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HAVE promised the children to write something for them about their favourite story-teller, Juliana Horatia
Ewing, because I am sure they will like to read it. I well remember how eagerly I devoured the Life of my
favourite author, Hans Christian Andersen; how anxious I was to send a subscription to the memorial statue of
him, which was placed in the centre of the Public Garden at Copenhagen, where children yet play at his feet;
and, still further, to send some flowers to his newly-filled grave by the hand of one who, more fortunate than
myself, had the chance of visiting the spot. I think that the point which children will be most anxious to know
about Mrs. Ewing is how she wrote her stories. Did she evolve the plots and characters entirely out of her own
mind, or were they in any way suggested by the occurrences and people around her? Those who lived with my
sister have no difficulty in tracing likenesses between some of the characters in her books, and many whom
she met in real life; but let me say, once for all, that she never drew "portraits" of people, and even if some of
us now and then caught glimpses of ourselves under the clothing she had robed us in, we only felt ashamed to
think how unlike we really were to the glorified beings whom she put before the public. Still less did she ever
do with her pen, what an artistic family of children used to threaten to do with their pencils when they were
vexed with each other, namely, to "draw you ugly. On the whole, I am sure this was good in its results, though
the pain occasionally of awakening to disappointment was acute; but she generally contrived to cover up the
wound with some new shoot of Hope. On those in whom she trusted I think her faith acted favourably. I
recollect one friend whose conscience did not allow him to rest quite easily under the rosy light through which
he felt he was viewed, saying to her: It was this well-spring of sympathy in her which made my sister rejoice
as she did in the teaching of the now Chaplain-General, Dr. Edghill, when he was yet attached to the iron
church in the South Camp, Aldershot. Ewing drew a picture of her own character that can never be surpassed.
She did this quite unintentionally, I know, and believed that she was only giving her own experiences of
suffering under quinsy, in combination with some record of the virtues of one whose powers of courage,
uprightness, and generosity under ill-health she had always regarded with deep admiration. Possibly the
virtues were hereditary,â€”certainly the original owner of them was a relation; but, however this may be,
Madam Liberality bears a wonderfully strong likeness to my sister, and she used to be called by a great friend
of ours the "little body with a mighty heart," from the quotation which appears at the head of the tale. The
same friend is now a bishop in another hemisphere from ours, but he will ever be reckoned a "great" friend.
Our bonds of friendship were tied during hours of sorrow in the house of mourning, and such as these are not
broken by after-divisions of space and time. Ewing named him "Jachin," from one of the pillars of the Temple,
on account of his being a pillar of strength at that time to us. Let me now quote the opening description of
Madam Liberality from the story: People with very marked qualities of character do sometimes get such
distinctive titles to rectify the indefiniteness of those they inherit and those they receive in baptism. The ruling
peculiarity of a character is apt to show itself early in life, and it showed itself in Madam Liberality when she
was a little child. Plum-cakes were not plentiful in her home when Madam Liberality was young, and, such as
there were, were of the "wholesome" kindâ€”plenty of breadstuff, and the currants and raisins at a respectful
distance from each other. But, few as the plums were, she seldom ate them. She picked them out very
carefully, and put them into a box, which was hidden under her pinafore. When we grown-up people were
children, and plum-cake and plum-pudding tasted very much nicer than they do now, we also picked out the
plums. Sooner or later we ate them ourselves, but Madam Liberality kept her plums for other people. When
the vulgar meal was overâ€”that commonplace refreshment ordained and superintended by the elders of the
householdâ€”Madam Liberality would withdraw into a corner, from which she issued notes of invitation to all
the dolls. They were "fancy written" on curl-papers, and folded into cocked hats. Then began the real feast.
The dolls came, and the children with them. Madam Liberality had no toy tea-sets or dinner-sets, but there
were acorn-cups filled to the brim, and the water tasted deliciously, though it came out of the ewer in the
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night-nursery, and had not even been filtered. And before every doll was a flat oyster-shell covered with a
round oyster-shell, a complete set of complete pairs which had been collected by degrees, like old family
plate. And, when the upper shell was raised, on every dish lay a plum. It was then that Madam Liberality got
her sweetness out of the cake. She was in her glory at the head of the inverted tea-chest, and if the raisins
would not go round the empty oyster-shell was hers, and nothing offended her more than to have this noticed.
