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Introduction
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What's Mine’s Mine (Vol. 1-3) presents, in full and in
sequence, George MacDonald’s novel as it originally
appeared in the Victorian three-volume format. The
collection’s scope is limited and precise: it contains the
complete text of one novel, divided into Volume 1, Volume
2, and Volume 3, rather than a miscellany of genres or a
sampling of shorter works. Preserving this architecture
honors the pacing, scene-grouping, and character emphasis
that the author designed for serial and lending-library
readers. The purpose is not to annotate or reframe the
story, but to deliver a reliable reading of the whole, as a
continuous, unfolding narrative.

Within these covers, the text is a single work of long
fiction. It is not a collection of poems, essays, or letters, and
it does not interleave separate tales. The novel deploys
realistic storytelling, with dialogue, description, and
reflective passages that sometimes take on the moral clarity
of a homily while remaining integral to the plot. Readers
meet households and communities rather than allegorical
abstractions, and conflicts arise from social ties, conscience,
and character. The three volumes thus represent successive
movements of one narrative arc, allowing breadth of scene
and thought without departing from the unities of a
sustained novel.

MacDonald’s abiding concerns give this novel its center.
The title signals a searching inquiry into ownership and



belonging: what may be claimed, what must be given, and
how love tests the language of rights. Alongside questions
of property stand themes of hospitality, neighborliness,
stewardship, and the shaping of conscience across
generations. The story considers the claims of community
upon the individual, and the individual’s duty toward truth
over comfort. Without divulging events, it can be said that
moral growth, not mere fortune, sets the measure of
success. The novel probes how justice and mercy may be
held together in daily life.

Stylistically, MacDonald unites clear, steady prose with a
poet’s patience for cadence and image. He attends closely
to weather, work, and the textures of place, so that
environment participates in character formation. His
dialogue often preserves the rhythms of Scots speech,
lending humor, tenderness, and felt locality without
sacrificing intelligibility. Irony is present but never cynical;
sentiment appears but is tested by action. The three-volume
canvas encourages a measured rise and fall, giving room for
quiet domestic scenes, ethical debate, and episodes of
conflict to illuminate one another. The result is a narrative
both hospitable and demanding of attention.

George MacDonald was a Scottish novelist, poet, and
minister whose writing spans fantasy, realistic fiction, and
works for children and adults. While he is widely
remembered for his imaginative tales, his novels of
everyday life demonstrate the same theological and ethical
imagination at work in ordinary settings. What's Mine’s Mine
exemplifies this branch of his achievement, translating
spiritual concerns into choices about speech, Ilabor,



generosity, and the uses of power. The book’s continuing
significance rests in this integration: it locates the
transformative possibilities of faith and virtue not in
spectacle, but in patient fidelity to truth within social
relations.

Because this is a Victorian triple-decker, each volume
carries its own emphasis while serving the whole. The
opening movement establishes key relationships, the social
and geographic setting, and the initial lines of tension. The
middle movement deepens those relations and tests
principles under strain, widening the field of responsibility.
The concluding movement draws consequences into view,
not by sudden reversal, but by the cumulative weight of
choices. Readers may expect continuity of tone and purpose
from first page to last. The structure invites reflection as
well as momentum, rewarding steady attention with a
progressively clarified moral landscape.

This collection has been arranged to respect the original
divisions and to facilitate an unbroken encounter with the
novel as a living work. It offers new readers an accessible
point of entry into MacDonald’s realist fiction, and it gives
returning readers a coherent framework for revisiting an
argument about what truly belongs to us. By gathering
Volumes 1, 2, and 3 together, the edition underscores the
narrative’s unity of theme and voice. In doing so, it also
highlights a signature of the author’s wider corpus: a trust
that truth, patiently sought and practiced, yields freedom
and neighborly peace.
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Published in 1886 in three volumes, George MacDonald’s
What's Mine’s Mine emerged during a decade of intense
debate over land, language, and identity in the Scottish
Highlands. Britain’s late-Victorian public, shaped by
industrial expansion and liberal reforms under William Ewart
Gladstone, increasingly scrutinized rural injustice alongside
urban poverty. MacDonald, a native of Aberdeenshire
educated at King’s College, Aberdeen, wrote after decades
bridging pulpit and press, and his moral imagination drew
on both evangelical piety and Romantic idealism. The
novel’s recurring concern with stewardship, kinship, and
moral authority resonated with contemporary readers
following parliamentary inquiries into Highland conditions
and rising tenant agitation.

