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ANCESTRAL
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These are my people, quaint and ancient,
Gentlefolks with their prim old ways;
This, their leader come from England,
Governed a State in early days.

* * * * * *
I must vanish with my ancients,
But a golden web of love
Is around us and beneath us,
Binds us to our home above.
JULIA WARD HOWE.

Our mother was once present at a meeting where there was
talk of ancestry and heredity. One of the speakers dwelt
largely upon the sins of the fathers. He drew stern pictures
of the vice, the barbarism, the heathenism of the "good old
times," and ended by saying with emphasis that he felt
himself "bowed down beneath the burden of the sins of his
ancestors."

Our mother was on her feet in a flash.
"Mr. So-and-So," she said, "is bowed down by the sins of

his ancestors. I wish to say that all my life I have been
buoyed up and lifted on by the remembrance of the virtues
of mine!"



These words are so characteristic of her, that in
beginning the story of her life it seems proper to dwell at
some length on the ancestors whose memory she cherished
with such reverence.

The name of Ward occurs first on the roll of Battle Abbey:
"Seven hundred and ten distinguished persons"
accompanied William of Normandy to England, among them
"Ward, one of the noble captains."

Her first known ancestor, John Ward, of Gloucester,
England, sometime cavalry officer in Cromwell's army, came
to this country after the Restoration and settled at Newport
in Rhode Island. His son Thomas married Amy Smith, a
granddaughter of Roger Williams. Thomas's son Richard
became Governor of Rhode Island and had fourteen
children, among them Samuel, who in turn became
Governor of the Colony, and a member of the Continental
Congress. He was the only Colonial governor who refused to
take the oath to enforce the Stamp Act. In 1775, in the
Continental Congress, he was made Chairman of the
Committee of the Whole, which from 1774 to 1776 sat daily,
working without intermission in the cause of independence.
But though one of the framers of the "Declaration," he was
not destined to be a "signer." John Adams says of him,
"When he was seized with the smallpox he said that if his
vote and voice were necessary to support the cause of his
country, he should live; if not, he should die. He died, and
the cause of his country was supported, but it lost one of its
most sincere and punctual advocates."

The correspondence between Governor Ward and
General Washington has been preserved. In one letter the



latter says: "I think, should occasion offer, I shall be able to
give you a good account of your son, as he seems a
sensible, well-informed young man."

This young man was Samuel Ward, Lieutenant-Colonel of
the First Rhode Island Regiment, and our mother's
grandfather.[1]

In Trumbull's painting of the Attack on Quebec in 1776,
there is a portrait of Lieutenant-Colonel Ward, a young,
active figure with sword uplifted. His life was full of stirring
incident. In 1775 he received his commission as Captain,
and was one of two hundred and fifty of the Rhode Island
troops who volunteered to join Benedict Arnold's command
of eleven hundred men, ordered to advance by way of the
Kennebec River to reinforce General Montgomery at
Quebec. In a letter to his family, dated Point-aux-Trembles,
November 26, 1775, Captain Ward says: "We were thirty
days in the wilderness, that none but savages ever
attempted to pass. We marched a hundred miles upon shore
with only three days' provisions, waded over three rapid
rivers, marched through snow and ice barefoot, passed over
the St. Lawrence where it was guarded by the enemy's
frigates, and are now resting about twenty-four miles from
the city to recruit our worn-out natures. General
Montgomery intends to join us immediately, so that we have
a winter's campaign before us. But I trust we shall have the
glory of taking Quebec!"

The young soldier's hopes were vain. He was taken
prisoner with many of his men while gallantly defending a
difficult position, and spent a year in prison. On his release
he rejoined the army of Washington and fought through the



greater part of the Revolution, rising to the rank of
Lieutenant-Colonel. He was at Peekskill, Valley Forge, and
Red Bank, and wrote the official account of the last-named
battle, which may be found in Washington's
correspondence.