That was her spirit, then and always. She could "do without" anything, if the wherewithal to be hospitable was
left to her. Was it unselfishness or love of approbation, benevolence or fussiness, the gift of sympathy or the
lust of power, or was it something else? She was a very sickly child, with much pain to bear, and many
pleasures to forego. Was it, as the doctors say, "an effort of nature" to make her live outside herself, and be
happy in the happiness of others? All my earliest recollections of Julie as I must call her picture her as at once
the projector and manager of all our nursery doings. Even if she tyrannised over us by always arranging things
according to her own fancy, we did not rebel, we relied so habitually and entirely on her to originate every
fresh plan and idea; and I am sure that in our turn we often tyrannised over her by reproaching her when any
of what we called her "projukes" ended in "mulls," or when she paused for what seemed to us a longer five
minutes than usual in the middle of some story she was telling, to think what the next incident should be! It
amazes me now to realise how unreasonable we were in our impatience, and how her powers of invention ever
kept pace with our demands. Many of the stories she told us in childhood were inspired by some fine
woodcuts in a German "A B C book," that we could none of us then read, and in later years some of her best
efforts were suggested by illustrations, and written to fit them. I know, too, that in arranging the plots and
wording of her stories she followed the rules that are pursued by artists in composing their pictures. She found
great difficulty in preventing herself from "overcrowding her canvas" with minor characters, owing to her
tendency to throw herself into complete sympathy with whatever creature she touched; and,
sometimes,â€”particularly in tales which came out as serials, when she wrote from month to month, and had
no opportunity of correcting the composition as a whole,â€”she was apt to give undue prominence to minor
details, and throw her high lights on to obscure corners, instead of concentrating them on the central point.
These artistic rules kept her humour and pathos,â€”like light and shade,â€”duly balanced, and made the lights
she "left out" some of the most striking points of her work. But to go back to the stories she told us as children.
Another of our favourite ones related to a Cavalier who hid in an underground passage connected with a
deserted Windmill on a lonely moor. We would always let Julie tell us the "Windmill Story" over again, when
her imagination was at a loss for a new one. Windmills, I suppose from their picturesqueness, had a very
strong attraction for her. There were none near our Yorkshire home, so, perhaps, their rarity added to their
value in her eyes; certain it is that [Page 8] Post Mill, Dennington. Then Holland, with its low horizons and
rows of windmills, was the first foreign land she chose to visit, and the "Dutch Story," one of her earliest
written efforts, remains an unfinished fragment; whilst "Jan of the Windmill" owes much of its existence to
her early love for these quaint structures. It was not only in the matter of fairy tales that Julie reigned supreme
in the nursery, she presided equally over our games and amusements. I do not think she ever attempted to
exercise her prerogative over the stream; I am sure that, whenever we caught sight of a dark tuft of slimy
Batrachospermum in its clear depths, we plunged in to secure it for Mother, whether Julie or any other Naiad
liked it or no! But "the splendor in the grass and glory in the flower" that we found in "St. Nicholas" was very
deep and real, thanks to all she wove around the spot for us. Even in childhood she must have felt, and
imparted to us, a great deal of what she put into the hearts of the children in "Our Field. Her fountain of hope
and thankfulness never ran dry. Madam Liberality was accustomed to disappointment. But, besides this, her
little hopes were constantly being frustrated by Fate. When a picnic or tea-party was in store, if Madam
Liberality did not catch cold, so as to hinder her from going, she was pretty sure to have a quinsy from fatigue
or wet feet afterwards. When she had a treat, she paid for the pleasurable excitement by a headache, just as
when she ate sweet things they gave her toothache. She could think with pleasure about the treat when she had
forgotten the headache. One side of her face would look fairly cheerful when the other was obliterated by a
flannel bag of hot camomile flowers, and the whole was redolent of every possible domestic remedy for
toothache, from oil of cloves and creosote to a baked onion in the ear. No sufferings abated her energy for
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fresh exploits, or quenched the hope that cold, and damp, and fatigue would not hurt her "this time. It is a very
old simile, but Madam Liberality really was like a cork rising on the top of the very wave of ill-luck that had
swallowed up her hopes. Her little white face and undaunted spirit bobbed up after each mischance or malady
as ready and hopeful as ever. Some of the indoor amusements over which Julie exercised great influence were
our theatricals. The last time she acted was at Shoeburyness, where she was the guests of her friends Colonel
and Mrs. Strangways, and when Captain Goold-Adams and his wife also took part in the entertainment. She
was so much pleased with the description given of his grave being lined with moss and lilac crocuses, that
when her own had to be dug it was lined in a similar way. But it was the touch of truth in it which made
Madam Liberality cry. To the end of their lives Tom and she were alike, and yet different in this manner.