The novel’s background lies in the long aftermath of the
Highland Clearances, waves of eviction from roughly the
1760s to the 1850s that transformed clan lands into sheep
walks and later sporting estates. In Sutherland, mass
removals between 1814 and 1820, associated with the
Duchess of Sutherland and her factor Patrick Sellar, became
emblematic of landlord power and humanitarian scandal.
Emigration to Nova Scotia, Ontario, and the Carolinas
thinned Gaelic communities, while those who remained
faced precarious tenancy and fragmented commons.
MacDonald channels this legacy not through documentary



realism but through ethical narrative, probing how inherited
trauma shapes lairdly responsibility and crofter dignity.

Immediate political currents sharpened that historical
memory. The Highland Land League organized in the early
1880s, rent strikes erupted at Braes and Glendale on Skye in
1882, and the government appointed the Napier
Commission in 1883 to investigate grievances, reporting in
1884. The Crofters’ Holdings (Scotland) Act of 1886, under
Gladstone’s Liberals, granted security of tenure and fair-rent
courts. MacDonald’s novel appeared the same vyear,
inevitably read against testimonies from crofter witnesses
and headlines about police confrontations. Its moral
arguments about possession, obligation, and neighbor-love
converse with the language of reform, while carefully
sidestepping pamphleteering by staging conflicts within
households and estates.

Language politics also framed the work. After the
Education (Scotland) Act of 1872 established English-
medium school boards, Gaelic-speaking children across the
Highlands and Islands frequently met discouragement or
punishment for using their mother tongue. At the same
time, cultural associations such as the Gaelic Society of
Inverness (founded 1871) collected folklore and lobbied for
recognition. MacDonald, writing for a broad Victorian
audience, registers this tension: he honors oral memory,
proverbs, and local idiom while maintaining accessibility.
The novel’s intergenerational conversations mirror debates
over whether modern progress required linguistic
assimilation or could accommodate a revitalized, literate
Gaelic culture within British civic life.



Religious change further shaped Highland society. The
Disruption of 1843 split the Church of Scotland, creating the
Free Church, which gained strong support among crofters
and emphasized moral rigor and local authority. MacDonald,
ordained a Congregational minister in 1850 and later
leaving the pulpit after doctrinal controversy, moved toward
a generous, restorative theology articulated in his Unspoken
Sermons. His fiction tests hard Calvinist fatalism against
hope in divine fatherhood. In the novel's estates and
townships, piety contends with coercion, echoing Free
Church activism in schooling and community life while
rejecting sectarian bitterness in favor of conscience,
compassion, and shared burden.

Economic transformations complicate these moral
debates. Nineteenth-century Scottish land law—entail,
primogeniture, and improvement ideology—encouraged
consolidation into vast estates. From the 1860s to the late
1880s, “deer forests” expanded rapidly, with more than a
million Highland acres reserved for sport as railways carried
wealthy visitors north to Inverness and beyond. Seasonal
tourism brought cash yet tightened pressure on grazings
and fuel. MacDonald’s recurrent contrasts between
hospitality and exclusion, and between kin rights and
proprietary display, reflect this shift from subsistence mixed-
farming to spectacle. Characters negotiate leases, factors,
and courtrooms, dramatizing how law could sanctify
possession while eroding customary obligations.

Imperial connections and migration patterns lent
additional resonance. Throughout the nineteenth century,
Highlanders settled in Cape Breton, the Canadian Maritimes,



New Zealand, and the American Midwest, sustaining Gaelic
worship and music abroad while remitting money home.
Their experience paralleled MacDonald’s own mobility: he
lectured in the United States in 1872-1873 and later spent
extended periods in continental climates for health, writing
for readers dispersed across the Anglophone world. Such
transnational horizons shape the novel’s reflections on exile,
return, and moral inheritance, and they partly explain its
steady circulation in colonial libraries, where questions of
land stewardship carried pressing contemporary urgency.

