knives, and the others fitted the portions into their boxes, and tied the ribbons in crisp little bows. Many delicious crumbs and odd corners and fragments fell to the share of the younger workers; and altogether the occasion struck Amy as so enjoyable that she announced—with her mouth full—that she had changed her mind, and that Mabel might get married as often as she pleased, if she would have cake like that every time,—a liberality of permission which Mabel listened to with her invariable waxen smile.

When all was over, and the last ribbons tied, the hundreds of little boxes were stacked in careful piles on a shelf of the inner closet of the doctor’s office to wait till they were wanted,—an arrangement which naughty Clover pronounced eminently suitable, since there should always be a doctor close at hand where there was so much wedding-cake. But before all this was accomplished, came what Katy, in imitation of one of Miss Edgeworth’s heroines, called “The Day of Happy Letters.”

Chapter II.

  The Day of Happy Letters


Table of Contents


The arrival of the morning boat with letters and newspapers from the East was the great event of the day in Burnet. It was due at eleven o’clock; and everybody, consciously or unconsciously, was on the lookout for it. The gentlemen were at the office bright and early, and stood chatting with each other, and fingering the keys of their little drawers till the rattle of the shutter announced that the mail was distributed. Their wives and daughters at home, meanwhile, were equally in a state of expectation, and whatever they might be doing kept ears and eyes on the alert for the step on the gravel and the click of the latch which betokened the arrival of the family news-bringer.

Doctors cannot command their time like other people, and Dr. Carr was often detained by his patients, and made late for the mail, so it was all the pleasanter a surprise when on the great day of the cake-baking he came in earlier than usual, with his hands quite full of letters and parcels. All the girls made a rush for him at once; but he fended them off with an elbow, while with teasing slowness he read the addresses on the envelopes.

“Miss Carr—Miss Carr—Miss Katherine Carr—Miss Carr again; four for you, Katy. Dr. P. Carr,—a bill and a newspaper, I perceive; all that an old country doctor with a daughter about to be married ought to expect, I suppose. Miss Clover E. Carr,—one for the ‘Confidante in white linen.’ Here, take it, Clovy. Miss Carr again. Katy, you have the lion’s share. Miss Joanna Carr,—in the unmistakable handwriting of Miss Inches. Miss Katherine Carr, care Dr. Carr. That looks like a wedding present, Katy. Miss Elsie Carr; Cecy’s hand, I should say. Miss Carr once more,—from the conquering hero, judging from the post-mark. Dr. Carr,—another newspaper, and—hollo!—one more for Miss Carr. Well, children, I hope for once you are satisfied with the amount of your correspondence. My arm fairly aches with the weight of it. I hope the letters are not so heavy inside as out.”

“I am quite satisfied, Papa, thank you,” said Katy, looking up with a happy smile from Ned’s letter, which she had torn open first of all. “Are you going, dear?” She laid her packages down to help him on with his coat. Katy never forgot her father.

“Yes, I am going. Time and rheumatism wait for no man. You can tell me your news when I come back.”

It is not fair to peep into love letters, so I will only say of Ned’s that it was very long, very entertaining,—Katy thought,—and contained the pleasant information that the “Natchitoches” was to sail four days after it was posted, and would reach New York a week sooner than any one had dared to hope. The letter contained several other things as well, which showed Katy how continually she had been in his thoughts,—a painting on rice paper, a dried flower or two, a couple of little pen-and-ink sketches of the harbor of Santa Lucia and the shipping, and a small cravat of an odd convent lace folded very flat and smooth. Altogether it was a delightful letter, and Katy read it, as it were, in leaps, her eyes catching at the salient points, and leaving the details to be dwelt upon when she should be alone.

This done, she thrust the letter into her pocket, and proceeded to examine the others. The first was in Cousin Helen’s clear, beautiful handwriting:—


DEAR KATY,—If any one had told us ten years ago that in this particular year of grace you would be getting ready to be married, and I preparing to come to your wedding, I think we should have listened with some incredulity, as to an agreeable fairy tale which could not possibly come true. We didn’t look much like it, did we,—you in your big chair and I on my sofa? Yet here we are! When your letter first reached me it seemed a sort of impossible thing that I should accept your invitation; but the more I thought about it the more I felt as if I must, and now things seem to be working round to that end quite marvellously. I have had a good winter, but the doctor wishes me to try the experiment of the water cure again which benefited me so much the summer of your accident. This brings me in your direction; and I don’t see why I might not come a little earlier than I otherwise should, and have the great pleasure of seeing you married, and making acquaintance with Lieutenant Worthington. That is, if you are perfectly sure that to have at so busy a time a guest who, like the Queen of Spain, has the disadvantage of being without legs, will not be more care than enjoyment. Think seriously over this point, and don’t send for me unless you are certain. Meanwhile, I am making ready. Alex and Emma and little Helen—who is a pretty big Helen now—are to be my escorts as far as Buffalo on their way to Niagara. After that is all plain sailing, and Jane Carter and I can manage very well for ourselves. It seems like a dream to think that I may see you all so soon; but it is such a pleasant one that I would not wake up on any account.

I have a little gift which I shall bring you myself, my Katy; but I have a fancy also that you shall wear some trifling thing on your wedding-day which comes from me, so for fear of being forestalled I will say now, please don’t buy any stockings for the occasion, but wear the pair which go with this, for the sake of your loving



Cousin Helen.

“These must be they,” cried Elsie, pouncing on one of the little packages. “May I cut the string, Katy?”