Madam Liberality saved, and pinched, and planned, and then gave away, and Tom gave away without the
pinching and the saving. Painful experience convinced Madam Liberality in the end that his way was a wrong
one, but she had her doubts many times in her life whether there were not something unhandsome in her own
decided talent for economy. Not that economy was always pleasant to her. When people are very poor for their
position in life, they can only keep out of debt by stinting on many occasions when stinting is very painful to a
liberal spirit. And it requires a sterner virtue than good nature to hold fast the truth that it is nobler to be
shabby and honest than to do things handsomely in debt. The object of these savings was twofold,â€”birthday
presents and Christmas-boxes. It was with the next birthday or approaching Christmas in view that she saved
her pence instead of spending them, but she so seldom had any money that she chiefly relied on her own
ingenuity. When the operation was over, [Page 12] Madam Liberality staggered home, very giddy, but very
happy. Moralists say a great deal about pain treading so very closely on the heels of pleasure in this life, but
they are not always wise or grateful enough to speak of the pleasure which springs out of pain. And yet there
is a bliss which comes just when the pain has ceased, whose rapture rivals even the high happiness of
unbroken health; and there is a keen pleasure about small pleasures hardly earned, in which the full measure of
those who can afford anything they want is sometimes lacking. Relief is certainly one of the most delicious
sensations which poor humanity can enjoy! Happily, Julie too earned a reward in the relief which she
appreciated so keenly; for, after this event, quinsies became things of the past to her, and she had them no
more. As she emerged from the nursery and began to take an interest in our village neighbours, her taste for
"projects" was devoted to their interests. It was her energy that established a lending library in , which still
remains a flourishing institution; but all her attempts were not crowned with equal success. She and her eldest
sister, who illustrated the stories, first devoted the "tenths" of their respective earnings for letterpress and
pictures to buying some hangings for the sacrarium of Ecclesfield Church, and then Julie treated two of her
sisters, who were out of health, to Whitby for change of air. The expedition had to be conducted on principles
which savored more of strict integrity and economy than of comfort; for they went in a small steamer from
Hull to Antwerp; but Julie feasted her eyes and brain on all the fresh sights and sounds she encountered, and
filled her sketch-book with pictures. Perfectly unconscious she was of how she looked, and I had great
difficulty in getting her to pack up and move on. Every quaint Dutch boat, every queer street, every peasant in
gold ornaments, was a treasure for her note-book. We were very happy! Out of a moderate income she could
only afford to be generous from her constant habit of thinking first for others, and denying herself. When the
carrier brought home the unexpectedly large parcel that night, it was difficult to say whether the receiver or the
giver was the happier. Freedom of choice to a weary mind is quite as refreshing as ozone to an exhausted
body. Julie had none of the petty tyranny about her which often mars the generosity of otherwise liberal souls,
who insist on giving what they wish rather than what the receiver wants. She was always attended by a black
retriever, whom she called "Naro," and whom Julie sketched. I am afraid, as years went on, I became
unscrupulous about accepting her presents, on the score that she "liked" to give them!
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Another of our favourite ones related to a Cavalier who hid in an underground passage connected with a
deserted Windmill on a lonely moor. We would always let Julie tell us the "Windmill Story" over again, when
her imagination was at a loss for a new one. Windmills, I suppose from their picturesqueness, had a very
strong attraction for her. There were none near our Yorkshire home, so, perhaps, their rarity added to their
value in her eyes; certain it is that she was never tired of sketching them, and one of her latest note-books is
full of the old mill at Frimley, Hants, taken under various aspects of sunset and storm. Then Holland, with its
low horizons and rows of windmills, was the first foreign land she chose to visit, and the "Dutch Story," one of
her earliest written efforts, remains an unfinished fragment; whilst "Jan of the Windmill" owes much of its
existence to her early love for these quaint structures. Christopher, and a sketch of it is still extant, which was
drawn by our eldest sister, who was the chief builder and caretaker of the shrine; hence started the funeral
processions, both of our pets and of the stray birds and beasts we found unburied. In "Brothers of Pity" [4]
Julie gave her hero the same predilection for burying that we had indulged in. I do not think she ever
attempted to exercise her prerogative over the stream; I am sure that, whenever we caught sight of a dark tuft
of slimy Batrachospermum in its clear depths, we plunged in to secure it for Mother, whether Julie or any
other Naiad liked it or no! But "the splendour in the grass and glory in the flower" that we found in "St.
