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Chapter 1: 


Genesis


Lucy Elizabeth Seaman was born on January 18 in 1842, the year without a winter.  The strange warmth of that month was an ambiguous omen, more an overturning of the natural order of seasons than a promise of mildness.  Clasped between the river and the lake, Cleveland was a small town of just eight thousand, its dirt streets turned to mud by the heavy rains.  With a sound like great waves breaking upon a rocky coast, millions of passenger pigeons soared overhead that year, and it was said a single bullet fired straight up would bring down half a dozen.  No one could have imagined that Lucy would long outlive the swarming birds, hunted to extinction by the eve of the First World War, or that she would escape Ohio to make the entire world her home.


In the beginning, she was a “little eager girl, who came into the world with open eyes and an open mind and a great capacity for loving.”
  The conventional choice for a girl was to learn manners, gain domestic skills, and win a supportive husband.  But that was a dangerous course, because everything would depend up on his virtue and his sanity, and it would not take account of her tremendous energy and desire for independent accomplishments.  As Lucy's life unfolded, the husband she leaned upon would collapse, she would be forced into great achievements of her own, and she would shape her son into a “strong staff” to provide support and redeem honor.  Her course would be a twisting path through the valley of the shadow of death, as she learned to relish sights that left weaker souls paralyzed in horror, and to endure profound defeat with hope.  


Lucy’s father, John Farmer Seaman, had been born in Ballston Spa, New York, November 6, 1804.  His father, Sylvanus Seaman, fought in the American Revolution, serving as a private in the 4th Ulster County Militia under Colonel Hardenburgh, and he was drawn to Ballston by Doctor Valentine Seaman, who analyzed the effervescent waters around Saratoga Springs and pronounced them curative.
  While still a boy, John apprenticed to Deacon Sage, a Baptist and a shoemaker, moving with him to Rochester.  


Lucy’s mother was born Cleora Augusta Stevens on June 9, 1814, in Middlebury, Vermont.  The doctor wanted to name her after Queen Cleopatra, but her parents, Lucy and Levi, felt this was too long and fanciful, so they shortened it to Cleora.  When she was quite tiny, Cleora fell from a roof into the hot ashes of an open fire, suffering terrible burns to her back.  For months, her mother tended her on a pillow, and she carried deep scars for the rest of her life from her neck to the base of her spine.  Too frail with dyspepsia and pelvic trouble to attend boarding school like her sisters, she became better educated than they through her own efforts and tutoring by her cousin, John Stevens, who taught Latin and Greek in Middlebury College.  Her precarious health drove her to learn all she could about hygiene and physiology, and her lively mind explored many intellectual subjects not taught in the conventional schools.


Cleora was still a girl when cousin John  Stevens convinced the family to move to Rochester, New York.  There, Cleora worked in a milliner’s shop and for a time lived with the Sage family where she met John Seaman.  They married on October 10, 1831, Cleora just seventeen and nine years younger than her husband.  They soon went west to Ohio, where cousin John was helping to found Denison University.  In later years, Cleora would describe the stage-coach trip so vividly that Lucy always held a bright mental picture: “I can imagine what a pretty bride she must have been with her brown hair and large blue eyes looking out from under a great big calash, the fashionable bonnet of the time.”
  Made of green silk and whalebone, the calash folded like an accordion, and in color it matched Cleora’s cloak. 


When John and Cleora Seaman settled in Cleveland, it was a village of hardly more than a thousand souls.
  At first they lived in a white house on Bank Street, where their first child was born and died unnamed.  They then moved to a large home at 65 Seneca Street, where John set up a cobbler’s shop in the barn.  He started a shoe and boot business with Horatio Ranney, but after a year they dissolved their partnership.


 John asked William T. Smith, a former fellow apprentice of Deacon Sage, to join him in Cleveland, and they formed a new partnership that was to last nearly half a century.  Smith’s wife, Louisa, had worked in the Rochester millinery shop with Cleora, but there was no special friendship between them.  As Lucy judged it in retrospect, the partnership was a union of opposites: “Mr. Smith was a man who was either very hopeful, buoyant, chatting and welcoming trade or down in the depths ready to assign, just on the verge of ruin.  My father went steadily on, was a very careful buyer and excellent judge of leather, saw ahead of present clouds and kept the business ship off many a rock.”


The Seaman family joined a tiny community of Baptists and helped them establish the First Baptist Church of Cleveland.
  Three years earlier, Benjamin Rouse and his wife Rebecca had arrived, working as agents for the American Sunday School Union with the mission of establishing a religious book depository.
  They began holding meetings in the upper part of the Academy school house late in 1832, renting space for sixty dollars a year.  In the middle of the following January, on a quiet, cloudless day that seemed more like midsummer than the depths of winter, they sang a hymn in the school house, heard a sermon by a visiting preacher named Taggart, and marched to lake Erie where they cut a hole in the ice to baptize four courageous new members by total, bone-chilling immersion.
  When the articles of faith of the new church were adopted in February, John Seaman was the fifth man to sign his name.


By 1835 they were able to begin construction of a fine brick church at the corner of Champlain and Seneca street, 55 feet by 80 feet, costing about fourteen thousand dollars.  The spire, looking like a conical tower of Pisa, reached 150 feet upward and enclosed both a bell and a town clock.  The builders liked to think the architectural order of the exterior was Tuscan, and the interior, Doric.  Iron tie-rods suspended a full gallery from the ceiling.  The entrance went through the spacious basement, so going to the gallery was like ascending from Hell to Heaven.
 


At its fiftieth anniversary, an historian of the congregation would recall, “The membership of the church was made up of young men, tradesmen, mechanics, lawyers, clerks, etc., who had come to the rising city hoping to make money.  They were all comparatively poor; there was not a wealthy man among them; but they were brave, and trusted in God, believing He would help them, if they would make a strong effort to save themselves.”


As proof that this was a sore struggle, they used to say that they were even forced to mortgage the pulpit lamps.   The church fell seven thousand dollars in debt, a huge sum for such a modest congregation.  Creditors attached the bell, but Sylvester Ranney personally bought it back.  “The lamps and chandeliers were once in danger, but Brethren Seaman and Smith took good care that they should remain in their places.  It was said of Brother John Seaman that he gave more thought to the finances of the church than to his own business.  Illustration: Some crisis in the matter of church finance had come needing prompt attention.  One morning, as he came into his store he said to his partner, ‘Smith, you go to the meeting to-night, and put me down for a thousand dollars, and you put down a thousand, and go over to Sylvester Ranney and tell him to put down a thousand.  Each of us will take a third.  That will be about right, I guess.’”
  Both Ranney and Seaman were elected deacons in 1837.


John Seaman seldom spoke in church meetings, but his constant, quiet spiritual support was valued highly by the congregation, beyond the dollars he contributed.  Fellow Baptists called him blameless, vigilant, and punctual.
  Of himself, he said, “I am a man of the people and not a leader.”


Cleora’s sweet voice sang in the choir, and she was more ready than her husband to speak “magnetic words” in church meetings.  Lucy recalled, “Some times when there were evil influences at work among the young people of the Church I have seen my mother rise in the prayer meeting and speak as though inspired.”
  Mrs. S. W. Adams called her temperament hopeful, her intellect noble, her nature warm and generous, and her character blended from moral courage and nervous force.
  She helped found the Female Sewing Society in 1834, which made clothing for the needy and did some work on commission for Ranney and Seaman.  This evolved quickly into the Woman’s Missionary Society, and from its very beginning the church looked to the wider world beyond Ohio. 


At 65 Seneca Street, Cleora gave birth to a daughter, Frances, named after her deceased sister.  Then came two sons, George and Solomon.  At an early age, Frances tumbled down the stairs to her death.  Cleora’s parents, Lucy and Levi Stevens, moved from Rochester to a frame cottage on Academy Lane, just behind the Seaman house.  A month after the birth of Cleora’s second daughter, Lucy Stevens died.  In tribute to both her mother and her still-living mother-in-law, Elizabeth, Cleora named the baby Lucy Elizabeth Seaman.


Grandmother Lucy Boynton Stevens had always been a woman of great religious faith, which she and her daughter needed to assuage their grief from the many deaths in their family.  After the death of her first husband, Samuel Foster, she suffered great poverty until her marriage to Levi Stevens in 1794.  Her father, Nathan Boynton, was run over by a horse and carriage, when he was on the way to church, dying from his injuries after a long struggle.  Levi was not a religious man in the early years of his marriage, but when an illness brought him to death’s door, she said, “I have prayed and I believe God will answer that my husband will not pass away until he has accepted Christ and become an acknowledged Christian.”
  He recovered, became active in the church, and lived just five days beyond his wife, adding a second death to the Seaman household in the second month of baby Lucy’s life.  The illness that ended both lives was pneumonia, assisted by the unusual weather of that rainy February. 


Early Childhood


Lucy had blue eyes.  Her hair was on the gold side of flaming red and very striking.  In the four weeks they were both alive, Lucy Stevens gave Lucy Seaman a string of gold beads, which Cleora later had made into a ring for the diamond she gave her daughter.  Like her mother before her, Lucy was a delicate child, and Cleora taught her at home rather than trust her to a school until she was nine years old.  John regularly made special calf skin shoes to protect little Lucy’s feet, but the leather was much thicker than most girls wore, and she suffered their heat and their weight.


John’s work prospered, evolving into a wholesale business that supplied shoes and boots in quantity, leather to be made into other things, and large lot sales of Frank Miller’s leather preservative.
   For most of Lucy’s early years the business was at 84 Superior Street, opposite the Commercial Bank, near the public square within a short walk of home.


On the seventeenth of August, 1850, the census taker visited the Seaman household, with his big book of enumeration schedules, not merely to count heads, but to collect many kinds of data.  Each of the nine persons in the household got a line of information, and together they constituted an appreciable fraction of the 17,034 persons living in Cleveland on that day
.  John Seaman was listed as a 45 year old white male, a tailor by profession, owning $6,000 of real estate, and born in New York.  Cleora was 35 and a Vermonter.  Four children followed in order: George aged 13, Solomon aged 12, Lucy aged 8, and Charles aged 2.  Then came Delia Davis aged 22 from Canada, Norah Fitzgerald aged 17 from Ireland, and Horace Pettingill aged 16 from New York.  Columns of the census form inquired if there had been any marriages in the past year, whether children were attending school, and whether any adults were incapable of reading and writing.  The census taker quickly marked no recent marriages, all children in school, and no illiterates.  He left blank the section of the form asking if any residents of the household were deaf, dumb, blind, insane, idiotic or convicts.


Fitzgerald was a servant who lived with the family for many years.  Although the census-taker did not record the fact, Horace Pettingill was a member of the family.  One of Cleora’s sisters had married a Pettingill and moved west.  When her sister died later in the decade, Cleora brought her daughter Fanny to Seneca Street to raise like one of her own children.  Lucy recalled, “Father was a generous man; he brought up and educated his sister’s only daughter; he helped his brother; he made a home for his nephews and was always ready to do his part in the cause presented to him.”


In a big old house next door to 65 Seneca Street lived a very successful physician, Charles D. Brayton, and Lucy admired his family’s prosperity.  The doctor and his wife had three children, Maggie, Nettie, and Charlie, who dressed well and entertained a great deal.  Their garden was especially beautiful, and they all radiated wealth.  Nettie, whose formal name was Antoinette, was about Lucy’s age, handsome and possessing a strong voice.  Mrs. Brayton was treasurer of the Cleveland Ladies’ Temperance Union, which was directed by the wife of the minister at Lucy’s church, so there was no possibility that wealth had produced immorality among the Braytons.
  Sometimes Lucy would play in the Braytons’ house, and she used to watch the more fashionable life they lived as one reads a love story.


Dr. Brayton died in 1851, but the prosperity did not abate, because he had left his widow and children a considerable inheritance.
  Although she knew little of her own father’s background, Lucy understood that his mother had been a widow for many years and had struggled with poverty.  Thus to see a prosperous widow was an impressive thing.  This lesson was not lost on Lucy, who would always recall the elegant life of the doctor who lived next door, and the survival of that elegance after his death.
  


Beyond the Braytons lived two other prosperous physicians, one of them born in France, and a successful merchant named Kepler from Germany.  On the other side lived a family whose children were burdened by names from classical antiquity:  Junius Brutus, Brutus Junius, Caius Cassius, Cassius Caius, Lucius Marcius, Marcius Lucius, Lucia Marcia, Marcia Lucia, and Daniel.  At the time, Lucy and her playmates thought these were perfectly ordinary names, but years later she could not help laughing whenever she remembered them.  Their last name was Cobb.  When Lucy was ten, three of the sons acquired a book firm, which they rather prosaically called J. B. Cobb and Company.


Lucy’s favorite game was “City,” played in the Seaman back yard where there were trees, grass, and a huge arbor with trellis and abundant grapevines that were stripped of fruit by the boys as fast as it could grow.  The children marked off imaginary streets between the arbor and the Braytons’ fence, creating shops and a post office.  One child would be the mayor, and others took other adult roles.  Lucy always pretended to be a happy widow with a beautiful garden.


She had her own house, set under a damson-plum tree, a small structure of humble origins.  A privy had been moved from the rear of the lot, painted and decorated with wallpaper inside, to become her playhouse.  Its green door actually locked with a key, and curtains hung in the only window.  She was the first girl in the neighborhood to have her own cook stove, and she delighted to invite other children for feasts.  The boys sat waiting for her tiny hot cakes, which disappeared so much faster than she could bake them.


The Seaman family had little contact with the less prosperous people who lived behind them on Academy Lane, but one of the boys from the lane developed a crush on Lucy.  “He was at the age of nine when he ventured into our backyard carrying two grimy valentines for me to select the one I would rather have.  I think I must have appreciated the implied compliment that whoever was to receive the second came also second in his affections.  In any case, I have never forgotten that little boy with smudges on his face and tokens of his regard in a dirty hand.”


Having no sister at the time, Lucy enlisted her brother Sollie to play house, making dolls out of old white cloth and cotton batting.  Often they played under the dining table, which they covered with cloth and called their wigwam.  After the cobbler’s shop had been removed from their barn, they played in the hay, with a cow and sometimes a horse for companions.  When she was nine or ten, Lucy sang in a fairy concert as maid to the queen, inordinately proud of her long-necked dress.  The first stirrings of religious awareness caused her to worry that Jesus might ask her to sacrifice this prized possession for him.


Education


Cleora taught Lucy to read and to cipher some, but when the girl was nine 

Cleora enrolled her in a tiny private school run by a lady who lived down the street.  Each morning Cleora would stand at the gate and watch her daughter walk to her education.  Reading opened the whole, wide world, and the Seamans possessed a diverse library.  “In the old bookcase behind the silk curtain was a book that strongly fascinated me, and I would often take it and sit alone studying the many illustrations.  It was a work on China, and described the queer customs of that far-off land.  It held and thrilled me, and I promised myself that, some day, I would go there and see it all.”


The family strictly observed their church’s annual day of fasting, with its week of prayer, and there was no cooking in the house that day.  In the morning, they went to church, servants as well as family, and returned to a cold meal prepared the day before.  But it was more feast than fast, because the dinner included delicious cold boiled ham, apple pie, cake, and sweet baked beans.  The children were excused from school so they could spend the day in church.


When someone questioned Cleora about the children being kept from school, she said, “I consider that the training of my children’s souls is worth more than the valuable training even of their minds.”
  “School is important,” she told her family, “but it is more important that my children make themselves ready for eternal life.”
  At dinner, Father Seaman always led a prayer and gave a blessing, and when he was away, Mother Seaman took charge of the religious rituals.  


Lucy came to feel that her mother was unduly concerned with her brothers’ spiritual welfare.  They were good boys, she felt, but her mother didn’t seem happy unless they were in church.  She also went to great lengths to perfect their bodies.  “Hydrotherapy was the medical subject of highest interest in that day, and in her earnest efforts for the health of her boys they were obliged every morning to take a shower bath by turning a pail of water over themselves, even though they had to break the ice which had formed over night.”  Cleora experimented with every medical fad.  “In the attic were all manner of braces which had been urged upon her growing children,” Lucy remembered, “so that they would have strong bodies and straight spines.  Perhaps the boys with their ice-water shower baths, and the daughter upon whom was tried various spinal adjustments, did not sympathize as much as they should have, for one of the memories of the latter is the writing of a school composition on ‘Our Attic,’ showing only the humorous side of the discarded braces and cure-alls.”


Not all fads ended badly, and Cleora was an early proponent of that radical innovation, whole wheat breakfast cereal.  “She had to hunt up a mill, and there bought the wheat, the whole kernel; then improvised a sort of double boiler — one kettle within another.  In this boiler the wheat was slowly cooked on the back of the stove from thirty-six to forty-eight hours.  When served with cream it was more delicious than any breakfast food ever invented.”
  


At the very beginning of the 1850s, Cleora gave birth to another son, Walter, and her life-long health obsessions were only strengthened when he died at the age of two.  Soon, another Cleora Augusta Seaman was born, or “Cora Gussie” as they called her, and she quickly became Lucy’s darling.


Throughout the decade, progress came to Cleveland in halting steps.  In 1853, the City Council decreed that Seneca Street was to be dug up in the name of modernity, so that a sewer line could be laid from Champlain Street to the lake.   Soon, a ditch reached nearly as far as Lucy’s house, twelve feet deep, ten feet wide at the top and four feet at the bottom, before the huge pipe was laid and the earth closed.  When the winter weather made digging impossible, the work stopped, leaving an immense pile of unused material on the corner of St. Clair Street, right near the Seaman home.  The next spring, nothing further was done, and the eyesore remained for fully seven years.
  Later, the City Council told residents to put stone sidewalks in front of their houses, and it levied an annual charge of thirteen cents a foot on property abutting the street to pay for a horse-drawn wagon with a big tank to sprinkle the dirt street with water in summer to hold down the dust.


The Seaman and Smith shoe business continued to gain customers.  A newspaper explained, “Their wholesale trade is very large, and their customers in Indiana, Michigan, and Ohio find that purchasing shoes in Cleveland makes a favorable difference in the profits.  Seaman and Smith are enterprising and reliable men, and their success in business is attributable in a large degree to their straight-forward and honorable way of dealing.”
  Before long, their business moved from 84 to 174 Superior.
   When famine stuck Kansas, and the people of Cleveland rallied to help the distant sufferers, the substantial contributions of the city were collected and forwarded by Seaman and Smith.


When the Seaman boys reached the proper ages, Cleora made sure they were baptized.  Lucy felt left out, when she heard that her brother Sollie was scheduled to meet with a group of other converts at the home of Pastor Adams.  She demanded to be included, and shortly she, too, had been baptized and accepted for formal church membership.


Sollie was a strange fellow, stuck with the imposing name Solomon because he had been born during a visit by his mother’s brother, Presbyterian minister Solomon Stevens.  He had an extremely flat nose and the same flaming red hair that added flair to Lucy’s appearance.  A sensitive, peculiar child, Sollie was embarrassed by both his name and his nose.   His mother shielded him, which only served to magnify his shyness.  Lucy felt he “never seemed fitted for the battle with life, shunned society and clung to home.”  To his credit he read a great deal, and he was very conscientious and obedient.  He was so shy, he would cross to the other side of the street to avoid anyone he knew so that he would not have to speak, and when the family marched up town to have their picture taken, Sollie went by a side street to avoid the crowd.  


Sollie labored to reshape his nose.  However, no amount of rubbing or pushing with artificial supports would make it look normal.  To try to appear more intellectual, he began shaving back the hair on his forehead so it would seem higher.  These desperate measures achieved nothing.


Recognizing that the problem needed attention, the family decided to rename Sollie, thus to relieve him of one of his burdens.  Instead of bearing the name of his mother’s brother, he now bore that of his father’s brother and was Henry Stevens Seaman or “Harry.”  But an introvert by any other name remains shy, and the problem deepened with the passage of years.  When Lucy was seventeen, the family tried another solution, and sent Harry on a trip under the care of his sister to see the mines on Lake Superior.


The Dead River Silver and Copper Mining Company of Cleveland had first staked a claim near Marquette on Michigan’s upper peninsula back in 1846.  Six years later, the first iron ore was hauled down to Cleveland in a half dozen barrels on the ship Baltimore.
  As the mines expanded, the miners multiplied.  Each miner meant two feet that needed boots, and soon the manufacture of heavy miners’ boots was a chief part of the Seaman and Smith business.  Lucy marveled at the huge packing cases destined for Marquette and beyond.  


With Harry in tow, she took ship with one of the freighter captains, off on an adventure designed to bring her brother out of his shell.  As Lucy put it, she was the “man” of the party, handling all the money and leading her brother like a little child.  Harry shut himself in his cabin, refusing to come out for anything, and Lucy had to carry his dinner in to him.  No coaxing would get him out on deck until they reached a stopping place, when he left the steamer, refusing to go any further.  Lucy left him in a hotel, and completed the trip herself, traveling across Lake Huron and a third of Superior.  Past Marquette, she went deep into the earth to see the men dig copper.  Upon her return, she discovered that Harry had fled homeward, so with his unused ticket she took the trip to the mining area all over again, before returning to Cleveland.


At one of the stops, she met some boys from her neighborhood, with whom she had a score to settle.  They used to taunt her, asking for a lock of her flaming red hair, promising to keep in a tin box so it would not start a fire, and it was time for revenge.  In the sweetest and most innocent voice Lucy could muster, she told them about the exciting underground tour she had been given, by a mining foreman named Ben Blucher.  As she described going deeper and deeper into the earth, the boys got more and more excited, and they begged her to tell them how they could have the same adventure as she.  Lucy said she was sure Ben Blucher would love to guide them down below, too, and they should just go to the mining camp and ask around for him.  All they got for their troubles was scorn and laughter, because Ben Blucher was really just the mining foreman’s pet dog.


For a time, Lucy attended the Cleveland Female Seminary, a private high school of very high quality founded in 1854.  The first headmaster, Samuel St. John, was a professor from Western Reserve College who set up the seminary as if it were a college, established extremely attractive pay rates, and recruited twenty talented faculty.  They offered instruction in arithmetic, botany, chemistry, physiology, ancient and modern languages (Latin, French and German), English, drawing and painting, music, and penmanship.  Some girls boarded at the school, at a cost of $250 a year, while day students like Lucy paid $40 to $50.  These modest fees and the high teacher salaries doomed the school to financial instability.


Every Monday, Lucy and the other girls recited Bible lessons, and they practiced giving sermon abstracts.  Every week, Lucy wrote a composition, and the girls looked forward eagerly to the Wednesday classes in which they read their essays aloud to responsive audiences.  Sadly, the library was rather bare, although the drawing room that stretched from the front to the rear of the main part of the building boasted an expensive crimson carpet, a silver water-service on a marble-topped table, and furniture covered in red silk.


Among Lucy’s favorite art forms was the tableau: a group of costumed performers would hold perfectly still, motionlessly acting out a dramatic scene as if they were figures in an oil painting.  One time the girls created costumes representing the nations they had been reading about, and another they personified the seasons of the year.


One of Lucy’s teachers described the spirited atmosphere of this excellent school: “A volume of romance might be written, with the strictest truth, on the personal history of the young girls who filled the Seminary halls and grounds with their maiden frolic, hurried to and fro to chapel or recitation, and dreamed their dreams of home and the future looking out from those windows.   Variety was given to the schoolroom exercises by the abstracts and the newspaper items each one was expected to furnish.  Questions on these brought up the leading events and ideas of the time, the situation of foreign countries, the advance of inventions, the politics of Mr. Buchanan’s Administration, — only it would not do publicly to touch upon slavery.”


On Sundays, Lucy would often bring home from the school a sweet, sensible girl named Lou Barr, one of the boarding students, whose father ran a stove company in Erie, Pennsylvania.  Despite his shyness, brother Harry began to take an interest in Lou, and with a little coaxing from Lucy the two began a courtship that would eventually lead to marriage.


Religious Movements


Lucy's family developed a close friendship with the radical Shaker religious commune at North Union, eight miles east of their home in what later became the suburb of Shaker Heights.
  “They were among my father’s customers, and would drive to town in cumbersome wagons to do their trading.  Once, at my father’s store, a young Shaker woman was taken ill, and in his big-hearted way, my father sent her to our home where my mother cared for her for several days.  This led to an invitation being given us to visit them, and I was allowed to accept.  It gave me an understanding of their queer customs and an intimate acquaintance with their scrupulously neat houses, the braided mats, also a share of the good fare of the community table.  The fertile land owned by the Shakers produced marvelous rye, wheat and barley, while their cows gave richer cream and their gardens bigger strawberries than any other in the vicinity.  They would often send my mother gifts of most delicious butter and berries.


“The Shakers rigidly upheld the laws governing their religion.  Their belief did not sanction marriage; the men and the women were supposed to have no interest whatever in each other; they had occupations apart, they did not sit together at meals, the brothers having one long table and the sisters another.  Yet, within my recollection, romance somehow crept in between the rules.  This same young sister who spent some days at our house was the community school-teacher.  The duty of keeping the wood-box full was no doubt hard for her and a young brother offered to help.  Then one dark night they ran away and were married, in spite of all the rules and commandments of the Shaker religion.”


Other radical religious movements swirled around Lucy during her teen-age years.  When Spiritualism swept the country, even the Shakers were affected, many of the young women being seized by spirits and whirling through Shaker Heights like toy tops.  The financial panic of 1857, coupled with astrologers’ predictions of the end of the world, triggered revivals across the nation.  In Cleveland, Plymouth Congregational Church took the lead with early morning services each day for businessmen, and after the YMCA joined in, as many as three thousand citizens were worshipping at crack of dawn.


The Lady Doctor


Cleora’s health declined, and as Lucy put it, “her body which was never very strong gave way under the strain of life,”
 so that winter she visited Philadelphia for a water cure.  Many of the woman at the spa read light fiction or did embroidery to while away the time between treatments, but Cleora was not interested in these pastimes, so her doctor suggested she walk down to the new Women’s Medical College nearby, where there was a medical library and lectures she found she could appreciate.  Whether from the water treatments themselves, the exercise of walking to the college, or from the new ideas she gained there, Cleora began to feel much better.


Her return to Cleveland coincided with the death of her darling little daughter, five-year-old Cora Gussie.  With baby Walter gone, and now baby Cleora, Lucy’s mother had little to do at home except fret about her health and contemplate the loss of four of her eight children.  Lucy’s father urged her to carry on with the medical education she had started, and she enrolled in the Western Homeopathic College, which at the time was the only medical school in Cleveland willing to admit a woman.  John fitted up a private space for her in the gallery of the lecture hall, with a comfortable armchair and footstool, with curtains at the sides so the male students would not be overly conscious that there was a woman in their midst.  Of course, the other students could not really ignore her sitting there above them, and they joked that she was their guardian angel.  Cleora studied hard, and she often invited other students to gather at her home to go over the lessons and consume bountiful suppers.  For instance, on January 4, 1860, the Cleveland Leader reported, “The entertainment was given by Mrs. Seaman, who is attending the course of lectures, and will no doubt deservedly win the title of M.D. at Commencement, a title the intelligent and studious lady will certainly wear with grace as well as usefully.”




Homeopathy was a drug therapy invented at the beginning of the nineteenth century by a German named Samuel Christian Frederick Hahnemann.   Conventional physicians possessed few effective remedies, and their treatments often added to the sufferings of the patient while failing to cure the disease.  Therefore, an ineffective medicine that did not at least make the condition worse would be an improvement, and Hahnemann deserves credit for inventing one.  His first doctrine was similia similibus curentur — like by like may be cured — and each medicine was selected because it appeared to produce symptoms like those of the disease.  This dangerous tactic was countered by the second principle, that homeopathic pharmacists should produce extremely dilute solutions, so weakened that perhaps not a single atom of the active substance remained.  Finally, for good measure, the third principle was that only one medicine should be administered.  Paradoxically, homeopathy was the ineffective cure that defended the patient against harmful cures.


These teachings had been brought to Cleveland by W. R. Adams about when Lucy was born, and by 1845 a small number of families were silent followers of a homeopathic doctor named John Wheeler, firm in their faith but unwilling to proclaim it because of strong public feeling against their deviant brand of medicine.  The next year, B. H. Bartlett opened the city’s first homeopathic pharmacy a few doors from John Seaman’s shoe and boot emporium.  Despite strong opposition and denunciations, Wheeler progressively converted more and more families to homeopathy, until he was sufficiently well established to found a medical college, hoping to make Cleveland the center of homeopathy in the west.  At the peak, the city would possess twenty-six homeopathic physicians, two hospitals, and the Hahnemann Life Insurance Company which had D. H. Beckwith, a homeopathist, for its medical examiner and chief stockholder.
 


In the spring of 1860, the Western Homeopathic College graduated fully nineteen doctors, eighteen men plus Cleora.  Until the last minute there was great doubt she would actually be permitted to gain a degree, but she did so well on her final examination that nothing could stop her.  The Cleveland Leader announced Cleora’s success, saying “We rejoice to record that Woman’s right in the highway of Science and Art is fast becoming better understood, and appreciated in this Country, and now some of the most flourishing institutions of learning make no distinction between sexes in classes, and degrees.”
  Cleora bravely pioneered the right of women to practice medicine, but she was not the first woman doctor in the city, having been preceded in 1852 by Myra King Merrick, a native of Cleveland who had studied water cures and other treatments in Rochester.
  Cleora continued to be very active in the church, local charities, and the social life of the community, so she did not have much time to devote to doctoring.  Furthermore, John’s income from his large business made it unnecessary for her to earn a living.  Thus her medical practice was a cross between charity work and experimentation.


John added an extension on their house where patients could be treated; the “Lord’s Room,” they called it.  The central feature was a bathtub, because Cleora still believed in hydropathy, but now she experimented with the high technology of her day.  She convinced the local telegraph operator, the only man in the neighborhood with much knowledge of electricity, to wire the tub so that anyone who sat in it would receive a small charge.  Needing a female subject for her first tests she experimented upon Lucy.
  A competitor at 117 Ontario street saw to it that the newspapers treated him kindly: “Dr. Gibson’s improved negative and positive electro-chemical baths is now the best treatment in the world for the permanent cure of rheumatism, scrofula, liver-complaint, colds, fever, asthma, consumption, insanity, delirium tremens, etc.”
  One newspaper made fun of the Seaman enterprise, calling Cleora “the lady of the tub.”  But patients began to come, including the girls who worked in John’s small boot factory,
 especially women who felt their complaints had not been appreciated by male doctors.


Cleora’s friends laughed at the electrified tub, but they had laughed before when she had purchased the first sewing machine in Cleveland.  And the solid social status of the Seaman family protected them from extreme ridicule.  At first, Cleora would not accept any payment from her patients, but eventually she asked the more prosperous women to contribute to the work with impoverished patients, and women of all social stations visited for advice and treatment.


Lucy explains, “Those of her patients who came to her in a depressed and morbid state of mind were taken to a room gaily decorated in red, with red window panes, red coverlet on the bed, and red hangings.  The highly excited and nervous patients were placed in a room where the sunlight streamed in through yellow glass, with bed coverlet and hangings of yellow, as a quieting and calming influence.”


One case was Mrs. Kromak, the butcher’s wife, who lived on Academy Lane, right behind the Seaman property.  When she began treatment in the Lord’s Room, she was a helpless invalid, bedridden and in great pain.  Whether from arthritis or emotional causes, she kept her ankles bent up to her hips.  Daily immersions in the electrified tub gradually unbent her legs, and before long she was able to get around on crutches.


Throughout her life, from that moment when she fell in the fire, Cleora had suffered from real physical ailments.  A sensitive and intelligent person, she found the challenges of a mid-nineteenth century woman highly stressful, and some of that stress may have added an emotional component to her physical complaints.  Cleora had glimpses of a future in which medicine might have prevented her children’s deaths.  Thus all her hopes and her daily experience of discomfort in a body that functioned imperfectly impelled Cleora to seek new cures.  With the unswerving support of her husband, she mustered the courage to assume the role of physician, treating others while she sought cure for herself.  


Death and Demoralization


Cleora's surviving children grew to adulthood, George first of all.  Cleora worried that he was falling under unhealthy influences, and when she saw that he was beginning to gamble she said to Lucy, “Daughter, I want you to learn to play cards so as to play with George in the evening.  We have got to fight the devil with his own weapons.”


Lucy found nothing of the Devil in her older brother, who “was a loving, large hearted boy and very thoughtful.  In those days our home supplies of butter, eggs, etc., were brought to the store by farmers who came to buy shoes and small dealers from villages who had need of leather.  My brother would watch that my father did not get the heavy loads and would carry home bundles and boxes and jugs so to relieve father, and at an age when a young man is apt to have false pride.”


At the end of April, 1860, George boarded the J. F. Warner, a merchant ship laden with wooden staves, sailing across Lake Erie, through the Welland Canal, amid the “Thousand Islands,” and out the Saint Lawrence river.  Cheerfully, he wrote home, “The Panorama presented as we dropped down this, the grandest river of this world, was beautiful beyond description.  We never lost sight of village or town, and our progress was so rapid that these towns, villages, and cities seemed to fly by us for our especial entertainment till we halted at Montreal, two weeks out from Cleveland.”
  After quick sights of Montreal, and a peek at Quebec City, he and the staves were crossing the wide ocean that separated the New World from the Old.


On the sixth of June, 1860, Mr. C. N. Johnson, the assistant marshal for the county, came to 65 Seneca Street to take the census.  In a clear hand, he wrote down that John Seaman was a merchant, with $4,000 in real estate and $800 in personal estate.  George, now 24 years old, was officially listed as a clerk and no longer attending school.  Honora Fitzgerald was described as a domestic servant possessing $200 in personal estate.  Sollie was now called Henry S. Seaman, and the family was completed by Charles and Lucy.  Another native of Ohio, Lizzie Hogan, was also living in the household.
  Cleveland was growing explosively, and its population of 43,417 was two and a half times what it had been a decade before.


George, meanwhile, had reached Scotland, and began a tour of Britain, enjoying the exotic experiences and comparing them with life in Ohio.  “At Dumbarton, I saw old Scottish ensigns, Wallace’s sword, Bruce’s battleaxe, but neither would do as much work as Abe Smith’s shot gun.”  When he arrived at the Glasgow depot, he saw a company of rifle volunteers drilling in the square.  “Their uniform is homely when compared with the Cleveland military.”  He delivered letters from relatives in Cleveland to three old ladies in Glasgow, and to Billy Quiggin on the Isle of Man, on his way to Paris.
  It was a grand trip, with slight romantic adventures, offers of maritime employment, and little concern for the great conflict that was mounting at home.


With the election of Abraham Lincoln, southern states began to leave the Union.  On his way to inauguration, Lincoln passed through Cleveland and devoted a few hours to his many loyal supporters.  Guns fired, flags waved, and four mud-splattered white horses drew his open carriage through rain and raw wind to the hotel.  He ascended to the balcony and told the throng, “To all of you, then, who have done me the honor to participate in this cordial welcome, I return most sincerely my thanks, not for myself but for Liberty, the Constitution and the Union.”


Hearing that Lincoln would meet a group of Cleveland elite that evening, Lucy decided to join them.  Her brother tried to discourage her.  “This reception is for the distinguished citizens.  It would not look well for a girl to go.”


“But father has been here since Cleveland was a village,” she retorted, “and everyone knows his record.  Surely he is distinguished enough, and as his daughter I could go, and I mean to go, and I am going to shake his hand.  So there!”


She put on a blue dress, which with her red hair and white skin seemed quite patriotic.  Then for good measure she added red, white and blue ribbons.  When Lucy reached the front of the reception line, Lincoln took her hand in both of his, holding it warmly for a moment.  She felt the smile on his homely face made it quite handsome, and then he spoke.  “Daughter, I am right glad to see you.”  For days afterward, Lucy kept her right hand wrapped up so she would not need to wash off the touch of the great savior of the nation.


When George returned from Europe, his father prepared to make him a full partner in the business.  But before arrangements could be completed, George fell victim to typhoid fever.  In typhoid, the victim's temperature slowly rises over a period of weeks until it reaches 104º Fahrenheit or higher.  Other symptoms are headache, abdominal pain, weakness, diarrhea, rose-colored spots on the chest, nosebleeds, and even intestinal bleeding.  The progress of Typhoid can be very slow, and a victim who recovers may be a carrier of the disease for months and even years.  George and Lucy were very close, and he begged his sister “Lutey,” as he had called her in childhood, to stay with him and tend him in his illness.  This she did, caring for him, talking with him, and singing to him every day. 


George, who had always been a thoughtful and caring son, was deeply moved by his father’s plan to make him a business partner.  “I never knew father, I never dreamed he cared so much for me.  Oh, how I wish I had realized it when I worked with him; he has got such a big heart and I didn’t know it.”
  The homeopathic cure for a fever is to administer an infinitesimal dose of a medication that might cause a fever in larger doses; that could do no harm, but it did not help George.  They buried him in Woodland Cemetery, sixty new acres of graveyard with a fine grove of trees and an ancient, sixty-foot Indian mound.  They transferred the other Seaman corpses to lie in graves beside him.


Always a reticent man, John Seaman became even more reluctant to express his feelings after the death of George.  For many years, he would not show love to anyone.  Cleora by now had lost five of her eight children, and she wondered which of the remaining three might be taken from her next.  Lucy fell into deep despondency, not only because she had lost her beloved brother, George, but also because she was convinced that she herself would soon die.  She thought of Cora Gussie, Uncle Solomon who had simply dropped dead one day, her favorite Buffalo cousin named Helen who had died about the same time, and of George — all gone within the space of two years.  Lucy lost heart and waited to die.


Analysis


Life is a difficult struggle, composed of mundane burdens that must be carried for years and sudden shocks that sorely try human courage.  Throughout his life, John Seaman had to labor both industriously and reliably, year in and year out, to support his family.  Cleora did her best to raise her eight children, but she was powerless to help the five who died.  Deeply involved in their church, they derived much comfort from deep religious faith.  Religion is many things and serves many functions, but fundamentally it compensates people for the terrible limitations of life on earth, where pleasure is fleeting and pain endures until dissolved by death.


From the exchange theory perspective, humans seek what they perceive to be rewards and avoid what they perceive to be costs.  For humans as for other animals, seeking and avoiding are energized by emotions, along the dimension occupied by words such as desire and fear.  By the very etymology of the word, an emotion is something that causes motion or motivates.  Birds and mammals appear to experience the same range of emotions felt by humans, but probably with more limited cognitions.  Emotions could be described as the visceral aspect of cognitions, or cognitions as the intellectual aspect of emotions.  Exchange theory discusses these facts in connection with the evaluation of explanations.   


Explanations are statements about how and why rewards may be obtained and costs are incurred.  They are like instructions or recipes for achieving particular goals; they are cognitions intended to satisfy emotions by guiding human action.  Because good explanations help people achieve things they desire, explanations are themselves a kind of reward.  Unfortunately, many explanations are valueless, and it is difficult to evaluate explanations about how to achieve very valuable and difficult rewards.  Evaluation is the determination of the value of any reward, including explanations.  


In the absence of a desired reward, explanations often will be accepted which posit attainment of the reward in the distant future or in some non-verifiable context. We call cognitions like this compensators.  Compensators are postulations of reward according to explanations that are not readily susceptible to unambiguous evaluation.  Religious faith has an advantage over other kinds of compensators, because it is extremely difficult to test such beliefs empirically.  Religions are systems of general compensators based on supernatural assumptions.  Compensators are a matter of faith, the hope that religion can provide a highly desired reward that is not otherwise available.

The idea that religion is a response to unsatisfied emotions is not new.  The first-century satirical writer, Petronius, wrote: "Fear first brought gods into the world."
  William James contended: "The ancient saying that the first maker of the Gods was fear receives voluminous corroboration from every age of religious history; but none the less does religious history show the part which joy has evermore tended to play.  Sometimes the joy has been primary; sometimes secondary, being the gladness of deliverance from the fear."
 Either way, religion seems rooted in emotion, and the primary dimension is our feeling about costs and rewards. 


Sacred discourse frequently concerns feelings, from guilt to bliss, terror to awe, and longing to ecstasy.  The Bible is eloquent in its depiction of human emotion, across the entire spectrum:  Job 4:14: "Fear came upon me, and trembling, which made all my bones to shake."  Job 38:7: "When the morning stars sang together, and all the sons of God shouted for joy."  John 16:21: "A woman when she is in travail hath sorrow, because her hour is come: but as soon as she is delivered of the child, she remembereth no more the anguish, for joy that a man is born into the world."  2 Corinthians 4:8: "We are troubled on every side, yet not distressed; we are perplexed, but not in despair."  Luke 13:28: "There shall be weeping and gnashing of teeth, when ye shall see Abraham, and Isaac, and Jacob, and all the prophets, in the kingdom of God, and you yourselves thrust out."  And who could forget the comforting words of John 3:16, which testify that even the Lord has emotions: "For God so loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have everlasting life."


However, sane people do not turn to religion for all of life's rewards, and they employ a variety of practical means to ward off costs.  Not living in the Garden of Eden, John Seaman had to labor to buy food and shelter for his family.  Despite her religious faith, Cleora sought medical cures for her own complaints and experimented with a host of health fads to strengthen her children.  People prefer an actual reward to the compensator that merely substitutes for it.  Thus even those who believe devoutly in the existence of Heaven will seek to stay alive on earth as long as they can.  It was easy to see that religious faith was not a perfect cure for illness, and medical science had achieved notable progress in some areas such as surgery and vaccination against smallpox.  Although the members of the Seaman family were highly religious by any standard, witnessing the deaths of loved ones demoralized them, and religious faith help only to a moderate degree to comfort them in their sorrow.


Religion permeated all aspects of the Seaman family's lives, but it did not dominate them.  They were self-reliant people in a society and an historical era that rewarded self-reliance.  In this, Emile Durkheim and Max Weber might say that they were Protestants.
  We should recognize that people of any religious tradition can be self-reliant, but perhaps these pioneer sociologists of religion were right that this tendency is often stronger among the independent denominations of Protestants, and that was certainly the brand of religion practiced by the Seaman family.

Chapter 2: 


War Between the States


As they had with her brother Henry, Lucy’s parents searched for a way to lift her spirits.  Recognizing Lucy’s intellectual gifts, her mother suggested she explore new horizons at a college away from Cleveland.  Lucy agreed, so long as the school was in Massachusetts.  Soon they had collected a pile of catalogues from schools and devoted several evenings to debating them.  Lucy’s father sat with his feet near the fire, as Cleora passed him one brochure after another for inspection.  


Linda Guilford, one of Lucy’s teachers at the Cleveland Female Seminary, strongly recommended the Ipswich Female Seminary just north of Boston.  Ipswich had been founded in 1828 by Zilpah Polly Grant and Mary Lyon with a curriculum that stressed English and included sciences, mathematics, theology and philosophy.
  Lyon left to found Mount Holyoke College, and Grant closed the school in 1839, but Professor John Cowles of Oberlin College and his wife Eunice reopened it.  Ipswich enjoyed a sterling reputation as a teachers college and finishing school that combined evangelical Christianity with high intellectual standards.  John Seaman examined the Ipswich brochure, and came across a line that pleased him greatly: “It is the aim of this school to make companionable, healthy, and self-reliant women.”  He set down the catalogue, turned to Lucy, and said, “Daughter, you may go to that school.”
  Lucy boarded the train for Boston without chaperone, and a night’s lay-over in Albany was followed by a night alone in a Boston hotel where she barricaded the door with tables and chairs against imaginary burglars and ravishers.  


Reverend Cowles, she discovered, was blind but had mastered great erudition and taught from memory.  Eunice Cowles “was also highly cultured, and her brilliancy put warmth and life and sympathy into the place.  I remember the rose-trimmed cap she used to wear over her abundant hair.”


Among the most challenging books assigned was Alexander’s Evidences of Christianity, a collection of essays edited by a Princeton theology professor: Watson’s “Apology for Christianity” and “Apology for the Bible,” Jenyne’s “View of the Internal Evidence of the Christian Religion,” Leslie’s “Short and Easy Method with Deists,” and Paley’s “View of the Evidences of Christianity.”  The pages were small, three and a half inches by six, but the print was tiny and the book was nearly as thick as it was wide.  The publishers proclaimed, “At a time like the present, when adventurous speculation is at its height, there is no friend of Christianity who may not profit by a recurrence to such a manual; in which he will find spread before his mind the great proofs of religion, for the enlargement of his knowledge, the resolution of his doubts, and the abundant corroboration of his faith.”


In time, the mental discipline of such studies, the resolute Christian faith promulgated by the school, and the intense bonds that linked students and teachers drew Lucy out of her depression.  “I was homesick and lonely at first,” she later recalled, “and sorrow still tinged my outlook on life.”  Many of her free hours were spent in melancholy reverie, and one result was a tender six-stanza poem in which she imagined her dead loved ones waiting for her in the afterlife: “Loving arms are round me twining, heavenly music fills the air — Brother, friend and sister singing, sad but sweet to have you there.”  When a Boston newspaper published these verses, her friends in Cleveland hailed her as a poetess, but she was never again able to express serious thoughts in poetry.


One midnight, a mouse entered a trap in the girls’ dormitory.  The “snap” awakened the girls, and Lucy invited all of them into her room, where she staged a funeral for the late rodent.  They muffled their giggles and conversed in whispers so the institute’s staff would not be awakened from its slumbers.  With mock solemnity they laid out the deceased in state on a stand in the middle of Lucy’s room.  Four girls stood at the four corners as guard of honor, brooms on their shoulders to simulate muskets.  Lucy stood in an attitude of reverence and dignity, holding her copy of Worcester’s Dictionary open to the entry on mouse, she read the definition in lieu of scripture.
  


Lucy nodded to another girl who began the eulogy, speaking of the great kindness Mr. Mouse had shown his bereaved wife, noting that he was probably in search of food for her at the time of his tragic accident.  Indeed, she was undoubtedly an invalid, even now awaiting his return in vain.  The assembly pretended to weep, and Lucy was inconsolable.  Acting a glorious faint, she was carried to her bed, where restoratives were successfully administered.  Lucy then spoke the final words of the burial service, “dust to dust, ashes to ashes, waiting until the next mouse nibbles in our trap.”  She opened her window, gently pinched the mouse in her hair-crimpers, and hurled it into the night.


Another escapade took Lucy and a girl friend five miles into the country, on foot, to meet a wagon bringing apples.  But the farmer failed to appear, and the disappointed girls vowed to take the next team home, whatever it was.  Along came a wagon, and her vow forced Lucy to ride all the way on the backs of dead hogs.  This adventure prompted the girls to compose poems on the subject of “Apples versus Hogs.”


One April Fool’s Day, Lucy’s pals selected her to play a practical joke on a sentimental friend whose beloved Charlie was away in California.  Lucy borrowed some men’s clothing, with a hat pulled down to hide her face, and arrived at the door in the darkness of evening.  Other girls excitedly told Charlie’s lover that he had returned unexpectedly and begged to meet her in the parlor.  Darkness and the hat, assisted by the blindness of passion, allowed the girl to believe that Lucy really was Charlie, and with loving words she rushed toward her.  “Tenderly I put my arms around her and she submitted to the embrace until, unfortunately my hat fell off and then came a shout of ‘April Fool’ from behind the door.  I was never quite forgiven by the chagrined girl for this escapade.”


At heart, however, Lucy was a very serious young lady.  Every Sunday, the students were required to pay close attention to Reverend Cowles’s sermon and summarize it in a pink notebook that would be graded on Monday morning.  After some weeks, Lucy was judged to have written the best essays, so she was sent to Newburyport for a day to visit a former teacher and receive praise from her literary circle.


Especially impressive to Lucy was the day when “Fidelia Fiske, that pioneer missionary in Persia, gathered a few of the girls about her, had them sit on the floor, Persian fashion, and gave them a story of ‘If you love me, lean hard.’  One of that group gave her life to China and another to Turkey.”
  Fiske was a graduate of Mount Holyoke and teacher at the college who had been swept up in an 1843 revival and answered the call to join a girls’ mission school in Urumiah, Persia, where she worked for sixteen years before returning to Massachusetts and recruiting many young women to missionary work.


The conflict between North and South continued, but at first Richmond seemed almost as distant as Persia.  “As the news was read to us, day by day,” Lucy thought, “we began to realize how personal it was to each one.  Near and dear friends, as well as those who belonged to us by blood, were drawn into the warfare.  We girls tried to do what little things we could, knitting many pairs of mittens, fashioning them with one finger and a thumb.”
  Lucy and her classmates wore red, white and blue sashes in tribute to the Union, as they marched to the graduation ceremonies in the church at the top of the hill.  Childhood behind them, the ladies marched back down and scattered to their separate fates.


With the Army in Virginia


In May 1864, Lucy and her mother visited Washington and accompanied friends to a dinner where the head of the Ohio Soldiers’ Aid Society spoke about the terrible slaughter of the war.  The Battle of the Wilderness had begun on the fifth of the month, and for the next year the armies of Grant and Lee would be in almost constant contact, with men killed and wounded every day.  The first hours were especially horrible, one of the strangest battles ever fought, in the tangled woods that deserved the name Wilderness.  The dense underbrush and the smoke from countless fires confused the struggling soldiers who ambushed and counter-ambushed each other as the screams of dying wounded filled the air.


Union losses were running at ten thousand a week, and the man from the Ohio Soldiers’ Aid Society depicted the wretched conditions at Fredericksburg:  “Along the river and in the city streets and on the floors of the houses our men are sick, wounded and suffering, helpless and dying.”  He explained that he was assembling a relief party of Ohio volunteers that would include a distinguished Methodist clergyman named Prugh from Xenia and a widow from Cincinnati, Mrs. Greenwood.  Knowing of Cleora’s extensive medical experience, he begged her to join the expedition.  “Take your daughter with you — she can help.”


Having just received a telegram telling of illness and calling her home, Cleora was unable to accept.  “But you may send my daughter, and I will go as far as Aquia Creek with her to see whether or not she can be of any use.”  R. H. Stevens of Oberlin, Ohio, wrote home that the Ohio relief workers “have the good fortune to secure the services of Mrs. Seaman and daughter of Cleveland, and Mrs. Greenwood of Cincinnati, whose cheering words and countenances beaming with sympathy and love, will carry hope and joy into the heart of many a poor sufferer.”


Ohio Relief was one of many local organizations operating under the aegis of the United States Sanitary Commission, a private group that Abraham Lincoln scornfully called the army’s “fifth wheel.”  Throughout the war, it struggled against an indifferent administration to establish its legitimacy and collect donations to bring adequate care to sick and wounded northern soldiers.  The truth was that the army’s own medical corps was thoroughly inadequate.  Wounded men were often left lying on the battlefield in agony for as much as two or three days, and when finally carried back on stretchers or in wagons they received poor care.  One reason was the combination of incompetence and corruption that marked most Union efforts almost until the very end of the war.  Another was the reluctance of Lincoln and other northern politicians to acknowledge the high level of sacrifice that would be required to defeat the Confederacy.  Into this shameful gap came the Sanitary Commission, which established relief kitchens and stationed attendants to give what help they could.
  


The group boarded a transport boat at Washington and went down the Potomac a short distance into Virginia to meet a train bringing wounded up from Fredericksburg.  Surveying the small town of wharves and tents that comprised Aquia Creek, Dr. Lewis Henry Steiner called it “vile, stinking, and miserable.”
  For her own part, Lucy knew that none of the conventional courtesies appreciated by ladies could be expected under such extreme circumstances, and she understood that it was her duty to help the men, no matter how horrifying their condition, and to avoid becoming a burden.  She later described the appalling sight that greeted them:


“Oh, what a procession that was from train to transport — men hobbling, limping, staggering — each man able to help lending a hand to those utterly helpless.  There were few stretchers; blankets, and even sheets, were improvised for carrying the men who could not walk.  Wounded, sick, and faint, they reeled from the railway to the friendly boat, where they gladly lay down on the hard boards.  A narrow pathway was left between the feet of the two rows of men packed closely together on the floor of the transport.  The few doctors were indeed busy and very quickly used my mother’s practical knowledge of medicine and nursing.”


The men craved water.  Lucy took a pail, filled it, and went among them, moistening their lips and cleaning their bandages.  No one realized at the time that the rags spread infection from wound to wound, and the men took immense comfort when Lucy washed their hands and faces.  A doctor hurried past and told her to make some milk punch.  “We must keep these fellows alive till we get them to Washington.”  Through the darkness of night, the boat worked its way upstream.  Often, as Lucy knelt besides a man, bringing a spoonful of punch to his lips, he would beg God to bless her.


When the transport reached Washington, the living were carried to hospitals and the dead were delivered to Arlington cemetery.  The boat was quickly prepared to fetch another group of wounded, and the leader of the party begged Lucy to return with them, promising Cleora that Father Prugh would watch over her daughter.  With just a few moments to spare Lucy said farewell to her mother and turned again toward the war.  The party of Ohio volunteers established their first base at Port Royal on the Rappahannock.


Lucy received no uniform, and she had to make do with an ordinary gingham dress and blue checked apron.  Her mother lent her a great shawl that could double as a blanket in emergency.  The state of Ohio provided a good umbrella, suitable to ward off either sun or rain, and a red silk badge with gold lettering: “OHIO Relief Committee, Office of Ohio State Agency: 344 Penn. Ave., Corner 7th Street.”  The state also provided condensed milk, sugar, canned fruits, jellies, and other special foods for the men.  


Lucy would forever remember kneeling beside the body of a man blackened by dirt, gunpowder, and sunburn.  His bandages were hard with dried blood, and he did not move.  On the chance that he was still alive, Lucy bathed his face and bandages, and in a moment his eyes opened.  She improvised a tiny tent over his head and prepared to feed him punch, when a doctor rushed past offering only words of encouragement: “Bully for you, Miss Ohio.”


Later, another soldier called out to her, “Say, please, Ohio Relief, what’s your name?”  Instead of answering, Lucy pointed at her badge.  The man then called her Sister Ohio, and because both his arms were shot he begged her to feed him.  Lucy gave him bread and milk, learned that was an Ohio boy, and tended him for several days until he was transported to a hospital in Washington.  From this time, Lucy draw a sense of great honor from the title, Sister Ohio. 


In addition to the wounded, Lucy tended men struck by dysentery and other diseases that thrived in the festering filth of the army.  Outside one of the tents and lying under its ropes, a boy was doubled up, groaning with stomach cramps.  He had been lurching around, unable to stay in one place, and the orderlies were too busy to deal with him.  She gave him medicines for the dysentery, fed him, and made him more comfortable on the grass with a warm blanket.  Shortly, he was in good enough condition to ship north.


The volunteers moved to White House Landing on the Pamunkey, a major medical base for the Union army when a hospital consisting of one hundred tents had been established there two years earlier. General Grant had set up his headquarters at White House immediately before Lucy arrived. 


On Friday, Lucy and Mrs. Greenwood rose early, and took coffee, crackers and milk punch around to the wounded men who had been brought from the front in farm wagons.  As she wrote her family later that day, “We found the men needy and very glad to see us.”
  The two of them continued this work until the other nurses took over, and they were able to get their own breakfasts.  Then they separated, each going through the tents, “bathing heads and faces with bay rum, giving food and stimulus as needed.”


“In one tent I found three from Ohio, one from New York and one from Michigan; all badly wounded.  I fed them, bathed their heads and hands, and furnished them clean clothing from our supplies.  I also wrote letters for them to their friends.” The Michigan boy was called Franky, just sixteen years old, from the town of Jackson.  He had been shot in both arms and one leg, and the wounds had become gangrenous and infested with maggots.  The doctor told Lucy to give the boy all the milk punch he wanted, for he could not live long.  


“He said he was not afraid to die; he knew his mother had been praying for him a long time, and he thought Jesus would help him to die if he had to, but he would rather live.”  Lucy cared for him all the day, and he seemed to grow stronger.  “At noon I took them all some tea, soft bread, apple jelly, and oranges, for which they were grateful.”  When she fed Franky, he spoke animatedly, “That tea is good, the best I have had in a long while.”  At evening, she brought them supper, told them the news from the front, and said good night.  With feeling, they replied, “God bless you!”


Saturday morning, the nurses heard that about twenty Ohio cavalry were at a hospital tent a mile away from their camp, so six of them went down, carrying baskets, pails, and bottles of supplies.  Among the wounded was the chaplain of a Connecticut regiment.  Lucy wrote home, “One case interested me very much; his intellectual and refined face covered with dirt, lying on an old blanket in his thin military clothes, in a raging fever.  Not a person to give him a drink, and needing care very much.”
  Rain added to the misery, and she feared that her Michigan boy would not last the day.


Sunday morning she devoted half an hour to Franky, through she could hardly spare a moment for this “poor, lonesome, wounded boy.”  In the afternoon, with Mrs. Greenwood and another lady, she visited the tent of Ohio boys and sang “Homeward Bound.”  Mr. Prugh read the twenty-third psalm, “The Lord is My Shepherd,” and after a few minutes chatting, they all prayed.


When she was working in one of the tents, a soldier rushed to the door and told her that an Ohio boy had nearly bled to death.  As she wrote her family the next day, “I went in and there was one of ‘my boys’ nearly gone, he had lost a great deal of blood from his arm.  I went to him and as he saw me, he called ‘Oh Sister,’ and seized my hand with his whole hand and for a few minutes he just clenched my fingers, he was in such agony.  I spent a long time with him, bathing his head and face and giving him stimulus.”  Three days later the boy died.  “It was a strange burial; two or three soldiers, two Sanitary men and myself.  The Episcopal service was read, then prayer was offered.  It was a solemn and affecting sight.”


Lucy knew the deep affection the wounded soldiers felt for her.  “This morning one of ‘my boys’ who is going to be carried to Washington asked me for my address, and told me if I would come out into the country where his folks live, he would show how country people could treat me, and the tears ran down his face as he talked.  He and a comrade lay side by side badly wounded in the thigh and leg.  The most unselfish persons I ever met are these soldiers.  One wouldn’t take a delicacy for fear another needs it more than he does, and so it is all through the tents.”


Most of Lucy’s boys were taken immediately up to Washington on the steamer Connecticut.
  Even thirty-nine years later, J. A. Sager would remember gratefully how Lucy placed two cots side by side for him and his buddy, then gave them a bottle of wine to keep up their strength on the voyage north.  Sager also recalled Lucy running after a burial detail carrying the body of another Ohio boy, to clip off a lock of hair for his wife.
 


Lucy sat with Franky for several hours.  She wrote a letter to his mother, and he gave her two rings to send her.  He had carved one of the rings from a nutshell, and his pathetic possessions included skeins of green and yellow sewing silk he had picked up at Fairfax Court House.  “The terrible pain he had suffered was nearly gone; he was very weak and hiccoughed badly, and I sat with him on the grass and fanned him and hummed ‘There is a Light in the Window Brother.’  I told him he could not get any better — that he was almost home.  I told him of Jesus, and that if he would ask him to be with him when he went through the dark valley, he would lead him safely through, for he had promised to.  I asked him if he was afraid to die.  He said, ‘Oh, no, Jesus will be with me,’ and the tears ran down his face while I spoke of Jesus, of home and Heaven.”


When Lucy asked if he wanted some one to pray with him, Franky replied, “Oh yes.”  


“Shall I send for that man that was here on Sunday and sang ‘Homeward Bound?’”


“Homeward bound, homeward bound,” Franky repeated, “Oh yes.”  


Lucy sent a nurse to get Mr. Prugh, but another man came first, and they sang and prayed.  Franky asked Lucy if she could sing, so she gave him “Jesus Loves Me” and “Rock of Ages.”  She asked Franky if he could sing, and he replied “Guess not.”


“I began, ‘I Have a Father in the Promised Land.’  He tried to join me in a broken sort of a way till we came to the last verse, when his voice sounded out much louder, ‘I hope to meet you in the promised land.’


“Mr. Prugh came in and Franky wished it sung again.  So we all sang it again.  He tried to join in the last verse.  We were all very much affected.  Franky said ‘tell the man I thank you.’  I bade him good night.”  The next day Franky was taken to Washington, where he soon died.


Last Days at the Front


The army camp moved a second time, to City Point where the Appomattox and James rivers joined.  The Sanitary Commission arrived on the eighteenth, three days after General Grant began the relocation, but many delays left the Ohio volunteers without beds, blankets, or proper food.  The Sanitary workers spent their first day at City Point establishing a feeding station and getting three large barges into position, connected with a gangway.  They were a strange sight, because their upper decks were covered by hundreds of crutches.


Fellow nurse Anna Holstein wrote in her diary: “In the morning our rations were very scanty — we had but the remains of what we brought with us from White House.  Before a stove could be had, or caldrons in readiness, those who were slightly wounded came straggling in; soon the number increased; and then trains came in sight and were unloaded upon the ground.  Battle-smoked and scarred, dusty, weary, and hungry the poor fellows came — looking longingly at anything to eat; from early morning until late at night the scene was the same as at White House — thronged with wounded.  It was impossible with the few conveniences at hand to prepare food for all that number.”


Near Lucy’s tent was one belonging to the Christian Commission, an organization of volunteer religious workers informally attached to the Chaplains Corps of the army.  Unexpectedly a can of peaches rolled under the edge of the tent, and Lucy discovered it was a gift from a drummer boy named Johnny who had been temporarily detailed to the Commission.  Later he peeped into the tent to offer any help the ladies needed, and when he found they lacked a pillow for their weary heads, he dragged in a log that was smooth and dry.  In a few days, the drummer boy returned to the battle front, and Lucy tore a piece from her blue checked apron for him to carry into danger as a memento and source of comfort.


The first night at City Point, an officer asked Lucy and Mrs. Greenwood to accept as guest in their tent Clara Barton, the woman who later founded the American Red Cross.  Barton had been tending bleeding men since the first days of the war, and after grim experiences in the South Carolina campaign she had returned to the Virginia battlefields only weeks before.
  Without beds or blankets, the best Lucy could offer was one end of the log and one end of her warm shawl.


After Clara Barton’s departure, Lucy stood at the door of her tent looking at the nearby army camp when suddenly she realized that two men she saw in earnest conversation were President Abraham Lincoln and Ulysses S. Grant, general of the Army of the Potomac.  A single soldier stood at a respectful distance, motionless as a statue, guarding the two men on whom the hopes of the Union rested.  The President seemed tired, prayerful, humorless.  It was a grim time in the conflict, and nearly a year of bloody struggle would stain the earth of Virginia before the South would capitulate.


It may have been at City Point that Lucy met a lean young man connected with the Christian Commission, William Folwell Bainbridge, perhaps when he came to her tent to borrow a few bottles of Jamaica ginger.
   He had graduated from Rochester University two years earlier, having worked his way through college, and was on summer break from Rochester Theological Seminary.   Both of them were Baptists doing volunteer work among the wounded soldiers, so Lucy and William found they had much in common.  
William’s seminary was open to students from all Protestant denominations, but the Baptist influence was strong, and candidates for admission were required to present certificates of membership in an evangelical church.  The seminary supplied its senior students as temporary clergy throughout the region, and its graduates were much sought-after by churches in need of well-educated but fundamentalist ministers.  The teachings stressed the divine authority of the Bible, but the training was highly intellectual.  Students were instructed in the most convincing arguments for the existence of God and the best refutations for skeptical assaults on their tradition.  Official doctrines included original sin, the second coming of Christ, and judgment after death of the righteous and the wicked.


When William entered Rochester Theological, there were just three faculty for 57 students, but they taught a complete curriculum that lasted three years.  Sacred Philology required instruction and daily recitations in the languages of the Holy Scriptures: Hebrew, Greek, Aramaic, and Latin.  Biblical Criticism and Exegesis stressed analysis in the original tongues of the texts, while Homiletics prepared students to compose and deliver sermons in English or German.  Ecclesiastical History traced the growth and transformation of the Christian church, with special attention to the struggle between state-established churches and non-conforming resistance movements and to “the corruptions and reformations of the Christian life and worship in medieval and modern times.”  His father, Samuel McMath Bainbridge, was a Baptist clergyman, and William followed in his father’s footsteps, even to joining the same Delta Upsilon fraternity as his elder.
 


Although the Sanitary Commission cooperated with the Christian Commission, they were rivals.  Lucy herself belonged to an evangelical denomination, but the organization that encompassed Ohio Relief was dominated by the more liberal denominations, and it believed that mercy and good works were the best fulfillment of their religious duties.  In contrast, William’s group was founded by evangelicals who primarily sought to win the soldiers’ souls for Christ, with practical assistance to the men being only one means for accomplishing this, another being the distribution of over eight million religious tracts.
  


The men of the Christian Commission called themselves delegates, rather than clergy, but many were in fact ministers on leave from their pastorates, and all functioned as clergy.  They gave sermons, held prayer meetings, wrote letters home on behalf of sick and wounded solders, and offered spiritual advice.  This baptism by fire was excellent training for William, preparing him for his pastoral calling.  Resolutely Protestant, the Christian Commission refused to distribute prayer books or devotional objects to Catholic soldiers, and some leaders of the Sanitary Commission considered it fierce and vindictive.


Another encounter at City Point was far less pleasant, and it precipitated Lucy’s departure from the battle.  On a warm evening, she was writing a letter by candle-light on the packing case that served as her desk, the curtain that was the tent’s door pushed back for ventilation.  A civilian entered to chat with Mrs. Greenwood, and she introduced the man to Lucy.  There were many letters to write to families of wounded men, so Lucy went back to her work and did not think anything of the matter.


Late that night, when Mrs. Greenwood was away on some errand, there was a tap on Lucy’s tent pole, and she awoke startled, demanding to know who was there and what he wanted.  It was the man she had met earlier, and he boldly demanded her sexual favors.  Perhaps he mistook Sister Ohio for a common camp follower, or he believed that any woman at the battlefront was fair game.  Lucy seized a hatchet she had earlier used to open a box and clanged it down on a pile of nails, exclaiming: “The first man who crosses this threshold will be a dead man!”  The man ran like a startled deer.  


For the first time in her long ordeal tending the wounded, Lucy sought the aid of Father Prugh and his staff of loyal young men.  The next day, her attacker fled to Washington.  Shortly afterward, Mrs. Greenwood needed to attend to business back in Cincinnati, and several of the young men who had volunteered to Ohio Relief had come to the ends of furloughs they had been granted by their employers.  Thus, it seemed a good time for Lucy’s stint to come to an end as well: “Those weeks under a summer sun in Virginia were very trying; feverish and worn, I was obliged to go to Washington, and then home.  It was a service for which, receiving not a cent, yet for worlds I would not have missed — one of the most precious experiences of my life.”