Finally, the book belongs to a changing literary
marketplace. The dominance of Mudie's Select Library
nurtured long, morally serious three-deckers, even as
naturalism and “problem novels” gained prominence in the
1880s. Scottish fiction after Walter Scott and Thomas
Carlyle continued to interrogate authority and tradition;
meanwhile John Murdoch’s newspaper The Highlander
(1873-1881) had popularized land reform discourse.
Reviewers in London and Edinburgh acknowledged
MacDonald’s ethical earnestness and picturesque Highland
scenes, though some found his idealism unfashionable
beside harsher social realism. Yet the climate of reform
ensured attentive readers, allowing the novel’s recurring
insistence—what is mine must serve the neighbor—to strike
home.
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What's Mine's Mine (Vol. 1-3)

Across three linked volumes, a Highland laird and his small
clan confront wealthy incomers and modern ideas of
possession as their ancestral glen is pressed into a
fashionable estate, testing loyalty, charity, and identity.

In reflective, pastoral prose threaded with Scots idiom
and gently didactic dialogue, MacDonald probes stewardship
versus ownership, hospitality and pride, and the purifying
demands of self-denial, with recurring motifs of rugged
landscapes, clan kinship, and spiritual conscience guiding
the shift from curiosity to conflict to hard-won
understanding.
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CHAPTER I.
HOW COME THEY THERE?
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The room was handsomely furnished, but such as | would
quarrel with none for calling common, for it certainly was
uninteresting. Not a thing in it had to do with genuine
individual choice, but merely with the fashion and custom of
the class to which its occupiers belonged. It was a dining-
room, of good size, appointed with all the things a dining-
room "ought" to have, mostly new, and entirely expensive—
mirrored sideboard in oak; heavy chairs, just the dozen, in
fawn-coloured morocco seats and backs—the dining-room,
in short, of a London-house inhabited by rich middle-class
people. A big fire blazed in the low round-backed grate,
whose flashes were reflected in the steel fender and the
ugly fire-irons that were never used. A snowy cloth of linen,
finer than ordinary, for there was pride in the housekeeping,
covered the large dining-table, and a company, evidently a
family, was eating its breakfast. But how come these people
THERE?

For, supposing my reader one of the company, let him
rise from the well-appointed table—its silver, bright as the
complex motions of butler's elbows can make it; its china,
ornate though not elegant; its ham, huge, and neither too
fat nor too lean; its game-pie, with nothing to be desired in
composition, or in flavour natural or artificial;}—let him rise
from these and go to the left of the two windows, for there



are two opposite each other, the room having been enlarged
by being built out: if he be such a one as | would have for a
reader, might | choose—a reader whose heart, not merely
his eye, mirrors what he sees—one who not merely beholds
the outward shows of things, but catches a glimpse of the
soul that looks out of them, whose garment and revelation
they are;—if he be such, | say, he will stand, for more than a
moment, speechless with something akin to that which
made the morning stars sing together.

He finds himself gazing far over western seas, while yet
the sun is in the east. They lie clear and cold, pale and cold,
broken with islands scattering thinner to the horizon, which
is jagged here and there with yet another. The ocean looks a
wild, yet peaceful mingling of lake and land. Some of the
islands are green from shore to shore, of low yet broken
surface; others are mere rocks, with a bold front to the sea,
one or two of them strange both in form and character. Over
the pale blue sea hangs the pale blue sky, flecked with a
few cold white clouds that look as if they disowned the earth
they had got so high—though none the less her children,
and doomed to descend again to her bosom. A keen little
wind is out, crisping the surface of the sea in patches—a
pretty large crisping to be seen from that height, for the
window looks over hill above hill to the sea. Life, quiet yet
eager, is all about; the solitude itself is alive, content to be a
solitude because it is alive. Its life needs nothing from
beyond—is independent even of the few sails of fishing
boats that here and there with their red brown break the
blue of the water.



If my reader, gently obedient to my thaumaturgy, will
now turn and cross to the other window, let him as he does
so beware of casting a glance on his right towards the place
he has left at the table, for the room will now look to him
tenfold commonplace, so that he too will be inclined to ask,
"How come these and their belongings HERE—just HERE?"—
let him first look from the window. There he sees hills of
heather rolling away eastward, at middle distance beginning
to rise into mountains, and farther yet, on the horizon,
showing snow on their crests—though that may disappear
and return several times before settling down for the winter.
It is a solemn and very still region—not a PRETTY country at
all, but great—beautiful with the beauties of colour and
variety of surface; while, far in the distance, where the
mountains and the clouds have business together, its
aspect rises to grandeur. To his first glance probably not a
tree will be discoverable; the second will fall upon a solitary
clump of firs, like a mole on the cheek of one of the hills not
far off, a hill steeper than most of them, and green to the
top.