Nicholas" was very deep and real, thanks to all she wove around the spot for us. Even in childhood she must
have felt, and imparted to us, a great deal of what she put into the hearts of the children in "Our Field. Her
fountain of hope and thankfulness never ran dry. But, besides this, her little hopes were constantly being
frustrated by Fate. When she had a treat, she paid for the pleasurable excitement by a head-ache, just as when
she ate sweet things they gave her toothache. She could think with pleasure about the treat when she had
forgotten the head-ache. One side of her face would look fairly cheerful when the other was obliterated by a
flannel bag of hot camomile flowers, and the whole was redolent of every possible domestic remedy for
toothache, from oil of cloves and creosote to a baked onion in the ear. No sufferings abated her energy for
fresh exploits, or quenched the hope that cold, and damp, and fatigue would not hurt her "this time. It is a very
old simile, but Madam Liberality really was like a cork rising on the top of the very wave of ill-luck that had
swallowed up her hopes. Her little white face and undaunted spirit bobbed up after each mischance or malady
as ready and hopeful as ever. Some of the indoor amusements over which Julie exercised great influence were
our theatricals. The last time she acted was at Shoeburyness, where she was the guest of her friends Colonel
and Mrs. Strangways, and when Captain Goold-Adams and his wife also took part in the entertainment. She
was so much pleased with the description given of his grave being lined with moss and lilac crocuses, that
when her own had to be dug it was lined in a similar way. But it was the touch of truth in it which made
Madam Liberality cry. To the end of their lives Tom and she were alike, and yet different in this matter.
Madam Liberality saved, and pinched, and planned, and then gave away, and Tom gave away without the
pinching and the saving. Painful experience convinced Madam Liberality in the end that his way was a wrong
one, but she had her doubts many times in her life whether there were not something unhandsome in her own
decided talent for economy. Not that economy was always pleasant to her. When people are very poor for their
position in life, they can only keep out of debt by stinting on many occasions when stinting is very painful to a
liberal spirit. And it requires a sterner virtue than good nature to hold fast the truth that it is nobler to be
shabby and honest than to do things handsomely in debt. The object of these savings was twofold,â€”birthday
presents and Christmas-boxes. It was with the next birthday or the approaching Christmas in view that she
saved her pence instead of spending them, but she so seldom had any money that she chiefly relied on her own
ingenuity. When the operation was over, Madam Liberality staggered home, very giddy, but very happy.
Moralists say a great deal about pain treading so closely on the heels of pleasure in this life, but they are not
always wise or grateful enough to speak of the pleasure which springs out of pain. And yet there is a bliss
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which comes just when pain has ceased, whose rapture rivals even the high happiness of unbroken health; and
there is a keen pleasure about small pleasures hardly earned, in which the full measure of those who can afford
anything they want is sometimes lacking. Relief is certainly one of the most delicious sensations which poor
humanity can enjoy! Happily, like Madam Liberality, she too earned a reward in the relief which she
appreciated so keenly; for, after this event, quinsies became things of the past to her, and she had them no
more. On April 14, , she wroteâ€” "My Dearest Mother,â€”I could knock my head off when I think that I am
to blame for not being able to send you word yesterday of the happy conclusion of this affair!! Smith, the
surgeon was about an hour at it. I do love them so much. It was her energy that established a Village Library
in , which still remains a flourishing institution; but all her attempts were not crowned with equal success. The
first stories that she published belong to this so-to-speak "parochial" phase of her life, when her interests were
chiefly divided between the nursery and the village. The proceeds of the first edition of this book gave
"Madam Liberality" the opportunity of indulging in her favourite virtue. She and her eldest sister, who
illustrated the stories, first devoted the "tenths" of their respective earnings for letterpress and pictures to
buying some hangings for the sacrarium of Ecclesfield Church, and then Julie treated two of her sisters, who
were out of health, to Whitby for change of air. Perfectly unconscious she was of how she looked, and I had
great difficulty in getting her to pack up and move on. Every quaint Dutch boat, every queer street, every
peasant in gold ornaments, was a treasure to her note-book. We were very happy! Out of a moderate income
she could only afford to be generous from her constant habit of thinking first for others, and denying herself.
When the carrier brought home the unexpectedly large parcel that night, it was difficult to say whether the
receiver or the giver was the happier. My turn came once to be taken by Julie to the sea for rest June , and then
one of the chief enjoyments lay in the unwonted luxury of being allowed to choose my own route. Freedom of
choice to a wearied mind is quite as refreshing as ozone to an exhausted body. Julie had none of the petty
tyranny about her which often mars the generosity of otherwise liberal souls, who insist on giving what they
wish rather than what the receiver wants. She was always attended by a black retriever, whom she called
"Naro," and whom Julie sketched. I am afraid, as years went on, I became unscrupulous about accepting her
presents, on the score that she "liked" to give them! When Greek met Greek over Christmas presents, then
came the tug of war indeed! She was so much delighted with it, she could not make up her mind to give it
away, and Julie laughed many times with pleasure as she reflected on the unexpected success that had
crowned her final effort. Some of the writing in the introduction may be rougher and less finished than she
was capable of in after-years, but the originality, power, and pathos of the Dream itself [34] are beyond doubt.