Courtship


Lucy resumed her normal life in Cleveland.  A young woman of twenty-two, her education was behind her, the war had proven her maturity, and it was time to begin an adult life.  A few months after returning, Lucy received an unexpected visitor.  He was one of the men she had served in Virginia, the soldier wounded in both arms who had first called her Sister Ohio.  Dressed in the uniform of a major, but with the left sleeve empty, he had regained his health.  Recalling the bread and milk she had fed him in that tent in Virginia, he said, “You see, I found out your name and who you were, and I have come to thank you and to have some bread and milk with you.  But you won’t have to feed me.”  Later he proposed marriage to her, but she gently declined the offer.


Back in Virginia, Grant’s vast army finally defeated Lee’s men, and Ohio proclaimed April 14, 1865, a day of public thanksgiving.  One hundred guns fired a salute at the public square, the sound of volleys rolling up Seneca Street to Lucy’s house.  Rockets, parades, speeches, church services, and bonfires completed the celebration but could not take Cleveland’s mind away from the terrible cost.  The city and surrounding county had sent ten thousand men to the war; seventeen hundred were killed and two thousand maimed.  


The next day, the telegraph wire brought the news that Lincoln had been assassinated.  His body was sent back to Illinois for burial, but the funeral train would stop at Cleveland and other cities on its way.  “In the center of the public square very hastily a pavilion was erected, where the body would lie in state.  Flags drooped at half-mast; bands rehearsed the saddest of sad music; a committee of young women, decorated with sashes of black, with busy fingers made up huge rosettes and trimmings of black and of white cambric with which to make more pleasing the pavilion where the dead hero should rest.”


At dawn on April 28, an artillery salute called the people of Cleveland to the Euclid Street railway station.  Ohio’s governor vied with various committees and guard units for the crowd’s attention until the canon roared and the dirge began.  Six white horses pulled the plumed hearse, and the throng marched solemnly to the Public Square near Lucy’s house.  As soon as the casket was placed upon the catafalque, heavy rain began to fall.  The Episcopal bishop of Ohio read the burial service, and with one hundred thousand other people, Lucy filed past.  “With drawn faces and many a sob, the people came, one after another, to look upon that quiet form, wondering, wondering who could guide the ship of state now that our captain had fallen.”


Each mourner would take away a personal memory.  Chief justice of the United States Supreme Court, Salmon P. Chase lifted up a child so she could see Lincoln better, saying “Little girl, there lies a great and good man.  Never forget him.”
  At the close of the day, despite the rain and lashing wind, thousands marched back to the railway station, and at midnight the train resumed its melancholy journey.


The cultural life of the city returned to normal. John Seaman was especially proud that winter that Cleveland could draw world-famous intellectuals and that his daughter understood their words.  “During this lecture course,” she recalled years later, “I heard such eminent men as Ralph Waldo Emerson, John G. Holland, and Wendell Phillips, and feel, now, a certain distinction at having been permitted to listen to these great thinkers while others can only say they have read their works.”


Especially perplexing was Wendell Phillips, the strange but impressive Boston radical who had propagandized for the abolition of slavery for thirty years.  Ironically, before the war he was a loud advocate of dissolution of the Union, wanting to free the North from the contamination of the South’s slavery, but not prescient enough to imagine that the South itself could be freed.  During the war he criticized Lincoln sharply, demanding an immediate end to slavery, not recognizing the President’s need to keep the border states in the Union until victory would give him the power to proclaim total emancipation.  After the war he argued that black men should have the right to vote, but while claiming to be a feminist he told women of both colors to wait their turn for suffrage.


Relations between the sexes, interwoven with the lethal power of medicine, were the dark theme of a drama played out a few doors from the Seaman home, in the offices of Dr. Hosea W. Libbey at 92 Seneca Street.  At the very end of 1865, Mrs. Aletha Houghton received treatment from Dr. Libbey, and died a week later in the town of Lorain at the house of Mrs. Mason, her friend.  Dr. Libbey was immediately arrested and charged with manslaughter for having caused her death by violence used in effecting an abortion.  Newspaper editorials cheered his conviction, saying the evils of criminal abortion were increasing like the plague and must be condemned.  Libbey’s protestations of innocence were called cowardice, and the community was shocked to see many women visitors flock to his jail cell.  Just when the press was expressing satisfaction over his sentence of eight years in the penitentiary at hard labor, doubts arose.  Eventually, Mrs. Mason admitted that she had first taken Mrs. Houghton to a physician in her home town of Wellington, who had botched an abortion attempt.  Unsuccessful in undoing the wretched work done to Mrs. Houghton’s body by his colleague, Dr. Libbey had been falsely accused, and after nine months in prison was released by the governor’s pardon.


While Cleora quietly practiced her female-centered medicine practically for free, down the street, at 119 Seneca, Dr. Gibson continued to rake in the dollars from the men, treating seminal weakness with electropathy.
  Despite her experiences on the battlefield, or perhaps because of them, Lucy did not follow her mother into medicine.   She apparently had no thought of translating her extensive education into a career, but for the first time began opening her heart to a man, taking the first steps toward marriage.  Never before had she “kept company,” and the man she chose was William Folwell Bainbridge, the minister’s son she met when both were serving with relief agencies in northern Virginia.  


One evening she went with William to a minstrel show.  “My pretty clothes were a satisfying addition to my dignity, but my red hair was a source of discontent.  I was extremely sensitive about it.  The conversation between the two black-faced comedians therefore struck a tragic note with me.


“‘Sambo,’ said one, ‘has you heard tell how they lights the streets in this city?’


“‘No, sah,’ replied the other.  ‘How does they?’


“‘Why, they puts all the red-headed girls on the corners.’


“‘Well, I reckon that was a good idea.’


“‘Yes, so it was, but they had to ’bolish it.’


“‘How come they had to ‘bolish it?’


“‘’Cause they found the policemen got to huggin’ the lamp-posts.’”


This joke made Lucy blush in extreme embarrassment.  “I felt that it was directed at me personally, and that I was the butt of every laugh in the house.  I never did forget the humiliation of that evening.”

  
William had graduated from Rochester Theological Seminary and became the pastor of the First Baptist Church in Erie, Pennsylvania, in July 1865.
  Erie lies about a hundred miles from Cleveland, and William could easily travel by train to visit Lucy.  The Cleveland and Erie Railroad sent five trains a day in each direction, and the express took three hours and five minutes, compared with four hours for the local.


William’s father, Samuel McMath Bainbridge, had not lived to see his son ordained, nor to celebrate the Union victory, dying on the first day of 1865.
  Samuel had been born in Romulus, New York, in 1816, a generation after members of his family had helped found the first Baptist church in that town.
  His father was John Bainbridge, who had worked as a printer in Philadelphia for a few years, but came to Romulus to farm in 1793.  In 1799, John married Mary McMath.  As a sign of how close-knit the community was, his brother, Mahlon, married Mary’s sister, Elizabeth.  Romulus was a tiny hamlet, and the one road led nowhere.  Many of the houses were crude log shacks, but Samuel's home, on the east side of the road near the church, was a substantial dwelling.


As a printer’s son, Samuel had early been introduced to the world of letters.  His uncles Peter and Absolom both combined the careers of physician and minister, while uncle Abner graduated from a medical college.  In 1836 Samuel entered Hamilton Theological Seminary, and was ordained the pastor of a church in Stockbridge, New York, in 1841.  That same year, he married Romulus neighbor Mary Price Folwell.  To add to the in-breeding, his first cousin, Joanna Bainbridge, married Mary’s brother, Thomas Jefferson Folwell.  As proof of the high level of education in this apparently isolated community, one of Joanna's daughters married a Yale professor and her son, William Watts Folwell, became president of the University of Minnesota.
  Mary’s father had graduated from Brown in Providence in the class of 1796.


William Folwell Bainbridge was born at Stockbridge in 1843, and two years later the family moved to Avon, near Rochester, where Samuel was pastor for four and a half years.  He became involved in a battle over his alma mater, that came to be known as the great Removal Controversy.
  In part, this was a religious schism between traditional Baptists who wanted to keep the seminary at Hamilton, and more moderate Baptists and non-Baptists who wanted to transform it into a modern university and move it to Rochester.  Samuel was drawn in by fellow alumnus Pharcellus Church, the pastor of the First Baptist Church of Rochester, and he served for a time on a committee to organize state Baptists behind the removal.  The pro-removal and anti-removal forces jockeyed back and forth, until each was reduced to such crude devices as deceiving the other side about what hour a crucial vote would be taken or scheduling a meeting on a few hours notice so distant parties could not arrive in time.  Finally a judge ruled that the school would stay put.  Great sums of money were raised on both sides, leading to the establishment of Rochester University and the successful transformation of Hamilton first into Madison University and then into the modern Colgate.  In 1848, Pharcellus transferred to a church in Boston, and Samuel moved across the Genesee River to York, where he was pastor of the Second Baptist Church for three and a half years.
   


The census taker who visited them on July 25, 1850, found four children in the household — William (age 7), Frances (5), Samuel S. (3) and George Dana (1) — plus a 20-year old Irish helper named Sarah Byrns.
   In 1853, Samuel became pastor of the First Baptist Church of Wheatland, but he remained only one year.
  Two more children were born, Clement in 1853 and Mary in 1855.  The family seemed constantly to be moving around in the wilds of western New York state, living for a time at Penn Yan, directly across Seneca Lake from Romulus.  The enumerator for the 1860 census found them at Painted Post, not far from Elmira, a family of eight plus an Irish domestic servant named Margaret Larkin.  With fifteen hundred dollars personal property, Samuel was listed as a Baptist clergyman; his wife Mary possessed five hundred dollars, and William Folwell Bainbridge, aged seventeen, was a propertyless student.
  Samuel seemed a wanderer, but his college friends called him “able, faithful, fearless.”
  His children were “very beautiful and promising.”
  Every summer of his quarter-century pastorate, he was “prostrated by a terrible sickness” that led William to compare his father to a dauntless overseas missionary who would endure any suffering in service of the Lord.


The high point of Samuel’s intellectual career came in 1856, when he gave a sermon before the Yates Baptist Association in Lyons Hollow that so moved his listeners they had it printed.
  “The Last Great Shaking” drew its text from the twelfth chapter of Paul’s epistle to the Hebrews, where the Lord said, “Yet once more I shake not the earth only, but also heaven.”
  This was a prophecy.  All that could be shaken would be swept away, and all that would remain was unshakable.  Samuel explained that this epistle showed “the superiority of the Christian dispensation to the Jewish,” and the shaking of heaven was the dispossession of Judaism from God’s favor.  But now, eighteen hundred and fifty-six years later, a second and final upheaval was imminent that would establish Protestantism as the religion of the whole world, sweep tyrannical regimes from Europe and Asia, and end slavery in the United States.


Samuel was only forty-nine when he died, and William was the eldest of six children.  His sister Frances had also reached adulthood, and brother Samuel was seventeen.  But George was fifteen, Clement was eleven, and Mary was only nine.  Thus, Samuel’s early death was a family disaster, and William’s mother would struggle for years with poverty.  The family summoned up a powerful will to survive.  One sign is the fact that when both of Samuel’s daughters eventually gave birth to sons, both boys received the first name Bainbridge.  Bainbridge Colby became Secretary of State under President Woodrow Wilson, and Bainbridge Cowell achieved a distinguished career in the diplomatic service.  William had already committed himself to surpass his father in the ministry, and he aimed to surpass him also as a man of letters.  


The Wedding


On September 5, 1866, in the First Baptist Church of Cleveland, pastor Augustus H. Strong united Lucy and William in holy matrimony.  When Lucy moved to Erie, it was a town of just fifteen thousand, and their home nestled just east of the public park, on Sixth Street between French and Holland.
  First Baptist was just three blocks away, and William could choose either to walk through the park or stroll past the newspaper office and the Presbyterian church.  William’s church was a brick building eighty-two feet square with a corner tower containing a fine sounding bell weighing half a ton.  Fine hundred people could fit in the nearly ninety pews, and another two hundred could squeeze in the lecture room where the Sabbath School classes were held.


Lucy’s Brother Henry had moved to Erie when he married Lou Barr, daughter of the president of the Barr, Johnson and Company stove foundry.  Explaining that Harry’s penmanship was good, the elder Barr hired him, and after a while Lucy’s father gave him three or four thousand dollars to buy part ownership in the business.  Widely known through the west for the Morning Glory Base Burning Stove, the company sold outfits by other manufacturers and perfected Stickney’s Patent Rising Sun Cooking Stove which its advertisements prophesied would “work a complete revolution in the use of cook stoves in this line of trade.”


Harry built a large house on 10th Street between Peach and Sassafras, just four blocks from Lucy’s new home, where he lived well.
  He had always wanted to do church work, and now he could teach Sunday School in William’s church where he soon became a trustee.  Lucy found Lou to be amiable, loving and devoted, but also a poor housekeeper with neither method nor energy.  Despite his prosperity, Harry’s home “always had torn curtains, dirty corners, half kept rooms and the children were in the same state.”
  But Lou put a bright ribbon in her hair, played the piano, and Harry seemed happily oblivious to the squalor around him.


Soon after her marriage, Lucy discovered a small secret about her new husband, a secret that would prove to be the first clue of a vast future calamity.  William secretly shaved the hair back off his forehead to appear more intellectual.  Now Lucy felt ashamed of the contempt she had expressed when she saw brother Harry do the same thing years before.
  Two decades later, this tiny shadow of her husband’s intellectual vanity would grow into a vast darkness.


Analysis


At a first approximation, we can distinguish two kinds of religious compensation, primary and secondary.  Primary compensation substitutes a compensator for a reward that people desire for themselves.  Secondary compensation substitutes a compensator for a reward that a person is obligated to provide to an exchange partner.  Often the same compensator may serve both functions simultaneously.  But the two can also diverge, and analytically they are quite distinct.  A person of relatively little faith, in a religious society, can fulfill obligations ritualistically by going through the proper religious motions when an exchange partner is in need.  The exchange partner may not really feel much better, but the obligation has been fulfilled.  Similarly, in a religious community a person of whatever degree of faith may pray for a sick acquaintance, and feel confident he or she has taken care of the social obligation, even if the sufferer does not improve.  


Conceivably, secondary compensation may be the key factor in the creation and maintenance of religious organizations, even though the sociological literature has concentrated on primary compensation.  If religious compensators actually do not satisfy sufferers' needs very well, they might still satisfy their exchange partners' obligations to provide assistance.  I am not here asserting that religious primary compensation is ineffective, merely suggesting that much of the success of religious organizations is due to secondary compensation.


A fundamental concept in the sociology of emotions is self-esteem, the feelings of pride or shame people have about themselves.
  In exchange theory, self-esteem is a positive evaluation of oneself as a potential exchange partner, and those with self-esteem imagine they are attractive to other people.
  Lucy, like her brother Henry, was self-conscious about her appearance, especially about the unusual color of her hair.  Although photographs show she was a handsome woman, she was not beautiful.  Furthermore, whether correctly or incorrectly she interpreted men's physical attraction as a dangerous and demeaning emotion, not something which could benefit her.  Therefore, she could not base her self-esteem primarily on physical attractiveness.  Given the self-reliant traditions of her family, she was more ready to base self-esteem on competence, especially in comparison to her incompetent brother, Henry.  


Aside from physical attractiveness, a standard arena for female self-esteem was nurturance, competence at taking care of other people.  Lucy's mother had become a doctor in part because of her own life-long health problems, but also because she had failed to save her parents and several of her children from disease-caused death.  Lucy herself took on the responsibility for tending her sick brother, George, and she fell into deep demoralization when he died.  All the religious compensators of her devout Baptist faith could not fully comfort Lucy at the loss of George nor quiet her fear that she, too, was about to die. 


At Ipswich, Lucy did several things that handled her grief.  They can be described as strategies for getting control over her fate, or ways of expressing personal competency.  Although few human beings really have the fortitude to laugh in the face of death, the episode of the mouse funeral reminds us that humor is a fundamental human response to disaster.  In writing the one serious poem of her life about her deceased loved ones, Lucy employed the symbolic power of words.  In both episodes, Lucy used structured forms of social communication to deal with her own grief, and to give herself confidence that she was competent to live her own life in the face of personal death.  One interpretation is that she gained social support for the religious compensators that told her she would still benefit from her investments in her departed loved ones, in Heaven if not on Earth.


However, Lucy had some responsibility to protect several of the people who died near her, beginning with George and her beloved little sister Cora Gussie.  In her weeks at the battlefront in Virginia, she took on that responsibility for dozens of wounded soldiers.  At the time there was no easy medical cure for typhoid or gangrene.  Faith in the Christian afterlife would allow Lucy to feel less guilt, because her loved ones had not lost all at death, but had "gone to their reward."  Through sharing her religion publicly, in literature or everyday life, she forced her living associates to agree that the deaths were acceptable or even rewarding, thereby socially legitimating her lack of responsibility for their loss.  Thus, she could be free from public shame as well as private guilt.


Lucy's few weeks as a nurse in the Civil War were an intense initiation into adulthood that established an identity as "Sister Ohio" that she would cherish for the rest of her life.  Given the lack of sanitary conditions and the impotence of medical technology to deal with loss of blood or the ubiquitous infections, death often followed wounding.  Lucy's letters home from the battlefront and her published reminiscences contain sentimental stories of how she provided soldiers with religious compensators as she watched them die.  In caring for the men, by means of secondary compensation she fulfilled a responsibility  that ultimately rested with the people of Ohio and the government of the United States.  Thus she took on a public role that could confer great self-esteem so long as everyone involved expressed faith in the religious compensators.


The next challenge of her life would be gaining a husband.  On her way to school in Massachusetts, she had barricaded her hotel door against possible male intruders.  As an elaborate prank she had pretended to be the male suitor of one of the other girls, displaying extreme psychological ambivalence.  Her escape from the war in Virginia had been precipitated by an unsuccessful sexual assault.  Her first proposal of marriage had come from a one-armed veteran whose reeking body she had nursed from death.  And the young man she had loved most dearly, her brother George, had died horribly under her care.  What could Lucy have felt about the physical touch of a man?  What kind of man could she marry?  William Folwell Bainbridge was a Baptist minister, and thus the closest to heaven a man could get, at least in the eyes of a Baptist girl.


Chapter 3:


Tenting through the Holy Land


Once Lucy and William had fully settled in Erie, her father gave them a wedding present of incalculable value: a tour of Egypt, Palestine, and Europe.  Lucy promised to keep a journal to share the experience with her mother, and a Cincinnati newspaper published it in twenty-six installments.  Lucy’s Cleveland cousin, a widow identified only as Mrs. M, accompanied her.  They would not be the first members of the family to take a grand tour.  Lucy’s beloved brother George had seen England, and William’s cousin, William Watts Folwell, had studied language in Greece and Italy.
  But in 1867, very few American clergy had ever seen the land that Jesus trod.


On the voyage to Ireland, Lucy was constantly seasick.  “If there is any one place in the world where one feels a complete dependence upon God and their own insufficiency, it is at mid-ocean on a stormy night, when even the sailors are lashed at their posts on deck.  At such a time we read the hundred and fourth psalm with more interest and appreciation than we had ever done by the fire-side at home.”
  This psalm praises the Lord of Nature who “watereth the mountains,” “sendeth forth springs into the valleys,” and caused the great flood to cover the earth in the ancient days of Noah.  “The waters stood above the mountains.  At thy rebuke they fled.”  


The ship reached Cork safely, then Liverpool.  A train ride of five and a half hours took them to London, through the park-like green fields of England.  Baptist that she was, Lucy was fascinated to see her first English high church service at St. Paul’s.  At Westminster Abbey, the tourist guide dragged her away from the ancient coronation chairs, past innumerable tombs, “talking with the speed one could only acquire by having his story so often told, that the tongue says the words without calling on the brain for any help.”  At the Houses of Parliament, National Gallery, and Tower of London, Lucy battled other tour guides to see what fascinated her rather than what they wanted to show.  Despite its brevity, the rainy trip across the Channel achieved the climax in sea sickness.


In Paris, the Great Universal Exposition was in full swing, trumpeting the glory of Emperor Napoleon III.  A dispute with Prussia over Luxembourg had been settled in time for The King of Prussia to attend, in the company of Otto von Bismarck.  Fearing war between their countries, the French allowed themselves to be charmed by this ogre, and soon the fashion houses had named a shade of brown ‘Bismarck’ and applied it to silks and satins, parasols and bonnets.  A bullet fired by a Polish exile passed between Napoleon III and Czar Alexander as they were riding in a carriage, and during the chief prize ceremony Napoleon learned that his agent, Emperor Maximillian, had been executed in Mexico.


Lucy entered Paris just in time to see the Sultan of Turkey arrive in full regalia. “Outriders, coachmen, attendants, were all in scarlet and gilt.  The trappings of the white horses were scarlet, and they stood motionless, except for the swish of their tails, as rigid as the liveried men standing at the head of each.  In the glittering royal coach sat the Empress Eugenie all in filmy, white lace, her hair as fashion decreed, in two long ringlets behind her ears, while upon her head was set a coronet of diamonds.  Beside her in the coach  the young Prince Imperial stood motionless, a straight boy figure in black velvet with priceless lace about his neck, waiting and watching in quiet dignity for the coming of his father, Napoleon III, and the Sultan of Turkey.  When the royal party at last came in sight there was no lack of splendor in the view as His Turkish Majesty appeared in the full pomp and magnificence of an Oriental Potentate.”
  Over the following years, Lucy would read with fascination each step in the fall of the French dynasty: the ignominious defeat of Napoleon III by Bismarck at Sedan; Napoleon’s shameful death in England under too-long-delayed surgery for an immense kidney stone; the eighteen spear thrusts that ended the life of the Prince Imperial in Zululand; finally, the demise of cataract-blinded Eugene half a century later.


Lucy and William did not linger in Paris, and their brief tour of the Lyons cathedral merely confirmed Lucy in her distrust of Catholicism.  “Crowning this Church of Notre Dame stands a copper image of the Virgin Mary, with hand ever extending toward the city, as though she said, ‘It was my intercessions which saved you from cholera; worship thou me;’ and the people of Lyons really believe they were so saved.  If such is her power, why did she not save from persecution the Christians who, on this very height, went up to God as martyrs for Jesus’ sake?”  Scanning the castles and fields from the train to Marseilles, Lucy observed many women laboring heavily, and lazy men lounging about, causing her to reflect upon the improvements in domestic work that such inventions as the laundry wringer had brought to American homes.


Always trying to economize, they carried candles in their satchel, knowing that French hotels charged exorbitantly for light in the rooms.  But when they refused a two-franc charge for hotel candles, they were haughtily reminded that they had used hotel candlesticks and the light of the hall when they entered.  Even after the four terrible years of the Civil War, many wealthy Americans traveling in Europe acted like princes, and the Europeans could be forgiven for overcharging her countrymen. “A general idea prevails that the Yankee purse has no bottom, and they want to try its depth.”


Egypt


It was the nineteenth of February, when they took the steamship Säid for Alexandria.  “The deck was completely covered with Arabs arranged for the night.  Where they could have come from; why such specimens of humanity could wish to leave their native land, was a mystery.  Huddled together, they lay along the deck appropriated to them, in their peculiar dress — a long, loose sack, of course light colored, or broad striped material, with a huge pointed hood attached; their feet naked, and the head loaded down with several yards of turban.  Could our much revered Bible Fathers have resembled such as these?  Was Isaac such a dirty fellow as these Egyptians, whose only occupation is getting rid of their little followers?  Truly, the plague of flies, grown into fleas, has remained in Egypt unto this day.”


In France, they had discovered the French custom of charging extra for service; tipping was not yet the custom in America.  Now in Egypt they felt ready for the Arab custom of baksheesh, a word that can mean the giving of tips, gratuities, and even alms.  “The steamers at all ports in this part of the world lie at anchor out from the city, and a traveler must get on shore and to a hotel as best he may.  One is completely at the mercy of the worst sort of Arab trickery.  Determined in this, our first effort, not to be swindled, a written contract was penciled out and signed.  No sooner were we in the little boat than our half French, half Arab guide urged his plea for ‘baksheesh’ extra for the boatman; he was shown his contract.  Again at the landing another request was persistently made for the boy to receive a ‘baksheesh,’ and so on to the Hotel de l’Europe a dozen pleas and refusals, until there, he having fulfilled his contract, received the sum agreed upon, and found, for once at least, that a Yankee was too keen for him.”


They were unprepared for the filth, degradation and laziness they saw.  Pompey’s Pillar, which seemed in fact to have no connection to Pompey the Great, and the obelisks collectively called Cleopatra’s Needles contrasted with the rude structures that constituted most of the city.  Even their supposedly European hotel was a nest of contradictions.  “Small iron bedsteads, with their well-arranged mosquito nettings, stand in two corners of the room.  The large, chintz-covered lounge, dressing-table and curtains, all correspond.  The stand, table and chairs are of European make.  The cemented floor, which is continually crumbling, furnishes a complete hiding place for the fleas, which will not wait for ceremony, but immediately commence their guerrilla warfare.”


Lucy’s fascination with death drew her to a native burial service, finding it terribly sad compared with an American interment under green lawns and shady willows.  “Closely as possible we followed the irregular straggling procession, who wailed and beat themselves as they heard the discordant music in front.  The body was wrapped in a white cloth, tied at the feet, and it was borne on two parallel poles, fastened together over the head.  On a stick was the scarlet cap, or tarbish and turban, wound about it, as worn by the deceased.  No hedge or fence enclosed this place of the dead; no broad shaded paths and grassy mounds were there; but in the glaring sun we picked our way among tombs of brick and cement.


“At the grave the body was surrounded by about twenty men, either voluntary or hired mourners, who endeavored to pray the soul of the deceased into Paradise.  Swaying to the right and to the left, forward and back with each motion, they would wring their hands and exclaim, ‘Ya-Allah, Ya-Allah, Ya-Allah.’  This monotonous service lasted full twenty minutes.  


“Seated a little way off were the women, clad in the common blue dress and veil of coarse cotton.  In the center of the group was the chief hired mourner, who would raise her bare arms, covered with rude bracelets, and, throwing her handkerchief, declare that the young man now dead had been a good brother, or kind father, or husband.  Upon this all would join in a loud wail, pulling their hair and clothes.  In the shallow grave men were laying a few stones, where, after a few words from a priest, the body in its winding sheet was thrown rudely in, and the funeral service ended.”


By second-class railway coach they crossed the Nile delta to Cairo, and as they rode Lucy scrutinized an Egyptian fellow passenger.  “The only part of her face visible most of the way was a pair of very black eyes.  From below them hung a long triangular piece of cloth, over which was suspended a string of coins.  Sitting with her feet under her, and her bare arms well tattooed, and her fingers covered with rings, while the nails were dyed a deep blue, she was a picture of indolent content, and only seemed to have ambition enough to smoke her cigarettes.”


For thousands of years the Egyptians had employed the shaduf to irrigate their fields, a bucket suspended from one end of a pole that pivoted in the middle and was weighted at the other end.  With disgust Lucy watched men working these primitive devices, imagining that a Yankee would have rebelled.  “While an Arab was giving the field a dozen buckets of Nile water, he would have some ingenious invention ready to be patented, by which acres could be watered in the same length of time and with less labor.”


At Shepherd’s Hotel in Cairo, they were charmed by a bright-faced Egyptian boy: “Ma’am, mine be a berry good donkey; he name be Yankee Doodle; you want him?  He be a berry good donkey for pyramids; want Yankee Doodle in morning?”  To prepare for the trek to Giza, the Bainbridges decided to take a short ride around the Uzbekiah, the extensive garden-centered square beside their hotel.  They were not ready for the crush of boys and donkeys.  One boy, thinking he was not being noticed, made his donkey rear up on its hind legs pushing its nose within an inch of William's face.  He beat it off with his umbrella handle and was too busy to notice that another boy had forced Lucy onto his own beast.


“I was not allowed the time to get used to an Arab donkey saddle, which, by the way, is but a piece of rough cloth stuffed with straw; but my donkey boy’s stick sent me off at a good speed, while a gratuitous whack from a stout Arab helped it on, and down the street I cantered, leaving my party and the boy in the distance.  I soon found myself midst camels and carriages, mules and donkeys, and slipping off into the sandy road was the only thing to be done, as stopping a donkey with anything but a stick at its head is impossible, and thus my first ride came to an inglorious end.”  The second ride, aboard Yankee Doodle the next day, took Lucy to the great pyramid of Cheops beyond Giza.


Crowds of half-naked men and boys pressed around the group of foreigners, some trying to sell alleged antiques, others asking for baksheesh.  William bargained with the local Sheikh, and hired a team to assist them up the four hundred and fifty feet of the great pyramid, two men to help William, three men each for Lucy and her cousin, and one man to carry the lunch.  Step by step, they zigzagged up the steep side of the colossal stone monument, resting often.  Constantly, the hired men demanded more baksheesh, one even asserting that a lady had fallen off the pyramid the week before because she had lacked such good guides.  Lucy was adamant, saying that William was her Sheikh and he had made a firm bargain with the men.  “Why do you ask me for money?” she challenged them.  “Your women never have any; you never give your wives any money.”


“Humph,” her guide retorted.  “Arab wives no gude, dey no need money.  You kind a women has all de money; men no hab so much as de womens has.”
  This unpleasant conversation was ended by loud cheers as they reached the pinnacle.  The vista stunned them.  To the west, barren sands stretched away to Libya.  To the east, fields rich with cultivation drank the waters of the Nile.  Beside them were the pyramids of Chephren and Mycerinus, and in the southern distance they could see other pyramids toward Sakkara.  To Lucy’s eye, the Nile shone like melted silver.


After an exhausting descent, they entered the pyramid through the single opening, a few yards up the north face.  Their only light came from the flickering candles they carried through the stagnant air, as they walked first downward, then upward through a narrow passageway.  An Arab sang the saga of gaining one good wife and his hope to add a second.  The pharaoh’s empty sarcophagus lay in the funerary chamber.  The ceiling above Lucy's head was composed of nine immense blocks of granite weighing four hundred tons, and above them five separate stone-roof chambers prevented the further two hundred feet of rock from falling in upon her.  


As an experiment, William fired his revolver into a recess, producing a crashing echo that rebounded from the lofty ceiling and down the passageway.  Thoroughly terrified, the Arab guides cowered into a corner, and it was lucky that their panic did not extinguish all the candles.  Choking in the dust, they retraced their steps.  About the time of Lucy’s trip, one scholar estimated that Egypt might hold over four hundred million embalmed corpses, but they did not encounter one inside the great pyramid of Cheops.


“Passing along through palm-trees and over the sand toward the Sakkara Pyramid, we look about us for some tangible proof that there was once right here a city within whose circumference of seventeen miles, were costly temples, with their beautiful colonnades, palaces and gardens, and luxurious houses.  Here had lived kings and princes in royal magnificence, here had Joseph been a slave and then a chief of Pharaoh’s household.  Moses had walked the streets of this city, and had brought upon the people God’s judgements in the plagues.  Now and then we see in the sand human bones and skulls, and these, with the desolate waste and silence, tell the story of the great city that worshipped the bull ‘Apis’ as their god; and of God’s righteous wrath upon them.”


The Holy Land


A sandstorm added excitement to their trip to Gaza, then a steamer brought them to Beirut  to begin a two-month grand tour of the Holy Land, going south to Joppa, north to Damascus, then back to their starting point, a circuit of seven hundred miles.  Missionary William McClure Thomson, author of a popular guidebook to the Holy Land, helped make the expedition arrangements.
  


The greatest challenge was hiring a dragoman — an interpreter and guide — from the dozens of these “living specimens of Arab trickery” who beset them.  Their choice, Abdallah Yusef, helped assemble the substantial team and equipment needed for their expedition.  Abdallah charmed them.  Every evening he would come to their tent and ask, “You like?”  When they said they liked what they had seen very much, he invariably commented, “More better ebery day!”


Because the Damur river was swolen by spring rains, they started for Sidon by a circuitous mountain route.  In addition to the three Americans and the dragoman, the party consisted of nine muleteers with an equal number of mules, a cook and a waiter who rode donkeys and felt superior, and little Hottahr who walked the entire journey.  The sun broke through the rain clouds, and they rode past pine, palm and mulberry trees, ascending by a natural highway of pebbles that marked a dry stream.


They camped near Deir el Kamar, the largest Marionite Christian village of Lebanon.  Here, just seven years before, a Druze force had tried to exterminate all the men and boys, slaughtering as many as a thousand of them in cold blood.  The bloody feuds in this borderland had continued since time immemorial, and they gave no sign of ending so long as tribes competed for the same land.  There was peace now, because the Druze quarter of the town had been reduced to rubble, but no one believed the ferocious butchery of 1860 would be the last.


“Our cook was smiling in front of his little stove and hot dinner, welcoming us in broken French and Arabic.  The waiter in gay Turkish dress stood ready to show us the water and fresh towels, and the camp-table and chairs ready for dinner.  The grassy floor was nearly covered with rugs of Oriental manufacture, and the little iron cots were neatly made up with linen and blankets, very inviting to our tired limbs.  But the dinner must be attended to, for Achmet calls that the soup will soon be cold.”  That night, Lucy's rest was disturbed by the fleas and doleful braying of the mules.


The second day they sent the caravan onward to Sidon, while they took a circuitous path to the palace of Bteddîn, built upon a cliff two hundred and fifty feet above the valley, where the Emir Beshîr had ruled all Lebanon until his expulsion in 1840.  Now the decaying establishment was occupied by the Pasha of Mount Lebanon and his two thousand lazy soldiers, who did not fully appreciate the carved doors, marble floors, inlaid walls, and painted ceilings.
  The cultivated Pasha entertained them with strong coffee and questions about far-off America.  “He was richly dressed in a long, loose sack of drab cloth, trimmed with fur, and the usual Turkish trousers and embroidered vest.  His head was ornamented with the scarlet fez and its blue tassel.  On his finger sparkled a diamond, said to be worth twenty-five thousand dollars.”


At Sidon, they joined two missionary couples, the Jessups and the Eddys, to see Phoenician tombs.  “Passing the gardens of fig and peach, apricot, orange and lemon trees, the air perfumed with the blossoms of the two latter, we dismounted near what looks to be but a cave.  We clamber down until we can stand in this ancient sepulcher, and see the little niches and compartments where the dead were once laid away.  The ornamentations are of curious flowers and birds, and the colors very bright, as though put on but a few years ago, instead of hundreds of years.  Several inscriptions still remain, and from one of these has arisen the belief that the sarcophagus containing the body of Jezebel’s father was buried here.”  When Ahab married Jezebel the temptress, he abandoned the God of Israel to worship Baal, but Lucy’s mind quickly turned to Paul and to Jesus, whose feet had trod these shores: “Oh Lord of hosts, blessed is the man that trusteth in thee.”


At Tyre they read the Biblical passages about the original grandeur and utter destruction of this ancient city.
  “The cluster of mud houses which cling to the very sides of the old church, and the ruins and broken columns, are all that remain to tell the story of the city which once declared: ‘I am of perfect beauty,’ and whose proud king boasted: ‘I am a god; I sit in the seat of a god in the midst of the seas.’”  When they rode down the thousand-foot Ladder of Tyre, Lucy compared herself with Israel Putnam when he plunged his horse down a much smaller natural rock staircase in Connecticut to escape the Redcoats.
 


Soon they were in dangerous country, famous for marauders and thieves.  “Abdallah has hired two of these Bedouins to guard us on the journey.  Hire two of the robbers to guard us from being robbed seems a queer plan, but it is the surest way of reaching Joppa in safety.”  Lucy read all the biblical references to Mount Carmel.  It was here that Elijah mocked the prophets of Baal, and “they cried aloud, and cut themselves after their manner with knives and lancets, till the blood gushed out upon them.”
  


They paused for a time at the Carmelite monastery overlooking the sea,
  “which is occupied and cared for by thirty or forty monks, who spend their time chanting and praying before the shrine of the Virgin.  Our host is willing to show us as much of this large building as allowable, but only the gentlemen can descend into the grotto under the church, where we are told Elijah heard the still, small voice.  Lady visitors have never profaned the holy spot by their presence, and we are only permitted to look down and get a glimpse of silver candlesticks and tawdry trappings, and the smell of incense.  These Catholic monks, though very kind in their attentions, have learned Arab manners, and very politely asked for a ‘baksheesh’ as we bade them good-by.”


A heavy rain storm beat their tents, when they camped just south of Mount Carmel near the ancient city of Dor.  The next day they cantered along the shell-strewn beach.  The two Bedouins with their rusty guns guarded the baggage, and Abdallah seemed to expect an attack by robbers at any moment, especially when they neared the vacant wreckage of Caesarea.


“There is not an entire building left of this city of Herod,” Lucy discovered.  “Columns and stones, and ruins of ancient walls and gateways, are tumbled together in complete confusion near the shore, and overgrown with weeds and thistles.  The remains of the old harbor are still to be seen in the water.  It is a lonely, gloomy spot.  There is not a sound to be heard but the waves as they wash up on to the mossy ruins, and seem to murmur the story of its perfect desolation.  This, then, is all that is left of the city where Paul preached before King Agrippa, and made Felix tremble as he spoke of ‘righteousness, temperance and judgment to come.’  Here that greatest of all missionaries was imprisoned for two long years.  This city was the home of Cornelius, and scene of that first baptism of a Gentile Christian.”


After tasting the fragrance of the fruit trees around Joppa, they turned inland, passed Lydda, and sought the burial place of the Hebrew patriarchs at the cave of Macpelah.  Built directly over this holy site was a huge mosque, and for the first time their baksheesh was scorned.  The earthly remains of Abraham, Sarah, Isaac, Rebekah, and Leah were denied a visit, and Abdallah told William and Lucy they would loose their lives if they entered.  Abdallah himself went in, even though he had earlier claimed to be a Christian, and Lucy discovered that their dragoman adjusted his religion to match that of his employers, becoming at various times Roman Catholic, Greek Orthodox, and even Jewish.  “If we had only such a chameleon religion, we too could enter the holy place and stand near the dust of our fathers Abraham, Isaac and Jacob.  But we are Christians, and until a Christian government controls this people we shall be excluded.”


At Bethlehem, Lucy entered the church built over the grotto where tradition held Jesus had been born.  “Following our solemn monk, we descend with lighted tapers by the winding stairs from the Latin chapel to the sacred cave.  The place is stifling with incense and the smoke of lamps; the tawdry drapery of silk and satin, red cotton velvet and tinsel trimmings, hang about on every side.  Lamps are burning continually before the ugly pictures of uglier looking saints.  Under a plain white marble altar is a slab of marble in the pavement, with a silver star in the center, round which are the words: ‘His de Virgine Maria Jesus Christus natus est.’  Above the star sixteen silver lamps are hung, and always kept burning brightly.  Notwithstanding the surroundings a feeling of solemn awe comes over the Christian visitor; and in this possible — yes, probable birthplace of Jesus, the truth comes home afresh: ‘Jesus the Son of God was born into the likeness of sinful flesh, to be crucified and to die for me.’”


From tents pitched on Mount Olivet at Jerusalem, they visited the Garden of Gethsemane.  Skeptically they traced the Via Dolorosa, sure that the exact path trod by Jesus had long ago been eradicated by the changing shape of the city.  Lucy meditated, “In his providences God will show to each of his own the ‘Via Dolorosa’ designed for them, and necessary for their discipline.  And as each Christian heart passes along its ‘way of sorrow,’ it may take courage and learn well the lesson of submission, of perfect trust in a Father’s infinite love, from this divine exemplar who carried heavier crosses and greater sufferings than could be borne by us.”


Respectfully, they watched Jews pouring out their hearts at the Wailing Wall.  “Notice that trembling old man, with silvered locks, as he approaches the sacred stone of the temple of his fathers.  He lays his wrinkled face on the cold smooth surface, and as the tears run down the furrows of his cheek and mingle with the kisses he is giving to it, we can see his lips move and that he is uttering his grief aloud.  There another has his lips into one of the worn cavities, and is caressing the stone with his hand.  We almost fancy we can interpret the words of their mourning here, into those used by the sweet singer of Israel: ‘O God, the heathen are come into thine inheritance; thy holy temple have they defiled; they had laid Jerusalem on heaps.  We are become a reproach to our neighbors, a scorn and derision to them that are round about us.  How long, Lord?  Wilt thou be angry forever?’”


At the House of Caiaphas they suppressed their laughter when the monk serving as tourist guide confidently pointed here and there, saying, “Peter stood during the denial, and right there was the fire at which he warmed himself, and right in that spot stood the cock when it crowed three times.”


Returning to their Olivet tent home, they rode slowly past “the loathsome creatures” on either ride of the street.  “Though the sight is most sickening, we can well afford to endure it for the sake of the light which it throws on the leprosy spoken of in the Bible.  The scene is too horrid for description; the wounds and mutilations of battle are nothing in comparison.  Men and women with faces partly gone, but who still have an arm left, hold out their rusty tin pail or cup into which the traveler drops his charity.  Others can only motion with their stump of an arm, to where their cup stands before them, or turn their sightless eyes and move their decaying tongues in efforts to win your gift.  Along with these rotting wrecks of humanity are to be seen beautiful girls with bright faces, healthy-looking infants full of baby prattle and glee, but deep down are the seeds of that leprosy which only the power of God has been able to destroy.”


The next day, a liberal dose of baksheesh got them into the Mosque of Omar.  William went in his socks, while one of the women tied handkerchiefs around her shoes and the other borrowed slippers.  Under the rock believed to be the foundation of the high altar in Solomon’s temple lies a cave, and when they sought to enter, one of the handkerchiefs came off allowing an unclean shoe to touch the sacred pavement, horrifying their Moslem guide.  Once this sacrilege had been repaired by baksheesh, they were confidently shown the spot where Mohammed gained his first vision of the heavenly seraglio.


Late that Sunday evening, they camped outside the locked gates of Jerusalem, all their books and clothing spread around, when a wild lightening storm suddenly dropped waterfalls on them.  The ladies’ sleeping tent blew away, and the Arabs went straight from slumber to frantic prayer.  No time to dress, William wrapped his blanket around him and rushed into the midst of the Arabs, “Giving orders in English, and a little French, and a very little Arabic, and as the forces understood only the latter, there was no much progress made.  Here was an Arab trying to save a dress from the water, and in his efforts turned over a pile of books and papers into the mud, and floundered in the meshes of the crinoline.  Another fished out my shoes from a pool of water formed in the trench, while another was interested in pocketing hair-pins, evidently thinking he had a curious prize.”


William ordered the Arabs to pick up each lady’s cot, with its lady still inside, and carry it into the small dining tent.  “There could not be a more ludicrous tableau than that of the leader, who must jump from his cot at every gust of wind, and, throwing both arms about the tent-pole in an embrace of despair rather than affection, stand in the mud, with the cold rain dripping down on to him, until the squall passed by, and he was off duty till the next one came.”


At the crack of dawn, Jerusalem opened its gates, and the expedition scurried to the sanctuary of the hotel.  “We found a party of gentlemen about the warm fire, collarless, starchless, with hair like our own, looking as though electrified; and together we could laugh over similar experiences in testing the shady side of tent life on the mountains about Jerusalem.”


After examining archaeological excavations in quarries under the city, they headed north to Bethel where they camped in an ancient cistern, Shiloh where they followed highway directions conveniently contained in their Bibles, Sechem where they counted thirty leprous beggars, Samaria where swarms of women insisted upon fingering Lucy’s hair net while she was still wearing it, and the repulsive mud town of Jezreel where ugly curs barked them on their way.  


As they came near Endor, they remembered the days when Saul gathered the armies of Israel to repel the Philistines.  Terrified by their multitudes, Saul asked the Lord for help, but the Lord did not reply — not in dreams, nor through a prophet, nor through divination by the sacred casting of lots.  In desperation, Saul disguised himself, visited a woman who had a familiar spirit, and implored her to bring Samuel back from the dead to advise him.  When the woman conjured up the ghost of Samuel, she realized to her horror that her client was actually Saul whose law would condemn her to death for witchcraft, but he told her not to fear and asked what she saw.  “Gods ascending out of the earth,” she said.  “An old man cometh up; and he is covered with a mantle.”  Realizing this was the ghost of Samuel, Saul stooped and pressed his face to the ground.  Samuel accused him for having violated God’s law and prophesied that he and his sons would soon join Samuel in death.  The next day in battle against the Philistines, Saul learned that his sons had been killed.  Pierced by arrows, he commanded his armorbearer to slay him, but when the man would not obey, Saul fell upon his own sword.
 


Thoughts of the witch reminded Lucy of the cults that had become so popular back home.  “Too many of even professed Christians follow Saul’s example and seek to lift that veil which God has placed between us and the coming future, by consultation with astrologers, clairvoyants, dream interpreters, trance speakers, spirit rappings and the like.  They are of one parentage, and their father is the Devil.”


With every mile Abdallah's demands for money increased, and he threatened to abandon them to find their own way back to Beirut.  Several hot days of travel brought them to Damascus.  From a distance, the many minarets of the city looked like the foliage of a garden, and their way took them past beautiful groves and fountains.  To settle the dispute, they went straight to the American Consul, who turned out to be a Syrian despite the stars and stripes that decorated his reception room.  Lucy and her cousin left the negotiations to enjoy the hospitality of the Consul’s wife and daughters, who were ignorant of English and at first thought that both American ladies were William’s wives, in the Arab fashion.


The ladies spent several delightful minutes inspecting each other’s shoes, then a barefoot servant brought in a set of sweetmeats in little jars.  “Here was a rich paste of citron and another of almond, imbedded with nuts and other sweets, but not a plate or fork, only one spoon.  We frankly confessed our ignorance, and asked to be taught their manner of accepting such delicacies, and found we were to take the spoon in turn and help ourselves to a mouthful of each kind.  Then followed the coffee in tiny cups with the silver holders, but these had become very familiar to us, and we could sip our coffee quite like a native Arab.”


 When the American Consul urged Abdallah to fulfill his contract, the dragoman said he would appeal to the French Consul, knowing that this diplomat was at the moment visiting Beirut and thinking this an excellent ploy to extort more money from William.  However, there was a telegraph line between the two cities, and a message came back from the French Consul in a matter of hours.  Unfortunately, William could not read the Arabic in which it was written, but according to Abdallah it merely said the consul would look into the matter when they reached Beirut.  “However,” said Abdallah in a friendly tone of voice, “I like you very much, and think I may as well go on with you to Beirut and finish the journey.”  Later, William showed the telegram to a hotel keeper, who translated it differently: “Fulfill your contract or be liable to imprisonment.”


Lucy found the bazaars of Damascus splendidly entertaining, but turning a particular corner, she saw what looked like a very strange shop sign.  “On coming nearer we discovered to our horror that it was a dead man hanging from that projecting beam near the roof.  The rope was around his neck; his only covering was a short cotton shirt.  Dead in the midst of all this busy life.  The crowds moved by with apparent unconcern, except as a few, like ourselves, stopped suddenly to inquire about the dead man’s history.  He had lived for a time in the mountains and had been the murderer of both men and women.  The government had given permission that anyone capturing him was at liberty to immediately hang him, and it was done in this public place as a warning to all of a murder’s fate.”


Lucy wanted to see a harem, and the one she found turned out to belong to a Jewish rather than an Arab gentleman.  “Following our interpreter through a winding hall and stairs we entered the apartment occupied by the women.  The rooms were handsome, overlooking the court; not a window toward the street.  Sitting on their feet on the broad divan they appeared too lazy to rise to greet us, but pointed to the divan and held toward us a part of a sheet of unleavened bread from which they had been eating.  The women and little girls were gaudily dressed and very ignorant and vulgar.  The son, about seven years of age, who had the freedom of the house, came in prettily dressed in velvet.  He could talk some English and could read Hebrew, and had already begun to feel the importance of being a boy instead of having been born a girl.


“The mother of the little boy was dressed in a style quite beyond description.  Her head was a mass of artificial flowers, tassels and lace, spangled and fringed.  From her neck and shoulder over the gay striped silk dress were festooned long strings of Napoleons and other pieces of money.  She was blazing with jewelry.  Her eyebrows were stained, and nails dyed and cheeks painted.  You could no more describe her attire than an Arab could tell what was the dress of a New York belle.


“‘Why do you English people not dress as we do?’ asked our Jewish lady, whom we were inspecting.  ‘You be all rich, very rich in your country, but you do not dress handsome as we.  What good is your money if not to make you beautiful?’  She cast on us and our plain traveling suits a disdainful look, and in turn we glanced at her, feeling our hearts full of pity and thankfulness that we were permitted to live in a Christian land, where women may, if they will, live above and beyond mere dress and adornment.”  On the way back to her hotel, Lucy watched poor women and girls gather manure from the streets in their bare hands and pat it together into cakes to dry in the sun for fuel.


From Damascus to Beirut was hardly more than fifty miles, but this last leg of their journey through the Holy Land took them two full days, along a mountainous road.  The last time they pitched their tents was in the very midst of the vast, magnificent ruins of Baalbek.  Called Heliopolis by the Greeks, its great stones remind the visitor that before Jesus there was Jupiter, and before baptism by water there was worship of the sun.
  “It was a weird place in which to spend a night, in the midst of broken columns and dark niches and piles of stones of an old heathen temple, with an untiring serenade from hyenas and jackals.”


Europe


From Beirut they took steamer for Smyrna, passed through Constantinople where palaces vied with a missionary meeting for their interest, and continued into Europe.
  They sent Mrs. M. back to Cleveland, deposited their trunks and satchels with express agents, had cork soles added to their shoes, placed haversacks on their shoulders, and set out on a month’s walking tour of Switzerland.  They tramped through the Lauterbrunnen, made puns while climbing the Jungfrau, examined the Grindelwald glaciers, and devoured the table d’hote of the Sheideck Hotel.  Near the valley of Meyringen they walked thirty miles in a single day, and one fearful night they were lost in a snow storm until they stumbled into the Grimsel hospice.  “It pays to climb mountains,” Lucy concluded, “especially when the eyes and the memory can work together.”


The culmination of their wedding journey was the train ride to Moscow and St. Petersburg.  “We visited palaces and rode in droskies and never tired of the wonderful cathedrals.  Many a time we stood through the long Greek ritual of the Russian service and heard the marvelous music, hundreds of male voices in perfect tone and harmony without a single instrument to lead them, or join with them.”


They planned to return from St. Petersburg by way of Germany, but a sorry surprise awaited them at the bank when they went to cash an unused letter of credit.  The bank official examined it, then shook his head.  “It is perfectly good, but at the moment we are in controversy with the bank that issued it, and are cashing no more of their letters of credit until we are favored with the apology which is due us.”  This was a calamity of the first order, because they had just ten dollars to get them all the way back to America.  The American ambassador to Russia was no help, and so they prayed.


With no idea how they were going to pay, they stuffed bread and bologna into their luggage and boarded a steamer for Kronstadt.  William tried to explain to the German captain that they had an unused letter of credit, but he said he had no time to examine the papers.  With a kindly expression on his face, the captain stroked Lucy’s chin, telling her to cheer up, and ordered the steward to put them in a fine stateroom.  


They sat down, preparing to bite into the bologna, when the steward knocked at the door and gestured for Lucy to go with him.  She followed the steward, with William a few paces behind, and was ushered into the dining salon, right up to the captain’s table.  “He rose and with great ceremony seated me in the place of honor at his right, amiably disposing of my husband farther down the table on the opposite side.”  This was the way they took each meal of the voyage, Lucy enjoying the attention of the charming captain, and William sulking in disgrace at the far end of the table.  


When they neared Lubeck, the captain invited Lucy onto the bridge to enjoy the view.  She insisted on dragging William with her, so he was forced to be a witness when the captain presented Lucy with his portrait, accompanied by great sentimentality.  William offered to give the captain what money they had left, in partial payment of their debts, but he refused to take anything.  This was well, because the remaining dollars got them to Hamburg, where their tickets were valid for the steamer to America.


Home


After such adventures, William and Lucy seemed far more mature to family and friends, and their Erie parishioners greeted them with awe.  Brother Harry had continued to prosper, and with money came “plans both visionary and grand.”  Worth the enormous sum of about $25,000 at that point, he sold out his interest in the stove company and went west.  He invested unwisely, lost everything, and returned to Erie.  He and Lou always believed that something would turn up.  “They have at times been in some straits,”  Lucy noted, “and at times the children have gone about dirty and ragged, when Lou was playing piano or sitting waiting for good luck.”
  For Lucy and William, too, it was a time for high hopes and great risks.


Pregnant with her first child, Lucy visited Cleveland, to seek her mother’s medical advice and to share Cleora’s great success as a woman doctor and a doctor of women.  The Western Homeopathic College, where Cleora had studied, began excluding females,
 so Cleora organized other feminists to establish the Cleveland Homeopathic Medical College and Hospital for Women, of which she was first president.


Dr. Mrs. Seaman challenged both her women and the male society that had restricted them:  “In the heart of every true woman is implanted a desire to know the causes of suffering and the means of its speedy relief — this desire, this need, we now feel can be met through the instrumentalities of our college.  Even when the door of our brothers’ college was a little ajar, so that a few women might step in and avail themselves of the privileges given to gentlemen, this great need still remained.  A few only were willing to brave the criticism and submit to the peculiar embarrassments which meet one in studying medical science with the opposite sex.  Having been deprived of this, our only means, in this city, of acquiring medical knowledge, we now, in this new institution, will strive to give to many women the advantages they desire.”


The first annual announcement of the college described her teaching.  “Mrs. C. A. Seaman, who has been widely known these many years as being most successful in the treatment of chronic diseases peculiar to her sex, will, in connection with the Chair of Theory and Practice, deliver a course of lectures on the Therapeutical Uses of Electricity, which will, together with the clinical advantages to be derived from her extensive practice and complete electrical apparatus for the employment of baths, etc., afford unparalleled facilities for the study of this most important auxiliary in the treatment of chronic diseases generally, and women especially.”


Conventional physicians outnumbered homeopaths in Cleveland a hundred and eleven to twenty-four.
  But simply because homeopathy was a minority viewpoint does not prove that the instruction given in Mrs. Dr. Seaman’s college was valueless.  At its peak, the faculty consisted of ten professors plus a demonstrator of anatomy.  In addition to anatomy and the subjects taught by Cleora, lectures were given in chemistry, toxicology, surgery, microscopy, physiology, pathology, medical jurisprudence and insanity.


On November 8, 1868 in Cleveland, Lucy gave birth to a baby girl, named Cleora after Lucy's mother and dead sister.  It must have been a glorious Christmas, with all honor due both Cleoras.  At age twenty-six, Lucy was a mother and a world traveller.  Good fortune continued to smile on Seaman and Smith.  In the first night of December, a burglar cut the glass of a rear window of the shoe store, but a sleeping clerk rose the alarm.


Ambition drew William away from backwater Erie, so he applied for the pastorate of the Central Baptist Church of Providence, Rhode Island.  Impressed by his credentials, members of Central Baptist unanimously accepted the recommendation of the Pulpit Committee to hire William.
  The Select Committee proposed a salary of two thousand five hundred dollars a year, with four weeks of vacation.
  By the end of the month William had assumed all of his duties, presiding over a general business meeting on the twenty-fifth.  He and Lucy presented letters of removal from First Baptist Church of Erie and were admitted to membership in Central Baptist.  William chaired a committee to prepare his installation ceremony.


The grand ritual on March 11, 1869, was presided over by four ministers.  The hymns sought divine aid for the new pastor:  “Father of mercies, bow thine ear, Attentive to our earnest prayer; We plead for those who plead for thee; Successful pleaders may they be.” “The shepherd of thy people bless: Gird him with thy own holiness; In duty may his pleasure be, His glory in his zeal for thee.”  After receiving the hand of fellowship and hearing the doxology, William closed the service with a benediction.


Analysis


The exchange theory of religion notes that humans trade rewards with other humans, especially when the individual cannot obtain a desired reward by his or her solitary efforts.  Religion offers some of the greatest rewards in a non-verifiable context such as heaven, and we have called these promises general compensators.  Adherents of a religion trust that its promises will be fulfilled if they carry out their side of the bargain, for example performing prescribed rituals.  This faith arises in exchanges between individuals.  From interaction with other humans the individual extrapolates the hope for exchanges with God, typically mediated through other individuals who are religious specialists such as priests.  


A perennial problem in the sociology of religion has been the source of the legitimacy which successful clergy possess.  A well-established religious organization can bestow some of its authority upon an individual by ordaining him or her as clergy.  In modern bureaucratic denominations, professional education prepares the individual for ordination, and that education includes both book learning and practical internships.  At Rochester Theological Seminary, William had successfully completed intellectually demanding courses in theology, ancient languages, and religious history.  And as a "delegate" of the Christian Commission at the battlefront, he had acquired practical experience.  On the basis of these accomplishments he was ordained and called to First Baptist Church in Erie.


The chief alternative to bureaucratic legitimation of religious authority is charisma, "An extraordinary power, such as the ability to perform miracles, granted to a Christian by the Holy Spirit."
  As Max Weber noted, a person gains religious authority if others believe he or she has such power, but we need not make any assumptions about whether he or she actually has it.
  Stark and I have criticized the traditional sociological concept of charisma, and we have also noted that it might be conceptualized as an unusual ability of religious leaders to build effective social bonds.
  Others have argued in a parallel fashion that charisma is the capacity to arouse and channel powerful emotions, probably on the basis of an unusual personality configuration and skill at reading the emotional needs of other people.
  Nothing in any of the ample documentation we possess indicates that William was an emotionally warm person or that he had emotionally intense religious experiences.  He did, however, have a strong ambition to become a religious leader.


If religious compensators can satisfy existing obligations to exchange partners, they may also make a person attractive as a prospective exchange partner.  In other words, secondary compensation is an issue prior to the formation of exchange relationships, as well as afterward.  Two of the propositions in the Stark-Bainbridge theory are relevant here: "Religious specialists promulgate norms, said to come from the gods, that increase the rewards flowing to the religious specialists."  "Religious specialists share in the psychic rewards offered to the gods, for example: deference, honor, and adoration."


To appear to be a valuable exchange partner is beneficial to any individual.  A person is attractive to the extent that other people will give that person rewards without requiring the person immediately to reciprocate by giving them a reward of equal or greater value.  People invest in someone they find attractive, in hopes that they will receive great rewards in the future, perhaps in the distant future or in some undefined context.  Another way of looking at this is to say that an attractive person receives rewards from others but can satisfy them in the immediate exchanges by providing compensators.  Thus, a religious specialist may invest in activities to increase the apparent value of the compensators he or she has to offer.  


In some societies, the individual may undergo costly spiritual ordeals, perhaps to forge a publicly acknowledged exchange relationship with a supernatural being.  In a society with a highly professionalized clergy, the individual may invest in extensive formal training and attempt to create masterworks of the spirit (such as ritual performances, religious art, or sacred scholarship) that demonstrate that he or she has the requisite spiritual skill, sacred knowledge, or divine talent.


Secondary compensation is another way of conceptualizing charisma.  Charisma means the possession of spiritual gifts, which may be offered to potential exchange partners.  I Corinthians 12:8-11 lists the gifts that different individuals may have: "For to one is given by the Spirit the word of wisdom; to another the word of knowledge by the same Spirit; to another faith by the same Spirit; to another the gifts of healing by the same Spirit; to another the working of miracles; to another prophecy; to another discerning of spirits; to another diverse kinds of tongues; to another the interpretations of tongues; but all these worketh that one and the selfsame Spirit, dividing to every man severally as he will."  Although William lacked emotional gifts, through hard study and travel he could acquire knowledge.  His familiarity with the languages of the Bible gave him a scholarly version of  "interpretations of tongues."  By visiting the Holy land, in a religious tradition that values pilgrimages and at a time when few Americans had the opportunity to go there, William gained a form of charisma by association with places that possessed spiritual power for Christians.


Both William's formal education and his travel to the Holy Land were ways that he increased his human capital.
  The term human capital refers to the nonmaterial resources of a person that allow him or her to participate more effectively in socioeconomic exchanges.  The related term social capital is sometimes used for the social relationships and group memberships that strengthen a person's position in exchanges, and cultural capital is the possession of culturally-valued knowledge and associations with cultural symbols that likewise are valuable assets.  William had earned a diploma from one of the most respected schools of theology, had served with the honorable Christian Commission in the glorious war to preserve the Union, and had trod in the footsteps of Jesus in the Holy Land.  Thus he had done all the right things to maximize his cultural capital as a clergyman.  His reward was the pastorate of one of the nation's largest Baptist churches.


Chapter 4:


The Calm Before the Storm


After the thunder of the war, and the winds of travel through ancient lands,  Providence was like a calm, summer’s afternoon in a pleasant meadow.  The “large and comfortable” church building stood at the junction of Broad and High streets, costing $65,000 when it was built a dozen years before.
  Constructed of graceless red brick, it nonetheless possessed a certain style, with a bold, nested arch motif enclosing the front doors and an echo of arches in the row of scallops nestled under the roof line.  A heavy, square belltower stood to the left of the main structure, in lieu of a steeple.  The membership was 341 baptized adults, plus swarms of children, when William and his family joined, and Central was said to be the second-largest Baptist church in New England.


About two months after the installation ceremony, Lucy and William conceived another child.  Lucy’s mother came from Cleveland to visit and to help out with family work, but in early July she contracted a fever.  Like conventional physicians, homeopathic doctors had little that could conquer fevers.  Their approach was different, prescribing a highly diluted dose of a substance that might produce a fever, under the principle that “like cures like.”  But Cleora the elder could not readily cure herself.


When illness cannot readily be cured it becomes not only a medical phenomenon, but also a religious matter.  Lucy pasted in her scrapbook a little quotation: “Sickness takes us aside and sets us alone with God.  We are taken into his private chamber, and there he converses with us, face to face.  The world is far off, our relish for it is gone, and we are alone with God.”


For a time it seemed that Lucy’s mother was improving.  But her fever proved “intermittent,” lifting and returning as if to tantalize the family with visions of cure.  Then, on July 10, 1869, in the Bainbridge house at 53 Chestnut street, Cleora Augusta Seaman died, just fifty-five years of age.
  Her last words hinted at a complex and not always restrained life: “Lucy, I have been a great sinner, but I have a great Savior.”
  Her will gave all her medical library and bookcases, her medicines, and her instruments to the college she had founded.
  There was no thought that Lucy should have them, or that anyone in her family might become a physician.


On February 17, 1870, Lucy gave birth to a son.  “The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away,” Lucy must have thought, because just two months after the birth of her son, her daughter Cleora died of water on the brain.
  It is not known how early Lucy realized she was doomed, but William considered his daughter a “naturally strong and healthy child.”
  Lucy tended the dying girl, and the boy just born, with the help of an Irish servant named Anne Maguire.
  The mixture of grief and joy that marked the pregnancy and the post partum period gave added importance to the son, whom his parents considered delicate, and his life was to be filled with demands for glory and for immortality.


With mere words, humans seek to redefine death.  In Cleveland, the husband of one of Dr. Cleora Seaman’s most faithful patients wrote, “Oh, rest is sweet, when setting sun Proclaims our honest labor done; When toil is o’er, when victory won, The rest is sweet.”
  Lucy’s pen expressed her grief in a short story, published some time after her daughter’s death:


“The light from the open fire was dancing over the furniture, playing hide-and-seek about the engravings and little chromo on the wall, and brightening the plain old carpet until it was as handsome as the elegant tapestry in the drawing-room across the street.  Through the half open door was a glimpse of the little supper-table, with its scarlet plaided cloth and bright silver.  It was a cheery picture.  Bridget felt the influence of it even in the kitchen, and as she looked after the muffins hummed an Irish ditty to herself.  Birdie in his cage by the window had snugly tucked the little head away for the night, and as snugly asleep in the soft cradle bed was the baby boy, with the little thumb in his mouth, the darling of the household.


“All was sunny, but the face of the mother, alone in the firelight.  The sewing had dropped.  With hands clasped she sat looking into the depths of the little bright fire, as though she was not willing to take its brightness and accept its warmth, but she must needs go back to the black coal and to the dull lifeless ashes and ponder them.  Now and then a quiver of the lip, a little silent tear stealing down the cheek, showed how sad the heart was within: it was forgetting the warmth and brightness of the present, and the glory of heaven — so real, but memory had taken the thoughts back to a little grave made in the spring time, to the little form laid away to rest.


“It seemed cold out at Hazlewood Cemetery since the snow-drifts had come, and the winds blew so fiercely.  O, if she could only take the little casket home and keep it near her.  How little we realize that the casket is nothing, when the priceless jewel is gone.  The poor, fragile tenement of clay is only the temporary home of the loved one, and yet we love to lay it tenderly away for the dear one’s sake.  The heart of that mother had had many strong cords of affection to bind it to earth, but in the spring time the Savior visited the little home, and found it wise to sever one, and fasten it above.


“The Christian parents could in submission say, ‘It is well, since God wills it so,’ but the mother’s heart was aching still for the earthly presence.  She longed for a sight of the sunny face and the sound of the prattling lips so still.  Heaven seemed too far away, and a long weary way ere she should reach it.  How apt the sorrowing Christian heart is to forget the daily toil for Jesus, and ‘look too eagerly beyond.’”


Some small comfort came from the honors paid to Lucy’s mother by the Women’s Medical College, and she lovingly preserved the newspaper clipping sent from Cleveland that described its commencement exercises, marking the passages about her mother when she pasted it into her scrapbook.  The celebration was held at the college itself, at the corner of Erie and Prospect streets, and the primarily female audience rejoiced in the success of the college they had created and in the opportunity it offered them for social advancement.  Gazing down on the ladies was a large portrait of Dr. Seaman, under the words, “Her works praise her.”


Challenged by the great success of Cleora’s medical college, the men’s college reversed its policy against admitting women, and the schools swiftly merged.  “All subjects best taught apart will be so given, thus avoiding the objections heretofore urged against joint medical education of the sexes.  No distinction will be made in regard to matriculation, course of instruction, or graduation.”
  Cleora had lived just long enough to learn women had won this great battle, and John Seaman sustained her triumph by loyally remaining a trustee of the Cleveland Homeopathic College for the rest of his life.