Is my reader seized with that form of divine longing
which wonders what lies over the nearest hill? Does he
fancy, ascending the other side to its crest, some sweet face
of highland girl, singing songs of the old centuries while yet
there was a people in these wastes? Why should he imagine
in the presence of the actual? why dream when the eyes
can see? He has but to return to the table to reseat himself
by the side of one of the prettiest of girls!

She is fair, yet with a glowing tinge under her fairness
which flames out only in her eyes, and seldom reddens her



skin. She has brown hair with just a suspicion of red and no
more, and a waviness that turns to curl at the ends. She has
a good forehead, arched a little, not without a look of
habitation, though whence that comes it might be hard to
say. There are no great clouds on that sky of the face, but
there is a soft dimness that might turn to rain. She has a
straight nose, not too large for the imperfect yet decidedly
Greek contour; a doubtful, rather straight, thin-lipped
mouth, which seems to dissolve into a bewitching smile, and
reveals perfect teeth—and a good deal more to the eyes
that can read it. When the mouth smiles, the eyes light up,
which is a good sign. Their shape is long oval—and their
colour when unlighted, much that of an unpeeled almond;
when she smiles, they grow red. She has an object in life
which can hardly be called a mission. She is rather tall, and
quite graceful, though not altogether natural in her
movements. Her dress gives a feathery impression to one
who rather receives than notes the look of ladies. She has a
good hand—not the doll hand so much admired of those
who can judge only of quantity and know nothing of quality,
but a fine sensible hand,—the best thing about her: a hand
may be too small just as well as too large.

Poor mother earth! what a load of disappointing women,
made fit for fine things, and running all to self and show,
she carries on her weary old back! From all such, good Lord
deliver us!—except it be for our discipline or their awaking.

Near her at the breakfast table sits one of aspect so
different, that you could ill believe they belonged to the
same family. She is younger and taller—tall indeed, but not
ungraceful, though by no means beautiful. She has all the



features that belong to a face—among them not a good one.
Stay! | am wrong: there were in truth, dominant over the
rest, TWO good features—her two eyes, dark as eyes well
could be without being all pupil, large, and rather long like
her sister's until she looked at you, and then they opened
wide. They did not flash or glow, but were full of the light
that tries to see—questioning eyes. They were simple eyes
—I will not say without arriere pensee, for there was no end
of thinking faculty, if not yet thought, behind them,—but
honest eyes that looked at you from the root of eyes, with
neither attack nor defence in them. If she was not so
graceful as her sister, she was hardly more than a qirl, and
had a remnant of that curiously lovely mingling of grace and
clumsiness which we see in long-legged growing girls. | will
give her the advantage of not being further described,
except so far as this—that her hair was long and black, that
her complexion was dark, with something of a freckly
unevenness, and that her hands were larger and yet better
than her sister's.

There is one truth about a plain face, that may not have
occurred to many: its ugliness accompanies a condition of
larger undevelopment, for all ugliness that is not evil, is
undevelopment; and so implies the larger material and
possibility of development. The idea of no countenance is
yet carried out, and this kind will take more developing for
the completion of its idea, and may result in a greater
beauty. | would therefore advise any young man of
aspiration in the matter of beauty, to choose a plain woman
for wife—IF THROUGH HER PLAINNESS SHE IS YET LOVELY IN
HIS EYES; for the loveliness is herself, victorious over the



plainness, and her face, so far from complete and yet
serving her loveliness, has in it room for completion on a
grander scale than possibly most handsome faces. In a
handsome face one sees the lines of its coming perfection,
and has a glimpse of what it must be when finished: few are
prophets enough for a plain face. A keen surprise of beauty
waits many a man, if he be pure enough to come near the
transfiguration of the homely face he loved.

This plain face was a solemn one, and the solemnity
suited the plainness. It was not specially expressive—did not
look specially intelligent; there was more of latent than
operative power in it—while her sister's had more
expression than power. Both were lady-like; whether they
were ladies, my reader may determine. There are common
ladies and there are rare ladies; the former MAY be
countesses; the latter MAY be peasants.

There were two younger girls at the table, of whom | will
say nothing more than that one of them looked awkward,
promised to be handsome, and was apparently a good soul;
the other was pretty, and looked pert.

The family possessed two young men, but they were not
here; one was a partner in the business from which his
father had practically retired; the other was that day
expected from Oxford.