In it, too, she showed the talent which gives the highest value to all her workâ€”that of teaching deep religious
lessons without disgusting her readers by any approach to cant or goody-goodyism. During the years to , we
kept up a MS. Many of her poems on local events were genuinely witty, and her serial tales the backbone of
the periodical. The best of these was called "The Two Abbots: Some years after she married, my sister again
tried her hand at hymn-writing. On July 22, , she wrote to her husband: From whose woe-wearied eyes My
God shall wipe all tears for evermore. The scene of this is a hill-side near our old home, and Mr. Julie found
no real satisfaction in writing this kind of literature, and she soon discarded it; but her first attempt showed
some promise of the prolific power of her imagination, for Mr. Shirley Brooks, who read the tale impartially,
not knowing who had written it, wrote the following criticism: The contrast between the semi-insane nature
and that of the hypocrite might be powerfully worked up; but these are mere suggestions from an old
craftsman, who never expects younger ones to see things as veterans do. It was supposed that the Tales and
Letters were really written by Julie, and the introductory portions that strung them together by my Mother.
Moss," and "The Snoring Ghosts," came out. In these stories I can trace many of the influences which
surrounded my sister whilst she was still the "always cayling Miss Julie," suffering from constant attacks of
quinsy, and in the intervals, reviving from them with the vivacity of Madam Liberality, and frequently going
away to pay visits to her friends for change of air. We had one great friend to whom Julie often went, as she
lived within a mile of our home, but on a perfectly different soil to ours. Ecclesfield stands on clay; but
Grenoside, the village where our friend lived, is on sand, and much higher in altitude. From it we have often
looked down at Ecclesfield lying in fog, whilst at Grenoside the air was clear and the sun shining. Here my
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sister loved to go, and from the home where she was so welcome and tenderly cared for, she drew though no
facts yet much of the colouring which is seen in Mrs. Overthewayâ€”a solitary life lived in the fear of God;
enjoyment of the delights of a garden; with tender treasuring of dainty china and household goods for the sake
of those to whom such relics had once belonged. Years after our friend had followed her loved ones to their
better home, and had bequeathed her egg-shell brocade to my sister, Julie had another resting-place in [38]
Grenoside, to which she was as warmly welcomed as to the old one, during days of weakness and
convalescence. Here, in an atmosphere of cultivated tastes and loving appreciation, she spent many happy
hours, sketching some of the villagers at their picturesque occupations of carpet-weaving and clog-making, or
amusing herself in other ways. Ewing looked back to it with great affection, and when, at the beginning of her
last illness, whilst she still expected to recover, she was planning a visit to her Yorkshire home, she sighed to
think that Grenoside was no longer open to her. On June 1, , my sister was married to Alexander Ewing, A. A
gap now occurred in the continuation of "Mrs. Overtheway" was continued by the story of "Reka Dom. The
winter of was passed by her at Clyst St. George, near Topsham, with the family of her kind friend, Rev.
Ellacombe, and she evolved Mrs. Speaking of this house, Major Ewing said: John, we strolled down, out of
the principal street, and wandered on the river shore. We stopped to rest opposite to a large old house, then in
the hands of workmen. There was only the road between this house and the river, and, on the banks, one or
two old willows. We said we should like to make our first home in some such spot. Ere many weeks were
over, we were established in that very house, where we spent the first year, or more, of our time in
Fredericton. We called it "Reka Dom," the River House. In October , she and Major Ewing returned to
England, and from this time until May , he was stationed at Aldershot. Whilst living in Fredericton my sister
formed many close friendships. It was here she first met Colonel and Mrs. In the society of Bishop Medley
and his wife she had also great happiness, and with the former she and Major Ewing used to study Hebrew.
The dwarfs inspired Mr. Cruikshank [15] to one of his best water-colour sketches: She threw over them, as
over everything she touched, all the warm sympathy of her loving heart, and it always seemed to me as if this
enabled her almost to get inside the minds of her pets, and know how to describe their feelings.
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The first Letter, relating Julie's method of teaching a Liturgical Class, should be read with the remembrance that it was
written thirty-two years ago, long before the development of our present Educational System but it is valuable for the
zeal and energy it records, combined with the common.

Prev Next Dennis quickened at once, and Alister stood forward. Dennis had to make two or three false starts
before poor Alister could get a note out of his throat, but when he had fairly broken the ice with the word
"Scots! The boatswain was cheated a second time of his malice. Wha sae base as be a slave? Let him turn and
flee! The Captain had come up unobserved. By this time the solo had become a chorus. Beautifully
unconscious, for the most part, that the song was by way of stirring Scot against Saxon, its deeper patriotism
had seized upon us all. My sister was greatly aided by two friends in her descriptions of the scenery in "We,"
such as the vivid account of Bermuda and the waterspout in Chapter XI. Certainly this second part of the tale
is full of interest, but I cannot help wishing that the materials had been made into two books instead of one.