After Cleora died, Lucy observed, John Seaman was “the loneliest man one could possibly imagine.”  Her mother-in-law had been a widow since 1865, and was still struggling to raise two of her children.  Partly because he thought it would please Lucy that he had someone to take care of him, John Seaman wed Mary Folwell Bainbridge.  Thus, Lucy’s mother-in-law became her step-mother, and William’s father-in-law became his step-father.  Mary moved to 65 Seneca Street in Cleveland, taking with her daughter Mary Eliza and son Clement who would soon leave the household and have a career as an opera singer in leading European and American companies.
  


Lucy and her husband named their boy William Seaman Bainbridge.  An Englishman named Cuthbert Bainbridge visited Providence, maintaining that they were members of the same family, so William resolved to investigate genealogy.
  Lucy knew that the American naval hero, Commodore William Bainbridge, was a member of her husband's family, but his story revealed the precariousness of a life lived for sake of glory.  In 1803 he had taken the warship Philadelphia into Tripoli harbor in North Africa to attack the Barbary pirates only to run aground, fail in an attempt to scuttle his own ship, and to pay for his errors with nineteen months imprisonment.  Later, in the War of 1812, the Commodore took command the frigate Constitution and hunted British ships off the coast of Brazil.  In a classic naval battle, ship against ship, the Constitution defeated the Java, inspiring hope that feeble America with its miniscule fleet might yet triumph over Imperial Britain.
  Lucy and William imagined their own son achieving the heights that had been reached by the Commodore, without falling to the same depths, and they thought of the naval hero as a close ancestor.  The fact is that the Commodore was only the first cousin of William Folwell Bainbridge’s great-grandfather.
  


Expectations of glory aside, everyone doted on delicate little Willie.  Since the death of Lucy’s older brother, George, her father had been cold and distant, seemingly incapable of loving any of the young people around him.  But John Seaman warmed to Willie, and he found in his grandson the hopes that had died with his son.  


William and Lucy vigorously entered the life of Providence and rose in local fame.  Every Sunday, he offered public worship, in the morning at ten thirty and in the evening at seven or seven thirty.  The Sabbath school monopolized every Sunday afternoon, and Lucy taught a Bible class of older girls who worked in the mills around Providence, sometimes as many a a hundred of them.  She kept in touch with many of the girls during the week and held social evenings for them.  William led a general prayer meeting every Tuesday evening and a young people’s meeting every Friday.  Lucy often participated in the Female Prayer Meeting every Thursday afternoon at the home of elderly Hannah Tallman on Pine street.  William was a life member of the American Baptist Missionary Union and became a director the year Willie was born.  He attended annual conventions of the church and traded sermons with other Baptist preachers in New England. 


In 1870 Central contributed several members to a new Baptist church on Cranston Street, but William made up the loss through many adult baptisms in the winter of 1871 to 1872.  The church would later call him “indefatigable in his labors to bring men into the kingdom and into the church.”
  In the first four years of William’s pastorship, the Central church gained a hundred and one members, including sixty-five baptisms, bringing its membership to fully 459 adults — not counting their unbaptized children — 147 men and 312 women. 


William struck a dignified pose at the Providence Music Hall on May 30, 1872, in a speech that compared the American Civil War with the struggles of ancient Israel and found in the emancipation proclamation a new convenant with God.
  In an aside, he identified two political issues with which America still had to cope, the dispute between capital and labor and the issue of dishonesty by government officials.  But he did not mention the issue that would dominate both church and community for the next two years: intemperance. 


The following year, he published Weddings at the Parsonage, five hundred and forty-six lines of iambic pentameter extoling the glories of marriage and tabulating the myriad ways that nuptial bliss can be ruined.  Pared to its essentials, the poem is a list of couples that come to the parsonage to be married, each with its own problem.  The first is an older man and a girl of thirteen; the parson cries outrage, and a threat to call the police hurls the wicked cradle-robber back into the rainy evening.  The man in the second couple is too poor to marry, a mere charcoal driver, although William cannot resist a chemical metaphor of true devotion, “black crystallized carbon may into diamond have changed anon.”
  Another was a rash Massachusetts pair who had just met and crossed into Rhode Island for a quick wedding.   A blind man and a deaf woman embodied the truth that opposites can often combine profitably, as William expressed scientifically: “Two positives or negatives repel, Nor in magnetic brotherhood can dwell, There must be opposition poles between, To make the metals lovingly demean.”
  And one couple illustrated intemperance:



Better, far better seek the lion’s cage,



And bide therein his furious deadly rage;



Better take scorpion to your arms and heart,



And try avoid its lightening poisoned dart;



Better the fires of blazing Ætna wed,



And find a pillow on its molten bed,



Than marry any man who’s liquor’s slave,



Whose course is tending toward the drunkard’s grave.


The Temperance Crusade


Providence had experienced its first wave of anti-liquor agitation in the late 1820s, leading to the foundation of the Providence Association for the Promotion of Temperance.  In 1832, eleven members of the Central church who had been doing a lucrative trade in liquor abandoned this business and the church became virtually a temperance society.
  Some of the temperance sentiment came from religious evangelicals, but much came from middle-class “mechanics,” master craftsmen and proprietors of machine-intensive manufacturing operations who saw the ill effects of liquor on their skilled employees.  


In 1852, Rhode Island temporarily adopted state-wide prohibition of alcohol.  A limited prohibition law was in effect in Providence for a year, 1872-1873, but it was not enforced.  By 1873, when the city saw nearly six thousand arrests for public drunkenness, William had joined the Executive Committee of the Rhode Island Temperance Union, an unwieldy group with a hundred members, more than a quarter of them clergymen.
  On the last Wednesday in October, 1874, it adopted a firm resolution: “Alcoholic drinks are never beneficial, but are always injurious to men in health.  That the moderate use of any of these drinks is dangerous to the individual, and of evil influence upon society, especially upon the young, and should therefore be avoided.  Every man owes to society the influence of sound precepts, and a correct example in favor of the cause of temperance; therefore every one should pledge himself not to manufacture, sell, or use these injurious drinks, and should also abstain from aiding or abetting by the rental of buildings, or the use of other property, to promote the sale of these drinks.  As a large part of the disease, pauperism and crime in the community is a direct result of intemperance, therefore, as good citizens, we should invoke the aid of the law, for the suppression of the traffic in these drinks, as we do for the suppression of other articles found to be injurious to the health, morals or happiness of the people.”


The Temperance Union held many rum-free parties and picnics on the seashore.  To familiar melodies, such as “Tramp, Tramp, Tramp” and “John Brown’s Body,” they sang temperance songs.  To the tune of the hymn “Old Hundred” they roared:  “Lift high the temperance banner!  Ay, proudly let it wave, to save the poor inebriate from a degraded grave.”
  Members congratulated themselves for a new state prohibition law, “Thousands of saloons have been closed, hundreds of barkeepers and proprietors have abandoned the business, tens of thousands of people have taken the pledge of total abstinence from all intoxicating beverages, and the grog shop system has received a stunning blow from which it may not even hope to recover.”
  


The next year the gubernatorial and legislative campaign was won by “the most unscrupulous combination of forces ever known in this State,” as the Union’s secretary described them, “working hand in hand with rum-sellers, and all pledged to do the bidding of the rum power.”
  Two separate federal investigations proved vote-buying was commonplace in the state, the price of a vote ranging from two to five dollars in ordinary elections up to thirty-five dollars in hotly contested ones.
  Speaking for his colleagues, one liquor-dealer commented, “Don’t you suppose we can have such a law as we want?  We own twenty-six men in that Senate; we bought them and paid for them.”
  And they quickly purchased repeal of statewide prohibition.


At the 1875 annual meeting of the Rhode Island Temperance Union, William read a paper that so impressed the delegates they voted to print it in their annual report.  He saw in the setbacks suffered by the Temperance Movement an opportunity to unify all its scattered organizations that so often worked at cross purposes.  “A few days ago I was gathering autumn leaves in a neighboring forest.  But the wild winds were stirring quite actively, and it seemed impossible for me to keep my little pile of leaves together.  Yonder would go one handful, and yonder another, until in almost utter despair I stood for a few moments, leaning over with both hands pressing upon the peck or more of brown, red and yellow leaves that I had collected.  I had a little basket but that was full; what should I do?  Just then, under the grass and moss at my feet I felt a great hard stone, and as soon as I had dug it out and placed it upon my little pile, I had no longer any difficulty in keeping from being blown away by the untoward winds what I was gathering with so much interest and anticipation.”
  The repeal of prohibition was like this stone, hard and cold but capable of holding together the disparate anti-liquor groups.


The Central church launched its own campaign against liquor, circulating a temperance pledge through the Sunday school, many of whose scholars were adults, and through the congregation.  A general meeting of the church instructed William to prepare a sermon on the subject at his earliest convenience, which he gave on April 12 and which was published shortly afterward.
  In a stirring but analytical oration, he cautioned, “Not everything that is good belongs in the pulpit; not every great moral reform, yea, not any, has a right to monopolize the supreme attention of the Christian church.”


“I believe in prohibition, and shall vote for prohibition, whenever I may have an opportunity to do it and not throw my vote away.  But I do not believe I have a right to preach prohibition, as I have lately been requested to do, by printed circular.  Upon this, and all other political measures, all church members have rights and obligations that are inalienable, but they belong to the sphere of citizenship, not church membership.”
 He hoped that all members would sign the pledge then being circulated, but he explained that the greatest force against intoxication, more powerful than any promise of sobriety, is Jesus Christ.


William postulated “the triple law of wave succession,” a scientific principle applying to the oceans of human life as well as to the wide Atlantic.  “In a strong wind, few there are who have been upon the waters, and not seen how uniformly the great waves come three at a time.  So through the centuries has it been in all religious, moral and political reforms.
  One recent wave was the abolition of slavery in America.  A second was the triumph of Protestant forces over Catholic in Europe.  The third would be the success of temperance on both continents.


Lucy was proud to say her mother had raised her to be “a thorough temperance woman,”
 and the deep involvement of her Cleveland church in the woman’s crusade gave her strong connections to the national movement.
  Two ladies of Providence, Miss Phebe Jackson and Mrs. Emma Berg, called upon other women to join with them in creating an organization to parallel the Rhode Island Temperance Union, which was dominated by men.  The Woman’s Temperance Union was founded March 10, 1874, and Lucy was elected its first president.


Whenever she travelled, she made personal contacts that strengthened the national network of temperance women.  She frequently visited her father in Cleveland, and in June 1874 went one state further to Indianapolis for the wedding of her younger brother, Charles, with Carrie Athon, step-daughter of a wealthy physician and surgeon, Dr. James S. Athon.
  A newspaper writer rhapsodized, “The vast auditorium of St. Paul’s Cathedral was filled by one of the most fashionable and brilliant audiences that has ever assembled within its walls.”  The Episcopal Bishop of Indiana himself presided, assisted by the rector of Grace Church, with Professor Smith at the organ.


Lucy's fascination with death took her to the slaughterhouse of the Thomas D. Kingan company, said to be the largest in the world, processing twenty-two hundred hogs a day.  She described this Indianapolis wonder to the readers of the Providence Journal:  “In seven minutes from the time the poor hog reaches the end of the chute or inclined way, he is killed, washed, cleaned, cut up and sent down to be cooled off and salted down.


“I had always supposed that the killing was done by a blow upon the head, but I found it a much more merciful process.  One man stands at the end of the chute, and fastens a chain to the leg of the hog.  It is instantly suspended before another man who stabs right to the heart, with a long sharp knife, of each animal as it is placed before him.  Another takes it down, then dead, and pushes it into a large tank of scalding water.  Others lift it from that out to a table, where men are constantly cleaning off the hair.  Further on the entrails are taken out.  Again the hog has the knife used on his back and neck, and the next man with cleavers cuts the bones, and Mr. Hog goes down the trap door and is hung up to a rest in the cold regions of salt and ice below.  After some days he is taken out, cut up into the proper pieces and packed away in salt in a cold room, and after weeks here, the pork is boxed and shipped to England.”


In Cleveland, Lucy joined “the crusade” of The Women’s Temperance League, an anti-drink organization with five hundred members, marching twice against saloons.
  Each Sunday, a group gathered at the docks where boats to Detroit were tied up.  “After the singing of a hymn, the audience were assembled, quiet and attentive.  About three hundred men and boys from the captain to the lowest deck hands of the various vessels in port, rough, dirty men, listened for an hour and a half to the simple presentation of gospel truth as it was given by the ladies in prayer, singing and earnest pleadings with them as a mother would plead with a wayward boy.  Many of them endeavored to join in concert in the Lord’s prayer, and the meeting quietly broke up, each man accepting a paper or tract pertaining to temperance and Christianity.”


On January 20, 1875 at Central Baptist in Providence, Lucy presided over a meeting to expand her own temperance group to include the entire state and affiliate with the national group.  “The object of this Union shall be to enlist the women of this State in the promotion of the cause of temperance, by creating a healthy, public sentiment — the circulation of the pledge of total abstinence, the formation of juvenile societies, and the use of all other possible means for the overthrow of the liquor traffic.”
  A debate arose over the name, some feeling that inclusion of “Christian” would bar some women who otherwise might make useful contributions, but Mrs. Freeborn Johnson of Providence argued that this word must not be omitted.  Thus was born the Rhode Island chapter of the Woman’s Christian Temperance Union, with Lucy as president.


Many speakers from other states addressed the throng, including Mrs. Annie Wittenmeyer of Philadelphia, president of the national Union.  At the height of enthusiasm, the convention voted to present a petition to the United States Congress prohibiting alcohol in the territories under its jurisdiction.  Lucy appointed a committee of four ladies to obtain signatures on this petition, and nearly all present signed it.  In the evening, Lucy led a hymn and proclaimed the responsibility of parents to raise their children in the paths of temperance and virtue.  After more singing and speeches, they intoned the doxology, and William closed the convention with a benediction.


In May, the ladies came together again for their first annual meeting, singing “Nearer My God to Thee.”  Lucy again presided but declined re-election, saying she “could not attend to the duties another year,” and she appointed a committee to nominate her successor.  In return, the group made Lucy permanent representative to the national conventions.  The Rhode Island WCTU “was shot out upon society with all the rapidity and brilliancy of a meteor, and with all the power of an earthquake.”
  


Lucy’s campaign enlisted property owners, grocers, druggists, physicians and housekeepers to collect temperance pledges.  Her group had collected 3,500 names locally, and with the help of the women of Newport, Pawtucket, Portsmouth and Tiverton, they were able to give the state legislature petitions signed by fully ten thousand.  The appearance of fifty respectable ladies at the Rhode Island legislature bringing bushels of petitions boosted passage of state-wide prohibition.
  The male-dominated Rhode Island Temperance Union praised the work of Lucy’s women, calling it “the hand-writing of God on the walls of gin-palaces.”
  Despite “difficulties and discouragements” their Society survived “through summer’s heat and winter’s cold.”  Among the failures was a campaign to form a “juvenile temperance army” through the Sunday schools.  More successful was the attempt to convince churches to substitute grape juice for wine in Communion services.
  


Church Conflicts


The morality of congregants was a serious concern for the Central Church, and sometimes they rose up in a body to exhort a wayward member to reform.  One October, Deacon James Butler and Brother Edward Ide Ham accused Brother Henry Young of intemperance, neglect of church obligations, and gross immorality.
  Another time, a committee denounced a sister of the church for being an habitual fornicator.  The big church disharmony of early 1872 was between the organist, who liked a certain few tunes and chose to play them regardless of the hymns the choir was supposed to sing, and Deacon Hartshorn who sought unsuccessfully to make the choir sing the tune on the same page as the hymn.


Often Lucy and William leapt into the midst of other people’s troubles, sometimes at risk to themselves.  One case, Lucy admitted, did not turn out well.  “Some of us were trying hard to get a man committed to the State Farm, who would not work, and relied upon his sick wife and benevolent friends to support his children.  But we failed; and why?  Because he was able to keep a steady head all the way from the saloon to his miserable tenement house, where he would tumble into his bed, boots and all, and snore the liquor off for a day or two, and then get up to try it all over again.”


This drunkard, whose name was Gilman Spalding, commanded the sheriff to arrest William and the courts to make William pay him a thousand dollars damages, “in an action of trespass, for that the said defendant at said Providence, on to wit, the 7th day of March A.D. 1876, with force of arms caused the plaintiff to be arrested, and illegally detained, and deprived of his liberty for a long time, contrary to law, and other enormities, the said defendant  then and there did treat plaintiff against the peace.”
  Spalding lost, having to pay the court costs, but then appealed and kept pressing his stale case for four years.


Early in 1876, William entered public controversy by attacking Reverend Adolphus Julius Behrends, who came to Providence to interview for a Congregationalist pastorate.  The problem, William said, was that Behrends was a Baptist preacher, not a Congregationalist.  Because the Baptist faith was the correct one, to take the job Behrends would abandon the true religion.


A newspaper correspondent writing under the pen name of “Rhody” reported: “The coming of Mr. Behrends, as a candidate to the Union Congregational Church of this city, was announced with great flourish of trumpets in the two leading papers of Saturday.  Their many readers were fully advised that Rev. Mr. Behrends, who was to preach, was the identical Mr. Behrends who had suffered so much from the intolerance of the Baptists.  The good people of the twelve Baptist churches of our city bore the accusation with due meekness.  Naught was said publicly except in the one instance of the reply of his fellow-student and class-mate, the pastor of the Central Baptist Church, who upon Sunday evening reviewed the published reasons given by Mr. Behrends for leaving the Baptist denomination.”


William began his denunciation at the Central Church just half an hour before Behrends defended himself at the Union, and Rhody said a crowd rushed back and forth.  “On the busy street, in parlors, it is Bainbridge versus Behrends.  ‘Have you heard Mr. Behrends?’ is upon every lip. ‘What do you think of Mr. Bainbridge’s reply?’”  If we believe Rhody, the Bainbridge-Behrends dispute was the top news of the week.  The truth is, however, that Rhody was not a dispassionate observer.  Rhody was Lucy!


The connections between Behrends and Lucy’s family were many.  Not only had he been a classmate of William at Rochester, but Behrends had served as pastor of the Seaman family’s church in Cleveland, which graciously recalled only Behrends’s fine points when it wrote up its history a few years later:  “He was a man of strong, large nature, and great earnestness, energy, independence, and moral courage.”


Writing as Rhody, Lucy quoted Dr. Wolcott, a Cleveland Congregational minister, “When Mr. Behrends went to Cleveland and took upon himself the pastoral charge of the First Baptist Church, he was as good a Congregationalist as he is now.”  She then wondered if Behrends might be merely pretending to be a Congregationalist, as he had earlier pretended to be a Baptist.  


With bitterness wrapped in irony, Lucy contemplated the handsome offer Union Congregational tendered to her husband’s rival.  “If Mr. Behrends should accept, it is very natural to suppose that arrangements would soon be made for the christening of his children, and he may soon have some asking to be admitted to his new flock, who will not be satisfied anything short of immersion.  No doubt Mr. Bainbridge will be ready to relieve his brother of embarrassment, and lend him the use of his baptistery and robe as he has done before to the pastor of another leading Congregational church of the city.”


William’s arguments were to no avail, and Behrends became pastor, with a salary of $5,000 a year, nearly twice what William was earning.
  His congregation was ecumenical, and it had been formed only five years earlier through a union of the Richmond Street Church and the High Street Church, each contributing exactly 292 members to the merger.  The minister who followed Behrends in its pastorate, J. Hall McIlvaine, later became a Presbyterian.  Behrends told the Union congregation: “I saw that I could not honorably remain where I was, that my convictions allied me most nearly to the churches of your order; and I deemed honesty and honor of more account than success.”


What was the difference between Baptists and Congregationalists?  In the time of the Behrends-Bainbridge debate, both denominations were conservative.  Both had a congregational form of government, giving great authority to the local congregation, but only the Baptists placed great stress on the cleansing ritual of adult baptism.    


Under William's guidance, the members of Central Baptist formally had adopted fourteen articles of faith.  The first three articles affirmed a single god, the mystery of the Trinity, and divine foresight of sin.  Hellfire blazed in the fourth article: “We believe God created our first parents righteous and holy, and entered into a covenant of life with them, upon condition of personal, perfect and perpetual obedience; but they being left to the freedom of their own will, ate of the forbidden fruit, by which they lost the divine image; defiled their whole nature; brought themselves and their whole posterity under the wrath and curse of God; became dead in trespasses and sins, and liable to eternal torment in hell.”  The last article of faith looked beyond this world of woe: “We believe in the fellowship or communion of the saints; the separate existence of the soul after death; the resurrection of the dead; and life everlasting for the righteous, and eternal punishment for the wicked.”


Soon after taking the Union pastorate, Behrends published a manual giving the Congregationalist beliefs of the Union church.  They say nothing about God having foreseen human sin, and they portray man’s fall in less vivid terms: “You believe that man was created holy; that he fell from that state by transgression; and that, in consequence of the fall, mankind are by nature destitute of holiness, and, in all their moral actions, sinners against God.”
  In the place of adult baptism, Behrends wrote mildly of the advantages of repentance of sin, and said, “it is the privilege of believing parents to dedicate their children to God in Baptism.”


Like Lucy, Hattie Behrends became active in women’s organizations, but she selected ones  higher in social status from those a Baptist woman might be expected to join.  Lucy never became a member of the Women’s Christian Association, but Hattie did.  Its aim was “to aid all virtuous young women who are endeavoring to obtain an honorable support, by providing them with a comfortable, pleasant ‘Boarding Home,’ and by surrounding them with such moral and religious influences as shall guard them from evil, and best promote their temporal and eternal welfare.”
  Hattie, but not Lucy, was a life member of the Women’s City Missionary Society, which sought “to assist the poor in efforts to help themselves, and to engage in general missionary work in the city, providing homes for those women who desire to reform, where they may be fitted to earn an honest livelihood, and aiding young girls in indigent circumstances and exposed situations to procure respectable homes and employment.”


On the other hand, Lucy joined the Woman’s Baptist Missionary Union, and delivered an effective address at its annual meeting in Boston, where Baptist ladies from all over New England convened to discuss such matters as the proper balance between home and foreign missions and whether evangelists do better to promise immediate results from conversion to Christianity or to be more modest in their claims for faith.  She had created The Missionary Sewing Circle of the Central Baptist Church and Congregation, “to provide for the poor of the Church and Sunday School and to clothe Mr. Rose’s daughter and other like work that commends itself to the society.”
  The Central Church supported Baptist missionary efforts in Burma, contributing a three-hundred-dollar boat to become the floating home of Rev. D. L. Brayton who translated the Bible into the Pwo Karen language,
 and sending two ladies, Emma Chase and Martha Sheldon, to the Baptist effort there.


Literary Sensitivity


Despite her plain midwestern origins and modest Baptist affiliation, Lucy began to travel in high social circles.  In December 1876, she addressed the Rhode Island Women’s Club on the subject of George Eliot’s new novel, Daniel Deronda.  The Club had been founded by elite ladies of Providence ten months earlier and was mainly discussed literary works.
  As Lucy later put it, “So well did I expound the doctrines of George Eliot that I was unanimously elected the vice president of the club, no slight favor in view of the representative women who composed its membership.”


Lucy’s audience was well aware that “George Eliot” was the pen name of a woman writer,
 and some of her doctrines directly concerned the proper role of women in society.  The Club’s founders were suffragists and had been active earlier in the movement to abolish slavery,
 so they were ready for a lively feminist lecture packaged as a dissertation in literary analysis.  


The book begins when Daniel Deronda first sees the beauty of Gwendolen Harleth, a spoiled, supercilious young woman, and the next hundred pages delineate her limited character in an extended flashback.  Eliot asks, “Could there be a slenderer, more insignificant thread in human history than this consciousness of a girl, busy with her small inferences of the way in which she could make her life pleasant?”  Then she considers the vast significance of male History: “What in the midst of that mighty drama are girls and their blind visions?  They are the Yea or Nay of that good for which men are enduring and fighting.  In these delicate vessels is borne onward through the ages the treasure of human affections.”


Despite her frivolity, Gwendolen is intelligent and capable of insight into the cultural prison in which she finds herself: “We women can’t go in search of adventures — to find out the Northwest Passage or the source of the Nile, or to hunt tigers in the East.  We must stay where we grow, or where the gardeners like to transplant us.  We are brought up like the flowers, to look as pretty as we can, and be dull without complaining.  That is my notion about the plants: they are often bored, and that is the reason why some of them have got poisonous.”


The second theme of Daniel Deronda is religion.  Gwendolen’s family loses all its wealth through soured investments, and she consents to marry a rich sadist named Grandcourt.  When she reveals her defeat to Deronda, he counsels, “The refuge you are needing from personal troubles is the higher, the religious life, which holds an enthusiasm for something more than our own appetites and vanities.  The few may find themselves in it simply by an elevation of feeling; but for us who have to struggle for our wisdom, the higher life must be a region in which the affections are clad with knowledge.”


Although raised an English gentleman, unbeknownst to himself Deronda was a Jew, and much of the novel traces his slow discovery of this fact.  Eliot had long since become disenchanted with Christianity, although holding many of its ideals, and in her eyes Christian society was materialistic, unjust, and superficial.  The novel ends with Gwendolen crushed but struggling for spiritual release, Grandcourt dead, and Deronda voyaging eastward with a Jewish wife seeking to establish a Jewish nation that could be a model of moral perfection for the whole world.


Eliot was not really a feminist, and Daniel Deronda advocates a return to traditional community in which men of exalted morality bestow love and honor upon traditionally feminine women.  Certainly Lucy, herself, had experienced great adventures, in the Civil War and the Holy Land tour, and she rejected an entirely passive role for women.  She had to be cautious in stating her religious views before the ladies of the literary club, because Baptists claimed the same biblical authenticity possessed by Jews, and her denomination hurled the same accusations against liberal denominations that Eliot did against Christianity generally.  Lucy handled these powerful themes adroitly, and the ladies were charmed to hear Eliot’s views on the condition of women and the ideal religion. 


Lucy, being a woman, was never permitted to don holy vestments and become a clergyperson herself.  Reverend Thomas D. Anderson, who was pastor of Central from 1887 through 1902, said Lucy was “not a pastor, nor an officer of the church, but nevertheless a most efficient minister.”  He considered her one of his most important “predecessors” and felt her enduring legacy more strongly than William’s.  “Her influence appeared in members of her large Sunday School class which she instructed and deeply impressed with her personality, in the enthusiasm of the Women’s Missionary Society which she inspired with her own philanthropic spirit and in the trained efficiency manifested by our ladies in certain developments of church work.”


Pleasant Days


Just before blue-eyed Willie turned three, Lucy made an elaborate blue overcoat for him, studded everywhere with brass buttons and sporting an elegant half cape, then took him to the photographers to have his portrait taken in this imposing get-up.  “Before my life was at the noon, there came from God to my heart and home a treasure untold, more precious than gold, my Little Boy Blue!”
  Lucy and her son were unusually close, so much so that he would hardly have a thought without sharing it with her, and very early in his life she began to rely upon him for emotional support.


The Bainbridges adopted a vigorous little girl, born to unknown parents on November 23, 1872, “to heal the wound made by the death of baby Cleora.”
  Lucy called her Helen Augusta, taking the first name from her deceased friend and cousin, Nellie, and the second, from her mother.  When the neighboring Reynolds girl taunted Willie that his sister was adopted, he thrashed her.
  In later years, he would say, “Adopted children are more important than natural children, for they have been specially chosen.”


Lucy’s father occasionally visited Providence, and one time he walked down to the river with little Willie.  They stood on a pier, watching the boats, when suddenly Willie fell into the deep water and began to drown.  Despite his advanced age of more than seventy years, John Seaman jumped in and rescued the boy.  That night, after saying his customary prayers, Willie added a few words about his ordeal: “Now, dear good Jesus, I thank you for making grandpa so lively — please dry up all the water and make the people go in wagons.”


After returning home, John Seaman wrote his grandchildren: “Willie and Nellie, I wish you a Merry Christmas and Happy New Year.  If you were here in Cleveland I would give each of you a pair of nice shoes.  If I get permanently lame you will have to draw me in your little wagon, but I don’t like that goat.  I hear that you are going to school.  After a while you will be able to write me a letter and tell me all about the goat, and other matters.  Good night, J. Seaman.”


On one of her summer visits to see her father in Cleveland, Lucy met with a nearly fatal accident, breaking a leg, and she was still recuperating when she returned to Providence.
  For sake of her shattered health, she sought the salt air of Warwick Neck, a tiny village just south of Providence.  One day a wealthy friend took her to see some valuable hilltop land he had recently purchased.  They encountered some acquaintances, and the rich man astonished everybody by proclaiming: “All take notice!  I hereby give to Mrs. Lucy S. Bainbridge one acre of this land, provided she builds a cottage on it this summer.”


Lucy’s father quickly provided the money, and they built a charming little house, complete with a veranda that wisteria vines soon covered, where they would spend many of the following summers.
  About two miles away, in the direction of Providence, was Old Warwick, with a church, a school, a blacksmith, and one store.  From their cottage they could watch the play of sailboats far below them.  In warm weather, Lucy often let Willie go barefoot.  “Oh how good it felt!”  More than forty years later he wrote in his diary, “I can feel the grass and the freedom now!”


Both mother and son delighted in the local custom of clambake.  “Upon hot stones a bed of seaweed is made, and on it sweet potatoes and corn are laid; over this a layer of clams; again a quantity of seaweed and on top of all a sailcloth.  This savory pile is left to steam for half an hour and then dished up in tin pans with hot fish chowder, melted butter and steamed Boston brown bread.  The finishing touch, if it happens to be in season, is a ripe watermelon.”


The grand church event of 1877 was the semi-centennial anniversary of the Sunday school, observed on May 9. “The audience-room was handsomely decorated for the occasion.  Large growing plants were tastefully arranged upon the pulpit platform, and upon the front of the pulpit was a bed of white roses with a border of green, in which were worked the dates ‘1827-1877,’ in red flowers, and the word ‘Welcome,’ in deep blue.  Vines twined gracefully around the standards of the gas-brackets on each side of the pulpit, and each of the globes contained a handsome bouquet.  The galleries were festooned with passion-vine, and hanging baskets were suspended from the gallery supporters.  The passion-vine also decorated each of the chandeliers.”


The morning celebration began with an organ voluntary, singing of “Rejoice in the Lord,” and Divine blessing invoked by William.  Deacon Boyce, who had been superintendent of the school for thirty-six years, read a long historical sketch — interrupted by the choir singing “Children of Zion” — that explained such details as the move of the school from the vestry to the audience room in 1853 because of dampness, the enlistment of twenty members in the Union Army during the Civil War, the purchase of a harmonium in 1862, continual rescheduling of the hour of meeting, the collection of $300 to buy that boat for the missionary in Burma, the sudden deaths of many valued friends, and finally, at the end of what must have been an exhausting speech for all concerned, the absolutely latest event of the Sunday school, the resignation of Deacon Boyce himself, to take effect at the end of the day.  The congregation responded thankfully to the end of Deacon Boyce’s marathon historical address, or to his resignation which climaxed it, by singing “Awake my Soul, Stretch Every Nerve!”


Young Willie greatly enjoyed the summer excursion down to Oakland Beach near Warwick Neck aboard a boat named The Frances.  Six Churches joined for this grand event, and members of each wore badges of distinguishing colors.  The Jefferson Street Church sported patriotic red, white and blue, but Willie and the other children of Central Baptist bore the odium of pink badges.  A consolation was the delicious desserts sold by L. A. Tinninghast’s ice cream rooms, which came perilously close to running out of ingredients.  A band played, and for a time all the choirs united under the direction of Stephen Greene, Boyce’s successor, singing rousers like “Hold the Fort” and “Pull for the Shore.”
  On the return across the calm waters of Narragansett Bay, Willie could imagine what it would be like to sail across the oceans of the entire world.


A Change of Course


John Seaman worked late at his store, the first Saturday of June 1877, transacting business until ten o’clock.  As he walked briskly home, a neighbor exclaimed, “John, you are younger than any of your boys!”  He seemed in perfect health when he went to bed, but Mary soon thought he was resting uneasily, perhaps troubled by a dream, and she went to wake him.  She called out “John, John,” but he did not answer.  She grasped his hand and found it lifeless.  With the desperate idea that he might be in a state of “suspended animation” she called a doctor, who pronounced him dead from “paralysis of the heart.”


The following Monday, Cleveland’s manufacturers and dealers in leather and boots and shoes met to adopt a resolution noting that at seventy-three he was the oldest merchant in their line of business and proclaiming him a “most honourable and upright” man.  They further resolved to close their business the following Wednesday so they could attend his funeral.  On Sunday, Reverend George W. Gardner, who had replaced Behrends as pastor of the First Baptist Church, delivered a sermon dedicated to John, based on the Biblical text describing the departure of Elijah from Earth, translated directly to heaven in a chariot of fire.


The youngest of Mary’s children, Mary Eliza, lived with her for a short time after John’s death, then married Samuel Henry Cowell, proprietor of a prosperous jewelry business right across the street from Seaman and Smith.
  The house which John and Cleora had been built a comfortable distance from the central square of a small town was now deep in the heart of a major city, and the land on which it stood was worth a fortune.
    Mary Folwell Bainbridge Seaman sold the house, lived with the Cowells for a while, then moved to 91 Arlington Street.


Over the ten years of his pastorate, William had been able to save a fair amount, and Lucy’s inheritance added considerably.  His salary had started at $2,500 per year and rose to $3,000 in 1874.  During 1878, the Central Church had paid him $3,050, and the day after Christmas it gave him three sums: a $900 bonus, the $300 principal of a note it had owed him, and $58.50 interest.
  With no mortgage on their cottage at Warwick neck, still young and with their children past infancy, they were ready for change and risk.


In childhood, Lucy had read and re-read the picture book about China that her parents kept in the bookcase behind the silk curtain, and she had always longed to see those scenes herself.  William had been captivated by science as well as missions, studding his speeches about religion and morality with scientific metaphors, and now the ambition to create a science of missions seized him.  With great excitement, they collected books about Asia, such as The Mikado’s Empire and The Land of the Veda .
  Their imaginations ran rampant through China and the Chinese, by William’s cousin, John Nevius, and they resolved to experience first-hand his mission at Chefoo.


In May, 1878, the lay leaders of Centeral Baptist became angry when they heard a rumor that William was planning to desert them.
  Somewhat defensively, William admitted the rumor was true, but he emphasized he would give “the usual three months notification.”
  As promised, at the beginning of October William wrote, “Eleven years ago I returned with my companion from a hasty visit to Europe, Egypt and Palestine, more anxious than before to see those lands thoroughly, as also to travel far beyond and become personally acquainted with the leading Christian missions throughout the heathen world.”  But the calling of God to the Gospel ministry demanded ten years of service, and William postponed his tour.  A year earlier he had been ready to undertake the voyage, but “the presence of God among us in extraordinary revival blessing made very plain my duty of deferring for still an other year our prospective two to three years tour of the world.”


The Watchman of Boston commented, “A pastorate which takes a church of 341 members, and successfully holds it together for a decade, leaving it 558 strong, receiving by baptism 233, and in all 460, and not only leading them in such effective work as this, but also in benevolent contributions to the amount of $40,000, in addition to $60,000 raised for home expenses, must certainly be reckoned a successful pastorate.”
  Other publications repeated these same proud statistics, undoubtedly provided by William himself.


Lucy made arrangements to leave six-year-old Helen with her grandmother in Cleveland while she, William and eight-year-old Willie toured the world.  She agreed to write a series of short travel articles for the Providence Journal, in the form of letters mailed from each major stop.
   William planned to collect material for a book to establish Christian missions on a scientific basis.  Word came before Christmas that William’s younger brother George had died, and their brother Samuel would die a few months later while William was traveling.  It seemed that their family was vanishing behind them, as they departed Providence, January 1, 1879, to go westward around the globe.


Analysis


The religious environment in which Lucy and William operated was a complex system of denominations and movements, with varying relationships to each other and to secular institutions of the community.  The sociology of religion in America has found that religious denominations can be conceptualized along a dimension from the most otherworldy and sectarian to the most worldy and mainstream.  Much of the theoretical effort has gone into explaining the most intense religious sects, which Benton Johnson noted were in high tension with the surrounding socio-cultural environment.
  In the 1870s, the Baptist Church was a well-established denomination, rather than a sect, but it was sectlike in many of its features and served a clientel that was only moderately more prosperous than the poor people attracted to the sects themselves.  The sectarian dimension correlates negatively with social status.  Those at the high-tension end are poorer and less influential than those at the low-tension end.


Lucy's Sunday school classes consisted largely of female mill workers, who needed to learn habits of good character and homemaking.  Their prospective husbands needed to adopt norms of temperance and hard work, so they could support their families.  As in the South Carolina mill town studied by Liston Pope sixty years later, the Baptist Church served a stabilizing function for ordinary working families, encouraging them to accept the demands of their difficult lives, anticipating their full rewards in heaven.
  In time, with luck and generally advancing economic conditions, their families might eventually enter the middle class.  In contrast, the Union Congregational Church served people who were already affluent.  


All religion provides general compensators, because all human beings face the same objective deprivation of death. Howewver, many people are also deprived in comparison with others who possess more money, status, and power than they. These relatively deprived people are therefore open to appeals from religious organizations that offer specific compensators that substitute for the worldly rewards which they lack.  For example, high-tension groups typically teach that God rewards their members for faith, abstinence, and religious commitment.  This provides not only hope but the sense that the member already is an honorable person, even if he or she does not meet the standards for honor in secular society.  William's church gave greater emphasis to the rite of baptism thatn did Behrends' church, because its members were more interested in achieving magical self-transformations that would allow them to feel increased self-esteem in a society that did not value them very much, and greater security in an economy over which they had no control.


Religious denominations and movements compete with each other, and they employ theological arguments in their effort to gain adherents and material resources.  The episode in which people ran back and forth to hear William and Behrends dispute, each from his own church, is a clear example of this general principle.  Sociologists and economists in the Rational Choice school — notably Rodney Stark, Roger Finke and Laurence Iannaccone — conceptualize churches as business firms competing in a religious market.
  However, realtions among churches are marked by cooperation as well as competition.


One way that churches cooperate is by forming denominations.  William's church gladly gave up members to help establish the Cranston Street Baptist Church, concaptualizing their benefit on the level of denomination rather than congregation.  In a large community, two Baptist churches can be stronger than one, helping each other on joint projects and remaining individuall small enough to serve the emotional needs of their members.  Congregations in the same denomination do compete with each other, just as people in the same family compete.  But on balance the benefits of cooperation can be great enough to sustain a denomination.


Churches also cooperate in inter-denominational activities, such as the temperance crusade in which Lucy and William played such significant roles.  To be sure, the Episcopalians and Roman Catholics declined to participate, but otherwise this movement was broadly-based.  The theological school which both William and Behrends attended trained clergy for a range of denominations.


Beyond these explict forms of cooperation it is important to see there there also were various ways in which churches tecitly agreed to support particular beliefs or policies, and implicitly cooperated to support their common welfare.  To be sure, the churches competed for adherents, but movement of people between denominations served to support the entire religious system.  Behrends received his early experience as a minister among the Baptists, then switched over to the Congregationalists, which at that point were lower in sectarian tension.  Both denominations gained.  The Baptists were relieved of a potential troublemaker who would want to reduce the tension of that denomination below the level needed by its laity.  The Congregationalists gained a fully-trained and tested clergyman, who had carefully determined he was in harmony with their beliefs.


Protestant denominations implicitly cooperated by promulgating shared beliefs and practices.  To the extent that high-tension groups differed from one-tension ones, each was able to serve its constituency better.  Given that individuals were relatively free to switch denominations, this meant that a larger proportion of the population could be involved in satisfying religious fellowship, thereby establishing Christianity more firmly as the religion of the society.  Just as individuals may exchange rewards, building a relationship between them, organizations may exchange individuals and through them create the network of ties that stabilize an otherwise dynamic system.


Although there is much to recommend economic metaphors like "the religious market," we might better borrow our models from biology.  Providence possessed a religious ecology, in which high-tension and low-tension churches had co-evolved, much as flowers and honey bees had evolved in the New England countryside, to depend upon each other.  Well adapted to each other, the denominations simultaneously competed and cooperated, and together they filled all the significant religious niches in the social environment.  Thus, we do not see any non-Christian religious movement rise to prominence during this period, and Catholicism gains only through immigration.  This is not the place to consider the ecological model of religion in all its theoretical and even mathematical detail, but the ecological approach has a long history in sociology, and Talcott Parsons showed years ago that an evolutionary perspective could increase our understanding of religious systems.
  For present purposes, it is enough to realize that there are many ways to think about the religious system, and that individual humans have potentially many kinds of relationships to the denominations and movements that exist in their environment.


Chapter 5:


Westward to the Far East


Lucy, William, Willie and Helen headed westward from New York by train.  The passengers included a group of orphans and foundlings, collected by the Home for Little Wanderers, in the care of a kindly superintendent who would distribute them among willing families of the western states.  At Cleveland, they watched sleighs race along Euclid Avenue and took a short pilgrimage to Woodland Cemetery, to gaze upon the snow-covered mounds that marked the Seaman graves.


They deposited Nellie with her grandmother, Mary Folwell Bainbridge Seaman, who lived with her daughter, Mary Eliza, and her son-in-law, Samuel Cowell, on Olive Street.
   Nellie’s uncle, Charles Seaman (who now ran Seaman and Smith Shoes) lived at 974 Kennard Street with his wife, Carrie, son Charles, and Carrie’s mother.
  Lucy's other brother, Harry, had sold out his part of the Erie business, went west, went broke, and returned to Erie.  After his father’s death he was an insurance agent in Cleveland, then settled down as a bookkeeper for Standard Oil.  This growing monopoly had been founded by John D. Rockefeller, a trustee and the Sunday school superintendent of Cleveland’s Second Baptist Church, where Henry taught Sunday school.
  In an apartment at 923 Streator Avenue he lived with his wife and their three children, Laura, Augusta and Walter.
  Of all her Seaman relatives, Lucy would keep closest contact throughout the rest of her life with “Gussie” and Walter, who carried the names of her dead sister and brother.


In Chicago, they transferred to a fancy hotel car.
  The era of Pullmans had begun, plush coaches designed for comfort and elegance, and railroad advertisements called them palaces.
 West of Omaha they encountered prarie fires by night: “Like two mighty serpents, miles in length, fire was meeting fire.”
  In Wyoming territory, where women had the vote, Lucy interviewed a sullen woman about her political rights, and in Ogden, Utah, she interrogated the proprietor of Zion’s Coöperative Mercantile Institution about Mormon polygyny.


Finally, twenty-five hundred miles out of Chicago, they reached San Francisco.  William collected letters of recommendation from the Japanese consul, and Lucy scoured the city for seasickness remedies: a bottle of hyoscyamus and another of nux vomica, brown paper to soak in vinegar, strips of cloth to wind tightly around the torso, and lemons.  One gentleman advised, “Keep drinking raw whiskey when first you embark, until — well, until you are drunk; and when you come out of it you will be all right for the rest of the trip.”
  Lucy decided this cure was worse than the disease itself, so she did not purchase whiskey.  The day after Willie’s ninth birthday, they embarked with eight hundred other souls, on the steamer Gaelic, bound for Japan, across five thousand miles of sea.


While Lucy was taking excursions with Captain Kidley to inspect the sides of beef on ice for their elegant dinners, and interrogating him about the silver and quicksilver in the cargo, William was reading missionary reports, debating missionary work with other passengers, and trying a little of it out on some of the six hundred Chinese men travelling home in steerage.  With the Chinese he had no success, and one of them explained to him, “Christians all cheat and oppress Chinamen.  They think Chinamen no better than pigs; with no rights in society or business, or government.  Our gods teach us better.  In our classics we read good morals.  Christians better go to our joss-houses.”
  William’s mind drifted to the etymology of the word joss, derived via Pidgin English and Portuguese from the Latin deus, God. Half a dozen of the Chinamen died during the weeks the ship ploughed westward, but even in death, they longed to return home.  By paying the ship’s doctor forty dollars for his work and a bottle of carbolic acid, each arranged to be pickled so his body could be buried in China.


At daybreak on March 11, the Gaelic reached Yokohama, the port just south of Tokyo that was open to foreign ships.  Bracing against the cold, piercing wind, Lucy spied “Fuji in all his dazzling glory, his snowy crown encircled by light fleecy clouds.”  After what seemed an eternity of open sea, Willie was stunned by the image of “the mountains in the distance, land obscured by the mists of the morning, then the sun arising in the east and glistening on the snow capped mountains, surely the land of the rising sun.”  When they disembarked, he was delighted by the clatter of wooden shoes along the road.


At first, they stayed with Baptist missionaries named Brown who lived on the fine bluff overlooking Yokohama, in the “consession” reserved for foreigners.
  Riding in two-coolie rickshas, they went fifteen miles out and fifteen back, to see the immense idol of Daibootz near Kamakura, which did not enchant Lucy.  “Travellers write of the sweet and wonderful expression of this idol’s face.  It expresses to me simply that Buddhist idea ‘nigban’ — absorbed into annihilation; a stupid, sleepy stare.”
  The family climbed onto the idol's hands and discovered they would all fit on the fingernails.


  Although Japan had been open to the world for two decades, outsiders could not travel farther than twenty miles around each treaty port without special permission.  William sought a native substitute who would stand in for him if he broke the law and accept punishment in his stread, even being executed in his place if necessary.  A Japanese Christian named Mr. Watanabe volunteered for this Christ-like mission.
  


William reckoned that there were 123 Protestant missionaries in Japan, and 53 of them were accompanied by their wives, yet less than three thousand Japanese were communicants of Christian churches.  Despite a minor Buddhist revival that seemed to be in progress, the chief opponent to Christianity was not the indigenous Asian religions, but Western science.  Japan's technological progress was so rapid the Bainbridges could see it happening before their very eyes.  But with this secular advance came disdain of faith in the supernatural.


At Tokyo Imperial University, “The American professor, with most courteous manner and language, yet with spirit most bitter against Christianity and painful to the heart of belief, declared that science denies the existence of God, resolves everything to matter and its necessary laws, and that Christianity was a vast humbug.”
  He invited them to dinner and proved to be an hospitable host.


Another evening, they were invited to a lavish multi-course dinner by the Secretary of the Home Department, featuring Japanese cuisine.  “A lobster made to represent a ship with a square sail of green plantain leaf, and decorated with the emblem of Japan — the rising sun — cut out of orange peel, was placed in the centre of the table, to serve as an ornament until it should be eaten.”
  Lucy’s toured a school for girls funded by the empress, where she was treated to a koto and singing recital that she found painfully dischordant.
  She was more impressed by the Nichi Nichi Shinbun newspaper when shown around by the editor, Mr. Fukutsi.


One morning, with a young Japanese lady named Oginsan, Lucy and Willie rode rickshas through the winding streets to inspect the funeral procession of a man favored by the Mikado.  Led by a servant with folded arms, this solemn parade included scores of soldiers, priests, officials, and relatives of the deceased.  Lucy pondered the symbolisms.  “A man bearing a green bush ornamented with long strips of white paper in fancy shapes.  Men carrying long bamboo poles flying red and white strips of Japanese silk.  Men in white tunics, with boughs covered with real blossoms and artificial flowers.  A box of unpainted wood carried on the shoulders of several servants, which contained the food to be set before the dead man at the funeral ceremony.  The corpse in an unpainted house, a few feet each way in size, with closed bamboo curtain and ornamented with gilt and rice straw tassels and rope, and bunches of white paper, borne on two immense beams by forty men in white tunics.”


She watched the high priest perform the graveside ceremony.  “When all had gone out except a few priests and the eldest son, a crowd of coolies rushed in.  Flowers and branches were pushed aside, chairs piled up, and the curtain-side of the room behind the corpse torn down, revealing the grave.  The house of the dead man was soon taken to pieces, and the simple box in which the body had been placed in kneeling position was pushed  and jostled by the coolies, who talked and laughed and screamed directions to every other coolie who was within sight.  The eldest son consoled himself with cigarettes and looked on.  After the grave had been sprinkled with charcoal, the box was lowered by the noisy workmen.  A pair of shoes and stockings, banners and streamers were laid upon the coffin, and, as we left the cemetery, the priests were chattering over the food they were packing to take home with them.  The dead man had taken the spiritual essence, and what was left they would dispose of literally.”


After five weeks near Tokyo, the Bainbridges set out by stage coach along the grand thoroughfare called the Tokaido that runs three hundred miles westward to Kyoto.  At Odawara, they exchanged the stage for kangoes, chairs slung from poles, and allowed themselves to be carried up into the Hakone mountains.
  The next day, Lucy chose to walk the eleven miles to the jinrikishas in Mishima rather than bear another kango ride.  Curiosity seekers in every village swarmed around Lucy’s man-drawn chariot to see this strange woman with flaming red hair, her lanky husband, and their peculiar child.


A letter of introduction from the Secretary of the Home Department to the Assistant Governor gave them a grand tour of ancient Kyoto.  They stayed in the home of missionary Joseph Neesima.
  Born Neesima Shimeta in a samurai family, he was ten years old when Commodore Perry anchored his fleet in Tokyo Bay and opened Japan to the world.  In 1864, having learned a little English, he stowed away on a ship bound for Shanghai.  There he begged captain Horace Taylor of the Wild Rover to take him to America.
  At Hong Kong he sold his sword to purchase a Chinese Bible; the captain renamed him Joseph; his transformation had begun.


In Boston, the ship’s owner, Alphaeus Hardy, exclaimed “God has sent you to be a savior to your people!”
  Neesima studied with great diligence at Phillips Academy, Amherst College, and Andover Theological Seminary.  A decade after leaving Japan, he was ordained and sent back to Japan with $5,000 in donations to establish a school in his native Kyoto that would eventually evolve into Doshisha University.  When the Bainbridges arrived Neesima was developing an ambitious philosophy of education.  Christianity, he thought, would succeed best in Japan if the evangelists were native Japanese, and they would need thorough university educations that would make them intellectual leaders of their nation. 


Nine-year-old Willie sang “What a friend we have in Jesus” with Mrs. Neesima, he in English and she in Japanese.
  He played “tag” with the neighbor boys, just as at home.
  One day he inspired a group of twenty Japanese lads to drill like American soldiers, with broomsticks for rifles, and they marched down to the mission school singing “Jesus Loves Me, This I Know” in Japanese.


After taking in the sights of Osaka, they were guests with the family of Luther Halsey Gulick in Kobe, a lineage of missionaries who had labored for fifty years in Hawaii.
  The steamship Nagoya Maru took them through the inland sea and on to Nagasaki, where Lucy knew “thousands of Christians were cruelly put to death.”
  Although impressed by Japan’s dynamism, they did not fully appreciate the first Asian land they visited until they saw their second.  Japan was clean, but China was a cesspool.


China


Their guide in Shanghai was Matthew T. Yates, an American missionary who had come to the city in 1847 with his wife.
  Because they were Southern Baptists, they had been forced to support themselves during the Civil War, and for many years they had worked alone in the small city mission to which he led Lucy.  “The leprous, blind, sick; the pitted and small-pox convalescent are all jostled along with the rest of the unwashed crowd.  The pavement is uneven and slippery with filth... A sluggish little creek coated with green slime, its banks well lined with decaying vegetables and indescribable filth, slowly winds its way through the city to the river outside... We stumble on a pile of garbage, and the air — what there is — has the additional flavor of hot goose-oil and frying pork-balls.  There are many opium dens on the route; there at that curtain door is one of the victims.  His weird expression and pinched cheek show that the demon has a firm grip on him... Conversation lags as we press our lips together in the effort not to breathe.  But we have reached one of the three chapels right in the heart of this slimy, noisome place.  It is a pleasant relief to dodge into the small yard, and enter the cool, more quiet room where the Gospel of the pure and living God is preached many times each week.”


Former President Ulysses S. Grant and his entourage arrived.  In her memoirs, Mrs. Grant pretended not to notice the filth but concentrated instead upon the firework display: “It was simply grand!”
  Lucy had pinned a tiny American flag to her son’s chest for the occasion.  Grant laid his hand on the boy’s head and said, “You are an American, I see, and love the American flag.  What are you going to be when you are a man?”


Willie answered, “It would be great to be a general.”


Grant smiled and said, “But remember that you have a good many rungs of the ladder to climb; yes, and when you get there it isn't worth much at all.”
  


William set out on a two-thousand-mile inventory of the Christian missions in Ningpo, Zao-hying, Hangchow, Suchow, Ching-kiang, Nankin, Wuhu, Nganking, Kiukiang, Hankow Hanyan, and Wuchang.  Lucy and Willie took steamer to Chefoo, where William’s cousin, John Nevius, and his wife Helen had been operating a mission for nearly twenty years.
  Little Willie would remember John Nevius “for his genial spirit and his hearty laugh,” and it was said he accomplished as much for Christianity with his optimism as with his preaching.


John Nevius was an innovator, having improved the fruit of the Chinese pear by grafting,
 and he had redesigned the passenger-carrying Chinese wheelbarrow for use on his frequent missionary tours of the countryside.  The one huge wheel is surrounded by a box with removable seats that can serve as a bed.  A coolie in the back stears by means of ropes leading to the mule at the front, cracking his whip past the passenger.  Nevius had contrived a system of brakes to slow the vehicle when the donkey decided to run down hill, but he had not yet solved the problem of stability.  He and Lucy went riding together, and the greater weight on his side necessitated running the thing at a tilt, until a sharp turn precipitated them both on the ground, Lucy on top of the inventor.


While William surveyed the mission outposts, Lucy investigated the conditions of women in China.  The most dreadful sign of their degradation was the cruel custom of footbinding, in which a girl’s feet would be so tightly wrapped that they would crush themselves in growing.  The ideal was a tiny “lotus petal” not more than three inches long.  Born in obscurity in the late Sung or early Ming dynasties, this practice spread to many strata of Chinese society, hindered the economy by removing many women from productive physical work, and caused suffering on a scale previously unknown in the history of the world.


Lucy convinced a servant-nurse to reveal her naked foot.  “It was a little bag of dried and seemingly lifeless skin, filled with a pulpy mass of bones and muscles.  One of the toes had rotted off during the binding process, and the others, except the large one, had been twisted under and were embedded in the sole.  The instep bones had been crowded up and pushed together, while the heel had been drawn forward, making an indentation nearly an inch deep in the under part of the foot.  The limb, to the knee, because of lack of circulation, was only skin and bone, and the ankle, which is usually kept carefully covered with silk wrappings or an embroidered pantalet, was a bulging deformity.”


Usually, the woman explained, girl’s feet were bound at the age of five or six, but because she was a weak child, her parents had waited until she was ten.  For a long time, the pain prevented her from sleeping, but she could doze a little bit if she hung her feet over the hard edge of her bed, and that winter she put no blanket over her feet, because the cold numbed the agony.


“Once when the pain was very severe I loosened the bandage, but my mother told me what a dreadful thing it would be not to become a lady.  That same day when a large footed woman came to carry away all the slops and sewerage to the rice fields, mother asked me if I never wanted to wear silk dresses, and if I should like to be a servant.”
  As an adult, she converted to Christianity, but it was too late to unbind her feet.  For the remainder of her life, she would hobble on the stumps, and she could not even stand without her bandages.


When sitting on her verandah, Lucy could hear the wailing of an eight-year old girl enduring the torture of her foot-binding.  By paying a little money, Lucy was able to watch a woman change the bindings, rubbing alum into the cracked skin, working quickly to adjust the bindings before the flesh could swell.  She asked how long the girl would suffer such pain, and she was told it usually took a foot two years to die.


Even poor families, Lucy was told, might set aside one daughter to become a lady, binding her feet in hopes she would ascend into a higher social class.  A true lady possesses “golden lily feet,” wears shoes only two and a half inches long, and must be carried everywhere by a servant.  Sometimes gangrene sets in, and the girl dies.  One of the missionaries  told Lucy of encountering a young woman lying on a country road, her feet nearly rotted off, death creeping up her diseased legs.  For Lucy, the ghastly custom of foot-binding was proof of the superiority of Christianity, and Christian Chinese seldom practiced it, instead providing their daughters handsome shoes of a proper size.  


Chinese Religion and Medicine


When John Nevius had first arrived in 1854, he became fascinated by stories about Chinese who supposedly had been possessed by spirits, and he studied similar tales in the Bible.
  The laws of the ancient Hebrews forbad them to consort with dark powers:  “A man also or woman that hath a familiar spirit, or that is a wizard, shall surely be put to death: they shall stone them with stones: their blood shall be upon them.”
  Lucy was thoroughly acquainted with the story of Saul and the witch of Endor, who successfully evoked the ghost of Samuel,
 and in her tour of the Holy Land a dozen years earlier she had rushed past that cursed spot.  The New Testament reports that Jesus frequently cast out devils, testimony to their existence as well as to his healing powers.


Nevius had been collecting stories of spirit possessions, and just three months earlier he had interviewed Mr. Kwo, a victim of demon-possession in the village of Twin-Mountain Stream.  Mr. Kwo said his troubles had begun soon after he bought a picture of the goddess Wang Mu-niang and displayed it in the most honorable position in his house.  An evil spirit came to him in his dreams, then he fell into uncontrolable restlessness.  When possessed by the demon, Mr. Kwo acquired marvelous healing powers, and people came from far and wide to be cured.  Then Mr. Kwo met a Chinese Christian missionary who convinced him Jesus would drive out the evil spirit, and they tore down the shrine they had made for it.  A few days later, Mr. Kwo’s child died.  His wife blamed this terrible loss on the demon’s anger and urged him to resume his worship of it.  But he refused, saying he was now dedicated to Jesus.  Vanquished, the spirit departed with these words: “Jesus Christ is the great Lord over all.”
  


When William rejoined Lucy and heard tales like this from his cousin, he suggested that Nevius approach spirit possession more systematically.  Inspired by his conversations with William and Lucy, Nevius sent a thirteen-item questionnaire to all the Protestant clergy in China, collecting cases of possession and determining how Christianity could best cure them.  Aided by science, they imagined, Christian religion would conquer native superstitions, and in so doing liberate the women and men of China.


Leaving Willie in the care of their cousins, Lucy and William set out on a five-week excursion to Peking, invited by Henry Blodget, an American missionary who like Nevius had begun his China work back in 1854.  Blodget had entered Tientsin with the British and French army in 1860 during the second opium war, had helped translate the New Testament into the Mandarin language a dozen years later, and co-authored a Chinese hymnal.
  Other hosts would be the American consul, George H. Seward, and the president of the Imperial University, Dr. Martin.
  At Tientsin, Lucy and William transferred from a steamboat to a native junk, sculled against the current on a windless day past the scene of the terrible massacre.


In 1870 wild rumors had whipped up rage against an innocent Catholic orphanage.  The sisters supposedly were buying Chinese children to make magical charms out of their hearts and eyes.  The fact that some of the orphans died in an epidemic, and other children were baptized when they were about to die, implicated Christianity.  A few Chinese were executed for selling children to the nuns, but an official investigation exonerated the orphanage.  The citizens of Tientsin would not be calmed, however, and a shooting incident involving the French Consul triggered a mob attack.  Ten nuns, two priests, various other foreigners, and some of the children were murdered, many of them horribly mutilated.
 


In Peking, Lucy and William resolved to investigate the roots of Chinese superstition by penetrating its most holy shrine.  Once every year, the Emperor of China rode forth from his palace to burn incense to his ancestors and sacrifice animals to his gods in the Temple of Heaven, an immense structure set within a wall that encircles nearly a square mile.  Lucy heard that General Grant had been the first foreignor who had gained entrance in all of recorded history, and where he had gone she felt she, also, had the right to go.  Mrs. Grant had been barred because she was a woman, but Lucy gathered up a party of Christian ladies and set out for the temple before dawn, riding in a cart belonging to the president of the Imperial University and proclaiming, “What has been done can be done!”


At the outer gate, a priest refused to let them in, even after they had offered a handsome bribe.
  William left Lucy and her friends resting under the trees while he penetrated it by climbing unobserved over the wall. “When I returned to my party, and the exorbitant priests found they had been outwitted, they were glad to accept a dollar each entrance money, and to make the remainder of our stay as agreeable as possible.”


“The rusty bars and bolts were not only withdrawn,” Lucy was pleased to see, “but the guard conducted us through all the buildings, smilingly permitted us to gather leaves from the Altar of Heaven, and against our earnest entreaties to the contrary, climbed up to the blue glass blinds of the azure temple and broke off a handful of the tiny rods as a gift for us ladies to carry away.”


Ambassador Seward kindly provided horses for an excursion to the summer palaces and the wall, one with a side-saddle so Lucy could ride like the proper lady she was.  “So away we went, jumping the puddles and low stone-walls, and leaving the mules in the dim distance to plod along in their swing-song way.”
   Before noon they came to Wan-sho-shan.  “On the summit of a hill in the centre stands a lonely building of marble and illuminated porcelain in nearly perfect condition; below it, on the terraces of the hill, are the grand staircases and smaller buildings in heaps of ruins.”  Two decades later British troops would demolish this White Pagoda.
 



That evening they stopped at the Temple of the Black Dragon’s Pool. “But what a weird place in which to sleep, with those big, grim idols looking right in at us from the opposite side of the moonlit court.”
  From this point onward to Nankow Pass, the way was too rough for the horses, so they continued by mule until they reached the Great Wall, where Lucy and William spent a night tortured by insects.
  A view of the Ming tombs, an audience with Prince Kung, inspection of salt extraction from sea water at Tientsin, and they returned by ship to Chefoo where Willie was waiting for them.


“He was glad to see us; there was no mistaking that.  His trials were many and soon told.  His donkey was lame, his bird dead, the dog ill, and he himself just getting through with the mumps.  The patriotism of this young American on the Fourth of July had been sufficient to lead him to wear a bamboo sword on his side and the Stars and Stripes on his hat all day, and close up by a speech and fire-crackers in the evening.  But his loyalty to his parents was true, even at such exciting times as the Fourth, and a whole pack of firecrackers had been carefully hoarded up and were fired in honor of our safe return.”
  William considered his son to have “a very delicate constitution,” and his prompt recovery from mumps was a good sign that the tour was giving him strength.


The three travelers went to Foochow and Amoy and Swatow, where they stayed with missionaries Dr. Baldwin and John Van Nest Talmage and William Ashmore, then continued to Canton.
  It was here that they completed their experiments with Chinese cusine.  Half a century later, Willie would recall vividly.  “I had my first experience in eating dog, and cat and mouse!  You need not shudder.  These animals live much more hygienically than most of the pigs and some of the other animals we eat in this country.  A little mouse inhabiting the rice fields of earth is certainly much cleaner than the slimy eel or the average hog.”
  When his father shot two enormous rats, during one of their inland boat trips, the crew immediately confiscated the bodies for dinner.


In Canton, Lucy visited restaurants that served stewed dog, dried rat, and cooked cat.  Diners could check the authenticity of these dinty dishes by the tails which the cook had left attached to the meat.  “Dog meat is considered very strengthening, and is used by men who have hard manual labor to perform.  Cat meat is given to those needing tonic, while I am told a diet of rat meat will cause the hair to grow.  If any young man with a very downy moustache wishes to try this choice recipe, he is at perfect liberty to do so, without feeling it necessary to send me a testimonial of its efficacy.”


William scorned the medical practices of all the countries he considered heathen, and he was convinced that only the partnership of Christianity and science could liberate Asia from mysticism and pseudoscience.  He considered the Chinese “foolish in their use of medicines prepared from dried snakes, lizards, toads, bats, and other creatures.  It is said that some of their herbs and roots are used with skill and success, but the grand principle is the doing of something supposed to favorably affect the invisible fung-shway influence moving about in the air.  In these north and south currents are the secrets of all the ills to which flesh is heir.  In one case the forefoot of a lizard will ward off bad influences.  In another case the hind leg of a toad will encourage good influences.”
  


Burma


The family sailed to Singapore and then parted, with William going to Bangkok where he infuriated the American ambassador by interviewing a member of the royal family without permission.
  Lucy and her son took the steamer Pemba a thousand miles to Maulmain in the British-occupied part of Burma, where Willie dragged his mother to a lumber yard to watch the elephants at work.


Mrs. U. S. Grant had marveled at the intelligence of these beasts a few months earlier when she saw them piling logs.
  Lucy was more impressed by the capacity of the pacyderms to cooperate: “Two elephants will work together in placing the timber, the one lifting while the other pushes into position; and all this is done quietly, slowly, without a word of direction from any one.  A native is perched on the animal’s neck with his bare feet braced behind the great ears, and with his toes and feet manages this huge living machine.”


Their host in Maulmain was Lucy’s dear school-chum from Ipswich Seminary, Martha Sheldon, who was in charge of a substantial mission school for girls called the Tyke.
  There Willie, still short of his tenth birthday, developed the first romantic attachment of his life with a Burmese girl named Mah Soo.  “Aunt Mattie” Sheldon had given Willie the run of the school, and while the girls were learning about Christianity he managed to learn about Buddhism.  “He thought that even the moon seemed different,” Lucy observed.  “It swung low to the earth, and he felt he might reach it if only he could stretch his arm a little further.”
  At the October full moon, the Burmese floated thousands of tiny, lighted boats down the river.


Mah Soo accompanied the Bainbridges upstream, past stagnant, malarial swamps to see the missionary outposts at Seejaw and Dong-yan.  “The boat was a hollowed log about thirty feet long,” Lucy recalled, “one-third of the length being covered by a thatched roof and plank sides.  Into this house, too low to stand erect, a company of us packed outselves like sardines in a box.  The Kalah rowers occupied all the space in front, and the steersman and baggage all of it behind.  It was necessary under such arrangement of travel to be ‘in harmony with one’s environment.’  If any body imagines that a missionary feels it necessary to wear a solemn and dignified countenance at all times, he needs only to have been on that jungle trip to have had all such illusions dispelled.”


Another boat trip took them to Amherst so Lucy could survey the simple stone and the fence-circled weeds that marked the grave of Ann Judson, “one of the most heroic of America’s noblest women.”
  Ann had come to Burma with her Baptist missionary husband, Adoniram, in 1813, and discovered that the Burmese suffered under one of the most corrupt and vicious regimes in the entire world.  It was the custom of each new king to have thousands murdered to extirpate possible opponents and instill terror throughout the population.  Nothing in Burma could be accomplished without bribing hoardes of rapacious officials.  Confessions obtained under torture aided these worthies in seizing the property of anyone unlucky enough to arouse their envy.