During the terrible winter at Valley Forge, Lieutenant-
Colonel Ward obtained a month's furlough, wooed and
married his cousin, Phœbe Greene (daughter of Governor
William Greene, of Rhode Island, and of the beautiful
Catherine Ray, [2] of Block Island), and returned to the
snows and starvation of the winter camp. Our mother was
very proud of her great-grandmother Catherine's memory,
treasured her rat-tail spoons and her wedding stockings of
orange silk, and was fond of telling how Benjamin Franklin
admired and corresponded with her. Some of Franklin's
letters have been preserved. He speaks of his wife as the
"old lady," but says he has got so used to her faults that
they are like his own—he does not recognize them any
more. In one letter he gives the following advice to the
lovely Catherine: "Kill no more Pigeons than you can eat. Go
constantly to meeting or to church—till you get a good
husband; then stay at home and nurse the children and live
like a Christian."

Some years after the Revolution, Colonel Ward was in
Paris on a business errand. He kept a record of his stay
there in a parchment pocket-book, where among technical
entries are found brief comments on matters of general
interest. One day the Colonel tells of a dinner party where
he met Vergniaud and other prominent revolutionists. He
was surprised to find them such plain men; "yet were they



exceeding warm." On December 29,1792, he notes: "Dined
with Gouverneur Morris. Served upon plate—good wines—
his Kitchen neither french or English, but between both.
Servants french, apartments good.... I have visited the halls
of painting and sculpture at the Louvre. The peices [sic] are
all called chef d'œuvres by connoisseurs. The oldest are
thought the best, I cannot tell why, though some of the old
peices are very good. Milo riving the oak is good...."

He went to the theatre, and observed that the features
which appeared to him most objectionable were specially
applauded by the audience.

Briefly, amid items of the sale of land, he thus notes the
execution of Louis XVI:—

"January 15th. The convention has this day decided upon
two questions on the King; one that he was guilty, another
that the question should not be sent to the people.

"January 17th. The convention up all night upon the
question of the King's sentence. At eleven this night the
question was determined—the sentence of death was
pronounced. 366 death—319 seclusion or banishment—36
various—majority of 5 absolute—the King caused an appeal
to be made to the people, which was not allowed; thus the
convention have been the accusers, the judges, and will be
the executors of their own sentence—this will cause a great
degree of astonishment in America....

"January 21st. Went to the Pont Royal to pass it at nine
o'clock. Guards prevented me from going over. I had
engaged to pass this day, which is one of horror, at
Versailles, with Mr. Morris. The King was beheaded at eleven
o'clock. Guards, at an early hour, took possession of the



Place Louis XV, and were posted in each avenue. The most
profound peace prevailed. Those who had feeling lamented
in secret in their houses, or had left town. Others showed
the same levity or barbarous indifference as on former
occasions. Hichborn, Henderson, and Johnson went to see
the execution, for which, as an American, I was sorry. The
King desired to speak. He had only time to say he was
innocent, and forgave his enemies. He behaved with the
fortitude of a martyr. Santerre ordered the [executioner] to
dispatch him. At twelve the streets were again all open."

There is a tradition that when Colonel Ward quitted Paris,
with a party of friends, the carriage was driven by a
disguised nobleman, who thus escaped the guillotine.

Our mother remembered him as a "gentleman advanced
in years, with courtly manner and mild blue eyes, which
were, in spite of their mildness, very observing."

She inherited many traits from the Wards, among them a
force and integrity of purpose, a strength of character, and
a certain business instinct which sometimes cropped up
when least expected, and which caused some of her family
to call her the "banker's daughter."

Those were also solid qualities which she inherited from
the Rhode Island Greenes. Greenes of Warwick, Greenes of
East Greenwich; all through Colonial and Revolutionary
history we find their names. Sturdy, active, patriotic men:
Generals, Colonels, and Governors of "Rhode Island and
Providence Plantations," chief among them Governor
William Greene, the "War Governor," and General Nathanael
Greene of glorious memory.