There are more than enough characters and incidents to have developed into a couple of tales. She suffered so
much from over-abundance of ideas which she had not the physical strength to put on paper. Even when she
was very ill, and unable to use her hands at all, the sight of a lot of good German wood-cuts, which were sent
to me at Bath, suggested so many fresh ideas to her brain, that she only longed to be able to seize her pen and
write tales to the pictures. Before we turn finally away from the subject of her liking for Irish people, I must
mention a little adventure which happened to her at Fulford. She liked to watch them trudging by, with large
baskets perched picturesquely on the tops of their heads, but in the town the "Irishers" are not viewed with
equal favour by the inhabitants. One afternoon Julie was out sketching in a field, and came across one of these
poor Irish women. She found an excuse for addressing the old woman about some cattle which seemed restless
in the field, but quickly discovered, to her amusement, that when she alluded to Ireland, her companion, in the
broadest brogue, stoutly denied having any connection with the country. She began with "You must take some
barley and put it in a poke--" but after this Julie heard no more, for she was distracted by the cattle, who had
advanced unpleasantly near; the Irish woman, however, continued her instructions to the end, waving her arms
to keep the beasts off, which she so far succeeded in doing, that Julie caught the last sentence-- "And then ye
must bury it in a bog. Her time, therefore, was now chiefly spent amongst civilian friends and relations, and I
want this fact to be specially noticed, in connection with the next contributions that she wrote for the
Magazine. My sister was, of course, deeply engrossed in the war tidings, as many of her friends went out to
South Africa--some to return no more. The humour and pathos in the lines are so closely mixed, it is very
difficult to read them aloud without tears; but they have been recited--as Julie was much pleased to know--by
the "old Father" of the "Queer Fellows" to whom the verses were dedicated, when he was on a troopship going
abroad for active service, and they were received with warm approbation by his hearers. He read them on
other occasions, also in public, with equal success. The crowning military work, however, which Julie did this
year was "Jackanapes. It was not aimed, as some people supposed, personally at the man who was with the
Prince Imperial when he met his death. Julie would never have sat in judgment on him, even before he, too,
joined the rank of those Dead, about whom no evil may be spoken. The merging of selfish interests into a
common cause is what makes it strong; and it is from Satan alone we get the axiom, "Skin for skin, yea, all
that a man hath will he give for his life. There are a few facts connected with the story which, I think, will be
interesting to some of its admirers. My sister was in London in June , and then made the acquaintance of Mr.
But as the tale was only written a very short time before it appeared, and as the illustration was wanted early,
because colours take long to print, Julie could not send the story to be read, but asked Mr. Caldecott to draw
her a picture to fit one of the scenes in it. The one she suggested was a "fair-haired boy on a red-haired pony,"
having noticed the artistic effect produced by this combination in one of her own nephews, a skilful
seven-year-old rider who was accustomed to follow the hounds. The first copies were brought out in dull
stone-coloured paper covers, and that powerful vehicle "the Trade," unable to believe that a jewel could be
concealed in so plain a casket, refused the work of J. No doubt "the Trade" understands its fickle child "the
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Public" better than either authors or artists do, and knows by experience that it requires tempting with what is
pretty to look at, before it will taste. Certainly, if praise from the public were the chief aim that writers, or any
other workers, strove after, their lives for the most part would consist of disappointment only, so seldom is
"success" granted whilst the power to enjoy it is present. They alone whose aims are pointed above earthly
praise can stand unmoved amidst neglect or blame, filled with that peace of a good conscience which the
world can neither give nor take away. Beat on, true heart, for ever; Shine bright, strong golden chain; And
bless the cleansing fire, And the furnace of living pain! Towards the end of October , Julie started for Malta, to
join Major Ewing, but she became so very ill whilst travelling through France that her youngest sister, and her
friend, Mrs. Jelf from whose house in Folkestone she had started on her journey , followed her to Paris, and
brought her back to England as soon as she could be moved. Julie now consulted Sir William Jenner about her
health, and, seeing the disastrous effect that travelling had upon her, he totally forbade her to start again for
several months, until she had recovered some strength and was better able to bear fatigue. This verdict was a
heavy blow to my sister, and the next four years were ones of great trial and discomfort to her. A constant
succession of disappointed hopes and frustrated plans, which were difficult, even for Madam Liberality, to
bear! She hoped when her husband came home on leave at Christmas, , that she should be able to return with
him, but she was still unfit to go; and then she planned to follow later with a sister, who should help her on the
journey, and be rewarded by visiting the island home of the Knights, but this castle also fell to the ground.