After six years of effort learning the Burmese language and translating the first fragments of the Bible into it, Adoniram gained his first convert to Christianity.  Before there were more than two dozen, Burma went to war with Britain, and he was seized for being an enemy alien despite his cries that he was an American.  The sadistic captors twisted his arms behind his back with cords that cut deeply into his flesh, and they threw him in a dark, filthy room with fifty hopeless prisoners.  Shackeled heavily, by night their legs were hung above their heads on a bamboo pole, as they labored to sleep despite the groans and the vermin.  Without the food brought by Ann, and the slight reduction of the cruelty bought by her bribes, he would have died.  For more than a year he endured the most horrible agonies and dangers, before British victory liberated him.  During Adoniram’s imprisonment, Ann gave birth to a daughter who accompanied her on perilous errends to feed her starving husband.  Adoniram learned of his wife’s death from smallpox a month after it had occurred, and the best care a wet nurse could provide kept the baby alive only weeks longer.  


Many of the pioneer missionaries suffered and died without saving a single soul, and at times William’s faith would falter.  “That sudden death of Rev. J. Thomas in 1837, when, just in sight of his expected life-work, a tree fell over on his boat from the bank of the Brahmaputra, killing him instantly — what could God have meant by this?”
  But in a moment, Christian resolution would reassert itself, and Ann Judson’s personal agony became glorious Christian martyrdom.  Ann spoke her last words to Burman disciples.  “I must die alone and leave my little one, but as it is the will of God, I acquiesce in His will.  I am not afraid of death, but I am afraid I shall not be able to bear these pains.  Tell the teacher that the disease was most violent and I could not write.  Tell him how I suffered and died.”


Some western intellectuals called Buddhism the light of Asia, but William was convinced it was the deepest darkness, worse than Islam and Confucianism, responsible for the indifference to human suffering and the refusal to strive for progress that he found so prevalent in Buddhist lands.  In Maulmain he saw the perfect metaphor, the decaying body of a high priest all covered with goal leaf.  “We have been touching Buddhism at thousands of points all over its great glittering surface, and have found only a rotting corpse of religious faith and life beneath.  The vision may be very bright and dazzling to the culture of unbelief in far off Christian lands, but the grave is the only fit place for the whole system.  The gold is not worth the disgusting and unhealthy process of removal.  Let it go.  Clean hands have better business in this little life of eternal issues.”


Lizards danced on the ceiling of the mission buildings at Maulmain.  The small lizards ate the insects, and the big lizards, called tauk-taw because that was the verse they sang in their loud voices, ate the little ones.  Lucy complained, “The ceaseless buzzing, chirping, whirring and cawing must be heard to be appreciated.  The crows hover about the house in crowds, ready to fly in upon the dining-table as soon as the servant’s back is turned, and keep up a steady concert of caw, caw, cawing.”
  In a chapel at Rangoon, William shouted his sermon in competion with five hundred of these noisy birds.


Rangoon’s photographer, Mr. Jackson, captured Mah Soo’s declicate form in two tiny sepia pictures.  Her lean, alert face gazes beneath a garland of white flowers that frames the hair pulled back from her forhead.  Her flower-decked, long-sleeve shirt and floor-length dress are clean and dignified.  For the scene sitting in the victorian chair, she removed her many necklaces and bracelets, but retained the three rings on her left hand.  The domestic scene shows her surrounded by fine kitchen pans in the pose of Buddhist meditation, but the keen eyes reveal a spirit ready for action rather than resignation.


William left his wife and son with Mrs. Ingalls, a missionary in Thongzai beyond Rangoon, while he went on ahead to a conference in India.  Mrs. Ingalls had rented a monkey for Wille's amusement, and the two women went by bullock cart into the hinterland. At sunset on a Sunday these Christian ladies spied on a Buddhist meeting.  “Through a grove of palm and mango trees, to a bamboo room on posts, we hurried.  It had a thatched roof but no sides.  Quietly we climbed the bamboo ladder (the only means of entrance), and there saw a small company of men kneeling before the idols, praying.


“Close to the sacred platform we stood and listened, ‘O, thou great one, and most excellent, we worship thee with our minds and our bodies, and all that we have.  Thou hast taken the form of every living thing.  When thou wast in the last state of a Boodh, O Gaudama, thou wast the most wonderful, and hast gone into Nigban (practical annihilation of body and soul).’  The prayer then stopped, as the worshipper poured water through the cracks of the bamboo floor. ‘For this act of adoration may we all obtain great merit, O Gaudama!’


“‘My friend,’ said the missionary, touching him on the shoulder, ’I have heard your prayer.’


“‘Oh, I am glad,’ quickly replied the man.


“‘But,’ continued the mama (teacher), ‘I did not hear of anything this great god can do for you.’


“‘I will not lie; he is not able,’ was the frank answer.


“‘Well, then, why do you pray to him?’


“‘It’s our custom; our forefathers all did so.’


“‘Must you do exactly as your ancestors did?  They always spent four days walking to Rangoon when they went there and slept under the trees; and yet you go in the cars in six hours.  How’s that?’”
  Mrs. Ingalls then preached to them about Jesus.


On another excursion, Mah Soo, Lucy, and Willie each rode an elephant deep into the jungle.  The mud was too deep for the animals to lie down, so each rider had to climb a tree and drop down onto the vast grey head, then clamber into a wooden howdah lined with straw behind the driver’s place astride the neck.
  A touch of “broken bone jungle fever” slowed Lucy down for a few days, and then finally it was time to take ship for Calcutta.  The Christians piled a great mass of bananas on the deck of the S. S. Malda as their parting gift, and for the remainer of his life Willie would remember them all singing, “We shall meet beyond the river.”
  He and Mah Soo exchanged letters, but they would never see each other again.


India


At Calcutta, General Litchfield, Consul-General for the United States, accompanied Lucy and her son to the mission directed by Miss Hook where they were to stay.  William was still traveling in the south of India, so there was time for Lucy to indulge her fascinations with death and exotic superstitions.  “The special deity of Calcutta is the goddess Kali, from whom the city derives its name.  A drive of several miles along the Chowringee road brought us to the old temple and village of Kali-Khutta, where the worship was then going on.  According to Hindoo belief, life must never be taken, hence the people cannot eat meat.  But a goat or fowl, whose blood has been offered to the insatiable Kali, becomes sacred.  After the priest has severed the animal’s head and received a good sum for his work, and the blood and prayers have been given to Kali, the worshipper can take the animal home and eat it without losing caste.  Hence hungry devotees are glad to offer their homage to Kali, and the priest makes no small amount for his own pocket.


“There was blood everywhere: in pools on the pavement, on the steps and platform, and in front of the doorway opening into the dark room where Kali, in the midst of blood, sat in all her diabolical finery.  Her black face and open mouth expressed nothing but murder; the long red tongue hung out over the chin, the three livid eyes glared out from the darkness, and the necklace of skulls she is represented as wearing could be seen, while in one hand she grasps a sword and the other holds a skull filled with blood, and still another has in it a bleeding human heart.”


General Litchfield arranged for Lucy to visit the Burning Ghaut on the Ganges where the dead are cremated.  “The building, if it may be called a building at all, is open toward the sky, and partly open toward the river, and so close that it is but a moment’s work, after the burning is completed, to drop the bones into the sacred stream.  We went early in the morning.  One body was nearly consumed, and the men who had been in attendance were now beguiling the time away with a game of cards and a little gambling.  The body of an old man was brought in just in front of us.  The logs were piled up, and a few pieces of sandal-wood laid on top.  The old man could not have been very rich, or else the brother, who was attending to this last rite for the deceased, was careful of expense, for but little sandal-wood went on to this burning pile.  The wealth of a man can generally be told by the amount of this precious wood used at his burning.


“The body of the old man, wrapped in a cloth, was taken off the bamboo litter, and laid upon the pile of logs.  He must have been a tall man among his fellows, for the poor withered feet hung limp over the end.  Other kindling and heavy logs were piled on, water from the sacred river was poured over the body, a cup of oil turned upon the head, and the hand filled with grain.  All was now ready.  A bunch of straw was thrust under the logs and the brother lit it.  The fire crackled and licked about the mass, and wrapped the whole in a sheet of flame.  As we came away, the brother was watching, with intense interest, — the burning body of this near of kin?  No! but the gambling of the young men with the cards.”


It was in pagan Calcutta, a year away from America, that Willie celebrated his tenth birthday.  His most vivid memory was of sitting near the Ganges in the early morning, observing the Indians washing away their sins in the holy river, as a group of Christians sang the hymn, “There is a fountain filled with blood.”
  The mysteries of the Indian caste system were brought home to Willie one day when his shadow happened to fall upon the dinner of a servant.  In a rage, the man declared that he would have to throw both the food and the dish away, or lose caste.
 


As she had done in China, Lucy scrutinized the degraded condition of Indian women.  Locked away in zenanas, hardly better than harems, wives of affluent gentlemen seemed unable to assert their individual rights and desires.  Lucy attended a dance-filled nautch celebration of the piercing of a Calcutta girl’s ears.  “The little maid must soon take her place in the secluded rooms of the zenana, and get such glimpses of Nautch parties and like festivities, as could be gained from the upper balcony, through the closely-woven screens, with all the other women of the house.  But now she is to be the queen of the evening.  She is to wear the choicest of the family jewels, and sit in the most conspicuous part of the room.”
  Aside from Lucy and the girl herself, the only females present were the dancers, and the delighted guests were all Baboo gentlemen.


“The Baboos salaamed very pleasantly to her majesty, and very sweetly little Nahrodah, putting her hand to her lips and then to her forehead, with a little nod of the head, returned the salutations.  Her dress was of green tissue and gold work.  A necklace of pearls and another of flowers, strung together, reached to her waist.  Her nose-ring was so large that she had to tuck it one side, putting the large pearl which ornamented it upon her ear while she munched cardamom seeds.  A fringe of gold and pearls hung over the forehead, while the face was crowned with a towering aigrette of gold and feathers, each dancing swaying tip being finished with a diamond.  Armlets and bracelets and earrings finished the little queen’s toilet.”


After listening critically to the exotic music, Lucy set out to explore the house “and visit the women of the family peering through the lattice screens above.  Through dark halls and dirty stairways we found our way to the women.  With them we looked through the chinks of the curtain upon the gay scene below.  Wishing to see for a moment more perfectly, I thougtlessly lifted a corner of the screen.  A cry of horror burst from the women as they rushed backward, and the Baboo, who at that moment joined us, tucked the screen all back, assuring me that no harm had been done, but had any of the women been see it would have been a dreadful thing.”
  Some time after midnight, exhausted Nahrodah was put to bed in the zenana, her ears duly pierced, and by two in the morning when the entertainment ended, Lucy was ready to return to the liberty enjoyed by an American woman.


William finally rendezvoused with his wife and son, and the family took train westward.  At Lucknow, Cawnpore and Delhi, Lucy inspected the sites of holy martyrdom in the great Sepoy Mutiny of 1857, which she had followed in the newspapers when it occurred.


The sepoys were native soldiers serving in the armies of the British East India Company, which had gained control over the subcontinent by exploiting the anarchy of an empire that was fast falling of its own weight.  A tiny handful of European officers commanded thousands of Hindu and Moslem troups, as missionaries sought to convert India to Christianity, and European technology slowly invaded a stagnant culture.  Indigenous potentates continued to rule, some as British puppets and others in uneasy alliance with England, living splendorously as the common people suffered.  At Lucknow, the Shiite Moslem King of Oudh indulged every sensuous vice, supported by a system of tax farming in which lesser officials held contracts to extract a certain amount of revenue from a given area, pocketing whatever else they could steal from the largely Hindu peasants.  Prompted by moral outrage as well as base ambition, the British annexed Oudh and clumsily set out to reform the unjust system.  But from the standpoint of Hindu peasants, Moslem masters had merely been replaced by Christian ones.


In January 1857, at the Dum-Dum arsenal (later famous for the invention of bullets that would spin around inside anyone they hit), a thirsty Laskar begged a drink of water from a sepoy’s drinking vessel.  The soldier haughtily refused, saying that the vessel would be contaminated by the lips of a low-caste man.  The Laskar angrily replied that all the sepoys would soon loose caste, because the British were introducing new rifle cartridges greased with the fat of pigs, and the sepoys would have to bite the cartridge before loading.  This rumor spread quickly among the sepoys, from camp to camp.  It focused the rage of a society facing dreadful hardship and expressed the deep suspicions of a people whose very religion was under assault from the foreigners.  In February and March 1857, a general mutiny swept across the North of India.


At Lucknow, Lucy wandered “through the empty rooms riddled and broken by shot and shell, and down into the cellar, where for fifteen long weeks the women and children of the garrison were huddled together, with scarcely room to lie upon the stone floor until death had decreased the number.”


At Cawnpore, about a thousand people, a third of them women and children, had been beseiged by an overwhelming force of mutineers led by Nana Sahib, a nobleman who was still angry at the British for refusing him a pension.  Crowded into barracks whose mud walls hardly slowed a speeding bullet in its course, the defenders suffered terribly from the constant barrage and the overpowering heat of early summer.  One bullet killed a soldier, broke both his wife’s arms, and wounded the infant she was carrying.  A round shot blew off the head of a wounded Englishman before the very eyes of his mother and sisters.  Fire ignited the thatched roof of a building filled with women, children, sick, and wounded, and artillery pounded their rescuers.  All the medical supplies were destroyed, so there was nothing to soothe the wounded.  By night, men crawled silently to the only well to draw a bucket of water for the children, knowing that a single sound would draw deadly fire on their position.


In June, Nana Sahib sent a message to the defenders, offering them safe passage down the river to Allahabad.  Just as they were boarding the boats, a bugle sounded and the thousand sepoys encircling them opened fire.  The great Cawnpore Massacre began. Nana Sahib took into captivity the remaining hundred and twenty-five women and children, but the slaughter of the men was soon completed.  On July 15, he ordered these defenseless women and children killed, too, and their bodies were thrown into a nearby well, the dying with the dead.


Lucy had read all the details of the Cawnpore Massacre, first in the newspaper soon after it occurred, and then in books as the fuller story began to be told.  Now she stood by that grim well, praying for the murdered children, consoled by the statue of an angel whose stone lips seemed to say, “Peace!”


In Dehli Lucy watched low-caste women, in dull blue clothing, dart among the horses on the street, gathering their manure and patting it into balls they would sell for fuel.  Unexpectedly, the sounds of “Yankee Doodle” announced Dr. Baldwin from Foochow with his family, on their way home to America, so the Baldwins blended with the Bainbridges for their remaining days in India.


In Agra, Lucy was drawn to the Moslem Taj, dedicated to the memory of Mumtaz Mahal, a mere woman.  “The most exquisitely beautiful tomb in all the world, and built by the emperor of a people who despise women, and whose holy book does not recognize that they possess souls.”
  Four times Lucy saw the Taj: once at dawn, once at midday, once in the night when blue lights transformed the interior into sapphire, and finally at sunset when it appeared from the distance like pearl.


Standing alone inside that resonant dome, Lucy sang out a defiant hymn: “In the cross of Christ I glory towering o’er the wrecks of time!”  Half a world from home, she stood proud in her faith.  “It was a simple air, sung by an untrained voice, but as the sounds were caught up, and repeated by the unseen choir, the impurity seemed to be lost, and, from the dim heights of the vast marble space above, it returned in an echo, soft and sweet and clear.”


In Bombay, as usual Lucy headed straight for the most fascinating graveyard, although none but the Parsees were permitted inside.  She drove “through the lonely avenue, and leaving the carriage to walk through the paths, under the trees black with screaming and impatient crows and vultures, until a quite near glimpse of the black building or temple, where the eternal fire from Persia is guarded, was obtained...  It is said that when a corpse is laid upon the top of the tower, a man is stationed to carefully watch which eye is picked out first by the vultures; for by this the fate of the dead man may be known.  This manner of disposing of the dead, which seems to us so repulsive, is to the Parsees most beautiful.  ‘There is no corruption,’ they say.  ‘The bones are left clean, while the flesh is carried off into the air.’”


Mesopotamia and Lebanon


Near the end of February, 1880, Lucy and Willie left Bombay on the steamer City of Baltimore, bound for Suez in the company of the Baldwins, while William prepared to explore Babylonia.  William left Bombay on the S. S. Coconada with the daunting awareness that the previous steamer had been wrecked at the cost of seventy lives.  At Kurrachee, hearing many tales of the dangerous lands that lay ahead, he bought an American carbine with many cartridges to augment the revolver he always carried.  After passing through the Strait of Hormuz, the Coconada docked on the Persian shore where the Abyssinian slaves of the steamer’s agent escorted William through the bazaars to pay respects to the Sheik that governed Bandar-e Lengeh.  This “formidable host shot the last sheik in cold blood, and keeps by him, at all times, a double-barrelled shot-gun, a heavy horse pistol, a dirk, and body of fifteen armed men in the same room.”
  


At Basra he transferred to a river steamer that conveyed him to Bagdad, where he stayed in the English residency.  From there, he went south through sand and storm to Babylon under the protection of two Circassian guards whom he suspected of being outlaws of the type recently responsible for atrocities in Bulgaria.  He slept little the night he spent in a caravansary, as cats crawled all over him, and packs of dogs rushed in and out “barking solo and chorus.”  Earlier in the century, heroic archaeologists had unearthed the ancient civilizations of the Tigris-Euphrates region and deciphered some of their clay tablets and chiseled stone inscriptions.  For twenty years, however, there had been a hiatus in the scientific work, except for the haphazard digging of Hormuzd Rassam, who had been trained by the excavator of Nineveh, Austen Henry Layard.


Constructed primarily of sun-dried mud brick, the ruins of Mesopotamian palaces had reverted to earth and retained none of their original beauty.  Layard, whose books William admired, observed that the sight of these lifeless mounds admid the wastelands makes a deep impression on a sensitive visitor.  “The more he conjectures, the more vague the results appear.  The scene around is worthy of the ruin he is contemplating; desolation meets desolation: a feeling of awe succeeds to wonder; for there is nothing to relieve the mind, to lead to hopes, or to tell of what has gone by.”


Many of the excavation sites had been identified with places described in the Bible, some on the solid basis of inscriptions and others by chains of conjecture.  William rode over the ruins of Babylon, imagining he could see its walls and canals, and like many travelers before him he confidently assumed that the two principal piles were the palace of Nebuchadnezzar and his celebrated hanging gardens.
  He watched a gang of workmen quarrying ancient brick for new buildings in Hillah, and philosophized about the fall of pagan empires.  With his Bible in hand, he went “along the banks of the Euphrates where the Hebrew captives hung their harps upon the willows, weeping, as they remembered Zion.”  Deeply impressive was the ten-foot dark grey granite statue of a lion standing over a prostrate man, tucked away in a depression amid the mounds, which William thought marked the den where Daniel braved the beasts.


William was guest of the pasha of Hillah, a town that straddled the Euphrates, doctoring the mayor with an American pain killer.
  He saw Kifil, twelve miles southwest over the desert, which local Jews believed to be the tomb of Ezekiel, and a mound where he believed Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego had been cast into the firey furnace.
  Four miles from Hillah stood Birs Nimroud, which he was sure was the Tower of Babel.  The scene must have struck him as it did John Newman, another American who had come through five years earlier.  “Such was the enchanting power of the vision, that the eye was transfixed, and the spell of history was upon the soul.  Before us was the oldest historic monument known to man.  Its form assumed a new outline with each curve in our devious path.  Now it resembled a fallen pyramid with a portion of a tower remaining on the summit; now it appeared like a truncated cone, abruptly broken by some Titan’s power; anon, it loomed up a vast mass of shapeless ruins, as when, by some mighty convulsion of nature, temples are thrown on temples, and towers are piled on towers.”


William returned to Bagdad, then rode north through the sandy waste, spending one night in a Bedawy tent, beset by sand-flies and fleas, listening to five lambs bleating in the corner.  At Mosul he crossed the Tigris to the ruins of Nineveh, scattered over an area of eighteen by twenty miles where only a few mud huts sheltered the living, and starvation littered the roadside with fresh corpses.  He saw the remains of the palace of Sennacherib, where Layard had excavated bas-reliefs that illustrated the seige of Lachish, mentioned in the Bible.
  These ruins only hinted at the outines of rooms, corridors and doors, but bits of ornamentation and fragments of cuneiform writing were scattered everywhere.


In Kurdistan, William encountered the Yezidis, a people reputed to be devil-worshippers who indulged in midnight orgies.
  Once a powerful tribe, they had been beaten down by the Turks, who readily slaughtered them whenever it seemed profitable to do so.  In fact, despite the rumors and the massacres, the Yezidis were a quiet and innofensive people who retained virtues of cleanliness, sobriety and industriousness.  To some observers their religion seemed to draw upon both Judaism and Christianity, as they baptized their children seven days after birth and practiced circumscision.  They revered fire, ritually passing their fingers through the flame and kissing them, and they worshiped toward the rising sun.  Satan, they believed, was the chief of the angels and prince of this world, and they propitiated him through many gestures, such as adorning the entrances to their houses with bouquets of scarlet anemones.  When Satan regained the throne of heaven, they hoped, he would remember their loyalty and raise them up to their own former greatness.
  William passed a peaceful night with these devil worshippers, then continued on through the Zackow pass.


After lunching at the Christian villiage of Djizireh he became dangerously ill and telegraphed for a physician to Mardeen, a hundred miles further onward.  There Doctor Andrus operated a Christian mission, and he brought William slowly to their school and nursed him back to health.  The Mount Masius of the ancients, Mardeen was a city of twenty thousand souls, half Moslem and the rest divided among various Christian denominations plus a few Jews.
  To William, the city resembled a wasps’ nest on a wall, clinging so precariously to the mountain that he felt the houses must soon slide down to the vast plain stretching southward.  Once he had fully recovered, he rode straight west to the Medeterranian.


Three months after Lucy and Willie left William in Bombay, he sailed into Beirut harbor on a Russian steamer from Iskanderoon, looking almost as dark and rough as the well-worn saddle he carried.  Willie waved his American flag, and Lucy welcomed him with a swarm of questions about the ancient ruins and wild tribes he had seen in his journey of twelve hundred miles through Mesopotamia.  


Analysis


In their world tour of Christian missions, William and Lucy gained cultural capital, just as they had done a dozen years earlier in their tour of the Holy Land.  This time they would bring back personal observations of the far-flung foreign missionary movement and of the scenes of martyrdoms in which pious Christians had been slaughtered by the heathens.  In their trek through Palestine they had collected impressions of the biblical past, but now they gathered annecdotes from the present about missionaries who were battling to create a glorious Christian future.


Along the way, they visited missionaries from many denominations.  John Nevius, William's cousin, was a Presbyterian, for example.  Although they gazed with reverence upon the site where Catholics had been martyred at Tientsin, their hosts were always Protestant.  Through their lives, Lucy and her son would be ambivalent about Catholicism, at times having friendly relations with Catholics, and at times, hostilities.  They and their denomination were adapted to cooperate best with other evangelical denominations, which at the time included the Presbyterians, within a Protestant world.  That religious system was spanned by the dimension of sectarian tension which ran from tiny sects like the Adventists at the high-tension end, through the somewhat high tension Baptists, through the Presbyterians to the Congregationalists and Episcopalians or Anglicans at the low-tension end.  The Catholic religious system was structured differently, with a single denomination that included orders and local churches that varied among themselves in social class and otherworldly tension, and with a stricter division between higher-tension clergy and low-tension laity.  Yet the fundamental religious culture of Catholicism was the same as Protestantism, endorsing the same general compensators rooted in the same historical tradition.


The story was very different with respect to non-Christian faiths.  Lucy and William were uncompromising Christian soldiers in a culture war against heathens.  In their tour of the Holy Land, they had expressed sympathy for the Jews but not for the adherents of Christianity's great rival, Islam.  But Islam, at least, was monotheistic.  In Buddhism and Hinduism, William and Lucy found implacable enemies to their own faith.  Optimistically, they believed that the suffering humanity of Asia could be saved from misery and damnation by Jesus.  Their circumnavigation of the globe would prove that the world was becoming a great unity, infused with the spirit of Christianity as well as the machinery and commerce of Western Civilization.


Liberal religious scholars of the late twentieth century are uncomfortable with the brutal fact that competing religious traditions exist in fundamental, irreconsilable conflict with each other.  As liberal intellectuals, they have learned to take seriously the perspectives of people from different cultures, and they follow norms of bookish politeness.  This is another way of saying that these scholars, themselves, dwell at the low-tension end of the sectarian dimension.  But the strength of religion is in the middle, or even at the high-tension end where the power of faith can still work miracles of the spirit.  


Put more abstractly, each independent religious tradition is a cultural system, with a high level of logical coherence and functional integrity.
  Systems cannot easily adjust to each other.  Of course, in a large, cosmopolitan society, two very different religions can coexit, and a few individuals may even try to create a hybrid out of them.  Every major world religion adjusts somewhat to local conditions and may incorporate elements of indigenous religion and magic.  However, the Hindu-Buddhist tradition and the Judeo-Christian tradition are based upon very different general compensators.  At death, a virtuous immortal soul either goes to heaven or is reincarnated on earth in the karmic cycle, not both.  


Thus it was quite reasonable for William and Lucy to see themselves as Christian soldiers fighting in a battle in which there could be no truce.  To them, the loathesome Chinese practice of binding girls' feet was but one more piece of evidence why China needed Christ.  Lucy and William disdained Chinese medicine, yet objectively it was no more ridiculous than the homeopathic treatments employed by Lucy's physician mother.  Their judgement was limited both by their background and their pride.  Understandably, they could not easily distiguish the progress achieved by western technology and political institutions from the benefits of Christianity.
  


William and Lucy encountered clear evidence that the major world religions are distinct systems, practically impossible to reconsile.  Sadly, from their perspective, the evangelical attempts to convert Japan, China, Burma and India were failures.  For example, the heroic effort of the Judsons, and all the American Baptist efforts invested in Burma, achieved almost nothing
  Of all the societies they visited, only Japan was changing rapidly, but there the progress of Christianity was painfully slow.  But at the beginning of the eighteen-eighties, it was easy to believe that Christianity would soon triumph in the great war between world religions, and two warriors of the faith could expect great honor when they returned home from battle.


Chapter 6:


From Glory to Disgrace


From Beirut, William, Lucy and Willie steamed to Athens, then crossed to Venice, and paused in Germany.  Joined by  "Mrs. M.," Lucy’s cousin who had accompanied her on the Holy Land tour in 1867, they pilgrimaged to Oberammergau.  In 1632 and 1633, this village had been threatened by the plague.  The council resolved to give one year in ten to the Lord by presenting a magnificant Passion Play in which all citizens would participate.  The plague departed, but the play remained, transforming this modest mountain town into a world-famous religious center.
  Lucy liked best the moment when the body of Christ was taken down from the cross.  She thought the finest actor was the man playing Judas, whom belligerent people mistook for his character, and she felt the actor playing Christ was too conceited.


In Munich, Lucy visited the home of the dead.  “A broad paved walk extends through the old portion of the cemetery, at the end of which is a low wide building with several glass doors.  Men to and from work, school-children and sad-faced women are to be seen passing back and forth along this avenue.  Sauntering to the end, what a sight met our eyes!  In the shaded rooms within the glass doors, in the midst of flowers and boughs and vines, artificial and natural, lay more than a score of the city’s dead.  An aged grandmother, men in middle life, a young bride, a nun, and children of all ages were there.  Upon some were the marks of the struggle with slow disease; upon other faces death had left no stamp.


“It is the law of the city that an hour, or very soon after the death of one in the household, the police shall be notified, and the body brought here to remain three days before burial.  There is no packing of ice about the lifeless body.  It is brought to this room and placed under a wire, which is attached by means of a thimble to the apparently dead finger.  The wire leads to a clock in the next room, which is one of the living apartments of the keeper and his family.  The slightest movement of the thimble will stir the delicately-hung wire, and set off a gong, which bangs and whirrs until some one stops it.  One of the places was vacant, and the keeper kindly permitted us to touch off the wire.  The faintest move started the alarm.   As every wire is numbered, the keeper, awakened by the terrific sound, has only to look at the tall clock in the corner to know which corpse has indicated life.  A physician and restoratives are said to be ever close at hand.  Unpleasant as it may seem at first to think of having one’s friends taken away from the house so soon after death, it is comforting to feel that by no possibility can there be a burial alive of any one in Munich.”


After an envigorating hike through Switzerland and a pleasant pause in Paris, they crossed the Channel during bad weather.  “We feel doubtful whether the steamer would have held together amid those rough waves,” Lucy commented, “had we not at times so firmly clutched at the sides of the hull, and given undivided attention to the possible opening of seams.  Most of the way across, however, I had to lie still in my birth to keep the vessel evenly balanced, and to set an example of calm composure before fellow passengers who were quite beside themselves with alarm.”


In London, William led his family through the British Museum, lecturing about ancient languages and the connections to scripture.  “Here especially is the Rosetta stone,” Lucy noted, “which to modern scholarship has given the key to the hieroglyphics of Egypt, and enables the learned antiquarians to read not only the monuments of stone, but also the almost innumerable papyrus rolls, which are being found in the mummy cases and in the tombs of the sacred bulls.”  They frequented the rooms of winged beasts with men’s faces, to contemplate the many proofs of biblical truth excavated in Mesopotamia.  “I have never envied my husband his trip to Babylon and Nineveh,” Lucy said, “as since visiting and revisiting the Assyrian collection of the British Museum, guided by his interpretation and enthusiasm.”
  


The City of Berlin was among the largest liners, and Captain Kennedy had crossed the Atlantic fully four hundred and fifty-six times, so Lucy had reason to hope they would reach New York safely.  It was her husband’s thirty-seventh sea voyage, and nearly that high a number for her.  One passenger observed, “Never since the time when Noah started out of port with his load was there ever a more motley company together on an ocean vessel.”
  The richest of them was Cornelius Vanderbilt, and the tallest, the Chinese Giant on his way to Barnum’s circus.  Lucy observed, “The saloon ceiling being too low for him to stand erect, he showed a wonderful skill of telescoping himself when moving about the room, except when he reached the part covered with the skylight, and then for a moment he could elongate himself to his fullest dimensions SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" eight or nine feet.”
  Willie and the giant became friends, taking walks on the deck together.


Lucy blessed the ship's sturdiness, when the weather turned wicked.  “For six days and seven nights the storm raged.  The waves dashed up over the decks, and coated the funnel white with salt spray.  It was a series of storms, one following close upon the other, until the climax was reached on the second night after Thanksgiving.  Then for three hours the vessel was kept with her nose to the hurricane.  The engine worked, but no progress was made.  When danger was passed, the captain said that it was one of the most terrific storms to be met with on the Atlantic.  But through storm and sleet as well as calm, the comforts and luxuries of life were not omitted.  The brilliant electric lights, with which the whole steamer is lighted, turned night into day.  Every delicacy, that could reasonably be desired, was promptly at hand, including genuine New York ice cream, which is taken over in quantities sufficient to last a double passage, and given out in liberal portions every day at dinner.”


When they reached Manhattan four days late, Willie ran down the gangplank first.  There on the dock, brought East by the wife of a former mayor of Cleveland, was his sister Helen.  “Willie, can you spell significant?”


He replied, “You ought to see my Chinese giant!”  Grandmother Mary had drilled Helen well in spelling, but Willie was forced to admit that his mother’s private tutoring had not taught him how to spell significant.
  Helen's stay with Mary must have been stormy, because she is not listed in Mary's household at the 1880 census, and many years later she exclaimed spontaneously, "I hate grandmothers!"  At the Gilsey House hotel at the corner of Broadway and Twenty-ninth street, Lucy reacquainted herself with the adopted daughter she had not seen in two years.  


Two Struggling Authors


William gave a group of Baptist pastors what the New York Times called “an interesting description of the progress of missionary enterprise among the far-off heathen of Japan, China, India, Persia, Syria, and other pagan and Mohammedan countries.”
  William said, “The intense misery and deep degradation of the 250,000,000 of Indians was something dreadful to contemplate.  Modern evangelistic enterprise was the only hope of these vast teeming populations.”  He “had read the old heathen books and authors, and thought there was much to admire in them, until he came to the countries where they had lived and saw the society of which they wrote, and found it all an illusion — a veritable mirage in the desert.  Their religious and ethical systems were dry and barren, and as a great teacher had said of them, they represented imperfectly man’s yearnings after God, while Christianity alone represented God’s yearnings after man.”


The little cottage awaited them in Warwick after their voyage of fifty thousand miles, and their first duty was to pray at the grave of baby Cleora on Swan Point, dead now eleven years.  The second duty was transforming their diaries into books and speeches.  In 1882, the Lothrop company in Boston published William’s Around the World Tour of Christian Missions, and it quickly went through three editions.
  Overflowing with scholarship, sometimes irritating personal opinions, and vivid eye-witness reports it also contained much history, statistics and social theory.  William said his aim was to create a “science of missions,” and several of his theories presaged those of modern sociology of religion.  


In 1988, sociologists Roger Finke and Rodney Stark argued that religious denominations compete like corporations in a religious economy, and the more competitors there are the larger the proportion of the population will be involved in religion.
  More than a century earlier, William used similar logic to argue against a movement among some missionaries to divide up the world into spheres of influence by single denominations.  "But I have observed that, as a rule, those mission stations of whatever church or denomination, which are left entirely by themselves, both for the present and prospective future, do not show that activity and develop that strength, which are manifested in those mission fields where the presence or imminence of emulation has been felt.  It was evident in Yokohama that Presbyterians and Methodists were prompting each other to a larger measure of evangelizing enterprise than either would have commanded with all the responsibility in the hands of a single mission, even though reinforced to the full extent of the other denomination's resources of men and means."


The American Baptist Publication Society issued William's second book, Along the Lines at the Front, a survey of Baptist missions.
  Following the military metaphor in his title, William may have been the first to apply the tactical concept of concentration of forces to religious prosetylization.  In analyzing the need for more American missionaries in Burma, he drew an analogy to the battles of the Civil War: "It may seem strange that ninety-four missionaries — nearly all of them confined in their work to the lower half of the country — should not be deemed an adequate supply.  Already it would appear that Burmah is three times as strongly occupied in proportion as India.  But in every great warfare there are points of concentration.  More soldiers were massed against Richmond than against Port Hudson or Atlanta."
  By 1997, this concept had become a standard part of sociological theory.
  Unfortunately for William, the sociology of religion hardly existed in the 1880s, so the audience for his research was miniscule.


His wife had already reached a large audience with the thirty-one long letters she had published in the Providence Journal. These now quickly became her first book, Round the World Letters, fleshed out with material from the newspaper articles she had published about her 1867 tour of the Holy Land.
  Lucy inscribed her daughter’s copy, “To dearest Nellie, the brave, true, loving little girl who staid at home.  With a heart full of love from Mother.”


William turned his literary efforts to a strange novel called Self-Giving, using “a veil of fiction to the extent of concealing many names and locations” to expose corruption and stupidity in the American missionary movement.  “Every incident,” he said, “is substantially a fact.  The writer has drawn upon his imagination only to relieve embarrassment on the part of a large number of missionaries and executive officers, and of mission friends and enemies, who will recognize many scenes and incidents in their own lives, often related confidentially, and many questions of mission policy, which are either kept from the public, or very unsatisfactorily considered, because of various personal susceptibilities and ambitions.”


The hero, Llewellyn Litchfield, is an idealized image of William himself.  The frugal son of a village pastor, Llewellyn works his way through Franklin University, helps put his sister Lucy and brother Charles through school, is attracted to rationalism and religious liberalism, and when speaking upon the theme of self reliance impressed his audience with his “manful bearing” and “thoughtful oration.”  Near the end of his junior year of studies, Llewellyn rushed home on vacation, carrying a sermon-case and a new book as gifts for his father, and was dismayed to discover that he was near death.  Clearly based on William’s own father, the dying man told his son: “O, I am glad I have been a preacher of the Gospel these twenty-eight years!  Llewellyn, there is nothing God so honors as self-giving in his service.  I wish you were to be a minister or a missionary; but I leave it with the Lord.  Whatever your calling, do not be satisfied with giving your money and time and influence to Christ; give yourself!  give yourself!”


The heroine of Self-Giving, Cleora Lyddell, resembles Lucy Seaman.  “Her features and form were pleasing, though not classic; her eyes were full of expression, though neither black nor blue; and though [her stature was] a little over height, it seemed to be needed to carry that thoughtful countenance and dignified earnestness and wealth of affection...  Her hair was golden, her teeth perfect, and her emotions, as with those of her complexion, played over her features like sunbeams upon the clouds of the morning.”


The lives of the two became entwined during their service with the Christian and Sanitary commissions in Virginia during the Civil War, just as had happened in reality with William and Lucy but with the embellishment that Cleora saved Llewellyn from a rebel firing squad.  In Boston, Llewellyn returned the favor by rescuing Cleora from a burning building.  The natural conclusion of this death-defying exchange was their marriage and departure to establish a mission in Agra, India, where Cleora gave birth to tiny Cleora.  William let the child grow just old enough to speak well, then set her death-scene inside the Taj Mahal, where the echoes could reflect her last words: “Angels of Jesus!”


By the end of the novel, everyone had died a glorious death in service of the Lord.  Self-Giving alienated many readers, some of whom recognized themselves in the foolish missionaries and vain churchmen who stumbled across its venom-washed pages.  William had enemies in the missionary movement, and his passionate denunciations did nothing to reconcile them.


Lucy, whose style was far more polite, was writing a series of vignettes of the missionaries and converts she had met, for a second book, Glimpses of Mission Life in Many Lands.  William was similarly assembling fragments of a religious travelogue, From Eden to Patmos, based on his two tours of the Holy Land.  Eden, of course, is where the Bible begins, and Patmos is where it ends.  William had sailed past Patmos, the insignificant Mediterranean island where St. John the Divine received his revelation, and he believed he had been to Eden, “at the southern extremity of Mesopotamia, where the Kerkha, Euphrates, and Tigris unite in forming the Shat-el-Arab.”


To their great disappointment, Lucy and William were not able to publish their latest books.  Self-Giving may have offended too many influential religious leaders.  The reading public already had a shelf-full of guides to the Holy Land, and the missionary who had helped arrange their tour in 1867, William McClure Thomson, was just then issuing a new, three-volume edition of his popular guide, The Land and the Book.
  Back in 1876, John Philip Newman had published  The Thrones and Palaces of Babylon and Nineveh From Sea to Sea, which takes the reader along exactly the route William followed four years later.


Although her second book did not materialize, Lucy wrote for newspapers and magazines.  When congress passed legislation to exclude Chinese immigrants, she raged in print against this injustice, pressing President Arthur to use his veto.
  In a short story, she described a young woman who returns home from boarding school to tend her dying baby brother, then establishes a children’s hospital in his memory.
  With their remaining savings, owning their cottage free and clear, Lucy and William could live for a while on the modest income from their books, and they sallied forth on speaking tours.


Lucy wrote about her trips, infusing colorful descriptions with moral outrage and pathos.  She did not approve of Coney Island: “What is it?  A smooth hard beach over which the surf rolls and tumbles magnificently; a mass of sand on which are built bar rooms and bath houses.  There are saloons and shows, beer drinking and bathing, large hotels and small hotels, restaurants and booths and ginger pop stalls and pavilions where hairy cows with kindly glass eyes are milked at five cents a glass, and icy cold at that, immense band stands designed after an old fashioned bonnet, struggling, panting grass kept alive only by the most constant attentions; a restless, perspiring crowd filling vehicles and cars from the iron pier to Brighton and Manhattan Beach, loud girls and silly young men and bedizened women resembling the heathen who put their entire fortunes into jewelry which is sold ofttimes to pay the burial expenses of the corruptible body they have decorated SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" fortune-tellers and the wonderful fat man SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" the scientific lung-tester, and the long-long-haired woman and long-bearded man and the trained tiger SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" midgets and flying elephants and Alpine singers who never saw the Alps and SYMBOL 190 \f "Symbol" liquor everywhere.”


Near Dayton, Ohio, Lucy saw the massive National Military Home that housed nearly four thousand “hopeless, worn-out, maimed men.”  They were Union veterans, “whose energies are destroyed, who have nothing in this life to look forward to, whose days are a struggle with pain and weakness, and a dull passing away of the hours.”  These broken heroes do not leave the Home except to be buried in the growing graveyard.  “Yet these hospitals and barracks are not being depopulated; on an average, nearly twice as many come in as go out every week.  Brave men who were wounded or diseased in the war, have struggled on against the fearful odds of crippled limbs and pain, but at last are obliged to succumb, and seek this refuge.  Many times these men finding they must give up the idea of independent support, leave the pension for the family, and while living at this Home, earn something besides for them.  One such I saw busy at work making bread baskets, collars, etc., and yet the poor fellow was totally blind, and had been since an explosion of powder early in the war.”


The Women’s Baptist Missionary Society of the West gathered in Cincinnati for its eleventh anniversary, April 27, 1882, singing words freshly written by blind poetess Fanny Crosby: “There comes a wail of anguish across the ocean wave.  It pleads for help, O Christians, poor, dying souls to save; those far-off heathen nations, who sit in darkest night, now stretch their hands imploring, and cry to us for light.”  As the featured speaker on world missions, Lucy made such an impression that Crosby wrote,  “From Rhode Island comes a sister whom the Lord has greatly blessed; armed with zeal, she bids you onward, Christian sisters of the West.”
  Boosted by this endorsement, Lucy soon had numerous invitations to speak, many arranged through the Presbyterian Board of Foreign Missions, and others scheduled through a commercial agent, Charles Boynton of Warwick. 


Lucy lectured from her manuscript all over New England, dressing local children in heathen costumes to illustrate her descriptions of daily life in exotic lands.  The ladies of Hallowell, Maine, marveled at the Buddhist doctrine of transmigration of souls.  “It keeps alive all sorts of weird and silly superstitions.  The thought that perhaps a deceased grandfather or uncle, or some relative is residing in the cat and dog, or the chicken about the door, would naturally lead one to observe closely any peculiar ways or expressions.  It make the family cat too sacred to allow any small boys to hoot at or decorate with old tins.  She may contain the soul of one’s mother-in-law and must be treated with respect.”
  Her tour took her to towns like Kennebec, Bangor, Skowhegan, Amherst, Boston, Manchester, New Bedford, Newport, and Wallingford.


Newspaper writers remarked on her “peculiarly vivacious and attractive style.”
  Advertising notices proclaimed, “Mrs. Bainbridge can stir up greater enthusiasm among ‘stay at homes’ in the mission cause than any other person engaged in the work.  She carries the audience with her while she pictures the light and dark sides of the missionary’s life, and will bring the tears to your eyes one moment while the next you are convulsed with laughter at her funny experiences.  Admission 10 cents to defray expenses.”
  Lucy's listeners often seemed to think she deserved no pay even for stunning performances, because self-sacrifice was a missionary’s duty.  Once she laughed heartily after overhearing an unenthusiastic hostess say, “Is there anything on the ham bone to give this woman?”
  In Kentucky she gave thirty-one lectures in thirty days, and she would return to Warwick from many of these tours in utter exhaustion, only to rush out again as soon as she had recuperated.


Warwick Neck


Old Warwick, two miles from their hilltop cottage in the direction of Providence, consisted of a church, a school, a blacksmith shop, one store, and a few cottages.  Deciding this town needed some culture, William whipped up enthusiasm with his Holy Land lectures then goaded the local citizenry into establishing a cultural organization, the Old Warwick League, making him its president.
  Lucy raised money from the summer residents to build a League Hall:  “It became the center of entertainment and instruction for the entire community; games and simple talks were arranged for the children, there was a circulating library and weekly papers.  Lectures were given on various subjects, my husband speaking several times about his world-travels.  He showed his audience word-pictures of historical lands of the Far East they had never hoped to see.”


On Willie’s thirteenth birthday, Lucy took her son to the photography studio on Westminster Street in Providence for a portrait.  His neatly trimmed hair parted high on his head, just right of center, and his roughly woven but formally tailored jacket was buttoned high under his white collar and dark silk cravat.  The set of his jaw could be read either as determination or resignation.


Surrounded by nature on Warwick Neck, Willie developed an interest in animals.  He invested his savings in a rooster plus hens, and as chicks began to appear the family named them after missionaries they had met in their world tour.  A strange form of aquatic life that washed up on the beaches, called “horse-feet,” proved to be rich in nutrients, so Willie fed them to his chickens.  He sold eggs and excess chickens to his father, and acquired a calf and pig that he fed from a rich neighbor’s garbage.  The birth of a chick with two heads, three legs and six toes, simulated his curiosity about biology, and he examined it minutely.
  He soon developed a remarkable understanding of animals.  Throughout his life, wherever he went, strange cats would flock to him as a friend.  Years later he would astonish onlookers by calmly scratching the heads of eagles at the zoo.


Summers offered adventures, such as the July day in 1883 when Willie unexpectedly found himself in a battle at the railroad bridge on Oakland Beach.  He was innocently walking along, as uniformed battalions were gathering for a dress parade, and he asked the sentinel of the bridge for the location of the dining hall.  Just as he turned to head off in the indicated direction, an inebriated fireman lurched up and demanded to know where the clam house was.  Insults passed, and Willie was struck heavily on the head and hurled from the bridge.  The sentinel tried to alert the Officer of the Guard, but the fireman grabbed for his musket, receiving a bloody bayonet wound in his hand.  “Corporal of the Guard, Post 5!”  


At the sentinel’s shout, the drunk ran to the grove near the lake, where he instigated a riot.  He burst into the photograph saloon and smashed a camera, as swarms of young men from the city joined him in a wild rampage.  A troop of guards chased him into the clam house, where he rallied his drunken friends and a pack of restaurant waiters to a spirited defense against the brightly uniformed militia.  A phalanx of soldiers and constables seized the man and dragged him to the guard house, where he was made to pay for the camera and packed off by train to Providence.  Willie nursed a severe blow to his head.
  


The incident earned notice in three local papers, and Lucy carefully pasted the clippings in her scrapbook, beside a report from the Providence Journal of the sermon William gave that month in the chapel at Buttonwood Beach, as a gentle breeze from the southwest mitigated the summer’s heat.  “This world is full of discontent,” he said, “from poor business, lack of appreciation, false friends, cherished ambitions gone, vigor of years gone by, infirmities of age and disease, dear ones dead or gone astray.  The world is as restless as the waves of the sea.  The elixir of life was not more sought by the ancients than is contentment.  Paul’s discovery has driven away more darkness than Edison’s.  This contentment is to be distinguished from indifference.  Not gained by shutting the eyes to the follies and griefs of the world, not by stoicism.  Paul was keenly alive to everything about him, and was keenly sympathetic.  It was not self-complacency.  Paul counted himself the chief of sinners.  Neither was it indolence.  His life was a miracle of work.  It came from Christ’s teachings.  ‘Lo, I am with you always.’ ‘My grace is sufficient for you.’”


Lucy thought about the years gone by and added clippings about the fiftieth anniversay celebration of her old Cleveland church.  In a sermon that incidentally praised Lucy’s father, its new pastor, Philip S. Moxom, spoke on the meaning of history and the value of looking backward.  How should the living discharge the debt they owe to the past?  In five ways: “By cherishing the memory and preserving the history of the past... by living in a way that is worthy of the past... by leaving to those who come after us a heritage not less but greater than that which has come to us... by cultivating not only a higher estimate of present opportunities, but also a warmer appreciation of present companionships... by realizing that our debt to the past is a debt to God.”


An essay pasted in Lucy's scrapbook expressed her philosophy of child-rearing.  “As a child goes out into the world of school and play-ground, the surest safeguard is the maintenance of absolute confidence between him and his parents.  We know a young man who never, till his college-life began, missed his free bed-time talk with his mother, in which the whole day was reviewed, every little slip of his own acknowledged and prayed over.  To that mother her son’s life was an open book.  Her advice was eagerly sought, her approval striven for, and his judgments of men and deeds were formed under the pure light of his mother’s teachings.”


Lucy’s relationship with her son was remarkably close, to the point of dominating the mental life of the boy.  She told him she expected him to be her “strong staff” throughout life.  They developed a hand gesture that meant “strong staff,” and even across the meadow Willie could see his mother wave this demanding message.


The Brooklyn City Mission Society


When their literary careers stalled, Lucy and William decided to try their luck in the religious world around New York City.  Keeping their Warwick Neck cottage for summers, by the beginning of 1885 they had settled in Brooklyn Heights at 160 Prospect Place, between Carleton and Vanderbilt avenues.
  Brooklyn had long been the third most populous city in America, after New York and Philadelphia, but it had just lost third place to Chicago when the Bainbridges added their 4 to its 700,000 population.


Life for the family seemed to stabilize when William became superintendent of the Brooklyn City Mission and Tract Society.
  Interdenominational groups like this had arisen earlier in the century in most major eastern cities, at first chiefly passing out religious tracts and helping the churches spread the Protestant message.  As the years passed, they became progressively more involved in social work among the poor and recent immigrants.  Thus, William's job was very similar to that of a church pastor, except for the lack of a conventional congregation.  The money came from individual donors and collections taken at the sponsoring churches, and the clients were unchurched families in dire straits.


Lucy quickly became the friend of Dr. Eliza Mosher, a forceful, towering woman who had overcome her parents’ strenuous objections against a medical career to become the physician of the Massachusetts State Reformatory for Women, then of Vassar College, before establishing her private practice in Brooklyn.
  Lucy strengthened the contacts she had already developed with New York philanthropists, including Mother Dodge who opened her extensive library to Lucy and gave her one room of her Madison avenue home.
  This brought her into contact with the New York City Mission Society, a center of inter-denominational Protestant social work. 


Lucy drew together all the insights form her world tour in a long, feminist speech she gave to meetings of Presbyterian women’s missionary societies in New York and Philadelphia.  “Nearly thirty years ago my mother called upon her former pastor, and he declined to receive her, for a reason which, I am sure, he would no longer consider valid.  From love for the science of medicine, and from sympathy for the suffering of her own sex, she had taken a degree at a medical college, and became the president of another.  ‘I can receive no call from a woman who has so unsexed herself,’ was written on her returned card at the door of this prominent clergyman.


“A generation has passed, and women have won for themselves a respectable place in the medical profession, and in no department more assuredly than in the teeming world of foreign missions.”
  She praised Japan for its cleanliness, its training schools for nurses, and the free status enjoyed by its women compared with other Asian countries, but she condemned its heathen traditions and secularist modernization.  Throughout all the rest of the Orient, women were oppressed by the same monstrous customs that retarded medicine.  


In China, Lucy said, any wandering tramp can claim to be a doctor, and the best professionals were hardly better.  “There is no knowledge of surgery deserving of the name.  As, for example, students are practiced at thrusting long needles at draped images of the human form, and when they have proved able to hit all the parts with great precision, they are considered to be qualified surgeons.  Thus, in the province of Quang Tung, a woman with a severe headache was treated by having a needle thrust into the interior of her ear.  Of course the tympanum was destroyed.  Another patient, in the province of Chili, was treated for a pain in the back.  It was plain to the native surgeon that a counter-irritant was necessary in front, so he thrust a needle through one of her eyes.  In Shantung a cholera patient had six long needles stuck deep into each arm and leg, and into the abdomen, and two into each side of the face.”


Unimpressed by acupuncture, Lucy was equally critical of Chinese pharmaceuticals.  “One commonly supposed efficacious treatment is to burn incense before some special medicine idol, to tickle his ears so as to waken him to the emergency of the case, and then to take some of the ashes of the burnt incense-sticks home to the sick-room.  In the temples I have seen luck-boxes shaken, and the stick which falls out of their inclosed bundle tells which kind of medicine to take.  In a Chinese apothecary’s shop we will find dried caterpillars and worms, shavings of deer and goat horn, pieces of the skin of the elephant and the rhinoceros, tiger’s bones, dried centipedes and snake-skins.”
  The millions of degraded and subjugated women of Asia could be saved by Christianity, if American women thoroughly trained in medical science brought it to them.


Lucy’s daughter, Helen, did not show much aptitude for medicine, but the seed of a medical career had been planted in her son’s mind.  Although Willie could not continue his chicken experiments in Brooklyn, he set out on botanical expeditions through the park, collecting plant specimens he would later try to identify.
  Like many city boys he entered the newspaper business.  The wholesale price of a copy of the New York Post was two cents, while the sales price was three, so a boy who minded his accounts could earn a penny apiece.  He carefully analyzed the figures for ten different weekday evening papers, gave the morning papers less attention, and decided to stay out of the Sabbath-breaking and costly Sunday trade.  The last week of January 1885 he earned $10.36 and carried on at this lucrative rate through the spring.
  With great care, Willie printed formal calling cards on his own printing press, “Wm. S. Bainbridge,” their ornate letters prophesying a successful professional career of one kind or another.
  


Willie enlisted in the Cadet Company of the Thirteenth Regiment of the New York National Guard.  This was serious business, both because it marked a long step toward the masculine dream of military achievement, and because the Regiment was an important part of Brooklyn’s social life.  On Washington’s birthday, men and boys staged a mock battle in Prospect Park, and Willie proudly helped capture a prisoner.
  At age fifteen with the rank of private, he served on the reception committee for a cadet drill presided over by mayor Seth Low.
  


Willie’s parents liked to see their delicate son in command, and they pushed him toward the trappings of war.  His father was especially fond of guns and claimed to be the inventor of a superior automatic pistol.
  To his distress, the long-barreled, muzzle-loading Revolutionary War shotgun that Samuel Bainbridge had inherited went to his sister Frances, eventually to hang over the fire place of her son-in-law, dramatist Augustus Thomas.


Willie rose to the rank of corporal and marched with his fellows down to Plymouth Church to hear a sermon on the text “be strong and of good courage, fervent in spirit serving the Lord,”
 preached by Henry Ward Beecher, the regiment’s chaplain.
  Regarded by many as the greatest American orator of the era, Beecher was a womanizer who was able to preach about morality despite the publicity given one of his adulterous affairs.  He had become so identified with the ambitions of his upwardly mobile middle class parishioners, and his gospel of love so successfully wrapped the naked sexuality of the era in the robes of piety, that he was invulnerable to scandal.


Plymouth Church lacked a pulpit, and Beecher acted out his drama on a theatrical stage.  His doctrines connected with themes that would be important in Willie’s own life.  Beecher preached the harmony of science and religion, the nobility of striving for economic success, reliance upon intuition rather than upon church authority or theological argument to settle moral questions, and a hierarchical model of humanity in which a few great souls could elevate themselves far above the masses.


Life seemed splendid in the summer of 1886, as one hundred and fifty people, including the governor of Rhode Island, converged on the little cottage in Warwick, to celebrate the twentieth wedding anniversary of Lucy and William.
  The one problem facing the family was what to do with their faithful servant, Maggie the Irish girl, and her frail baby.  Helen and Willie would go to boarding schools, while Lucy and William were in Brooklyn.  Maggie would have to find work in Providence, but she could not do so with the baby.  As they were preparing to close the cottage, Lucy hunted high and low for a willing orphanage or nursery, to no success.  At the last possible moment, during a terrible thunderstorm, Lucy and Maggie knelt on the cottage floor and prayed for divine aid.  Suddenly there was a terrible flash of lightening!  Maggie ran terrified to her baby and found him lifeless.  Willie rushed in search of a doctor.  When the physician had finished his examination, he said, “The little fellow has gone away on the storm.”
  


Days after the lightening flash, Willie arrived at Mohegan Lake School, four miles east of the village of Peekskill, New York, on a mile-long lake, certified free of malaria and enjoying “a salubrious and bracing mountain atmosphere.”  In warm weather, the boys could swim or row around the lake in three boats, for much of the year the banks seemed made for fishing, and in winter they could ice skate.  In this rural setting “free from the distracting and pernicious influences of large towns and railroad centres,” the school intended “to give a thorough, Christian, preparatory education to boys from ten to eighteen years of age.”
  The catalogue proclaimed, “We do not aim to reform bad boys, but to train the young and inexperienced, so that they may become good men.”


Mohegan’s four instructors prepared boys for Yale, Harvard, Princeton, Columbia, Cornell, West Point and Annapolis.  For $450 per year, the school taught reading, writing, spelling, arithmetic, oratory, composition, penmanship, government and double-entry book-keeping.  Modern languages and piano, accomplishments that Willie never mastered, cost extra.  Much of his time was spent drilling with muskets on the four-acre parade ground, where he was expected to acquire erect carriage and elastic step, and working out in the gymnasium.  His first year, Willie just barely made the honor roll, but he won awards for greatest improvement in penmanship and greatest effort to do well in deportment.  He was quickly promoted to second sergeant, alongside five other lads who constituted the officer corps of the forty-two-boy student body, with important responsibilities such as marching at the head of their squads and organizing the dances for the annual reception.
  William wrote the Yale-educated principal, “Mrs. Bainbridge and myself are more than satisfied with the opportunities our son has enjoyed at your school.  We are fully persuaded that his intellectual, physical and moral advantages could not have been better at any school in this land.”


Every Sunday, the boys received Presbyterian or Episcopal services, under the watchful eye of Major Henry Waters, instructor in mathematics, Latin and tactics.  Although he always sat in the front, where he could set a good example of rapt attention to the sermons, the Major could watch the boys with a mirror he kept concealed in his hymnal.
  In December, Willie was baptized, by full immersion as his father’s denomination demanded, and he treasured the congratulatory letter the Major wrote him.
  The school’s catalogue maintained that “a profound regard for truth, combined with a reverent love for the Divine Being, is justly regarded as the only solid and lasting foundation for an exalted character.  Every member of the school is taught to regard the Bible as God’s revealed will, and to govern his life by its precepts.  A portion of every Lord’s Day is devoted to the study of the Scriptures, and class instruction is given in them as faithfully as in any other study.”


The Dreadful Catastrophe


William delved ever deeper into his own studies, and began ignoring his pastoral duties.  His old classmate and rival, Adolphus Behrends, was then pastor of Brooklyn’s Central Congregational Church and a chief supporter of the Mission Society.  Behrends had just published Socialism and Christianity, arguing that Christianity was the best source of social justice.
  William began a new book out of the wreckage of From Eden to Patmos.  Drawing upon his graduate training in ancient languages, and his archaeological experiences in the Middle East, he would write a great volume that explained the meaning and etymology of every place name in the Bible.  If successful, this would be the masterpiece of sacred toponymy that would establish William as a great scholar.


His second cousin, William Watts Folwell, had studied philology, and was now a respected senior professor at the University of Minnesota, having served as its president for fifteen years.
  Thomas R. Lounsbury, Folwell's brother-in-law, was on the faculty at Yale.  William had established a science of missions, but a decade before the first sociology courses at any American university the demand for sociology of religion was nonexistent.  Now he would turn to a better established science, linguistics, and employ it to understand God’s words in a new way.


There were dangers in this course, however.  A tablet unearthed in Ashur-bani-pal’s library at Nineveh told of a great deluge similar to Noah’s flood, complete with an animal-filled ark and birds sent in search of land, but lacking the Lord of the Israelites.  Other records proved that the deluge tale was among the most widely known legends of Mesopotamia, raising the alarming possibility that the Biblical version was but one myth among many, perhaps an adaptation by the Hebrews from the lore of the greater civilization that overshadowed them from the east.  Thus there was a risk that rooting the Bible in scientific archaeology might drain the scriptures of their supernatural character.
  


As her husband faltered, Lucy threw herself into mission work to make his career a success.  She created a Women’s Auxiliary for the Brooklyn City Mission Society, attracting donations of money and time from thousands of ladies.
  Lucy explained, “The women’s auxiliary work was home work; house to house visitation.  That meant the sending of an intelligent godly woman into the tenement house who had time to talk to the mother, get her interested in the Bible and finally get her into the Church.”
  They also distributed food and clothing, some of it through charity diet dispensaries that tried to feed poor people suffering from illness.
  “This work has a religious side to it,” Lucy asserted.  “When the body is sick the heart is peculiarly inaccessible.  You cannot preach Christ to an empty stomach.”


Ladies of every station in life, from the mayor’s wife on down, gathered in the Church of the Pilgrims on October 13, 1887 to celebrate the growth of the Woman’s Auxiliary and its liquidation of the Mission Society’s debt under Lucy’s presidency.  Reverend R. S. Storrs prayed for their success, and a newspaper reporter jotted down his words: “He said that woman was a blessing as she was an opponent of sin, and was made to do good.  Women were blamed for causing the trouble in the Garden of Eden, but he thought that if Adam blamed Eve for what was done there on that memorable occasion he was no gentleman.”
  


Another reporter noted, “There were at least five hundred women present, and, to their shame be it said, but five or six men, and when they were mentioned by Dr. Storrs they blushed to the roots of their hair for their recalcitrant sex.  Even the ushers, who conducted the strangers to seats, were smiling-faced maidens fashionably attired and wearing orange badges on their breasts as an evidence of their official capacity and of their interest in the good work of providing for the wants of the poor and the necessities of those suffering from sickness.”


Then Lucy spoke.  “When I was at the front at Petersburg during the war it was not the lint and bandages that I furnished to the suffering ones that healed the wounds so much as the evidence furnished the sufferers that there were millions of sacrificing and sympathizing friends at home who were willing to aid them.  It is not so much the $3,000 which the women of Brooklyn have raised during the year but the fact that there were 8,000 sacrificing and sympathizing sisters and mothers who have bound themselves together to continue the work.  They will meet their reward in heaven and their acts are on record in the big book.  One page is devoted to the acts of the Home Visiting Committee; another to the meetings in private parlors and in out-of-the-way places where their acts are not recorded by the reporters of the daily press.  Still another page is devoted to the good work done among the poor working girls.”  Here Lucy’s voice trembled.  “Girls who have the same instincts as you or I, sisters, but not the same comfortable homes and who are forced to dwell in crowded tenements and boarding-houses.”  The ladies of Brooklyn had opened homes for their reclamation.  “They have also wrought in the penal institutions, the jails, the penitentiaries and in the hospitals and asylums, and this, too, has been recorded above in figures not to be written by human fingers.  They have entered the slimy swamps of sin everywhere and have done good, and I thank God that their efforts have been crowned with success!”


At the beginning of March, 1888, Lucy staged an international cradle song musicale to raise money for her husband,
 and when the Great Bloizzard came she was on the road once more.  On Sunday, March 10, she addressed the Deckerstown Presbyterian Sunday school in the morning and the Ladies Missionary Society in the evening.  Brandishing pagan idols she had collected on her world tour, she stunned her audiences with incidents of heathen life and heroic stories of Christianity in Asia.  When the deep snow and blinding wind prevented her from leaving, she set up headquarters in the minister’s home and continued her extravaganza for another week.  The storm began to lift on Wednesday, so the ladies of the missionary society swarmed to hear a sequel.  On Thursday Lucy staged a “Heathen Frolic” at the parsonage, acting out exotic customs in alien costumes, and on Friday a large audience trudged through the hip-deep snow to the prayer meeting hall for an animated lecture on the life and superstitions of the heathen world.  From Brooklyn, where fifty-mile-per-hour winds had blown two feet of snow into drifts high enough to hide an occasional horse or human corpse, William wired that neither the ferries nor the street cars were running.
 


To the great pride of his parents, Willie graduated from Mohegan in June as senior officer of cadets.  He bravely gave two speeches in the long ceremony, “The Chinese in America” and “The New South.”  The Peekskill Cornet Band played its heart out for the competitive drill between two companies of cadets, the battalion drill in which they marched as a unit, and the inspiring dress parade.
  


That summer was a watershead for Willie.  Fever laid him low, and Lucy rejoiced when he recovered despite the ravenous appetite she needed to gratify with six meals a day plus four or five lunches.
  His interest in biology had matured into a desire to become a surgeon.  Among his happiest moments were spent dissecting with Lucy’s friend Dr. Eliza Mosher, and he took apart seven cats collected from the streets of Brooklyn.


Medical role models included not only Dr. Mosher and Lucy’s memories of her mother, but also Louis Livingston Seaman, a distant cousin of Lucy and descended from Doctor Valentine Seaman who had first brought the family to Ballston Spa, where Lucy’s father was born, to try the curative waters in 1792.
  Louis attended Cornell, graduated from Jefferson Medical College in 1876 with the gold medal, and earned a law degree from New York University in 1884.  In 1886, just when the Bainbridges were settling in Brooklyn, he toured the hospitals of China and India to study contagious and epidemic diseases, then returned to private practice in New York City.


Dr. Mosher took Willie to Chautauqua, the summer religious center in upstate New York, where he soon became inspired by Dr. Jay W. Seaver.  He was a pioneer of anthropometry , the science of measuring the  human body, and his laboratory contained every possible device to survey Willie’s dimensions.  As a systematic form of examination, coupled with scientific gymnastics, anthropometry promised physical excellence.


Chautauqua was founded in 1874 by two Methodists, clergyman John Heyl Vincent and businessman-inventor Lewis Miller.  Initially they intended only to create a summer training institute for Sunday school teachers, but soon it was a complex mix of correspondence courses, branch Chautauquas, and a summer center that presented every manner of cultural uplift.  The Chautauqua movement asserted that the whole of life should be a school and that the true basis of education was religion.  Miller wrote, “Chautauqua was founded for an enlarged recognition of the Word.”  There, inquiring people of every denomiantion could “with square and plumb, with compass and sun-dial, with telescope and microscope, with steam-engine and telegraph, with laboratory and blackboard, with hammer and spade, search out the deep and hidden mysteries of the Book.”


For Vincent, “All knowledge becomes glorified in the man whose heart is consecrated to God.”
  “Away with this dividing up of things!  All things that are legitimate are of God.  The human intellect belongs to God, and it is to be cultivated for him.”
  “Look through microscopes, but find God.  Look through telescopes, but find God.  Look for him revealed in the throbbing life about you, in the palpitating stars above, in the marvelous records of the earth beneath you, and in your own souls.”
  This gospel suited the Bainbridges precisely, and after they sold the Warwick cottage, Chautauqua became their summer home.


At the season’s end, Willie entered Columbia University to study science and medicine, and his vast resolve to excel made it seem right thenceforth to call him Will.  Following in the footsteps of his father and his father’s father, he joined Delta Upsilon fraternity.
  Sometimes he was not equal to the heavy family demand for excellence, and he found that he could not concentrate on his studies without taking time for physical exercise, such as tennis.