Our liveliest association with the name of Greene is the
memory of Mrs. Nancy Greene, first cousin of our
grandfather Ward and daughter-in-law of the General who
died in Middletown, Rhode Island, in 1886, at the age of one
hundred and two. This lady was dear to our mother as the
one remaining link with her father's generation. A visit to
"Cousin Nancy" was one of her great pleasures, and we
children were happy if we were allowed to accompany her.
The old lady sat erect and dignified in her straight-backed
chair, and the two discoursed at length of days gone by. To
Cousin Nancy "Julia" was always young, though the "Battle
Hymn of the Republic" was already written when the old
lady charged her to "cultivate a literary taste." On another
occasion—it was one of the later visits—she said with
emphasis, "Julia, do not allow yourself to grow old! When
you feel that you cannot do a thing, get up and do it!" Julia
never forgot this advice.

Cousin Nancy never read a novel in her life, as she
announced with pride. She wished to read the "Annals of the
Schönberg-Cotta Family," but, finding it to be a work of
fiction, decided not to break her rule. She was a fond and
pious mother; when her son needed chastisement, she
would pray over him so long that he would cry out, "Mother,
it is time to begin whipping!"

If Julia Ward was part Ward and Greene, she was quite as
much Cutler and Marion; it is to this descent that we must
turn for the best explanation of her many-sided character.

When she said of any relation, however distant, "He is a
Cutler!" it meant that she recognized in that person certain
qualities—a warmth of temperament, a personality glowing,



sparkling, effervescent—akin to her own. If in addition to
these qualities the person had red hair, she took him to her
heart, and he could do no wrong. All this, and a host of
tender associations beside, the name of Cutler meant to
her; yet it may be questioned whether any of these
characteristics would have appeared in the descendants of
Johannes Demesmaker, worthy citizen of Holland, who,
coming to this country in 1674, changed his name to Cutler
for convenience' sake, had not one of these descendants,
Benjamin Clarke Cutler, married Sarah (Mitchell) Hyrne,
daughter of Thomas Mitchell and Esther (or Hester) Marion.

To most people, the name of Marion suggests one person
only,—General Francis Marion of Revolutionary fame; yet it
was the grandfather of the General, Benjamin Marion, of La
Rochelle, who was the first of the name to settle in this
country, coming hither when the Revocation of the Edict of
Nantes drove the Huguenots into exile. Brigadier-General
Peter Horry,[3] friend and biographer of General Marion,
quotes the letter which told Benjamin of his banishment:—

Your damnable heresy well deserves, even in this life,
that purgation by fire which awfully awaits it in the next.
But in consideration of your youth and worthy
connections, our mercy has condescended to commute
your punishment to perpetual exile. You will, therefore,
instantly prepare to quit your country forever, for, if
after ten days from the date hereof, you should be
found in any part of the kingdom, your miserable body
shall be consumed by fire and your impious ashes
scattered on the winds of heaven.
(Signed) PÈRE ROCHELLE.



Within the ten days Benjamin Marion had wound up his
affairs, married his betrothed, Judith Baluet, and was on his
way to America to seek his fortune. He bought a plantation
on Goose Creek, near Charleston, South Carolina, and here
he and his Judith lived for many peaceful years in content
and prosperity, seeing their children grow up around them.
[4]

Gabriel Marion, the eldest son of Benjamin, married a
young woman, also of Huguenot blood, Charlotte Cordés or
Corday, said to have been a relative of the other Charlotte
Corday, the heroine of the French Revolution. To this couple
were born six children, the eldest being Esther, our mother's
great-grandmother, the youngest, Francis, who was to
become the "Swamp Fox" of Revolutionary days.

Esther Marion has been called the "Queen Bee" of the
Marion hive; she had fifteen children, and her descendants
have multiplied and spread in every direction. She was twice
married, first to John Allston, of Georgetown, or Waccamaw,
secondly to Thomas Mitchell, of Georgetown. The only one
of the fifteen children with whom we have concern is Sarah
Mitchell, the "Grandma Cutler" of Julia Ward's childhood.
This lady was married at fourteen to Dr. Hyrne, an officer of
Washington's army. Julia well remembered her saying that
after her engagement, she wept on being told that she must
give up her dolls.

Dr. Hyrne lived but a short time, and four years after his
death the twenty-year-old widow married Benjamin Clarke
Cutler, then a widower, Sheriff of Norfolk County,
Massachusetts, and third in descent from John Demesmaker,
[5] before mentioned, sometime physician and surgeon.