Meantime Julie was suffering great inconvenience from the fact that she had sent all her possessions to Malta
several months before, keeping only some light luggage which she could take with her. Amongst other things
from which she was thus parted, was the last chapter of "We and the World," which she had written as she
often did the endings of her tales when she was first arranging the plot. The goods, therefore, were now sent
back to England, and she consoled herself under the bitter trial of being parted from her husband, and unable
to share the enjoyment of the new and wonderful scenes with which he was surrounded, by thankfulness for
his unusual ability as a vivid and brilliant letter-writer. Whatever her circumstances might be they always
yielded to her causes for thankfulness, and work to be done with a ready and hopeful heart. That "lamp of
zeal," about which Margery speaks in "Six to Sixteen," was never extinguished in Julie, even after youth and
strength were no longer hers: I think we made rather too many rules, and that we re-made them too often. I
make fewer now, and easier ones, and let them much more alone. I wonder if I really keep them better? But if
not, may GOD, I pray Him, send me back the restless zeal, the hunger and thirst after righteousness, which He
gives us in early youth! And yet those high examples, those good works, those great triumphs over evil which
single hands effect sometimes, we are all grateful for, when they are done, whatever we may have said of the
doing. But we speak of saints and enthusiasts for good, as if some special gifts were made to them in middle
age which are withheld from other men. Is it not rather that some few souls keep alive the lamp of zeal and
high desire which GOD lights for most of us while life is young? Caldecott designed for it. All the scenery of
this is drawn from the neighbourhood of Ecclesfield, where she had lately been spending a good deal of her
time, and so refreshed her memory of its local colouring. The incident of the theft and recovery of the pigeons
is a true one, and happened to a flock at the old Hall farm near our home, which also once possessed a
luxuriant garden, wherein Phoebe might have found all the requisites for her Sunday posy. Caldecott
reproduced it in his beautiful illustration, some friends who were well acquainted with the spot, believed that
he had been to Ecclesfield to paint it. A curious mistake, however, resulted from its being published then,
which was that most of the reviewers spoke of it as being the last work that she wrote, and commented on the
title as a singularly appropriate one, but those who had read the tale in the Magazine were aware that it was
written three years previously, and that the second name was put before the first, as it was feared the public
would be perplexed by a Latin title. This she dictated, because she could not write. I think it suffered a little
from being written in detachments from month to month. Julie did not gain the prize, and her story was rather
spoiled by having to be too closely condensed.

Page 8

JULIANA HORATIA EWING AND HER BOOKS pdf
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She once more had a pretty home of her own, and not only a home but a garden. Perhaps the friend who did
most of all to beautify it was the Rev, J. Going, who not only gave my sister many roses, but planted them
round the walls of her house himself, and pruned them afterwards, calling himself her "head gardener. The last
literary work that she did was again on the subject of flowers. Her room for three months was kept so
continuously bright by the presence of these creations of GOD which she loved so well: You must carefully
count this among its merits, because if a constant and undimmed blaze outside were the one virtue of a
flower-garden, upholders of the bedding-out system would now and then have the advantage of us. For my
own part I am prepared to say that I want my flowers quite as much for the house as the garden, and so I
suspect do most women. She has penned nothing for which she need fear reproach from her favourite old
proverb, "A wicked book is all the wickeder because it can never repent. This reflection has comforted me,
though I perhaps know more than others how many subjects she had intended to write stories upon. I am sure
her imagination and sympathy were so strong, that whatever class of men she was mixed with, she could not
help throwing herself into their interests, and weaving romances about them. Whether such romances ever got
on to paper was a matter dependent on outward circumstances and the state of her health. The floures grow at
the top as it were in an vmbel, and are of the bignesse of the ordinary Mouseeare, and of an orenge colour. The
seeds are round, and blackish, and are carried away with the downe by the wind. The stalks and cups of the
flours are all set thicke with a blackish downe, or hairinesse, as it were the dust of coles; whence the women
who keepe it in gardens for novelties sake, have named it Grim the Colliar. These scenes were both to have
been woven into the tale, and the "Little Mothers" were boy nurses of baby brothers and sisters. Another phase
of sailor life on which Julie hoped to write was the "Guild of Merchant Adventurers of Bristol. She always had
been what is termed old-fashioned, and the older she grew the better her old-fashionedness became her, so that
at last her friends would say to her, "Ah, if we all wore as well as you do, my dear! It is to be hoped we do
improve a little as we get older. She was still liberal and economical. She still planned and hoped
indefatigably. She was still tender-hearted in the sense in which Gray speaks-- "To each his sufferings: She
was happy in the happiness of others, and pleased by their praise. But she was less head-strong and
opinionated in her plans, and less fretful when they failed. GOD teaches us wisdom in divers ways. Why He