As Will advanced toward a career, his father retreated.  William’s linguistic project stole time from the mission work, and despite all of Lucy’s best efforts, things were beginning to go very badly.  Their home at 160 Prospect Place was the scene of frightful arguments, and Will would always remember the shouting and recriminations.  Lucy pushed the Women’s Auxiliary for all it was worth, but her husband gave little help.  Will began to suspect that his father was going insane.  William’s scholarly obsession had grown into delusions of intellectual grandeur, and his venomous criticism of churchmen had deepened into feelings of persecution by vile enemies.  In the spring of 1889, William resigned his position as superintendent of the Brooklyn City Mission Society.


Disoriented and apprehensive, Lucy prepared for her last meeting with the Woman’s Auxiliary.  Uncharacteristically finding it difficult to speak, she reminisced to the assembly about her three years of city mission work.  She mentioned her effort to “shed the light of grace on the factory girls,” how she had “rented a ground floor of a building that was a cross between a Chinese laundry and a Dutch grocery store,” but now a “nice little church” stood on that spot.  Overcome by emotion, she referred to the fact she was about to leave the society, and she introduced William’s successor, Dr. Le Lacheure.


Unaware of the full magnitude of Lucy’s sorrow, a newspaper reporter speculated about her future.  “When Mrs. Bainbridge was asked where she was going from this city she answered that the destination of herself and husband would not be determined for three weeks, but it was learned afterward that Mr. Bainbridge expected to be appointed to a foreign consulship.”
  In William’s dreams of glory, nothing could be more plausible than that he would be offered an important diplomatic position, but in truth everyone had lost confidence in him.  


William eventually stumbled into another job.  Down in Wilmington, his relative George W. Folwell had been the first pastor of the Delaware Avenue Baptist from 1866 until 1874.
  Now, the church was deeply in debt and hungry for a pastor who might rescue it.  William’s family connection and his knowledge of world missions overcame all doubts.  To restore her damaged pride, Lucy went to Brown’s photographic parlor in Wilmington for a formal portrait, dressed in a dark suit with high, pointed shoulders, a brooch pinned at the front of her collar, her hair pulled severely back and coiled in a flat bun behind her head.


Sensing that the family crisis was reaching its crescendo, Lucy pulled out all the stops when she staged tableaux for an audience of four hundred to pay down the Delaware Avenue Church debt.  Sixteen young people stood stock still in exotic costumes, like figures from romantic oil paintings.  Druids prepared a human sacrifice.   A Japanese mother and boy prayed, “Oh Buddha, we take refuge in thee.”  Simulated Chinese demonstrated Confucian worship.  Other tableaux illustrated a Burmese wedding and the religious devotions of India, Egypt, Turkey and Russia.  Lucy made her listeners gasp at Chinese foot binding, as she waved a pair of tiny shoes and described the pain, and she made them chuckle over her ride in a Chinese wheelbarrow, counterbalanced by a dead hog.


Lucy’s bravura performance gave William’s pastorship some momentum, but it did little to resolve the family’s crisis. William said that a church should not love its pastor too much, because “he is made out of common dust, and has his full share of all the frailties of human nature.  He also is sure to make his mistakes, and they are very conspicuous because of his conspicuous position.”
  Working for a fraction of a full pastor’s wage, he felt free to devote much of his time to his great manuscript, and give no time at all to the family.


Illness struck again when Will contracted typhoid.  Lucy tended him with great devotion, remembering the horrible days she tended her brother George as the same disease gradually killed him.  Doctors now thought that microorganisms in contaminated water were the cause of typhoid, but as yet they had no cure.  For many days, Will lay in delirium, aware he might soon die.  Recovery was terribly slow, and Will fell far behind his Columbia classmates.  Ashamed of his father’s apparently willful failure, Will considered renouncing the name Bainbridge, and becoming simply William Seaman. 


When finally Will was able to return to his studies, he was so easily exhausted that he could no longer endure the long commute from Brooklyn Heights to Columbia.  His family owned the house on Prospect Place, so they could not simply pack up and move over to Manhattan, but Lucy wanted to be near her son.  “We prayed for guidance and trusted that the way would appear.  The answer came almost at once.  A sea-captain, on a two-year leave of absence came to the house one day and said that he was looking for a furnished house in a locality where there were good schools for his children.  Our home was offered, but not until we had pointed out its need of repairs, papering and painting, and stated that we did not feel like undertaking this additional expense just then.  He asked to be shown over the house, and having inspected it from top to bottom, said: ‘I will take it just as it is.’”
  Will and Lucy rented rooms near Columbia, and formalized the collapse of their home.  For Lucy, the family catastrophe was an abominable shame, dragging her into deepest disgrace.  She prayed for a miracle.


Analysis


We can never know how good a sociology professor William might have become, if that profession had existed in the 1880s.  Intellectual son of an intellectual father, perhaps he should have followed the lead of his classmate, Behrends, and switched to a low tension denoimination where scholars might find a home.  Throughout the nineteenth century, the Baptists avoided giving their ministers faith-numbing higher education, and this allowed them to out-compete the Methodists who had built by the start of the decade 11 seminaries, 44 colleges and universities, and 130 women's schools.
  William was caught in the paradox that had gripped his father during the Removal Controversy of the 1840s.  He was committed to a denomination that needed firey preachers who spoke the language of common people, but he was a scholar who based his self-esteem upon the erudition of his footnotes rather than the emotions he aroused in needy people.


Edwin Lemert has argued that the psychiatric syndrome called paranoia can result from an obsessive quest to defend social status which is based on false principles.
  William had adopted a strategy for becoming an attractive exchange partner by cultivating his intellect.  Recall that Lucy was chagrined soon after her wedding to discover that her husband shaved the hair back from his forehead to appear more intelligent.  This strategy achieved its maximum rewards when William published his three books.  When publishers rejected his fourth book, he stuck to the same strategy with even greater dedication, laboring to make it a more intelligent book that could win over some publisher.  In Lemert's model of the paranoid process, a person whose social status is threatened makes awkward, ineffectual, and increasingly frenzied attempts to defend the status.  He becomes arrogant, haughty, and exploitative of others, and they come to perceive him as untrustworthy and unlikeable.  The attempt to become a supremely attractive exchange partner, ironically makes the person an extremely unattractive one.  Eventually, he adopts the twin delusions of grandeur and persecution that define paranoia.


Whatever psychiatric diagnosis William's problem deserved, it could also be understood in terms of religious compensators.  His great scholarly project was so attractive presicely because it had a supernatural dimension. As John 1:1 explains, “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.”  But many words in the Bible are obscure, so William could serve God by clarifying them.  This would make him a valued exchange partner, playing the profoundly important role of intellectual mediator with the deity.  Furthermore, his great project was scientific, like his earlier world tour books combining the power of religion and science.  In China in 1879, William had convinced John Nevius to turn his long interest in spirit possession into a scientific study.  Immediately after William departed, Nevius sent a questionnaire on the subject to all the Protestant missionaries in China.
  Given Nevius' great prestige in the missionary community, William could feel he had an ally in believing that science could strengthen religion.


When Lucy and her children expressed doubts about William's all-consuming project, he could argue that it served the Lord, that it employed the best scientific methods, and that success would bring fame and prosperity to his family.  In an sense this was the familiar problem in economics that people fail to realize that investing more money in a questionable scheme to recover sunk costs is usually a mistake.  But it was more than that, because admitting failure would attack the basis of his psychological identity.  


Absorbed in his great scholarly obsession, William could not concentrate on anything else, and his habitually harsh criticisms of other people harmonized all too well with his growing assertions of personal grandeur.   His family did not rush to hospitalize him despite the clouds that shrouded his spirit, for that would have been the ultimate admission of defeat.  In some ways, his obsession was beyond criticism.  It was an application of science to religion, a holy mission devoting a great intellect to a noble cause.  If William could ever finish his book, the acclaim might sweep him to the heights of honor and prosperity.  But success seemed so far away, and in the meantime, the family was sinking toward poverty and disintegration.


Chapter 7:


Helping the Helpless


In abject despair, on January 2, 1891, Lucy knelt to pray.  Nearing her forty-ninth birthday, it was hard to see how she could start life anew.  From her lonely vigil in Wilmington she cried to the Lord, and at the very depths of her agony, she sensed someone standing over her.  


Some time later, a reporter for the New York Times heard her describe this moment to a Christian audience:  “‘I was in great perplexity what the Lord wanted me to do.  One day I was alone on my knees, and I fancied — strange fancy, you may think — I saw our personal Savior standing before me.  ‘Wait,’ he said to me, ‘wait and you shall know what to do.’


“‘At the very moment I was on my knees,’ continued Mrs. Bainbridge, while the room was hushed in silence, ‘Mrs. Brown, Superintendent of the Women’s Branch of the New York City Mission, died suddenly.  Next day her place was offered to me!’”


She had no doubts of the reality of this epiphany, as she later told the Mission ladies:  “It was not a dream that came to me in a distant city, on the very afternoon of Mrs. Brown’s translation, when, kneeling and alone, pleading for light upon perplexity, the Savior stood for a moment visibly at hand and spoke the needed words of comfort.  But such experiences are not for the world, and can only be hinted at for the encouragement of our sisters, who sit with us around the same hearthstone of the household of faith, and to whom we repeat the text.”


The prominent women of the Executive Committee of the Woman’s Branch of the New York City Mission and Tract Society knew Lucy well through the speeches she had given about missionary work, and they were aware of the similar job she had held in Brooklyn.
  Like Lucy herself, the Mission Society preferred to believe that her appointment was somehow divinely ordained:  “It is always so, that when God calls a Moses away he has a Joshua to fill his place.”
  In February, Lucy agreed to take the job, which would pay enough to support the family, beginning on April first.


Mrs. Brown had run the Woman’s Branch for sixteen years, and the Society believed “it would be an impossibility for any one person to take up all the various forms of work and carry them on as she did.”
  Therefore, Mrs. Brown's assistant, Miss I. F. Hubbard, took responsibility for much of the office work, training the missionary workers, and operating the missionaries’ home.  Lucy would have general oversight of the missionaries, editing the women’s half of the monthly magazine, and seeking donations of money and clothing.  However, Miss Hubbard would soon vanish from the scene, retiring in May 1892 “for needed rest” and Lucy would be in charge of everything.


If the Mission Society gained a capable leader, Lucy gained not only an income but a way of dispelling the shame of her husband’s abandonment.  Money was sorely needed, and her son was in the very middle of his studies at Columbia.  It would be some time before he could earn his living as a doctor.  Prior to becoming superintendent of the Woman’s Branch, Lucy had never held a conventional job; she had always been a volunteer worker or assistant to her husband.  Now the whole financial weight of the family was on her shoulders.


The Work


The Mission Society had grown out of a number of earlier movements.  The Woman’s Branch was originally a part of the New York Religious Tract Society and was founded in 1822, an unhealthy year for New York City.  Yellow fever took 240 lives, nothing to compare with the four thousand who died of this disease three years earlier, but a sufficient number to raise the specter of plague.  In 1827, the Religious Tract Society and the Young Men’s Tract Society joined to establish The New York City Tract Society, and the Woman’s Branch transferred to this new organization in 1829.
  Within a few years, the group began aiding individuals in distress, as well as distributing exhortatory essays, and by the “Gay Nineties” the emphasis had shifted from tracts to social work.


When Lucy joined the staff, the Mission Society focused exclusively on the portion of Manhattan below Fourteenth Street.  The first issue of its monthly magazine, published just four years before Lucy became its co-editor, explained that this was the most crowded section of the city but less well provided with churches than the rest of the island.  “North of 14th Street there is one Protestant church to every 2500 inhabitants; south of 14th Street one to every 5000.  The self-supporting churches have in a large measure followed their constituencies northward.  This has left the southern part of the island comparatively destitute of such privileges.”


The Mission Society itself possessed three houses of worship: DeWitt Memorial Church, the Broome Street Tabernacle, and Olivet Memorial Church.  DeWitt had been built entirely at the expense of the Society’s president, railroad millionaire Morris K. Jesup, for a cost of about $80,000.  The family of William E. Dodge contributed $25,000 toward the construction of the tabernacle.  Olivet was built with donations of $27,000 from Ambrose K. Ely and $65,000 from D. H. McAlpin.
  


The Mission Society was a significant organization, and the Woman’s Branch conducted many activities.  Sewing schools began in 1866. In 1875 Olivet started a Helping Hand Auxiliary which furnished sewing for women paid by the hour, and the Society launched Mothers’ Meetings, with the comment, “We believe in them, not as agitators and disturbers of the home relations, but as educators.”
  Under Lucy’s direction, the Mothers’ Meetings became a special place where “overworked, disheartened women, whose lives are full of drudgery, are resting as they listen to words of counsel and comfort.”  Their children were under the care of a missionary, provided with “plenty of toys, animal crackers, and milk.  When tired, there is a tiny hammock or a thick comfortable ready for a nap, and mothers and children go home with new courage and strength.”


The most substantial resource of the Woman’s Branch was its corps of thirty-seven full-time missionaries and nurses, which would swiftly grow to fifty.  Its official aim was “to promote the interests of evangelical religion and sound morality by the circulation of tracts, missionary labor, and the establishment of Mothers’ and Children’s Meetings and Helping Hands, or other auxiliaries deemed helpful in the elevation and salvation of women and children.”
  Stated more formally, it sought to achieve four goals:


“First, to carry the gospel of Christ to all homes in the lower part of the city, even the most degraded.


“Second, to elevate in their homes the families, by teaching the wives, mothers, and sisters those things that will be for their physical, moral, and spiritual advantage, and prepare them better to fulfill their duties.


“Third, to reach the children, and by planting early seeds of industry, honesty, temperance, and truth, cheat the tares of a harvest and help the children to become good men and women.


“Fourth, to minister to the sick poor, providing things necessary for their recovery in their homes, or removing them to hospitals if necessary.”


Although Morris K. Jesup was the president of the Mission Society, Adolph Frederick Schauffler was in day-to-day charge of the work.  Born in 1845 in Pera, a European suburb of Constantinople, Schauffler was the child of two American missionaries.   Possessing a keen mind and living in a cosmopolitan community, he grew up knowing English, French, German, Greek and Turkish.  He came to the United States in 1863, graduated from Williams College in 1867 and completed Andover Theological Seminary in 1871.  He was pastor of the Olivet Church from 1873 until 1887 when he became vice president of the Society.
  For the years Lucy worked at the Mission Society, Schauffler was her partner, and they divided the work of editing the monthly magazine.  He spoke of her “winsome manner,” saying, “Mrs. Bainbridge is of commanding appearance, a sweet voice and charming countenance.”


The Mission Society had its offices in Bible House, on Astor Place in lower Manhattan, just below the intersection of Broadway and Eighth Street, and Lucy’s address was Room 104.  The building, erected in 1853, was “a multistoried edifice in European style, surrounding an inner court.”
  To get to the Mission Society from where she lived, up near Columbia, Lucy would take a Broadway streetcar to Ninth Street, just a block from Bible House.


She began her first essay for the magazine with a tribute to Mrs. Brown, “the sainted woman who, though dead, is yet living in the helpers and the helped all over our city... The new Superintendent comes to her duty, trusting in the same promises, leaning upon the same everlasting arm, and guided, we believe, by that same Master who was to Mrs. Brown, through all her life service in this cause, wisdom and strength. ‘Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, to-day and forever.’”


Within two months, Lucy was struggling to maintain morale among the workers and supporters of the Woman’s Branch, to whom the labors sometimes seemed endless.  She wrote, “In such work as ours we cannot expect to see the results of our labor as in many other forms of Christian service.  To us is given the duty of seed sowing, and largely among the stones and rocks of intemperance and godlessness, and amidst the briars and thorns of poverty and misery.  The dews fall, the winds blow, the sun shines, and the seed of truth germinates in the heart, and appears in the outward life.  We can only gather out the stones, and break away some of the briars and tend the frail little plants of divine life for a time, then, more often, just as they blossom into beauty, they are transplanted into better soil in some church garden of upper New York or Brooklyn.”  


Much of Lucy's effort was devoted to fund raising, and she begged for money in the pages of the monthly.
  Lucy responded to her own pleas by donating some partly worn clothing, and by drawing on her Brooklyn connections for help.  Lucy’s friend, Dr. Eliza M. Mosher, inaugurated a series of lectures at the Christian Worker’s Home, speaking on “General Structure of the Human Body.”  Because of the delicate nature of the topic, she restricted her audience to women, and in five further lectures she discoursed on the hygiene of the digestive organs, the circulatory apparatus, the respiratory system, and the nervous system, ending with a sober lecture on “Personal Limits from the Hygienic Standpoint.”
 


For her first Christmas essay, Lucy wrote an alphabet of suffering and need.  Mrs. A, for example, was one of the “deserving poor,” having a sick husband and five children under eleven to support.  When the missionaries first met her, four years ago, Mrs. A kept a very filthy home, but now it is neat and clean, and the readers of the Monthly were urged to help her through contributions to the Christmas Fund.  Mrs. D, an asthmatic widow, earns but twenty cents a day sewing vests to support her two children.  Mrs. F is pregnant and her husband has been incarcerated in Sing Sing penitentiary.  Feeble Mrs. J watches her tubercular husband sinking into slow consumption, while their five children grow hungry.  And “X Y Z must stand for the scores of boys needing mittens and shoes, and the Sunday-school scholars, who will long for just an orange or a bag of candy, or the hundreds of sick and weak old people, who are again like little children, in their delight over a kindness though ever so small.”


The children of impoverished family found bits of evergreen branch at the depot where the Christmas trees were unloaded, and their father hauled home packing boxes to construct a doll house.  Some sandpaper, a shoemaker’s hammer, and a meat saw added windows, a door, and a chimney.  The “Dorcas room” of the Woman’s Branch, where used clothing was stored, contributed a tin kitchen, a table, and set set of tiny dishes.
  Dorcas, a disciple of Jesus reknowned for her good works and almsdeeds, died of illness and left the clothing she had made for the other disciples.


Among the challenges of Lucy’s first year as superintendent was preparation of the annual report of the Woman’s Branch, a combination statistical summary and promotional essay.  The first pages listed all the ladies, beginning with the two directresses, treasurer, secretary, and the four other ladies who served on the executive committee.  Active members represented thirteen contributing churches, and there were swarms of honorary managers, members of the nursery committee, and associate members.  Then Lucy listed herself as superintendent, followed by forty-five missionaries, nurses and students, plus the recently-hired office secretary who doubled as a missionary to the Chinese.


Except for some “gripped” by influenza, their health had been good during the previous year.  Their life was difficult, because “Seven days in the week they listen to tales of woe, and come into contact with suffering and poverty.”  Their sober monotony had been lifted slightly by a summer outing and a winter evening of entertainment.  Four had left to join foreign missions, three in India and one in China.  The eight trained nurses of the Branch had struggled to improve the health of many women and children: “An aged paralytic comforted; a suffering woman taken to a hospital for needed treatment; a sick girl in a cellar home ministered to; a baby in an attic washed and clothed; a dying mother and her sobbing children played with.  Who can tell the story of such daily toil in our tenements?”


The most discouraging work was preaching to the convict women forced to do menial work at Bellevue Hospital, but especially rewarding were the three day nurseries.  Nearly a hundred children were cared for while their mothers labored and their fathers languished in prisons or lounged in saloons.  Others were cared for at the Children’s Home, and Lucy offered one case to illustrate their plight.  “A short time ago, a respectable man came to our office, telling with tears the sad story of a drunken wife, and a worse than motherless girl eight years of age.  In a few days he brought the child to us — a picture of neglect in body and clothes.  Made clean and comfortable, and hugging a new dolly to her breast, the child went happily to the Children’s Home in Montclair, and is there doing credit to the kind care bestowed upon her.”


Other projects of the year included the aid to “aged pilgrims,” Mothers’ Unions that teach mothers to “train their children for God,” sewing schools, and the Fresh Air project that sent one hundred and thirty-five “misfit” tenement children for two-week visits to the country.  All counted, the missionaries made 32,925 visits, and the nurses, 7,417.  The Woman’s Branch distributed 37,106 tracts plus 444 Bibles, brought 251 children into Sunday school plus 111 adults into Bible classes, conducted 1,112 meetings, and gave away 2,844 garments.  In addition, the Woman’s Branch maintained its home for student missionaries.


At the annual meeting of the Mission Society, at the Broadway Tabernacle, Lucy gathered pledges that brought her Branch a thousand dollars.
  Money came in small denominations, as well, like the dollar sent by a little girl who saved up her candy money for a month or the dollar-fifty donated by a poor woman who herself had received alms just two months before.  A lady invalided for eleven years, living in a county home, sent “pressed geranium leaves full of perfume, and a few stamps and a silver ten-cent piece carefully wrapped, and safely received, in the letter full of cheer.”  This gift went to one of the many cripples in lower New York.
  Mrs. Saterthwaite donated eighteen glasses of jelly, while Mrs. Rapello gave a barrel of potatoes.  Devlin and Company gave one hundred Christmas books, while an anonymous donor gave thirty-six boxes of candy.  Mrs. Betts outdid herself with two turkeys, forty-eight cornucopias, fifteen dolls, and thirty-three bags of marbles.  At various times Lucy herself found some old articles to donate, such as a number of bonnets.  During a cholera scare, she gave a bottle of cholera drops, and on other occasions she brought a trunk, a basket, a bed, toys, and partly-worn clothing.


Attempting to Convert the Immigrants


Supported neither by Baptist nor Episcopalian organizations, the Mission Society rested on a set of upper-class Presbyterian and Reformed churches.
  Although non-sectarian, it was clearly Protestant, and while drawing neither from high-church nor sectarian strata, it had an Evangelical tinge.  In addition to calling the Jews and the godless to Christ, it sought to convert Catholics to Protestantism.  Among Lucy’s most able workers was Lydia L. Tealdo, born within sight of the Cathedral in Milan, Italy, but daughter of a Protestant minister.  After her parents died, she was inspired by the example of a schoolmate who married a minister and had gone to America where she worked for the evangelization of Italy.  In October 1888, Lydia entered the small school the Woman’s Branch had established to train missionaries.  


When Lydia began her work with the Italians of New York, there were forty-five thousand of them:  “The moral and physical needs of her field were heart-rending, the spiritual darkness appalling.  To cure a child sick with pneumonia, a pigeon, just killed, would be cut in two and placed on the chest; dusty cobwebs were put on cuts and sores; pieces of raw meat on inflamed eyes; pictures of saints on painful spots of the body, bands of red ribbon were bound around swaddling clothes to ward off the evil eye.”


Lydia's reports to Lucy painted an unflattering picture of Catholicism.  In one of her reports, she wrote: “Am I in a Christian or a heathen country?  This question I asked myself as I stood in the Italian Roman Catholic Church, which is in a basement on Baxter Street.  The day was Good Friday; all the images in the church were covered with black cloth; the altar was also draped in black, and at the foot of the same an image of the Savior lying as dead, with different colored lights burning before it.  On the step that leads to the altar was spread an old shawl, and on it lay a cross, about two feet in length, with an image of Jesus nailed to it.  It was a very pathetic sight to see boys and girls, men and women, all kneeling around that cross and eagerly waiting for their turn to kiss the hands, the feet and the pierced side of the image... Will you still say that we need not be anxious about the Italians because they are Roman Catholics?  They do believe in God, but they are idolatrous, and are as ignorant of the doctrine of worshipping God in spirit and in truth as any heathen.”


In Lucy’s first years at the Mission Society, its men were seized by the craze of converting the Jews.  For a time they enlisted a charismatic fellow from Warsaw, named Warszawiak, to preach in the Jewish immigrants’ own language and run a Home for Persecuted Christian Jews and Enquirers.  Born in 1865, the son of a wealthy merchant and grandson of a rabbi, Hermann Warszawiak read the Talmud as a boy, but his father urged him to study Leviticus deeply, and this led to an intense debate between them over sacrifice and forgiveness of sin.  Sent to his rabbi uncle for more advanced instruction, Warszawiak descended into a guilt-ridden struggle to find atonement, racked by the conviction he was a lost sinner.  He married into a rich family but was extremely erratic in behavior, leaving his wife and children, becoming fascinated by a Hebrew edition of the New Testament, wandering into the clutches of a Scottish missionary movement, contemplating suicide while crossing the Atlantic, and winding up on the Mission Society's doorstep.
  


Every Saturday, Warszawiak addressed large groups of Jewish men in the Society’s DeWitt Memorial Church, displaying considerable powers of oratory.
  On Wednesdays, Warszawiak held a discussion meeting for Jews, after prayers shared with Reverend Leonhard’s German congregation.  Members of the audience would write challenging questions on numbered cards, and Warszawiak would answer them.  Why do Christians not keep the commandments of Moses?  How could Jesus be the Messiah when the prophesies said that war would cease upon the Messiah’s appearance?  How could God have a son?  Why does Jesus crucified on the cross call out to God, instead of calling for his Father; indeed, if Jesus is God, why does he call out at all?  This might lead to a discussion of the Trinity, about which Warszawiak had written a pamphlet.  The Christian desire to covert Jews was so strong that Warszawiak could give his listeners a free Hebrew edition of the New Testament, from the supply of twenty-thousand copies the Christians had provided him, and he distributed a badge showing a star of David embracing a cross.
  Donations allowed Warszawiak to establish his headquarters in a four-story building at 65 Avenue D, filling its four apartments and nine beds with followers.  Still as erratic as ever, he left the society, battled with his family, returned, then finally vanished for good.
  Years later, Kenneth D. Miller, president of the Mission Society from 1939 to 1952, called Warszawiak’s mission to the Jews “neither wise nor effective.”
  


Lucy’s chief activity for Jews was a sewing school for Jewish girls.  The regular sewing school was held on Saturday, but to avoid the Jewish sabbath Lucy established another on Wednesdays, enrolling a total of ninety-eight children “thus opening up to us for missionary visitation, 74 Hebrew families.”
  The only religious aspect was recitation of the Lord’s Prayer.  The training began with stitching simple straight lines, progressing through overhanding, darning, patching, button-holes, hemstitching, and making clothing for dolls.  Graduates could immediately get jobs with dressmakers.  Lucy commented, “The Jewish girls acquired the stitches more rapidly than our Gentile children.  The characteristics of the race, ambition to excel, and perseverance in what they undertake, came out prominently and their patience in mastering difficult work was surprising.”
  When the Woman’s Branch received a little money for Jewish work, Lucy used it not to badger the Jews with appeals for Christ but to pay the salary of one of her nurses, “a converted Jewess” who “understands their language and habits of these strangers in a strange land.”


Lucy's Missionaries and Nurses


Lucy gave her missionaries “a comfortable and healthful home within easy access of the tenement people,” but she did not encourage them to share the slum life experienced by the women they sought to save.  In this the Woman’s Branch of the City Mission Society contrasted with the Salvation Army.  “Our aims are the same and much of our service is alike; but there is a difference in plan...  The women of the so-called ‘Slum Brigade’ endeavor to live just as do the poor people they are trying to help.  They wear the badge of service; they eat and sleep and dress in the most economical way, without regard to comfort; they visit among the tenements of the very poor, and scrub and wash and cook and nurse the sick, and talk of the Master’s love which prompts this kind action.”


Woman’s Branch missionaries dressed more like other middle class women, and their aim was to elevate if possible the deserving poor out of their poverty.  “Like their army sisters they wash the babies, prepare food for the sick, make up the bed, sweep and dust, read the Bible and pray; but it is our plan to try to teach the mother how to cook, and clean and sew, rather than do it for her.  A missionary caring for a sick and miserable family will often help another poor woman, who is in distress for food and rent, by hiring her to wash and patch for the sick mother.”


Almost subconsciously, Lucy’s middle-class missionaries focused on women who had the potential to join the middle class.  “They may be poor, but there are real ladies and real gentlemen tucked away in cheap tenements.  They respect and enjoy refinement and intelligence, and crave friendly recognition from those who have greater advantages.  Many are bitter and tempted because of the chasm which poverty and hard toil has made between them and those with whom they feel fitted to associate.  Such people need the ministry of our workers, who represent to them the better social life they crave.  As the dress of the city missionary is not peculiar, from time to time the lady of wealth, who longs to give personal service, is enabled to go with the missionary in and out of the crowded tenement houses and see and do for the poor most wisely.”


Some impression of the nurses’ work can be gained from the contents of a typical nurse’s bag, inventoried by Lucy: “Tincture of iron, vaseline, glycerine, ointments, absorbent cotton, old linen, safety pins, Castile soap, cuticura soap, borax, olive oil, cheese cloth for poultices, flannel bandages, cotton bandages, liquorice powder, boracic acid, witch hazel, mustard leaves, clinical thermometer, small toys to amuse small children and rest tired mothers, and sometimes sheets, nightgown, and suit of baby garments.”  Other articles a nurse might use every week included: “Flax-seed, alcohol, morphine pills, bovinine, mustard plaster, Imperial Granum, quinine pills, ointments, emulsion of codliver oil, turpentine, syrup hypo-phosphates, lime water, capsicum plasters, blisters, worm lozenges, gelatine, oiled silk, brushes, tincture iodine, clinical thermometer Yale, syringe glass, vaccine points, line, boracic acid, Leibig’s Extract Beef.”
  The list of cures did not match the list of diseases: “abscess, accident, cancer, diphtheria, pneumonia, bronchitis, consumption, heart disease, confinement, scarlet fever, typhoid fever, rheumatism, measles, paralysis, sore eyes, peritonitis, asthma, ophthalmia, alcoholism, gastritis, la grippe, marasmus, erysipelas, cerebral meningitis, pleurisy, whooping cough, mumps, cholera infantum, Bright’s disease, and croup.”


People in Need


In a drunken rage, a man nearly killed his wife.  Sent for six months to Blackwell’s Island Work House, he vowed to kill her the instant he got out.  The solution was to send her far away, and place her children in an institution.
  Lucy's missionaries dealt with many unique practical problems.  One man had been trained to make long boots, but they had gone out of style, and he was seeking a position as a night watchman.
  Another fellow had lost his left eye to an accident, and no employer would accept this ugly deformity, unless money could be raised to buy him a glass eye.


Impoverished elderly persons, beyond the capacity to work and lacking families to support them, were called “aged pilgrims,” because their last days was a saintly preparation to meet their maker.  Lucy called Mrs. Marion McDermott “an attic saint.”  She was the daughter of Dr. Lansingburg, who practiced medicine in New York around 1820, but her father was killed by an accident, and her mother expired from the shock.  At eighteen, Marion married a Methodist lay preacher and settled in Westchester County, where they produced four children.  Shortly, her husband died, followed by two daughters who were carried off within a week of each other, and then one of her two sons died.  The remaining son heeded the call of the Civil War but never returned.  


When found by one of Lucy’s missionaries, Mrs. McDermott “was literally worn out,” having sewed for the House of Industry for sixteen years and then struggled to survive for nine years in a dark little attic space atop a tenement building.  Ladies of the University Place Church collected money for her rent, and the old women proudly said, “Not a cent do I owe; I am no beggar and only want to work again.”  But her poor health would not permit labor.  


Lucy commented, “We could not suggest the alms-house to this real gentlewoman, this saint who believed that the righteous shall not be forsaken.  As she grew better, ineffectual attempts were made to have her comfortably settled, when severe sickness again took hold of her.  For four months the Presbyterian Hospital gave to our attic saint the best of medical skill and nursing.  In her pain and weakness, with almost sightless eyes, she imagined that the very gateway of Heaven had at last been reached.  Surely such cleanliness and comfort and kindness were not earthly, and the nurses in their snowy caps seemed to have angels’ wings.”
  A photograph shows Mrs. McDermott bundled in a blanket, sitting on a chair near a plain tenement window, her hands in her lap and her eyelids closed.  “There she sits waiting, only waiting, patiently, trustingly waiting.” 


One of Lucy’s missionaries found a deathly ill woman abandoned by her husband.  “It was a pitiful scene!  A mother in a delirium of fever, raving against her own dear little ones, the oldest not yet six years of age, who were cowering in a corner, too frightened by mother’s strange threats to stir or scream.  The lifeless form of the four-days’-old infant was beside the insane mother, who had rolled upon it in her agony.  During the days which followed, and until after the death and funeral of this mother, and the return of the dissipated father, what to do with the babies was the question.”


To answer this question, Lucy rented rooms on Elm Street, created a warm and comfortable place for infants in family emergencies, and called it the Baby Fold.  In the autumn of 1893 it filled an entire floor at 179 Forsyth Street, and “several beautiful cribs have been given as memorial offerings” for infants who had owned these beds but perished.
  A photograph provides a glimpse of the Baby Fold: a large, clean room with a heating stove on the right and a row of fine cribs on the left.  Light comes from a chandelier and two large curtained windows in which are hung growing plants.  Cheerful pictures on the wall and two rocking horses mark this as a happy refuge for small children.  The matron and a visiting nurse hold babies, one the motherless boy of a street car conductor, the other the child of an insane woman.  Two older children sit on small chairs at a small table, the matron’s boy and a girl whose mother works at a restaurant until nearly midnight.


In one crib rests a tiny Italian boy whose insane mother was placed in the institution on Blackwell’s Island; hope she might improve was sustained for several months, but a few days before the picture was taken, she died.  The mother of an infant named Julia was deserted by her husband, has two other children, and has taken a position as a wet nurse, providing the milk of her own breast to a wealthier child.  Seven-month old Louise must also share her wet-nurse mother’s milk, one of six children of a woman deserted to starve before the missionaries found her.  George, three months old, has no mother, while Ethel’s mother is looking for work.  Joe and Frankie, brothers aged one month and thirteen months, wait for their mother to return from the hospital, where she must undergo a serious operation.  Edith’s widowed mother works, as does Robbie’s mother who must labor while her husband drinks.


The Mission Society was not legally authorized to go beyond part-time day care for children, and Lucy was frustrated in her attempt to change the charter.  Some people felt that other institutions could handle orphans and foundlings, including the dreaded institutions on “The Island.”  Begging her friends to give the Baby Fold a chance, Lucy stressed the needs of emergency cases.


“For example, a woman with a babe and two run abouts, whose husband is sent to Sing Sing, must face the problem of support.  A firm where she worked before marriage will again employ her, the two little ones can be placed at the ‘Home for the Friendless,’ but the baby is too young for any institution.  Where can she put it, even temporarily, so as not to lose this position?  At the Roman Catholic Foundling Asylum, which certainly is a beneficent society?  No, for that means abandonment, and soon she will want her home built up again.  ‘Ask the Superintendent of Public Charity to send it to the Island,’ says some one.  But look at the appalling figures.  Out of 167 babies on the Island last year 159 died.”
  Opening and closing at intervals, moving from place to place, the Baby Fold was always an anomalous extension of the Society's three regular day nurseries, and Lucy eventually had to abandon the project.


A Rare Convert


On Thanksgiving, 1892, Lucy was busy with the holiday work of the mission, when she noticed that a fellow named Dave Ranney, who had been hired to deliver dinners to poor families, was working without an overcoat.  Lucy had collected the money for these meals herself, telling donors that a dollar would provide Thanksgiving dinner for a family of four: “Fowl or meat, a few vegetables, loaf of bread, little coffee and sugar, and for dessert a baker’s mince pie.”
  Ranney was a drunkard, deadbeat and offtimes thief who had been recruited just two months before by Lucy’s colleague Alexander Irvine, lodging-house missionary to the Bowery. 


Something of Irvine’s character could be seen in two photographs that hung in his office at the Broome Street Tabernacle, one showing a healthy two-year old boy, sitting in a large arm chair, wearing his first pair of trousers.  Irvine called it “as pretty a picture of childhood as heart could desire.”  The second picture showed “a wretched tramp covered with dirt and filthy rags.  The bloated face and unkempt hair betoken a life of sin and debauchery.  It is revolting to look into that pinched face, every lineament of which is traced with misery.”
  The two portraits depicted the same person, thirty-seven painful years apart.  Irvine took the second picture himself, converted the man to Christianity, and watched him die a week later.  The first picture was a gift from the man’s family when they came to claim his body.  Irvine would take any risk to save a man, however often the salvation failed or ended in death, and Ranney had nearly robbed him when first the two men met.  


Lucy knew Ranney by sight, and asked him where his overcoat was.  He replied that he had no overcoat.
  Lucy exclaimed, “That’s too bad!  Come with me and we will see if there’s one in the Dorcas Room.”  Each shelf of this storage space was full of donated clothing of one category or another.
  They found several overcoats, any of which would have suited Ranney.  But Lucy was not satisfied.  “David, come into the office,” she said.  Quickly she wrote a note to Rogers, Peet and Company, and she told him to deliver it and wait for an answer.


The store clerk read the letter from Lucy, eyed Ranney suspiciously, then began trying overcoats on him.  When one fit, the clerk said, “You might as well wear it home.”  


Ranney protested, “Not on your natural!”  It had not yet dawned on him that the coat was really to be his, for it must have cost nearly fifty dollars, at a time when he was earning twelve dollars a month.  “Put it in paper or a box.”  


Only later did he discover that Lucy’s note had read, “Give this man about the best overcoat you have in the store.”  Ranney returned to Lucy, and she told him, “David, that coat is for you, but listen, David; that coat is mine.  Now I wouldn’t go into a saloon, and I want you to promise me that you will never enter a saloon while you wear it.”


Promises are cheap, and Ranney had broken more in his life that he could count.  But he could keep the promise never to enter a saloon while wearing the coat, and the tug of that coat would prevent him from entering a saloon too easily.  A cold winter was ahead, and if he passed a saloon and decided to enter, by his promise to Lucy he would have to take the coat home, then return into the cold without it.  He respected Lucy greatly, and once said, “God bless her, for she is one good woman!”


Five years after receiving the overcoat from Lucy, Dave sent it to his wife’s father in Ireland.  He had reconciled with the wife he abandoned years before, succeeded in holding an ever more challenging series of jobs for the Mission Society, and never touched liquor again.  By the time he published his autobiography in 1910, he had become a major force helping other men of the Bowery who had fallen into the dissolution that earlier had gripped him.


A Temporary Daughter


One day a railway agent sent a woman and a little girl named Dora to Lucy’s office, saying that the woman had begged for a reduced ticket for the waif.
   “The Woman and the girl were so nearly alike that it was almost amusing, the one was such a miniature copy of the other, — the same dark eyes, the same shaped nose and mouth, and even their voices had the same tone and accent.”


Lucy asked the woman if Dora belonged to her.  “‘No,’ she replied, shifting her eyes from one to another, ‘no, she is no relation to me; I picked her up on a train as I was coming from the West, she was travelling alone, and I felt sorry for her, — I went to the railroad company to get a ticket for her, so I could take her back, to where she says she comes from; I feel very sorry for her.’  During this explanation the child’s eyes became wet and her face flushed, as she clenched her little hands together, but said nothing.  ‘Do you think you could have forgotten?  Are you sure that this is not your little child?’  ‘Oh, yes,’ replied the woman, bracing up to the lie she had told, ‘I never saw her before until on the train nearly to New York; if I had the money I would buy her a ticket myself, but I haven’t enough.’”


Lucy spoke to Dora kindly, and the sobbing child briefly rested her head against Lucy’s shoulder.  After a fruitless attempt to coax the woman into admitting she was the mother, Lucy thanked the woman for bringing Dora and made arrangements with the Home for Homeless Girls.  Two days later the woman returned, weeping.  “Oh, I lied, I have lied; I have committed the unpardonable sin; I have disowned my own child; I’m going away where she can’t see me.  I am a sinner; I have lied — lied; I know you will be good to her, and by and by I’ll send money and have her come to me.”


For a few weeks, the Home for Homeless Girls did all it could for Dora, but every night she would cry herself to sleep, saying, “Oh, my mother told a lie — that awful lie.”  She grew sick and pale.  Then a letter came from Dora’s mother in Cleveland, saying she had obtained a good job and was ready to take Dora back, if only the Mission Society would advance the price of a train ticket.  Lucy contacted friends in Cleveland who reported that Dora’s mother was an earnest churchgoer and very active in a small local mission.  Lucy found comfortable clothing for Dora in the Dorcas Room, and a friend who was travelling westward volunteered to deliver her to Cleveland.  With great happiness, Dora told Lucy, “My mother does love me I know; she is sorry for that awful lie.”


Lucy took a small stamped envelope, addressed to herself, and sewed it into Dora’s pocket.  “Dora, your mother does love you, and I hope you are going to have very good times with her, but if any kind of trouble comes, and you need a friend, send this little envelope back to me, and I will understand and try to help you.”


Two months later, the envelope arrived in Lucy’s mail, containing a note from a woman who lodged in the same house with Dora and her mother.  “For God’s sake, lady, get this child away from here; she is getting killed.”  


Lucy arranged for Dora to be brought back to New York, ostensibly to receive  French Lessons.  To Lucy, Dora looked “thin, haggard and sad.”  She told a terrible story.  “Her mother was a missionary worker believing the end of the world was close at hand.  She wanted her child to follow in her footsteps, and be ready.  She took her to meetings every night, and brought her home to her rooms, and then soaked the girl’s feet in cold water above the knees, so as to extract the evil from her nature.  The mother fed her with ashes, for the purification of her soul, and when the child refused she would sharpen the great butcher knife she had, and draw the back of the knife across her neck, telling her that God had told her to punish her, and that she would put the sharp edge on if she said a word.”


Dora was sick with the early stages of whooping-cough, and the Home for Homeless Girls could not take her in.  So Dora came to Lucy's apartment to live with Will and Helen, “and for over a year, was my own devoted, happy child.”  Dora was frequently ill, and the whooping cough was followed by chronic appendicitis and measles.  But eventually she grew healthy and began attending school.   


An extensive search discovered a brother of Dora’s lost father, living far in the West, who was willing to welcome Dora into his own home.  The daughter of a Mission Society supporter, about Dora’s size, had just died, so there was ample clothing for her trip.  Living with her uncle, she learned to play the church organ and began a new life filled with promise.  After all of Lucy’s care, Dora had become “a bright, cheery girl” and “an earnest Christian.”


Relocation


In March 1893, the Mission Society moved to new offices on the northeast corner of Fourth Avenue and Twenty-Second Street, which had been constructed over the previous year through a donation by John Stewart Kennedy.  St. Paul’s Methodist Episcopal Church had occupied the site, and when Kennedy bought the building he donated the pipe organ to the Society’s Olivet Church.  At completion, the United Charities Building was seven stories high, constructed mainly of brick, with dimensions of 60 feet by 150 feet.  A booklet produced for the opening said, “It is absolutely fireproof.  Nothing has been spared in initial cost to make it complete and substantial, and to minimize the future cost of manufacture and repairs.”


Three other organizations shared the building rent-free with the Mission Society: the Charity Organization Society, the Association for the Improving of the Condition of the Poor, and the Children’s Aid Society.
  They were able to rent extra space out, and the Mission Society received about two thousand dollars each year in the 1890s.
  The owner was a special United Charities corporation, directed by a board of nine managers consisting of Kennedy plus two representatives from each of the four organizations.  To preserve the corporation’s non-sectarian charter, a further provision stipulated that a majority of its managers should never belong to the same religious denomination.


The Mission Society’s new offices were on the fourth floor.  Schauffler rejoiced, “what a blessing the new rooms are.  In the old rooms we had no place for privacy, and when pastors and directors and contributors came to see us, we had to receive them in the common office.  Now we have a quiet room where we can speak in peace with all who come to the office on various business.”


Lucy agreed: “The rooms of the Woman’s Branch in the Bible House were becoming far too narrow for the growing work of the Society.  It was a busy place, and some days very much crowded.  The worthy poor and distressed, the women who only wanted a little sewing to do, the half drunken who asked alms, the missionary who needed advice, and the friends who came with bundles of clothing or a welcome check, were sometimes very closely packed together.  There was really no quiet corner for a confidential chat between officer and patron, minister and missionary.  Yet the ‘104’ office teems with pleasant remembrances of cordial greetings and kindly faces and incidents of life which have strengthened faith in God.”


Lucy’s new office on the fourth floor of the United Charities building was spacious, yet warm.  The fireplace opposite the entrance boasted embossed iron lining, tiles like miniature bricks, ionic columns the breadth of a hand, tiers of ogive molding, two panels reminiscent of those on her desk, and an inset mirror.  The mantel supported four small vases, two of Oriental design, plus a clock.  Above it, a picture rail supported two glazed frames containing prints.  To the right stood a two-level wooden cabinet and a short, square bookcase that rotated to reveal leather-bound volumes on all four sides.  Beyond them, windows opening on the inside of the building could be opened for ventilation, or closed for privacy.


To the left of the fireplace, set at an angle across the corner of the room, was Lucy’s roll-top desk with ten drawers, thirty cubby-holes, and two pull-out elbow extensions.  Immediately to the left was a window looking out on the street, giving Lucy a marvelous vantage from which to watch the New York throngs and casting good light across the desk as she wrote her many letters.  Pressed between the desk and the window was a wicker wastebasket that filled swiftly with spent envelopes.  As she worked, Lucy sat with her back to the door, but her swivel chair could quickly turn when someone entered the room.  Near it was a fine, wicker-backed rocker where a client or fellow Mission Society worker could rest while they conversed.  Beneath all this furniture was a wide Persian carpet in rich floral design.  At times, there would be living plants in the room, such as a pair of small, potted palms.  Although comfortable for all her guests and hardly ostentatious, the room hinted that its occupant was not only a person of substance but a citizen of the world.


Incurable Obsession


Meanwhile, back in Wilmington, Lucy’s estranged husband pursued his scholarship, drawing gradually farther from the world of money, social status, and family relationships.  The Delaware Avenue Baptist Church seemed content to have him work half-time for little pay as its temporary “supply” and never invited him to become its regular minister.  He often took the train eighty miles to Baltimore to consult obscure volumes in the library of Johns Hopkins University.


At first he boarded at 405 West 10th Street in the home of W. S. Carswell, a morocco shaver for one of the many leather-goods factories in the city.
  Wilmington was world-famous for its leather industry, notably the fine morocco employed in book bindings, and the hides came all the way from Asia and South America.
  After some months he moved a short distance to 1123 West Street, near the church which was on the corner of West Street and Delaware Avenue.  There he boarded with John Evans, a machinist for the Philadelphia, Wilmington and Baltimore Railroad.


Several Sunday afternoons in 1893, William lectured once again about the Holy Land, injecting a strong dose of linguistics.  The first talk was about the Tower of Babel, and he advised those planning to attend to study the tenth through thirteenth chapters of Genesis beforehand: “The tenth chapter of Genesis, generally considered uninteresting, is full of geographical information.  Thus Elam was Assyrian for ‘high,’ meaning the highlands on the east of Babylonia.  Arphaxad was Chaldea, and Aram signifies the Aramaeans whose language supplanted the Assyrian and Hebrew, in turn giving place to the Arabic.  Ca-dimira, ‘the gate of God,’ the old Sumerian name of Babel from probably the local temple gate of justice, around which the city expanded, subsequently became wonderfully true to history throughout the world, but to the Hebrew and Assyrian translations there attached another meaning ‘confusion,’ as the common Shemite word had or acquired a double etymology.  Cuneiform evidence is increasing that this was the ‘Tower of Tongues.’  It tells of ‘a mound’ built by those who ‘were evil,’ and who were ‘confounded in their speech.’


“In a recently found inscription Nebuchadnezzar speaks of repairing and completing this ‘most ancient monument,’ adding an unmistakable reference to the confusion of tongues, ‘Since a remote time people had abandoned it, without order expressing their words.’”


In his second talk, William recounted his visits to the Dead Sea and the Cave of Machpeleh, incidentally offering his listeners a strange observation on the modern languages of the area: “We are reminded every day that the language of Oriental courtesy is very profuse with complimentary terms and religious references.  To western ears it sounds very profane and blasphemous.  It is well that the ordinary traveler is entirely unacquainted with Arabic, Turkish and Persian, for thus he escapes an almost incredible amount of profanity and obscenity.”


In the destruction of the cities of the plain,
 William found scientific truth.  The Lord rained fire and brimstone down upon Sodom and Gomorrah; brimstone is sulfur, and the word means burning stone.  Truly, the sands around the Dead Sea burn, and the sea itself is the thickest brine.  When Lot’s wife looked back, she became a pillar of salt, and William commented, “It is easy to believe that in this neighborhood the lingering wife of Lot could have been suffocated, and then quickly so incrusted as to be ‘a pillar of salt.’”


This series of well-publicized lectures, augmented by Sunday-morning travelogue sermons like “From Eden to Patmos,” marked the end of William’s service at Delaware Avenue.  As his son would later explain, “He had an overpowering ambition to write a book which would trace the use of all the terms used in the Bible not only back to their derivation but also in their ramification in various languages and in their various shades of meaning; one element of his preparation for this monumental work was the ability to read eleven languages.”


At the close of services one Sunday in November, he read a letter to the congregation that began, “God has graciously enabled me to lead you out of a heavy debt of $20,000, but he does not appear to me to require that I should accompany you again into debt.”  Six months earlier, the New York stock market had crashed, ushering in the Panic of 1893 that was to stretch into a severe, four-year economic depression.
  By now, major railroads had failed, employment had soared while industrial production plummeted..  William said his scholarship was “very pressing work upon my hands,” and he did not want to be a burden.  “May these trying financial times brighten with all of you soon, and then may God give you a pastor, whose time can all be devoted to your service, and whose support you may be able to provide with a reasonable amount of the always needed and best self-sacrifice.”
   Just five months later when the depression was at its greatest depth, the church did hire one.


Ironically, just as William was about to abandon his only means of financial support, he told the congregation to remember the motto, “Never any more church debt.”  He noted that he had never been officially called to the pastorship, so there was no need for a formal resignation.  But he had been connected to the church for more than three years, rather a long time for a mere “supply.”


The Wilmington afternoon newspaper, Every Evening, sarcastically titled its article about his departure, “So Pastoral Supply and Delaware Avenue Baptist Church Part Company, But Are Still the Best of Friends.”  When its reporter interviewed an anonymous church official, however, it could find no dirt and was blandly told, “We are very sorry to lose Dr. Bainbridge.  We all appreciate him.  You know that it is through his instrumentality the tremendous debt of Delaware Avenue Baptist Church has been wiped out.”  The other daily paper, The Morning News, tried to find scandal in the church’s debts, but the treasurer quickly squelched that story, proclaiming that the outstanding debt was only $400, and church subscriptions not only covered that small sum easily but permitted prompt payment of all bills in the future.
  So far as Wilmington knew, William departed on perfect terms with the church, to assume unspecified similar duties elsewhere.


Two weeks after announcing his intentions, and one week before his resignation was to take effect, William represented Delaware Avenue at the Delaware Baptist Union held in the chapel at Wilmington’s Second Baptist Church.  He lectured for the thousandth time on Bible lands, explaining that such a tour could teach religious principles.  Professor M. G. Evans was not impressed, ridiculing the “inductive method” of teaching Sunday schools, which employed examples to make points indirectly.  The right way to teach Sunday school was to make the students memorize passages from scripture.


William rose in anger, saying, “I desire to enter here my protest against the mere caricature of the inductive method presented this afternoon.  The inductive method is the judgment of our best educators.”  Proving he had done some memorizing of his own, William cited several biblical passages about being born again, asking if they did not teach the new birth inductively.  But several other clergy came to Evans’ defense, and none supported William.  


He left Wilmington and returned to 160 Prospect Place in Brooklyn, which remained his base of operations for the rest of the decade.  Abandoning pastoral work altogether, he wandered from one great library to another collecting information on the names of places and tribes in the Bible.  His books of the 1880s receded ever further into the past, and with her monthly magazine column Lucy was rapidly outpublishing her estranged husband.  Already in 1891 when John Foster Kirk complied a list of American authors, Lucy had earned a secure place in literature, but William’s writings escaped notice.


Analysis


It is widely assumed that religion not only comforts sufferers but also upholds morality and transforms converts.  These assumptions are theoretically important, because social control and religious conversion raise the fundamental issues of how human desires are channelled into particular patterns of behavior and how that behavior may be influenced to change.  A person who abides by the moral rules of his or her culture is a good exchange partner within the context of the surrounding society, who provides rewards to other people and does not inflict unfair costs on them.  If religion can actually save people, on this mundane plane of existence as well as in the supernatural realm, then it not only comforts people for the costs they must endure, but also improves individuals and communities so that they are able to sustain a much higher level of exchange of rewards.  However, systematic research on these issues is hard to find.


In 1928, sociologists Hugh Hartshorne and Mark May reported a staistical analysis suggesting that Sunday school attenders were no less likely than other children to be delinquent.  In 1969, Travis Hirschi and Rodney Stark, applying more modern techniques to a massive survey of school children, failed to find the expected negative correlation between juvenile delinquency and a variety of measures of religiosity.  However, a number of studies published beginning in the 1960s showed inconsistent results. Using datasets from several regions of the United States, Stark subsequently discovered that religion can deter some kinds of delinquency, but only in communities where church attendance is high and faith can combine with social forces to discourage deviant behavior.  Several studies indicate that religion has no capacity to prevent homicide or other violent outbursts, but even without the support of a religious community it can guide people away from personally dangerous hedonistic acts such as alcohol drinking, illegal drug use, and unrestrained sex.  Other studies suggest that religion had real power to deter suicide decades ago, but there is some evidence this power has eroded recently.


Research about religious conversion indicates that people join a new religious organization chiefly under the influence of friends, relatives or other exchange partners, rather than doing so because of a deep, emotional experience of spiritual transformation.  Such experiences do occur, chiefly because they are expected of members of many high-tension religious movements, but they may not correlate with significant changes in a person's pattern of behavior.  Naturally, people often want religion to give them new personalities and patterns of behavior, but religious regeneration may often be a compensator of illusory change rather than the reward of personal transformation itself.


More research is needed, but apparently the power of religion to uphold morality and transform people depends upon social factors that vary across communities and across categories of behavior.  There is little evidence that individuals who call upon the Lord to help them live moral lives are in fact more likely to succeed than those who do not call upon His aid.  An atheist might take this as evidence that God does not exist.  We do not need to go that far.  Rather, the admittedly limited research evidence helps us make sense of the Mission Society's priorities over a century ago.  In their work, the missionaries had learned the hard lesson that reform of degenerates hardly ever occurred.  From a religious perspective, salvation is a miracle that mere humans cannot make happen.


One reason that David Ranney was so famous was that his case was practically unique.  The extensive records of the Mission Society from this period reveal no other case of spectacular character reform.  Undoubtedly some individuals abandoned marginally criminal lifestyles for respectability when conventional employment and stable membership in the community were offered them.  One standard success story, as revealed by Lucy's casebook, is of a respectable person who is betrayed by wicked people or beaten down by fate, but who then regains stable economic and social status after receiving practical help from the Mission Society.  The other standard success story is of a respectable person who thankfully receives comfort from the Mission Soiety as he or she dies or otherwise succombs to bitter fate.


There is good reason to believe that the hope and comfort provided by Lucy's missionaries helped immigrants endure their poverty until acculturation, good luck, and hard work allowed them to construct rewarding lives.  Medical care provided by Lucy's nurses, augmented by some food and instruction on how to prepare nutritious meals on meager budgets, undoubtedly saved lives and provided many people the strength to work.  In a few cases, the Mission Society found foster homes for children and jobs or spouces for adults.  David Ranney gained the unusual career of inspirational ex-criminal.  We know the backgrounds of some of Lucy's missionaries, and they were respectable middle-class ladies before joining the Mission Society.
  Some were widows and most were unmarried, so they valued their jobs for the pay they provided as well as for the spiritual fulfillment.


For Lucy, the Mission Society provided the only alternative to poverty, in the early 1890s before her son was ready to support her.  The constant stream of writing that flowed from her pen in the 1880s and 1890s reveal no hint of a personal transformation.  She gained confidence from success in the first paid job of her life, and the great respect she received from clients and co-workers assuaged the shame of her broken marriage, but the income from her employment allowed her to continue her lifestyle rather than revolutionize it.


Her husband seems to have been a man ruined by religion rather than saved by it, although his family was extremely loathe to accept this interpretation.  In the middle of the nineteenth century, psychiatry believed that intense religion could cause madness, and six percent of American mental patients in 1860 were diagnosed as suffering from "religious insanity."
  By the 1890s, however, the dominent theory held that insanity was a neurological weakness, often inherited, that might manifest itself in abnormal religious interests or in maifold other ways.  Thus, psychiatry of the 1890s absolved religion altogether of responsibility for madness, whereas the psychiatry of three decades earlier held that madness was caused only by deviant forms of religion, such as spiritualism or emotionally intense revival movements.


The brand of religion that stresses mass revival and personal regeneration is relatively high in tension with the surrounding socio-cultural environment — sects and sect-like denominations serving relatively low-status congregations like Lucy's own Baptists.  For such people, salvation from sin equates with upward social mobility.  The Mission Society was extremely low in tension, supported by a few rich families and a collection of prosperous churches.  They offered the poor immigrants of Lower New York the hope of climbing up into the middle class.  Since many of the immigrants were well-disciplined, intelligent people, this promise was often fulfilled.


Chapter 8:


Her Strong Staff


In the summers, the wealthy patrons of the Mission Society left the steaming city, and Lucy herself continued to visit Chautauqua.  The 1892 session centered on a great National Pageant to mark the four hundredth anniversary of the Voyage of Columbus.  Six thousand people crowded the amphitheater to hear chorus and orchestra perform national airs and to see ten historical tableaus.  As if to express his vast ambitions, her son took the role of Columbus.  Will's costume was a mass of robes, an irregular ruffled collar that flowed down the front of his herringbone vest, and a huge wig.  Underneath he wore his Pilgrim costume for a later tableau, consisting of a black coat with a more regular white collar and a vast square belt buckle with matching buckled shoes.
  


Chautauqua was rich in physical exercise programs through which Will could develop iron determination.  Two hundred and fifty persons entered the cycling school, the corpulent ones to lose weight and the scrawny ones to gain it.  Women fenced and rowed boats, men hurled the shot and the hammer, both sexes did gymnastics, and Alonzo Stagg organized a baseball team.  One hundred and sixty, including Will, took a course to become trainers of physical exercise.  All thousand participants underwent physical exams by Dr. Mosher and Dr. Seaver, to make sure they were prepared for the strenuous workouts and to detect any deformities that might need special attention.  Will studied the equipment in Seaver’s anthropometry laboratory: calipers, scales, dynamometers, and templates to trace the contours of spines.
  Lucy needed Will to be her strong staff, and he strained to measure up.  He was tall, developed an enormous chest, and learned to thrust it up and out, as he pulled his shoulders back into the most  imposing posture.


 In 1893, Will earned his M.D. degree from the College of Physicians and Surgeons at Columbia.  The setback from typhoid was well behind him, and he tied for first place in a competitive examination of eighty-nine candidates from eight colleges seeking hospital internships.  For two and a half years he interned at Presbyterian Hospital, then briefly interned at Sloane Maternity Hospital where he studied gynecology.  He studied physical diagnosis at Roosevelt Hospital, and did a year of post-graduate study in pathology and bacteriology at Columbia.
  Will worked to the absolute limits of his endurance, and this became the habit of his professional lifetime.  



Lucy moved to 787 Park Avenue in Manhattan, while her son lived practically around the corner at 41 East 70th Street.
  Separated from her husband, she was very sensitive about being considered a respectable married lady.  Whenever her photograph was taken, she carefully posed so her wedding ring would show clearly.
  She signed her articles in the monthly magazine, “Mrs. Lucy S. Bainbridge, editor.”   But in her private accounts book she wrote simply “L. S. Bainbridge,” while always writing “Miss” or “Mrs.” before the names of other ladies.  


The Woman's Branch


In an age when infection killed many in the prime of life, the Woman’s Branch was bound to experience death within its own ranks every few months.  In 1893, Miss Adelia A. Hitchcock was third most senior of the missionaries and nurses.  A college graduate, she had taught Greek at the college level and for several years had been superintendent of the high school in Warsaw, Indiana.  She came to New York for missionary work in 1878, and her faith was so strong that “as she talked of her Lord, the very image of the Divine shone from her face.”
  Suddenly, she felt a sharp pain in her side.  After resting a few days she said, “I have been working perhaps a little too fast, and God saw I needed to take time for more thought and trust in Him.  After next Sunday I will be ready to do all my work.”
  But she descended deeper into exhaustion, coughing, fever.  In delirium she begged to return to missionary work, and then she was gone.


In the same year, Lucy announced that Miss Libbie MacLean was expecting to die shortly.  “We do miss her face and fellowship, and the poor and suffering miss her sympathy and help, but we rejoice that she is daily nearing the bounds of this life, and will soon meet her Savior face to face, and hear His own voice say, ‘Well done.’”


Two months later, Libbie’s sister wrote Lucy: “She looked up with a smile a few hours before her death, saying, ‘I have no fear, not even of the passage,’ and when I whispered as the eyes grew dim, ‘Underneath are the everlasting arms,’ her face lit up as she replied, ‘O yes, I feel them, I am resting in them.’”


Later, Lucy was “in great sorrow over the illness of one of our youngest workers, Miss Carrie A. Butler.”  Critically ill with pneumonia, Miss Butler was rushed to Presbyterian Hospital, where fellow worker E. F. Mollan was already languishing with an apparently incurable illness.
  A few days later, Lucy wrote, “After only two weeks of sickness, a brief struggle with pneumonia, and our bright, busy, young missionary, Miss Carrie A. Butler, was welcomed into the presence of Him to whom she had been trying to lead hundreds of little children.”
  Lucy treasured a handsome photographic portrait of the young woman, later publishing it both in the monthly magazine and the annual report.  The funeral services were held at DeWitt Memorial Church, with the coffin open, and Lucy again gazed into the face of death.


“It was a scene never to be forgotten.  The sweet, girlish face, with its sunny hair, and no mark of suffering left upon it, the beautiful flowers, and the tribute of heartfelt words from Rev. Mr. Elsing, the singing by her large Sunday-school class of more than a hundred little boys and girls, and, then, the long procession of mourning friends, as the bells tolled and the organ was played, filing past the casket for a last look at the dear missionary and teacher.  Women whom Miss Butler had comforted in their sorrow, now mourned for her.  Mothers pinched by poverty, with baby in arms, wept over the friend who would never come to them in their distress again.  The crowds of children, her children, brought, each of them, a little token of love, a spray of golden rod, or grass and leaves, and, sobbing, laid it on the coffin.  Tiny ones were held up, for a last look, by the older sister or brother, because they loved the ‘dear teacher.’  And thus we bade her good-by.  The beautiful casket, with its precious body, was borne away from the crowded streets, full of ragged and hungry women and children, away from the misery, and sin, and greed of our lower New York, but the influence of Miss Carrie A. Butler’s unselfish, devoted, beautiful life, has not gone.  It lives in the hearts of very many, who will  meet her in the blessed, sinless land.”


As death decimated the ranks of the Woman's Branch, Lucy sought new recruits.  In June 1893, she attended the Conference for Young Women held at Northfield, Vermont, where Moody had established his Bible School.  “Many a college girl looks out upon the untried work of the world wondering where and how she is to use the education she has gained,” Lucy noted, and she invited them to visit the Mission Society and share in its work for two weeks.  Gertrude Burrage from Cornell accepted and went on home visits with one of Lucy’s missionaries.


“Oh, the poverty and destitution of lower New York this fall!” Miss Burrage exclaimed as the financial depression ravaged New York’s poor.  “How many, many times did I hear wives and mothers of little children say, ‘My husband has been able to get no work during the summer,’ or ‘My husband died several years ago and this summer I have been able to earn only two or three dollars a week.’  The task of the Woman’s Branch seemed far greater than its capacity.  “One of the missionaries went out one evening to carry flowers and reading matter to a poor family in which she was interested.  Although the gifts were received thankfully yet she soon found that they were only a hollow mockery, for the family was starving.”


The saddest family Miss Burrage saw was on Cherry Street.  “My companion and I stumbled through the dark hallway, up the back staircase, and found ourselves in a good-sized room which seemed all the larger on account of the scarcity of furniture.  Let those people who live in luxury homes listen while I tell what that room contained:  A bed on which lay a woman, her baby two days old, and her three-year-old boy; her husband was bending over the stove heating some water, a chair was visible in one dark corner, a stool in another; a table, a trunk and a few dishes completed the furniture of the room and the home.  The husband was very kind and polite that night, but I found out afterward that it was his terrible appetite for strong drink that had brought his family to that condition.  It is only God who can forgive a man for dragging down into hopeless misery not only himself but his wife and innocent children.”


Far cheerier were Lucy’s Baby Fold and the Jewell Day Nursery where “happy children romped and played in the back yard, forgetting for awhile the terrible homes to which they must return at night.”  The missionary was especially interested in a poor little child named Katie, to whom she had given a small doll with plain dress that had become the girl’s prized possession.  But illness kept Katie out of Jewell that day, so Miss Burrage and the missionary sought her at home.  “We found her, poor little thing, locked out on the street, sick with the whooping cough.  The neighbors told us that when the terrible paroxysms of coughing came on, all the strength left the little body and she could scarcely stand.”


Some time later, Miss Burrage learned that Katie had died.  The girl’s mother preserved the missionary’s doll under a glass globe, encircled by a wreath of artificial flowers, and the missionary sought religious compensation for her own grief:  “Katie’s mission was ended; but that which could only have been begun through her is going on, and some day mother, teacher, and child will meet again where there shall be no more tears.”
  



Miss Burrage gained great respect for Lucy’s missionaries.  “They are not looking forward to the next world for their reward, for they have a part of it every day of their lives.  They are rewarded by the love of the children over whose faces a happy smile breaks when they meet the ladies on the street.  They are rewarded by the reclaimed drunkards’ homes, by the wives and mothers who have been led to Christ in the church or the Mothers’ Meeting, by the stalwart young men who have left the street and the saloon to have a part in the Lord’s work.  I never met happier women, or those whom it was a greater joy to know than those I met in the Christian Workers’ Home.”


Shortly before Thanksgiving, 1893, a reporter for the Mail and Express accompanied Lucy’s workers for a day, beginning in the room of one of Lucy's youngest nurses, Miss J. M. Glasgow, at the Christian Workers Home: “A pretty white and gold room, with windows looking out over St. Mark’s churchyard.  A dainty white bed occupies one corner and a dressing case another.  In still another corner stands a small bookcase and a glance at the back of the books in it shows that the owner of or more than the average culture.”  The reporter was impressed by Miss Glasgow’s graduation certificate from Mount Sinai Hospital and by her “sweet, refined face and gentle, noiseless movements.”
  