Our mother was much attached to "Grandma Cutler," and
speaks thus of her in a sketch entitled "The Elegant
Literature of Sixty Years Ago": "Grandma will read Owen
Feltham's 'Resolves,' albeit the print is too small for her
eyes. She knows Pope and Crabbe by heart, admires
Shenstone, and tells me which scenes are considered finest
in this or that of Scott's novels. Calling one day upon a
compeer of her own age, she was scandalized to find her
occupied with a silly story called 'Jimmy Jessamy.'"

Mrs. Cutler had known General Washington, and was
fond of telling how at a ball the Commander-in-Chief crossed
the room to speak to her. Many of her letters have been
preserved, and show a sprightliness which is well borne out
by her portrait, that of a charming old lady in a turban, with
bright eyes and a humorous mouth.

A word remains to be said about General Francis Marion
himself. This hero of history, song, and romance was
childless; our mother could claim as near relationship to him
as could any of her generation. She was extremely proud of
this kinship, and no one who knew her could doubt that from
the Marions she inherited many vital qualities. One winter,
toward the end of her life, there was a meeting at the Old
South Church at which—as at the gathering described at the
beginning of this chapter—there was talk of ancestry and
kindred topics. The weather was stormy, our mother well on
in the eighties, but she was there. Being called on to speak,
she made a brief address in the course of which she alluded
to her Southern descent, and to General Francis Marion, her
great-great-uncle. As she spoke her eyes lightened with
mirth, in the way we all remember: "General Marion," she



said, "was known in his generation as the 'Swamp Fox'; and
when I succeed in eluding the care of my guardians,
children and grandchildren, and coming to a meeting like
this, I think I may be said to have inherited some of his
characteristics!"
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LITTLE JULIA WARD
Table of Contents

1819-1835; aet. 1-16

FROM MY NURSERY: FORTY-SIX YEARS AGO
When I was a little child,

Said my passionate nurse, and wild:
"Wash you, children, clean and white;
God may call you any night."

Close my tender brother clung,
While I said with doubtful tongue:
"No, we cannot die so soon;
For you told, the other noon,

"Of those months in order fine
That should make the earth divine.
I've not seen, scarce five years old,
Months like those of which you told."

Softly, then, the woman's hand
Loosed my frock from silken band,
Tender smoothed the fiery head,
Often shamed for ringlets red.
Somewhat gently did she say,
"Child, those months are every day."



Still, methinks, I wait in fear,
For that wonder-glorious year—
For a spring without a storm,
Summer honey-dewed and warm,
Autumn of robuster strength,
Winter piled in crystal length.

I will wash me clean and white;
God may call me any night.
I must tell Him when I go
His great year is yet to know—
Year when working of the race
Shall match Creation's dial face;
Each hour be born of music's chime,
And Truth eternal told in Time.
J. W. H.

Lieutenant-Colonel Ward had ten children, of whom seven
lived to grow up. The fifth child and son was Samuel, our
mother's father, born in Warwick, Rhode Island, May 1,
1786. When he was four years old, the family moved to New
York, where the Colonel and his brother established
themselves as merchants under the firm name of Samuel
Ward & Brother.

The firm was only moderately successful; the children
came fast. With his narrow income it was not possible for
the father to give his boy the college education he desired;
so at fourteen, fresh from the common schools, Samuel
entered as a clerk the banking house of Prime & King. While



still a mere lad, an old friend of the family asked him what
he meant to be when he came to man's estate.

"I mean to be one of the first bankers in the United
States!" replied Samuel.

At the age of twenty-two he became a partner in the
firm, which was thereafter known as Prime, Ward & King.