suffers some people to have so many troubles, and so little of what we call pleasure in this world, we cannot in
this world know. The heaviest blows often fall on the weakest shoulders, and how these endure and bear up
under them is another of the things which GOD knows better than we. Perhaps it is well for us all to know that
she found, as others do, the intervals of exhausted relief granted between attacks of pain were not times in
which had it been needed she could have changed her whole character, and, what is called, "prepare to die. No
one appreciated and rejoiced in the pleasures and beauties of the world more thoroughly than she did: Early in
February , she was found to be suffering from a species of blood-poisoning, and as no cause for this could then
be discovered, it was thought that change of air might do her good, and she was taken from her home at
Taunton, to lodgings at Bath. She had been three weeks in bed before she started, and was obliged to return to
it two days after she arrived, and there to remain on her back; but this uncomfortable position did not alter her
love for flowers and animals. The first of these tastes was abundantly gratified, as I mentioned before, by the
quantities of blossoms which were sent her from friends; as well as by the weekly nosegay which came from
her own Little Garden, and made her realize that the year was advancing from winter to spring, when crocuses
and daffodils were succeeded by primroses and anemones. Of living creatures she saw fewer. The only object
she could see through her window was a high wall covered with ivy, in which a lot of sparrows and starlings
were building their nests. As the sunlight fell on the leaves, and the little birds popped in and out, Julie
enjoyed watching them at work, and declared the wall looked like a fine Japanese picture. She made us keep
bread-crumbs on the window-sill, together with bits of cotton wool and hair, so that the birds might come and
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fetch supplies of food, and materials for their nests. Most truly may it be said that between each paroxysm of
pain "her little white face and undaunted spirit bobbed up This faculty was always a strong one. She was
catechized in church with the village children when only four years old, and when six, could repeat many
poems from an old collection called "The Diadem," such as Mrs. She liked to repeat the alternate verses of the
Psalms, when the others were read to her; and to the good things laid up in her mind she owed much of the
consolation that strengthened her in hours of trial. During the earlier part of her illness, when every one
expected that she would recover, she found it difficult to submit to the unaccountable sufferings which her
highly-strung temperament felt so keenly; but after this special night of physical and mental darkness, it
seemed as if light had broken upon her through the clouds, for she said she had, as it were, looked her pain and
weariness in the face, and seen they were sent for some purpose--and now that she had done so, we should
find that she would be "more patient than before. Later still, when nights of suffering were added to days of
pain, she chose--"The day is Thine, the night also is Thine. During nine years previously she had known the
Rev. Edward Thring as a correspondent, but they had not met face to face, though they had tried on several
occasions to do so. Now, when their chances of meeting were nearly gone, he came and gave great consolation
by his unravelling of the mystery of suffering, and its sanctifying power; as also by his interpretation that the
life which we are meant to lead under the dispensation of the Spirit who has been given for our guidance into
Truth, is one which does not take us out of the world, but keeps us from its evil, enabling us to lead a heavenly
existence on earth, and so to span over the chasm which divides us from heaven. Perhaps some of us may
wonder that Julie should need lessons of encouragement and comfort who was so apt a teacher herself; but
however ready she may always have been to hope for others, she was thoroughly humble-minded about
herself. On one day near the end, when she had received some letter of warm praise about her writings, a
friend said in joke, "I wonder your head is not turned by such things"; and Julie replied: She was quite amused
by a relation who begged for the sheets of "Jackanapes," and so rescued them from the flames! On the 11th of
May an increase of suffering made it necessary that my sister should undergo another operation, as the one
chance of prolonging her life. This ordeal she faced with undaunted courage, thanking God that she was able
to take chloroform easily, and only praying He would end her sufferings speedily, as He thought best, since
she feared her physical ability to bear them patiently was nearly worn out. Her prayer was answered, when
two days later, free from pain, she entered into rest. On the 16th of May she was buried in her parish
churchyard of Trull, near Taunton, in a grave literally lined with moss and flowers;--so many floral wreaths
and crosses were sent from all parts of England, that when the grave was filled up they entirely covered it, not
a speck of soil could be seen; her first sleep in mother earth was beneath a coverlet of fragrant white blossoms.
No resting-place than this could be more fitting for her. The future world has been somehow painted to our
minds as a place of continuous praise, and, though we may not say it, yet we cannot help feeling that, if thus, it
would prove monotonous. It cannot be thus. It must be a life of activity, for happiness is dependent on activity:
Let her, at any rate, be to us one of those who shine as the stars to lead us unto God: Bloody Hand January and
February, vol. Songs for Music," the Lake vol. With a Difference Anemones left in MS. Autumn Leaves left
in MS. March, and other Tales" The Peace Egg.
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