Before seven-thirty in the morning, Miss Glasgow descended the stairs of the five-story mansion, and entered the study, where prayers were held.  After that, the forty-two “attractive” ladies living in this urban religious community went into the dining room, sat at three long tables, and took breakfast.  Shortly, the nurses and missionaries dispersed, each to a designated section of lower New York, to undertake the day’s work.  As each one left the building, she stopped in the hall leading to the front door, checking the papers and letters strewn on a large black walnut table, and marking her departure on a large rack of cards.  One card read “Miss J. M. Glasgow,” with the words “in” and “out” either side of the name, and Miss Glasgow moved a button from “in” to “out.”


The reporter followed Miss Glasgow on visits to the Virginia Day Nursery on Fifth Street, to a dilapidated home on the lower East Side, to the Chinese quarter, and to the Baby Fold, described as “the especial pride of its founder, Mrs. Lucy S. Bainbridge.”  When the Mail and Express published the story, it included a pair of line drawings made from photographs Lucy provided, one a portrait of her, the other of the Baby Fold.  After this visit to the babies, Miss Glasgow and the reporter returned home for a 12:30 lunch, at which the ladies exchanged experiences.


“Mrs. Bainbridge is at the table, and listens to all their tales of woe, gives them advice, comforts and encourages them and directs their plans.  With all her gentle sweetness the superintendent is a woman of action.  She takes complete possession of those who meet her and explains the work in a manner that shows what a thoroughly practical knowledge she has of it.”  After lunch Lucy put the reporter into the hands of her Italian missionary, Lydia Tealdo, as she visited her district around Mulberry Street, speaking to the Italian immigrants in their own language and calling on several who were sick.


At six o’clock, the missionaries returned to their home for dinner,  After that, they would attend evening classes at the various churches maintained by the Mission Society, or get together to discuss their current work and future projects.  The reporter observed, “All of this Mrs. Bainbridge oversees, and it keeps her very busy indeed.  She has shown great judgement in the workers she selects for different branches of work, knowing just for what each one is best fitted.”


While her missionaries and nurses were in the field, Lucy would usually be in her office,  seeking donations, talking with people who came in for help, reading and writing letters, and managing the business of the Woman’s Branch.  Each winter she taught classes at the training school, combining commentaries on current events with practical advice on missionary work and Christianity.  For a lecture on the “necessary equipment for service,” she stressed these themes: Know you are a Christian and be able to tell why.  You must be on a higher level to lift others, but you must be able to love beneath the dust and rags.


Lucy’s closest friend at the Mission Society was Ida Brandt, a German-born nurse whom she called Brandtie.  On rare occasions, Brandtie visited her home country, and on a voyage back by steamer she encountered two German ladies in peculiar black uniforms, one very young and apparently innocent, the other older and domineering.


When the older woman was off playing cards and drinking, Brandtie spoke with the girl, Christina, and learned that she was the pathetic victim of disappointed love.  She and Fritz, the son of a wealthy family, had planned marriage, but his mother forbad this because she wanted her son to marry someone from a better family with a fat dowry.  Christina said it would be unbearable to stay near Fritz, and see him with his new wife, so she left the tiny cottage she shared with her grandfather, in the company of a religious Sister she had just met who offered to take her to a missionary school in New York.

Brandtie asked about this school, and she received only vague answers.  Her suspicions aroused, Brandtie wrote out full instructions, in both German and English, how the girl could find her if she needed a friend.  Within a few days after the ship docked, a terrified note begged Brandtie to come to Christina at a certain address.  The house was forbidding, its shades drawn and doors locked.  Brandtie got no response when she pounded repeatedly.  Then the Sister returned with Christina, carrying food, and despite the girl’s tearful pleas Brandtie was forced away.  Not easily deterred, Brandtie came again the next day, finding Christina alone and ready to share a horrible discovery: the Sister’s religious order was a fraud.


“There was no training — there was no hospital — she was kept scrubbing and washing, and then she had to go out with the Sister begging for food.  When she was not out with the Sister she was locked in.  She had been told that she must not write to her grandfather at present — that the letter written by the Sister was quite sufficient.


“At night all sorts of men and boys called and she had to make special soup for them, greasy and thick.  Some of the men stayed all night and talked to her — English was hard to understand — but it sounded bad, and they looked at her in a way she did not like — she was afraid and hungry and homesick.  The Sister was very cross and said she had not been paid enough money, that she must learn to eat the soup, or earn money in some way, and that she must stop crying.”


Christina begged Brandtie to save her, but the Sister returned, and angrily forced Brandtie out of the house.  Shortly later Brandtie reappeared in the company of a plainclothes policeman to take Christina away.  “This brought forth a perfect tornado of vile, indecent words and curses, which was quieted only when the officer’s badge was disclosed and the woman warned that such language would lead to her arrest.”
  An expressman arrived, to transport Christina’s trunk, but the Sister smashed it with a vicious kick.


“The officer helped the trembling girl out of the house, and as she went down the steps she turned to say ‘Good-bye,” whereat the Sister, in a more violent attack of rage, hurled the broom after her, calling out “Thief!  Thief!’ and quickly picking up a stick that lay bye, she placed it across the broom thus making the sign of the cross, and standing beside it, she spat after the departing trio.”
  Lucy found suitable clothing  for Christina, and Brandtie wrote the grandfather assuring him she was in good hands.  Unfortunately, the bogus sister’s letter reached the grandfather first, telling terrible lies about Brandtie, and leaving the whole affair hanging in mid air for several weeks.


Will's Career Dawns


In the summer of 1896, Will began practicing medicine at Chautauqua, and he gave a practical course on health titled “Physiology, Pathology, and Emergencies.”  He faced a difficult decision.  It was time for him to establish a private practice, yet he longed for the opportunity to study advanced techniques with the great surgeons of Europe.  He had been offered a job as personal physician to a multi-millionaire, but the thought of being imprisoned in a mansion was unattractive.  He considered opportunities to become a medical missionary in Beirut or Teheran, but they would take him too far from his beloved mother.  Then, a telegram came from New York, asking Will’s help with John Sinclair, a wealthy patient connected with Lucy’s Mission Society, who had gone violently insane.


Through the Mission Society, Lucy had contact with many of New York’s super-rich.  Perhaps the most impressive was railway millionaire Morris K. Jesup, President of the Mission Society, who had been among its chief benefactors since 1865.
  Lucy worked closely with his wife, who was First Directress and head of the Executive Committee of the Woman’s Branch.
  Another wealthy patron of the Mission Society was William H. Osborn, whose wife was Second Directress of the Woman’s Branch.
  In 1894, the list of thirty-three Honorary Managers included Mrs. C. Vanderbilt, Mrs. E. F. Shepard, Miss Helen Gould, and Mrs. John Sinclair.
  John Sinclair himself had been on the board of directors of the Mission Society since 1888,
 and he was on the committee that oversaw Broome Street Tabernacle.


The telegram asked Will if he were ready to take John Sinclair overseas on a long therapeutic tour, and it demanded an immediate answer.  One of Will’s Columbia teachers, neurologist M. Allan  Starr was in charge of the case, but was unable to handle it.
  Sinclair had become maniacally obsessed with religion and with Wall Street, and it was essential to get him out of New York.  


Will was much troubled.  While traveling with Sinclair, he might be able to study at least briefly in the major European medical centers, but he would have to postpone establishing his practice.  “My life work seemed to depend upon what decision I made, and I earnestly petitioned for light.”
  Lucy had just gone to the Catskills to spend two weeks with a fellow worker in Christian philanthropy, so she was not available to advise him.  Just as Will was Lucy’s strong staff, she was his guide through life, and it would be inconceivable to decide without her, yet the situation demanded a quick response. Unable to solve this mighty problem, he went to sleep.  


Hundreds of miles away, Lucy awoke suddenly, with the terrible feeling that her son needed her.  She anxiously told her surprised host she must leave instantly.  Traveling all night, she reached Will late the next day.  His astonishment was so great that he became absolutely convinced that they had been in telepathic communication.”
  Together they prayed, and the answer came to them.  Will would accept a roving commission to adjust Sinclair through travel.


Among the more restful places Will took Sinclair were Brig and Thusis, deep in the Swiss Alps.  Sinclair was extremely difficult to manage at times, lapsing into suicidal and homicidal rages.  Will would drag a mattress in front of the door to Sinclair’s hotel room, sleeping there to prevent his patient from escaping on a rampage that might lead to any kind of disaster.  One night, Will awakened suddenly to see Sinclair looming over him, about to drive a knife into his body, and with quick reflexes he was just able to avoid the blade and subdue the older man.


In Germany, they visited Christina’s grandfather to find him conducting a religious service for her.  The old man was tormented by the conflicting messages he had received, and he was sorely afraid that his little girl had become a thief.  “At the close of the service the American gentlemen made themselves known, and presented letters, pictures and other proofs of their statements.  The aged grandfather listened intently to every word, standing all the while as though in prayer, his face as white as the silver hair which crowned it.  At the close he turned quickly and threw his arms about the neck of the younger man and kissed him on both cheeks.”


Will discovered that Fritz, Christina’s lover, had refused the marriage his parents had arranged for him, so he and Sinclair marched to their mansion and made a full report of her great progress with the Mission Society and how highly both Lucy and Brandtie esteemed her.  “After hearing the reports of these two gentlemen, their hearts went out to the poor, brave little girl, and the mother said: ‘Perhaps, after all, Fritz should marry Christina and not wait any longer for us to find some other girl for him!”
  Back in New York, Lucy helped Christina sew some beautiful new clothing for herself, and once her trunk had been mended, she returned to Germany and to Fritz.


For his service to Sinclair, Will was well paid, and he was able to afford a session of post-graduate study in Vienna.
  He brought his patient to Chautauqua the following summer, where he resumed his practice for a few months and gave five public lectures.  In August 1897, a nine-year old boy was riding on a hotel elevator, when he decided to inspect the mechanism by leaning out the door.  In an instant his jaw was crushed by the transom of one of the doors, and if the operator had not instantly stopped the elevator, the boy would have been decapitated.  Within minutes Will and Dr. Seaver were working over the boy, who had gone into shock.  It was a terrible struggle to get the shattered lower jaw into place, using the upper jaw as a splint, to wire some loosened teeth together, all the while working around terrible swellings and administering chloroform and morphine.  One tooth had been knocked completely out, so for days the boy was fed through a tube passed through the gap.  Within two months, he had recovered to the point that he could eat normally, and Will was so proud of the successful result that he later paraded the lad at a meeting of the Buffalo Medical Society.


Will took Sinclair back across the Atlantic, to keep the man distracted from his obsessions and gain more post-doctoral study.  Altogether, he heard medical lectures and assisted great surgeons in Vienna, Budapest, Dresden, Berlin, Hamburg, Paris, London and Edinburgh.  For a young American physician, it is hard to imagine more valuable experiences, but raw adventure called him away. 


 Just then, British major-general Horatio Herbert Kitchener was leading a small army up the Nile to avenge the death of Charles Gordon and regain the Sudan from "Mahdi" Mohammed Ahmed.
  Will and Sinclair enjoyed the luxury of a river steamer, and among their fellow passengers were a bishop on tour and a Presbyterian missionary from Pittsburgh.
  When they caught up with Kitchener, he had already slaughtered a dervish army at Firket and was building a railroad in preparation for the final assault on Khartoum.  


The thousand mile trip up the Nile took Will through a land of sickness and misery: “It was rumored among those poor people that there was a doctor on board.  They came to me by the scores and begged me to care for them.”
  There was much to fascinate a young physician.  The eight hundred dervishes killed in the battle at Firket had been buried in shallow graves, and the putrefying corpses swelled and broke through the earth, apparently unleashing an epidemic of cholera.
 


Next, Will and Sinclair rode by horseback through Palestine, seeing Bethel and Jerusalem, and skirted fighting that was going on around Lebanon.
  At Tiberias they met a Presbyterian missionary physician, Dr. Torrance, and they accompanied him on a medical tour of several villages, feeling like Christ’s disciples helping him heal.  Wherever they went with Torrance, the people would rush forward shouting, “‘The Hakeen has come!  The Master is here!’  It is a great experience to see the people from many towns and villages flock to the missionary healer to be helped.”


Lucy’s son returned from his grand tour, and prepared to establish a medical practice, but the outbreak of the Spanish American War intervened.  His cousin, Louis Livingston Seaman, was an Army surgeon with the forces sent to Cuba, and he knew this poorly-organized expedition had a great need for competent medical personnel.
  With Lucy’s enthusiastic support, Will volunteered in Rhode Island, New York, and Washington, finally being accepted into the Seventh Army Corps under General Fitzhugh Lee.
  


Will’s induction into the army was delayed until the end of summer, and by then peace had been achieved.  Lucy proudly cheered the American victory.  “By the power of God our flag is floating in distant lands.  May it wave there and here at home ‘forever’ as the emblem of a Christian nation whose hope is God, and whose prosperity is built upon the Bible.”


On the threshold of a brilliant career, in 1897 Will chose a splendid location for his medical office, Thirty-Four Gramercy Park at the foot of Lexington Avenue in Manhattan.  It reminded him of Cavendish Square in London, which was filled with successful doctors, and it was less than three blocks from Lucy’s office in the United Charities Building.
  Prosperous patients he treated during the summer in Chautauqua now flocked to his Gramercy office, augmented by others recruited through the far-flung social network of the Mission Society.


Thirty-Four was a nine-story brick and red stone masterpiece completed in 1883, boasting a “magnificent foyer decorated with stained glass and Minton tiles” and topped by a turret.
  Above the ground floor, the building encircled an inner court, and its ample awning-shaded windows drew in light from the south and west.  On the outside, each story was separated from the next by strips of a different carved design.  Stone lions glowered above the entrance. The marble stairs carried iron bannisters, and the thick interior brick walls had tin barriers against the mice.  


Originally intended as a hotel, Thirty-Four was the first cooperative apartment house in New York.  Unlike the case with a condominium, residents did not own the apartments they lived in, but Will purchased stock in the Gramercy Company which owned the entire building.  His office filled the south side of the ground floor, while the apartment he shared with Lucy and Helen was directly above on the “first floor,” counting stories in the European fashion.  A hall ran fifty-two feet from front to back of the grand apartment, and a small bedroom off the kitchen assured that the cook would always be near her duties.  The building staff included a doorman, an elevator man, and two firemen in the basement who tended the central heating.
 


A technological wonder of the age, Thirty-Four possessed three hydraulic elevators.  A steam engine pumped water to a tank on the roof.  When someone tugged on a cable running down through the elevator, a valve sent water down through a pipe to turn a cylinder and hoist the cab by a rope.  Pulling the cable the other way drained the water into a second tank in the basement and lowered the cab.  In addition to the passenger elevator, there were two freight elevators, one of which opened into the kitchen at the back of the apartment.


Emma Thursby, the coloratura soprano, was among the more famous of the other residents, and her Friday classes, called “Thursby Fridays,” drew Enrico Caruso and a chorus of other great singers.  Other inhabitants included a banker, an editor, two architects, two importers, four lawyers, four publishers, and a brigade of cooks and servants.




Gramercy Park was an island of quiet in the midst of the noisy city.  Just a block east, the elevated steam trains of the Third Avenue “El” clattered their way between Grand Central Station and South Ferry.  A contraction of “grand mercy,” the interjection “Gramercy!” spices the dialogue in Sir Walter Scott’s novel, Ivanhoe, and the archaic word expressed gratitude or astonishment.
  The park itself was private, belonging to the homes, and each owner possessed a key to the gates in the great iron fence that surrounded the greenery. 


The Turn of the Century


For eight years, Lucy had served as superintendent of the Woman’s Branch, and in the summers it had become her custom to vacation near at hand, where a wire could quickly recall her to deal with emergencies.  Even in Chautauqua she was only a day’s train ride from her duties.  But in 1899, with the approval of the ladies of her executive committee, she resolved to travel abroad, for the first time in twenty years.  A visit to England would serve both as a holiday and as a fact-finding mission, “gaining glimpses of life and methods of work among the London poor.”


On a typical Sunday in London, the cabby drove her to Whitechapel.  “The children’s service was early in the mission off Field Lane, and yet the men and women from the lodging-houses, near by, were already sitting on door steps and the pavement of the alley ways, dirty, ragged and hungry, waiting for their own meeting at noon, where they would all get something to eat.”
  A little boy on his way to the Children’s Hour greeted Lucy: “Please lady you are ’Merican, my uncle is in your country, do you think you could help my mother find him?  He don’t write no more.”  In a rush to visit many places, Lucy left the children singing, “Jesus Loves Me.”  


A dash down Mile End Road brought her to the Great Assembly Hall, where she heard plain people in plain clothing signing heartily.  Lucy’s cabby returned her to the Field Lane mission, and the boy whose uncle was lost in ’Merica showed her up the back stairs to the platform where a seat had been reserved for her.  “On this height I could overlook the strange audience.  Old men and young men, men who looked as though a good decent thought had not had lodgment in the heart since boyhood, others there were who might have been poets or preachers, the wrecks of English gentlemen.  Six hundred men, and nearly half as many women, some of them with  little babies in their arms, homeless, hopeless, hungry, and largely because of drink.  At the close of the service, with its sermon and singing, each one received a huge cup of hot cocoa and chunk of bread.”


Lucy returned to her hotel for lunch, stopping briefly at a meeting for servant girls at the WYCA, then went off to visit a Sunday school.  She preferred to travel London by hansom cab, because the driver could be counted on to know the route, but for economy’s sake she sometimes braved the bus.  “It is a question of being smothered inside, for the English omnibus windows are made so that they can never be opened, hence I was forced to climb.  Grasping the rail on each side of the narrow winding stairs, I would step on my dress in front, often lose hold of my umbrella as the great vehicle would start on over the pavements regardless of my being twixt sky and earth.  But somehow the top was reached, and I would land with a roll into a seat, and then the good view and the fresh air would reward my efforts, though the fear of coming down clouded all the pleasure.”


Other days, she attended services at Christ Church and visited lodging houses, missions, schools, model dwellings, flower shows for the poor, meetings of nurses and Bible women, and Dr. Bernardo’s village home for girls.  Because one of her favorite projects was the Training School run by the Mission Society, Lucy investigated missionary training schools in London.  A leader of the London YWCA admired America’s schools for Christian workers, saying, “Our cultured young ladies rarely seek such training as we can give.  We envy you the self-reliant, educated young women who are being trained in America for responsible positions in Christian service.”


Back in New York, one of the brand-new students, Anna C. Fuetterer, would never forget her first sight of Lucy.  “It was at 128 East Tenth Street where the Student Class then had its headquarters.  I happened to be at the door.  There she stood, tall, erect, her reddish blond wavy hair showing quite a bit. Her bright eyes beamed on us with motherly benevolence and her “How do you do, girls?” was so cordial that we just loved her at once.  It did not take her long to know us, size us up a bit, and we thought she was just wonderful.  That wonderful smile was always on her face when we saw her, that beaming countenance would for but short moments grow serious, and was serious only when she heard from our lips the stories of suffering we told her. She never gave up, and she was a great and wonderful inspiration to all who knew her.  The most beautiful thing about her was her sweet spirit, if she made a mistake, which even the greatest on earth are apt to do, she was willing to say ‘I am sorry,’ even to the most humble and insignificant person.”


Lucy personally kept the accounts for the Woman’s Branch, writing the payments and contributions in her large, clear hand.  In 1899, a total of fifty-one women were employed, almost all full-time and all but fourteen for the entire year.  The office secretary, Miss H. L. Carver, was paid $730, or about sixty-one dollars per month.  Mrs. von Morstein, the most senior of the workers who had joined the Mission Society way back in 1870, earned $600.  Only five other women earned more than $400, and Ida Brandt earned just $382.25.  Eighteen of the full-year workers earned less than $300.  But Lucy’s salary for the year was fully $2,000.  The only greater expense of the Woman’s Branch was carfare, the cost of getting half a hundred women to the people they served, which totalled $2,025.00.  The monthly magazine cost only $290.50 to print and distribute, while office expenses were no more than $180.31.  Thus, through her salary, the Mission Society recognized Lucy’s great value.


In fact, Lucy did not take two thousand dollars away from the Mission Society in 1899, because she donated her entire salary back, in forty-six separate donations throughout the year to seven different accounts.  She gave $600 to the Christmas Fund, $700 to the Thanksgiving Fund, $465 to the Aged Pilgrims Fund, $125 to the Fresh Air Fund, $1152.11 to the Relief Fund, $615 to the Easter Fund , and $175.83 to the Baby Fold Fund, a total of $3,832.94, nearly twice her salary.
  These donations did not appear in the annual reports or monthly magazine.  


On June 4, 1900, Frederick B. Swart came to Gramercy to count the residents for the decennial United States census.  On his huge enumeration form, he wrote that Helen was a twenty-seven-year-old unmarried schoolteacher, and that her mother, Lucy, was head of the household.  He found Will in his office on the ground floor, and recorded that he was a thirty year old unmarried physician from Rhode Island with parents born in New York and Ohio.  Across the river in Brooklyn, eight days later, census taker R. J. Wardell found William Folwell Bainbridge at the Firman rooming house at 163 Joralemon Street, within a few doors of where Eliza Mosher had lived.  Wardell wrote down that William was unmarried.  Strangely, Wardell counted William twice, on line twenty-one as well as line seventeen of his form, perhaps because William was a man who wished to be remembered.


Helen's Work


Lucy’s adopted daughter showed promise of following in her footsteps.  Vivacious and compassionate, Helen worked well with children and explored a career in teaching or social work.  Back in the summer of 1896, she had organized The Junior Outlook at Chautauqua, a club for fifty girls, teaching them the rudiments of house work in a “kitchen garden” each afternoon for an hour in Kellogg Hall.  At other times, the girls read books, did physical exercises, swam, and rowed boats.  The older girls took an overnight cruise in the good ship Dolphin.


Helen’s assisted her mother at the training school for Christian workers by teaching cooking courses.
  Lucy observed that “souls reside in bodies, and that the stomach is the engine power of that body.”
  Many of the immigrant women simply did not know how to run a household effectively and provide for the health of their family.  A few hints from a missionary could do wonders for the life of the home.   “Ignorance of how to use the scanty wages, when earned, sends the hungry man to the saloon, leads the growing lad to steal, makes the working girl an easier prey to sin, and curses the family life with cross words and bad tempers.”


By training the missionaries, Helen was effectively improving the lives of the families they would visit, and Lucy thought the effort was very worthwhile.  “During the winter in many homes the daughter who had known nothing of cooking before, had learned even from our little effort how to make several soups and stews, to bake fish and make fish cakes, to use eggs, and make bread, and biscuit, and rice pudding, and cookies, and molasses cake.  Some ways of preparing vegetables were entirely new to most of the girls.  The brother of one girl had somewhere eaten creamed potatoes, and had talked at home of how good they were, but how they were prepared was a mystery.  The sister learned to make creamed potatoes and the brother has since held his sister in higher estimation.”


“Some of our poorest women had never heard of soup stock to keep and use from day to day.  When asked what they did with the bits of bone etc., left over, they said they threw them away.  These women now have learned the possibilities of the soup kettle.  One of the very best of our mothers has, since the lessons, made tomato soup once every week to the delight of her family.”


Will's Battles


As Helen’s work was an extension of Lucy’s, so was Will’s.  Soon after establishing his offices in one of New York most fashionable neighborhoods, Will began donating time each month as attending surgeon of the New York City Children’s Hospital and Schools on Randall’s Island, a small triangle of land wedged in the East River between Bronx and Manhattan.  His cousin, Louis Livingston Seaman, had served in a similar capacity for the immigrant hospital on Ward’s Island and the charity and prison hospitals on Blackwell’s Island.
 


Many of the inmates roused Will’s sense of compassion, and as the chairman of the Inspection Committee he had the awesome responsibility of judging officially whether or not they were feeble-minded.  During one of the examinations, a little boy who was blind and nearly deaf turned to Will and said in the most pathetic manner, “Please, Mister, don’t let them call me an idiot!”
  When once asked whether he thought any human being was completely useless, he replied,  “I do not believe so.  I believe in an All-Wise Providence and I do not believe he would litter up the earth with useless individuals.”


Will found the Randall’s Island institution to be “in a deplorable condition.  Here were gathered about two thousand mental misfits.  The only means of getting there from the mainland of Manhattan was a rowboat.  Occasionally a freighter stopped there.  A committee was formed of which I was chairman, and there was an investigation.  The committee individually, in twos and threes, and collectively, made innumerable, unannounced trips to the Island, any time during the day or night.  It was found that many of the attendants were drunkards, there were degenerate practices, cruelty, incompetence, neglect, and the food for the inmates was rotten.  Illegitimate children and defectives were placed there to get them out of the way.”


Will got little support from charities commissioner John W. Keller, who merely told him to keep investigating, but his successor, Homer Folks was more encouraging.  Will’s committee hired detectives and notaries to gather information.  One month, Will himself infiltrated the island fifteen times by dark of night, and as the campaign mounted, he enlisted the commissioner on one of these secret raids.  “Finally,” Will recalled, “one by one complaints were made substantiated by the sworn affidavits of witnesses with the result that about seventy different employees on the Island, including several of the highest paid officials, were discharged or forced to resign for cruelty, negligence, drunkenness or for failure in other ways to comply with the rules of the Department theretofore enacted.”


His list of twenty-eight charges against the superintendent, Mrs. Mary C. Dunphy, included some relating to medicine: violation of quarantine, submitting false reports on medical matters, irregularity in distribution of medical supplies, false reports upon contagious diseases, and false charges against the house staff, nurses, medical board, and inspection committee.  She displayed a reprehensible “lack of an intelligent understanding of, or else a studied indifference to, all scientific problems bearing on the improvement of conditions among the inmates.”  To confound the investigation, she suppressed and manufactured evidence, and she maintained an elaborate “spy system to meet inspection and supervision.”


He was not able to depose this despot of Randall’s Island, however, and he became convinced that her close family connections to the Tammany political machine and to the Roman Catholic cathedral protected her.
  Mrs. Dunphy’s deputy was fired, and she herself at first agreed to retire on a pension, then balked.  Homer Folks later admitted, “We were then on the eve of a municipal election.  To have removed Mrs. Dunphy at that time would have injected into the campaign a sectarian issue which easily might have endangered the entire administration.”
  When City Hall changed hands again, she was gradually able to hire back the people that Will’s broom had swept out.  Fully a dozen years later the scandal erupted anew, when Will recruited reform mayor, John Purroy Mitchell, to his crusade.  This time he succeeded in ousting Dunphy, but the political fallout cost the mayor his job.


In his fourth summer doctoring at Chautauqua, Will faced another implacable enemy: typhoid.   The disease that had nearly killed him just a decade before, and which had killed Lucy’s beloved brother George, was rampant.  As case after case came into his office in the Athaneum, Will systematically looked for clues to the cause.  Contaminated drinking water was the likely culprit, and soon he had determined that eleven of the ill people had all drunk from the same well.  With Dr. Charles A. Ellis, he launched a campaign to clean up the water supply


The governing board of Chautauqua appointed a Board of Health, with Ellis as Health Officer, enlisted the services of a professional bacteriologist, and took samples of water from the lake and all the wells.  When some of the private wells proved contaminated, they demanded they be shut down.  One such well belonged to Susie Birch Jennings, who ran a rooming house called the Aldine Cottage, right across from the Athaneum circle and possessing an imposing tower.  


Susie’s husband sent a sample of the water to a chemist and wrote the Board he had removed the pump handle pending a report on the water.  What happened next is well documented but obscure, because the ensuing battle between Susie and Chautauqua was one of six water contamination lawsuits fought out in the courts through claims, counter claims, injunctions, vacating of injunctions, and vacation of vacation of injunctions.  Mr. Jennings claimed “Charles A. Ellis, accompanied by several assistants entered the plaintiff's house and attempted to remove the pump from said well, and did succeed in partially disabling said pump.”  Susie described the incident more dramatically, saying that Ellis “violently assaulted this plaintiff, made her sick, lame and sore and threw her across the room on two occasions, by reason of which the plaintiff suffered in body and mind, was humiliated before by-standers, a number of whom were witnesses to the affair, and became thereby greatly damaged in the sum of $5000.00.”


The battle was pursued in the press.  Chautauqua said Susie’s water was unhealthy, and she printed a brochure quoting the chemist as saying it was pure.  Two local newspapers printed Chautauqua’s side of the story, and Susie said her opponents “with intent to injure and defame this plaintiff in her good name, fame and credit, both to herself and in her business amongst her neighbors, her customers and other good and worthy citizens, caused to be published of and concerning the plaintiff and her business, the false, scandalous, malicious and defamatory statements” with the result of damaging her business to the tune of a further $10,000.00.  Later, Susie’s chemist admitted he had never tested for bacteria, not being a bacteriologist, and typhoid was defeated at Chautauqua.


Since 1898, Will had lectured at Chautauqua on bacteriology, and he commissioned the H. H. Otis company of nearby Buffalo to produce a booklet titled “Our Unseen Foes,” explaining the nature of germs and fulminating against such germ-ridden habits as spitting on horse-drawn streetcars and sharing the same communion cup in church.  His arrangement for the third edition was probably typical; Otis would print 2000 copies, selling 1000 to Will at $37.50 and giving him 2 cents a copy on each of the remaining 1000 that Otis sold.
  Will recalled the stories Lucy had told him about nursing during the Civil War, and he knew that she had been entirely ignorant of the necessity for antiseptic treatment of wounds.  “The noble boys who went to the front in 1863 encountered the deadliest of enemies -- blood poisoning -- which carried off far more than bullets and shells.  No longer will it be necessary to see on the battle field, standing yards high, great masses of amputated limbs.”


Illness and Exhaustion


The explicit aims of the Woman's Branch were “home making, character building, and soul saving,” but many of its challenges were medical.  Lucy wrote,  “In a rear tenement of lower New York lay a dying woman whose husband, brutal through drink, would not allow even hospital care.  Under the bed snarled the hungry dogs.  The place was noisy and foul and dark, but the missionary kept at her post.  ‘I’ll go soon,’ said the sufferer, ‘there is nothing more you can do — only stay — tell me the words again.’  So over and over, until the angel of death had sealed the ears and closed the lips, the dying woman tried to repeat with the missionary — ‘Come unto me all ye that are heavy laden and I will give you rest.’


One day in 1900, Lucy had met a little girl named Concetta, busy washing at a wash-tub outside the miserable tenement in which her family lived.  “Her feet were bare and her tongue was sticking out while this little eight-year-old housewife was rubbing the clothes with all her might and main.  ‘What makes you so excited?’  I asked.  ‘O, my baby is sick,’ was the quick reply, and down went her head over her work, like a woman.  ‘Why do you not go to school?’  ‘I can’t, my baby is sick; I must wash.’  And again she resumed her rubbing.


“I entered her home and found her little brother, five years old, suffering intensely with a big abscess in the cheek, and the mother trying to sew on shop work.”  Lucy asked if a doctor had seen the poor child, but his mother merely said she had put chicken fat on the abscess.  Lucy immediately prepared to take the boy to a hospital.  But the mother resisted, fearing her husband’s wrath.  “I would let him go, but if his father comes back and finds him gone, he will beat me; he does that nearly every day.”  So Lucy was forced to return later that day when the father was home.  “I have never seen a child so happy to go to the hospital as was that little boy; he was so anxious to start, and though young, showed more sense than his parents.”


Lucy described a few of her desperately ill, impoversihed clients in little booklets printed for every Easter’s fund raising campaign.  One poignant photograph showed a worn and haggard old woman, gazing stonily into the camera, hands clasped firmly in her lap holding tight her shawl, while behind her an epileptic boy leaned on his elbow, his face lined with exhaustion from helping to support the family by polishing men's shoes on the street.  Another Easter booklet shows a lean woman bending over a sleeping infant, the only one of her five children who had not yet contracted spinal meningitis.


A sullen child sits on a wooden box, guarding a crude, padlocked door that could not easily be opened in case of fire.  “An old rear tumble-down house, near the river, is the home of Katie.  The mother must go out to work the long day, leaving the six little children to the care of the oldest one, a frail girl of thirteen.  When the caretaker is at school or on an errand, the miserable place is locked... and Katie is waiting on the outside.  The wind from the river is bitter, and she shivers as she remembers how cold the water is.  One evening last autumn, the father, whose time has been spent in the saloons, became angry at the appetites of the hungry brood, and though too lazy to work, made up his mind to have one less mouth for his wife’s small earnings to feed.  ‘Where’s the kid, Katie?’ he said, and the two started for a walk.  Down through the alley and onto the dock they went; bare-footed, ragged Katie, pleased with this unusual attention from her father.  When no one seemed to be around, he threw her far out into the river and ran.  A policeman, however, saw the child and saved her as she rose the third time.  When Katie returned from the hospital, where she had to stay for several weeks, mercifully the father had died.


In 1903, after a dozen years of coping with problems like these, Lucy was seized by fatigue and “a trying form of grippe,” symptoms like those of influenza but lasting for many weeks.  She said her days were “more full of care and labor than ever before,” but at sixty-one she also was no longer young.  The Executive Committee voted her a leave of absence, and on June 6, 1903, she sailed on the steamship Hohenzollern, planning to return in September, leaving Flora Smith in temporary charge of the Woman’s Branch.


She landed in Genoa, rested at Bellagio on Lake Como, spent a week in Venice, went to Milan, then on July 20 arrived in the Engadine.  Two weeks in the rarefied mountain air of Pontresina was a severe test for her heart, so her associate in the Mission Society, A. F. Schauffler took her down to Lucerne.
  Returning to work as early as September was now out of the question, so Lucy was joined by Helen, who accompanied her to Florence and Rome.  


Back in New York, the Woman’s Branch begged, “Will our friends kindly remember that when Mrs. Bainbridge is here she is constantly going about, speaking to small groups of interested listeners, and telling them of the needs of our work?  Now, for five months we have had no one to make these appeals for us, and our charitable funds are all down at the lowest ebb.  In our regular Relief Fund there are only $93 left!  Think what this means when there are over forty missionaries, going in and out of homes of poverty, where help is so sorely needed!”


By December, Lucy had gone to Nice, and the Mission Society could report, “She is improving constantly, but is not yet entirely restored to health.”  The financial situation of the Woman’s Branch continued to worsen, and Lucy’s co-workers appealed, “Will not our managers do their best to secure new subscribers for us, or induce old subscribers to give an additional amount this month, so that Mrs. Bainbridge, on her return, need not be confronted with the mournful news that we have a deficit for the year?”
  


Early in 1904, Lucy was able to resume her duties, but not in time to write a narrative for the annual report, which was published merely as a statistical summary.  Restored to strength, she reflected, “The year 1903 was full of unusual perplexities with heavy burdens upon both workers and managers.  For instance, everyone, whether uptown or downtown, in some degree suffered from the terrible coal famine.  The missionaries and nurses, whose sympathies are always taxed in their ministry to the suffering poor, were under double strain.  Imagine the basement home where the old and feeble couple were shivering by their empty stove; and in another, a mother, with a very sick child, was breaking up her last chair for fuel.  There were very many such scenes as these.”


Lucy continued to feel fatigued by the burdens of city mission work, sensing the need to “take the time for inspection and rest, and the filling in for new power.”  She was constantly “in the midst of noise and whirl and constant pressure.  Sympathy, counsel, help must be given hour by hour, day after day, hence there often is great need to turn aside and rest.  Still more is it necessary to climb up and gain a new point of view, with new realization that God’s power is not limited, and that He has very many other people and plans for the coming in of the Kingdom of our Lord Jesus Christ.  The horizon widens as we climb.”
  


In July, she joined nearly seven hundred college women at Silver Bay on Lake George, where the Adirondacks of New York meet the Green Mountains of Vermont, for a summer conference sponsored by the Young Women’s Christian Association.  “The front of the hotel and every cottage were decorated with banners and emblems of the different colleges whose delegations were staying there.  Lawns and piazzas swarmed with girls, bright, alert, restlessly earnest girls.”
  Each morning, girls attended classes in Bible study and personal work, at eleven and eight each day they heard speeches in the Auditorium about various lines of missionary work.


Every evening, each college delegation held a private prayer service.  “The moon was at the full and we wandered down to the pier to enjoy the beauty of the lake.  Without realizing that we were intruders, we noticed nearby a group of white-gowned girls sitting close together on the boards, at the end of the dock, in the moonlight.  Soon a hymn was sung, short prayers, a line of poetry, a sentence of testimony followed, one after another, without formality.  It seemed as though the Master Himself, who once walked upon the sea, was there and could almost be seen by mortal eye, as these girls talked together of their longing to love Him more and serve Him better.”


After the YWCA conference, she crossed the Green Mountains to Northfield, Vermont, to enjoy a second women’s conference in conjunction with a summer course in missionary work.  “The young women present were very representative, a few college girls, many private school girls, groups of girls who had finished school and are busy as mothers’ daughters in home and church and social life.  There were girls from mill towns, girls who are earning their own education, girls from homes of wealth.”


Lucy continued to give the girls in the missionary training school a “Survey of the World’s Work,” and her friend Eliza Mosher provided health hints.
  Mrs. William H. Osborn, who had bought the original building, donated money to purchase the building next to the school, and openings were punched through for doors.  Needed renovations would be costly, so Lucy launched an investment campaign to sell three hundred shares in the school at ten dollars a share.  “The interest will be large and sure.  Earthly arithmetic cannot calculate it.  Not until the coming of the Kingdom of our Lord Jesus Christ, can be gathered up all of the results rendered by those who have from our Training School gone out into the byways, and the highways, even to the uttermost parts of the earth, carrying the Gospel of Christ.”


Analysis


Not only does religion provide compensators and immediate rewards; it also provides networks of social relationships with numerous potential exchange partners.  In his influential book, The Human Group, George Homans argued that groups come into being to serve very practical purposes and then acquire secondary social functions.
  First, a number of individuals cooperate to gain material rewards from the environment, and only later do they develop friendship bonds and engage in a whole host of non-practical social activities.  However, one could just as easily argue the opposite.


People value many kinds of social interaction, quite apart from the material gains they may bring.  Perhaps we could say that humans possess a sociability instinct that may have been programmed into them over the course of evolution.  This may have been necessary to motivate parents to care for their children over the many years of their dependency.  In any case, people develop social relationships.  Then, later, they exploit these relationships to gain material rewards.  For whatever reason a person may join a church and develop social bonds with other members of the congregation.  Then these people become sources of concrete rewards such as a job, customers for a business, practical information, and a marital partner.


Will aggressively exploited the valuable social relationships provided by Chautauqua and the Mission Society.  Initially, he was taken to Chautauqua by Dr. Mosher, with whom Lucy had become friends in Brooklyn.  There, he apprenticed to Dr. Sever.  When his father abandoned the family for obsessive scholarship, a tremendous burden of responsibility fell upon Will's shoulders.  Typhoid nearly killed him, but he graduated at the top of his cohort from a prestigious medical school and studied with the best European surgeons.  But he could not exploit the human capital he had gained without social capital.  That is, his iron will and education would avail him nothing if he could not gain clients for his medical practice.  The elite social networks of Chautauqua and the Mission Society provided immense social capital.  Both geographically and socially, his office at Gramercy was an ideal location from which to exploit them


However, social capital ends at great social divides, such as the major cleavages between separate religious traditions.  In his battle against the Roman Catholic group running Randall's Island, Will was unable either to see things from their perspective or to extend his network of positive social relationships into their community.  We have no evidence that Will fully understood the fundamental social issues.  The Protestants Will represented, following a somewhat evangelical approach, wanted social programs to employ voluntary contributions from rich individuals to help poor individuals reform themselves.  In contrast, the Catholics were more willing to invest public money and less lilkely to demand reform.  This distinction becomes clearest in the second phase of the Randall's Island battle, when Will allied himself with mayor Mitchell, whose other allies chiefly wanted to reduce the city's investment in welfare facilities.  Thus, Will battled for reform but not for increased public expenditure.  Ironically, many of Will's closest European friends in the decades following the period of this chapter would be Belgian or French Catholics, and Will learned to enjoy attending services in Catholic cathedrals.  For Lucy, a generation older, the social gap between Protestants and Catholics was harder to bridge.  She still remembered entering Rome back in 1867 with her husband, when, "the police detectives of Pius IX searched all our baggage to keep us from taking a Bible into the Holy City."


Chapter 9: Turning Points


Among the rewards church could offer Will was the opportunity to meet many young women from whom to select a wife.  John D. Rockefeller, Jr., son of the Cleveland oil magnate, taught a Bible class for men at the Fifth Avenue Baptist Church, and jurist Charles Evans Hughes taught one for women.  Hughes departed, and Will stepped in, taking over his class of twenty-eight ladies.  Suddenly, he was thrust into his father’s role, and he played it the same way that his dad would have done, weaving his personal experiences of the Holy Land into the lessons:  “I had lately gone from Dan to Beersheba, and from the Red Sea to the land of the Gadereans.  I had gone to the places where Christ had been, and had used the best guide to Palestine — the Bible.  I had been through Syria, the islands of the Aegean, to Greece and Rome, following in the footsteps not only of Christ but of Paul in his journeyings.  In six years our class grew to 130 members, and I was absent only once in all that time.


“At the suggestion of the class, we took up the Apocrypha.  And there I was stumped.  Day and Night I had to study to prepare myself!  We took up Hamurabi’s code as the basis of the rules of hygiene, and then we took up the different religious approaches, not emphasizing the differences but the similarities.  In our class there were Hicksite Quakers, and orthodox Quakers, Channing Unitarians and orthodox Unitarians, Baptists, various types of Methodists, and a Babbite who believed literally in the book of Daniel.


“There was one thing on which all agreed, one prayer that every religion could accept — Our Father, from whom we come, to whom we go; from whom we receive all things, and to whom we must render an accounting; help us day by day as we journey on to another and greater beginning.”


A Special Lady


Near the end of 1904, through either a church or literary group, Will met June Ellen Wheeler, and a courtship began.
  She was twenty-five years old, a marvelously charming, gentle, cultivated young woman.  


June's father, Thomas Heber Wheeler, was a self-made man, born in Norridgewock, Maine, in 1838.  At age fourteen, he went west to prospect for gold on the rivers north of San Francisco, forming a partnership with an older man he simply called “partner.”  When the partner was killed before his very eyes, young  Heber tried to lynch the murderer, but sheriff Jim Stetson knocked him cold with the butt of his revolver.  After several more adventures, Heber returned to Maine and married Ellen Elizabeth Hyde, his childhood sweetheart.  He was twenty and his bride was just short of fifteen; the union seemed blessed by the stars, because he was born on July 4 and she on Christmas day.
  “Nell” was a very frail girl, and everyone guessed she might not live two years, but Heber said, “I’ll take those two years.”  With his California gold, he bought out the shares in the family farm owned by his sisters and brothers, and settled down with Nell, who demonstrated her considerable skills making preserves and candling eggs.  


When drafted in the Civil War, Heber hired a substitute for $200, and ever afterward he was troubled by a guilty conscience.  This was a common practice among prosperous men whose sympathies were not strong for abolition or who did not want to leave their families unprotected.
  Heber and his father-in-law, Seaborn Jackson Hyde, started a business trading produce between Boston and Maine.  An early advocate of shipping refrigerated beef from Chicago to New York City, he may have been the first actually to do it.  The T. H. Wheeler Company helped Swift introduce refrigerated beef into the east and helped Armour expand from provisions into meats.
  


When June Wheeler met Will, she was living a pleasant life, filled with visits by members of her extended family, trips to Boston or Maine, evenings at the theater, French lessons, Sunday School teaching, and constant attention from a number of men who seemed to think that being her husband would be a fine fate.  She played bridge whist and ping pong.  She read Heine, Browning, Shakespeare and Kipling aloud to her devoted younger brother Ernest.  She served in the Women’s Benevolent Society, the executive committee of The Neighborhood Home, and the alumnae association for the Veltin School.  


On February 10, 1905, Will took June to see Shaw’s play, “You Never Can Tell,” a frivolous comedy of manners.  The curtain rises on a dentist’s office, just after he has extracted the tooth of a young woman without anaesthesia, and June recalled her many unhappy experiences under the drill.  The drama struck one of Will’s nerves when the tooth-puller revealed he had twice failed as a physician because he made the fatal error of telling his patients the truth.
  Will loathed the theater and had once said, “There are too many ills in the world without acting them out all over again on the stage — besides, actors don’t know how to die properly anyway.”
  


Lucy took an active role in the courtship.  She invited June to dine on the evening of the thirteenth, and afterward they attended a rehearsal of the Mendelsohn Club, before Will took her home.  The next day June and her family boarded a train for California, and Will gave her a book to read on the trip.  By the time the Wheelers reached Pasadena, a week later, June’s father had caught cold and was feeling miserable.  His asthma was aggravated to the point that one doctor gave him injections of morphine, and he was hospitalized.  June’s mother collapsed from nerves.  After nearly three months, they returned to New York, having exhausted seven California doctors.


Lucy herself went west that summer, “to spend a part of the vacation time in a tour of the Great Lakes, and on from Duluth by the Northern Pacific to the Yellowstone Park.  Through that wonderland of mystery and hidden power and grandeur, one can with new appreciation repeat the words of Scripture; ‘Be still and know that I am God.’”


In the far West she visited Dora, the girl she had rescued from a religious fanatic mother.   Dora had married “an enterprising young man” who built her a nice little house, with four dormer windows on the second floor, and a tiny porch.  “A happier Christian home cannot be found in all the wide world.”


A week after June Wheeler’s twenty-sixth birthday, Will called at her home, and shortly after that he took her to a funny musical play.  But hardly had he reestablished the relationship than the Wheelers took their annual vacation in Maine.  Mother Nell’s muscular rheumatism worsened in the hot weather, and Dr. Richardson applied electrical treatments about which June had some doubts.  The Wheelers returned to New York City at the beginning of September, and bought a splendid Yonkers estate on the Hudson called Glenheim, consisting of thirteen acres with a stable, a tennis court, a large garden, a brook, and an honest-to-goodness glen spanned by a footbridge.  


The next time Will saw June was at the end of October when he called at Glenheim, and a month later he brought her home from the Literary Club.  On the twenty-seventh of December, 1905, he gave a theater party for sister Helen, seeing “The Lion and the Mouse”  by Charles Klein,
 and they all dined afterward at the Astor.  On February 22, 1906, Will went to Glenheim for dinner.  About this point in the courtship, a terrible argument broke them apart, as June put it, “after he’d taken me to hear a shouting threatening evangelist.”
  The sermon was on The Wages of Sin, “a description of hell and its horrors, punishments meted out to the dead and to the living.”
  Church was a quiet or a joyous place for June, not a torture chamber of accusations and threats.  The next day, Will apologized to her and explained that while fascinated by the evangelist he did not agree with him.  This was not enough for June who suspended their relationship.


Medical Glory


Will frequently travelled to Europe, absorbing the latest medical developments and developing friendships with continental colleagues who seemed to appreciate him rather more than did the doctors back home.  One was a Belgian endocrinologist, Eugene Hertoghe, who worked in Antwerp “in the study of the thyroid gland.  Hertoghe was working on the question of infection, and experience has shown that the thyroid gland is specially susceptible to infection from many sources — gums, tonsils, teeth, sinuses, blood (including lues), and, particularly, the intestines.”


For each of seven years, Will worked from September to May in the morgue of the New York Post-Graduate Medical School and Hospital, teaching a course on operative gynecology by demonstrating surgery on female corpses.  He showed the future surgeons how to perform hysterectomies by various methods, how to remove a cancerous breast, how to close abnormal passages between the vagina and the rectum, and how to repair a variety of defects in the female reproductive organs.  With the help of Dr. Harold Meeker he wrote up the notes of his lectures and published them as his first book.


Will experimented on living humans, always calculating the chances for recovery the patient would have without a particular treatment, but never shy to try one when he thought it might improve the odds.  One women with a myriad of pelvic problems, following two miscarriages, was obsessed with becoming pregnant, so when Will removed her abscessed ovaries he dissected them to find a few healthy fragments he could replace where eggs might find their way into the womb.  A year and a half later, she gave birth to a son who grew up to be a physician.


Will tried transplants from one human being to another, or from an animal to a human, especially in case of diseased thyroid glands.  He had studied with Theodor Kocher, director of the clinic in Berne, Switzerland, who had pioneered removal of enlarged thyroids.
  And from his Belgian friend, Hertoghe, he was aware of the importance of internal secretions to the normal functioning of the body.
  He did transplants in cases of hypothyroidism as early as 1900 at Randall’s Island, and in one case put both a calf’s thyroid and a person’s thyroid into a cretin, who seemed to benefit.
  His method of finding unneeded thyroids was straight-forward:  “I used to go down to the morgue sometimes when I needed a human organ for a patient.  I would wrap it up in newspaper and it would still be warm in my pocket when I got to the hospital uptown.”


Will became fascinated by cancer.  Many physicians suspected it was an infectious disease spread by a microbe, that might be prevented by public health measures like those that were conquering typhoid.  Dozens of methods of cure were attempted: burning, caustic chemicals, electricity, and most recently, the rays of the newly-discovered element, radium.  A very few excellent surgeons found they could sometimes cure cancer by removing the growth, but the frequent recurrence of the disease taught them they had to do this before metastasis.


Two well-credentialed physicians approached Will, asking his help with their research.  Their plan was to feed cancer tissue to birds of prey for several months, to prepare a serum from their blood, and to inject it under the skins of cancer patients. Wild birds of prey ate large numbers of small animals, such as mice, which might carry cancers, yet they were not especially apt to contract the disease themselves.  Under the assumption that cancer was an infectious illness, the birds apparently developed an immunity to it that might be transferred to humans.  The two physicians took a place in the country, where they raised birds of prey on cancers that Will was able to provide them, and then they extracted their serum and injected it into fifteen of his patients.  At first the patients seemed to improve, but Will quickly discerned that this was merely the psychological effect of receiving a hopeful treatment, and when none of the fifteen actually got better the experiment was abandoned.


Will arranged to become an attending surgeon at the New York Skin and Cancer Hospital, and he visited London again to study under Dr. E. F. Bashford, research director of the Imperial Cancer Laboratory.  Bashford suggested Will write a book on cancer to bring the knowledge of specialists to a general medical audience.  This eminent British physician then asked Will to accompany him to the Congress for the Study of Tumors and Cancers, in Heidelberg and Frankfort.  On vacation from her labors at the Mission Society, Lucy went along and observed what became her son’s triumph.


This conference was the very first major international meeting devoted to cancer, and the leaders of the cancer research laboratories vied for status with each other.  Baron von Leyden, director of the Berlin Institute for Cancer Research, was the president of the Congress.  Bashford was one of four honorary presidents, along with Metchnikoff of Russia, Borell of France, and an as yet unnamed American.


The prime candidate was Professor Roswell Park, who had founded the first American cancer laboratory in Buffalo in 1899.  Park was convinced that cancer was an infectious disease analogous to tuberculosis, and he confidently asserted, “Cancer must be treated as a filth disease, especially when it has advanced to the ulcerative stage, namely by the most efficient cleanliness.  Cremation should supercede earth burial, and all soiled dressings and discharges should be destroyed by fire, while rooms and even houses inhabited by cancer patients should be most thoroughly disinfected, both during illness and after death.”
  Bashford and Will had severe doubts that cancer was really infectious, and they noted that cancer was not any more common in the filthiest poor sections of London and New York than in the cleanest districts.


Harvey R. Gaylord, the chief pathologist of Park’s laboratory, thought many New Yorkers caught cancer from eating fish tumors.  He loudly claimed that a hundred million state trout had cancer, and he warned that anyone might contract the disease simply by drinking tap water.  The ensuing panic threatened the fishing industry on both sides of the Atlantic.  Gaylord nearly convinced President Taft to give him $50,000 for his laboratory before the skepticism of Bashford and every other expert hurled the trout theory into oblivion.  Most supposed cancers in artificially bred fish were really thyroid goiters resulting from overfeeding with hog’s livers and hearts.


The scientific refutation of Park’s infection theory did not come until after the Congress, however, and despite the frank hostility between him and Bashford, it seemed that the Buffalo pioneer would be selected the Honorary President from America.  However, two other American teams were in Europe, and each of them wanted its leader to have this status.  Each group sulked in its hotel in a different city — London, Munich, and Dresden — waiting for an invitation to prevail over the others.  While all these eminent physicians were immobilized by their rivalries, Will swiftly ingratiated himself with the Europeans and seized the position of Honorary President. With the other presidents, he donned white tie and tails and ceremoniously greeted the official train of the Grand Duke of Baden, whose wife was the sister of the Kaiser.  


This maneuver earned him the life-long enmity of the three American groups.  Park, Gaylord and the rest saw to it that Will was long blackballed from the New York Surgical Society, which meant he could not belong to the American Surgical Society either.  Some time later, when Will appeared at the International Surgical Congress in Belgium, Park and the others demanded that he be kicked out, because he was not on the list their official delegation had submitted.  The Europeans could not understand this, because he had been Honorary President in Heidelberg, and they said “These Americans are strange!”  Over Park’s strenuous objections, the International Committee printed Will’s name, extended every courtesy to him, and invited him to every session and social function.
  


Like his father before him, Will sought recognition as a scientist.  His most systematic study was an evaluation of the “trypsin” enzyme treatment developed by Dr. John Beard of Edinburgh, using one hundred patients suffering from a variety of cancers.  Some were advanced cases where no other treatment offered any hope, but it was essential to include early cases that would give any mild curative effects a chance to appear.  Will believed it was unethical to deny surgery to anyone who might benefit from it, so the early cases were all patients who resolutely refused to submit to the scalpel.  Detailed blood, urine and tissue examinations supplemented careful records of the progress of the disease.  In the end, the verdict was clear.  Despite the fact it was based on a serious physiological theory about cancer, and was being proposed by a respected physician, trypsin did not work.  Scientific realization of this fact saved lives.


Will continued to visit Chautauqua each summer with his mother and sister, practicing medicine from his office in the Athenaeum Hotel.  Sixty years later, Sidney Davidson recalled: “He made house calls throughout the grounds in a horse-drawn buggy equipped with a long and efficient whip.  A favorite exploit of my brother Treat and Gail Hunter was to unhitch the horse which was tied up while Dr. Bainbridge was making a house call.  This required the doctor to chase them and to give them a well deserved thrashing with the whip.”
    


Will labored frantically in his medical practice to support himself, his sister, both his parents, and their servants.  The constant travelling he and Lucy did was expensive.  But beyond money, his work had the goal of glory.  He must redeem his mother’s honor and give her all the luxuries of wealth, in compensation for abandonment by her husband.  At times, the pressure would become far too great, and he would be gripped by terrible anxieties, occasionally brought to the brink of nervous collapse.  His mother expected him to be her strong staff, and he placed impossible demands upon himself.  Only a loving wife could soothe his overwhelming tensions and provide family continuity through another generation, but after the breakup with June Wheeler, there seemed little prospect of marriage.


Hopes and Failures


June did not see Will for more than a year.  However, while visiting Boston at the end of 1906, she contrived to meet his father.  Attending Sunday services at the Hill Memorial Baptist church, she heard William Folwell Bainbridge preach a sermon, and spoke briefly with him afterwards.


Lucy's husband had been unemployed since leaving the Wilmington church late in 1893.  The beginning of 1906 found him living near Cambridge, Massachusetts, laboring on his great work in the library of Harvard University.  Hill Memorial was an easy twenty-minute walk from Harvard Yard, across the river Charles.  The congregation of working-class families came to respect him, always calling him "Dr. Bainbridge" even though he had never officially earned this title.  He proposed to give a series of three stereopticon lectures on “Mission Work around the World,” and the monthly Hill Memorial business meeting voted five hundred flyers be distributed to advertise this event.


Hill Memorial was deeply in debt, and it needed help badly.  Started in 1895 as a prayer meeting in the Riverside Hotel, it had evolved into a church when the Hill family donated land at North Harvard Street and Coolidge Road where the Baptist Sunday School Association moved a chapel.  In 1903, its thirty-four members built a substantial but heavily-mortgaged building, grand in a rather massive style, boasting a wide buttressed tower and covered with shingles.  A large arched window lighted each side of the transept, and great wooden beams met above the center like a nest of crosses.


The church had lost its minister, H. Grattan Dockrell, and was in a dispute over his back pay.  To receive financial help from the Baptist State Missionary Society, it needed a recognized pastor, but it did not have the money to hire one.  Unanimously, the March business meeting selected William, inspired by visions of a thousand dollar loan from the state society at a mere half percent annual interest.  Soon they were organizing a choir, inquiring if the Consolidated Gas Light Company would be willing to grant a rebate on past bills, and papering the neighborhood with flyers announcing their services.


By May 1906, William was fully installed as pastor of Hill Memorial, presiding competently over its business meetings, preaching every Sunday, and conducting baptisms.  If he was insane, no one seemed to notice at first.  He filled the congregation with enthusiasm, sparking a small revival.
  Always ready for a fight, William battled former pastor Dockrell and settled the bay pay dispute.  He also hinted that persons outside the church had pledged $12,000 to it, under conditions that could not yet be revealed.
  


William discovered that the church had never actually bought the last fifteen feet of the lot on which it rested, and frantic measuring revealed that it extended nearly five feet onto the neighbor’s property.  Furthermore, this heavily mortgaged wooden structure had no fire insurance.  William promptly staged an old folks’ concert and a basket party hoping to raise the two hundred dollars needed to fix these mistakes, but collecting only a little more than the insurance money.


The members never fully understood William’s grand financial plans, and in the summer of 1907 they began tabling his motions in the business meetings.  He responded by skipping Friday evening prayer meetings, and church attendance dropped.  For weeks they debated asking him to hand over $24.60 remaining from the concert so they could pay some current bills, and a committee sent to get it succeeded only after “a rather lengthy and somewhat heated argument.”  He wrote them a long receipt demanding his monthly salary, and the trustees unanimously voted to file this document away and “to ignore it in toto as being too mean to need a reply.”


On September 27, 1907, William wrote them, “Yesterday morning I experienced a sudden physical weakness, which indicates unmistakably that I must for a few months now at least release myself from some of the extra burdens I have been carrying.  I therefore resign your pastorate to take effect at our Association’s meeting here with us a week from next Wednesday.  May the richest blessings of God rest upon you, and lead you out into a large place in His Kingdom of love and service.  And may your prayers follow me in the continued greater work of my life to which I have devoted twenty-one years, at as a rule ten hours per day, which must not be over eight hours after this.  Evidentially I have been passing beyond the reasonable limits of physical strength at my time in life.”


 He offered them a parting gift of twenty-five dollars, by waiving the September salary they were not able to pay him anyway, but they refused it because he wanted them to put it toward the land purchase.  Members wrangled over whether to accept his resignation by secret ballot or by a standing vote.  Vigorous debate ended when one of the deacons blandly said, “In view of the fact that Dr. Bainbridge has a greater work in view, and as he had not sufficient time to devote to the pastoral needs of our church, his resignation should be accepted in fairness to him and in the best interests of the Hill Memorial Church.”  When the secret ballot was tallied, there were eleven votes for accepting William’s resignation, one abstention, and none opposed.  The clerk appointed two deacons to bear the news to William, saying that despite the difference of opinion they had experienced with their pastor, “We honestly and thankfully appreciate the great work Dr. Bainbridge has accomplished in clearing the church of all indebtedness, and our prayers and best wishes would be with him in his life’s work.”


Sixty-four years of age, William turned back to the manuscript that had already consumed two decades of his life.  For three years he lived at 8 Bayard street, hardly a block from Hill Memorial, before embarking on a long tour of European libraries at his son’s expense.
  


The weight of the world on his shoulders, Will labored away in Manhattan.  When he contemplated the calamity that his father’s obsession had brought to the family, tears welled up and he exclaimed to himself, “What might have been!  What might have been!”   


On May 18, 1907, June Ellen Wheeler embarked on her second grand tour of Europe, informally attached to a fact-finding junket of the United States Commission on Immigration headed by Republican Senator William Paul Dillingham of Vermont.
  Her cousin William R. Wheeler, later to be assistant secretary of commerce and labor, was Theodore Roosevelt’s appointee, and the party was rounded out by Senator Latimer, three congressmen, and sixteen assorted friends and relations.  Cousin “Billy” brought his wife Alice, and June shared a cabin with Olive Latimer, “a frivolous, kindhearted, very southern girl of twenty.”
  The official aim of the trip was to learn the emigration policies of various nations, thus to help the United States decide its immigration policy.  The six official members of the commission would split into three pairs.  One would investigate the situation in Greece, Asia Minor, and Turkey, while another would do the same in Germany, Belgium, Holland, and France.  Wheeler and Dillingham would deal with Austria-Hungary and Russia.
  The ladies — called “appendices” by a Washington newspaper
 — would travel around with the others, adding beauty to the voyage.  


June rode a gondola through the canals of Venice with Dillingham.
  They took walks in Vienna, Budapest, St. Petersburg, Berlin, Paris, and London.  In St. Petersburg, they marveled at the beauty of St. Isaac’s church, with its ten columns of malachite and two of lapislazuli
  June returned from this exotic realm to Glenheim on September sixth, and the next evening Senator Dillingham telephoned.  A romance had blossomed, and Will seemed entirely out of the picture.


The family spotlight turned to Lucy's adopted daughter Helen.  President Harper of the University of Chicago recommended her to the domestic science department of Minnesota Normal School in Duluth.  Then, Dean George Locke of Macdonald College in Montreal, Canada, who had gone there from the University of Chicago, hired Helen to be an instructor.  But when the new School of Household Science was established with sixty-two students, she was given the job of running it instead.  She immediately set about to purchase vast amounts of furnishings, supplies and equipment, personally designing the living room of the “practice apartment.”


Two portraits present different images of Helen.  Lucy’s favorite photograph shows her serene and dignified in her academic robes, the tassel of her mortarboard carefully draped over the left side and her eyes gazing upward.  The photograph Macdonald College preferred shows her with head cocked back and a wide-mouthed smile of exhilaration, wrapped in a silver fox stole with one grotesque fox head perched on her right shoulder and another nestled in her hands.  Where Lucy wanted to see an honored scholar, the college would remember a vivacious American “flapper.”


Helen’s tenure at Macdonald was a disaster.  Much of the furniture and equipment she bought turned out to be useless and was discreetly consigned to a storeroom for more than half a century before being thrown out.  Family legend would claim that illness forced Helen to resign, but in fact she realized her complete inadequacy for the job and returned to Gramercy with bittersweet memories of brief academic glory.  The gracious college awarded her a gold medal, inscribed, “In token of faithful service as first dean of the School of Household Science.”
  Her brother Will would have to take full responsibility for family glory, and the prospects for a future generation seemed dim.


Lucy's Second World Tour


With no grandchildren to continue the life of her family, Lucy’s mind was very much on “the deprivations of advancing age and the changes wrought by time.”
  For two years, she had been contemplating retirement.  The treasurer of the Woman's Branch, Gertrude Dodd, wrote, “I cannot bear to think what it will be when you are not our leader!  You are right and you ought to give up and not wait until the press and strain wear your out — no one but God and you know what the strain of this great work is — you have a duty to yourself and to Dr. Bainbridge and Miss Nellie.  You are right too that ‘it is God’s work and He will send some one to fill the place,’ but you have filled it so wonderfully, you have lived so close to the blessed Master and have been so filled with His spirit.”


The appointment of Edith White as Assistant Superintendent lightened Lucy’s labors and prepared the way for her departure.
  Lucy wrote her resignation and groomed White to replace her, but the Executive Committee prevailed upon her to stay in her position a little longer.  She arranged a second Asian tour, to visit some of the same mission stations she had seen twenty-five years earlier, with the thought of resuming work afterward.


Lucy left New York in the company of a friend from Cleveland, Mrs. L. G. Smith, stopping in San Francisco, then taking ship for Hawaii. In Honolulu, the two ladies enjoyed the flowers and fruit trees of a luxurious home that had been transformed into a hotel, but the spirit of pilgrimage drove Lucy to explore.  “As thoroughly as I could, in a short time, I went over the islands searching for relics of the early missionaries.  Old dwellings and chapels of the first Christian period still stood, and I saw its influence in the character and habits of the natives." On Washington's birthday, “Grotesque monsters, shaped in flowers, paraded the streets, each with a ceremonial significance.”


Wearing a lei of fresh blossoms, they departed Honolulu on the steamship Korea, and by March 14 had reached Yokohama, “in good health and spirits.”
  The treasurer of the Presbyterian Board of Missions provided an American home in a garden overlooking Tokyo.  On her first trip to Japan, nearly three decades earlier, Lucy had stayed with a missionary friend, Miss Kidder, whose chief helper and student was a Japanese girl, Sowotome San.  Now Lucy immediately sought Sowotome San.  “Faithfully she had taught and worked in the mission school, until she had been taken very ill.  But with all her pain and weakness, and a distressing cough, she said to me, ‘I am so thankful, so very happy that the religion of Jesus Christ came to Japan and to me.’”


After a quarter century, the land of the rising sun had changed considerably, although the presence of Christianity was still distressingly weak.  On the twenty-third, Lucy wrote, “There is no feeling of depression at all about the changes; it is all progress and life, and the joy of seeing all this again is beyond words.  Yesterday we attended church at a native place and I head a Japanese preacher.  It was chilly and there were two hibachi — earthen boxes with a little charcoal burning in the center of the ashes.  The people were good listeners and never stared at us.  All sat around on the matted floor, and the singing of ‘Alas! and did my Savior bleed’ seemed to be sung with the heart as well as the voice.  It made me say to myself: ‘They shall come from the East and from the West.’  Oh, the blessed oneness of those who love Christ.  Next we attended the English service at the Dashisba and met many of the missionaries.”


In honor of her previous visit to Japan, the Director of the Imperial Household Agency invited her to attend the Cherry Blossom Appreciating Party held at the Hama detached palace on the afternoon of April 27, “By Order of Emperor, Empress.”
  After a call on the American ambassador, she and Mrs. Smith went north to Nikko where a famous shrine deifies the first Tokugawa shogun, Ieyasu, giant trees arch the streets, and a grand waterfall roars dramatically among the mountains.  “Never use the word beautiful,” a proverb says, “until you have seen Nikko.”
  They went west to Kyoto, with its thousand temples, and Nara, with its ancient one.  For several days they lingered by the inland sea, then Lucy reunioned with a lady she had recruited to missionary work long before, who had taken charge of a school in Yamaguchi prefecture.  In contrast to the primitive jinrikisha that had taken her across Japan on her first voyage, modern railways carried her swiftly.