In a memoir of our grandfather, the partner who survived
him, Mr. Charles King, says:—

"Money was the commodity in which Mr. Ward dealt, and
if, as is hardly to be disputed, money be the root of all evil,
it is also, in hands that know how to use it worthily, the
instrument of much good. There exist undoubtedly, in
regard to the trade in money, and respecting those engaged
in it, many and absurd prejudices, inherited in part from
ancient error, and fomented and kept alive by the jealousies
of ignorance and indigence. It is therefore no small triumph
to have lived down, as Mr. Ward did, this prejudice, and to
have forced upon the community in the midst of which he
resided, and upon all brought into connexion with him, the
conviction that commerce in money, like commerce in
general, is, to a lofty spirit, lofty and ennobling, and is
valued more for the power it confers, of promoting liberal
and beneficent enterprises, and of conducing to the welfare
and prosperity of society, than for the means of individual
and selfish gratification or indulgence."

Mr. Ward's activities were not confined to financial affairs.
He was founder and first president of the Bank of
Commerce; one of the founders of the New York University
and of the Stuyvesant Institute, etc., etc.



In 1812 he married Julia Rush Cutler, second daughter of
Benjamin Clarke and Sarah Mitchell (Hyrne) Cutler. Julia
Cutler was sixteen years old at the time of her marriage,
lovely in character and beautiful in person. She had been a
pupil of the saintly Isabella Graham, and her literary taste
had been carefully cultivated in the style of the day. One of
her poems, found in Griswold's "Female Poets of America,"
shows the deeply religious cast of her mind; yet she was full
of gentle gayety, loved music, laughter, and pretty things.

During the first years of their married life, Mr. and Mrs.
Ward lived in Marketfield Street, near the Battery. Here four
children were born, Samuel and Henry, and the two Julias.
She who was known as "the first little Julia" lived only four
years. During her fatal illness her father was called away by
urgent business. In great distress of mind, he arranged that
certain tokens should inform him of the child's condition. A
few days later, as he was riding homeward, a messenger
came to meet him and silently laid in his hand a tiny shoe:
the child was dead.

Not long after this, on May 27, 1819, a second daughter
was born, and named Julia.

Julia Ward was very little when her parents moved to "a
large house on the Bowling Green, a region of high fashion
in those days."[6] Here were born three more children:
Francis Marion, Louisa Cutler, and Ann Eliza. For some time
before the birth of the last-named child, Mrs. Ward's health
had been gradually failing, though every known measure
had been used to restore it. There had been journeys to
Niagara and up the Hudson, in the family coach, straw-color
outside with linings and cushions of brilliant blue. Little Julia



went with her mother on these journeys; the good elder
sister, Eliza Cutler, was also of the party; and a physician,
Dr. John Wakefield Francis, who was later to play an
important part in the family life. Julia remembered many
incidents of these journeys, though the latest of them took
place when she was barely four years old. She sat in a little
chair placed at the feet of her elders, and she used to tell us
how, cramped with remaining in one position, she was
constantly moving the chair, bringing its feet down on those
of Dr. Francis, to his acute anguish. In spite of this, the good
doctor would often read to her from a book of short tales
and poems which had been brought for her amusement, and
she always remembered his reading of "Pity the sorrows of a
poor old man," and how it brought the tears to her eyes.

At Niagara Falls she asked Dr. Francis, "Who made that
great hole where the water came down?" and was told "The
great Maker of all!" This puzzled her, and she inquired
further, but when her friend said, "Do you not know? Our
Father who art in heaven!" she "felt that she ought to have
known, and went away somewhat abashed."[7]

She remembered a visit to Red Jacket, the famous Indian
chief, at his encampment. Julia was given a twist of tobacco
tied with blue ribbon, which she was to present to him. At
sight of the tall, dignified savage, the child sprang forward
and threw her arms round his neck, to the great
discomfiture of both; baby as she was, Julia felt at once that
her embrace was unexpected and unwelcome.

Sometimes they went to the pleasant farm at Jamaica,
Long Island, where Lieutenant-Colonel Ward was living at



this time, with his unmarried sons, and his two daughters,
Phœbe and Anne.

Phœbe was an invalid saint. She lived in a darkened
room, and the plates and dishes from which she ate were of
brown china or crockery, as she fancied her eyes could not
bear white. Anne was equally pious, but more normal. She it
was who managed the farm, and who would always bring
the cheeses to New York herself for the market, lest any of
the family grow proud and belittle the dignity of honest
work.