Permission was granted; and Elsie cut the string. It was indeed a pair of beautiful white silk stockings embroidered in an open pattern, and far finer than anything which Katy would have thought of choosing for herself.

“Don’t they look exactly like Cousin Helen?” she said, fondling them. “Her things always are choicer and prettier than anybody’s else, somehow. I can’t think how she does it, when she never by any chance goes into a shop. Who can this be from, I wonder?”

“This” was the second little package. It proved to contain a small volume bound in white and gold, entitled, “Advice to Brides.” On the fly-leaf appeared this inscription:—


To Katherine Carr, on the occasion of her approaching bridal, from her affectionate teacher,

Marianne Nipson.

1 Timothy, ii. 11.



Clover at once ran to fetch her Testament that she might verify the quotation, and announced with a shriek of laughter that it was: “Let the women learn in silence with all subjection;” while Katy, much diverted, read extracts casually selected from the work, such as: “A wife should receive her husband’s decree without cavil or question, remembering that the husband is the head of the wife, and that in all matters of dispute his opinion naturally and scripturally outweighs her own.”

Or: “‘A soft answer turneth away wrath.’ If your husband comes home fretted and impatient, do not answer him sharply, but soothe him with gentle words and caresses. Strict attention to the minor details of domestic management will often avail to secure peace.”

And again: “Keep in mind the epitaph raised in honor of an exemplary wife of the last century,—‘She never banged the door.’ Qualify yourself for a similar testimonial.”

“Tanta never does bang doors,” remarked Amy, who had come in as this last “elegant extract” was being read.

“No, that’s true; she doesn’t,” said Clover. “Her prevailing vice is to leave them open. I like that truth about a good dinner ‘availing’ to secure peace, and the advice to ‘caress’ your bear when he is at his crossest. Ned never does issue ‘decrees,’ though, I fancy; and on the whole, Katy, I don’t believe Mrs. Nipson’s present is going to be any particular comfort in your future trials. Do read something else to take the taste out of our mouths. We will listen in ‘all subjection.’”

Katy was already deep in a long epistle from Rose.

“This is too delicious,” she said; “do listen.” And she began again at the beginning:—


My Sweetest of all old Sweets,—Come to your wedding! Of course I shall. It would never seem to me to have any legal sanction whatever if I were not there to add my blessing. Only let me know which day “early in June” it is to be, that I may make ready. Deniston will fetch us on, and by a special piece of good luck, a man in Chicago—whose name I shall always bless if only I can remember what it is—has been instigated by our mutual good angel to want him on business just about that time; so that he would have to go West anyway, and would rather have me along than not, and is perfectly resigned to his fate. I mean to come three days before, and stay three days after the wedding, if I may, and altogether it is going to be a lark of larks. Little Rose can talk quite fluently now, and almost read; that is, she knows six letters of her picture alphabet. She composes poems also. The other day she suddenly announced,—

“Mamma, I have made up a sort of a im. May I say it to you?”

I naturally consented, and this was the



IM.


    Jump in the parlor,

    Jump in the hall,

    God made us all!






    Now did you ever hear of anything quite so dear as that, for a baby only three years and five months old? I tell you she is a wonder. You will all adore her, Clover particularly. Oh, my dear little C.! To think I am going to see her!

I met both Ellen Gray and Esther Dearborn the other day, and where do you think it was? At Mary Silver’s wedding! Yes, she is actually married to the Rev. Charles Playfair Strothers, and settled in a little parsonage somewhere in the Hoosac Tunnel,—or near it,—and already immersed in “duties.” I can’t think what arguments he used to screw her up to the rash act; but there she is.

It wasn’t exactly what one would call a cheerful wedding. All the connection took it very seriously; and Mary’s uncle, who married her, preached quite a lengthy funeral discourse to the young couple, and got them nicely ready for death, burial, and the next world, before he would consent to unite them for this. He was a solemn-looking old person, who had been a missionary, and “had laid away three dear wives in foreign lands,” as he confided to me afterward over a plate of ice-cream. He seemed to me to be “taking notice,” as they say of babies, and it is barely possible that he mistook me for a single woman, for his attentions were rather pronounced till I introduced my husband prominently into conversation; after that he seemed more attracted by Ellen Gray.

Mary cried straight through the ceremony. In fact, I imagine she cried straight through the engagement, for her eyes looked wept out and had scarlet rims, and she was as white as her veil. In fact, whiter, for that was made of beautiful point de Venise, and was just a trifle yellowish. Everybody cried. Her mother and sister sobbed aloud, so did several maiden aunts and a grandmother or two and a few cousins. The church resounded with guggles and gasps, like a great deal of bath-water running out of an ill-constructed tub. Mr. Silver also wept, as a business man may, in a series of sniffs interspersed with silk handkerchief; you know the kind. Altogether it was a most cheerless affair. I seemed to be the only person present who was not in tears; but I really didn’t see anything to cry about, so far as I was concerned, though I felt very hard-hearted.

I had to go alone, for Deniston was in New York. I got to the church rather early, and my new spring bonnet—which is a superior one—seemed to impress the ushers, so they put me in a very distinguished front pew all by myself. I bore my honors meekly, and found them quite agreeable, in fact,—you know I always did like to be made much of,—so you can imagine my disgust when presently three of the stoutest ladies you ever saw came sailing up the aisle, and prepared to invade my pew.

“Please move up, Madam,” said the fattest
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