At the time of Lucy’s first world tour, Korea had been closed to Americans, but now a simple steamboat ride allowed them to attend the first graduation ceremony of the first missionary college.  “Here in P’yang we took part in a prayer-meeting, unique because with the new customs the natives retained some of the old.  They entered all robed in white and took places on opposite sides of a curtain that divided the room, men to the right, women to the left, while the speaker stood on a platform between where he could be heard on both sides.  The only seating accommodation was on the floor, the only illumination dim oil lamps, yet the meeting room was full.  In any public gathering, the young Korean women always sat apart from the men, hats well down over their faces to indicate the modesty which was the mark of a lady of position.”


Guests of Dr. and Mrs. Avison, they inspected missionary work in Seoul, including the Severance Hospital, established by the doctor four years earlier with donations from a Cleveland philanthropist.
  There were ample opportunities for shopping.  Lucy shipped home to Gramercy a splendid wooden chest for silverware, the size of a bureau, containing many drawers of various sizes, closed behind doors and studded with brass butterfly escutcheons.  


The relative success of Christianity in Korea, compared with other Asian nations, has been attributed to a strategy devised by Lucy’s cousin, John Nevius, and brought by him to Seoul in 1890.  The Nevius Method, like Joseph Neesima’s approach in Japan, stressed evangelism by native Christians, but it went much further in excluding almost all foreign help.  Native Christians and their churches should be self-supporting, should recruit new members through active participation in the community, and should limit construction of church buildings to structures of native architecture they could afford without American contributions.


From Pusan, a Japanese boat returned the elderly ladies to Kobe.  Smallpox was raging there, so Lucy was revaccinated, although the result showed that she still possessed immunity from an earlier vaccination.  They sailed to Hong Kong, passed Canton where they saw the new university, and swept up to Shanghai and thence to Peking, stopping en route where a friend of Lucy’s had been a victim of the Boxer Rebellion, in which many missionaries were slaughtered.
  Lucy’s physician cousin, Louis Seaman, had encountered murderous Hung-hutzes during the Rebellion.
  The book Louis published about his travels through Manchuria three and four years earlier, which Will admired greatly, provided a lurid tourist guide for the next leg of Lucy’s journey.
  Its photographs of severed heads and tales of bandit savagery certainly gave the two unescorted ladies little confidence in their own safety, but the description of the ancient tombs of the Manchu emperors drew them to Mukden in the heart of Manchuria.


“In attempting to reach Russia by way of Peking we fell into real adventure,” Lucy later recalled.  “The beginning of the Trans-Siberian Railroad was at Vladivostok, but reached only from Korea.  This meant a journey back over the way we had just come, and we were not inclined to take it.  Further inquiry disclosed that three short roads ran between Peking and the terminal, but being variously Chinese, Japanese and Russian railway lines, the schedules did not function.  We nevertheless decided on this route, with the result that we were landed in many strange places with no immediate or connected way of getting out of them.  Two unattended ladies might reasonably feel a little nervous at being left to seek a night’s lodging in a land the language of which they did not speak.


“At an inn in one town we met an American missionary on his way home.  He was a very thin and worn man, and we noticed that he went directly to his room instead of coming into the dining room.  We were served with more mutton chops than we could eat, and I sent word to the missionary asking him to join us.  He replied that he was not hungry and meant to retire.  But my experienced eye knew the type; I was sure it was a case of voluntary starvation.  Afterwards the truth came out — that he was traveling as cheaply as possible so that he would have more to take home to his boys for their education.  Convinced that I was right, I went to his room myself and knocking at the door said that his company would be a safeguard to two unescorted ladies and begging him to dine with us.  This effort was more successful, and he really helped to dispose of the mutton chops and the next day aided us in making the final transfer to the train that was to cross Siberia.


For Mrs. Smith, their odyssey from China to Manchuria and then across Russia was arduous in the extreme: “We had an unusual trip from Peking to Mukden in covered Chinese oxcarts and trains to enable us to take the train de luxe for a ten days’ run to St. Petersburg over the trans-Siberian railroad, the road between Peking and Mukden being then in process of construction.  As we were the first American women to make the journey alone, I smile as I recall it.  We traveled in separate carts with wheels in mud up to the hubs, during a drizzling rain all the way.  We went at a snail’s pace for miles, but we were good sports and these episodes make a journey interesting as one looks back at it.  When we boarded the train that was to take us the rest of the way to Mukden, it was filled with Chinese soldiers.  We were thankful to reach our destination alive, although we were treated with the utmost courtesy.  We never felt sure of what might be awaiting us around the corner.  Oh, the joy! when the train drew in and we were settled in our comfortable apartments with baths; all backaches forgotten.”


Courtship Resumed


Meanwhile in New York, Will visited Glenheim for tea the day before June Wheeler’s twenty-ninth birthday.  A few days later he sent her orchids, gave her supper at the Waldorf, and took her to Charles Ran Kennedy’s play “The Servant in the House.”
  This drama ends in religious allegory as a vicar and a plumber brave typhoid and stench to clean the corpse-filled sewers beneath a church.  The evening ended with a ride through the park.  Two weeks later, June called on Helen, but Senator Dillingham and and a fellow named Barker captured more of her attention.


Late in October, 1908, June’s seventy-year-old father travelled to California for a surprise visit to his sister, intending to go on from there to Tucson for a hunting trip.
  On the twenty-fifth a telegram came from Santa Barbara saying he had fallen ill.  Further messages followed, and were copied into June’s diary: “Father simply acute asthma, slowly improving.  Dr. says able few days go Tucson or home with nurse.  Will wire when he starts.” “Quieter night, some improvement.  Weak, nervous, somewhat irrational.  Breathing fairly easy.” “Encouraging day yesterday.  Restless delirious night.  Weaker.”  At 1:15 in the morning of October 31, June's father died.  


On the train bringing the body eastward, Ernest wrote an awkward letter to Reverend Robert Stuart MacArthur of New York’s Calvary Baptist Church, justifying a religious ceremony despite the fact his father hardly ever set foot in church.  In part he blamed “the conditions of my father’s health which did not permit of much social intercourse outside of his family.”  But it was also true, “He was never a church member, because he felt that he could not subscribe consciously to certain dogmas and beliefs which he considered to be a requirement of membership.”
  The funeral services were held at Glenheim, and special trolleys brought the guests from the 1:55 train out of Manhattan.  The pallbearers were a veritable army of meat packers: the manager of the T. H. Wheeler Company, three men of the National Packing Company, Edward Chapman of the Adams-Chapman Company, and several other men of prominence.


June’s diary is blank for the next seventeen days, although she had not skipped writing in it even once for many years.  “I could not write during the last heart-breaking days.  Our relations and friends all gathered round and helped us all they could.  Mother tries to keep up with a beautiful brave spirit for the sake of the rest of us.  The tribute of flowers to Father were wonderful, and letters and messages pour in from the many who love him and whom he had helped.”  Glenheim went into a deep mourning.  The women gave away some of their more colorful clothing, trips to town were curtailed, and the family avoided its usually grand Thanksgiving celebration.  As June said, “It seemed better for our family not to try to be together and so to feel more than ever the great vacant place.”


Five weeks after her father’s death, June accepted an invitation from Will to attend church with him, and she much enjoyed the sermon given by “Gypsy” Smith.  Afterwards, he returned to Glenheim for dinner, and the stage was set for more frequent visits.  Two days after Christmas, he came again and read her extracts of a book he was writing, Life’s Day.


Based on lectures he had given at Chautauqua, this popular book would be organized by the simile that a life is like a day, with its dawn, morning, midday, twilight, and night.  He found hope in every phase of life, denying that the last portion must be an agony of terror and incapacity. “As the close of Life’s Day draws nearer, and the ‘House Wonderful’ is seen to be weakening and ready to fall, it does not follow that the immortal tenant must be growing feeble or old.  The experience of time, study and work, trust and faith, may have been keeping the soul fresh and bright year by year.  Some men are old at thirty, others young at eighty.”


The chapter on “night” would be short, asserting that physicians were agreed that death itself was usually painless and accompanied by a blessed unconsciousness.  Will’s abiding religious faith blended with his medical science, and he quoted a fellow surgeon who said death should be considered our best friend, “not dreaded as the messenger of evil, but welcomed as a companion who will lead us into paths of pleasantness and reveal to us the joys for which we have been longing all our lives.”
  


“After the night,” Will wrote, “comes a new Day, and that ‘only because of having died, does one enter into life,’ the life of the more glorious, the Eternal Day.”


While Will was again entering June’s life, Lucy and Mrs. Smith were savoring Russia.  “We stood one day under the vaulted dome of a great cathedral and sang a simple Christian hymn, and heard the volume of sound, grander than our voices had given forth, that the mysterious echoes returned to us.”
  From a distance they saw Czar Nicholas and the royal family, then in Sweden they watched Kaiser Wilhelm and King Oscar riding together.  Carriage rides in Norway, followed by brief sojourns in Holland and Germany brought them to Paris where they met Will, who had not seen his mother for nearly a year.  They motored through rural France, crossed the Channel and hurried through London, Oxford, Cambridge and Chester, before crossing the Irish Sea to stop with old friends who had an estate outside Dublin.  When Lucy docked at Manhattan, she tendered her resignation from the Mission Society.


They returned to Gramercy just before June and her mother left Glenheim for a while, to shake off their gloom, and moved into a hotel in New York City.  Upon arriving, June discovered a welcoming bunch of violets from Will.  The weather of that mid-January was bitterly cold snow mingled with pouring rain.  On Monday, June and her mother went to a women’s meeting at the Madison Square Church at Lucy’s invitation to hear Dr. Avison, the missionary “hero of Korea” who had been her host in Seoul, and the next day Lucy called on them.  On Friday, Dr. Bainbridge took June to call on a poor Chinese family in Chinatown, “a most interesting experience” that also involved a motor car drive and a dinner of chop suey.  Sunday she saw him again, and on Monday she called on Lucy and Helen.  This intensive contact with the Bainbridges was broken the next day, when various Wheelers swept June down to Atlantic City. 


But a week later, Will telephoned to say that his mother and sister would also come down.  Soon they were taking chair rides together, having pictures taken, working picture puzzles, and generally behaving like a united family on vacation.  When June and her mother returned to New York City, on their way to Boston, Will brought June along on several professional calls, before giving her dinner at her hotel.  In Boston a host of relatives commiserated over the death of June’s father, which made it all the more difficult to keep brave and cheerful.  From Boston, June returned to Glenheim via New York, where she again saw Will.


After a lapse of two weeks, June invited him Glenheim for supper, but Helen telephoned that he had been injured in a subway accident and was quite ill from blood poisoning.  June visited Helen two days later, and the next week June saw Will who was “sitting up and getting well.”  The following Sunday afternoon, all the Bainbridges came out to Glenheim for supper.  Finally, June’s period of grief was over, and she reentered the active life she had known before her father’s death, attending the local Women’s Institute and resuming Sunday School teaching.  When she came down with the grippe, a beautiful box of flowers from Will urged her recovery.  On Easter Sunday, her mother bedridden with laryngitis, June was well enough to sit up while Will read to her.


Contact with the Bainbridges tapered off a bit, and the swarm of potential suitors attempted to reestablish itself around Glenheim, including the indefatigable Mr. Barker.  June saw Will twice early in May, and had tea with Helen and her friends at the Hotel Knickerbocker.  June ignored her thirtieth birthday, not because of her advancing age but because she was reminded of the happy times she had with her father.  On June 29, she wrote in her diary, “Ernest and I are to dine this evening in town with Dr. Bainbridge and his sister.  It will be the first time I have been away from mother at dinner since last fall.”  After “a delicious dinner,” they drove about town while the doctor made calls, then visited Lucy before returning June to Glenheim long after her mother had gone to bed.
  The next day Will took train for Chautauqua, soon followed by Helen and Lucy.


A telegram brought June a sudden blow; the baby boy of her cousin Gertrude Wheeler Beckman was dead.  Within hours, June was on her way to Niagara Falls to comfort.  Will wrote: “You have had so much of sorrow and sadness in your own life this past year that it must depress even high spirits and tend to dim the brightness of life.  I know when a number of serious cases come to me and I have to take hold with heart as well as brain, that life becomes indeed gloomy after the stimulus of helping other is gone.  But we must count as blessing the call to help, the chance to do such service, and then realize that any depression afterwards means natural tire, a reasonable reaction:  But here I am preaching before I realized it.  Enough!  You are so near why not run down for a few days.”
  


Respecting formalities, Lucy sent the invitation, and Helen met June in Jamestown, a one-hour trolley ride away.  June enjoyed the scenery, which she felt was quite pretty, and took a room in the Hotel Atheneum.  After supper, Will escorted her to a band concert, and then they drove all around the grounds of the Institute, followed by a quiet walk.  Helen gave her another tour the next day, and after a mid-day dinner she enjoyed sitting on the porch with Lucy.  Will returned her to Jamestown on the trolley, where they had a private supper before she resumed her journey homeward.


Two weeks later, with her mother in tow, June boarded a train to Chautauqua.  Lucy and Helen had originally planned to leave before then, but the courtship of June had become an important family project so they met the Wheeler ladies at the station.
  Practically immediately, Will had to rush away on medical business.  The day after arriving, June and her mother took breakfast in bed.  Mrs. Wheeler was so exhausted that Will examined her professionally, and Lucy escorted June to a concert in the great amphitheater.  The next day, June accompanied Lucy to a most interesting lecture on missions given by Mrs. Montgomery, and in the afternoon she was entertained by Helen.  In the evening she went the medical rounds with Will and held his horse while he made calls, then they walked again.


The next day Helen came down with tonsillitis.  Lucy took June to another lecture, and in the evening June again “played bridling post for the doctor,” watching his horse while he made house calls.  She found a third lecture in Lucy’s company was as delightful as the others.  Helen was slowly recovering, and she enjoyed great talks with Mrs. Wheeler.  On Sunday, church was held in the big amphitheater, then the ladies rested on the porch through the afternoon and evening.  


At nine in the morning of August 9, 1909, June watched Dr. Bainbridge conduct his annual “Question Box” at the House of Philosophy, where he answered the audience's medical questions, and in the afternoon she heard him lecture.  Two days later, Lucy took her to hear Will shout to a large audience in the Hall of Philosophy about the progress of medicine since ancient times in preventing and curing infectious disease.  “Every age has its harvest of the new,” he said.  “Our times are no exception.  We should remember, however, that only a very small part of the much which seems so plausible will long endure.”
  A week later, on her last day at Chautauqua, June inspected Will’s hospital and entered the operating room while he was at work on a desperate case.  After tea with Lucy at the Colonnade, June and her mother took the trolley to Westfield, where they caught the train toward home.


Back at Glenheim, June tried playing the piano again, after so many months, but a great wave of loneliness swept over her.  At the beginning of September, Helen arrived for a stay of three days, then Will and June enjoyed walking through the glen before he took the Lusitania.  From England he wrote June not of love but of serums, radium, electrical fulguration — and the joy of hearing Harry Lauder sing on the stage after so many pleasant hours listening to him on the “Victor” machine.
   Will motored for ten days across England with sociologist George Edgar Vincent, son of the founder of Chautauqua.
  


Lonely when her brother Ernest left for business in Dakota, June called on Lucy and Helen and ordered a new felt hat.  A rival suitor named Walter Gifford was very much in evidence in this period, and June dined with Senator Dillingham and his immigration commission.  As soon as Will returned from overseas, he and Lucy drove out to Glenheim for dinner.  A regular pattern set in.  Every week or two June would have supper with Will.  At other times Lucy might call her, or she might get together with Helen.  But Barker, Gifford, the Senator, and all manner of friends and relations filled her days with social activities as well.  Often she saw more than one of her suitors in a single day, as when she attended Walter Gifford’s party in the afternoon and went to the theater that evening with Will.  On another occasion a Mr. Kellog of Princeton took June to the theater in the afternoon, while Will and Lucy snared her for a lovely night drive to Flushing.  


One evening, Will and Lucy were riding slowly home to Gramercy in a taxicab, running east on Nineteenth Street, as a touring car belonging to Sol Brill was speeding north on Irving Place.  At the intersection, the taxi turned north, the car turned east, and despite the drivers’ most frantic efforts, the two vehicles smashed.  Will was on the side hit by the car, but Lucy’s side was rammed against a lamp post, so they both were badly shaken and cut by shattered glass.  A newspaper said, “The taxicab in which they were sitting was put out of commission and Mrs. Bainbridge had to be assisted around the corner to her home and be put to bed.  She suffered from bruises, cuts and shock, and it was feared by the family that she might have internal injuries.”
  Within a few days, however, both Lucy and her son had recovered, and the incident was merely another warning of mortality.


The first two weeks of February, 1910, June was ill, and one of the Bainbridges visited her every day.  Lucy brought her knitting to Glenheim, and June felt it was very cozy to have her.  The next day Helen brought a collection of puzzles to work out, and on his fortieth birthday, Will came to dinner.  Their visits were more frequent now, and occasionally June would see Lucy or Helen.  Medical duties prevented Will from attending June’s thirty-first birthday, and soon it was time to go to Chautauqua again.  Lucy spent the first night of July at Glenheim, and June saw Helen several times that summer while her brother was away.


Lucy went west again in the spring of 1911, and June once more was the guest of the senator in Washington, but she and Will were finally coming together.
  A week after June’s thirty-second birthday, Mother Wheeler purchased a gold watch from Tiffany for $250.
  It had a sweep second hand with which Will could take the pulse of his patients, and June immediately gave it to him in return for a ring.  They privately set a wedding date after Will’s summer work at Chautauqua, but they kept these plans secret from all but a few carefully selected friends and relatives.  Will did not want his father to learn about the wedding in time to return from England and cause a dreadful scene.


Will arrived at the Athaneum in Chautauqua to set up his summer practice, accompanied by Lucy who was worn by the summer heat yet still ready to guide him.
  He labored furiously to save money for a new future.
  Some nights he slept not all, battling to save a critically ill patient or simply swamped by the numbers of minor complaints that came to his clinic.  In one period of sixty-nine hours he slept just five, and at forty-one years he was already a bit old for such a killing pace.
  In the depths of his exhaustion, he wrote, “How are you really feeling these days June?  Way down deep!  Surely we both have had the stress and strain in life — are there not to be years of peace, of joy, of happy service before us?  I believe there are to be.”


Lucy assembled the wedding invitation list with two thousand names, and June arranged for Tiffany to engrave the cards.  To avoid alerting Lucy's estranged husband, they did not invite his relatives until the last moment, and even delayed inviting the pastor, Reverend MacArthur of Calvary Baptist Church, who occasionally corresponded with William.
  Lucy prepared a small flat for herself at Thirty-Four Gramercy, so the newlyweds could take over the main apartment.


At the beginning of August, Will wrote June about his sister’s failure to find either a husband or a career.  “This has been a terrible week - full of hard taxing cases with so much night work.  Yes, and the worst of it is that I want it, for the rush means returns and that I must have now as never before.  Helen came on unexpectedly staying here only a few hours.  Poor girl she could hardly come for the feelings of what she had expected and hoped for this season and was not.  Well, she is brave and puts her own sadness in the background for this and the way she is getting all fixed at Gramercy Park.  I am sure we all love her the more.”  He was still worried about his father.  “I shall not say a word to him until we are over and just ready to visit him in England.  I am anxious lest he should upset our plans for the trip.”


The ruse worked, and the lavish wedding went forward on September 9, 1911, with more than two hundred guests but without William Folwell Bainbridge.
  Three days later, the couple boarded the S. S. Rotterdam, in a flurry of polychrome confetti, bound for Europe.
  As they travelled, they gathered new friends, often extending Will’s network of medical contacts.
  In Antwerp they saw Will’s friend, Dr. Hertoghe.
  In a moment of contemplation, they stood on the majestic tower of the Antwerp cathedral, looked out upon Belgium, and tried to foresee the contours of their future together.  Even a decade later, Will would recall with regret, “I fear I was then too much burdened with the duties, too much pressed by the worries over the battle of life to make her as happy as she should have been made and joyful in this trip of trips for the girl.”
  After Antwerp came Brussels, Paris, London for a difficult encounter with his father, and a tour of south-west England.


Analysis


The fundamental human relationship is that between parent and child.  The primary locus of religion is not the church, but the family.  God is a parent, and human beings are his or her children.  People generally learn religious faith early in childhood, and there is good reason to believe that small children's feelings toward their parents are the model for their adult attitudes toward God.  As a popular slogan says, "The family that prays together, stays together."


These observations challenge the wisdom of secularization, because abandonment of religion may remove an essential support from family relationships and leave the individual adrift in a chaotic sea of other individuals who are merely temporary exchange partners for each other, incapable of making enduring commitments that transcend economic advantage.  If there is a blindness in the Rational Choice approach to sociology, it is the failure to see that market relations are not the only important bonds that link human beings.
 


Ultimately, family feelings are rooted in biology.  Infants have nothing, in the economic sense, to give their parents, yet the parents are willing to sacrifice for their offspring.  In the pre-agricultural days when humans gathered and hunted in small groups, families may have been unstable within the embrace of the cohesive band, and religion was loosely organized.  For the past six thousand years, elaborate religious organizations have supported family stability.  In the modern world, where prosperity entices the individual  and mobility threatens all commitments, there is a severe question whether either religion or the family can survive.


Rodney Stark has argued that ancient Judaism and Christianity encouraged higher birth and survival rates than did classical Paganism.
  Today, large sectors of nominally Jewish and Christian populations lack faith and are failing to reproduce at replacement levels.  In contrast, Nathan Keyfitz argues, unsecularized Islam still supports high birth rates.
  At the same time, many religious traditions favor celibacy, at least for monastics or adepts, and thus would seem to discourage population growth.  Perhaps religion is a cultural trait that most often increases fertility, although under some circumstances decreasing it, thus having a net selective advantage.  For most ordinary people, at least within the Judeo-Christin-Islamic tradition, religion appears to support the formation and stability of ertile families.


Despite the support of their faith, Lucy experienced great difficulty maintaining the integrity of her immediate family, and Will almost failed to start a family of his own.  There are several possible explanations for the lateness of Will's marriage.  We know that he feared he carried a genetic defect, manifested in his father's obsessions, in his own frequent nervous exhaustion, and possibly in his sister's fatal hydrocephalus.  Subsequent generations of the family have speculated that he was emotionally too close to his powerful mother to develop a deep relationship with another woman.  We can only wonder about the psychological significance of the facts that his first medical specialty was gynecological surgery, and that as a young unmarried man he demonstrated female anatomy to scores of male students by dissecting scores of female cadavers.  But perhaps his reluctance to marry came simply from the tremendous cost, in energy and money, of supporting his mother, sister, and ultimately father, while struggling to give his mother the great honor that might compensate her for the failure of her own marriage.


Religion may not have been the cause of Lucy's family disaster, but conceivably William would not have become so obsessed with his futile project had it not been for the sacred justifications provided by faith.  Yet religion certainly helped repair the damage.  First, it provided Lucy with a livlihood until her son could support her, then it gave him prosperous clients for his medical practice.  June Wheeler was late in marrying, too, and the factor that clinched Will's courtship in competition with other men was their shared Baptist religion.  Significantly, Will's ability to provide religious compensators to June after the death of her father was the key to his success.  The exchange of religious compensators for worldly rewards is the fundamental dynamic of religious organizations, and thus important also for the most fundamental social institution of all, the family.


Chapter 10:


Desperate Cases


When June returned from her honeymoon, she found their bedroom at Gramercy Park full of great pieces of mahogany furniture, a gift from Lucy.  Yet relations with her mother-in-law were problematic.  For the first year of June’s married life, Lucy sat down to dinner with them every evening.  Will addressed most of his remarks to Lucy lest she feel left out, and they reminisced about occasions June had not shared.
 


June was all sweetness and light, the perfect complement to her steel-nerved husband and mother-in-law.  “Married people,” she said, “should learn how not to aggravate each other.”  When she discovered that Will hated the word “forget” and saw no excuse for failing to remember, she did her best to hang onto important facts and adopted his habit of saying he could not “recall,” implying the lost fact was still locked somewhere within his vast mind.  He hated numerical imprecision, so when he asked how many people had been in a group she quickly made up a precise number.  “Never lend and never borrow,” he said.  “You will lose a friend or make an enemy.  Give instead if you want to help someone.”  But when someone insisted on borrowing, he would say, “Well, I never lend and never borrow on principal, but I think my wife might lend you something.”
  


Lucy moved to the apartment across the hall, but a door led from her bathroom to the one Will and June used.  The North side of Thirty-Four was connected to another building, so Lucy’s "Black Kitchen" had no windows, while June’s apartment enjoyed sunlight from windows all along the south side.  Lucy remained active with the Mission Society, taking seriously her status as Honorary Superintendent.  For further activity, she joined a women’s organization called Sorosis, which was the model for the literary club she had joined back in 1876 in Providence..


Way back in 1868, the Press Club of New York scheduled a banquet for English author Charles Dickens at Delmonico’s restaurant, selling tickets to the men of the press at fifteen dollars a head.  Among those who wrote for a reservation was journalist J. C. Croly.  The club was about to issue a ticket, when it realized with consternation that the applicant was a woman.  Jennie Croly shamed the club into admitting her to the dinner, but too late for her to bring the other ladies of the press.  Therefore, she organized her own banquet at Delmonico’s and used the episode to form a ladies’ society, “to promote agreeable and useful relations among women of literary and artistic tastes.”
  This was no bland tea party, but a “freemasonry” of “women of thought, culture and humanity” to discuss “new facts and principles, the results of which promise to exert an important influence on the future of women and the welfare of society.”  June also joined “the mother of clubs,” and later served as its president.
  


The Limits of Medicine


From England, William Folwell Bainbridge wrote his son a prophetic warning:  “Don’t be too dead sure in scientific work.  Perhaps you do not need such caution, as you are naturally conservative, but all along the line we have reached the period of uncertainty.  Dogmatism must go to the scrap heap, in all the sciences as well as in theology.  Do not be ashamed of reasonable agnosticism.  A world of knowledge is yet to be approached by: ‘I don’t know.’”
  Will took this wisdom to heart, as well he should, because his own science was about to receive the most dreadful possible challenge.


Fourteen months after the wedding, June presented Lucy with her first grandchild, a girl they gave Lucy’s second name, Elizabeth.  A newborn’s first meal is always difficult, but very quickly Will saw that Elizabeth was not getting any nourishment.  The agonizing truth dawned: she was born without an esophagus.


Lacking a connection between her mouth and her stomach, Elizabeth would die of thirst and dehydration before she died of hunger.  She would die quickly, unless something could be done to save her.  She was fortunate, it would seem, that her own father was a great surgeon.  Perhaps he could operate, make a connection through which nourishment could pass, and cheat cruel fate.


Lucy’s own first child, Cleora, had died from a congenital deformity, “water on the brain,” that the surgery of later generations might have cured.  Bearing her grandmother’s name, thus symbolically extending her grandmother’s life, Cleora had died.  Now Elizabeth was ready to preserve a portion of Lucy’s identity against the old age that was progressively weakening her.


One reason Will had waited so long to marry, along with the challenge of supporting his parents and sister, along with the power with which Lucy dominated his emotional life, was the fear that his family line was genetically tainted.  His sister Cleora had been deformed; his father perhaps insane.  Now his daughter, also, was deformed.  Water on the brain is congenital, but it is not genetic, arising accidentally rather than being programmed into the genes.  But Will would not have known this, because the necessary research had not yet been done to establish the fact.    


Now Elizabeth, his helpless deformed child, lay before him.  With every breath and every tear she was dehydrating toward death.  He had often operated upon children, and considered himself a pioneer of childhood surgery.  He was one of the first to attempt spinal analgesia with the very young, preparing them for difficult operations by injecting cocain, stovain or tropacocain in their spines rather than anesthetizing them with the ether gas that was so difficult to regulate.  He competed against other surgeons to see who could bring the youngest child safely through surgery with a spinal; by the time Elizabeth was born he had employed the method more than a thousand times with only a single fatality attributable to the analgesia.  Although primarily intended for operations to lower potions of the body, Will had been able to work on practically any part of the anatomy, and the difficulty of ensuring Elizabeth could breathe while he cut into her tiny throat and chest recommended the technique.  His record for youngest patient was three months.
  Success with a newborn infant was possible, if he could devise the right plan of surgical attack.  If anyone in the world could save her, it would be Will.


At the age of four days, Elizabeth died.


Years later, Will would call Elizabeth a bud from his June rose, saying she “has been transplanted and is now in the Garden of the King.”
  Like him, June and Lucy had religious rhetoric ready to wrap around pain, but how well faith actually comforts the bereaved is an open question.


Surgery often lacks the power to do good, and sometimes it has the power to do harm.  On one of his early trips to London, Will met Dr. William Arbuthnot Lane, a vastly influential British surgeon who pioneered the use of metal plates to mend broken bones, served as the King’s surgeon for many years, and earned a knighthood.
  Lane was controversial; Will said he was the inventor of injecting saline solution into the bloodstream, but nearly lost the right to practice because other physicians considered this so harmful.


Lane's obsession was the conviction that food should move swiftly through the intestines, lest it sit, rot and poison the entire system with its toxins.  Lane had devised a “cocktail” to speed dinner on its way, consisting primarily of liquid paraffin which he took daily and gave to his family, servants, parrot and monkey.
  Slow digestion unleashed toxins that could travel to any part of the body and trigger any manner of illnesses, including lumpy breasts, poor circulation, “lassitude, inability to perform ordinary duties, mental distress, migraine headaches, laziness, and poor temper control.”


Chief causes of this chronic intestinal stasis, Lane believed, were kinking of the intestines and adhesions that held the guts in unnatural positions.  Surgery could free the intestines to move to their proper positions, and removal of sections of intestine shortened the food's route.  Even tuberculosis, Lane felt, could be the result of stasis, and he operated when other doctors saw no role for surgery.  One child was in the final stages of tubercular joint disease, until Lane excised all but nine inches of the lower intestine, supposedly causing a great improvement.
  Will saw Lane’s work in London on five trips between 1907 and 1913, operated with him, and became very enthusiastic about his theories and methods.


In Will’s view, Lane had one essential failing: no religion.  Lane once said to Will’s Belgian friend, Hertoghe, “I cannot think of any consideration of another life by a rational mind.”
  The stasis theory was a substitute for religion.  Another doctor once described Lane’s inability to change his opinions: “As it was in the beginning, is now and ever shall be.”  For Will, Lane’s irreligiousness was a handicap in his medical practice.  Like Lane, he abhorred orthodoxy and revered the pioneers of medicine across the centuries who had repeatedly challenged the opinions of the majority.
  If the surgeon could not rely upon orthodoxy to guide him, and progress demanded bold experimentation on human beings, what basis could medical ethics and sound therapeutic practice possibly have?  For Will, the answer had been given by Christ: “As ye would that others should so unto you, do ye also unto them.”
  Every time he operated, Will would begin with a silent prayer that the “good physician” Jesus would guide his scalpel and bless his judgment.


Will had induced Lane to come to the United States back in 1909, and imported all of Lane’s instruments, sterilized in sealed cans, so the British surgeon would feel at home.  They toured America together, lecturing, holding clinics, and operating before audiences of surgeons who then could try the heroic techniques on some of their own constipated patients.  


Four years later, just a few months after Elizabeth’s death, Lane was delayed in making a second trip to America, so Will undertook alone much of the lecture tour he had arranged.  In Cincinnati, he defended Lane’s sanity when he called the cecum, where the large intestine begins, a cesspool.
  He told the National Association for the Study of Epilepsy that stasis might be behind some forms of the disease.
  People “have to be plumbed right or the nerves cannot work right.”
  In her public speaking, his mentor Dr. Mosher began demonstrating the evils of stasis with a full-scale silk model of the intestinal tract which she called “the human sausage.”


Skeptical doctors denounced the theory of chronic intestinal stasis, accusing Will of having such dextrous hands he could demonstrate bowel kinks that did not exist.  In New York City, where many colleagues were already hostile to him, a group of physicians came to Gramercy and threatened to have Will’s medical license yanked if he persisted.  Years later, he would have the delicious pleasure of saving one of them from charges of medical malpractice.  His response to the accusations was not to quit but to hire a medical artist to make accurate drawings of the intestines of five hundred of his patients during operations and to project photographs of twisted intestines in public lectures.
  In St. Louis he showed pictures of stasis operations in exchange for an honorary degree, Master of Surgery.
  


When Lane finally did arrive in America, Will arranged a splendid dinner in his honor at New York’s St. Regis Hotel, presenting him to swarms of American doctors.  Strict teetotaler that Lucy had raised him to be, Will never served wine or other alcoholic beverages, but this time each guest found an elegant bottle at his dinner place, wrapped in straw and decorated with the red, white and blue colors of the American and British flags.  As they poured the viscous contents into their wine glasses they discovered that it was the non-alcoholic liquid paraffin cocktail Lane had devised to promote speedy digestion.  Will published extensively on stasis in the medical journals.
  He never accepted Lane’s contention that it caused all cancer, but he never quite abandoned belief in Lane’s general theory, even as the fad faded from American medicine over the following decades.
  


Will designed an improved operating table and promptly publicized it through a long historical essay on surgical furniture that amounted to a thinly disguised sales brochure.
  Two rival doctors, Frank Hartley and Francis Murray complained that Will’s table was identical to their own.  He lashed back that there was nothing distinctive about their table, and he listed a string of features, such as the arm extension and divided foot supporters, that made his vastly superior.


Strange medical conditions always fascinated Will, such as the case of the perfect lithopedion.  A fifty-four year old widow came for consultation about a lump in her lower abdomen that had resisted two years of unconventional electrical treatments and various medicines.  Will to perform an immediate hysterectomy.  In the midst of the surgery he summoned the hospital photographer to document the removal of a three-pound ossified foetus.  At the time of the woman’s last pregnancy, twenty-four years before, a second child had been conceived outside the uterus, and had developed for about seven months before becoming fossilized.


Another case contributed to Will’s scientific research on the possibility that hormones liberated by pregnancy made cancers grow more rapidly.  About four months into a pregnancy, a thirty year old mother of two children had noticed a tiny black spot just below the meeting of the eyelids of her left eye, on the side near the nose.  Three months later, when it had grown to the size of a pencil eraser, she entered the Polyclinic Hospital to have it removed.  Will took it out, along with what seemed a safe margin of healthy tissue, but less than two weeks later he removed a small recurrence.  Concerned that growth of the cancer might be stimulated by the pregnancy, Will advised the woman to consider an abortion, but she refused on religious grounds.  From then, the cancer fairly exploded, and Will performed a series of operations, progressively cutting away the woman's face, before she died twelve days after giving birth to a healthy child.


One of Will's most controversial methods was injection of nearly pure oxygen gas into the abdominal cavity as he closed the incision.  The idea came to him back in 1903, when he was operating on a charity case at Randall’s Island, an eight-year-old boy with tuberculous peritonitis.  Will began to open cavities in the boy's abdomin to remove fluid, when the patient collapsed.  “Seeing an oxygen tank nearby, I suddenly thought that if oxygen is good for inhalation it might have an effect in the body cavity.  I quickly introduced some of the oxygen into the two compartments and sewed up the abdomen leaving the two cavities inflated with gas.  Remarkable immediate improvement was noted which lasted for some hours but the disease was too far advanced and the child died after several days.”


Another startling case was a fifty-three year old woman who weighed 124 pounds before abdominal surgery and only 63 afterward.  She fell into great shock after the procedure, so he filled her abdomen with oxygen until it was nearly as big as before.  Her body took two weeks to absorb the oxygen, and she lived for many years afterward.

    To perfect his techniques, Will experimented on fifty cats, blowing them up like furry balloons, trying various gas pressures and immersing them in a jar of water to see if oxygen was escaping around the sutures.
  When anti-vivisectionists complained, he suggested that they volunteer for the experiments in place of the cats.
  In a demonstration to the King’s County Medical Society in Brooklyn he rawed the intestines of two living cats.  The first one, given ordinary surgical treatment, immediately died of shock.  Will pumped oxygen into the abdomen of the second, and it promptly ran out of the hall.


Very little of Will’s work was experimental, however, and he was famous for his ability to undertake vast numbers of conventional operations per day without succumbing to fatigue, thus saving thousands of lives.  In 1910, a New York school girl named Aleda suffered a ruptured appendix with peritonitis.  Death was certain without an operation, and before the introduction of antibiotics, death was likely enough even with skillful treatment.  Will removed the appendix, and as Aleda herself recalls, “Due to good care and God’s will, I recovered and have had a very happy and healthy life.”  Seventy-six years later, after marriage and a full life, Aleda was still living and shared her Florida home with two fat dogs.


Whatever its dramatic or scientific qualities, Will’s work was also a business, and his public appearances were effective advertising.  Patriotic duty and self-promotion combined at the beginning of 1913, when Will joined with other doctors to form the Medical Corps of the United States Navy Reserve, and he was proud to be the first officer commissioned under that banner, becoming lieutenant, junior grade.
  His summers doctoring at Chautauqua greatly magnified his fame, and with Drs. Babbit and Seaver he built a fully-equipped twenty-two bed hospital called The Lodge.
  


Unexpected Peril


In the summer of 1913, Lucy went again to Europe for her health, with her old aide from the Mission Society, Ida Brandt.  Christina, the Fraülein whom Brandtie had saved from white slavers years before, welcomed them with great warmth, proudly showing off her comfortable home, her husband Fritz, and their two strong boys.  For five pleasant weeks they took the waters at Bad Nauheim just north of Frankfort am Mein in Germany, meeting people and hearing concerts.  Unexpectedly, a letter informed her that Will was near death.  He had been operating on a case of appendicitis, moving with his customary skill and speed.  An assistant accidentally stabbed his left forefinger with a scalpel, piercing the messy surgical glove, driving infection into his flesh, and giving him blood poisoning.  After incompentent treatment by a colleague, the infection spread upward through the entire hand, then the arm.
  


As Lucy read the terrible news, her hands trembled, and her eyes filled with tears.  She left the room and went to pray.  After a while she returned, greatly comforted, and said to Brandtie, “I have given my dear boy into my Father’s keeping and He has given me the assurance that all will be well with him.”


The tip of the wounded finger was amputated, and gradually the infection subsided.  When Lucy learned that her son was out of danger, she told Brandtie, “I trusted my God for his recovery and now I must go and thank Him.”
  Again she prayed.  


For Will, the loss of the finger tip was a crisis of the first order, nearly ending his career as a surgeon.   A surgeon not only acts through his hands, he feels through them.  Working deep inside the human body, often without clear vision of the structures he is cutting, he relies upon the sense of touch.  Will taught his students that the tip of the left index finger was a surgeon's guide inside the human body.
  But Will had lost that guide.  How could he support Lucy, June and the baby she was carrying, if he could no longer operate?  As often happened when his burdens were too great too bear, he was seized by nervous exhaustion.  


His standard prescription for such cases was travel.  June put Will aboard the Imperator of the Hamburg-Amerika Line, bound for Europe, before she took train for Wisconsin herself to escape the heat of the city.  His hand was still in great pain, and his entire arm ached, especially after twice-daily massages that were part of the treatment, along with salt baths and frequent changes of bandages.  He enjoyed the liner’s steam baths, pool, and gymnasium.  While reading The Inside of the Cup, a novel about city mission work and the debate between Protestant traditionalism and scientific modernity, he would work his stiff left hand to build up its strength, despite the pain.


Will had cabled his mother he was coming, but the wire was lost, so Lucy was astonished when Will strode into her hotel in Lucerne.
  Dr. Eliza Mosher was on hand to supervise things in her usual forceful manner.  After a few days of intermittent rain, and vibratory treatment of the hand, they toured the Alp-bordered string of lakes to the southwest.  Will was not sleeping well, gripped by bouts of anxiety.
  


From the Giessback Grand Hotel and Kurshaus on Lake Brienz, he wrote June: “The music is playing and it is after dinner.  Mother is in the parlor where the orchestra is holding forth and I am across the hall in the waiting room quite homesick for Junibus.  Mother was tired after her trip from the Italian Lakes and I felt it best to rest here several days.  Besides it is delightful here and there is a good massage man on call.  I find the stiffness comes out of the hand only slowly and strength only comes by bits.  Still, I am gaining right along.  I told you I would write frankly and so I will.  When I think of the problems I do not sleep well and I know thereby that I am not yet ready for the battle again.  Precious, all will be well!  We have traveled the course for sure.”  He closed by sending his love to “Scrapum,” the foetus scraping around in June’s womb.
 


To counter the anxiety, he began again on the cancer book he had been writing on and off ever since the Heidelberg conference, and work was a good therapy for his nerves.  He bought postcards of children, labeled them “Scrapum,” and mailed them back to June.
  A week later he and Lucy were in Paris, where his hand  received electric treatments from Dr. A. Joseph Rivière, famous for fighting cancer with electricity.
  The day before they crossed to London, Lucy bought a baby dress for her expected second grandchild and wrote June about Will’s progress: “His hand is much better, and his nerves are getting stronger, but he knows his need of this change and rest from old lines of work.
  


When Will returned to New York, June improvised prosthetic finger tips sewed from soft, skin-colored lambskin and filled with cotton.  With infinite patience he practiced manipulating small objects with his left hand, until his surgical skill neared its previous level, finding it awkward but possible to transfer many of the functions of the left index finger to the middle finger.  He became very sensitive about this disfigurement, because it so profoundly threatened his career.  


A Birth and a Death


Thirteen months after the death of her first child, on January 11, 1914, June gave birth to a baby boy they named William Wheeler Bainbridge.  Lucy gave her first grandson a linen pillow slip with embroidery and filet lace from Switzerland, a pink and white knitted sweater, and the long embroidered dress she had bought in Paris.  Billy fairly blossomed with embroidery, receiving a linen jacket with Puerto Rico embroidery from Mrs. Thomas A. Edison, a short frock elaborately embroidered with roses from Lady Lane, Swiss embroidered dress patterns from Dr. Mosher, and a white jacket embroidered in blue flowers from June’s niece Muriel Wheeler.
  


After the heartbreak of baby Elizabeth’s death, they were going to take no chances with Billy.  Many strangers wanted to hold him in their arms, but Will was afraid they would give him diseases, so he purchesed a large doll they could hold instead.  June clipped a magazine poem about the need to sterilize a baby’s bottles, and his milk, but sadly not the cow; nor could they boil his thumb.  “The recklessness with which he sucks his vagrant tiny thumb imperils much his precious antiseptic little tum.”
  A picture snapped in May shows Billy, bright eyes and a puckered smile beneath a full head of hair, parted on the right, sitting in Lucy’s lap on the Glenheim porch.  That summer, his feet were covered by a tiny pair of lace shoes from China.


By naming the baby after himself, Will incidentally perpetuated his father's name.  When pressed, Will would say his father was an archaeologist who had learned eleven languages to facilitate his important work.  “Following the pastorate in Allston he went to London for research in the British Museum, then to Paris, Berlin and Egypt.  Later he worked quietly on his manuscript at Alassio on the Italian Riviera and finally returned to finish his work at Cambridge, close to the Harvard library.”


At the beginning of 1913, William Folwell Bainbridge had written his old friends at Hill Memorial, “My literary work of past 28 years is nearing its close, but I need three months more in the East for satisfactory revision.”
  But the work was still not done late in 1914 when he took up residence at 51 Brattle Street, three blocks from Harvard Yard, in a very fine seven-story apartment building that cost his son a heavy rent.  Among the forty-six other residents was Dr. Albert August, who immediately began monitoring William’s health.
  On January 9, 1915, died of  “angina pectoris” with “arteriosclerosis contributory,” as August wrote on the death certificate.


Lucy, Helen and Will rushed to Boston.  The two ladies stayed in a hotel while Will conferred with Dr. August, and with the help of the undertaker he did a remarkable thing.  Will conducted an autopsy of his father, dissecting his own father’s brain.  


To look into his father’s face, to lift the scalpel and cut across the brow, to scrape the saw back and forth across the skull, to pry the top off his father’s head and see the exposed brain, these acts required a nerve and a motivation that no ordinary human possessed.  Perhaps he could find a medical excuse for his father’s aberrations.  Maybe a benign tumor, an unrecognized injury, or hints of tuberculosis.  Even signs of syphilis would be welcome.  Evidence of dementia praecox, or schizophrenia, would be impossible to recognize, and mere eccentricity had no physiological marks.  Alcoholism might show itself in the shape or texture of the brain, but it would have been readily apparent without an autopsy.  No revelation awaited Will inside the skull of his father, and he shipped the corpse to the Swan Point cemetery in Providence where baby Cleora had lain for forty-five years.  Turning her mind from death to life, Lucy telegraphed congratulations to little Billy on his first birthday.


Lucy’s husband left a meager legacy.  There was the pewter cup, made by Rogers, Smith and Company of New Haven, that marked the beginning of his ministry, inscribed “First Baptist Church, Erie, Pa., July 1865.”  And there was the vast, unfinished manuscript.  With Lucy’s help, Will began the painful process of  trying to get the manuscript published.  In words that barely hinted at the agony of the effort, Will wrote: “The manuscript was submitted to authorities on Bible study and general culture.  These all expressed unqualified admiration for the phenomenal patience and great learning displayed by the author in its preparation, but they declared that the cost of publication was prohibitive.  Publishers estimated that the printed product would be four volumes, each the size of an unabridged dictionary.  It was estimated that to print the plates and maps prepared by the author would cost twelve thousand dollars and that the cost of printing the volumes would be forty thousand dollars.”  Eventually, to end their painful obligation to publish the manuscript, Lucy and Will destroyed it.


 Shortly before his father’s death, Will had published his own magnum opus, The Cancer Problem.
  Writing it had been a massive effort, reaching back over ten years, drawing upon seven trips to Europe, covering the material in a fifty-page bibliography.  In authoritative prose aimed at general practitioners, nurses, medical students and interested lay people, it presented the great mystery and challenge of this terrible disease: statistical epidemiology, etiology, histopathology, diagnosis, and treatment.  Dozens of laudatory reviews appeared, in such periodicals as The Times of London, Journal of the American Medical Association and The Lancet.
  Thus, Will surpassed his father even in the intellectual realm that had become the old man's obsession.


The Prophecy of the Adlon


On April 26, 1915, humorist Irvin S. Cobb overate at a huge banquet at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, and acquired a painful stomach ache.  It increased, became complicated, and was judged dangerous.
  On May 1, Cobb underwent an operation at Will's hands to repair a hernia, that soon became one of the most famous surgical procedures ever done, immortalized by his humorous essay, “Speaking of Operations.”
  First published in the Saturday Evening Post, this personal account of being carved sold half a million copies when issued as a small book, and it was translated into nearly a dozen foreign languages.


Calling Will "Dr. Z," Cobb described first meeting him at 34 Gramercy:  “He sat at his desk, surrounded by freewill offerings from grateful patients and by glass cases containing other things he had taken away from them when they were not in a condition to object.”  No time was wasted attempting to calm the patient’s nerves.


“I presume it was because he stood so high in his profession, and was almost constantly engaged in going into the best society, that Doctor Z did not appear to be the least bit excited over my having picked him out to look into me.  In the most perfunctory manner he shook the hand that has shaken the hands of Jess Willard, George M. Cohan and Henry Ford, and bade me be seated in a chair which was drawn up in a strong light, where he might gaze directly at me as we conversed and so get the full values of the composition.  But if I was a treat for him to look at he concealed his feelings very effectually.  He certainly had his emotions under splendid control.  But then, of course, you must remember that he probably had traveled about extensively and was used to sight-seeing.”


Will recommended an operation.  At New York Polyclinic Hospital, Cobb did not have any more privacy “than a gold-fish,” thus contributing a cliché to our language.  “I am strictly on the doctor’s side.  He is with us when we come into the world and with us when we go out of it, oftentimes lending a helping hand on both occasions.”   At the time of the banquet, Cobb was preparing to return to France where he had been writing about the war, and the operation forced him to delay several weeks. 


Each day’s news kindled Will’s interest in the medical and adventurous aspects of the Great War.  His cousin, Louis Livingston Seaman, had justified his own far-east tour during the Russo-Japanese War as an opportunity to see the latest in military medicine.
  Now war had come to the nations where Will had studied medicine and made friendships, and it afforded a marvelous opportunity to see the advances in surgical technique stimulated by thousands of interestingly mangled bodies.  With his commission in the naval reserve, Will had been operating occasionally on special cases for military hospitals around New York, and he felt drawn to the great conflict raging across the ocean.


For a few peaceful days, Will and June visited Senator Dillingham in Vermont, leaving Billy in the care of Lucy and Helen.  With their help, he sent his parents his first telegram: “I am well and happy and play every morning with Grandma.  Yesterday I tried to pick up a bit of sunshine off the parlor floor.  I love the squirrel.” 


Fully aware that June was pregnant for the third time, Will launched his own mission to Europe.
  Cobb gave him letters of introduction, saying Will was “one of the foremost surgeons of the United States who is abroad to study hospital methods within the military lines.”
  Will collected similar letters from the mayor of New York, the surgeon general of the navy, and the secretary of war.  With a hint of Red Cross aegis, operating in a capacity somewhere between official and unofficial, he hoped to examine military hospitals and prisoner-of-war camps on both sides of the western front.


Will departed in the company of Sanford Griffith, a fresh graduate of the University of Chicago, whom Will had known at Chautauqua and who wanted to become a war correspondent.
  They sailed for Rotterdam on the Dutch liner, New Amsterdam, which carried its name in immense letters on each side so German submarine commanders would realize it belonged to a neutral nation.
   Neutral Holland was inundated with the flotsam and jetsam of war.  Savornin Lohman, an elderly editor and statesman Will and Lucy had met back in 1906 when they attended the Heidelberg conference, arranged for Will to tour Dutch refugee, intern and prison camps.
  


As they prepared to enter Germany, Will wired June then followed up with a trio of melodramatic letters explaining he had to destroy the simple code they used for compressing long messages into short telegrams, lest he be mistaken for a spy.
  Will and Sanford entered Germany near Bentheim and went straight to Berlin, where Will unsuccessfully sought permission to visit Antwerp in occupied Belgium, ostensibly to inspect medical facilities but actually to contact his friend Hertoghe.  At Buch, a northwest suburb of Berlin, Will saw a splendidly designed military hospital with six thousand beds.
  In the German capital itself he toured the central laboratory where vaccines were prepared.


Will stayed in the Adlon Hotel, and he did everything possible to convince the Germans he was sympathetic to their cause, so they would speak openly.  He invited to dinner two high-ranlked German officers, one a member of the general staff, and coaxed from them their views of what Germany would do if it did not decisively win the war:  “Following the war there will be economic hell, industrial revolution.  We will set class against class, individual against individual, until the nations will have pretty much all they can attend to at home and not bother with us... The greatest struggle will come after the war.  The weapon will be propaganda, the value of which we know.  The Allies will be torn asunder, each will be put at the other’s throats like a lot of howling, gnashing hounds.  And when they are all separated from France, Germany will deal with her alone.’”
  Ever afterward, Will referred to this remarkable admission as the Prophecy of the Adlon, sharing it with American government officials, referring to it in numerous speeches, and publishing accounts of it in English and French.  


At restaurants and theaters, Will and Sanford Griffith observed officers with resplendent uniforms arrogantly elbowing people out of the way.  They took photographs, then were suspected of being spies.  Fortunately, their films turned out to be blank and they were allowed to continue their journey.
  In Köln they inspected a military hospital with two thousand beds, and they examined the prisoner of war camp at Darmstadt.
  Eight days after entering Germany, they crossed into neutral Switzerland at Berne, having seen “the great machine at the height of its power.”


A week later in Paris, Will spoke to a luncheon gathering of Americans and secured a pocket full of safe-conduct passes from the Préfecture de Police, Gouvernement Militaire de Paris.
  Most exciting for Will was observing the new Carel-Dakin technique for dealing with infected wounds, at the Compiègne Hospital, northeast of the city.  Fifty years earlier in the Civil War, when Lucy daubed the bandages of wounded men with contaminated water, she had no idea that microbes were responsible for the infections that she innocently passed from soldier to soldier.  But by the Great War, medical science understood perfectly well what infections were; the problem was how to defeat them.  Many disinfectants were being tried, vile concoctions that burned the flesh of the soldier.  Henry Dakin’s was one of the best, and Major Alexis Carrel of the French army developed a scientific method for administering it.


The patient was placed on the operating table, and the surgeon carefully cut open the wound to form a single large cavity, removing all foreign bodies and excising dead flesh along the tracks made by the projectiles that had caused the wound.  He would try to save large blood vessels, tendons, and nerves, but he might cut out much muscle to get a good, open well for the disinfectant solution, all the while fighting hemorrhage.


After much cleaning, the surgeon inserted rubber tubes into the wound and constructed a system of gauze, cotton wool, wires, sticks, safety pins and even wooden clothes pins to hold the tubes in position.  The tubes connected through Y-shaped fasteners to a pinch cock to control the flow, and from that to the container.  Dakin’s solution was hypochlorite of soda, colored pink with potassium permanganate, at a concentration of between 0.45 and 0.50 percent.  Below that concentration, it cannot kill the bacteria.  At a higher concentration, it will harm the patient.  At regular intervals, smears are taken from all corners of the wound and examined under the microscope.  The treatment continues until no bacteria can be seen, which may be as soon as four days or as long as a month.  


Leaving Sanford in Paris, Will crossed the English Channel to Folkestone in the middle of October and a week later departed from Falmouth for the United States on the Rotterdam.
  He returned to New York none too soon, because on the first of November June bore a second son.  With Lucy’s proud approval, they named him John Seaman Bainbridge, after her beloved father.  Lucy wanted to know what the war was like.  Will explained, “War has no silver lining, no bright side, but by war some noble elements in men and women are brought out.”


Consolidation of the Family


America was officially still at peace, when Lucy’s daughter Helen married Consuelo Andrew Seoane, commander of a field company stationed in El Paso, Texas.  A native of Virginia, "Con" had enlisted as a lowly private in the spring of 1898, swept up in the patriotic fervor that immediately preceded the Spanish-American War.  Back when Will was procrastinating over joining up, Con was already with the Third Cavalry fighting in Cuba.  A Mauser bullet pierced his right lung, and he carryied the slug inside him for the rest of his life.
  Will’s cousin Louis Livingston Seaman was a surgeon and senior officer with the Santiago expedition who believed “incompetency” incapacitated the Army's medical service.
  When the Philippine Insurrection broke out the following year, Con was promoted to second lieutenant in the 41st U. S. Volunteer Infantry, and once again he served with Louis.  


Con’s greatest adventure began in June, 1909, when he and naval doctor Joseph “Snake” Thompson disguised themselves as South African naturalists interested in reptiles and beetles and set out upon a two-year espionage tour against Japan.  Their mission would have brought instant death, if the ubiquitous police ever realized they were American spies.  Con was particularly worried that Snake hid a camera in a secret compartment of the creel in which they carried specimens.  Beginning in Hong Kong, they traveled through the Ryukyus and Okinawa, the length and breadth of Formosa, spied for seventeen months in the home islands of Japan, then briefly investigated Manchuria and Korea.


They examined dozens of potential invasion points, memorizing as much as they could and using a code to insert a few crucial facts into an apparently harmless naturalist’s diary.  For example, when they viewed the Sendai Temple they wrote that there were one hundred and thirty-five steps in the approach, referring actually to the total number of artillery field pieces they had seen in the area.  Another time, references to 54 green polypedates and 78 tadpoles meant 5 four-inch guns and 7 eight-inch guns.  In the spring of 1911, Con returned to the Philippines where he expanded the notes and recollections into a massive report on the costal fortifications of Japan, including many charts, complete with detailed plans for invasion if American relations with Japan ever degenerated into war, as Con was sure they would.
  


Lucy was not ready to accept Con’s liquor drinking, and among his fellow officers he was famous for “Seoane punch,” which consisted of three-fifths Sauterne, one-fifth Pedros’ rum, and one-fifth brandy.  Con and Will became brothers in heart as well as in law, and more than forty years later when Con published his autobiography, it carried a dedication to “my comrade and brother, Doctor William Seaman Bainbridge.” 


Lucy was in a reflective mood, on September 4, 1916, thinking about the fact that the next day was her fiftieth wedding anniversary.  She wrote her son, “I thank God for all the way He has led me, the dark places and the bright ones, for the chance to do good, to be busy and the many joys along the road.


“I thank God above all for having given me my boy.  You have been and are my ‘strong staff.’  Do you remember when you were a tiny boy, you used to give me the sign we had that meant that?”  Then she pondered what a responsibility it had been for Will to be her strong staff for so many years, knowing that his greatest weakness was a tendency to exhaust himself.  “Please get a vacation — please let something drop next winter — please remember that you are close to the zenith and there is one, only one life here.  Think of what you are to wife and sons and mother and the world’s work and save yourself for future years.”


It was a time for memories.  Lucy thought back to her work at the Mission Society, ended officially a decade before but continuing in her capacity as Honorary Superintendent of the Woman’s Branch.  With the help of Will’s secretary, Miss Strelitz, she began assembling her recollections of those days into a book called Helping the Helpless in Lower New York and dedicated: “to my son who has ever been ‘my strong staff.’”  In her introduction, she wrote, “I want my grandchildren, in the years to come, to know and to love the work their grandmother tried to do while she was here.”
  Each chapter was the story of one person or family that had been helped by the Woman’s Branch during the years when Lucy was in charge. 


Several of the stories featured aspects of Lucy’s personal life, although she kept the Bainbridge family in the background.  The third story is about Dora, the girl who lived with Lucy, Will, and Helen for more than a year in the early 1890s, to escape a sadistic mother.  Ten years before writing Helping the Helpless, Lucy included the tale in her annual report, complete with a photograph of Dora and her husband, giving the most positive possible conclusion.  But for the book, Lucy had to report further developments: “The young man, to whom Dora gave her heart, did not prove as true and steadfast as she could hope, and finally deserted her; but Dora’s Christian character has stood every test.  She is now filling a good position in the far Southwest, yet ever longing to come once more to New York.”


Now Helen was united with Con, and Lucy could hope her marriage would fare better than Dora’s or her own.  Already forty-three when she married, Helen was destined to remain childless.  But June was pregnant again and on the first of April, 1917, she gave Lucy a granddaughter, Barbara.  


The Great War


Just five days after Barbara’s birth the United States entered the war.  The next day, Will reported for active duty at the U. S. Naval Hospital in New York,
 and he began to organize a training course for a group of fifty-seven medical men entering the service.  He filled his office with framed photographs of the family and prominent friends, including Cardinal Mercier, the Roman Catholic archbishop of Malines in Belgium.  Lucy’s portrait hung on the wall directly behind his desk, just inches from his eyes as he worked.
  


At the request of Vice Admiral Albert Gleaves, who would command the operations convoying the American forces across the Atlantic, he organized a training class for naval corpsmen.
   The men were instructed in the rudiments of medicine needed in war, from operating room technique to embalming of corpses; a number later became professional embalmers.  On August 15, Will received orders to report for duty aboard the George Washington, a captured German liner that had just been repaired after extensive sabotage.


Con Seoane was already a career army officer, and he became chief of the Bureau of Aircraft Production.  A year earlier, June’s nephew Walter, a nineteen-year-old Harvard sophomore, volunteered for the American Ambulance Corps in Paris, won the Croix de Guerre for saving wounded under heavy shell fire, and then joined the Navy to chase German submarines as soon as the United States had entered the war.
  June’s younger brother, Ernest, had been a member of training companies of the New York Regiment, was commissioned Captain of the Infantry in August 1917, and served stateside in various troop training and inspecting positions.


On November 16, 1917, Lucy and June waved down from the front window of the Gramercy apartment as Will departed for a three-day trial cruise on the George Washington.
  The crew practiced with the guns, and the medical staff inspected supplies and equipment.  Back in harbor, Will scrambled to tidy up loose ends of his private practice and complete the intensive training course for hospital corpsmen.  


The first Sunday morning in December, the family visited Glenheim, and Will enjoyed “a dear time with Mother on the way to Yonkers.  A talk of the future.  Of joy that the cemetery lot had been secured.  We talked calmly of where we would like to lie.”  They had gone to Woodlawn cemetery to select a burial place, on a knoll facing the east so the rising sun could touch the earth over their graves, and the body of William Folwell Bainbridge was moved there as if to prove that Lucy had always remained a respectable married woman.
  Lucy discussed the legal and financial arrangements with her son, all on a positive note with not a depressing word exchanged between them.  He had arranged for fresh flowers to be delivered regularly to June and Lucy while he was away.


Will embraced his son Billy, not yet quite four years old, as the boy said prayers.  “Billy,” he said, “please take care of Grandma B.”  His son seemed to understand, and promised he would take care of Lucy.  Tiny Barbara was so jolly, that Will felt strengthened.  He pondered how the children would feel with him away, and he thought to himself, “I have missed the tender care and protecting arm of a father most of my life.  I had hoped to make up this to my own.”  Back at Gramercy, Will spared a few minutes from the family farewells to write letters that his secretary, Miss Webb, would hold and give to June and Lucy in case he never returned from the war.  The next day, June and Lucy accompanied Will on the ferry to Hoboken.  When the ticket-seller saw their thoughtful faces, he gripped Will’s hand and said, “Good luck!”


All day, the George Washington loaded nearly six thousand passengers, including the staff of a base hospital from Indianapolis, sixty nurses, fifty aviators, and six generals, plus the nearly one thousand personnel of the ship itself.  This was believed to be the largest number of human beings ever to crowd aboard a single vessel.  Some of the friends Will made among the officers doubted that the ship was ready, and he learned that it was leaking badly around the propellor shaft.  Perhaps the army command had this in mind when it decided to send primarily “colored” soldiers across on this first voyage.  As Will tended the health needs of these African-American men, often handing out apples from the two barrels he had brought, he developed great respect for their courage, dedication, and religiousness.  He found one “young man in the bowels of the ship reading the New Testament and trying to find from it, the rightness of the war.  I told him he should go to the Old Testament, for we are not yet up to the New Testament.”


He was appalled at the poor living conditions below decks: hot, cramped, airless, smelly, many toilets inoperative for lack of water to flush them.  He began coping with a range of diseases among the men: pneumonia, spinal meningitis, mumps, measles, appendicitis, influenza, and hundreds of colds.  Wondering how sad his precious mother might be over the worrisome international news, Will kissed his photographs of Lucy, June, Billy, John, Barbara and Helen.


On the seventeenth, the George Washington was gripped by a terrible storm, which the captain would later call “the worst gale in eight years.”
  One great wave smashed Will's X-ray machine, and another took away the stern lookout house with its rapid firing gun, two sailors and two soldiers.  When the weather cleared, the ship lumbered along at four knots toward the harbor at Brest.  


Will scurried around France, collecting information on developments in military medicine.  Dr. Rivière showed him the reconstruction work on wounded soldiers, where everything was done to make the most of the damaged body, and they called on Dr. Tuffier, whom Will had first met at the 1906 cancer congress in Heidelberg, to see the Carrel-Dakin treatment applied to chest patients.  Next Will went to Compiègne by boat up the Oise river, about a quarter of the way from Paris to the Belgian border to tour the Carrel hospital there.  Returning for another load of soldiers, the George Washington had to hold speed down to eleven knots to conserve coal, because the plan had been to complete a round-trip of six thousand miles without refueling.


After ten in the evening, Will said goodnight to a group of officers with whom he had been chatting and went to bed.  Suddenly, with a pair of overpoweringly loud bangs, the ship shook.  The engine stopped.  A whistle and the clanging of a gong sounded a general alarm.  They must have been hit by torpedoes!  Will donned life belt, buckled on pistol belt with canteen, seized binoculars, put on overcoat and gloves, looked quickly at the pictures of his dear ones, said a short prayer, and dashed off to the sick bay to get his patients into their life boat.  The night was very dark, and a heavy sea surged.  At any moment he expected another torpedo or shell fire.  While the sick men shivered in the cold, Will learned there had actually been no submarine.  Running without lights so the Germans could not spot them, they had struck the freighter Nyzam in an eastbound allied convoy.  No one was injured on either ship, but one of the Nizam’s crew was pinned in his bunk by one corner of a hull plate which had been bent neatly down on top of him.


Immediately after reaching the United States, Will sent a telegram to Lucy who was at Hot Springs, Virginia.  She was suffering with back trouble, what she called “the old burning,” and the cure offered by the hot springs was baths and rubbings, which might take another week to have a beneficial effect.  


Will found an alarmingly dangerous situation at Gramercy Park.  Lucy had received midnight telephone calls saying her son would not return alive and would be found on a slab in the morgue.
  The family was being followed.
  Anonymous letters in the mail said said that the three children would be killed.  Notes dropped right outside the apartment door said the children’s eyes would be torn out.  Will contacted the police department, and Captain Cornelius Willemse took the case.


In his autobiography, Willemse wrote, “Telephone messages, each more horrible than the last were coming in from pay stations all over the city and immediately I assigned some of my best men to watch the kiddies at their play in Gramercy Park where they romped unaware of the dangers that lurked about them.  I covered the house day and night and spent all my spare time watching the youngsters myself.  As the threats increased, I approached the case from every possible angle until it got on my nerves and I tried everything to trap the individuals concerned.  We traced letters to various mailing points and phone calls to pay stations a considerable distance away, but the notes which appeared from the mysterious and threatening hand within the house itself had us baffled.”


The family blamed the evil-doers from the Randall’s Island case, believing their vengeance had been delayed by the war.  Willemse suspected an unidentified enemy Will might have made overseas, possibly one of the officers whose careers were wrecked when Will had exposed their illegal liquor business in France.  Unsuccessful in trapping the harassers, Willemse told Will to send the children away to a secret location.  From Hot Springs, Lucy wrote, “Let us all rejoice together that we are all safe and well.  God has been good to us all.  I look out on these hills and say ‘As the mountains are round about Jerusalem, so the Lord is round about His people.’” 


When Lucy returned to Gramercy Park, she proudly showed Will the February 13, 1918 issue of The Outlook magazine containing a brief article she wrote about the three times she had seen Lincoln.
  Thus, in the middle of her seventies, Lucy had resumed her literary career.  In a sense, this literary renaissance late in life was a gift from her son, who provided first Miss Strelitz and then Lillian E. Foster to take dictation and edit the manuscripts.  Helping the Helpless in Lower New York had now been printed, and Will did everything he could to promote it.
  Clipping services gleaned a handful of brief but laudatory reviews from New York and Boston newspapers.