The mother, a woman with many autumnal reminders of
spring about her, sat at the head of the table, and regarded
her queendom with a smile a little set, perhaps, but bright.
She had the look of a woman on good terms with her
motherhood, with society, with the universe—yet had scarce
a shadow of assumption on her countenance. For if she felt



as one who had a claim upon things to go pleasantly with
her, had she not put in her claim, and had it acknowledged?
Her smile was a sweet white-toothed smile, true if shallow,
and a more than tolerably happy one—often irradiating THE
GOVERNOR opposite—for so was the head styled by the
whole family from mother to chit.

He was the only one at the table on whose countenance
a shadow—as of some end unattained—was visible. He had
tried to get into parliament, and had not succeeded; but |
will not presume to say that was the source of the shadow.
He did not look discontented, or even peevish; there was
indeed a certain radiance of success about him-only above
the cloudy horizon of his thick, dark eyebrows, seemed to
hang a thundery atmosphere. His forehead was large, but
his features rather small; he had, however, grown a trifle
fat, which tended to make up. In his youth he must have
been very nice-looking, probably too pretty to be handsome.
In good health and when things went well, as they had
mostly done with him, he was sweet-tempered; what he
might be in other conditions was seldom conjectured. But
was that a sleeping thunder-cloud, or only the shadow of his
eyebrows?

He had a good opinion of himself-on what grounds | do
not know; but he was rich, and | know no better ground; |
doubt if there is any more certain soil for growing a good
opinion of oneself. Certainly, the more you try to raise one
by doing what is right and worth doing, the less you
succeed.

Mr. Peregrine Palmer had finished his breakfast, and sat
for a while looking at nothing in particular, plunged in deep



thought about nothing at all, while the girls went on with
theirs. He was a little above the middle height, and looked
not much older than his wife; his black hair had but begun
to be touched with silver; he seemed a man without an
atom of care more than humanity counts reasonable; his
speech was not unlike that of an Englishman, for, although
born in Glasgow, he had been to Oxford. He spoke
respectfully to his wife, and with a pleasant playfulness to
his daughters; his manner was nowise made to order, but
natural enough; his grammar was as good as conversation
requires; everything was respectable about him-and yet-he
was one remove at least from a gentleman. Something hard
to define was lacking to that idea of perfection.

Mr. Peregrine Palmer's grandfather had begun to make
the family fortune by developing a little secret still in a
remote highland glen, which had acquired a reputation for
its whisky, into a great superterrene distillery. Both he and
his son made money by it, and it had "done well" for Mr.
Peregrine also. With all three of them the making of money
had been the great calling of life. They were diligent in
business, fervent in spirit, serving Mammon, and founding
claim to consideration on the fact. Neither Jacob nor John
Palmer's worst enemy had ever called him a hypocrite:
neither had been suspected of thinking to serve Mammon
and God. Both had gone reqgularly to church, but neither had
taught in a Sunday school, or once gone to a week-day
sermon. Peregrine had built a church and a school. He did
not now take any active part in the distillery, but worked
mainly in money itself.



Jacob, the son of a ship-chandler in Greenock, had never
thought about gentleman or no gentleman; but his son John
had entertained the difference, and done his best to make a
gentleman of Peregrine; and neither Peregrine nor any of his
family ever doubted his father's success; and if he had not
quite succeeded, | would have the blame laid on Peregrine
and not on either father or grandfather. For a man to GROW
a gentleman, it is of great consequence that his grandfather
should have been an honest man; but if a man BE a
gentleman, it matters little what his grandfather or
grandmother either was. Nay—if a man be a gentleman, it is
of the smallest consequence, except for its own sake,
whether the world counts him one or not.

Mr. Peregrine Palmer rose from the table with a merry
remark on the prolongation of the meal by his girls, and
went towards the door.

"Are you going to shoot?" asked his wife.

"Not to-day. But | am going to look after my guns. |
daresay they've got them all right, but there's nothing like
seeing to a thing yourself!"

Mr. Palmer had this virtue, and this very gentlemanlike
way—that he always gave his wife as full an answer as he
would another lady. He was not given to marital brevity.

He was there for the grouse-shooting—not exactly, only
"as it were." He did not care VERY much about the sport,
and had he cared nothing, would have been there all the
same. Other people, in what he counted his social position,
shot grouse, and he liked to do what other people did, for
then he felt all right: if ever he tried the gate of heaven, it
would be because other people did. But the primary cause



of his being so far in the north was the simple fact that he
had had the chance of buying a property very cheap—a fine
property of mist and cloud, heather and rock, mountain and
moor, and with no such reputation for grouse as to enhance
its price. "My estate" sounded well, and after a time of good
preserving he would be able to let it well, he trusted. No
sooner was it bought than his wife and daughters were
eager to visit it; and the man of business, perceiving it
would cost him much less if they passed their autumns
there instead of on the continent, proceeded at once to
enlarge the house and make it comfortable. If they should
never go a second time, it would, with its perfect
appointments, make the shooting there more attractive!