It is from Jamaica that Mrs. Ward writes to her mother a
letter which shows that though the tenderest of mothers,
she had been strictly imbued with the Old Testament ideas
of bringing up children.

DEAREST MOTHER,— ... I find myself better since I came
hither.... Husband more devoted than ever; children
sweet tho' something of a drawback on my recovery....
Thus in one page, you have the whole history of my
present life, reading and thinking only excepted, which
occupy by far the greatest portion of my time.... I was
obliged to whip Julia yesterday afternoon, and have
been sick ever since in consequence of the agitation it
threw me into.... I felt obliged to try Solomon's
prescription, which had a worse effect on me than on
her.... I think it is the last time, however, blow high or
low, for she is as nervous as her mama was at her age,
at the sight of a rod, and screamed herself almost to
death; indeed her nerves were so affected that she
cannot get over it and has cried all today, trembling as



violently as if she had the ague all the time I whipped
her and could not eat.

Julia was to retain through life the memories of the dear
mother so early lost. She remembered her first sewing-
lesson; how being told to take the needle in one hand she
straightway placed the thimble on the other. She
remembered her first efforts to say "mother," and how
"muzzer" was all she could produce, till "the dear parent
presently said, 'if you cannot do better than that, you will
have to go back and call me "mamma."' The shame of going
back moved me to one last effort, and, summoning my
utmost strength of tongue I succeeded in saying 'mother.'"
[8]

All devices to restore the young mother's failing strength
were in vain: soon after giving birth to the fourth daughter,
Ann Eliza, she died.

Her life had been pure, happy, and unselfish; yet her last
hours were full of anguish. Reared in the strictest tenets of
Evangelical piety, she was oppressed with terror concerning
the fate of her soul; the sorrows of death compassed her
about, the pains of hell gat hold upon her. It is piteous to
read of the sufferings of this innocent creature, as described
by her mourning family; piteous, too, to realize, by the light
of to-day, that she was almost literally prayed to death. She
was twenty-seven years old when she died and had borne
seven children.

Mr. Ward's grief at the death of this beloved wife was so
extreme as to bring on a severe illness. For some time he
could not bear to see the child who, he thought, had cost



her mother's life; and though he gathered his other children
tenderly around him, the little Annie was kept out of his
sight.

By and by his father came to make him a visit and heard
of this state of things. Going to the nursery, the old
gentleman took the baby from its nurse, and carrying it into
the room where his son sat desolate, laid it gently in his
arms. From that moment the little youngest became almost
his dearest care.

He could not live with his sorrow in the same dwelling
that had contained his joy. The beautiful house at Bowling
Green was sold, with the new furniture which had lately
been ordered to please his Julia, and which the children
never saw uncovered; and the family removed to Bond
Street, then at the upper end of New York City.

"Mr. Ward," said his friends, "you are going out of town!"
Bond Street in the twentieth century is an unlovely

thoroughfare, grimy, frowzy, given over largely to the sale of
feathers and artificial flowers; Bond Street in the early part
of the nineteenth century was a different affair.

The first settler in the street was Jonas Minturn, who
about 1825 built No. 22. Mr. Ward came next. The city was
then so remote, one could hardly see the houses to the
south across the woods and fields.

The Ward children saw the street grow up around them;
saw the dignified houses, brick or freestone, built and
occupied by Kings, Halls, Morgans, Grinnells, most of all by
Wards. Mr. Ward was then at No. 16; his father, the old
Revolutionary soldier, soon came to live at No. 7, with his
daughter Anne; his brother Henry was first at No. 14, then at



No. 23; while his brother John was to make No. 8 a dwelling
beloved by three generations.