The Baptist minister who had married William and Lucy, Augustus H. Strong, wrote from Pasadena,  “You have done good service in printing it, for it is a touching and effective testimony to the value of humble work for Christ.  It revives my memory of your sainted mother and father.  With such parents you could hardly be a pitiless society woman, and with your Christian experience and training you could hardly fail to be a helper of the helpless.  Your book is the simple record of unselfish Christian work for others.  It will thrill many hearts and open many purses.  Its plain but graphic narration of facts has many of the best qualities of style.  There is literary skill in it, and you should stir up the gift that is in you.”


Will lobbied his friends in Washington for the chance to carry out a more extensive inspection of allied medical facilities in Europe.  Lucy commented,  “What a time we are having in Washington!  You will want to talk with Con about his affairs.  He is a true, upright splendid man, and no graft where he controls.”  June’s old friend, Walter Gifford, who had been appointed Director of the Council of National Defense after serving on the Naval Preparedness Board, told Will that Washington was “perfect bedlam.”  Will's cousin, Bainbridge Colby, was a member of the United States Shipping Board and a personal favorite of President Woodrow Wilson.  Both men were influential with the Navy, and their personal power is shown by the fact that Colby soon became Secretary of State, and Gifford, President of the American Telephone and Telegraph Company.
  The day after his own forty-eighth birthday, Will received orders from the Navy Department that would permit the grand tour of military medical facilities.


Once he got to Paris, Will wrote June to secure a cottage for the family, even if it cost $1,000 or as much as $1,200, and within a few weeks they had rented a place on Southfield Point near the water in Stamford, Connecticut.
  There the children might be safe from the anonymous death threats.  


The Germans began shelling Paris every fifteen minutes with a monstrous new gun.  Will went to see the results.  One of the shells exploded just ahead of him; had he been two minutes earlier, he would have been killed.  “On the floor, nothing under her, a well dressed fine young French girl of about 18, dying, both legs blown off at the hips, right arm just below the elbow almost blown off, and again about gone just above the elbow.  In agony and conscious.  Pillow and freeing clothing of neck and a hypo to kill pain all one could do for a mass of dying humanity only a few minutes before happy and full of life.”  The next day’s European edition of the New York Herald would have listed Will’s name among American red cross officials who had rendered assistance, but the military censor struck it from the story.


One of the shells struck a church.  “It being Good Friday, there was an afternoon service attended specially by a large number of women and children.  There were many first communicants all in pure white — like little angels with their simple faith and pure childish faces upturned to the Master of Life, the Conqueror over Death — the proud mothers, some soldier fathers and others.  The gun, the shell through the roof, bursts inside and under a pile of masonry were 75 dead flattened out like butter on bread.  Just a layer of organic matter between stone layers.  About 100 more were injured.  Terrible sight!  I came soon after, and surely Hell is on Earth!”  In his room in the Hôtel de Crillon at the Place de la Concorde, he lined up the photographs of Lucy, June, Billy, John, and infant Barbara, to have a family chat.  “I am not alone because you all are here in thought as well as likeness.  Love stretches out over space and holds tight.”
  


While Will was seized by homesickness, back in New York the family faced a terrible new challenge.  Helen underwent surgery for removal of a malignancy, without her brother's expert advice.
  On Sunday, April 14, Will arrived at Brest and received “First details of Helen’s operation.  Oh!  It nearly knocked me out.  Poor girl!  Poor Mother!  Poor Con!  Well, we are certainly getting a schooling in this life and no mistake!  But we can do no more nor less than believe to the end in all things for our good.  My heart aches tonight!  My faith is strained!”  Two days later he posted a cheery letter to June by a fast ship, mentioning nothing about Helen’s ordeal or his prognosis for her future.  “This will be good news, I feel sure, from a far country.  I am on the way home!”


But almost as soon as he had rejoined his mother, it was time to leave her again.  At the end of April, Lucy went on the George Washington to inspect Will’s little hospital and to attend an afternoon tea given by Captain Pollock.  She brought with her June, Nell Wheeler, Dr. Eliza Mosher, and three ladies in attendance.  The Captain had intended the tea only for “immediate family” of his officers, and was thus irritated by the size of Lucy’s entourage.
  Everything was in a great rush, so three days later when Lucy and June drove Will over to Hoboken to join his ship, there was not time even to stop for lunch, and the ladies had to sustain themselves with eggs and milk they had brought along.  In Will’s baggage were twenty-five copies of Helping the Helpless.  On his way back to Europe, he wrote June, “Please urge Mother B. to get out in the air some exercise each day and a lot of ‘outdoorness’ in the car.  The car is health and life to her and she should have first call on it.”


When the George Washington reached Brest, Will quickly went over to London to begin inspection of British rehabilitation facilities, considering his freedom to chart his own course “a big chance for service.”
  The Captain who was chief of staff for Admiral William Sowden Sims coolly told him to expect an order to return immediately to Brest.  “Here I am with great chances before me and seemingly to have all hit in the head.  Hard to feel that influence may be after you all the time.”  Exactly what was going on never became clear.  As late as 1930, Will would still be troubled by what he saw as a conspiracy against him among certain naval officers, perhaps even including admirals Sims and Wilson, that had sullied his good name.  Sims was certainly a formidable character, and to hear Sims tell it he had practically won the Great War singlehanded.


At one point in 1918, the U.S. Naval Headquarters in London cabled Washington to have Will yanked home.  He theorized that officers in London had decided he was a spy.  If he was not an agent of the Huns, perhaps he was spying on Sims for the admiral's stateside enemies. One of the men demoted in the liquor gang Will had smashed was a doctor named Vickery who was close to Admiral Wilson.  Or perhaps his secret enemy was once again the New York surgical establishment, including the “jealous crowd” of doctors he beat out when he became honorary president of the 1906 Heidelberg cancer conference or who had been on the other side in the Randall’s Island investigations.


Will mobilized support among his allies, including Sir Thomas H. Goodwin, Director General of the British Army Medical Service.  Fresh orders promptly came from the Navy Department in Washington extending his stay another month.  The first part of June, he visited the British forces on the Belgian front in Flanders, and one morning he came under German fire while collecting an ornately-carved stone cross from the rubble of a church.
  By the end of the third week of June, Will was so pleased with the progress of his tour, that he withdrew a request for more time.  In Rouen, he wrote Lucy, “I am counting the days until we meet.”
  On his final voyage aboard the  George Washington, a German submarine fired a torpedo at the ship, but by pure chance another member of the convey got in the way and was sunk instead.
  


Home Safely


Lucy was reunited with her son at Stamford, with the two little boys standing at salute in sailor suits and French caps.  “Oh!  Such a welcome!  Safe at home!”  They invited Cornelius Willemse to a joyful family reunion, where Lucy personally thanked the police captain for protecting them.  Will repaid Willemse by saving a gangster’s mother from cancer so her adoring boy would feed information to Willemse that allowed him to break the murderous Dropper and Augie gangs.


Lucy examined the fascinating mementos Will had brought back from the Great War, including his collection of gas masks and the stone cross from the devastated Belgian church.  Her mind turned to her own war experience fifty-five years before.  A photograph of her “Ohio Relief Committee” badge illustrated reminiscences she wrote for The Outlook, along with a photograph of herself made in the winter of 1863-1864.  Shrouded in a dark coat, face framed by a fur-lined bonnet tied under her chin, she gazed at the camera with sensitive eyes, an expression on her lips that mixed tenderness with strength.  The title she chose for the essay suggested intimacy and sainthood: “Sister Ohio.”


In the heat of August, Consuelo Seoane sat in his room in the Hotel La Salle, to write Lucy a painful letter.  “Dear ‘Mother B.’  Helen died today.  As her husband I should like to tell you, her mother, that I considered her as near the perfect type of ‘companion to man’ as it is possible for me to conceive.  You are aware of the general qualities that endeared her to her many friends and therefore these need no mention from me.  I would rather speak of our own intimate life that only she and I knew.  Our thoughts and plans always agreed and we lived in a communion of happiness.  She enjoyed all pleasures; was comforting in distress and ever working to push our common end.  Her ability and intellect coupled with an ever-blossoming smile brought friends and admirers wherever she went.  It made me very proud of her.  In picturesque language she could have brought the world almost to her feet.  But had such a thing come to her she would, I know, have passed it right over to me.  Can I say anything more to describe so unselfish and perfect a sweetheart?  Her longing and prayers for children were never answered but she was a friend of the little ones and children never failed to flock around her.”  In closing, he wished that Lucy might keep his note as testimony to the great loss they shared, and signed it, “Your loving son, Con.”
  Helen came home to Thirty-Four, to lie for a last few hours surrounded by her family: husband, brother, sister-in-law, two nephews, her niece, and her mother.
  


Analysis


Scientific progress has not yet obviated the human need for religion, and it may never do so.  If any surgeon in the world could save baby Elizabeth, it was her father, Will.  But he failed, so the family turned to its Christian faith to compensate their loss.  Many social scientists have believed that science-driven secularization would soon sweep aside what they considered to be the primitive "superstitions" of religion.  But this has not happened.


When Will was caught up in Lane's fad to improve the geometry of patients' intestines surgically, he thought he was applying effective treatments to an objective disease.  Later generations of medical scientists decided that this was an illusion.  Will's research papers demonstrate that he understood the placebo effect, but he did not recognize that the apparent benefit of the operation was merely the positive reaction of his patients to medical compensators.


We use the term "magic" to refer to specific compensators based on assumptions that are unproven or false.  Religious salvation from death is a very general compensator, and a promise of medical cure from irregulat digestion is a specific compensator.  Religion provides some specific compensators, especially in higher tension groups that compensate members for their low status in society, but the fundamental function of religion is to compensate humans for lack of the very most general and valuable rewards.  Thus, magic can be based upon supernatural assumptions, but it need not be.  Unproven medical fads are a form of magic, even if the doctors themselves would angrily reject the term.


Will's motives for promoting Lane's magical methods were intimately connected with his need for glory and his desire to be an attractive exchange partner for wealthy patients who could afford surgery merely to improve their digestions.  His failure to save his own child turned his existing interesdt in Lane's ideas into an obsession.  He could not save Elizabeth by operating on her digestive tract, but he would prove his competence by repairing the inner flaws of hundreds of adults.  Once again, we see the dynamics of secondary compensation.


Will had a sacred responsibility to protect his daughter, and given his success in competing with other surgeons to use spinal analgesia with the smallest child, he could not transfer that responsibility to a colleague.  Many years later, his son Bill contracted periotinitis and insisted that his father do the necessary operation personally.
  But in failing to save Elizabeth, Will defaulted on his responsibilities to her, to her mother, and to Lucy.  By acknowledging God's superior power, and calling Elizabeth a bud from his June rose transplanted to Heaven, Will employed secondary compensation, passing responsibility to his Lord.  He did the same when he prayed before every operation.


The reason for Elizabeth's death was kept a family secret until this moment.  Few patients expect a doctor to succeed all the time, but the case of this surgeon's baby who was just beyond the limits of his skill to save is so ironically pathetic, that it could not have helped his reputation.  


The best surgeons could do a long list of things to the human body, and patients presented a long list of complaints.  The challenge was to determine which items in both lists could profitably be linked.  Patients would entrust their lives and their dolalrs to Will, in exchange for treatments.  Often h met his responsibility directly by providing a valuable medical reward.  Sometimes he provided mere magic and at best achieved secondary compensation.


Chapter 11:


Bethel


In the heat of her seventy-eighth summer, Lucy sailed with her family to Squirrel Island, off the coast of Maine, a rough voyage through darkness and storm-tossed waters that made everybody very sick.  There she presided over the religious development of her grandsons in a big house staffed by the full retinue of servants.  When Billy asked, “How many miles to Heaven, Grandma,” she assured him it was close by.  


After gazing quietly into the night sky, tiny John told her, “I know about the moon.  It is made of jelly fish.”  Lucy asked, “Who told you that?”  “Nobody,” he answered, “I thinked it, Grandma.”  She told him that God had made the moon, and God had made him, too.  John puzzled over this for a moment, and commented, “I don’t see how he makes blood.  How can he?  I spose he takes a little bit of lots of things and just mixes them up.”  With youthful optimism, he planted some watermelon seeds, and by the end of the vacation he was proud to show Lucy that they had sprouted.


Billy was not entirely pleased at his younger brother’s display of intellectual precocity, and proclaimed, “John, you won’t be a man for twenty years!”


“Yes I will, too!” 


“No you won’t, John, sure!”


Lucy interjected, “You sure, Billy?”


“Yes, I know it’ll be twenty years.”


John pondered the prospect of waiting so long to become a man, and wondered if there were a lesser goal he could achieve more expeditiously.  With sad decision he said, “I’ll be a woman.”


Lucy thought this was hilarious and wrote her son, “Thank God, dear Will, for these children.”  Every summer, they escaped the unhealthy heat of New York City, to rent rooms at Chautauqua or visit with friends.  Again Lucy dreamed of a cottage of their own, like the one back at Warwick Neck so long ago.  “A place in the country is now a first duty, what is best for them, their upbuilding, physical, mental and spiritual.”  She doubted whether she herself would live to experience it, however.  “Bear in mind that just as we have worked together and borne burdens together and enjoyed together, that there is no break and when I may be called away to the other room of the Father’s House, which is being prepared for me, it is not a separation.  It is just one Home and I shall be close by.”


That year Lucy published her third book, Jewels from the Orient.  It was series of twenty-four vignettes of the missionaries she had met on her first world tour in China, Japan, Burma, India and Syria, drawn from  the talks she had given on the lecture circuit a third of a century earlier.  This was essentially the book she failed to complete in the mid-1880s, which she had intended to title, Glimpses of Mission Life in Many Lands.  It drew its theme from the insight Lucy gained in her second world tour: “Although customs and costumes, language and life are so widely different in the Orient from our own, we may feel confident that the Bible is the one book for all tongues and all peoples.  There is one God over all, unto whose Son, the Lord, Jesus Christ, has been given all power in Heaven and on earth, therefore are we commanded to go unto all nations with the Gospel, knowing that ‘He is with us alway, even unto the end of the world.’”


International Glory


The summer of 1921, the family rented a place at the end of Havemeyer Lane on Palmer’s Hill in Stamford, Connecticut, called “The House in the Trees.”  A dog came with it, and young Billy got a toy wagon, made a harness, and the willing animal pulled him all around.  June was learning to drive on a Dodge touring car that bucked terribly because she couldn't handle the clutch.  Will, who let a chauffeur do his driving for him, watched in dismay.  


A month later, Will and Lucy “motored in” to take afternoon tea at the Prince George, and talk about his coming trip to Belgium.   On a New Orleans street car he had made the acquaintance of Major Jules Voncken, from the army medical corps of Belgium, and the two decided “to assemble the military doctors in meetings where they could develop their international solidarity.”
  Will’s Report on Medical and Surgical Developments of the War had been a great success.  Published as a special issue of the United States Naval Medical Bulletin, it convinced the Europeans, if not Will’s American colleagues, that he was a world leader of military medicine.
  Now, he was on his way to the historic first Congrès International de Médecine et de Pharmacie Militaires, the only American and thus de facto representative of his nation, even though the government gave him no official support.  


As he boarded the Acquitania, Will thought: “Mother, precious one, was really too tired and strained by my going to come so far, but she would come.  June was very tender and sweetly helped her away and did not stay until we pulled away from the dock.”
  Among his going-away gifts, Will found a letter from Eliza Mosher saying, “I rejoice in your mother’s long life and the comforts with which you have surrounded her.”
  When Lucy went to bed that night, she found a long letter from her son.  For sake of her health, she was trying a diet of milk, shredded wheat, and peaches, but she was not ready to surrender to advancing age and planned a trip to Northfield for a religious meeting.  


Will thought back to the time Roswell Park had nearly barred him from the International Surgical Congress.  Park was dead and gone.  Will alone was “representing our Great Republic with every  honor.”  The first day’s activities included a reception with the king, where Will had the second place of honor, outranked by the surgeon general of France but “ahead of English, Spanish, Italian, Norwegian, Japs, Danes, Chinese, etc., etc., etc., etc.”
  Will felt quite at home with the delegates from China and Japan, S. H. Chuan and Kensa Oyama, both of whom happened to be Congregationalists.  Chuan was a graduate of Johns Hopkins and Harvard.  His sister had graduated from Mount Holyoke, a Massachusetts women’s college that had recently invited Lucy to join its alumnae because she had attended Ipswich Female Seminary which was historically related.  Oyama spoke no English or French or Chinese, but he could communicate with Chuan by writing Chinese characters.  Often together at the congress, they agreed “If we three could settle the Far Eastern questions, how easy it would be.”


Delegates lectured each other about proper coordination of the military medical services, lessons of the war in modern treatment of limb fractures, the campaigns against tuberculosis and venereal disease, gas warfare, and the purification of water in the field.
  At the business meeting, Will envisioned a permanent organization dedicated to military medicine, with regular conferences and publications.  The first step would be a second Congress two years hence.


Will toured Germany and Belgium with his Belgian friend Hertoghe, rejoicing that the war was over and pondering the likelihood of another one when Germany had regained its strength.  At Metz, five letters from Lucy caught up with him.
  Back in Connecticut, she had helped tiny Barbara write her first note: “I love you Daddy.”  With June’s aid, her brother Billy told a more complex story: “I’ve been taking care of the chickens and riding the horse and I have been milking a cow over at Borg’s.  I am bumped up and need you to come home.  One thumb has a blister — one finger has a piece of meat off of it: I jumped into the hay and bit my lip and I hope you won’t laugh as hard as you can!”


Will’s last view of Belgium, as he took a plane for London, was of soldiers drilling for the next war against Germany and of a burning forest south of Ghent that was wracked by exploiding mines and ammunition left over from the last war.  The aircraft’s engine failed just as they started to cross the English Channel, but the pilot was able to land safely near Calais.  The next day brought them to London where Will spoke with several colleagues and dropped by the home of Arbuthnot Lane, tasted his lime juice drink, listened to his small dogs bark, and discussed chronic intestinal stasis.  The Acquitania returned Will in time for his tenth wedding anniversary.  June, Con and a contingent of Wheelers scooped him up at the dock and conveyed him to Palmer’s Hill where Lucy and the children met him in the yard.


At the Brussels congress, Will had shown moving pictures demonstrating the Stokes stretcher for carrying wounded, and a French delegate asked him for a sample.  Now back home, Will requested one from the U.S. government but was told there was no appropriation for such a thing.  So Will bought one with fifty-nine dollars of his own money and sent it to the French as a gift from the American Navy Department.
  By techniques like this, Will convinced the Europeans that he was the official representative of America, and the friendship of European military leaders eventually made the American government accept Will's self-anointed status as medical ambassador.


January 1922 brought Lucy’s eightieth birthday, celebrated at Gramercy Park with many friends and fellow Mission Society workers.  Her grandchildren tried to count the four score candles on her cake.  Henry Thacker Burleigh, baritone soloist at St. George’s Church, sang negro spirituals and Lucy’s favorite hymns.
  Always hunting for a way to increase his mother’s honor, Will saw to it that a paragraph appeared in Who’s Who, right before his own listing.


In early February 1922, grippe and pneumonia were rampant in New York City, so Will though it inadvisable for Lucy to go with him to the dock when he sailed again on the Acquitania, because she was suffering from a slight cold.  They said farewell in his office at Gramercy and spoke of the trips before them.  He was headed for Belgium to meet with the other members of the Permanent Committee to plan the second medical congress scheduled for the next year, and she intended to visit Florida.  


When the wireless brought Will the news that his mother had taken train for the South, Will wrote in his diary, “Mother is surely simply wonderful!  Eighty years here and as young as a girl.  A divine blessing to the world and to me and mine!!”  Tucked away in his luggage, for opening on his birthday, was a gift belt from Lucy.  He sent a message to “Bridgebain,” his New York cable address, directing that a wire be sent to Florida thanking her.


In the midst of the Brussels meeting, Will's Belgian friends arranged for him to have a private audience with the Queen, which he used as an opportunity to glorify his mother.  At the appointed time, the Countesse d’Oultremont led him into the Queen’s apartment.  He bowed low then kissed the royal hand, and the Queen bade him sit.  Then followed a series of questions asked in perfect English, “Where I was educated.  What my father and mother had done.  About my mother’s writing and her books.”  He presented her with the first copy of Le Problème du Cancer, Hertoghe's translation of Will's treatise, the first book published by the reconstructed press of the University of Louvain after it was destroyed by the Germans.
  


The Queen asked Will about Lucy again, saying, “You must send me her books.  I do want to read them, and if she comes to Belgium I must meet her.”  Will told the Queen about his mother’s work in the American Civil War and about her meeting with Clara Barton.  A story about the Mission Society made the Queen laugh.  They sat perfectly at ease, conversing for better than a hour, taking the Queen many minutes after her luncheon and causing great frustration to a flunky who could not tolerate the thought that any audience could last beyond the customary fifteen minutes.  Finally, she arose and said, “I will let you go only on condition that you will come soon to see me.  Do you promise not to come to Belgium without coming to see me?  I have been most interested.  Please send me your mother’s books.”


In exaltation, Will left the presence of the Queen, certain that he had brought his mother the honor she deserved and had finally vanquished his enemies.  “High tops reached today.  History made today!  They can’t take this away.”  Lucy remained in Florida for a time, before returning to hear first-hand about the interest the Queen of Belgium had expressed in her Civil War service, mission work, and publications.  


Thirty-two years after Lucy became superintendent of the Woman’s Branch, and fifteen years after she resigned that post, the organization celebrated its one hundredth birthday at Central Presbyterian Church, Madison Avenue and Fifty-seventh Street.  Each lady wore a cream-colored cloth badge, very similar in shape to the red Ohio Relief badge Lucy had worn in the Civil War, printed: “1822 — Woman’s Branch of the New York City Mission Society — 1923.”  William Sloane Coffin presided, Harry Emerson Fosdick gave the address, and Lucy’s faithful aides Lydia Tealdo and Ida Brandt reported on the work by missionaries and nurses.  The back cover of the program identified Lucy still as “honorary superintendent.”


In the afternoon of May 16, 1923, Keller the chauffeur drove Lucy to the 55th Street Pier to send her son on his next international mission.  He boarded the Italian steamer Conte Rosso, bound for Rome and the second Congrès International de Médecine et de Pharmacie Militaires.  In addition to the chauffeur, Lucy was attended by Miss Snelling, a nurse who had begun working for her at the Mission Society a quarter century earlier, and a helper named Mrs. Green.  The entourage of fourteen also included June, little Billy, Dr. Mosher, two male physicians, a chiropractor, the admiring son of a patient who had just been operated on for rectal cancer, and an official representative of the U.S. Navy, Commander Anderson of the admiral’s staff.


As the Conte Rosso eased away from the pier, Will’s mind was on Lucy: “Mother on the dock with all the friends about her was a beautiful sight.  Here she was at 81 ½ waving her good bye — an inspiring sight I shall never forget.  The evident lessening strength and the defect in vision clutched me in the left side, but that she is so well as she is and so clear in thought and sound in reason and firm in faith and brave and cheerful — a priceless blessing divine!”


At her son’s urging, Lucy had visited Dr. Lambert for her eyes, which were filling up with cataracts.  “He was very pleasant and right away put belladonna in my eyes — disappeared — then put belladonna in again.  A third time he put belladonna and after a while when he was free I went into his office.  I told him that I wanted his absolute frank opinion and he gave it to me, just as he should.  He says that the only thing to do is an operation, and the left eye is, as I know, of no use, so he would advise operating on the left eye and the other one later on.  He says my right eye is not ripe for operation.”  This was a second opinion, and Dr. Thompson had told her the same thing earlier.  Lucy resisted the idea of an operation, and would not submit to one while her son was away.  But the experts agreed she would completely lose her sight without surgery.  She urged her son to get some rest, and wrote “Please do not let this matter of my eyes worry you at all; it is all right.”  Upon reading this, Will exclaimed, “Brave mother!!”


The Conte Rosso passed Capri and docked at Naples, affording a view of the smoking peak of cloud-shrouded Vesuvius.  A Fascist leader surrounded by fifty followers gave Will the ancient Roman straight-armed salute, which had been revived by Mussolini:  “I felt as if he were reaching for my hat!”  A train ride, and he was in Rome; a quick tour of monuments, and he was settled in the Hotel Excelsior on the Via Vittorio Veneto.  In the library of the del Celio military hospital he discused business with Voncken and other members of the Permanent Committee.


On Monday morning, Voncken took Will from the Excelsior to the Senatorial Palace for the official opening ceremonies of the conference.  Among the eight hundred guests were His Majesty, King Victor Emmanuel III, and His Excellency, Premier Benito Mussolini.
  The entire assembly formed a procession, marched to the Pantheon, paid homage to the monuments of recent Italian kings, and laid a wreath at the tomb of the unknown soldier.
  After giving a scientific paper on tuberculosis, Will traveled for seven days to the north of the country in a military car with driver, mechanic and escort.  


Back at Gramercy Park, Lucy dictated a letter to her son, reporting activities typical of her eighty-second summer.  “Con has been here with us since Friday night; enjoyed it very much; he goes soon.  Gussie and Walter are here.”
  For years after Helen’s death, Consuelo Seoane still considered himself Lucy's son.  Of all the Seamans, she kept closest contact with her niece and nephew.  “To-morrow morning early I go to Northfield; Walter and Gussie will ride with me.  I shall stay with Gussie about a week, then return here and go to Chautauqua.  


“This afternoon after dinner, I had the car and we took a long ride around Brooklyn getting the sea air.  Love from us all including Con, who just now hollered out his love for you, as I lay on the lounge, and adds that there is little chance of his getting to England this summer.”  A dozen years after his espionage in Japan, Con could not guess that Will was about to undertake a similar stunt in Germany.


The Ruhr Report


In Paris, Will called upon General Toubert, director of the Service de Santé, who would preside over the 1925 congress in France.  Will raised the sensitive issue of the recent French occupation of German's Ruhr district and Toubert urged him to undertake an inspection tour to see that German propaganda about French brutality was a lie.
  Voncken took him to a hospital in Liège where he inspected two blind and mutilated soldiers who had been the victims of a German bomb in the Ruhr.  In the privacy of his personal diary, Will reflected on the risks before him.  “Does not look very safe for me but I do feel, as do all these French and Belgian friends of mine, that it is a call to duty and I can be of real service.”  What if he were assassinated?  “I will be missed for a time, but Mother B. and I will meet soon!”


Lucy was unaware her son believed he was going into mortal danger as he crossed the German border.  In a Cologne barber shop, one of the customers boasted to him that Germany would soon have biological weapons that could kill its enemies through terrible diseases.  He sampled the food in a political prison and found it wholesome.  Then he inspected the living conditions of a prisoner who was avaiting execution, a former submarine Captain of the German Navy who had commanded the U53 that nearly sank the George Washington when Will was on board.  Then he interviewed imprisoned industrialist Baron Krupp von Bohlen, a member of the famous gun-manufacturing family.


Will's driver took him to every important center in the Ruhr and Rhineland: Düsseldorf, Neusz, Mettmann, Elberfeld, Barmen, Schwelm, Hattingen, Witten, Bochum, Horde, Dortmund, Herne, Recklinghansen, Gelsenkirchen, Essen, Mülheim, Oberhausen, Hamborn, Dijisburg, Werden, and a dozen other towns.  He inspected the heels of children’s shoes to see how worn they were, and he collected official statistics on everything from the number of occupation troops to the tally of Germans expelled by them. 


“Oh!  Yes, war is hell and the aftermath purgatory!”  Two women were being held under the accusation they gave venereal disease to occupation troops, and Will wondered if they were part of the program of sabotage.  He collected examples of German propaganda: “Terrible pictures of killing of women and children of Germans by the French Colored troops (not Algerian), taking clothes off the dear young women, eating brains of German children, reward for French soldiers who kill children, taking food from starving German children and feeding it to well fed dogs.”  


On his last day in the Ruhr, Will told General Degoutte, commander of the occupation forces replied, “I am a greater admirer to-day of France and Belgium, than I have ever been before.  You are doing a big job in the interests of civilization, right and justice for the future.”
  Sailing home on the Homeric, he enjoyed several long conversations with his cousin,  Bainbridge Colby.  Since the War, Colby had been Woodrow Wilson’s law partner, until the old, disabled man finally retired.
  Will recounted his Ruhr trip, and they compared views on the German situation.  Four years earlier, when he was Secretary of State under Wilson, “Bain” Colby had struggled to convince the Senate to accept the Treaty of Versailles and join the League of Nations, failing in both efforts.
  Then the conversation turned to Bain's problems with his wife, and Will talking glowingly about his own household.  “He was very loving toward Mother, June and the kiddies. Specially of Helen too!”


When Bain disembarked in New York, a New York Times reporter tried to squeeze a story out of him, getting only “no comment” for his efforts.  But Will seized the reporter, dictated a summary of the Rome conference, and pressed into the reporter’s hand a copy of a Ruhr press release he had written on Hertoghe’s typewriter.  Two full paragraphs appeared in the next day’s newspaper, cautioning Americans not to believe the German propaganda.


As commander of the New York branch of the Military Order of Foreign Wars, Will immediately published his report, and shortly it was reprinted in the Congressional Record.  To build the drama of his report, Will began by recalling how he and Sanford Griffith had investigated Germany early in the Great War.
  He told the Adlon story to prove that perfidious Germany was still fighting the war, in words if not bullets, then detailed how his recent research in the Ruhr gave the lie to German atrocity claims.  The Ruhr report was instrumental in defeating legislation to donate ten million dollars to the supposedly starving Germans, and leading newspapers in the United States, France and Belgium constantly used it for anti-German propaganda,  well into the Second World War.
  


Peace at Gramercy


Returning from his mission, Will told June he longed to be with Lucy “and the kiddies gathered at some spot where we all can be together and enjoy.  After that we will settle down to a safe sane life, lovingly walking hand in hand, meeting the future in the spirit of spring time.  For our mothers in the autumn time of life, there is a long Indian Summer often.  Let us have it very long and bright and happy for them, but we must also have the spring time too!”


Gramercy was a tiny world of peace providing sanctuary for Lucy's last years and a haven for her grandchildren.  She could still easily visit the United Charities Building, and the park was a splendid, safe place for the children to play, ringed by a tall iron fence, filled with bushes, paths, trees, and green-painted benches.  It was locked to strangers, and a key hung on a string in the hall cupboard.  The master of the park was its custodian, James A Hannan, lovingly called “Teck” by the neighborhood children, because it was their way of saying “detective.”
  The chauffeur often watched the children, because he parked the car right in front of Thirty-Four, ready at any moment to rush Will to one of the hospitals where he operated or to take Lucy for a recreational drive.


Lucy’s granddaughter, Barbara, enjoyed the chatty Irishmen in the basement who kept the furnace going, and she was impressed by how white the sheets and pillowcases became after Katy washed them in one of the basement laundry cubicles.  “Katy visited our kitchen and went back to Harlem at night.  She read Shakespeare and was always in the clouds, muttering to herself.”
  Will looked after Katy’s health without charge.  When he took her appendix out, the family's Swedish cook, Anna Benson, roasted a chicken and took it up to Harlem.  


Every other week or so, “Auntie Mosher” would come to Gramercy, as John recalled, “like a giant storm filled with bluster, power, and effectiveness.”  For forty years Dr. Mosher had been Lucy’s friend, and she never ceased giving Will medical advice.  At Glenheim, one weekend, Mosher and an anesthetist named Gwathney helped Will operate on a chicken that had broken its leg.  They sterilized surgical instruments, gave the bird a teaspoon of knockout drops, and proceeded to fix the damaged limb, with Will operating and Mosher assisting, while Gwathney, having done his job, watched in admiration.  Two weeks later, news flashed across Manhattan’s channels of medical communication, that the recovered chicken had laid an egg.


Averaging once a week, the family would hold a dinner party at Gramercy, a white-tie affair with several courses.  As Barbara recalled, “The dining room was candle-lit, of course, the silver gleaming.  Normally, a tablecloth ran the length of the refectory table, added to, either end, by extensions which hooked underneath.  At each place was a place card, often bought abroad and colored in by our mother.  I remember for one party she had Venetian ones with gondolas.  There was also a little silver basket in front of each place, containing assorted nuts and, to the left, a glass finger bowl with a colored glass fish, blown in Venice, in the middle.


“It was expected that the men would do most of the talking, and the conversation would be about world affairs and local politics.  It was also expected that one of the guests would be lionized and have his tale to tell of recent adventures. ‘Never have two lions at the same dinner party,’ my mother warned me.  ‘They antagonize each other, and you don’t get the best out of either.’


“After the coffee cups were removed, iced water was brought in to cool the conversationalists.  None of the drinks were alcoholic, but they were delicious and subtle, and sometimes there were those who thought they were drinking wine.  Before dinner, there might be a chilled tomato juice flavored with a variety of fruit juices and spices or sauerkraut juice packed with crushed ice.  At the table there might be ginger ale spiked with fruit juices.  Sherry might be used to flavor a dessert, but not enough to upset teetotalers.”
  Many guests knew Lucy abhorred alcohol, so they tanked up on it before coming.  After dinner, the women would adjourn to the living room, leaving the men to their masculine conversation and smoking.  Will called smokers “human chimneys,” and he was convinced smoking produced cancer of the lung, tongue or lip.  But politeness forced him to accept this dangerous habit among his guests. 


When the family came to dinner, Will would sit at the head of the table.  All would join hands, bow heads, close eyes, and say the Grace that Lucy had taught them: “God is great, and God is good, and we thank him for this food.  By his hand must all be fed.  Give us, Lord, our daily bread.”  Will carved with great energy and skill, explaining what he was doing as if lecturing to medical students, and he occasionally brought to the table something interesting he had removed from a patient that day, such as a bullet or a fork.  


Lucy never mentioned her deceased husband to the children, nor did her son.  Billy knew that Will had given his father a new overcoat every Christmas, and that the old man had lived in poverty for many years.  For the boys’ edification, Will relished talking about men who had failed in life, such as the brother of Judge John Warren Hill, who was a total bum.  Although Will took great pride in being able to support everyone, it was a horrible responsibility, and he feared his sons could easily be spoiled.  Sometimes he would return home, his heart filled with joy and his arms laden with gifts.  The children knew that a difficult time was ahead, because Will would soon regret his extravagance and become exceedingly critical of their every act for a week or more.


He drove himself very hard during very long days.  He liked to operate early in the morning, and would sometimes take Gray’s Anatomy to bed with him the night before and make notes to guide difficult surgical procedures.  His mail was waiting for him on the back seat of the limousine, and he would rush through it, throwing the papers and envelopes on the floor for the chauffeur to deal with.  Because he often did not return home until nine or ten at night, he usually slept as the chauffeur was driving him from one appointment to another, sitting upright “grasping the braided grey tassel that hung down beside him.”


Will demanded much of his sons, and was very critical of Billy, hounding him to achieve academically.  At first Lucy's grandchildren attended very fine New York schools, Friend’s Seminary and the Lawrence Smith School.  A surge of meningitis in the city in 1924 prompted Will to move June and the children to Glenheim for a year, where Billy and John attended Public School 16 on North Broadway in Yonkers, while Barbara went to a private school.  The next year, Will made disastrous decisions, in his usual decisive manner.  Based on acquaintanceship with a doctor who was married to the head of the Foxwood School in Flushing, Long Island, he sent John and Barbara to this rather mediocre institution for four years, which was a stressfully long commute from Gramercy.  Will sent Billy to Mohegan, the military academy he himself had attended nearly forty years before, where the marching drill was far higher quality than the intellectual schooling, not realizing that Mohegan was on its last legs and about to fold.


Billy excelled at sports, and with his father’s prodding became an officer.  

Sometimes the boys would fence with their dress swords; the scabbards could become dented if they left them on, but the sport was especially dangerous if they took them off.  Tall and destined to grow taller than his father, Billy starred in basketball and was able to leap over barrels while ice skating.  In the days before electric refrigerators became common, ice cutting on Lake Mohegan was profitable. The men would dig a canal in the ice, then begin cutting off big chunks they would float through it to waiting trucks.
  


In an effort to make Billy into a doctor, Will dragged him along on visits to the Randall’s Island facilities, to observe surgical operations.  In a goiter operation, he told his son to lean forward and see the different parts of the throat as he explained them.  “If I touch right here,” he said, pointing, “the man will never speak again.”  The number of charity operations done in a day was so great, that there often was not time to clean up fully after one job before another was begun.  Will amputated a man’s gangrenous leg, but there was no place to dispose of it, nor time to take it away.  Therefore, it was stood in the corner, a bloody stump supported on a dead foot, and it remained there through several other operations.


Lucy's Last Expeditions


When the children were at Gramercy, Lucy would see them practically every day, and she told them many stories about her life and travels.  But they were young, and she feared they would not remember after she was gone.  Therefore, in her eighty-second year, Lucy completed her final literary project, a brief autobiography titled Yesterdays, which she dictated to her secretary, Lillian E. Foster.  


She had twice earlier written sketches of her childhood, once in her early fifties, and once again soon after her grandchildren were born, but now she wrote the story afresh, except for two chapters on her Civil War experiences which she had already published in The Outlook magazine.  She selected seven photographs to illustrate her life: the view from her cottage at Warwick Neck, her husband as a young man, Will and Helen as children, Helen in academic gown, herself as Sister Ohio, herself in the Mission Society years, and as frontispiece her three grandchildren.  It was for them, she explained, “to keep them in touch with the far-away past, and give them a true understanding of the lives that led up to their lives.”


Well into her eighties, Lucy walked ram-rod straight, tall and thin with a stiff high collar that accentuated her dignity.  But age takes its toll on flesh and bone; her vision gradually faded, and every year her health was more precarious.  In May 1924, at the age of eighty-two, Lucy fractured her hip.  Six very difficult months followed, as she was confined to bed with shock, congestion of the lungs, upset stomach, asthma, and other afflictions.  At one brave moment, Lucy told her son, “This must be to some good purpose.  Perhaps I was getting too impatient to have my eyes operated upon.  The Lord wanted me to wait a little longer when the cataracts would mature, and they could be best removed.”
  


Even so many years after resigning her position with the Mission Society, Lucy still participated in many of its activities and took a personal interest in particular people who came to it for help.  This year, through DeWitt Memorial Church, she adopted a poor family consisting of husband, wife and ten children, sending money and clothing at intervals and demanding detailed reports so she could plan the next steps to assist them.


Will went to Cleveland for the 1924 meetings of the American Association of Obstetricians, Gynecologists and Abdominal Surgeons, when quite unexpectedly they asked him to address the banquet.  Never at a loss for words he told them about John and Cleora Seaman, their journey westward along the road of life to a thriving village of forty houses clasped between the river and the lake, and he speculated that some of his listeners’ ancestors had worn Seaman and Smith shoes.  He explained proudly that his grandmother had studied medicine, hitched electric wires to a bathtub, and established the first physiotherapeutic institute in the middle states.  
At Woodland cemetery the next day, he tried to recall his grandfather or the time Lucy and he had visited the grave when he was nine.  Gazing at the mound of earth, he thought “But they are not there and the road is not ended, not changed, only glorified, and their work is to follow.”


Lucy recovered from her series of illnesses, and despite continued weakness she insisted on embarking on another extensive trip the following spring, before submitting to the eye operations.  Attended by an emotionally warm and physically strong companion, Mrs. Hazard, she went west, and by early April she was in San Diego, a guest of June’s cousin, William Wheeler.  She rested, gained strength and weight, and enjoyed Pacific breezes from a balcony that overlooked flower gardens which she could not see because of the advancing cataracts.  Lucy wired Will and June, “Getting along nicely.  Loving wishes to both for happy journey.”  


They sailed on the Acquitania of the Cunard line, the first overseas trip for June since their honeymoon more than a decade earlier.  The Comité de l’Union Interallié honored Will with a dinner with one hundred and ten medical and military notables.  Doctor Tuffier, who had been president of the Interallied Surgical Conferences held in Paris during the war, told the assembled throng that “Dr. Bainbridge’s universal activity astonishes only those who are not acquainted with him and his admirable mother who is a great part of his heart.”
 Lucy thrilled as she read June’s letter describing this magnificent tribute.  “All the officers were in full uniform, and the scene was gay...  Will wore his navy regalia and I was in a lovely new gown of a pinkish orchid satin with a cloudy tulle scarf of the same color and a dainty string of valuable but make-believe pearls that Will has just given me.  There were orchids at my plate.”


Meanwhile, Lucy and Mrs. Hazard took a steamer from San Diego to San Francisco so Lucy could strain for a glimpse of the Golden Gate.  Forty-six years earlier she had sailed out from the harbor: “The heavy drapery of fog which has hidden the prospect is lifted, and we get charming views of the city on its several hills, and of Monte Diabolo, passing through the Golden Gate under sunny skies.”
  Now it was not the bay mists, but obstructions in her eyes that hid the scene.


In Will’s mind, Lucy’s journey was not a mere vacation but a triumph: “What a wonderful spirit she showed at eighty-three, after double pneumonia and fracturing her hip, to go five thousand miles to San Diego, where on her little balcony, overlooking flower gardens, which she could not see, and feeling the breezes from the Pacific, although she did not have the vision to see the ocean, for growing cataracts were pulling down the curtain!  There she has grown stronger and gained in weight, but her eyes have not improved.  She went to San Francisco by steamer to get a glimpse of the Golden Gate again before sailing from there for New York.  I believe firmly that all things are working together for good for those in the front rank, of which in loving work and service for others my mother marches.”


When they left San Francisco, they sailed south to pass through the Panama Canal, a waterway that had not existed when Lucy took her first world tour.  On board, she became friendly with a fellow passenger, the famous deaf and blind author Helen Keller, who had just completed a grueling fund-raising tour for the American Foundation for the Blind, in the company of her teacher, Anne Sullivan Macy, and her secretary, Polly Thomson.  Lucy and the new friend enjoyed the modern facilities of Balboa on the Canal, where Lucy sent a telegram to Will, and exotic Havana.  When they reached New York, and the family greeted Lucy at the dock, she exclaimed, “I want you to meet my new friend.”  


Communicating by spelling out letters with her fingers, augmented with a few indistinct high-pitched spoken words, Helen Keller told Will, “Your mother is a wonderful woman who has been a great inspiration to me.”
  Helen had been an inspiration for Lucy, as well, testimony to the possibility of having a full life without benefit of sight.  Lucy underwent a preliminary operation, rested at home a few weeks, then received further surgery that restored part of her vision.  Helen Keller became Will’s patient, and years later she would stand in the reception line at Barbara’s coming-out party, feeling the faces of the guests with her hands as a way to know them.


On her eighty-fourth birthday, Lucy reminisced with her son.  “She spoke of Civil War days — Clara Barton, Sister Ohio, Lincoln; no X-rays; no nurses; amputations; gangrene.  Ingenuity of man has increased terrors of war; but inventive genius has lent itself to discover remedial agencies.”
  Despite her terrible physical decline, she had finally found complete joy.  With her son's help, she had erased all dishonor, and the dark days were buried in the past.  She was the last of her generation; brother Henry had died in 1920, and Charles in 1923.
  


As Lucy aged into her ninth decade, many health problems beset her: the broken hip, double pneumonia, the blindness from cataracts and three operations that largely restored her eyesight.  She refused to surrender, and she asserted her vitality by taking a trip to the south.  But near her eighty-fifth birthday in Augusta, Georgia, she suffered a devastating stroke.   Partially paralyzed, she could not say a word.


The family rallied around.  At Mohegan, Billy promised to think about his grandmother every evening at 9:45, and if she would think of him at that same moment their love could make contact.
  


From Muhlenberg College, Will wrote his mother about her nephew and niece, Walter and Gussie Seaman, the children of poor brother Harry.  After earning his Master’s degree at Columbia, Walter became the school’s Spanish instructor.  With Gussie and Walter in attendance, Will spoke to the college faculty about cancer, about spirit, and about science.  “There is a scientific skepticism that is legitimate for it is a safeguard.  But there is a skepticism that is a malignant disease: it eats to the very vitals, and takes away from men and women the best that education, philosophy, science, and everything else put together can give them”  This was skepticism about God and the truths of Christianity.  


He praised the college for requiring every student to read the Bible and to pray.  Then he quoted, “‘Kindle your fires from overhead wires, and call on the power at will.’  Whether it be electrical or spiritual, the power has never been seen, cannot be defined, only described and determined by the phenomena associated with it.”  


After the lecture, he wrote Lucy, “It will make you happy to know that President Haas came over to me, put his arm through mine, and said in a low aside: ‘We have all fallen in love with your cousin.  My only concern is that we shall keep him.’
I told Walter to hold off paying what he still owed us until next year, at least, and to try to go abroad next summer for another semester in Spanish, so that he could get his Ph.D. degree.  With that, he could try for the head of a department and be fixed for life.


“At breakfast, yesterday morning, I told them that your birthday is on the eighteenth, and I wanted to give them something in honor of that.  And so, in your name, I gave them each five dollars.  The College life and contacts have done much for them, as they did at Hobart.  Gussie and Walter are looking better and dressing better.”
  


For many days Lucy could neither speak nor swallow.  Then, someone showed her a newspaper.  Struggling to express a thought to prove her mind was still intact, she responded with a single word — a word that spoke volumes about the rich life she had experienced.  The word was China.


Recovery was painfully slow and incomplete, but she returned to Gramercy, living now in an apartment on the seventh floor that had good light and air.  Practically every day, her grandchildren would come up to visit, and they knew that if they got her on their side for something they wanted to do, they would stand a much better chance with their father.  


Will prepared to attend the fourth military medical congress in Warsaw, and Lucy was proud to see a photograph in the Herald Tribune of Polish Minister Jan Chiechanswski pinning the officers’ cross of the Order of Polonia Restituta on his chest.
  He felt he should stay with her, but over and over she insisted, “I want you to go, it is best.”
  The day after Will sailed, June sent a three-word radiotelegram: “MOTHER EXCELLENT LOVE.”  He penned his reaction on the back of it: “Worried about mother after my departure.  This wire great relief.  Yet, she always has seen clearly what is for the best, and I was comforted by the thought that she would rebound from temporary sadness.”


Two days later, Lucy dictated a letter to Will that proved her continuing interest in life.  She spoke of roses and lilies of the valley, visitors she had received, a cold chill that made her pleased to have a fire in the grate, and a visit she planned to make.  Sensitive as always to her son’s tendency to work himself into exhaustion, she said she was glad he was getting some rest.


While Will was in Paris, a medical emergency struck at Gramercy Park.  Little Barbara was gripped by a terrible pain.   Will’s colleague Dr. Meeker diagnosed acute appendicitis, then complained that he would have to do the operation for free because he could not charge a colleague.  When news reached Will, he exclaimed, “Poor dear little girl when she needed her daddy he was away!  Then poor June and the anxiety and Mother B.”  


He read again the letter Barbara had written before her illness, describing her feelings about his departure: “I was proud of my dad.  Always have been.  Some day we’ll all be sailing together in Paris, won’t we?  Won’t it be fun?  Grandma is fine.  She went out riding for a long time this afternoon.  Worlds of love, Skeewee.”
  Frequent telegrams convinced him that she was recovering well from the operation, and there was no evidence of infection.  Soon, “Skeewee” wrote, “Don’t worry about me.  I’m feeling fine.  Dr. Meeker, Dr. Giles and Dr. Duff and Dr. Terril all come and see me every day.”
  Lucy wrote, “I feel that Barbara is well now.  The last dressing came off today.  Saturday, June and John are planning to drive up to Mohegan to get Billy.  June is very busy getting the children ready for camp.”  


The day before her letter, Lucy had helped June turn forty-eight.  “She had a nice birthday yesterday.  Mrs. Wheeler sent her a beautiful leather jacket, books.  Con sent her two dozen roses.  The children tied balloons on the chairs and decorated the dining room elaborately.  She got your cable and one from Ernest.  I gave her $40.00 and asked her to buy something when she got to Paris.  I celebrated her birthday by driving over to Sheepshead Bay and on to Coney Island where we had our pictures taken.  I stood the trip so well that I felt very much encouraged, and have felt no ill effects today.”
  She is just barely visible in the picture taken of her that day, sitting on the back seat of an enclosed car, as chauffeur Keller stands proudly by his engine and her nurse holds the rear door open so the camera can record a dim image.  When Will saw the photo he was sure it had been taken “so as to prove to her boy, way over seas in Poland, that she was getting better and really enjoying things and that he must not worry.”


Lucy kept informed about world events, such as the first direct flight across the Atlantic. “The excitement over Lindbergh is greater than ever here.  I hear nothing else!  He will soon be in Washington and then in New York.  I am not going to Eagle Rest until he comes.  The papers say he has carried himself so well that he has won the admiration of the world.  Keller tells me that Henry Ford has made him an offer of several million dollars to take charge of his aeroplane factory.  It does not sound reasonable to me.


“I am feeling so much better.  Tomorrow I plan to go for another drive.  Mrs. Hazard spilled a large egg nog all over me today.  Fortunately I had on an old robe.  Half of it went in her lap.  I laughed very hard, it made such a mess.  Everything is all right here.  Barbara looks fine.  I spent an hour with her this afternoon.  John is devoted and waits on Barbara every minute.  All going well.  Have a good rest.  You need it badly.”


Will helped Lindbergh celebrate his triumph in Paris, then travelled to Rome where he presented a copy of  the new Italian translation of his book on cancer, Il Problema del Cancro, to Mussolini.
  “Bainbridge,” Mussolini said, “You in America quarantine against smallpox, scarlet fever, diphtheria, and other diseases.  But when I read one of your newspapers, with its gruesome stories of crime, its indecent sex stories, I realize you do not guard against one thing, and that is the sewerage of civilization.”


Her Final Year


At the end of July, 1927, Lucy was at Eagle Rest in New Preston, Connecticut, and on her behalf a cable was sent to Will then still in Europe: “Ideal.”  This single word was part of a simple family code drafted to save telegram per-word charges, meaning “Really enjoying and gaining day by day.”


The house where she stayed was constructed of rubble masonry, and while she and a Mission Society member were sitting on the porch the visitor commented, “Wasn’t this house wonderfully built?  It’s like our family of Mission Society workers — of so many different kinds and yet all necessary and all fitted together.”


Lucy replied, “Don’t forget that they have a good foundation.  Christ is their foundation.”


  Lucy's hearing was nearly gone, so visitors were required to shout into a tube held up to her ear.  Her speech remained extremely labored, and she had lost much of the control over the muscles that operated her mouth, sometimes letting saliva drool.  As therapy for her hands and mind, a doctor had taught her an exercise where she wiggled her fingers as if playing the piano.  The grandchildren would shout into her listening tube for her to play the piano, and the fingers would wiggle vigorously.


Many visitors came, and often they would read to her, yelling the precious words of poems as if they were stockyard announcements.   When one spoke the words of George Eliot, Lucy’s thoughts returned half a century to the analysis of Eliot that earned her stature in the cultural life of Providence, and her mind reached forward to her own death and the possibility of existence beyond: “O may I join the choir invisible of those immortal dead who live again in minds made better by their presence: live in pulses stirred to generosity, in deeds of daring rectitude, in scorn for miserable aims that end with self, in thoughts sublime that pierce the night like stars, and with their mild persistence urge man’s search to vaster issues.  So to live is heaven: To make undying music in the world, breathing as beauteous order that controls with growing sway the growing life of man.”

 
When Lucy returned to Gramercy she said, “I want to go home.”  Will chose to interpret this to mean his mother wanted to go to Heaven.  “That is just like you to want to go somewhere else just as I have unpacked your trunk,” he replied.


On Lucy’s eighty-sixth birthday, the ladies who had served with her long before at the Mission Society gathered at Gramercy, and shouted praise into her hearing tube: “And we her friends have felt the greatness of her soul, when as our leader, in the service of the Master, we ministered to those for whom He gave Himself.  And happier lived, and served because of her.  Thank God for her!  Thank God!”
  Harry Burleigh sang Lucy’s favorite melodies in his clear baritone.


Rushing off to an American Legion meeting, Will asked Lucy for a message to include in his speech, and together they assembled a few words that linked episodes of her long life to the theme of preparedness: “At the end of the Civil War they said no more wars; they said the same at the end of the Spanish American War, and they are saying the same today.  Tell the patriotic society and any other body of thinking people that the end is not yet.  Be ready.”


As far back as 1893, she had written: “Our longing is for a country home of our own, accessible to New York, which we can use and control; a house which has a wing fitted up for winter use, to which a tired worker may go for a few days of pure air and quietness.”
  After Will married, they definitely planned to buy a country home, partly to provide healthy summers for Lucy’s grandchildren, and partly to satisfy her longing for a place of peace.  But the Great War intervened, and Will’s international responsibilities diverted their attention from this plan.


On a Friday in the early spring of 1928, Lucy called for her son, and with the greatest difficulty she spoke to him about the country place they had thought about before the war.  “I want you to do something for me.  I won’t be here very much longer, and want to have a little farm in the country, so that the children can be around me and we can be in closer touch.  I want it near enough so that you can come up, and where I can be with June.  I want a little house with a view.  I cannot see a great deal, but want to see all I can.  Have maple trees around it — a typical New England house, white, with green blinds, on a hill, and with some animals.”


He asked her where she wanted to go, and she recalled a biblical verse that had long ago become one of their favorites.  “I want to go to Bethel.”  In the thirty-fifth chapter of Genesis, we read: “And God said unto Jacob, Arise, go up to Beth-el, and dwell there: and make there an altar unto God.”  Jacob prepared his household, saying, “And let us arise, and go up to Beth-el.”
  Will quoted the paraphrase, “Let us go up unto a place called Bethel and there abide.”


On Sunday, Will and June drove into Connecticut, described Lucy’s wishes to an agent, and inspected various properties.  Maple Hill Farm in Bethel was perfect, but it was not for sale.  Monday morning Will asked Lucy what sort of a night she had had.  “I have not slept a wink.”  He asked what was troubling her, and she said, “Nothing.  I have been praying all night.”  Struggling against her paralysis, she smiled.  “We are going to have that place.”


He answered, “Mother, do not set your heart on it.  It is not on the market, and there is no intimation that it will be.”  


Firmly, she said, “Wait.  We will have it.  Do not look further.”  With great difficulty, she dictated a letter to a friend, saying “I am going to a place called ‘Bethel, the House of God.’  I don’t know how I am going, but I will get there.”  


Two days later, to the astonishment of everybody else in the family, the farm was offered to them, and they immediately bought it.  Will exclaimed, “It seemed absolutely providential!”  


Within two weeks, Lucy was there.  For Will, this peaceful spot in the foothills of the Berkshires was far more beautiful than ancient Bethel.  “Surely the Lord did bless this place; with its rolling hills; with the frosting white on the distant mountain tops in the early and late winter; with its splendid foliage; its healthy air; its quiet and calm, away from the throbbing noise of the great city.  Man has not destroyed it, as he often does.”


Lucy had wanted a farm with animals, and animals there were.  Two white work horses, Mary and Julia, stood like sentinels in the field across the drive from the house.  A calf called Barbara seemed far more sullen than her cheery namesake, and adult cows lounged in the pasture.  Barbara’s special pet was Babe the lamb, while Nanny the goat was attached to John.  Appropriately enough, the basset hound was Floppy, and the parrot went by the imposing name of Don Alfonso.  There also were flowers in abundance, some cascading over the stone wall by the driveway.  


The eighteenth-century house boasted fourteen rooms, and various wings sprawled in all compass directions.  A small porch framed the entry way off the road, while the railing of a grand porch extended much of the length of a side.  At the opposite end, a curved balcony extended from the master bedroom on the second floor, connecting a pair of doors and encircling the broad chimney.  The rear wing contained two small bedrooms for servants, and four other large bedrooms completed the second floor.  The dining room opened on the side porch with a splendid view of broad lawns well planted and shaded by magnificent old trees.  The living room possessed what a real estate agent called “an exceptionally fine old mantelpiece.”
  


A short distance behind the main house was a four-room guest house, which Bill and John appropriated as their residence.  It had a porch with railing, and the back windows opened on a pasture.  They soon found that they could attract their horses Beauty and Tony to the window by whistling, and in the mornings they would ride around bareback in their pajamas. 


Will read to his mother from Venetian Sermons by Alexander Robertson, a Scotsman who had taken up residence in Venice and had become a supporter of Mussolini.  Robertson had been a friend of John Sinclair, and Will had visited him during his trip to Italy in 1923.  Four years later, Will had taken June to meet this white-bearded, merry old man, whose cultural erudition and pleasant manner belied his fascist sympathies and his rapid opposition to the papacy.
  Venetian Sermons was a series of essays based on the metaphor that the glorious city built on marshes was like the character of a Christian.  Lucy strained to hear as her son shouted Robertson’s words into her listening tube.
  
Lucy remained twenty weeks at Bethel, Connecticut.  She dictated letters to missionary friends at home and abroad, received several groups of visitors from the Mission Society, and took an auto ride every few days.  Then near the end of October she announced her desire to return to New York.  On Halloween day, Will stood nervously on the sidewalk in front of Thirty-Four Gramercy, waiting for the car to  bring his mother.  His mentor and Lucy's friend, Dr. Eliza Mosher, had  just died from complications from a broken leg, despite his best treatment, and he was not in a confident mood.
  Concerned his mother might not survive the trip, he was relieved when she arrived and he could take her up the elevator to her apartment.


On the evening of Friday, November 18, 1928, sensing her precarious health, Will spoke comforting words to Lucy: “Mother, as I have often said before, you are so unselfish to stay with us when you know that just over the hilltop is a wonderful home with joys unspeakable.  When you can no longer be the personification of unselfishness, and must think of yourself, then we will try to forget our temporary loss, which is only seeming separation, in your being well and strong and happy, and free from all these encumbrances accumulated by time and your wonderful service for the Master.”


He said he was going up to Bethel the next day to close the country home for the winter and order some things that would make it even better the next summer.  Will asked Lucy if that was what she wished.  “Yes,” she answered.  “I want Bethel.”  


Her Bible was always near, although others would have to read her the verses, and a poem printed on its pink silk bookmark spoke clearly for her: “The very dimness of my sight makes me secure; for groping in my misty way, I feel His hand — I hear Him say, ‘My help is sure.’”


Farewells


That weekend, Lucy endured a new bout with pneumonia.  Perhaps she was one of New York’s first victims of the great influenza epidemic that fairly exploded across the city the next month, the worst flu since the great pandemic of a decade before.
  This particular influenza struck the elderly with unusual lethality, and in the early morning of Monday, November 19, 1928, Lucy died.  The Mission Society announced her passing,
  and Will issued a press release, calling her “Civil War nurse, writer, and pioneer woman in the missionary and philanthropic fields.”
  The New York Times called her an “author, social service worker and Civil War nurse.”
  Over the following weeks, more than seventeen hundred letters of condolence arrived at Gramercy Park or the Mission Society. 


At two o’clock in the afternoon of the second day, Lucy’s body lay in the front living room of the big apartment at Gramercy, as Brandtie and others from the Mission Society gathered for her memorial service.  There was such a sickeningly sweet myriad of flowers, that for a long time her grandson, John, could not endure the scent of an assembly of blossoms.  But Will called the funeral, “a service of triumph, of joy for her, of victory.” Burleigh put all his heart into singing “How Firm a Foundation,” “The King of Love my Shepherd is,” and “The Strife is O’er, the Battle Won.”  The biblical text came from the first book of Samuel, chapter twenty, verse eighteen: “Then Jonathan said to David, To-morrow is the new moon: and thou shalt be missed, because thy seat will be empty.”


A few hours before the funeral, Will dictated a letter to guide the preacher, quoting young John's reaction to the news of his grandmother's death: “Oh, daddy, how wonderful.  Grandma is walking and talking and seeing and, perhaps singing, at this very minute.  She is young again.  How wonderful it is!  How happy she is!”
   This vignette appeared in several religious magazines and a few small newspapers, including The Chautauquan Weekly and The Danbury Evening Times which included Bethel in its territory
  


But John recalled the episode somewhat differently.  From the moment of his mother’s death, Will seemed drawn to her room, high above his own apartment.  He would sit there in the dark, silent and alone, until John would come at June’s request to bring dad to dinner.  Again and again, John led his morose father down the stairs.  Finally, John asked why, if Will was convinced his mother was safe in heaven, did he mourn so deeply.  At that moment, his father seemed to straighten up.  Never again did Will brood in Lucy’s dark room, but still he would think of his mother constantly and wish she were with him.
  


In the remaining years of his own life, Will continued to glorify his mother, giving free copies of her books to prominent people he met around the world.  He prevailed upon Mission Society superintendent Reverend Alexander H. McKinney to write a saccharin biography of Lucy, in return for free medical care.
  He staged parties on his mother's birthday every year, inviting her surviving Mission Society colleagues.
  Ida Brandt would be there, along with Lydia Tealdo and one or two dozen younger missionaries.
  One April, McKinney presided over the planting of a memorial Norway maple tree in the park, just opposite the entrance to Thirty-Four Gramercy, where Lucy had lived her three final decades.
  The next year, Will presented a portrait of his mother to the Rhode Island temperance union that she had helped to create sixty years earlier.
  He carefully preserved the box containing her medical records, as if he still could not realize she had died.


When Will faced his own death in 1947, his spiritual guide was Rev. Dr. Norman Vincent Peale, advocate of the power of positive thinking.
  Peale believed that the philosophy he shared with his medical friend “enables people to gain great victories over that harshest of all realities.”  He wrote that Dr. Bainbridge was “a big, aggressive man, strong and with boundless energy.”  But age and infirmity had brought him near to death, and none of his skill or science could save him.  His son, Bill, in perhaps the most agonizing duty of his life, carried heavy tanks of oxygen out to Bethel on the train from New York, to prolong his father’s life.  But the end neared.  According to Peale, the faith of this “great scientist and great physician” remained firm until the last, as did that of his wife.  They did not discuss the approach of death until the very day he died.  Expressing his last professional judgment, he said, “I might not get well.”


June replied, “O that I might go with you on this last journey as I have on so many of the others!  If you now get over to the other country ahead of me, wait around for me, will you?”


His voice had been weak, and consciousness was fading from him, but in a suddenly strong voice he spoke his last words, “I’ll be waiting for you.  I’ll be there.”


Analysis


Humans need to endure the costs that cannot be avoided, yet vigorously pursue the rewards taht can be obtained.  Religious compensators discourage many people from wasting their energymin attempting the impossible.  Over time, successful religious traditions develop great wisdom, based on the life experiences of generations of members, concerning which rewards should be sought in this world, and which in the world beyond.  The pattern of compensators offered to members provides information that guides the individual to invest energy in lines of action that will tend to be profitable in the long run, rather than in lines of action that are not profitable or where short-term profit is outweighed by long-term loss.


The network of individuals that constitutes a congregation, and the network of organization that incorporates the congregation in the larger society, provide the member with many varied exchange partners.  In these networks, a person finds a job, a spouse, perhaps even a doctor.  The social relationships that form the network can be activated in many ways for the exchange of different kinds of reward.  Most interesting for the sociology of religion, are relations between clergy and laity, or more broadly between those who represent a religious organization in its exchanges with ordinary members and non-members.


Religious professionals, like William and Lucy, provide a mixture of compensators and rewards, consistent with the general compensators that underlie their religious tradition.  Chief among these is religious comfort, rooted in a sacred ideology that justifies hope and in the fundamental emotional communication of human feeling.  The pure rewards provided by religion include information, valuable exchange partners and material benefits.  The positive emotions provided by religion could also be called rewards, but they are inextricably bound into compensators, because religious ideology makes it possible to have the feelings.


For example, a minister can channel God's love, allowing the recipient to feel greatly loved despite the fact that the minister has little time to spare and devotes most of his or her own personal love to other people.  In a way, religious emotion can be explained through the parable of the loaves and the fishes.  Faith overcomes the objective scarcity of positive emotions, and belief in a loving God amplifies the limited amount of love that exists so that all can share in it.  A merciful God considers every person to be a potentially valuable exchange partner, even those that no human values.


William sought to channel God's wisdom, but without love he failed.  He claimed to understand missionary work even better than the missionaries themselves.  Thus he fell prey to the occupational disease of social scientists: the hubris to think that our vast intellects and refined methodologies allow us to comprehend life better than ordinary people do.  William competed with the missionaries, who had invested fare more than he in ministerial work, and he arrogantly believed that his erudition would allow him to triumph.


Lucy, in contrast, gave herself to others.  The Mission Society was a cooperative enterprise, supported by several congregations of two denominations, possessing enduring exchange relations with other organizations.  The Baptist Church was not a propitious environment in which to bcome a valued exchange partner through intellectual endeavors.  The New York City Mission Society was a good environment in which to succeed through the strategy of benevolent giving.


Ironically, William ignored the message of his last published book, Self-Giving.  Lucy, however, embodied it, and she was amply rewarded for her life of service.  Her religious connections provided a livlihood and restored her dignity, after her husband's exchange strategy failed.  


Their son took on the difficult task of living the strategies of both of his parents.  Medicine was a vocation of service, yet during the period of Will's career it was also a science in which an individual doctor could hope to make significant scientific discoveries.  In his own mind, as well as in his publicity, Will exaggerated the medical advances he intorduced, but on balance he was among the very most competent men in his profession.  His cancer book was a success and proved that he could succeed where his father had failed.  He became prosperous, but not wealthy, and a major part of his life's bargain was the large fraction of his time devoted to charity cases.


In the end, though, science inevitably fails.  Like all the beloved relatives for whom Lucy had grieved, she, too, died, despite the best medical care of her era.  Will, who had given his mother so much, was unable to extend her life even one day beyond November 19, 1928.  So used to giving clients the reward of good medical care, and substituting religious compensators when he could not, Will was at first unable to accept religious compensators himself in the days after Lucy's death.  Professional that he was, he knew all the techniques of secondary compensation, but primary compensation eluded him.  Surrounded by swarms of effective clergy and indoctrinated by decades of religious observance, still when he faced his mother's death, grief struck him down.  


The words of his young son, John, reminded Will not of his faith but of his obligation to have faith.  From the moment the child spoke, Will reserved his doubts for himself, and acted the role of confident believer.  He continued to serve his mother's memory as he had served her during life.  Only though confidence could he serve his patients and lead his family.  Unlike his father, Will did fulfill his obligations.  We can doubt whether God actually provides the rewards promised by religious compensators.  Some human beings, the weakest of God's creatures, do keep their promises.  
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