They had arrived the day before. The journey had been
fatiguing, for a great part of it was by road; but they were all
in splendid health, and not too tired to get up at a
reasonable hour the next day.



Volume 1 introduces Mercy and Christina as sisters
whose different responses to Highland codes illuminate
gendered options within a stratified society. The Macruadh
brothers, combining reticence and responsibility, defy
caricatures of martial masculinity by centering service,
reverence, and economic restraint. Social visiting and
shared work allow women to exercise discernment and
influence without overt authority, while the men practice
respect that recalibrates courtship as reciprocal duty.
Contrasts between urban polish and rural competence
complicate attractiveness, as practical skill and moral
steadiness emerge as forms of beauty intelligible across
class lines.

Volume 2 subjects these roles to pressure as economic
limits and social expectations test admired qualities. Mercy's
openness and Christina's ambition register differently when
resources tighten, and the brothers' leadership must
balance protection with honesty. Scenes of teaching,
caregiving, and negotiation distribute agency across
genders, suggesting that competence is situational rather
than fixed. Courtship conventions persist, yet conversation
spaces—hearths, paths, ships—permit redefinition of what
counts as advancement. The volume's ethical discourse ties
affection to shared labor, allowing characters to assess
compatibility by whether their vocations can inhabit the
same field.

Volume 3 tracks maturation rather than reversal, showing
how earlier preferences harden into principle or fall away
under cost. Choices about mobility, marriage, and service
invite female initiative as much as consent, and the



brothers' constancy reveals tenderness as a strength. Public
scenes—farewells, assemblies, legal consultations—confirm
that reputations follow acts, not declarations. Without noting
outcomes, the volume places value on clear-sighted
partnership, where aspiration aligns with the limits the land
and community impose. Gender becomes a lens for
vocation, with dignity arising from the work each accepts.

Question 4

What historical pressures on the Highlands shape
character choices and language?

Volume 1 situates the story in a landscape marked by
post-Clearance adjustment, sporting estates, and shifting
tenures. Purchasing power arrives with new customs, while
crofter memory preserves other measures of legitimacy.
MacDonald's diction registers this tension: Gaelic terms and
Scots rhythms coexist with the newcomers' polished
English, encoding difference without caricature. Economic
modernization appears in small signs—improvements, rents,
market routes—setting the humane costs against promised
efficiency. Characters learn to speak across registers, and
the novel implies that language itself is a field where
belonging must be negotiated.

Volume 2 intensifies these pressures by foregrounding
mobility and service as live options. Military pathways,
seasonal employment, and emigration appear as imaginable
responses to constraint, and each carries linguistic
consequences, from borrowed terms to altered formalities.
Communal gatherings retain ritual forms even as economic
calculation intrudes, and the narrator's sympathy extends to



competing visions of improvement. The volume's attention
to instruction and translation underscores how cultural
continuity depends on patient interpretation, whether of
law, scripture, or custom, and how speech mediates the
friction between survival and fidelity.

Volume 3 shows modern pressures settling into
permanent conditions, with legal processes, transport links,
and market habits shaping daily choices. Language
continues to signal allegiance as characters modulate
between intimate idioms and public speech, especially in
settings where authority must be addressed. The narrative
treats migration, enlistment, and estate policy not as
abstractions but as forces measured in household
adjustments. By gathering disparate threads into a
concluding pattern, the volume suggests that historical
change is experienced most keenly in small permissions and
closures that determine who can remain.
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1q "It was the sacred place of the house, in
which served the angel of hospitality"

2q "to be able to be alone at will seems one of
the original necessities of life."

3q "The air was clear and clean, and full of life."

4q "When you cannot do as you like, the best
thing is to like what you have to do."

5q "God was to her an awe, not a ceaseless,
growing delight!"

6q "He is my life."

7q "Every relief is a promise, a pledge as well as
a passing meal."

8q "Only hearts of grace can understand the
struggles of the poor—with everything but God
against them!"

9q "l think | see many heads close together,
talking."

10q "The power of human love is next to the
power of God's love."