Julia did not remember in what year her father bought
the tract of land at the corner of Bond Street and Broadway.
At first a large part of it was fenced in, and used as a riding-
ring by the Ward boys. There was also, either here or at No.
16, something in the way of a garden, which she thus recalls
in an address on horticulture, given in her later years:—

"My earliest horticultural recollections go back to an
enclosure, usually called a yard, in the rear of my father's
house in New York. When my little brother and I were turned
out to play there, we might just as well have picked the
bugs off the rosebushes as the buds, of which we made
wicked havoc. Not knowing what to do with the flower
border, we barbarized instead of cultivating it. Being of
extremely inquiring minds, we picked the larkspurs and
laburnums to pieces, but became nothing the wiser for the
process. A little daily tuition might have transformed us into
a miniature Adam and Eve, and might have taught us some
things that these old friends of ours did not know. But tuition
to us then meant six or eight daily hours passed in dry
conversation with the family governess or French master. No
one dreamed of turning the enamelled pages of the garden
for us. We grew up consequently with the city measure of
the universe—your own house, somebody else's, the trees
in the park, a strip of blue sky overhead, and a great deal of
talk about Nature read from the best authors. Much that is
most beautiful in the works of all the poets was perfectly
unintelligible to us, because we had never seen the
phenomena referred to; or if we had seen them, we had not



been taught to observe them. You will ask where we passed
our summers? In travelling, or at the seashore, perhaps. But
we took our city measure with us, and were never quite at
home beyond its limits."

She adds: "I state these facts only to show how much of
the world's beauty and value may be shut out from the eyes
of a human being, by even a careful education! This loss
cannot easily be remedied in later years. I myself had
reached mature life before I experienced the deep and calm
enjoyments of country life. The long, still summer days, the
open, fragrant fields, the shy wild blossoms, the song of
birds; these won me at last to delight in them—at first they
seemed to me only a void. It was a new gospel that the
meadows taught me, and my own little children were its
interpreters. I know now some country craft, and could even
trim fruit trees and weed garden beds. But I have always
regretted in this respect the lost time of youth. When I made
acquaintance with Nature, I was too old to learn the skill of
gardening. Year after year in the savage island of Newport,
where labor is hard to hire, I have passed summers
ungladdened by so much as a hollyhock, and the garden I at
last managed to secure owes nothing to my skill or
knowledge."

The truth is, people were afraid of the open air in those
days. Julia and her sisters sometimes went for a drive in
pleasant weather, dressed in blue pelisses and yellow satin
bonnets to match the chariot; they rarely went out on foot;
when they did, it was in cambric dresses and kid slippers;
the result was apt to be a cold or a sore throat, proving



conclusively to the minds of their elders how much better
off they were within doors.

Julia's nursery recollections were chiefly of No. 16 Bond
Street. Here the little Wards lived a happy but somewhat
sober life, under the watchful care of their father, and their
faithful Aunt Eliza, known in the family as "Auntie Francis."

The young mother, in dying, had commended her
children specially to the care of this, her eldest sister, whose
ability had been tried and proved from childhood. In 1810
her father, Benjamin Clarke Cutler, died suddenly under
singular and painful circumstances. Her mother, crushed by
this event, took to her bed, leaving the care of the family to
Eliza, then fifteen years of age. Eliza took up the house-
mother's burden without question; nursed her mother,
husbanded the narrow resources of the household, brought
up the four younger children with a strong hand. "There
were giants in those days."

Nothing could daunt Eliza Cutler's spirits, which were a
perpetual cordial to those around her. She was often
"borrowed" by one member and another of the family; she
threatened to hang a sign over her door with the inscription,
"Cheering done here by the job by E. Cutler." Her tongue
could be sharp as well as merry; witness many anecdotes.

The housekeeper of a certain millionnaire, calling upon
her to ask the character of a servant, took occasion to
enlarge upon the splendors of her employer's
establishment. "Mr. So-and-So keeps this; Mr. So-and-So
keeps that:—"

"Yes! yes!" said Mrs. Francis; "it is well known that Mr. So-
and-So keeps everything, except the Ten Commandments!"



"Oh! Mrs. Francis, how could you?" cried the poor
millionnaire when next they met.

In 1829 Eliza Cutler married Dr. John Wakefield Francis,
the historian of Old New York, the beloved physician of a
whole generation. He was already, as has been seen, a
member of the Ward household, friend and resident
physician. His tremendous vitality, his quick sympathies, his
amazing flow of vivid and picturesque language, made him
the delight of the children. He called them by singular pet
names, "Cream Cheese from the Dairy of Heaven," "Pocket
Edition of Lives of the Saints," etc., etc. He sang to them
odd snatches of song which were to delight and exasperate
later generations:—

"To woodman's hut one evening there came
A physician and a dancing-master:
The wind did blow, io, io,
And the rain poured faster and faster."

Edgar Allan Poe said of Dr. Francis that his conversation
was "a sort of Roman punch, made up of tragedy, comedy,
and the broadest of all possible farce."

In those days "The Raven," newly published, was the talk
of the town. Dr. Francis, meeting Poe, invited him to come to
his house on a certain evening, and straightway forgot the
matter. Poe came at the appointed time. The Doctor,
summoned to the bedside of a patient, left the drawing-
room hastily, and in the anteroom ran into a tall, cadaverous
figure in black. Seizing him in his arms, he carried him into
the drawing-room and set him down before his wife. "Eliza,
my dear—the Raven!" and he departed, leaving guest and



hostess (the latter had never heard of "The Raven"!) equally
petrified.

Mrs. Francis adored her husband, yet he must sometimes
have tried her patience sorely. One evening they had a
dinner party, eighteen covers, a state occasion. Midway in
the repast the Doctor rose, and begging the guests to
excuse him and his wife for a moment, led her, speechless
with amazement, into the next room. Here he proceeded to
bleed her, removing twelve ounces of blood; replying to her
piteous protestations, "Madam, I saw that you were on the
point of apoplexy, and I judge it best to avert it."

In strong contrast with "Uncle Doctor" was "Uncle Ben,"
the Reverend Benjamin Clarke Cutler, for many years rector
of St. Anne's Church, Brooklyn. This uncle was much less to
Julia's taste: indeed, she was known to stamp her childish
foot, and cry, "I don't care for old Ben Cutler!" Nevertheless
he was a saintly and interesting person.

He was twelve years old at the time of his father's tragic
death, and was deeply influenced by it. His youth was made
unhappy by spiritual anguish, duty to his widowed mother
and the call to the ministry fighting within him. The latter
conquered. In his twenty-first year he drew up, signed, and
sealed "An Instrument of Solemn Surrender of Myself, Soul
and Body, to God!" This document was in the form of a
testament, in which he solemnly ("with death, judgment and
eternity in view") gave, covenanted, and made over himself,
soul and body, all his faculties, all his influence in this world,
all the worldly goods with which he might be endowed, into
the hands of his Creator, Preserver, and Constant
Benefactor, to be his forever, and at his disposal. He goes



on to say: "Witness, ye holy angels! I am God's servant;
witness, thou, Prince of Hell! I am thy enemy, thy
implacable enemy, from this time forth and forevermore."

That this covenant was well kept, no one who reads his
memoirs and the testimony of his contemporaries can
doubt.

There are many anecdotes of Uncle Ben. Once, during his
early ministry, he was riding in a crowded stagecoach. One
of the passengers swore profusely and continuously, to the
manifest annoyance of the others. Presently Dr. Cutler,
leaning forward, addressed the swearer.

"Sir," he said, "you are fond of blasphemy; I am fond of
prayer. This is a public conveyance, and for the remainder of
our journey, as often as you swear aloud, I shall pray aloud,
and we will see who comes off best." The swearing stopped!

In his later years, he met one day a parishioner clad in
deep mourning for a near relative. The old clergyman laid
his hand on the crape sleeve. "What!" he said sternly.
"Heathen mourning for a Christian saint!"

But of all the uncles (and there were many) the beloved
Uncle John Ward was always first. Of him, through many
years Julia's devoted friend and chief adviser, we shall
speak later on.

We have dwelt upon the generation preceding our
mother's, because all these people, the beautiful mother so
early lost, so long loved and mourned, the sternly devoted
father, the vivacious aunts, the stalwart uncles, were strong
influences in the life of Julia Ward.

The amusements of the little Wards were few, compared
with those of children of to-day. As a child of seven, Julia


